


THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Boh Cherry is Very Kind !
b URRY up, Bob!”

Bob Cherry did not answer,

The Famous Five aof the

Greyiriars Hemove were pro-

ceeding along Friardale Lane towards the
school at a trot when Bob saddenly
halted.

“(Get & move on,” said Harry Wharton,
stopping, teo. ™ Wibley will be waiting
fﬂl’ “"IJ

“Never mind Wib for a minute,”
answared Bob.

"My dear man,” said MNugent, * you
know it's a meeting of the Dramatic
gotﬁrf}:y, and Wibley will scalp us #f we're

“What on earth ave you blinking at,
Bob " demandoed Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry waa staring through s gap
in the hedga beside the lane.

On the other sida of the hedge, in the
Beld, two figures had ceught his eyes in
the gathenng d

One of them
of the Remove,

The other was a short, squat, oily-

was Sidney James HSnoop

locking man, with & bowler hat on one
side of his head and a cigar in the corner
of his moath,

“Sntop | exclaimed Wharton, follow.
ing Bob's glance, and, discerning the two
figures in the field, engaged npparently
m deep discussion.

“ And Jerry Hawke ! grunted Johany

Buli,
“All  the samefully,” murmured
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh, *the

esteemed Wib will be waiting for us, and
this 1 not our bizney.”

Bob shook his head.

“It's too bad,” he said. “I thought
Snoop was getting quite decent; and now
here he is chumming with that beastly
sharper ‘again. Looka to me as if the
man iz hanging on to him, and won't be
ehaken off. Let’s chip in.”

“DBut—" began Frank Nugent.

“Let's pitch him into the ditch,” said
Bob., "We'll take Snoop home with us,
Bee? That will bo ever o much better
for him."

“ Look here, Bob, you ass—-""

“ﬂh, come on ! said Bob, T don't
see letting Snoopey be worried by that
fellow mto playing hiz =illy old tricks

again, He hasn’t got much zenze, and
we'va gob lots, so 1t's aop to us to look
after him."

Harry Wharton looked very doubtful

Certainly ha dikl not approve of Snoop
and his shady proceedings, but from dis.
approval to intervention was a big step.

But Bob Cherry was already starting
for the gap in the hedge, and his chuma
followed him, though in dubious mood.

Bob scrambled up the bank and
plunged into the field,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

A Magnificent, Long,
Complete Story dealing with
the Adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co., at Grey-

friars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Sidney James Sncop and Mr. Hawke
were standing well back from the hedge,
and they had not yet observed the
juniora, being very deeply engrossed in
their conversation, whatever it was
about,

Snoop was speaking as Bob came
through the hedge, and he was saying :

“Quite certain, you think ¥

“YWell, that's my belief,” said Mr
Hawke. “I don't set up to be no
prophet, But if that 'orse don’t win [
don’t know anything about 'orses.”

‘* But, if you think he's certain to win,
will you book bets on him 7”7

“*No fear!” answered Mr. Hawke
emphatically, “1I ain’t laying agin that

1'orse. I ecan’t afford to chuck my money.

away.”

Znoop looked disappointed.

*“Then I ¢an't—--"" he began.

“*My dear you feller, there are
other coves,” sid Mr. Hawke, "“'Tain’t
E?Erj"bﬁdf' fcncmr:. Long John's chances as
I do. 've had a tip from the stables,
and I knows. Dut other coves don't
know, and they'll lay their money agin
him. T could interdoooe you to o man in
the business, for that matter. But don't
ask me. Nothing doing, sic !

At that moment the two became aware

-of Bob Cherry's sturdy figure striding to.

wards them in the dusk.

Snoop started as he saw him, and his
somewhat sallow face became ecrimson,

Mr, Jorry Hawkeo scowled.

Y Hallo, hallo, halle !’ exclaimed Bob,
clapping Snoop on the shoulder. “We're
g-::n-ll;rg ome, Snoopey. Coming. with
:“B 7 iy

“MNo, J—=I'm coming soon!” stam-
mered Snoop. “Not for a minuie or
two., [Don't wait for me.”

