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THE FIRST ¢HAPTER.

A Hot Chase !
ki EEN Bunteri”
Bolsover major of the Remove
asked that question in sulphurous
Eones,

Bolsover had a cricket-stump in his

hand, and his look and tone mdicated
that he was not looking for Bunter with
friendly intent.

Harry Wharton & Co. were about to
monnt their bieycles outside the school
gates when Bolsover major strode out
and hurled the question at them hke
a_pistol-shot. . : .

“¥es," said Harry, pausing with his
oot on the pedal, '"1've seen him."

“Where?” demanded Bolsover.

“ Pefore 1 answer that, you had betler
tell me what you are going to do with
thes stump,”  aswered the captain of
tle Remove drily. . n

m going to break it on Bunter!
roared Bolsover. . _

“That's & waste of war-time,” eaid Bob
Cherry, shaking his head. * Better not
tell himt where Bunter is.”

“Yook here, I want Bunter!” snorted
Bolsover major. *He's been in my
study, He's raided my grub. He wants
4 jedson! I'm going to give it to him!
I'm %oing to spiflicate him! Now, where
is hat"

“ Gentle shepherd, tell me
BaTY Frank Hu%ent. softly.

where "

wherefulness 18 ternifie, my
asteemed Bolsover I remarked Hurree
Singh. *“TPerhapsfully you had better

wait till you sre Jess infuriated.”

“You silly nigger!” growled Bolsover,
“Tell me where that {at bounder 15! 1'm
woing to smash him}"

The Famoua Five leaned their machines
against the wall, to leave their hands
free. Bolsover major watched them im-
pﬁ._ﬁEI'lﬁj'ﬁa He did not know what thas

ut he soon discovered,
“ All hands on deck!"™ said Jolnmy

Bull.
“ Here, whatrer you at?”  bellowed
ver major, ag the Famous Five col-
ared him. “Leggo! 1l stump you!
I'j—I'tl—— Yah! ] )
Mustn't call Inky a nigger,” said Bob
Eberry chidingly. “In the first place,
Inky 19n't a mgger. In the second place,
it's rude. In the third Erln-::e, you get
d for it. Like that!™
nmp ! . .

Bolsover major sat down in the dust,
gnd Nugent thoughtfully jerked away the
stump and threw it in at the gateway.

he churos of the Remove took their
machines again, and mounted, while

er struggled breathlessly to his

* You—=you—vou——" gpluttered Bol-
sover, O [—=I—=I'H—="

He made o furions rush after the five
aa they started. But the pedals were

round now, ani Bolsover major was

t“behingd. He kept vp the chaee for a

ards or s0, mm o cloud of dust

chum up by the wheels, and then

stopped, panting, and shaking a g fist
alter the Co. .

- The Famous Five rode on cheerily, with
amiling faces,

Mo doubt Billy Buater, the Owl of the
Remove, deserved a "etumping™
ralding Bolsover's stddy eupboard, Hut
the bully of the Remove was a heavy-
handed fellow, and likely to overde it. As
a matter of fact, Bunter had passed them
a few minutes before, feeng from the
wrath to come. ‘The five juntors rode up
the leafy lane towards Friardale, and in
a few minutes came i sight of a [at
figure tramping on ghead,

- It was Wiliam George Bunter of the
Hemove.

Bunter had left Greyfriars at a xyum,
but he had soon druﬁp&: inte & walk, Ele
had & bag under hiz arm, and he was
helping himsell from it

“Hallo, halle, halla! shaated DBob
Chezry.

Billy Bunter jumped, and looked round
hurriedly, Hiz mouth was full of cake,
and his face exprossed elarm.

“Oht Only wvou fellows!” he splut-
tered. “I—1 say, vou [fellows, =zeen
Bolsover#"

1] Ihr hal h“ !l:ll )

“He's ilzcﬁléring after you,"” grinned
Nugent. “He's got a stump! I'd give
him a wide berth for & bat, if [ were

- you, ™’

“P'm  trving  to,” gasped Bunter,
pounding on beside the eyclists, ds they
slowed down, "I say, Harry, take me up
behind you, will you#”

“My bike doesn’t
answered Wharton.

“0h, really, Wharton! That rolter is
after mie, vou know. [It's your duty to

t down bullving, as captain of the

orm:, you know.”

“In that Bolsaver’s ecaoke you've got
thero?"" demanded Wharton.

“ Ahem ! You—yon see, Bolsover thinka
it'a his cake,” szaid Bunter cautiously.
“You see, I was expecting a cake from
my—my wuicle. I—I think the labels got
mixed somehow, and—and the cake wns
delivered to Boltaver by mistake. These
mistakes keep on happening u—in war-
time, you know. Bo—so 1 went to Bol-
sover's study to see f—if it was my
cake,”™

“You
Cherry.

“Wall, 1 believe it was my cake,”™ snid

carry o tow,”

fat frand!™ oexclapmed DPob

Bunter, " Of courge, I'd pay for it if it
weren't mine, “"Taint much of a cake,
really—bleased war-time cake, vyou know,

I—I was going halvez with Bolsover, ot
as 5001 2@ he saw me with the cake he
got into a bad temper—*

“Go hon 1™

" Not really?” said Johnny Bull sy
castically.

“¥es, he did! You know what a beast
he is," said Bunter plaintively, * Slow

dowrn, you chaps, or I can't keep up.
He's o beast, you know—he slways used
L {0 be rowing with Elliott in his study.

I believe that chap really left becauge
he couldn't stand Bolsover, T waa will.
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g to go halves, but when T zaw Ihm
ggmg for the stump I—1 thought I'd-

tter leave.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Y1 eay, you fellows, take e up, abe
I'H o wharks witl: ghe cabe,” sond Buon-
ter penevously.
" Thanke; we're nol prub-barglacs
aatd Wharton,  * Besider, we're goiug to
CLif House.™

YT come,” aupd Bunder, at oo
“Marjorie Hageldepe will boe jolly aic
Ler  BEss IR, I've rather |u;,glu:'l.{r.:l bier
lately—so many engagements, you know,
've meant to give Marjorie a look-in
for u long time. Take mne op belind you,
Hc:jl:-, old chap.  1t'1l please Marjorie o
end.

Tnetead of fakine Buacter uap, b
Cherry dizengaged hes right loot from the

dal  and himged out with . Jilis
lanter caunght the toe of Ly boot wath
s fat ribs, and b down.

“Farooh!" he poared. " Gorerrrerpel ™

f Some of the cake appeared o have goso -

down  the
Yuregh!”

Billy Buanter sut and splattered, wiile
the five cveliste redde or. s remuan ks
on the subject of Marjorie had not, oy
garently, disposed e Cu. o L
AVOUL.

"Yow-ow! Beasts!" mumbied Bunt::,
ag he zerambled up, wmed lelded the ok,
whichh had rolled on the ground. = Yal !

Wk way, “Gurrgh

i?.uttleﬁ! Jealons heaste! Jti!ﬁt- beiL s
Marjorie likes a  good-looking ol
Groogh !

There was a patier of fect belund -
the lane.

Bunuter blinked rouwad through Lz 1.
elaszos. .

From the direetion of Greyfraes Tl
SOVer major wis corolng up at o ocun, He
had spotted Bunier in the distance,

" 0Oh, crmmbe ! gasped Bunter.

Still  clutehinge  the purloned
Billy Dunter fed for his hile.

- Brap! roared Bolsover,

“Oh, dear!™

Billy Bunter did not stop. He put ail
his beef mto his runving. In spite of the
weight he had to carry, Bunter put on »
good epeed. But the bully of the Remove
Was garming.

Bunter's fat face was «rimaon, and the
perspiration powred down it in streams.
His breath came in jerky goasps ns le
pounded on,

“Look out there!™

A trap, driven by a man with a cigar
i hig mouth and a bowler hat on the sude
of his head, turned into the read from
a siede lane, It whirled pasi Bunter, and
shot away ahead of him. Bunter's brain
did not work quickly ar a rule; but 1t
warked guickly now, with the heavy-
handed ﬁﬂ-lﬁﬂ\'m‘ so olpse behind, Ha

ade a jump after the frap as it shot
anead, and grasved the tail-board hehind.
He hung on the back of the vehicle, and
was carried on, his boots scraping up
c¢louge of dust, and the remnant of the
fake—the bone of contention—strewed
the road belund him.

vak oy
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"Stop!” velled DRolsover. He
within six yards now, “Stop!
betund !

Bunter 'hunr: on for his life.

The driver looked round at him.

He was not a pleasantlooking man.
Round one of his eyes was a bluish shade,
ay if it had lately been blackened in com-
bat. His nose still showed sygas of
damage received in fstical encounter.
His face was flabby, and marked by
deink and reckless hiving.,  Billy Buanter
blinked ot him imploringly over the back
of the trap as he was borne onward. He
rocoginised the man—he had seen him

wad
YWhip

hiingris about the neighbourhood—
genorally near a pub.
“Hallo! Get off ! spapped the man

in the trap.

“I—I say, Mr, Smiles, d-d-don’t whip
behind 1™ spluttered Bunter.  ““That
beast's after mo !’

Mr. Smiles glanced past him, at the
rod-faced Bolsover dashing in pursuit. A
black scowl came over his face ot the
sight of the burly Removite.

“Hallo! That's Master Bolsover!"
ke exelained.

“Yes; he's o beant ! I—1 sav, 1'l] pay

vou for o lift, Mr. Smiles!" panted
Bunter. “Lemme get in! Lemme
hang onl Qw!”

“Get in!" answered Mr., Smitles.

He elowed down, and Bunter thank-
fully climbed over the back of ithe trap
and bumped down inside, gasping with
relicf. Bolsover major came up with a
rush as the trap slowed.

The driver reached out with the whip,
and the thong zang across Bolsover's
'.-c‘.ui:]u'lder. The junioy uttered a wild
el

Then 3Mr, Smiles whipped up his horse,
and the trap dashed on again, leaviang
Eolsover major hopelegely behind, splut-
tering with fury, and brandishing his big
lists ﬁnrmlnaﬂy in the air.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
On the War-path !
i ETTER ior you, Bolsover !

I Ogilvy ealled out to Bokover
ag the latter tramped m at the
gates of Geroylirinrs,

Belsover was dusty, and etill red with
wrath, and his face wore & scowl, Ogilvy
glanced at him rather curiously as he
spoke. :

“Been in tha wars?™” ho asked.

“Yes!” growled Bolsover.

“There's a letter for you sticking in
te rack.”

“Rother 1t 1" answered Bolaover,

“It's from Elliott. I noticed it, ook
ing over the rvack, and knew the hst,"
snid Ogilvy, “If there'a news of the
chap you can tell us™

“Oh, all right ! said Bolsover, a little
more gracioualy,

He was starting for the bike-shed, but
he changed his divection and went into
the house. He wos rather interested to
hear from Ellictt, who had left Grey-
friors a few weeks before. Elliott had
been his study-miate while he was in the
Remove, and certainly life had not been
pleasant 1 that study. Percy Bolasover
was not a very pleasaut fellow to “dig "
with. But he had done Elliott a great
service juet before the junior left, and he
was still feeling pleased with himself
about it.  And certainly Elliott was
grateful,

He tock the letter from the rack, and
gat down in the hall to read it. It was
not often that Dolsover did a kindly
action, and tho fack that he had been
kind to Ellictt before he left made him
feel still kindly towards the absent
junior—in a rather lofty, patronising
way., Eliiott had beern led into reckless
folly by fcllows worse than himsclf, and

it IJ
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‘Trapped !

(See Chapter 4) |

had fallen into the hands of Mr. Smiles,
the sharper. That gentleman, having
obtained the foolish lad's signature on a
“sorap of paper,” bhad held it over his
head, extorting money from him under
the threat of exposure and <disgrace.
Harry Wharton had tried o help him
out, and had failed. Then Dolsover had
chipped in. Bolsover's way was some-
what unusual and high-handed—he had
thrashed Mr, Smiles, and taken Elliott’s
aper away from him, and even after the
apse of weeks Mr. Smiles had not wholly
recovered from the terrific thrashing the
burly Removito had given him. Bolzover
major had promised Mr. Smiles " some
more of the same ™ if he over mot him
again. But they had not met again till
thiz afternoon, when BMr. Smiles’ whi

had fallen across FPerey DBolsover's
shiulders.

Bolsover major did not intend to take
that “lying down."” Hao had come in for
hiz bike, with the rather rockless inten-
tion of riding over to the Threa Fishers,
where Mr. Smiles lived, and giving him
another licking. He was in a state of
smouldering wrath, but he calmed down
a little as he read Elliott's letter.

“Dear Bolsover,—I'm starting for
(Canada in a few days with my uncle. I
couldn’t go without droppang you a line
to thank you onece more for what you
did for me. We weren't very chummy
at Greyfriars, but I shall never forget
what vou did. It meant cverything to
me. There's another thing I ought to
suy. Ieep your eyes open for He
is a thorough rotter, and revengeful. He
won't forgive you for thrashing him as
vou did. He deserved it, and more; but
he won't forget it. If he gets o chance
at you, look out for humn, !

“Thank vou once more, old chap, and
good-bye !

“ Alwaya yours,
“LE. Evuiorr."

Bolsover major smiled as he put the
letter in his et “8 " atood for
Smiles. The junior had not cared to
write the name in full, Bolsover had no
doubt that the man would revenge him-
self if he could, but he smiled at the idea,
Ho was not afraid of Charley Bmiles.

“Well, I'm glad poor old Ellictt iz all
right,” murmured %niﬁﬁ‘.’lﬁt’, as he lelt
the School House, *I saw him through,
and I'm glad T did. He was too soft to
deal with o man ke Smiles. I'm the
fellow for that ! And, by gad, I'm goin
to deal with him this afternoon, too ! I’%
teach him to lay hiz whip across my
shoulders 1"

Dolsover major walked round to the
bike-shed and wheeled out his machine.
Ogilvy was at the pates, with Bake amd
Russell, when he arrived there,

“Any news of Elliott !" asked Ogilvy.

“He's just off with his uncle, and all
gareng,” =nid DBoleover. “You fellowa
doin® enythin' this afterncon? How'd
you like to come and back me up?”

'“ ﬁw{’ with Highecliffe?™ asked HRake,

o B

“If it's a rag on the Uourtfield chaps
count on us!" said Hussell.

“It izun't that. I'm going to the Three
Fighers—"

“Great Scott!
hounds 1"

“I'in going there all the same. You
know that man Bmiles?”

“I've seen him,” said Ogilvy drily.
“1 don't want an introduction to him,
thanks !

“You silly ase!” roared Bolsover
major. " Do wou think I know the cad?
I'm going over to thrash him!”

“Oh, ctumbs "' :
~ “I've thrashed him once, on the tow-
ing-path,” said Bolsover, *1 met him
in the lane here half an hour ago, and he
laid his whip across me. I'm going to
make him sit up. You fellows come abd
gee fair play.”

“You blessed ass!" exclaimed Ogilvy,
“ And suppose it comes out that we've
been to that low den! What about that?
It would mean a flogging !

U Rats! I'm risking that.”

“¥More duffer youl” ;

“Po von think I'm going to let him
eut me with his whip?” demended Bol-
BOVEL.

“Wait till you meet him somewhere,
then,” said Rake. *“You'll iet- landed
into trouble if you go to his den, He'll
call in the chucker-out to handle Myﬂum
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They've got a regular prizefighter at
lil.l;'t':.ﬂir tacea.’

“He wouldn't handle me!™ gaid Bol-
saver mejor disdammfully. “I'm jﬂllﬁfr

‘mg ll]

“I*%‘:' goodness’ eake don’t be such an
ass 1 exclaimed Ogilvy in real concern.
“Tt will lead to a row, and the Head
may hear of it !"

IEM}FP
1"W¢ll, %tilljdaﬁ l_'a{mst I:Lai-e his way,

B0 et biF 4 [ O vy, woarn ou
ﬁaﬁt means trouble,”

“Let it} sneered Bolsover. Y1 sup-

you mean that you [cllows funk it
hat's the Tong and short of it.”

“Tt Wn't a question of funk,” said the
Beottish junior quietly. * Any decent
fellow would stop short of going to 2
pub and dkicking uwp a row there; and
that's what it amounts to."

“8o I'm not a decent fellow ?" roared
.Bolsover.

"“Well, voy're asilly ses, at any rate.”

ey ] 3 aF
T'd rather be a silly ass than a funk. ¥ fiowlad avay:

Ozilvy's eyes gleamed.

“*You'll have a fizght here instozd of at
the 'Thres Fishers, if you don't fake
& bit moro cara of what you say,” he
anawered.

Holsover gave a snort and wheeled his
machine out at the gates.

“Dash it all, there’s old Gosling histen.
g !’ muttered Halke, “I'll bet vyou he
heard the ailly ass say he was going to
the Three Fishers!™

The porter was blinking out of his
lodge, and his glance rested very curi-
cusly on the group «f Removites. Bol-
sover major's bull-veice had reached his
fars.

Ogilvy glaneed at lam, and then ran
into the road after Bolsover,

The latter bad mounted his hicyele and
was starting, and the Scottish jumior
shouted after him,

“Btop & minute, Bolsever 1"

Eolsover major fooked back.

“ Are you coming ¥

# Mo, But——"

‘*Hats to you, then !

“Hold on, T tell you!" exclauned
Ogilvy, running after hinmy az he rode

away, "Old Goelitig heard wou! 1
believe—""
* Blow Gosling 1"
"1 tell you—" :
But Beolsover major was driving at his

podals, and he passed out of hearing,
HWell, of all tha _tlnndorin% idigte I
exclaimed Dounnld Ogilvy; and he gave it
up and returnu!i (o [us companions.
Bolsover major rode away at a gcod
pace, his wrath undiminshed, and all
ready to pour upon the devoted head of
Mr. Eh&tii:g:i' Smiles. He had thrashed
Mr, Smiles once most successfully—per-
baps toc succeasfully—and he was pre-
red to do the same again. Whether
e was likely to be so succeseful at Mr.
iles’ own guarters was a question the
reckless fellow did not stop to ask him-
self. Baleover major was noet much given
%o reflection.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bunter In Luek !

i

H Bob Cherry uttered that ex-
clamation as a trap, driving
fast, camo whirling up past
lar hart-:md& Co. drew 3,.:: tltha left
40 let 1t pass, and as it passe ey re-
pognised gld:r Smiles at [i],ha mina,jand
William George Bunter of the Femove
- “Bunter I"* exclaimed Harry Wharton.
i fat junior grinned down at them,
given him a lift,

ALLO, hallo, hello!®
the five cyclists,
witting in tho trap behind him,
MiaNTT Lomany.- -No, 548,

and allowed him to remain in the tmap,
Billy Bunter did not know. Chasley
Soules did not look like o good-natured
man. But Bunter was very glad of the
doing  with

lift.
“What's Bunter that
blackguard?' growled Jobhnny Bull,
Harry Wharton rode after tha trap,
keoping pace for a moment or two,
“Bunter!” he called out.t
“ Halla §"
“What arc you doing thers?”

|V Bitting  down,” answered Bunter,
“"Tve got a lift. Don’t you wish you
had? Yaht"

“ Lok, here, Bunter, vou'd better get
down——""

“You wait Bolsover to nail
grinned Bunter, " No, thanks!

The trap bowled on.

“This way, Wharton,"”
Frank Mugent.

The cyclists had veached the turning
that led to Cuff House. Harry Wharton
turned with the rest, and the trap

me, "
Yak!"

called out

It all r;%-ht,“ eaid Harry, his brow
c:earmﬁ. “He's got a lift to get away
from Bolsover, fter aH, he eownldn't
have anything to do with that man; he's
got no morey,™

“Lucky for him!" grunted Johnny
Bull. “He wouldn't keep it long, 1f he
had, in that rotter’s company 17

The Famcus Five rode on their way.
Harry Wharton remembered the time
when Bunter had been in funds, for ence
m a way, ancd had had the ambition of
following in the footsteps of Ponsonby of
Higholifte, and Skinner of the Remove,
and becoming a bold, had blade, Bunter
wad & duffer of the first water, and there
was no teling what troublis he might
have landed himself in, and the Co. had
been a little alarmed at seeing him in
the company of the shadiest character in
the whole district. "But the fact that
Bunter was as usual, “stony,” made it
very improbable that he waa taking up
once more the career of a merry dog.
Tis i ahillhes Weis. Giekble Bot
worth Mr. Smiles’ while. 8o Harr
Whirton & Co. dismissed the mattes
from their minds. It was really not
exactly their business, but if the Juffer
of the Hemove had been heading for
trouble, they would: have felt impglled
to lead himp out of it by his fat ears.

Billy Bunter sottled down contentedly
in the trap. Mr. Bmiles turned into the
Redclyffe Road, and then into another
fane that led up the river. Bunter was
well dontent to spend that smnny after-
noon driving through the green lanes,
1.3»:!:1:11:u|:-Eﬂxl'I3r as it kept him out of Beol
sover major’s reach. He was more and
more surprised at Mr. Smiles' good-
nature, however. He did not know the
mann, but he know that he was a bad
character, and had had one or twa pain-
ful misnnderstandings with the police.

Mr. 8miles, as ho drove, had a very
thoughtful éxpression on his unprepos-
kesming face. Onco or twice he paseed
hia hand over hia eyo, where the bluish
ghade still ingerved. He turned his head
at last to speak to Bunter,

“Thank you for thiz lift, Mr. Smiles,”
said Dunter at once, fearing that the
man was about to ask him to get out.
“You're awinlly good! I am enjoying
this—1 am, really !* .

“You're more than welcome,
answered Mr., Smiles civilly,
'appy to bhe of sarﬁtp to  you.
he'ung to Greyfriars, sir?”

El"r’il‘
kd 1? m
You

‘Yes; I'm in the Remove,” said
Bunter. Mr., Smiles' manner was o
civil that DBunter’s &t once became

alightly patronising. :

“T'va "eard of the j!uunf nobleman
at Greyfrinvs,” said Mr. Smiles. “'It's a
great pleasure to me to meet 'im, sir."

Billy Bunter swelled with gratification,
Evidently Mr. Smilea mistook hiny for
Lord auleverer of tha' Remove,
Bunter had long had a seeret conviction
that in sappearance he might have
passed eamly for a member of the
nobility. Here was proof. It did not
even occur to his fat mind that Mr.
Smiles was flattering him for some
reason of hia own,

For o moment or two Bunter was
tempted to lay ¢laim to being Lord
Mauleverer, in order to enjoy the sweeb
incense of flattery. But he felt that 16
would not do.

“I'm not Lord Mauleverer,” he said.

“He's a pal of mine—my best friend, in
fact, We're rather alike. My name's
Dunter.™

“¥ea, sir. Course, I've never s¢en
the young gentleman, but I took vou to
be ‘o, naturally,” said Mr. Smilee.
“ As goon as I sead you, T aave to myeself,
this 'ere distinguished-lookin® young gent
is the nobleman I've ‘eard about up ab
the school.”

Mr, SBmiles’ manner was still civil, not
to say soapy, although Bunter had con-
feas that he was not a nobleman,
Apparently he still rerarded Dunter as a
person of consegquence.
~ “That feller who wasz arter you,"” con
tinued Mr. Emiles, “that was Muaster
HBolsover, I believe.”

His narrow eves glinted as he spoke
the wama, Ellioft had not been ms-
takon ag to Mr. Smiles’ revengeful feel-
ings,

“¥Yes, he's a bullying beaet,” said the
Owl, “I—I'd have licked him, renlly—
I could, you know, only—only—-"

“QOnly vou wouldn't soll your
on =uch a feller,” said Mr. Hintles.

Bunter blinked at him quickly; but
Mr, Smiles" face was quile grave,

“That’s it exactly,” sanid Bunter.
“ He's really a low follow. MNobody hkes
him. Rotten bully, you know, Hea'a
made me lose my cake, too, the rotter!
I zay, My, Smiles, esuld yon drop me
somaewhere near Greyiriars?”

“Wherever you like, eir,” snswoerds]
Me., SBmilez. " Quite at your service in
evory way. Ll'm drivin% ‘o of present,
1 live at the Three Iishers.  TYr’aps
vou've heard of the place®”

“¥Yag, rathor!” prnned Buoter. **It'a
out of bounds for us,”

“Some of the young gents come there
ab times, &ic,” Mr. Emilea was watching
Bunter's  fat, obtuse feee  keenly.
“Friends of vours, I Jessay.”

“0Oh, I know—Skinner and Snoop,”
said Bunter; *and Ponsonby of High-
cliffe, too. ¥lliott used to, too.”

“0Oh, vou know Mastor Elliotd?”

“Of conrse—hefore he left, Fle was
in my Form. I heard him and Bolsover
taking about you once,’”’ said Bunter
agreeably.  “ They were calbhng you
some strong names ! ; :

“Was thev?"” said Mr, Smiles, hiz eyes
glinting again.

“Something ebout a paper you had
with Elliott's nama on it continued
Bunter. “I—1 heard them 311:!@ by
chance, of course. 1 would hLaten,
I say, Ellintt was 2 silly ass to sign that

per. He, he!” ;
My, Smiles gava him a very curious
look.

“ Don't you believe all that you ’ear,

‘ands

Master Bunter,” he said. I dessay
you've 'eard a icr_l: of 'arm of me—-
“He, ha! You het!”
“Don't you believe it, sir. T'm an
honest man,” said Mr. Smiles, "I know
ow to treat a gentleman as sich,

Where's the 'arm in a young ?ent ‘aving
& little futter once in a way? I dessay
you yourself, sir, could play a good game
&t billiards?
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¥ What-ho!” said Bonter. “I'm a dab
at it—at most things, in fact” _

“P'r'aps you'd drop in for a liltle
gfm&a some time, siv? I'd always be

ad to see you."

§ Bunter h&:;it-ated. He concluded that
Mr. Smiles, having taken him for a
nobleman, was still under the impression
that he was rich, and regarded him as a
pigeon worth plucking.

H1—T would,” stammered DBunter;
“pertainly, I'd be leared. Some—some
time when I'm in funds, you know.”

Mr. 8miles smiled.

“What does that matter, sir,” he
answered. “The word of & young
gentleman Jlike you would be pgood
enongh for Charlay Bmiles, Don’t you
believe all you ‘ear, sir., Have I ever
aslked a genileman to put hiz name on a
bit of paper? Believe me, sir—never! 1
know a gentleman when I see one, and
his word is good enough for me!”

Billy Bunter felt more confident. On
these lines, it seomed that he could play
Mr, Smiles at billiards, with “quids ¥ on
the game, with pleasure and profit. If
he won he bagged Mr, BSmiles’ quide. If
he lost, Mr. Bmiles vwould have to wait
for his winnings till Bunter’s celebrated
postal-order came. So long as there was
nothing in  writing DBunter felt safe
enough, It did not even occur to him
that the cumning sharper had **aized
up " Dunter pretty accurately,
Enew the Owl of the Remove better
than Bunter knew himself,

“ By gad, there's the place I"" said My,
Smiles, as the red chimneys of the river-
side inn showed above the trecs, 1
wonder if you'd cave to drop in this
arternoon, sir, secing as you're 50 near?

| drive you back arterwards with
pleasure,
“1 haven't had my tea,” =aid

Bunter doubtfulls.
U P'r'aps you'd do me the honour to
join. me, sir, I don't know whether
vou'd ?EJEBt to ‘aving something over
the rations—""

“No fear! 1 think the rations are all
rot!" answered Dunter emphatically.
“ All vory well for low people, if you like.
Not for me!"”

“Jeat so, sir. I kpow a man whe can
fix these "ere things " said Mr. Smiles.
“¥ou como in with me, sir! I shall be
“uhly honoured o'

“0Oh, I'll come in !’ said Bunter care-
lessty. e was growing more patronis-
ing than ever. Mr, Smiles was so eivil,

‘Tho trap turned into a little lane, and
drove round the inn., Billy Bunter
blinked round him rather norvously as
ho entered the placo.  He was fesling
“no end of a eard,” but ho knew that
there would be trouble if his exploit was
found out. But the Three Fishors was a
secluded inn, and there waa little danger
of being observed.

Billy Duntor sat down to tea with Mr.
Smiles—a meal at which the rations cer.
fuinly wero vory seriously exccoded,
which did not shock William Grorge
Bunter, but made him resolve to pay Mr,
Smiles another visit, They had tea in a
reom overlooking the long garden, with
French windows—a very pleasant room,
if it had not been Imtmtﬂg by the fumes
of anmcient rum and whisky and atale
lobecco-smoke. And the ample meal
had just boen finished, and Bunter was
acoepiing a cigarette from Mr. S8miles’
coae to wind up with, when a bull-voica
was heard outside

“Where's that man Smiles #”

Bunter jumped up in alorm,

"Al-m-my hat! B-B-Bolaover!"

Mr. BSnnles rose to his feot ton. Tle
knew the voice, A glint came into his
NATrow efyes,

“I—I say, he's afler me!” stuttered
Bunier, in alarm.

“Don't vou be afeared, air,” said Mr.

and he’
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Amiles, “There's them "ers that can
'andle that young gentleman,”

Bunter blinked nervously towards the
open windows., A shadow fell on the

reensward outside—the shadow ol

slsover major, Eﬂderﬂ.'l}" in talk with
gomeone belonging to the 1nn.

“Heo--he's coming here!” mumbled
Bunter, *Oh, dear! The beast! Ow!”

“ All right, sic 1"’

Bunter did not heed, He rolled across
to the inner door, opened it, and paossed
out into a passege. Sooner or lator he
had to meet Bolsover major, but he was
anxious to put off the unpleasant hour as
long as possible.  As the door closed
belhind Bunter, the burly form of
Bolsover major loomed up in the open
French windows, with a muscular pot-
man bohind him. Mr. SBmiles made a
sign to the potman as Bolsover major
strode in.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Shut Up !
™ O I've found you, you rotter?”
That was Bolsover's greeting.
Mr, Bmiles, kaeping the table
between him  and  the burly
Groviriars fellow, nodded and smiled
pleasuntly.

“RBecen lookin' for me, sir?” ho asked
cheorily. ) ]

“Voa, vou cad! You hit mo with your
whip this afterncon !’ roared Bolsover,

“Yea; I laid my whip round you,”
pssented Mr, Smilea, *“It was jest what
vou wanted, yvoung man.”

“I gave you a thrashing once.”

“You did,” agreed Mr. Smiles. “You
ducked mo in thoe river, too. You may
be sorry for it some day. Charley
Smiles 18 an ugly customer,’

“Ugly enough! snorted Bolsover.
“Wciﬁ I've come here to give you
another licking, Charley Smiles.”

Mr. B3miles grinned.

The big tman who had shown
Ticlsover to the room was grinning, too.
He was a very powerful man, with a face
like a bulldog, and a broken mnose,
Burly as Dolsover was for his ape, he
was butk on infant compared with the
“shucker-out ™ of the Three Fishers, and
Mr. Smiles felt quite safe,

“I told you I'd give you another
hiding if you came my way again,” said

lapver. “Puat up your hands, you
checky cad !

He came round the table after My,
Amilos,

The latter dodged quickly, and took np
a etrategic position behind the big
potmaain. 2

“Collar “ym, Albert!" he said.

“Stand aside, man !"’ shouted Bolsover.

Albert grinnad, and advanced upon
him instead of standing aside. Boleover
major put ui) hiz hands defiantly. He
wus hopeloss
plenty of bulldog courage,

Hiz hands were swept away, and the
big man grasped him; and Bolsover,
struggle a8 he would, was impotent in
that powerful grasp. He struggled and
etruck, bt he was held helploss, .

“Shall I put him in the ditch outside,
gir *" asked the potman, etill grinning.

“You dare to!” panted Dolsover.

Mr. Smiles shook his head. )

“No, Albevt. Don't be "nrd on a ‘igh-
sperrited voung  gent,” he answerad.
“DPut him in the ghed and lock him in.”

“Hay ¥

“Lock him in the shed,” repeated Mr.
Smiles.  “He's come 'ere of his own
accord. He'll go away when I choose,
and not before. It'll do his 'of blood
rood to cool down a little in the shed.”

“Jest ns you like, Mr. Smiles. Come
on, young man £ :

‘Fou qolly well won't Jock me in a
shed ! roared Bolsover furiounsly.

The potman did not trouble to reply.

outclassed, but le had

He lifted Bolsover major in his arms and
carried him, struggling and kickipg, out
at the French windows. | .

Mr. Smiles followod, grinning evilly,

Still struggling, Belsover major was
borne round the building in Albert'a
muscular arms, and J}itched into & dark
an evilsmelling shed. He lay gasping
on the earthen Hoor, .

Albert stepped out, and . Smiles
cloeed the door, and turned the bi
rusty key in the lock. Then he lmkuﬁ
in at Bolsover through a little window &
foot sguare.

“Lio there for a bit
man,” he grinned.
lack-in presently."

Bolsover scrambled up.

“¥ou rotter !"" he roared.
not keep me hero !

“P'r'apa T don't, and p'raps T do”
said Mr. Smilos. “Vou come "ere of your
own accord, didn't you?”

Bolsover rushed to the window, ancl
Mr. Bmiles jumped back in & grea
hurry. The bully of the Remove made
an attempt to squeeze himself out. Bu
the opening was much too small, Hig
head came through, Lut not his
shoulders. Mr. Smiles grinned at him,
evidently entertained, and the potlman
burst info a loud laugh.

“(h, you rotters!’ panted
glaring at them helplessly,

“Anythin' clag to say?"™ asked Mr.
Bmilea.

“Let me cut ! x

“ About ‘arf-past seven or cight,” said
My, Bmiles. “I'll come back an’ let
you out, Anythin' elac ¥

“Look here, you feol! I have to get
in to callingover " exclaimoed Bolsover,
in alarm.

“Ia that s0?" said Ar. Bmiles,

"“"Yea, vou votter !’ :

“I'm afeard you'll be late for it, them,
Master Bolaover.” :

And with that Mr. Smiles saunfered
away, lcaving Bolsover major shaking a
Furious fist from the little window,

The sharper returned to his own apart-
ment, still smiling. He found Billy

Bunter there.
he **  naslked Buntor

“W.where
nervously.

“Tocked in a shed,” answerad Mr.
Smiles ropssuringly, * He won't do any-
body any "arm this arterncon, at loast,”

“He, E&, ha I'?

“ And if he gives you any trouble when

you get back to school, gir—"'
i IE: will, the beast!" muttered
Danter, his eackle dying away as he
thought of it. “He's a rotten bully, you
know !

“Well, if he does,

Three-halfpence.

young gentle
1] m\ga you a

“You dare

Bolsorver,

18

Jou ask 'im if he'd
like vou to mention that yvou've seen "im
at this ‘ere show, It wouldn’t do ‘im
anﬁ good, would it "
unter brightened up.

“He wounld jolly well zot ragqqdei:éy
old Quelchy if !lm knew " he exclaimed.
Ho won't touch

“All serene, Smiles! [
me if I put it to him liko that.
e Wot d to a likt] of

;ot do you aay a little pamo
billiards?" hinted Mr. Smiles. “The
room’s next to this, and nobody thera
nﬂw'u

“Like a bird ! said Bunter,

They adjourned to the next apartment.
Bunter played hilliards about as-well aa
he did everything clee; but his luck was
phenomenal, for he ran out well ahead
of the axrﬁﬁrmnmd sharper in the frat
game, ere was o sovercign on the
game, and Bunter could scarcely beliove
it his luck ss hoe pocketed it L.
Smiles did not seem to cara whether
Bunter could pay up if he loat,

“Mow you'll 'ave to be getting back,"”
said My, Smiles. “You mustn't be lats
for call-over whatever happons to Master
Bolsover. P'r'upsa  you'll give me

He,
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snother look-in, Master Dunter? You
baat me 'ollow, and I'd like to fry you
again another time."”

unter was only too cager to fry Mr.
B8miles another titne. Sovereigns did not
coane easily his way, and he was already
thinking that he would be able to make
quite an incomo out of this easy-going

tleman. That the sharper had le:
E;:?:: win, and that ho must have some
strong motive for wasting his afternoon
on an impecunious schoolboy, did not
enter Bunter's mind for a moment. He
was in & state of complete seli-satis-
faction. He had just gense enough to he
resolved that Mr. 8miles should never
get an:,rthinﬁ from him in black and
white, as had happened with poor
Elliott, and that was all. ;

" Certainly,” answered the Owl, with
an assumphion of the air of a man of
the world. “I’ll give you your revenge
any time, old sport.” :

‘Tto !’ said Mr. Smiles, with great
gravity, which ehowed that he had a
F-I:H:Hi control of his facial muscles,
*You're & real sportsman, sir, if you'll
allow me to say eo. I'll send a mun to
drive you 'ome, sir. When shall I have
the honour of secing you again "

“Wednceday afternpon?” asked DBun-
ter. '“That suit you™ . ,

: "”.llnjf time as suits vou will suit me,

* Wednesday afternoon, then”

And Billy Bunter trotted out, greatly
satisfied, and was driven homs to Grey-
friars—leaving the trap at some little
distanco from the school, for the sake of
caution, and walking the rest of the
way. He had reached the school by the
time “Albert, the potman, came to the
shed, and released the furices and funung
Bolsover, As the potman threw open
the door, with & broad grin, Iolsover
major strode cut, his Osts elenched end
his cyes gleaming.

“Good-evenin’, air!” grinned Albert.
“You'll find vour machine where yuou
Lot it ) ) ]

Bolgover major locked at him, medi-
tating an assault, DBut the prospect was
s0 hopeless that ®e controllad his wrath,
and strode away without a word. In the
decpening dusk he drove at his pedals,
covering the distance to Greyiriars at
great speed; but he knew that he would
be at least half an hour late for ealling-
over, and what excuse to give he could
not 1magine. Certainly he could not tell
Mr. Quelch that he hﬂg been visiting the
’E’;rec! Fishers, and had been detained

e

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
“ Roriy ! **

“B OLSOVER MAJOR!”

No answer.

Mr, Quelch, the Remove-
master, was t-ui:i‘ng the roll-call,
He repeated Bolsover major’'s name. But

: owner thereof was not present, and
no answer was given, and Mr. Quelch
went on with the roll.

Billy Bunter was grinning as he came
out of Hall with the rest. He knew
whera Bolsover major was; and he
charitably hoped that the Remove bully
wonld get & hicking for missing call-ovar,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wherefore that
pweet grin §' ashed Bob Cherry, tapping
Bunter plarl'ull_'gr_ on the nose,

“Yow-ow ! You silly ass! Leave my
nose alone ! howled Bunter. Then he
added, as he rubbed his fat little nose:
“Y may, yvou fellows, can you change a
pound note for me?” i .

Billy Bunter did not specially want his

und note changed that eveming; but

wanted the Remove fellows to know
that he had a pound note,
Cherry grinned.
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“MNot n postal-order " he asked.

“I've been disappointed about a postal-
order,” anawered Bunier. **But never
mind that. Can yeu change a quid
nole 7"

“Puzzle, find the
le‘gﬂnt, leughing.

“0Oh, really, Nugent! Look at that!”

“My hat! A real quid!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry, 23 Bunter held up  AMe
Bmiles’ pound nole 1 a fat fist.

Buonter sniffed.

““1 dare =ay it's wore than you've F)t-
about you, Bob Chbrry,” he said loftily,

“Right on the wicket!” agreed Bob.
“T've pot a tanner—bat 1'a my own”

“To you think this sa't mne, fat-
head "

“I don't quite sec how it can Lo, as
it Yeere stony this afternoon,” answered

ob, growing grave. f you've found
that quid note, you fat 1diot, you'd better
buek up and put it back where you feund
it before you get into trouble.”

“Wah ! waz Bunter's reply.

And he tucked the note into lus
weket, and rolled away, leaving  the

amous Five leoking alter lum  in
surprise.

It was seldom that- Bunter had a whele
Haguid "; and 1t was extraordioary that
he should have this quid, as ke had becen
“stony ¥ only a few hours before, and
had been out of doors ever swmce, and
cartainly hadn't received any remittancd
by post.

“My hat!"” eaid Bob. " Has he been
winning money [rom that man Smjes 7

“The winfulness would net be terrific.”
remarked Hurree Singh, 1t would be
a baot on the oiher leg”

“Not likely," said ITarry Wharton,
laughing. “F don't suppose there's a
chap in Greviriars could beat Smiles at
his own games, unless it's the Dounder
—eertainly Bunter couldn’t”

“Well, I suppose he couldn’t.” agreed
Bob., "It's queer where he bazged a
quid, though; he must have got it while
he was out. Peter Todd had better look
into this, as he's Bunter's pyg-keeper.,”

Peter Todd did look mto it, as soom as
he heard of the pound note. Peler was
Bunter’s stodv-mate in No. ¥, and he
had a sense of responsibility towards the
obhtuse Owl of the Remove, [Ilis sense
of responsibility sometimes led hin to
use a cricket-stump at close gquarters, and
he never earned Bunter's pratitude.

Peter fonnd the Owl of the Remove
reclining at ease in the armchair m No.
7, and he jumped as he saw a cigarcite
in the Owl's mouth. There was a haze
of amoke in Study No, .

Peter stood almost transfixed, Onee
bofore Bunter had started as a "“hlade,™
and on that occasion Peter’s stump had
been freely usod. Evidently, the stump
was wanted again, and Peter was ready
for the amergency.

“You—you-—you fab
Tadd.

Bily Bunter blinked at him over the
cigarette, and gave him a fatucus wink.

“Have a smoke, old chapt” he said.

“Wha-at ¥

“Have a smoke—['ve got helf 2
dozen,”” said Bunter. “*Chap gave them
to me—a sportin’ fnend of mme. Come,
put a fag on” added Bunter encourag-
ingly. **Be o man, you know, like me !

“1 man—Ilike you !"" said Peter dazealy.

“Y¥es,  MNothin® spooney about me-
what ! gaid Bunter.

Peter Todd made for the corner of the
room where the stump wana,  Bunter
jumped up as Peler scized it,

“l.ook here, don’t you play the ox,
Peter Todd ! he shouted. ' You mind
vour own businesa! I can do as [ like, 1

upposc '
j ‘E{ﬂu suppose that, do you ' inquired
Patar.

“Yes, I dot

quid neote,” sgqid

whiot 1 bepan

“Then vour supposer wants oiling, I
should say. You can't do as you like, my
pipoin, if you like to be & silly ass and
a shady worm,” said Peter Todd. * Put
that cigarette in the grate.”

“I won't !" howled Bunter.

“{herwige, I shall touch vou up with
this stump—hke that !"

“Yaroooh I

The cigarctte went into the grate.
There wa: no arguing with a encket-
stump in the hand of an olstinate youth
who did not want to be a man—iike
Bunter |

U Waw chuck the rest after it," szaid
Peter.

* Look here, you beast——  Ow ! IKeep
off, you votter! I'm  chucking them,
sin't 17" howled Bunter,

“That'a right,” said Peter Todd ap-
provingly. "“"Now shove that old news-
prper under them, and set licht to it
That's the best way to aumte thent,
Bunter; they don't damage your inside,
smoked that way.™

Iilly Bunter would have preferred to
smoke them another waw, at the risk of
damaging hizg inside; but Peler was
adamant. With a dunge vr two from the
stump to buck him up, the sportive Owl
burnt the cigarettes, glowering all the
titne in a vay that bade fair to crack his
spectacles

“That's better,” exld Peter, " And
now, where have you been getiing a quid
from, Buunter?"”

"Tind out!"”

“That's what I'm doing.
vou geb it i :

Peter Todd gave avother lunge with
the stump, and Dunter dodged, with
Lopual hnwf

“Yow! Keep off, you beast!™

“VWhere did you get the quid, dear
boy? Whese pocket did you Hnd it in ¥
inquived Peter,  “ I'm going to keep yon
ont of & refromatory if 1 ean, m?' jewel,
You're o bit too much of a Bolshevik 1
moaney matiers, my fat tulip 1™

“I—1 mot it " gasped DBunter,

“1 kaow that! ‘momnquiring about

VWhere did

the whorefulnesz, #s Inky would put
it.!
“Porhaps T'va heen  lucky,”  soid

Bunter [oftily.
sperting chap,
belliards,™

“What?"? yelled Peter.

“ Look here, Peter Tood, don’t yon
interfere with me,.” said DBunter. “1I'm
a hit of a dog—I1 know it—rather rarty,
in fact——"

“A—-n bit of 2 dog 1" stutiered oter.
“Ruother vorty ! Oh, yve godal”

“This stady 18 too slow for me,’
Bunter disdainiully, “I belicve in
chap going the pace a bit. It woulin’t
do fur you, perhaps—a skinny sclicitor’s
201, ‘mdifferent. My people arc
wealthy, T'm vather goey. ['m tninking
of changin' out of tlus study.  You're
too slow for me here,”

“You can change ont of this study as
soon a8 you like, and the sooner the
hetter,” said [Meter Todd. “Hut Eo
leng as vou're in thiz study, Bunter,
you're not going to get expelled. It
would be & good thing in one way, but
it would be a disgrave for the study-—
sest’”

“Ob, don't be a goat!” said Bunter.
“ T fod up wath you, Peter Todd, ['ve
eot {riends outside Greyfriars—sportimyg
friends. They nay up when they loao,
expoct to have lots of money in the
future.”™ )

“You oxpect to win  money  at
billiards " asled Peter Todd, wondering
whether he was dreaming.

“I'm a dab at the gome,” said Bun
ter. “Smiles himself said I beat him
hollow. "

“Bmiles ™

“ Perhaps I've met a
and Leaten him ot

)

gaid

velled Peter. *You've
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hcend[ﬂnying billiards with that black-
puard 7Y .

“h, he's all right—quite a sportin’
chap. I eather like him. Of course, he's
not a fellow’s equal, but he's respectinl—
Leaps his distance, vou know."

Peter Todd stared at him.

“Bmiles is respectiul—to you; wastea
his time—on you, and lets you win
money from him!" he gn&Feﬂ. “What
on earth is his game, then ™

“0Oh, don't be an ass!"” eaid Bunpter
irritably. ‘'He's respectful becayse he

nows how to trest a gentleman pro-
perly.  As for wasting Ins time, T sup-
pose ib's an honour for 2 man like that bo
soenk to me; in fact, he satd 1t was. And
lic jolly well didn't let e win his money.
Why should he "

“Yea, why should he? That's what I
want to know, "

“I'm g dab at—"

“(th, cheese it, you fat duffer!
ghould that man let you win his money ¥
said Peter, in smazement. “He can't
suppose you're rich. You brag l.-rmu,gg'h,
but anybody can see through your silly

Why

ri%‘ll‘
“* Look here, vou rotteprs=—-="

“1 know the game he played on poor
Elliptt. Hawve yon given lhim anything
in writing, aa that duffer did ¥

Buntor winlked.

“Heo any green in my evo?” he re-
torted. “I'm tno fly for that. I teold
him I was in fact.”

“Then why the thump has he let you
win A quid from him *"

“He dida't, you dummy!”? howled
Buntar. *7T beat him by shoer skill.”

Y Fathead 17

HThe faet is. you're a rather spooney
ass, Poter Todd ! said Bunter. ** Yoo
don't understand a sporting chap bike
me.  You've never done me Juatice or
troated ore with proper respect,. The
legs vou have to say to roe the better I
shall like 1t.™

Ard as he cavght a threatenin
motion of the stump. Billy Bonter rolle
hastily out of the study. Peter Todd
wag left 1n a state of groat astonishmient.
What game, the astute Me. 8Smiles was

laying was a deep mystery to him, but
hero was no mystery im it to Dunter,

Smiles had taken him vp becavse his
eompany was onn honour to that gentle.
men, and he hed won o guid beeanse he
was a dab at billiards. That explanation
was quite good enough for the egregrous
Owl of the Remove.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Trouble for Polsover !

OLSOVER MAJOR came up the
Remove staircaze with a thun-
derous brow.

He haedt had r rother painful
intervicw with Mr. Quelch.

Az he had been unable to give any
cxplanation of missing call-over and stay-
ing out after locking-up, he bad been
eaved. As his caning would certainly have
been more severe if tho BEemove master
had known of his afternoon's escapade,
he had really got off cheaply. But that
was not how he looked at 1if. Ife was in
a towering rage, and when Bolsover was
in a rage ho generally “rowed ™ with
somebody. Now he was lookicg for
Buntor. _

It was all DBunter’s foult., Buat for
Hunter he wouldn't have encountered
Mr. Bmiles ot all that aftcrneon, and
wouldn't have paid that reckless visit to
the Three Fishers. He wouldn't have
heen locked in thoe shed, wouldn't have
Leen late home, and wouldn't have beon
canuidl.

All those misfortunes had to be paid
for by somebody, and Bunter was to be
the happy victim. So Bolsover, staying
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only to got a fives-bat from his study,

} looked for the Owl of the Remove with

Hunnish intent.

As he came away from his atuedy, bat
in hand, he spotted William George mn
the passage, and ran him down at once.
Billy Bunter dodged promptly inte Study
No. 1, whore Wharton and Nugent were
at work., He scuttled round the table na
Bolsover glared in at the deorway.

“Come here, you fat cad!” roared
Bolsover major.

“"No jolly fear!"™ answered Bunter.
"1 say, Harry, old chap—"

Dolsover tramped in, and YWharton
rosec to hiz fect, inbterposing. Bolsover
major had to stop, with o furious stare
at the captrin of the Remove,

“I'm going to lick that fat cad!” he
raared.

“What for 1" inquired Wharton.

“That's my businoss.”

“Mine, too,” said Wharten coolly.
“You're not going to bully Bunter or
anybody else, Bolsover, so long as I'm
captain of the Remove. He ought to be
licked for raiding your grub rertainly.
A couplo of licks with that bat will do,
and T'lIl see it done.”

“I'm going to thrash him till he can’t
veaw! ! roured Bolsovoer.

“ﬂYf‘:u’rE! going to do nothing of the
raned 1

“1 sy, Wharton, you lick him!”
chirvuped Bunter, safe Dehind the sturdy
captim of the Removoe,  “ You can do i,

vou know.  I'll hold your jacket.”

“Will you let me get at him "
bellowed Dolsover.

“No*

“You just mind your p's and qg's,
Bolsover I went on Bunter, blinking

round Wharton, ** Hew would you like
me to tell Quelchy where you were this
aftornoon 77

Bolsover started.

“iow do you know where T was, vou
spving cad*™ he shouted.

“ Perhaps I saw you go in at the Thres
Fizbers™  grinned Bunter. ¥ Qunelchy
wonkd ke to know why you were late
for call-over. Ile, he, he!"

“Bo you're going to tell him ?”

“ 1’ jolly well tetl him if you touch me

with that fives-bat!” said  Bunter
“You'll get a Hogzing, and serve wou
right.'

"Yeou ecan tell him if vou like, and you
can tell i at the ssme time what T do
by a sneali '™ roared Bolsover major.

And he :nade & fioree rush. Thartor
wasa ahoved aside for the moment, and
Dolsover reached the Owl. Bunter gave

o wild ﬂll, a3 the bully of the Remove
canght him by the eollar, and the fives
bat rose and fell

Whack !

“Yow-ow ! Help!"

The next moment Wharton's grip was
on  Dolsover’s collar, and the burly
Removite was spun away from Bunter.

He went ?pinmng. and landed in the
doorway on hiz hands and knees.

“"Yow-ow-ow! Keep him off!™
howled Bupter. “T'l tell Quelchy that
he was at n pub this afterncon! I'll tell
Quelchy why he was late for call-over!
'l tell Quelchy——*

“Shut op!” snapped Wharton.

Bolsover major serambled to his feet,
red with rage. Ho rushed in again, and
Wharton met him with his hands up.
While they were hotly engaged, Bunter
dodged round them, and Red from the
sbudy.

Immediately Bolsover left the captain
of the Remove, and rushed after hum,

Bunter was making for the atairs, and
he put on specd as he beard DBolsover's
heavy tread in pursuit,

Haliway down the staircase Dolsover
gumueﬂ im  furiously, but further he

id not venture to go. He was likely to
come upon a master or a prefect dowa-

three halfpence. T

a  But Baater, in a state of terror,
easiaug on, yelting at the top of his voics,
wnd ran blind's ‘nto Mr. Queleh, who waa
n the lower posiagh.

“¥arooh!™ roared Bunter, as ha col-
iided with the surprised maater, * Geor-
rout of the way, Coker, you beast!"

“ Bunter ™' ]
“Oh, erumbs!™ Tbhe Owl recognised
the Remove master, “Oh, e, I—I
thought it was Coker! Ow ™

“ Bunter,” thundered Mr. Quelch,
“"how dare you rush into me m that
mannerf What do you mean, sir?""

“Yow-ow! He's after me!"” gasped
Bunter., “0h, dear ™

Mr. Queleh glanced up the staircase,
and caught sight of Bolsover mujor just
backing out gfvi&w. His eyes glinted.

“Come down here, Bolsover!” he
called out.

Bolsover major unwillingly obeyed.

“You wero pursuing Bunter with that
fives-bat,” said Mr. Ggue!nl_]* loncing ab
it. * You are bullying again, Bolsover [

“I—JI—I was going to lick him, sir.
He raided my grub!" said Bolsover.

“"Tain't that ! howled Bunter. “ He's
afraid I'm going to give him awny.
couldn't help seeing him go into the pub,
could 11"

Mr. Quelch’s face became thunderous.

“Come into my study, both of vou !
he snapped.

Bally Banter kept a nervous eye on
Bolsover ss they followed the Form.
master into his study, Mr. Quelch's
face was Iike iron now.

“*This requires explanation!” he said
ieily., * ¥You were very lato in, Boleover,
1s it possibla that, as Bunter says, you
have been in & publie-hovuse?"

T —I-—"" stammercd Dolsover.

“Riunter, tell me at once where you
gaw Bolsover!™

“J-~I don't want to sneak, sir 1™ atam-
mnerad Buonter.

“¥ou have said too much, Bunter, not
to say rmore. Answer my question ab
once ! snapped the Remove master.

#“Y—1 saw him at tho Three Fishers,
air 1" mumbled Bunter.

“ And what were you doing thera?™

7.1 wag just passing, sir—just walk-
i.l'!g h}’-"

“1a thia true, Bolsover 2"

Bolsover major aet his lips, It all bad
to comc out now. In sullen tones he ex-
plnined the whole atory, Mr. Quelch
listening grimly, watching his face as he
spuke.

“1 gecept your statement, DBolsovar,
that you went to that disreputable °
for no woree purpese than to g b
disturbance,” said, after a pavss.
“You muat have besn well aware, how-
over, thet wou ought io have done
nothing of the kind, Iiave you ever
been to the Three Fishers before i

“Of course not!" muttered Bolsover,
“I wouldn't go to such & den, even if it
woen't out of bounds, T went there to
thraeh that fellow Smiles for cutting me
with his whip.” .

“J hope that statement is correct;- but
even so, you did wrong, end you wera
well aware of it at the time. As you do
not know how to use your leisure to ad-
vantage, Bolsover, you will be detained
in the Form-room for the next four hali-
holidays. And I wamn you to keep your
bullving propensities within check, [
shall keep my cye on you. You may go!”

And Boleover went, with feelings too
deep for words.

Irfr. Quelch turned to Bunter, who was

rinping now. His grin died awey ae Me.
5&-&]&!1'3 severe glance rested upon him.

“Bunter, it appears that this disrepu-
tahle man, Bmiles, gave you a lilt in his
traP. Did vou remain with him long?”

“Dnly—only a few minutes, smre!"
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fas-pn] Bunter. “I—I had to get away

rom Boleover,™

“Yery good. 1t appears that you have
tai;."}“ fi:: IINIE Bolsover's study.”

“Told out your hond, Bunter !™

*h, dear !

Swish, awish !

Lilly Dunter left the Form-master’s
study with his fat hands tucked under hia
arimg, looking ae if he were tryimg lo
fold Eimeelf up like a pocket-knife. And
hie fcelinga towards Holsover major were
about as brotherly as Bolsover majoi’s
feclings towards ham.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Happy Afiernoon for Bunter !

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. camo
out in their flannels on Wednes-
day alterncon in cheery mood.
They were playing a visiting

eleven from Bt Jude's that afternoon,
gl the weather was plorious, Peter

Todd was in the Remove eleven, and he
had o rather thoughtful dook, He was
thinking of Bunter, though really that fnt
youth was not worlh thinking of on &
bright summer’s afternoon with a cricket
mateft 1o Frmp&-::t. Bunter came out of
tha School Howse with a cheery grin on
his fat face, and joined the cricketers.

“Coming to wateh the match, Bunty 27
asled Peter,

Bunter sniffed.

o fear ! T say, you fellows, I've just
%wtm Bolsover o look-in.  He’s in the

Orm-rooim,  «oin Latin,” Bunter
chuckled. * He looks like a regular Hun.
He, he!™

“You ought to be there, too, you
young ragcal I growled Johnny Bull

“0Oh, rata! T gay, you fellows, tan any
af rou lend me & guid#™ asked Bunter.
“T'll setile up this ovening.*

Peter Todd's face darkencd.

*You'd better comc and see the ericket,
Bunter,” he seid guietly.

“0h, den't be funny I said Bunter im-
patiently, “I've got zomethin® on this
ehrernoon—g rather important engage-
meirt. I happen to be s?mrt. of money—
but T expect to have quite a lot later. ™ I
vou can lend me a quid—""

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here come the
3t. Jdude's cfmps]” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

Harry Wharton & Co. went to meet
the vieitors, but Peter lingered. He was
really anxious about Bunter.

M Look here, Bunter, don't be such a
pilly goat,” said Peter enrnestly. “I
krow whot vour silly game is. You'll
get into troubla——"

“Can you lend me o quid 1%

“Whether I can ar not, I won't! Look
here——>7"

“Oh, rats!"

Billy Bunter stalked away with great
dignity.

eter stood hesitating; but he was
wanted on the cricket-ground, and he
could not do anything more.

Bunter 'I‘[I'"Efir away to the gates,_ and,
bestowing a last sniff on the cricketeys,
etarted down the road.  Cricket seemed
to Bunter quite a puerile oceupation that
afterncon—he did not envy Harry Whar-
ton- & Cg. He was going on what he
elegantly styled the *“randan'; and
though he was unfortunately * stony "
once more, he had no doubt of winning
further quids from the genial Mr. Smiles.

ith his wonderful skill at billiards, and

Mr. Smiles’ curious willingness to pay up
he reaily did not ne eapimﬁa An
though the walk to the riversnde inn was
8 long one, and tiring to the fat junior.
Bunter arrived at the forbidden precincts
m great spirits.

He found Mr. Smilea smoking a cigar
in the ﬁlﬂian. and in & genial mood.
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Bunter, after blinking round to ascertain
that the spot was sereened from the lane,
sat down on the bench under the trees,
and accepted a cigarette fram Mr. Smilces,
. “Yery kind of you to give me g look-
m ggain, sir,” said Mr, Smiles, as he held
& match for Bunter to light up.

“Well, T eatd [ would,” answered
Bunter. “I've put off several engage-
ments — Lord  Mauleverer particularly
wanted to take me home to see his people
this afterncon. But a promise iz a
promige. ™

“Of courze, o young gentleman like
you must be very much sought after,”
hr. Smiles mmrie:‘].

“That's how it iz, confessed Dunter.
“I never get much time to myself, really
—always some fellow claiming a chap’s
tirpe,  Mauly was quite disappointed.
Wharton wanted me, toc—he's rather

doubtful about beating 8t. Jude’s with-
out me in the team.
couldn't be done.”
Ay, Smiles smiled.
0w oave you
Bolsover 7" Lo as
“0Oh, he's a rottec 17

But I told him it

Eegting on with Master
vE,
grunied Bunter.

1 told Quelchy—that's our Form-master
—about lus being here last week, and ha's
got detained.”

“Oh, you told wyour Form-master
that 7* )

M ¥Yes, and old Quelchy was jolly sus-
Ezﬁgﬂua, teo,” grinned Bunter. ‘' He

lieved Beolsover only came here to kick
up a row, but he's suspicious. Lucky
Bolsover didn't know T was here, too.
He'd have mentioned it to Quelchy—he's
guite cad enough. He's detained for four
hali-holidays. Serve him vight!"

“Detoined for coming to this ‘erc
Mlace 7"

“Yes; out of bounds, you know. Ile
was Ije:rlly lucky not to get a licking.”

: “? a'pose he's been down on you since,
afr ? L

“The beast rags me ever
gots ! growled Bunter, "Iy
with contempt. He can't go too far,
becauee he's afraid of Quelahy, but he
goes for me every chance he gets, the

chanece he
regard him
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rotter. I'll give him a jolly good hiding
one of these days. Ide makes a chap’s
life u burden.”

“He ourht to be paid out,” sugrostedd
Mr. Smiles. “Mm:l{}niu-ur for ;,Inglfrif he
was turned out of his school, AMagter Bun-
ter'il‘

““Wes, rather! I wish he'd gone instead
of Eiliott 1™

“T'm very indignant about the way he
ireats you, sir. It gets my back up,”
sald Mr, Smiles warmly. “ A gentleman
Like you! He ought to {m punished! He
gught to be turned ont of the place, sir!
['ve got an idea! Huppose he was turned
cub of Greyfriars, it would serve him
vight, wouldn't it¥"

It would, rather!™ agreed Bunter,
with one cye on the billiard-room. He
was anxions to gpet to work om  Mr.
Smitles’ quids., “ Never mind him ! What
do vou say to fifty up?

“TBut I'm very indignant about it!"
persisted Mr. Smilea. “*I've got an idea.
S'pese it could be managed to turn him
out of the school ¥°

It couldnit 1T

“It could,” said Mr. Smiles, watching
Bunter's face through his cigar-smoke,
“F'ringtanece, s'pose it came out that he
was i the ‘abit of coming to 2 place lika
this "cre—""

“1a isn’t 1™

"It eould be made out,” eaid Mr.
Smiles,

Dunter started. For the first time ha
began to realize the kind of rascal he was
dealing with, and a feeling of fear came
over hum,

“I1—I say, that's rot, yon kpnow,” sapnl
tho fat junior unzasily. "1 couldn't do
anything of the sort, of coursc. Let's
have fifty up.”

“It could be made cut,” repeated Mr.
Smiles, unheeding. ' 5'pose you was io
put something in Master ver'a room
—something I'll give you "

“What?'

“That's all you need do,” said My
Smiles, eyeing him. *“ Do that, and say
nothing. I'll do the rest. Jest you take
the envelope I'll give you and hide it
Master Dolsover's study eomewhere he
won't zee it, and leave the rest to me."”

Bunter’'s fat face became quite white.

“Wha-at for?" he stammered.

“Well, the young -—cntleman was ‘ere
last Saturday afternoon,” oxplained Mr,
Smiles. “"Ha was 'ere o long time. 1
thought he was locked in & sﬁ{-d, but it
seems he got out. He was locked in thac
shed becouse he came 'cre worse for
drink, and was q,uarrelmme.”

“* He—he wasn't "

“He was,” said Mr. Siniles calmly.
“The potman could r witnees to that
if neecesary. Well, he got out of that
shed, ‘aving sohered down. He got into
my room ‘ere, and 'elped himself to my
money.”

“ But—but he didn’t | ;

“¥es, ho did,” anawered Mr. Bmiles,
I missed the money—bein' a banknote,
with the number duly took—but never
could find out where i1t had gone till [
enddenly thought of ''m. I come up to
Greyiriare about 1, to ask for o man’s
money, of course, If it's found in Maater
Bolsover's study, that’s the finish for that
very 'igh-"anded young gentleman at
Greyiriars, I o'pose.” ) .

Bunter sat glued to his geat, white with

terror., Fle tried to rise, but his fat legs
would not eupport him. His jaw
dropped, and his oyes opened wide and

round behind his spectacles. He coui-l
only stare ot Mr. Smiles, as if that gentle-
man were a Gorgon,

“*Ave pnother fag,
Smiles.

“T—1 think I'll be getting off ! stam-
mered Bunter. *I—I remember now I've
got an engagement !

gir,” said Mr.



Every Monday.

He made an effort, and staggzered to
his {eet, .

He was scared almost out of his [at
wits. He had come {o the Three Fishers
in u merry mood; but he was feeling now
as if e were in a den of thieves, and all
he asked was to got safe outaide, Buk b
was not so easy to gel out of the trap
as to get into it, a5 Bunter soon found.

“Vou'ra not goin’, sir?” excluamed
My, Smiles.

“Yes; I—1 think—I-—"

“What abeont that fifts uwp??

“ Another time !" staibmeied DBunter
& Wawt torm—I mean, next week ! T—
I—in fact, I've simply mot to get off
now! ‘The—the Head's expecting me
to teal”

81t down 17 .

Alr. #miles vapped out the words in
a commanding tone, and Dunter, sur-
prised by his change of manner, and
aplavmied, too, collapsed into his scad
BEgain.

“Vou won some money off mwe last
week,” said Mr. Smiles. A pound note,
I rechkon! *Ave you wot it about you
now, sir 7

Y Nunno 17

41 reckoned vou'd spend it,”" remarked
Mr. Bmiles.

“Of course T've spent it!™ exclaimed
Bunter indignantly. ~°I suppose you
don’t want it back?" '

Mot at all!” enid M. Bmiles.
Y ¥ou've very welcome! I s'poze you
know, sir, that pound notes are num-
bered, same az banknotes?™

II‘YE_eﬂ.I‘?‘

“1 eould prove that that there note "ad
been mine, ‘aving duly tock the num-
ber, Master Bunter."”

“C-cooould youi”

“Easy as winkin’, sir! S'pose 1 was
to miss that note, instead of the bank-
note I was torkin' about? S'pose I went
to the police-station and suys, says I, ‘A
young gent, name of Bunter, wos visit-
ing me o & game of billiards on Satur-
day, and arter he was gone 1 misses =

und note, and ‘ere's the number?
Vonld thet de you any lharm at the
pchool, Master Bunter?”

Bunter stared at hum ia terror.

“You—you wonhin't do such o thing 7

he gazped faingdy., “1-I wan the
und note fromp vou!  You know 1
id!u
“Whe's goiup to prove that®” -

guired My, Smiles, with an air of friendly
int&rﬂaﬁt. —

1 197 g unter.

“ Even ;:pugﬁ;-: it was proved, would it
do Yol any Eﬂ-ﬁ{'_‘ up at f:ll!,! Iﬁt]lﬂl:ll, o
prove that you had been winning money
ere at billiards 7" asked Mr. Smles,

Buanter shuddeved.

“1—I should be oxpelled!” he mut
tered feebly.

"N es l}renkﬂu it wourld amount to
thiat 1" assented Mr. Smiles. 8o it looks
to me, sir, as if it's between you and
Master Bolsover. Which would you pre-
fer to ‘ave expelled from Greyfriars—
that ’‘igh-'anded young gentleman or
yourvself, sir?"

Bunter groaned, ‘ ]

The scales had fallen ivema lias oves at
last. He understood now that he was not
an object of Mr. Smniles’ friendly ad-
miration, as he had supposed—that ha
was to be a helpless tool in the hands of
a cunning rascal,

“That young gentleman is too free
with hiz 'ands,”™ said Mr. Bmiles, passing
g hand over his shadowy eye. " He lays
'ands on a man, and wallops him, and
ducks him in tha viver, very ‘igh and
‘sughty. e makes a man give np &
vallyble paper. P'r’aps he'll be sarry
for it when that man's Charley Bmiles,
P'rapa !” :

And Mr. Smiles grinned in a way that
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Mr. Queleh wanis to know ! (See Chapier 10,) I

indicated that, to his mind, there was no
* perhaps " about it

Bunter pauted for breath, )

Hiz feclings were a good deal like
those of a helpless fly in the web of the
spider.

““Master Dolaover's detained this arter-
nooit, I think you said ¥ asked Mr.
Smilea,

“Yes,” groaned Bunter.

“YWhere iz he?”

“In the Forni-room."

“What a chance for getting into hi:
stud unbeknown,” suggested  Mr.
Smiles. ' Easy as winkin'. He's not
treated you well, siv, any more’n hLe's
treated me well, He gave me this 'ere
eye, he did. I think you'll do as I want,
5L, f vou don't, I'll "ave to cut up
rusty. You don't want me to do that,
now "

“No,” whispered Bunter.

“ And that *irh-'anded young gent has
asked for it, hasn't he, mew ! urged
Mr, Bmilea. **He treats you badly, and
me, too. You'll do as 1 want, Master
Runter. Won't you? You'll come along
to-morrow and tell me you've done it—
what ?"’

“I—I can't!”

“If you mean you won't, sir, there's
Jmt]:lng mora to be said. Can I give yvou
a lift in the trap?” asked Mr. Bmiles,
rising to hiz feet.

Bunter gave o gaap. )

“\Where—where are gs}u going "

“I'm jest poing to drive over to the
police-station to lay information about o
pound note that was tock the other
dayg——="

Bunter staggered up, trembling.

“Don't!” he muttered huskily. i 5
I—I'll do as you want! I—I—"

His voice quavered away,

“I thought you'd do the eensible

thigz,” said Mr., Smiles. " Ain't the
fellow a bully? Don't he treat yon
badly 7"

“Yeo-g-en, After all, it serves him
vight !"  muttered Bunter. “Heo's a
rotten bully., IHe rags me whenever he
ﬁetg a chance now. I have to keep on

odging him. I—1 don’t see why I should
cara for him."™

“Not a bit of it! 'Ere’s the envelope,”

said Mr. Smiles, tu!iiug; it from lhis
pocket. “ Put it away. That's night!"
Bunter, with a trembling hand, <lid
the envelope into & pocket, He knew
what 1t contained.
“T—I'I get off now ! he muttered.
“Well, if you will go, you will!"” snid
Mr. Smiles. “1 'ofe you won't think,
sir, of puttin® that there envelope in the
fire, und leavin' me in the lurch, "consa
I'm coming up fo Greyfriars in a day or
two, and it anything goes wrong I shall
go straight on to the police-station and
lay information about that pound note.
I'm a bad man to quarrel with, Master
Bupter. I'll see you to-morrow—what "
“UI—I'll cemember 1" muttered Bunter.
Mr. 8miles walked down to the gaia
with him, and let him out, emiling. As
the fat junior, etill white ps p sheet,
dragged himseclf away, Mr. Smiles went
into the bar, smiling, and stood himsrlf
a drink, He felt that he deserved it.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Taking the Plunge !

[ ELL caught!"
‘' Bravo, Smithy 1"
There was & shout round

the' ecricket-field as Bounder
held up the ball, hot from the bat.

Bolsover major, grinding away ai a
dull imposition in the Form-room, hesrd
that shout, and grunted. It was o dreury
afterncon to Bolsover. His minor, of the
Third Form, had looked in to speak a
word of consolation to him, but Bolsover
was not in & mood to be consoled He
had snapped at the fag angrily, and
Bolsover hod retired diepomfited. The
bully of the Remove laboured through
Latin conjugations, and growled and

runted, and anathematised Billy

unter.

Meanwhile, the 8t. Jude's match went
on. The Remove were oh on the
firat innings, and Bt Jude's were now
batting a second time. Billy Bunter
came in at the gates, dusty and tired
ond digpirited, and blinked towards the
cricket-ground. He could see Pater Todd
in the %&ld, wﬂngmm&ahm la form

at the distance, and he thought of Peter’s
Tae Magxer Lisrary.--No, 542.
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wall-meant warning. There was s shout
o8 Buntar tram on to the house.

“Caught ! Wall caught, Toddy I

Bunter did not loock round. His etudy-
mats was playing up well for Greyfriars,
but Bunter nothing for that. He
bad too much $o think of just then.

Ha rolled dizmally imto the house.

Only & short time before he had left
Greviriars in grest spirita to have &
“rorty ”* afterncom, He did not feel
very rorty now.

e went to his study, deserted now,
and sank down in & chair to rest. He
tried to think over the position he was
in. The anvaluT i his pocket seamed
to be burning s hole.
to look into 1k, but he knew it contained
a banknote, of which the number had
beon *‘duly took,” sz Mr. Bmiles ex-
pressed, it. It brought into Bunter's
mind a trick Pongonby of Highcliffe had
attempted to pIn%aun Tom Redwing.
That trick wwes to be played on Bolsover
major, mnd Bunter was to help. )

Stupid' & Bonter was, he could ses it
all clearly enough-now. Mr. Bmiles had
& bitter grudge againat Bolaover over the
Elliott affair, and hs had been awaiting
his opportunity to pay off the old score.
His opportunity had come at last. Doubt-
lass he had been on the lotk-out to get
hold of some Greyfriars Imnmr. who was
foollsh enough snd rascal enough, to fall
into his clutches, in order to use him as
a tool. Bunter had fallen into his hands.
and Mr., Smiles had found in him just
the tool he needed. R

Bolsover's uttar recklessness in visitimg
the Three Fishers had played into the
cunning rascal’s ds, too, and helped
him. von without that, however, he
would have planned this dastardly
scheme. Bunter reglizsed that. Bolsover's
folly only made i?&oier for him. .

And Bunter had to carry out his orders.
{Otherwize, he would ba the ono to suffer
instead of the bully of the Remove.

Tt was all Bolsover's faull, he told him-
self, in & miserable attempt at self-justi-
fication. But for Bolsover he would never
have made that villain's scguaintance at
all, and this couldn't have happened.
And certainly he would be greatly re-
lieved if Belsover left Greyiriars.

In spite of Mr. Quelch’s warning, and
Harry Wharton's protection, the Re-
move buolly had made things very warm
for Bunter during the past few days.
Indesed, it was quite probable that when
ha came out of the Form-room in a
sAvage temper after detention, he would
bully Bunter ns a solace. (

At that thought the fat junior started
to his foet. If his work was to he done,
it had to be done while Bolsover was
still in the Form-room.

He blinked out into the Remove paa-

u L]

ﬁl was desorted.

Slowly, with reluctant steps, Billy
Bunter crept along the passage and into
Bolsover mejor's study. It was empty.
Bolsover's study-mate, Dupont, was on
the cricket-ground, watching the game.
Bunter clozed the door, and stood tremb-
ling. He was frichtened at what he had

to do—Irightened at what would happen

to him if he did not do it.

But it was long before he could make
1P his mind. fear that PBolsover
‘would leave the Form-room stirred him
an to action at last. He took the enve-
iopa from his pocket.

He opened the bookcase and selected
a boack which belonged to Belsover, and
which he knew Bolsover wns not likely
to open. It wasa hi%,ogilt-ed_w_ed volume
zotitled “A Good y's Trials,” pre-
gented to Bolsover by a kind punt, and
never opened by its recipient. Bunter
crammed in the envelope among the
loaves, most of which were uncut, and
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He had not dared |

replaced the volumae on the shelf, closing
the bookease carefully.

Eaa did not immediately leavo the
atudy?:

" He stood rooted to the foor, the per-
spiration pouring down his fai face, and
his knees knocking together, ]

The realisation of what he was deing
was forced in upon his mind, and in spite
of his fear of Mr. Smiles, he felt that
he could not leave the banknote there.

“I—I can't do it!" Dunter gasped
aloud.

There was a heavy step in the passage,
and Bunter jumped as he recognized the
footatep of Percy -Bolsover.

. Ha stood gqualing: it was too late to
eacape. The doer was flung open, and
Bolsover major atrode in.

His face was angry and gullen, and as
he saw Bunter it blackened into a fierce
arowl.

It wns upon Bunter’s lips to blurt out
what he had done, eo terrified was he
at Bolsover's sudden appearance, angd go
burdened was his wretched conscience
with the knowledge that what ho bud
done was a crime, :

But Bolsover gave him no time to
spenk or move. In a twinlkling his heavy
hand was on Bunter's coliar.

“(Cnught you again, have 17" he ox.
claimed. )

Bunter wriggled fe_nbi’y in his grip.

“41—I say—leggo—’

Yo, I'ﬁ let you po, you fat rotter,
when I've done,” said Bolsover, looking
round for an instrument of punishment.
“After my grub again—what ¥"

" N, w! No™ :

“ ron™ tell lies. What ere vou doing
here, than?::

Bolsover caught up a ruler with hie
disengaged hand.

“MNow you're going to have it,"" he
announced,

“Yarooh | Leggo!™ velled Bunter.

With a laugh,-the Remove bully forced
him across a chair, and began with the
ruler. Whack, whack, whack!

Bunter roared and yelled.

Evory vestige of repentance for what
he had done was banis now. Bolsover
major little thought what that gratifica-
tion of his savage temper was likely to
cost him.

Bunter wriggled, and sguirmed, and
howled, but the Rewmove bully did not
lenve off till his arm was tired.

Then he pitchad Bunter neck and erop
out of the study.

“Cut off, you crawling cad!” he
exclaimed contemptuously. " Let me find
you in this study again, that's all 1™

Bunter scrambled up.

The look he pave Beolsover major
through his glasses was a deadly one.
At that moment he rejoiced in Charley
Smiles’ plot.

“You rotter!”™ stammered DBunter,
shalting a fat fist 8t him. **You bully!
I'll make you sorry for this! Oh, you
rotter ! Yoo wait & bit.”

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bolsover major.
Threata of vengeance from the Owl of
tha Remove entertained him, and re-
gtored his good humour. ** What are
vou going to do, fatty? Have it out with
the gloves ont? Ha, ha, ha!"

“You'll sea!” gasped Dunter.

He rolled away, gasping, and left Bol-
sover still roaring with laughter.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
H in Study No. 1 that evening,
discussing the oricket match—
which had resulted in a win for
the Remove—when Billy Bunter came 1in,
“ Hlallo, halle, hallo!"" exclaimed Bob

Cherry. “How did you know we had

chestnuts, Bunty "

Bunter bhlinked at him dismally.

“T—I didn't know,” ho muembled. "1
say, you [ellows——->"

The Fameous Five locked at him. Iis
fat face was so troubled that they could
see something was the matter. Evidently
it was something more gerious than a dis-
appointment about s postal-order this
Bume.

“ Anything up?" asked Wharton.

“MNoanino

“"Beon on the merry randan agami”
asked Frank Nugent, laughing. * Have
you brought heme another guid ¥

“Y¥ou young ass!” exclammed Harry
Wharton.

“1—I haven't!™

“You don't went to borrow quids to
settle up with a sporting gentlemant™
asked Bob, igrirmin:;.

“Nunno.'

“The wantfulness is
chestnuts,” remarked Hurree Jamsek
Singh. “Ielp yourself, my fat and lu-
dicrous Bunter.”

“I—1 don’t fecl hungry, thanks,™

“WHAT ™

Thae Famous Five jumped together.
Frank MNugent fanned himself, and Liob
Cherry pretended to faint.

Billy Bunter blinked at them dolor-
ously,

“Ts anything the matter, DBonier?”
asked Ilarry ?%hartcm. in real concern.
“If you've becn poking your gilly nose
inta trouble, tell us, and wc'll see what
weo can do.”

“ Nunno,"

“Then what are yvou locking so bLlue
about 1

HAm It

“¥es, you are,” said Wharton, more
and more SMF{'}TIEE&. “* What's the mat-
ter? ITes Dolsover been bullying you?"

“He licked me thia afterncon. I
isn't that! I—I don’t mind."

“0Oh, my hat! You don’t mind !

“He'll be punished for if,” said Bun-
ter. 1 don't care! I—I don’t care
what happens. lle's a beast. A fellow
who's an ntter beast like Boisover can't
expect a chap to consmder him, can he?"

“1 spuppose not,” said Harey, puzzled.

“If he gets it in the neck, all through
s own beast!y bullying, it scrves hum
right, doesn’t iti"

“Eh! What do vou mean?”

“Oh, nathin?.”

“But, lock here—"

Billy Dunter rolled cut of the study
as if he thought he had said too much,
The chums of the Remove looked at one
another,

“What on earth does that mean?"
apid Johnony Dull

“RBleszed if T know.™

“The knowfulnoss is not great. But
the estecmed Bunter secems fo be ter-
rifically down on his iuck.”

The juniors were puzzled—and they
were not the only fellows in the Hemove
puzzled that evening by Bunter. The
wretched Owl of the Remove, with his
crime upon hia conscience, was llgm an
unguist ghost. He tried to justify to
humself what he had done, on the ground
of Bolsover’s bullying—but he could not
quite succeed n that. He wanted very
much to confide in somebody, and to be
comforted by that somebody’s approval;
but he dared not breathe a word to reveal
what he hed done. DBut it wes uppor-
maost in his mind, and he could not ke
from mysterious hints, which naturally
astonished fellows who did not know
in the least what he was talkiog about.

Heo eame into Ne. 7, where Peter Todd
and Tom Dutton were at prep, locking
the picture of woe. Feler glanced at
him curiously.

“You've EE{.‘II to that den again to-
day " he anapped.

—_—
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Every Monday.

“Yes,” mumbled Bunter.
away almost at once, though.
haven't won any money.”

“Lost any 1"

“WNo; 1 hadn't any."

“Then what are you looking down in
the mouth about 1"

“Wa-g-was 177

“Y¥es, iuu were, and
Peter. "Anything wrong?

“T—I came
I-1

are,” replied

“Nunno., SBupposa——"

“Well?™

”Hupflma a fellow——" :
“Well, suppose a fellow——"" gaid

Peter, as Bunter paused.

“Buppose a fellow was & beastly bully,
then a fellow wouldn't he bound to run
a ot of risk on a fellow's acoount, would

he?” said Bunter. ¥ Suppose——"
“What?"

“Huppeee a fellow was in a fix, and
had to do something he didn’t like, if o
fellow was a butly, and had been the
cauze of it all, then a fellow would bLe
nstified, wouldn't he?”

Peter Todd's expression was extra-
ordinary as he gazed at Bunter. What
the Owl was talkinz about was a2 deep
myskery to him.

“Are you potty!” he exclaimed.

“Eh? No. Suppose——"

“ Suppoze what?” shrieked Peter.

“0h, nothing "

Rilly Bumnter turned to the door.

“Aron't you going to do your prep?™
demanded Poter.

*1 ean’t. P'm mnot fit for work with
all this on oy mind,” groaned Bunter,

*“All what"

*“QOh, nothing !"*

Bunter left the study with that, and
Pater Todd blinked after him. He sheok
hiz head seriously as he recommenced his
work. He was really bLeginning to fear
that the Owl was not gute right in his
head.

Bunter drifted aimlessly along the
passage. He could not work or settle
down; he was haunted by the thoucht
af the banknote in Bolsaver maior's
stedy, hidden thera from the knowlodge
of eversone in Greviriars but himself.
That gty knowledgpe would not leave
hiz thoughts for & moment.

Bunter hmd never been what could be
called a conscienticus Fouth; his sense of
honour left very much to be desired.
But what he had done now waz actual
villainy, and he knew it, and all Bol-
sover's brutality could not exeuse it or

offer a shadow of cxeuse for it He
knew it, and it haunted him, The bare
thought of Mr. Bmiles coming to Grey-

frinrz and accusing Bolsover of theft—of
the search and the discovery of the hidden
banknote—fitled him with horror and fear.

Af he was silant—and he must be
silent--the preof against Bolsover would
be conclusive, for who could suspect that
a schoolfellow had “planted ” the bank-
note in his study at the order of the
sharper? Even Dolsover could scarcely
yuess that, amazed as he would be at the
finding of it. Perey Bolzover wounld sus-
pect, probably, that Mr. Smies had
somehow penetrated into the sclivol and
placed the banknote there, hut everseone
else would know that that was guite
impossible, and Bolsover’s uuilt would
seem as clear as the sun ab noonday.
He would be expelled frem the school
with cvery circumstance of tznominy, for
what headmaster conld refuse ta he con.
vineed by such evidence? Indeed, the
ITead would probably find it difficult to
keep Mr. Bmiles from blazening the
matthr far and wide, and making o police-
court alfair of it.

Bunter mouched about the Remove
paasage, with those disturbing thoughts
in his mind, torturing him. ere was
only one altFrnﬂtivﬂ;g}m rould defy Mr,
Srmales, and take the ]ljnniﬁhmmt instead
of Bolsover, for he felt that the sharper
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vau]d be merciless if he disappointed
.

“By gad, vou look ill, dear boy!"
Lord Mauleverer's voice interrupted Bun-
ter's miserable reflections. * Anythin'
wrong inside "

Bunter blinked at him miserably.

“I—I say, Mauly-—-" he began.

“Hard up, old bean?” ssked his good-
naturad lordship.

“H'I..II]TID..”

£ ﬂh, Eﬂd!”

“I“—I say, Mauly, suppose a fellow

Ariiatrir
di Ry

B Supibme a fellow——"

d wEi ?]‘!ﬂ

“(Oh, nothing ! said Bunter. Aund he
walked away, ghal.rzl.'l.l'irlg'; Liord Mauleverer
simnply blinking with astonishment.

The unhappy Owl wandered downstairs.
He kept out of the Commaen-room, not
caring "to face so many eyes, and stood
blinking out of the hall window into the
darkness of the guadrangle. In the
glimmering pane he seemed to see the
avi face of Charley Smiles grinning at
him, and he shuddered.

“T can™ do it!" he gasped alond. *1I
—1 can’t, I can’t1”

There was a step and a rustle, and
Bunter spun round in alarm. His heart
almost died within him as he saw his
Form-master, Mr. Quelch, He blinked
at the severe-featured gentleman in
terror, his eyes growing big and round
behind his glasses.

“Bunter!” To his eurprise, the Form.
master’s voice was guita I:]'.ﬂdij",. different
from his usual severe tonecz. * What is
the matter, Bunter?”

“ M-n-nothing, sir.”

“¥You lovk very disturbed, my bay”
apid Mr. Queleh, ayein im, ' ﬂat
13 1t you cannot do? You were say-
ing——"

#I—=1—1 was just thinking aloud, sir,
that'e all,” stammered Bunfer.

“¥ou are not in any trouble?™

“MN.no! I—I'm as happy as a king,
sir 1" gasped Bunter,

The Form-maeter smiled slightly, and
passed on. Bunier hurried away, gasp:‘tr:;i
with relief. If Mr. Qﬁ{‘lﬂh hnd guessed!

The next day Billy Bunter scuttled aut
of Greyfriars after lessons, nnd hurried
away to the Three Fishora. There he
saw Mr. Bmilea, who learned with satis-
fnction that his orders had been carried
out. In the exuberance of his spirits, Mr.
Smiles challenged Bunter to fifty up,
willing to lose another sovereign to him
by way of reward. Bu: Bunter had had
anough of Mr. Bmiles’ quids and of Mr.
Smiles himself, and he hurried away.

Mr. Bmiles strolled into the bar, and
stood himself several drinks, rominating
over the visit he wae to pay Greyiriars
thenext day, and the remmarks he was
1o make to the. Head. Mr. Bmiles was
looking forward to that visit with the
keenect satisfaction.  That very high-
handed young gentleman, DPercy FBnl-
sover, wonld be sorry for having handled
Mr. Smiles before twenty-four hours had
elapsed,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Quelchy s a Brick !

ABRY WHARTON lookdd for
Bunter in the quad the next
morning.  Bunter, quite con-

trary to his wvaual custom, was

down first of all the Remoave, He had
fallen into the way of late of avoiding
his Form-fellows.

“ Bunter, old son!" eaid Harry, g3 he
joined tho fat junior. He spoke with
more kindness than was ususl when
Bunter was the person addressed.

* Hallo " mumbled Bunter.

" What's tho matter with you?"

"Nothing.”

kid,"”

“Look here, said Harry

Three-halfpence. 11

“There’s something wrong, I can sce
that. If you won't tell mg. tell Teddy.
If Fﬂu"‘m anded yourself in trouble, we'll
he p._you out of it if we can.”

sald Bunter, with a
EZroan.

~ Well, let us see. You've been loak-
mg like o ghost. Even Mr, Cgue]ﬂh has
noticed it,"” said Wharton. * He asked
me yeaterday if anything was
with you.”

Bunter trembled.

“ Won't you tell ma®” asked Harpy.

“There isn’t anything,”

“If it's money——""

“It isn't thatl It's—it’s—nothing!
After all, he’s a rotten bully, and he
deserves= 1t,"” muttered Bunter,

“Eh? Who!™

* Mothing.”

Bunter rolled away to avoid further
gquestiomng. Harry looked after him
with real concerm. He would gladly
have helped, if help had been possible,
troublezome duffer as Bunter was. But
if the fat junior would not reveal his
trouble, there was nothing he ocould de.

Potor Todd was still more puxzled and
goncerned.  He had questioned Bunter
several times, and had elicited nothing
from him. It was all the more Iparplax-
ing, becavse DBunter was generally peady
to place his trouble's on other people's
shoulders, and to leave them there.

Mr. Quelch glanced very ouriously at
Bunter when the latter came into the
Form-room ihat morning with the reat.
Bunter was distraught duri leazona,
and he construed m a way nﬁmt made
the Rlemovites stare, aceustomed as they
were to his blunders. Mr. Quelch was
ﬁurprismgl% patient, however. Ha had
seen that Bunter was not quite himself,
and he waz lenient with him.

The unfortunata Owl had little atten-
tion for lessons that morning. For that
day Mr. Smilee was to arrive and de-
nousce Dolzover major, and every sound
seemed to the hEELEEE Owl the footstep
of the vindictive sharper. After morning
lassons Dunter was eneaking away by
hinreelf, when Bolaover major joined
himy, and dropped a heavy hand on his
shoulder,

Bunter gave him o furious look.

“¥You'd hetter let me alone,™ said
shrilly, * You bully—ryou zilly fool—you’d
better ! _

“I wasn't going to rag you, kid," said
Bolsover major unexpectedly. * Look
here, you look as if you're gning to be ill,
What's the matter?”’

Bunter blinked at him. He understond
that Bolsover was meaning to be kind.
But it wes too late for that to make
any difference. !

“I pasted vou on Wednesday,” said
Bolsover. " Well, you were in my study,
after mr grub.  You ought to let a
fellow’s grub slone, especially in war-
time. }gut, lock here, that's two days
ago. You're not worrying sbout that.”

Bunter did not speak. i

“Well, I'm sorry vou're seedy.' said
Bolsover, kind enough in his gruff way.
“You got me into & bad row the other
day, but I don’t bear malice. Look here,
13 there anything 1 can do for you ™"

*“MNo!” gasped Bunter.

“Oh, all right!"” 2

Bolsover walked away, Harry Whar-
ton & Co. came out of the 8choal House,
and Bunter avoided them. He had a
terror of being questioned. He caught
sight of Petor Todd in the guadrangle,
and went into the House. He wander
whether Mr. 8miles would arrive early in
the afterncon, or laave i1t fall nfter
lessons, He passed Mr. Quelch in the
pastage without seeing him, and went
into tho dezerted Form-room. !

Thare, at least, ha was safe from inter-
ruptions, safe from questionings that ter-
rified him., '
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Those few unexpected kind words from
Bolsover had added to his misery and
scli.reproach. If Bolsover had bullied
him, he could have faced the events of
the day with more equanimit-i,'. IHe
wenild gn'a been glad if the bully of the
Romove had cuffed him or kicked him—
it would have been somo sort of a justifi-
cation for leaving lnm to his fate,

When waz Mr. Bmiles coming? How
was ho to get through the dragping hours
of the day? .

The miserablo junior sank down on &
forin, and leaned his fat elbows on &
desk, his face buried in his podgy h&nﬂ}.

“I can't do 161" he muttered aloud, in

uiter woa, “I can't—I can’t ™
The half-open door was pushed further
epen, and Mr. Quelch looked in, with a

very grave face.

Bunter did not sec him.

Ho was rocking himself to and fro, as
ho leaned over the desk, in o state of
wretchedness too deep for words,

The Form-master camo towards him,

“* Bunter !

Iis voice was very quiet,

Bunter raised his head from his hands,
staring at him.

“I saw wou como in here, DBunter,”
ssid Mr. Quelch quietly. “I followed
you. My boy, you are in some trouble,
and, for your own sske, I must insist
upon knowing what it is.”

Bunter only looked at him in growing
tervor.

Tven in s terror he had & feeling of
surprise. Mr. Quelch, usually stern and
cold and impassive, was as kind and
gentle mow as if Bunter werg
son.

Buntor wondered.

“Come, my bovy!" said the TForm-
master. “You must learn, Bunter, to
look 'upon me ns a friend as well as a
master. I should like all my boye to do
0. You must tell me what is troubling

ou. If you have committed some fault,

will tako as lenient & view of it as I can.
In any caze, Bunter, it will be better for
vou to tell me.”

Bunter gasped,

"1 must insist!” added Mr. Quelch.
“LCome, DBuuter! What have you
doune ¥

*N-n-nothing, sir.”

“You were saying a3 I came in that
rou could not do something, I heard
sou make the samo remark on Wednes
éin_t;. What is it, Bunter, that you cannot

ﬂ k L

“I—I—— Nothing, sir.”

“ Bunter I

Dunter’a cyea fell before the Form-
master's. e had a terrible fear that kis
sa¢ret was to be dragged from him, and
he was far from realising that that was
the best thing that could have happened
to him.

“I you will not eonfide in me, Bunter,
I shall havo to take you to the Fead,’
said Mr. Quelch, kindly enough. *1
cimot allow this to pass. It appears
to me that you have dorie something
wrong, and are in fear of tho conse-
quences. Is that it 7

“I—I never meant to, sir,” stammered
Bunter. *“I—I—1 can't stand it any
lenger! I can't!”

“What 1s it, then "

Thera was a sob from the unhappy
Tunter, He was very nearly in an
hvatecical state, and the Form-master’s
kindnesa was the finishing toneh,

“I—I can't do ™ stummered,
“That beast—oh, that beast! He—he
ought to be in prison! It ain't fair to
lrave o mon like thet out of prisen! 1
never knew what he was like! T never
knewp—-—="

Me, Quelch’s face became vory grave
indeed,
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his own

“What man are vou speaking of,
Bunter " he asked.
“That—that—I—I mean, nobody,
sir !'::. gasped Bunter. “I—I didn’t mean
“Toll me at once [*
“1t's ne good !" mumbled Bunter, “1
never stole his pound note; but he's
gﬂlﬂﬁ to say I did, and he's got the
I DaT

“%¥What!”  exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
aghast

“I—I mean, J—I—-—" Bunter
trembled, “I—] mean--=  Supposs a
fellow—-"

“What "

“Nothing, sir. I—I didn't mean any-
thing. I—I den't know enything about

-—about a pound note.”

_ "¥ou will tell me the whole matter
immediastely, Bunter. If you have done
WIOng, T ocan sea ¥ou aro ropentant, and
I shall take that into consideration,” said
Mr. Quelch. “But I insist vpon know-
ing everything "

Then it all camo out. It was gearcely
possiblo for Bunter to keep the secret
now, and 2 dim consciousness was in his
mind that his severe Form-master, after
all, was the friend he needed in this sore
extremity. In stammering tonea he
made his confession, Mr. Quelch hardly
intercupting him from beginning to end.
Iis  chance acquaintance with Me.
Bmiles, his wretched essay in being
it rﬂzrrtjlf * and the price he had to pay for
1t. All of it came out, in ztammering
ennd hesitating tones.

Iie did not dare to look at My, Quelch
ﬂheu his faltering voice died awny at

at,

The Form-master was silent for some
mimutes, <during which Bunter sat in
dumb miscry.

. “¥ou carried oul that wicked man's
ingtructions "' asked Mr. Queleh at last.

“I—I—I put it thers, wir!"” gosped
Bunter. “I—1 was ]%ﬂing to take 1t
rway agaln, but—but Bolsover came i,
nm;dl then he licked me with & ruler, and—
ang-—

1 understand, And this man Smiles
18 coming here to-day ¥

‘"Wes, sirl” groaned Bunier. “He's
%mn to abcuse Bolsover of—of stealing
the nknote I hid in his bookcase.
Ho's got the number,”

Myr, Quelch set s Lips.

“ s that what has been tronbling you,
Bunter—the knowledge of what was to
hap%en to Bolsover 1"

"¥Yes, sir,"” mumbled Bunter. “I—I—
1 dor’t like him, but—of course, it's all
his own fault for bullying me—but—but
I felt I—1I—" His voice trailed awaxr.
Y~ was afraid that villain would
accuse me of stealing his pound note—it
was either Bolsover or me. You see, sir,

he got me under his thumb——"
“ ause you did wrong in tho first
lace, Bunter. Otherwise, he would

inve had no hold over you. But I am
glad to see that you are incapable of
acting ae this detestable man desired, and
I think you have had n lesson to avoid
bad characters in future, Bunter."

Bunter groaned. That lesson, indeed,
had been hrmly fixed inte his mind.

“Fo to Bolsover's studvy, Bunter, and
bring me the envelope.”

" Yea, sic”

Bunter limped ont of the Form-room,
and returned in & few minutes with the
envelope. . Bolsover was in the quad. and
he had recovered it unzeen. Mr, Quelch
took the envelope and opened ir. A
banknote lay within.

“1 shall take charge of this, Bunter,"
he aaid.  “It will be returned to its
owner, when he calls. You need have no
fear of him. I doubt very much whether
he would have ventured to bring the pre-
posterous charge against vou, even if von
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had refused to obey him. Now he cer-
tainly cammot do so. He is liable to im-
prisonment for what ho has done.”

Bunter brightencd up.

“I shall speak to you later,” added
Mr. Quelch, “1 think vou have suffered
sevorely for wour foolish wrongdoing,
Bunter, and I think that you have been
punished enough.  As for this man, I
shall deal with him, and you need not
give him another thought.”

Mr, Quelch left the Form-room,
Billy Bunter rolled out after him, and

‘intoy the quad, feeling as if & mountain

had been lifted from his fat shoulders,
FEEW Todd bore down upon him.

h, here you are!” he eaid, * Now,
Bunter——"
*Hallo, Toddy!" said the Owl

cheerily,  *All screne!
Qll:_’tc"h:.' a brick
“Quelchy—a brick 1™
* Yes, a regular brick!"™ said Bunter
enthusiastically.  “ You wouldn't think
that a dry old stick like Quelchy would be
such & brick, would you?®”

Poter Todd stared at him.

“What's Quelchy done?" he asked.

“Oh, notlung ! said Bunter.

And he ro away, Jeaving Peler
mystified. DBut it waz evident that the
clonds had passed by, o far as Bunter
was concerned, and that the (hwi of the
RHemove war himself again,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Exit Charlay Smiles !
MR. CHARLEY SMILES arrived

at the goates of Greviriars a

little out of breath aud perspir-

g, but in a cheery mood.
Gosling, the porter, bore down upon fuim
a3 bhis rubicund nese and hady eye
appearcd there.

Gosling koew the man br sight. and
there was a rather eurions expresaion ou
his face ns he accosted Mr. Smiles. The
porter had already received hi- instrue-
tionz from Mr. Quelal,

“T've called to zee the "sadmaster, my
man,"” said Mr. Smiles, with an aseamp-
tion of dignite. " Name of Smilea.”

know vour name, Mr. Smiles,™
answered CGrosling.,  “This ?nu:rz‘ gentlar
man, will show vou in. Master Wingate,
51 L

Wingate of the Sixth was seated on the
bench by Gosling's lodes. He rose to his
};e:et, and signed to Mr. Smiles to follow

imy.

That gentleman did so in a_state of
surprize, He did not know Wingate;
but he could see that he was & semor int
the school, aned ecertainly it was not the
duty of a Sixth-Former to show visitora
in to the Head. Why the captain of
Grevfriara had taken that Jutr upon him-
sell was n mvstery. Wingate's fare ex.
pressed nothung. though his eves had
pleamed for a moement as they rested
npon Charley Siniles,

The sharper followed him to the Housa
and into it. a good many glances being
cast upon them by the way, Wingate
tapped at the door of the Head's study.

* Mr. Bmiles, sir!
Assuming & jaunty mauner, Mr. Smiles
stopped into the room, nud he was again
surprised by the fact that Wingate fol-
lowed him in. It did not oecur to him
vet that his visit was known and pre-
pared for in advance, and that the cap-
tain of Greyfriarz was acting as he did
by request of the headmaster. Wingate
cﬂ:rsed the studr door, and stood leaning
againat it, evidenily to be present at the
interview, Mr, Smiles gave him a rather
uneasy glance. The sturdy proportions
and hbroad shoulderz of the Greyiriars
captain did not, somohow, reassure him.
r. Locke and Mr. Queleh wera in the
study, and both of them looked very

I say, isn't old
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grave. Mr. Smilca le-arpui at them im-
pudently, with a determination that he
was not going to be “put down ” by
their severs ;

“ Arterncon, sir!” said Mr., Smiles.

“¥ou have called to see me, I under-
stand,” eaid the Head, without refurmng
the graetzirﬁ or asking Mr. Smiles to be
seated. “ RKindly state your business.’™

“ A rather serious business, eir.,” said
Mr. Smiles, echaking hia head. " P'raps
46 would be better to ‘ave this 'ere inter-
¥oo i privit, fike,” -

"“Nothing of the kind! Kindly proceed
at once!”

* O, all right I said Mr. Bmiles tartly.
“If you ‘want it ‘ewled from the ’ouse-
tops, suit yourself, old gentleman, I've
called 'ers for a banknote.”

“ Toidaed 17 '

“What was stolen from my room ot
the Three Figshers by a youny feller be-
longing to this 'ers echool,” said Mr.
Boules defiantly,

_ Mr. Bmiles expeeted that statement to
fell like o bombzhell, Undoubtedly it
would have done 2o but for Bunter's con-
feszsion to Mr, Queleh and that gehtie-
man’s ecxplanation of the faets to the
Head., As it was, the astounding state-
ment did not ruffle the Head's serenity in
the least. e peered ab Mr, Smiles over
his plazzes very witentively, that was ull.

Mr. Quelch, too, looked at the rascal
very curiously.

A sense of uneasiness oppresscd My
Bmiles. He could not quite **cateh am,”
as it were, to the stmosphere of his sur-
roundinga.

“You aceuse a boy belonging to this
school of etealing a banknote from your
lodgimgs ¥ acked the Fload,

“¥eoz, I does,” said M.
dogpediy.

* Hig name?”

“Poerey Bolsover

“¥ou have the number of the notle?”

1 Tave!™ said Mr. Smiles emphati-
cally. *“And when that young pent’s
seatched, an' his room, I reckon wou'll
find the note; and if you don’t, the police
will, old gentleman.” The Head's grave
expreszsion did not change,and Mre. Bmiles
worb on with increasing anger and inso-
lence. It won't do your school no good
if it zets into the papers, [ fancy, Not
that I'm a ’ard man. Give me my money
back, and let the dishonest young ‘ound
be properly punished, and I'm satizsfied.
I don’t know ae 1'm set on calling” in the
police.™

"1 have no doubt you would hesitate
at that step,” =aid the Head drily,

“Don't you be too sure,” said Mr.
Bmies. *‘I've been robbed. That *igh-
'anded young  pent, vounp Bolsover.
comes along Lo the T?II‘EH- Fishers the
worse for drink. The potman locks him
in a thed to keop him quiet. e gota out,
pnd I zees him dodgin' about my roomn,
and arterwards I misses my banknote,
Thinkin® it over, I says to myself, says
I, that veung gent Baolsover has took that

Rinilos
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note, says I, and lucky it is that F'm &
careful man an’ keeps the numbers. And
there's the number of that fi-pun note,
gir, if you doubts & man’s word.”

Mr, Bmiles flung a dirty sheet of paper
on the writing-tahle. The Head planced
at it, and read the number written thers.
on., He opened a drawer in his desk, -and
took out o banknote—a eeding that
amazed Mr, Smiles. He laid the bank-
note by the paper.

“I think you will find the numbers
same, " sald Dr, Loike.
banknote, Mr, Smilea."”

Mr, Smiles stood rooted to the Hoor.
He could only blink at the five-pound
note like a fish out of water.

The number on the note was that
written on the dirty paper; it was his
fiver. It dawned upon his rmind then
that Bunter had failed him. Yeat he had
been  absolutely assured that the fat
junior was helpless under his thumb, and

¢ had been certain that the banknote
was concealed in Belsover's bookease in
hiz study. Bunter had reported that to
him, with evident truth. And now—there
had avidently been a change! )

As he stood almost stutiering wich
consternation, the Hesd went on, his
volce deepening with scorn and wrath.

“ Bunter, whom you frightened by your
threala 1nto agreeing to carry out your
infameous instructions, has confessed all
to his Form-master. There is your bank-
note. There is not a word of truth In
vour gtatements concerning Doisover, of
ihis achool. You have endenveured to
fasien a false charge upon the boy, and
to make his schoolfellow your tool in
doing so. You arc liable to prosecution,
Mr, Smiles, for illegal conspiracy and

“There is your

defamation of character.™

Churley  SBmiles’  knees  knocked
toprether.

?‘Iis flabby hand shook oz he picked up

the banknote, Wingate, hiz back still at
the stuldy door, was looking at him
grimly. Mr., Bmiles began to understand
what that stalwart Sixth-Former was
thera for,

Dir. Locke vose to his fect,

“Mr. Smiles, your raseality is ex-
posed,” he said, in 2 tone of contempt
that pierced even the sharper’s thick
skin, *“You are, as you know very well,
arnenable to the law for what vou have
done with such incredible baseness, 1
have only to detain you here, and tele-
phono for the police—"

Mr, 2miles cast a longing look at the
door. )

“Tion't be ‘ard on a man, sir!” he
mumbled. “I—I—I own up, sir! Don't
be ard! That young feller, Bolsover,
walloped me an’ ducked me in the river.
I was gottin’ my own baek, sir!"

“That iz cnough! T do not desire a
| scandalous case in the newspapers in con-
nection with thig school, and for that
reason I shzll not prosecute you., But
yvou will not go unpunished,” said the
Head sternly. " Wingate!™

the'
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forward. '
“ Wingate, this man has brought a
wicked and unfounded charge against &
Greyfriars boy, a8 you know, I am too
d a man to deal with him as he de-
servos.' May 1 trust that to your hands,
Win i b it Wil
“¥You may, sirl"” sai ingate,
Ha dropped his hand on Mr. Smiles’.
shoulder, and led him from the study.
The unfortunate sharper went without a
word, utterly crusbed by the unexpected
ending of his cunning plot. In the hall,
as he weos led out, he passed a number

Wingate made s step

of the Remove, among them Bolsover
major and Billy Bunter. The latter
grinned at him cheerfully.

“I say, you fellows, that's Smiles!™
said Bunter. “Are Fuu going to
him, Wingata? I'll hold your jacket!”

“ Oh, erikey !" murmured Mr, Bmiles.

Wingate frowned, and signed to the
juniors to clear off, as he Mr. Bmilas
out. He did not lead him to the gates
Ha led hum into the Cloisters, There he

stopped at the iron gates, which were
generally kept locked, but were unlocked
e, I&r. Smiles ayed him in sickening
apprehension.

“Now I'm %-ing to thrash you, Mr.
Smiles,” aaid Wingate,

wraAnds off ] I—]—— Lemme go! Tl
—— Oh, my eye! Yow-ow-0W-oWw-0w-
ow |

The next five minutes were like a sorips
of carthquakes and air-raids to Charley
Smiles, He had earned severs I?um )
ment, and he got it. What he had re--
ceived from Dolsover major on the tow-
ing-path was & joke to this. And when
he had been soundly thrashed Wingate
helped him out at the iron gates with a
heavy boot, clanged the gate shut after
him, and locked 3.  Mr. Bmiles sat on
the ground for ten minutea before hé
found encrgy enough to erawl to his feet
and limp homeward. His visit to Grey-
friara, which wasz to have been such @
triumph, bad not been exactly successful,
and Mr. Smiles, a3 he limped and groaned
his way homeward, came to the resolution
to leave Greylriars.alone in the future.

Harry Wharton & Co.—from a dis.
tanee—had seen the manner of Mr.
Smiles’ exit, and they wondered. Bub
Bunter enlightened them at tea-time,
whon he joined them in quite hm old
gpirits. Bunter seemed under the im:
ression that hé eut a remarkably good
gute in the transaction, end he was
guite surprised to-find the Famous Five
take a different view. Dut at lsast the
Owl had had o lesson, and he was likely
ta think twice the next time he was
tempted to become *'rorty.”

(Don't miss *“ TOM REDWING'S
FATHER !"—next Monday's grand
complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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For Next Monday :
“ TOM REDWING'S FATHER [ "

By Frank Richards.

I think all my readers are interested in
Tomm Redwing, the sallorman's sen, now at
@reyfriars on the scholarship which Mr,
Vernon-8mith's generosity provided., Ilere we
have another story about him, with an unex-
pected turn to it which I am not golng to
Elve away.

Bkinner dpl‘fryn an unplensant part in the
i ernon-8mith alse comes promis

sently into it.

SOME OF QUR READERS,

Horace Pobjoy, of dloucester, in writing to
me, encloses an extract from the ® Gloucester
Citizen » about his six soldier brothers. Al
of them were readers of the Companion
Papers, he tells me, and I am gure that many
fellow-readers will be Interested to hear about
them.

Sergeant W. E. Pobjoy has been mentloned
in dezpatches by Jir Nouglas Haig., While in
Fronee he is reported *to have at all times
carried out hiz work with greal eredit and
reliability in *'.r:n:r:rmg1 circumstances and under
constant shell-fire during last Fear's apera-
tions.® He was thet acting aa confidential
clerk at the Brigade Headquarters Etnﬂ.‘ ..!Lt.
that time he was a corporal; now be is in
France sgain with another siripe. Of the

other five, Eergeant G. Pobjoy, of the
Ulouncester h-E'EII‘.'I'IE:'IItr. and Driver Bert Pobloy,

of the R.F.A., both jolned up on Beptember
15t, 1914, and are now in Htaly. The former
is now going in for a commission.  Driver
Harald fﬂa‘bjny, who was elx times T:!]Ei.‘!t-ﬂd
before he rqueezed through, Is In Prance.

brother Harry, who suffered twelve rejections,
but got In at last, and Sapper E. V, Pﬂbjo‘;r,
E.B., are stlll in training in Eogiand; B. V.
is a lance-corporal, and on the siaft st Band-

eh,

Tha father and mother of this gatient half-
dozen may well feel proud of thelr sons; and
I have no doubt that they de. ' Congratulas
tions to them—Mr. and Mrs, E, Pobjoy, of
55, Bloomileld Road, Gloucester—om having
reared such o hand of troe Britone | To thbss
twoe lads who =tuck to it still after
turned down again and again, congratulstions
aleo. 1 can o mma !&hﬁ aia;d aduﬁ of sy

ou 10 T readery ke thess,
pEER e YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Micxer Lisrary.—No. HR.
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A Great New Seriai Story.

NEW READERS START HERE.
Bupert Thurskon buys an Idol bearing tho dngeription, " T am Sharpra the Shiaberer, and at my awalkening the world shall tremble ! "

3 Lord, Ching-Lung, Gan-Wagn, M

cihdh the hotel collapses.
he paed fER eyes opoen

left in eamd. Sorae rebe
oecidentaly relenscs Rostd, the pribhon.

Zapra, the Priest, Tries to Ifake Mischiel.

O5TT, the rock-pyihon, had no right to
be out in the daytime except for a
doze In the pun, for his eyesight wag
not so pood as b might have been
in & strong light. He conld see hetter in
the dusk, or in the I‘J[I-ll!." raya of the moon,
and he usually did his hunting by night. A
poat, or a wild-pig, or o monkey or two
sulted him very well for supper, and then,
with a big bulge in him, RKosti would go to
pleep Tor three weeks or & month until the
bulge hoad dieappearcd.
¢ python wore a broad collar of gold,
There did not séem much of it, for the
sunke had such 8 profusion of neck thot only
a& milllonalre could have aforded him a gold
collar large enough to Gt it. Iis colour was
deep mmber, and le ran twenby-six feet from
his spout to the tip of his tail, and was pro-
porticontely thick round the waist.

Like Weeping Willie, the rmule. Roski did
not eare for strangers, unless they brousht
him a goat or something else to eat. And
bis sudden appesrance cawsed consternation.
Eirte&me thing, every dog in the village

0'Rooney and Gan-Waza rolled out of the
way in opposite directions to make room.
Rosti slithered out of the but, twisting his
head from side to side. The kindly old
gentleman took to his heels, women alirleked,
and children shouted in fear. Though Zapra,
the prieat, had (nformed them s thousand
times that Rusti was a supernatural belng
who knew everything about the past and
could see into Lhe future, he was pot much
g at seeing in the daylight at any tine,
and as he had been cmfed up in the dark
for ages, that did oot improve his powers
of vlsion. The python hit his nose a painful
bapg against a doorpost, and began to get

_Hlﬂti‘. He butted hard at the door, knock-
mfo t clean off ita leather bingea, plunged
into the hut, bored a hole through the wall

bﬁllﬂd; and came oot sgala on the obher
E El-

Mere fry luck than good manapement he
made for the gate, nng the boys on guard
ware too wise to =aftempt to check his
advance, for the python was putting on
apéed, and anyone whe had pot in his way
would probably have shared the fafe of
dhandza, som of Fapra, the priest, who had
bad his spihe broken by one of Roati's
relatives.

The pytlion was seen feom  the eamp.
KBoati preferred rougher ground to  travel
over, but he managed to maintain his pace
on the grass. He bad not much of a brain, in
epite of Zapra, and knew as little about the
future as & bolled egg, bub there may have
been some glimmering memory of the past in
his snaky mind. Hosti did not want to be
o pod with a gold collar and & dark prison.

He was out for liberty.
“'Ware spakes! A python, souse me!”
shouted pjamin Maddock., " He peema to

be coming for lunch!™

Rostl was making a snake-line for the
eamp. 1t was the nearest way to the ravine
whare he hod spent his boyhood,

addock, Prout, and O'Roooey arrive.

A lank Indlan, noed Gadra Singh, 18 employed a2 coolt ; and the one-time rebsl, Lorput Raj, is the shikari,
bat they quickly shut.

Dukoe Paybon srrives and joins the expedition to the cactus country,

it. They find & blue-eved natlve who hos been killed by a python, and bory him.

THE BROWN TORRENT.

By SIDNEY DREW.

A Thrilling Story of Adventure, in which Ferrers Lord, Ching=Lung,
Gan~Waga, the Eskimo, and other Popular Characters, play their parts.

(Now read on.)

Lorput Eaj loaded the rifle the Vieeroy
bad given him. The millionaire’s voice rang
out orst in bthe vernscular and then  in
Loglish, warning them not fo shoot. Ferrera
Lord had wpoticed the gleawm of the gold
collar.  They gave the pythoen plenty of
room.  With a crash amd f noisc of aplitting
canvey e fnktened oub the tent like an
vlongated steam-roller, and went hLis way
amid a good deal of kurghter. Ferrera Losd
did not laugh, neor did Duke Pavton.

*That old rogue of a priest has leb the
;ﬁ[}tila go purposely, I suppose?™ said Ferrers

.,

“You may depend on  it. sir,” answered
Fayton. "He will tell the foola that their
god is angry becauss they have made friends
with us Instead of killlug aud robbing us,
and Dk abandoned them o their fate. Per-
haps 1t's o plty we didn’t shoot the wely
brute. It would have showed them they had
u cheap sort of god if & bullet would Ratien
it out. Zapra wiil make mischicf out of thig
for certain, We may have to hang him
before it's over.”

Gan-Waga and Barry O'Rooney came In
with the fowl, The Eskime had left the eges
and the cheese behind. He did not bring
the egea 83 they they hed been badly bent,
and Lie would have bad to colleck them with
& spogn, The cheese remalned where it had
fallen, smothered in dust.

Gan-Waga had pot over Lis felght and his
tumble, e sat down, grinning, beside Ching-

Lung.,

ﬁfl'upre dld yoo get that apeckied canary,
Wapgtail?" nsked the princeé. "You haven't
been looting & hen-roost, [ hoped”

“Not o biters, Chingy” said Gan-Wags.
“Old Barry Loooatics bury this rooaters with
a knife-pockets from o fatoess chaps. Oh,
dears, deors, deara! We gotted some epgses
and some cheeses, only we busted that lots.
I—ho, ho, lwol=I gives Barry o smell of the
cheeses, Chingy, and that—ha, ha, hal!—that
puts the wind upoess. He bop back, and
tumlle through a doors, and ouls—he, he,
he, hel-pops the snakes. Down T poes ker-
slaps, and flop goes the epes and cheeze. 1
lavghs now, but 1 oot laughs then, Chingy.
I not likes snakes.”

the hig shanty

“Wag it the dnqrm-::t i L san
into, an?" oaske g

Witconey barged
prince.

"That rightneas, Chingy, The door shutted
on him. [ tries to opens it, but Barry opens
it more quickfuls, and tumble out on me.
Thiz years, next years, somebiraes, neverness,
¥o' gets out of the firingsdine, Chingy!"

Gan-YWagn rmu:remlm to plirk the fowl,
making the feathers fly. Barry O Rooney
whs I:|~E-li‘='!1'|§I to put up the tent again when
e was told by Mr. Thomas Prout that the
chief wished to speak to him, Briefily Barry
explained what had happened. u

o

“Then the priest wasn't in
" Eooney "

“No, sor. At laste, nv he was 0f couldn't
aee the ould raszcal. But sure he must have
been, gor. There was o darrk ploco at the
haek, and i belave the ould thafe opened
Eome I-Epn.nd of a dare and let the ahnake out
on me !

lrut,

The idol's eyes are acen to open, and with o terrific

Wihile watching the ldol

They are out hunting a tiger, snd Ching-Lung insnages to shoot
1 i Maddock, Gun-Wava, Barry O0'lkooney, and the cook are
Hing natives fire ou them. The natives are beaten, and the parky protecds in peace fo Dyl

1's vibluge, Barcy

Af that moment o bell with a very cracked
voiot Degan to ring,  Cldog-Long and the
millionaire walked towarda the village gate.
The women had gathered in bitle groops.
muttering topether,  Eapra’s men fnlf:lc-w&ra
were tlere, too. and cast glances that werg
anything but Kimdly at the strangera,  Then
the corpulent form of Zapra, the priest,
appoared on the unper platform of one of the
towers, Zapra had robed himscll i ziake-
aking, and decornted his face with stripes of
redd, Blue, aud white paint. e wore o girdle
of human skuils, for the makeup of Do
medicine-moan worthy of the noame is complete
withouwt some of these gruveaome adetnments.
On his hiead be wore a pair of gilded bufalo-
lurrna.

C"d Zap isn't such a bad imitation of a
nighitmare, clief,” sald Cling-Lung.

apra eaized his hands to the 2%y, and the
Yillagers cowered down ju the dust onm their
Enees. Then the priest began to shout
things in o shrill, nasal voice, Ferrers Lord
could guess the purport of it. As he warmed
utp he started to dance and gesticulate, and
the skulls clicked together, making a kind of
bony accompaniment. Zapra  wust have
Iound it warm work, but he stuek to il

“Hig opinien of uwas wouldn't flatter ua
much, Ching.” said the millionaire, with &
amile. "He iz informing them that we are
white demons, and Lecause they did not kil
ug Rosti has shaken the dust of the village
off his scales, and left them to a terrible
doanm. If they rvepent, and murder ua
promptly, Hosti may yet he appeased. and
return to his den aod wwallow many goats.
One or two of those brown-foecd rascuals look
Hke murder. It's time to interfere.”

Perrers Lord walked through the gate amd
elimbed bhe Bamboo ladder, Zapra waz pour-
ing out curses against the whité men and
their followera, and jumping about until the
patform creaked, when n lind touched his
ahoulider. The torrent of words died. frozen
on his ochired lips, as he turned and saw the
millionaire confrontiog him,

"Painted dog,” sald Ferrers Lord, "I know
well enovgh vou understand ‘the tongue 1
speak, as I undersiand the lieg you tell these
foolish dupes! Get hack to your kennel amil

he ?qumh' or must [ thrash wisdom intn
you i
He Dent the pobd-hieaded ecowme. The

looked at one auother—the erect, hroad-
phoulidered Englishran in lus plain awit of
tannels, and the savaee medicine-men in bis
hideoua paint and barbarous attire. And
Zapra Moew who was mazter.  He ahrank
boek againgt cie froil  wonden railing. 44
cracked and aplit, and the next moment he
would have l'.::-]rl];lc-j over and broken his
thick neck, but Ferrers Lord caught him by
the wrist and deageed him baek inbo safeby,
Ferrers Lord took out his matchbox and
struek a matel,. He pointed the cigarette L
the direction of the ladder.

Slowly and Ieavily Zapra. the prieat, wenk
ﬁnwn. He went into his himt without glancing
A,

I think wvou have made an fmpreasion.
thief.,” said Ching-Lmpg, ™ DBut why, oh, why
did you haut him back again when he was
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ing over the tap so micely? I suppose 1°d

ave done it myeetf, but it séems a pity.
Somebody said onee that the only geod Ked-
ckin was a dead one, That's my firm belief
about medicine-men. Zapra wonld be a lot
safer dead than walking about on two legs,
and he’d make z lovely Tuneraf!”

A long-drawn shout from a boy who was
watehing from ancther tower sounded. Aa
the warning was not fallowed by the closing
of the gate, there was apparcntly no danger.
Presently Dandu arcived, driving In some
enttle he had rescued and a priconer. He
brought the prisoner into the camp, He wis
as brown as the chief of the Darbans, but
taller thanr the majority of them, and more
of the Mongel type, with Jank; black hair and
a Hattened nose. :

“One of the forest-men, Azada,” sakd
Dande. =We followed up briskly, and slew
three of them: but they were too fast. I
erealt & little of their tongue. With my spear
at hie breast, e told me that when Sharpra
hums again the great advancee will be made.
My people weuld have stain him, But 1
brooght him to thee to show thee the manner
of men we must fAght. He boasts that they
are like the leaves of the trecs in pumber,
and that they will eross the divide and sweep
ithe land where the Great White Emperer
rules from end to end.

“TPake him away, but sluy bhim  not,
Dandn,” said Ferrers Lord. " Talk with this
man, and tell me what you learn.”

Later in the afterpoon more Darhans kepl
voming in in little bands from other villages
and camps. The chief lined. them up for
inspection. There were nearly three huandred
of them, counting the men with Prout.
There was & grest gharpening of spears, and
then the whole populatien of the village

pettled down to the task of twisting lLow-

E'T'ﬁ[\'&a and making arrows,

“Wars and rumours of wars, Payton,” said
Ferrers Lord. “The village would be a death-
trapp if wa attempted to held it against
any force., From g military point of view, it
iz perfectly useless.” ;

“Hopeless,” said Ching-Lang. “We'd he
starved out in . week, or some epidemie
would appear and Wil the people off like
fies. 1 see they have brought in some decent
ponies. Let us borrow o vouple ansd have
o galtop, chief™

Dande supplied them with two sturdy
ponica. There were bridles, but no saddies,
but thiz was 2 matter of little moment to
the milliopaire and the prince. This time
Ferrers Lord atung his rifle on his back, They
returned in the cfual-:, having scen opothing of
the mysterious encmy  that was  always
threatening, bulb pever appeared. Zoon after-
wards Thurston and Payton,  who bad also
abtained pomies from the chief, rode into the
camp. They had seenm Prout. and reported
that sl was going well, and that he was
starting again in the cool of the évening.

The sky was glittering with stara when
Ferrers Lord closed the baok he had been
reading amd walked swiftly throogh the
camie Larput Eaj started awake at his
touch, amnd leapt to his feed with a salaam.

“Take the rifle the Viceroy gave thee, nld
wolf,” said the millionaire, “and come with
me. Thou canst ride?”

“Mever was horse foaled that can throw
me once my koeea are at his withera, zahib,”
anawered the shiltarl.

“Come, then, old "woll:
yonder,” said Ferrers Lornd.
what the night hides”

we will ride out
I would know

Three Men who Went {o Look for a Fowl,

. BAERY O'ROONEY and Mr. Ben-
jamin Maddock were agréeably sur-
priged hy the welcome and unex-
pected arriva! of their friend Mr.

Thomas Prout. Prout was pleased with Lim-
sell, and delighted with the hearera.

“Larpwt Raj's chaps couldn't have done
e better, by homey!" le said, " They're as
game as pheasants, these hrawn polishes,
and as tough asz jongle fowl, and the way
they trotted along with those packs was
gorgeoys. It took the wind out of nld
Kacha when I made “em understand | wanted
e to try a night march., They were up
and at it like bantam cocks. and here we
arel What's in the larder? Don't tell me
you've pobhbied up everything decent, by
honey, or I aHall be rede to you.”

There ought to be & Towl somewhere, and
Burry N Hooney remembered that }rlu_&ﬂru;t.
fact. He had left the rocater in Gan-
Waga's carc, having instructed him to p'iuﬁlf.
b apd pget the cook to boil it. He made
innuiriea for QGan-Wapgna' in the tent, and
Chipg-Lang Informed him, with a sleepy yawn,
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that he faneied he might find Gan-Waga
aslecp in the water-hole. This was not the
water-hole selected for drinking purpose, but
a pecond one not far away. This proved to be
the [act, After passing the- sentry, Barrey
switched on his flash-lamp. 18 rays treamed
out and fell wpon the placid feee of Gan-
Waga, Hke a little olivescoloured [stand
asleep in the deep.

As the ears of the Eskimo were below the
surface as he Hoated there in his cool and
clammy cot, Rarry's phouts failed to rouse
him from his slumber. A lump of moed was
more effective. It smote the Eekimo on hia
brainy brow with a genile plopping ' sound.
With the flash-lamp ehining dazzliogly in
big little black eyes, Gan-Waga s=at up in
two feet of water, ejectiog a large frog that
was geated on.his chest, and askhed drowsily
il the house was on fire.

“Darlint, ot's me,” =ald Baﬂ'{é “the wun
and only proide of swate allybumion !
Where's that fowl?

“ What lowlses ¥

“Phwat i'ye mane—phwat fow! at all, at
alH? The fowl Od got for the ket-knoife
from the ould bhoy wid the smolle.”

“I forgotteded,” aaid Uan-Waga. " What
old hoys, and whielh smiles, hunk, Barry?
What knife-pockets, bunk?

“Whov, ye doublesized son of u gun, wake
op and talk sipee, or 01"l come in and dueck
y&!” cried Barry. “Phwat pold bhoy? Phwat
amoile?  Phwat knoife-pocket?  Whoy, ye
miserable murderer of English, where's the
apeckled rooster O towld ye to give to Gadrea
Hingh to Wboil?t Dida't 0i give ot to ye
wid my own bapds, and tell ye wid my own
moath ¥

“0l, the speckles rooster!” said Gan-Waga.
“What I do with that, hunk§" Whys, [ eated
Lims, old dears, and very pleefuols, 'too. Yo
fﬂ- anather knife-pockets and fetches another
owly, Harry. They cheapnesa and tender.
Good-nights ™

Mr. {"Rooney felt hurt at the ingratitude
of the Eskimo. tc say nothing about his
greed, apd eaid so. ’

“Oh, Fade away!” ,?Irluued Gan-Wapea, “¥o'
tires me, Harry. Why make 3 fusses abont
a sitly fowls that eated, hunk®”®

“0i'l make a purty fuss of you, my brave
Loy, whin Qi wget you out of that muod-
hole " sald Barry, breathing bard, “Ub's a
noice thing to rob a1 man of his supper.
Ye're a bad Iot, blubhberboiter, widout ayvthur
dacency or morals. Ye'd pineh a bloind-
man's dog, or rob the oiea out of a hahy's
doll. Arraly, ¥e greedy gramppus, abd more

ghiame on yel!"

Gan-Wagn seooped round the bottom of tha
water-hole with his richit hand. He found
something sqft and metst, and threw it
Sphriterings  aed  gasps  and  mutterings
aunouneed the faet that he had oot thrown
in wain. The Tlight woent out, and Mr
O'Rooney went off. With tbhe happy smile of
one whoe has dope a good de wreathin
leig lips, Gan-Waga again composted Limsel
to glumber, snd once more the frog crowled
up to squat on biz manly breast and erpak
a serenade.

“Tom,” said Barry ('Rooney, a3 he polished
the mud off his face, “there was a boiled
fowi, bhey, but that baste of an Iskimo has
stolen the lot and ate it. And whin Of
raysoned gintly wid him, he s[nng mud at me
and called me names. Bedad, he's gettin® the
ffmrit, that same lskimo. 01 wae nearly kilt
by thirrty fut of shnoke through the fat

rascal thia very day, and now he's chawed ap
our 1 ! Howid me back, dr OI'll do mur-
der! 04 fadl loike utl”

“Where is he, by honey?" asked Prout,

“8norin’ away wid the frogs in the water-
liole,” said Barry. “O0i dom't belave he did
cat the fowl, for OF know he had supper
enough for mix in the tept wid the prioece
and the others. Of belave he'z hidden ut.”

Convinced that even 3 peraon with Gane-
Waga's excellent appetite conld not have de-
vaured 3 whole fowl after a heavy supper, ot
n heavy supper after 4 whaole fowl, Barry
rouzed the cook, wha was snoring by his
dying  Hre;, surrounded by pots, pons, and
kettlos. Gadra Singh remesmbered that be had
bolled & fowl at the request of Shinyface,
and that Shinviace nad come for it and
borne it away in a cloth only a few minutes
hefore e, Gadra Sfngh, had called the sahibs
to supper in the tent. Anmd this information
seemed to point to the fact that Oan-Waga
had heen too sleepy to tell the truth, and
thore was o possibility of recovering the loat
roQster. .

“(M'll bave that ould fowl. or O4'l1 Know the
rayson whaoy, bloys™ spid Barry., “He ¢an't
have wolfed ut. Get howld of a bit of rope
and z sthick, and we'll dhrag the bubber-

"Willia decided to
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boiter out of tie
thruth out of him

On the way to the water-hole Promt ran
against Weeping Willie, the mule.  Weeping
Willie, who waa always doing something he
pught not to do, had jerked—out hiz pilcket-
pin, and was on the wander. If & Liger on
the prowl had teken a fancy to Wilile few
tears would have been shed, but aa the mule
could be wuseful when he liked, Prout took
h]i]I:lﬂ.rEl.Inng, to keep him out of worse mis-
chief.

Gan-Waga elept, and hiz bedfellow, the
Irog, crosnked melodious musie to cheer bis
happy dreams. The flash-lamp did not rouss
him. The Eekimo locked 20 Mmnoceat apd
Iit-‘g;ftul that Barry almost releated, but nob
guite.

“Whin 00 gaze op him,” he pald, with a
catch in his voice &nd & twinkle in his e¥e,
“ut melts oy bhearrt. Och, vt remolnds me
of those happy days Of spint at Ballybanlon,
my swate choildhood’'s home. O ean lmagine
my ould nurrse, Blddy O'Crone, who got six
rmonths for throwin' a man at her hue-
bapd, garin' down at me lolke that wid
oies ‘of love as Of lay in mylittle whojte
cot, and thin wakin® me up kid & bheauty
from her fleb undher the ear %o.ax whare
0i'd hidden her false teeth. Bwate Bally-
bunion! Bad luck ta the day 'O ran away
to say to be a sailor. In the worrde of the
bard, * My swate Ballrbaniom Oi'H nlver for-
get; Av O hadr't cleared owt (4'd be wid
¥You yut. Av (H hadn't ron off (4 can say
widout douht—"Whisht, gimme the rope, and
O0i'll fish that lot out.” ™

By mistake, in the gloom, Berry got hold
of Weeping Willie's head-rope. He mads &
loop, which he fastened to the stick, and
prodded about in the water, searching for
Gan-Wags's fect.

" Bedad, Ben," he said, in & whisper, “lsn't
ut wondberful bow f miss thim? They're
big enough to ace half a moile away . &
thick fog, and here Of am fumblin’ about and
doin® no good. Show the loight more this
way, Tom.™

Mr. Prownt obliged. Barry. lifted the stick,
and found & certain amcant of realstames
that {old him the loop was rospd eomething.
He stepped back to pull, for the edge of
the water-bole was muddy and slippery.  In
dolng so Barry hit the noss of Weeping
Wilile with hiz elbow,’' The mule had made a
nibhle earlier in the day at ‘s tempting-look-
ing morsel of greenstuff. Thers "had been
more in that greengtafl than met the eye. It
was 2 waap, and, objecting to the distorb-
ance, the wasp had done something hot and
horrid to the mule's nose, and left it swallen
and sore. Willie sguezled with anguish and
wrath, and jumped back. Another soeal
of anguish came from the pond, and s third
from Barry that was gquiekly hushed, and
Willie swerved round with Ayheg beela and
helped the Irishman into the water-hole.

Ta save his nose from further ill-treatment
away from these rude

Ip_nnu and thin dhreg the

people, ond proceeded to do so.
M Helpa! Ooh! Murders! Helps' Chingy!
Ob, deara! What the matters? Chiogy!

H(:!ipnl" shirdeked Gan-Wags's voles,
Mr. Barry O'Hoomey had had his bowl
quenched. The MNagh-lamp revealed him
crawling out of the water-bole on hands aad
knees, ¢ach hand sinking wrist-deep in the
mud as he advanced, and emerging with ®
sifuelel,.  Gan-Wags was coming -oul, b,
but he was coming feet first. His feat were
jerking wp and down, for the rope wag rouod
his ankles.

As  Weeplng Willie, whose hesd was
fastened to the other end of the rope, backed
up the bank, Gon-Waga's feet guickened tha
apecd of their advance till e:g overtoak
O'Rooney and collided with him. Barry mﬁtg
ste the harbourlighta in the shape of
ftaal-Tamp, and thought be was saved from
the wreek of the Hﬂlfﬁﬂll, and ma [} ]
asife ashore, when Willle, deciding that some-
thing would have to go, either the rope or
hiz neck, ateered A point or lwo to  siar-
toard and reared. The tightealng rope took

Barry under the chin, and heaved him bick
into the bolling ocean,

" Bedad, ut's torpedoed and ascuttled O
am!' he bowled, as the harbour-lights
Eﬂnmwd aod the [ey waters closed over
im.

The naked feet churned through the mud,
and then Mr, Maddock suddenly realised
what had Heppened.

“Bouse me,” he shouted, “the borm [diod
hae anchored up the Eskimo on the _ﬂ;;:
head-rope! Haul on it, Tom, wﬁ
EEE" or we'll be having a drow (mo

ur I.Jl

Gan-Waita was a diMcult subject to drown,
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but, =eeing the dunzer. Prout quickemned e

procecdings by slashing through the rope with
his knife.  In a twinkling the feed plungol
betow the surface, and Gan-Waga's  hewl
popped up.  Then Mre, Barey O'Hooaey dis
covered that o little fresh air woulde't do
him any harm, and popped Lis head oy also
Prout turoesd the Qsshlight on them i turns.
unid grinmeal.  They made an eiegant pair.

“HBy boney, Ben, | don’t koow which of
them s fhe  miost  benutital?™ be swid
“What's your fancy? Take your pick.”

“1 ain’t pieking any of ‘em for  thelr
beauty,” replied Mre. Maddoek: “bat I will
gay, Tom, that red-faced ome - bas  the
prettivat coupl, Thére's more music in it
and Prtaps more mud o and o owater, L like
thit cough, 1f [t was mine, souse me, L'd
have it put in a mice gold Trame and i“mﬁ
It up on the walli in Lhe drawing-room! A
don’'t he Dlow bubbles wnice, too, abl Tound
and shiny tHl they busts, and then 1 don’t
know what shape to call "em. What's the
shitpe of a bubble when it's bust 37

Cllow me §f I know?t" sand Me. I'ront.

“Uot why dgn't they do something for o

living? 1 say, you two in there, do yom
expect me to be wasting all thiz limelight
oo you for nothing at all?  Give ua a song
and dance.”

Barry keaned oo the shonlder of Gan-Waga
to get back his lost bLreath &iter so much
coughing to get rid of the water.

:*The rogues are makin® zame of nz, onld
son," he snid. "They have wo hearrta. The
tniaforrtunes and miseries of others only hring
1sughter to their erooll lipa., Och, bhoy, they
are savapes And barbarians! Dot move,
for, Gan dear, Oi am wearry, amd would fain
regt my poulden head a bit on your lift
shouldher. They are ruffiana! They camd
afther ve to make ye give up our boiled
fowl, acusila! Bedad, they're bandita! The
plot was to dhrag ye onb and jump on ye
till - y¢ " confessed, beloved, where ye'd hid
that same Trooster. Fiith, thdév're brigands
and hoighwaymen wid the [devs of convicla!
Would Of see ut done? Would 0i have ye
rohbed and illthreated by sneh vitfains, Gan
mavourneen Y Ho! Phwat oid 6 do,
alanne? Fearless of death. in heoonr's eanse,
Ui plupged into the toide, To breathe o warn-
ing in your ecar, and bid ye floy apd hotde!
They guessed my pan, and chased me here,
wid murderous threat  awd  Trowl;  Bot W
lave saved Gan-Waga brave,_and we ghall
share the fowl. O yondber bank they fame
and fret, and feree their anger grows,  Ga,
glve me back my fowl agnin, and kape the
PATAIN'E nose, Aftbher that lovely poem,
cotld yeorefose, now?  Where's the chueky,
blubberbdgiter ™

“The saturated idied' said Pronk. "Ry
ligiey, Ben, he's golie off the deep ensd
pm?ar}}' T
s owater on the brain,” pripoed  Mad-

doek. S Jle's been stonding on bis leened i
it, and it's leaked throwgh.”
Gan-Waga smiled "o widds

i oheerfol

grile. Hoe did ol Delieve Mre. F Rooney. huk
Le scemed pratefol.
I mwials goodness of  vo'. Barev, ald

deats,” he said, removing the cored Troi g
ankles; “dreadfulness nicefuls!™

“Don't mention ut, blubberhoiter™ =aaid
Barry. "0i'd do anything for wan Of love
excipt lind him money. (H'm wvery wet, s
my fate are cowld, but a koind, warem beark
5t.ﬁl thenbs widin this manly breasst- Where's
the fowl, Gan? Whisper ut in my ear. but
doo't boite my ear doin” at.. O eoldn't
nte o morsel ob pupper.  Whin Gi'm loike
that my docther towld me thers's only wan
thing to pave my precioud loife, and that's
cowld boiled [owl. Ye wouldu™t bave me
doie eo younz and fair? We'll go halves, and
lave those rade raszcals out of wut. Huve
¥ou got ut, Gan?”

“Ho, ho, hoo! | opolted Bim safe enongh.
old dears” chuekled the EsRioe, “He sl
safefuls, don't frets, Barry.”

AAnd well go halves, mavourneen? You
aml me topether, Gan, sl these two out-
gpiders rodzht outside, ah?™"

JEAN the timeses,” said Gan-Wapa, I
gotted bim, Barry, amd sghiares hims ups.
Yo' such a oiee boys”

Barry winked in the szloom, Once he laid
hapds on that specimen of poultry e did not
il}tﬁid Chan-Waga Lo have a3 much 2 o smell
ol it.

"Oill go and geb inbo something dhey,” saiid
Barry, strugeling to his fevt,  “Come round
to the hack of the tent, son, and bring the
birrd,, and Il foind  some  biseoits  aoed
pickles and a eup of nolee tny to wash ut
down. Will yo come ™

{Ta be continted.)
M
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No. 78.—UNCLE CLEGG.

g THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.%
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HUEY always onll iin Unele Clegg, b

I do not think that the Tamilint title

innpliez any particutar fondness on

 bhe part ol Lhe direyriar: jumiors for

the rather cross-ereapmed old feliow who Keeps
the tuckshop at Friardaic.

In fact, F know of noe specip!, ceason why
they shonbd be foud of Uncle Ulegg. A cer-
tain glamonr may bang about the zeller of
zruly to people of Billy Duntcr's sort, who
worship grub: but that would cease entirely
it yom put Uwele- Clege in, say, o boobtshop.
Aund there is not suftleient evidence that the
quality of the stuft which Uncle Clegg sells i3
2o high az to win esteem Tor him on that
acconnk,  BLNL, grub iz gools, be db never s0
grubby, a3z sonicone once sajd—or, I be did
hot, it has been said now.

Ferhaps it is weedle:s to gay thal no story
in the Groyiviars series bas ever revolved
chicfly around Unele Clegg. He iz not of such
importabnce as that wouwld come to. There
are few charucters left to denl with who bhave
ever played anything 'iii;e‘p:iuﬁpal parta,
Herr Gians has been prominent more than
onee; be will probably be dealt with next
woek, For the rest, thoy have always been
in miner partz; but it appears to be  Ghe
peneral wizh of my réeaders that as many as
possible of them should be doalt with, So for
n little while longer I shall go on.  The
enthusiazts who want Elliott and Trevor and
Treluce aml Glenn 1o be given places, how-

~-
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coer, are dooinod Lo dbzappointment.  Vntd
U werk o two agne Elliott was Little more
thun & name 0 ws; and wow he bas gone.
All that matters about bhim waz Lold in
ltolaover's Way,” Az for the other thres,
whit is theve 1o gay abont them?¥ In every
sehool  there are boys who do not count
greatly in any way—for good or for evil—
andl these threa areamong them. . That's all.

The first menlion of Uncle Clegg that I can
recall was in the story which introduced us
to that stecliong good fellow, Tom Brown of
Taranaki.

Bncop made up az o Kind of nigger minatrel,
and imperzonated the new boy, iaking
Bunter completeiv. Burber also book him in
—into Unele lege’s, There William George,
having money Lor once, slapped down a hand-
ful {}? allyer on the connter, sl gave his
otders with prineely generosiky. 1t was warth
while from lunter’s point of view. The fulie
Tom Brown had said Lhat he had a pound a
week pocket-money, and plenty of Lips besides ;
and to be the chum of anyone 20 weallhy as
thnt was just what Dunter yearned [or,
Encle Clege stared Llankly al tle disguised
snoop, whoe naturally dbl not refuze to profit
by such a windfall as the finling Bunicr in
pn open-hearted mood, Unele Clegeg may or
may not have had his shispicions ¥ he hid,
he saw a liktle Tater Ghat they were Tuliy
justified, For the real Tom Brown cire
along, and Snoop was shown np.

Hut before (hat Lhere was o @irgesis rom
in which Unele Clege™s cggs plaved o part,
The Remove wmed the Upper Feartly weperdis-

puting the possession of a foolball, and the
Football cnteced Unele Cloge's conpon o, bl
ginote heavily wpon the chest the affable
Bunter, who was ;Ii-,:q;uur;:mg pleasantly o
snoop and ealimg  jam-tarls. Bunter wis
bowied over info & hox of eggs. Unele Clegg
wanfed poaying for those eggs. Bunter could
not pay, the twelve bob bBe had raised Bood
pome - in iresting  Snoop--and  bigeelf, ol
vonrse.,  Ton Brown poid.

Unele Clege and eggs scem almost inséphr-
ahble. The pext incident 1 ean reeall liad Lo
do with eres, and showed up vnele in ralher
a greedy T:'ght.- It hod also to do with the
coming of 4 new boy—Hop Hi in this cae—
and I think I have abready referred to iL in
wriling of him, The two Chimese  lods,
defended themselves agmin:t Bulstrode am
Skinner by means of uncle’s eges—not uncle's
very Lest eggs; these were eighteen n shilling,
whereas “new Inid * woere twopence cach;
“fresh,” ten g shilling ; ~ordinarcy,” fourieen
a shilling. 1 should not have cared much for
Clegg's *ordinary ™ eggs, I think; they mauy
nave been like the bashful cursle's— quile
good in parts. But Wun Lung wanted = velly
old eggs—velly old, smelly.” And be gob thern,
Ho did Bulstrode and Skinper—*they were
blinded, choked, sulfocated.® Then Bulstrode
sut down suddenly in a hox of cpgs, Were
they the eighteen a shilling? Nod el ! The
vory best, 2t twopence each, warm from | e
frem, 2o b0 speak, Siateen shiflings woas The
damage, and Dualstrode bad (o pay or la
repotied to the Head. So he panl.

ggs aguin!  And another light on [ aele
Clegg's character.  “ Uncle Clegg, {he genial
Rmvu[er of Feiardale, #at in his =eat Lelidd
is eounter in the villige buck=hop and -miled,
Unele Clege had done o good stroke of hosi
mess that day., "Two pobicen severeigns- by b

s il and heshad disposed of ancient ool

mouldy stock to the valwe of perhaps four o
Mive shillings in retorn for Ll | Wir sovercigins,
Unele Clegk, nol being fronbled by mipwny
seruples in the way of Business, wis hed
worried in his eonscienee T Lhe way Twe Il
enrned  those twe sovercigns . bdeed, the
Grosfriars fellow: often declared 1hadl Twele
{:Il‘:gg Bl noy codiseierees ot oL

Aonzo Todd Lad paid over [hose [we
sovereipnz,  He hoel been sent too Dy srals,
amid Voele Clegg hadd, in the old phirase, seen
b eoming.  He sobd Alooao stale spusnecs
aned fhe ®very beal hoam Peeeven do Pl goilee
less Alonzo that ham dikd et lock like he
very hest. But then Alonxo conld not ste=pect
Unele Clegg-—or anyone—of deceit,  Ble ol
Tim  “ gpecially  selected egg=" amd Iols of
other things—pretty neacly evervibins thd
would otherwize have hecomne wasted,  Anr
Alonze Lrofbed off, and uncle ~sl pod sloafed,
But Xeinesis waa at hand !

Euter Harry Wharton & Co.  They Taoght
eags, Unche Clegg, being ziven Lo wmderstind
that Phose eggs were {or juping purposcs, seli
them some very strong ones—%harend strong™
he syid—at filteen a shilling., They bought n
shillingsworti. Then, they discussed with
wnele  the fraud  procti=ed wpon o Alonso.
Tnele was wvery firm fmdeed.  The snle wan
over and dome with, and il the young gent
wasn't salistied, e should bave said =0 at the
time—that waz uncle’s argument,  He wouwld
not cash up. 5o the Fawnows Five gave uncle
a shillingsworthh of his own  eggs—horrid
strong. - Mo eml gencrowz: of them—what?
But zomehow uncle was ot pleazed. | He gol
obher things of his own hurled at bim—Llina of
condensed mitk and salmon and the like. Al
he could not teport the gssanlt—the little
deal with Alonzo stood in the way of that,

Tnete Clege gives tick sometimez—hnt not
to Billy Hunter in these days. Once Dunter
took three younye ladics—Marjorie Hazeldene,
Clurg Treviyn, aned  Miss Wilhelming, the
German girl—into Unele Cleog’s for o feed.
When the Il had run up Lo four shillings—
soon lope with Bamler and Wilhelmina on
the job—Unpcle Clegpe wanted to zee 1he colonr
of Itunters money, reminding hime that there
was aleeady an acconnt owing, When Broter
gaidd Do had no money in bis pocket the taek-
ghop proprietor retorted that noue of them
woulid be allowed o Ieave the shop till he
was paid,  Marjonie paild, and afl three pirls
sieicd seornful thineg= to Bunter,

Their custom woanid nol o Lhe foalure ha
warth much to onele, of ecourse. Rud dan’t
waste vour svompathy, Uncle Clege's is not @&
apecinlly ddeserving case ]
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