“My dear kid. don't mench,” ssid Bob
cheerily. *'We'll wait for wom with
pleasure. Besides, Mr, Hawke can tell
ug all abont Long Johin, and his chances

of winnimeg the S3windlem race. Can't
vour, Mr. Hawke

Mr. Hawke muttered something un-
intelligible,

“Hadn't you better come back,

dnoop ! asked Harry Wharton quietiy.
*There'd beé trouble if you were seen
with that man.”

{:I_I‘_“'F?

“Who are vou calling a man?’’ de-
manded Mr. Hawke indignantly.

“Well, that really isn't the right name
for vou!” answerad Wharton scornfully.
“ Bnoop, you must be mad if you make
otz with him. You remember the
trouble Bunter got inte with the same
fellow &

Y You—you don't understand," stam.
mered Snoop. “I—I—— Tt's not as
vou think, Wharton—really it isn"t "

“Well, are you coming?” grunted
Johnny Bull
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Bob Cherry took one of Snoop's arms.

*That's & mistake, old top,” ho said
affoctionately. “You're coming all
right. Can't part with you, Snoop; you
know what a fascinating failqw Fou are.
Come an ¥

“ Look here, Cherry—""

“"FPhis way, old bean!™

#I—I—" gasped Snoop.

Bob Cherry, quite unheeding, walked
him towards the gap in the hedge.
Bnoop simply had to go. IE was oot
much use for the weedy vouth to attempt
to remist Hob Cherry, who could have
picked him up and carried him quito
easily.

Expostulating and stammering, Snoop
lunged through the gap with Bob, and

nded with him in the lane.

Mr. Hawke stared after them in a

rage.
The sharper did not like seeing his
viotim carried off under his eyes in this
high-handed manner, and he made a
stride forward as if to interfere. Harrv
Wharton & Co, closed up in his path, and
Mr. Hawke thought better of it, The
Greyfriars juniors were quite prepared
to tozss him inte the ditch if lljiﬂ gava
trouble

“Wot's this 'ere business?"” growled
Mr. Hawke aggressively, “Can't the
voug gent do as he likes without you
bargin’ in?”

Mot in this nstance,”™ answered
Wharton.  “ Bhall we pitch the rotter
into the diteh, you chaps?”

“That = a wheezy good idea, my
gezteemed chum 1

Mr. Hawke backed away.

“*Anda off I'" he exclaimed., "I'l 'ava
the lor of yer! T'll—7"*

“Collar am I

Mr, Hawke jumped away, and staried

across the feld at a good pace. The
ditch was mot at all to his taste.
“Hallo, hallo, hallal Are yon

coming ?"” roared Bob Cherry, from the
lane. “ Wib's waiting for us, vou know.
And Bnoop’s kicking his heels here.
anxious to be off—ain't you. Snoopey 1™

“I—I—"" gtammered Snoop con-
fusedly.

Harry Wharton & Co, came leaping
through the hedgze, and the party started
towards Greyfriars. Hob Cherry kept his
powerful arm linked in Snoop’s, but
Sidney Jamwes showed no inclination to
bolt. He walked on in =ilence, with
ertmann burning in his cheeka,

Bob Cherry chatted pleasantly to his
companion all the way, Brnoop answering
only with grunts, when he answered at
all. DBob was in a cheery mood, but
Sidney James was not. But fnoop spoke
at last, when the school pates were in
sight.

“You fellows misunderstand,” he said
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haltingly.
know you mean well, Bob
but——~=

“I've done well, too,"” answered Bob,
becoming serious. “*Look here, Bnoop.
You aint really a bad sort, but you're
as weak ns water. You've been getiing
go decent lately that fellows hardly know

ou. You're all right so long as you

eep out of templation. Well, why den’t
Fﬂ‘i'.‘t!d-:t It-?”"

“It's not as you Ehink. ¥
Cherry,

¥

“You've been saving up money,”
went on Bob, " Weé all know that you
saved up ten quid—it came out the other
day. Well, that man Hawke has heard
that you're.in funds, and he’s after it. I
believe Skinner or somebody tells him
things about Creyfriars fellows. You
saved up your money to help your pater
when he came out of the Army. Well,
how would you feel if you lost it on Biﬂ%
betting? That's why I chipped in.
know 1t wasn't my business, but you'll
be glad of it some time.”

“You don't understand!” faltered
Snoop.

%1 think I do. What you've got to
do, you know, is to grow a backbone,™

id Bob. *‘Instead of talking gee-gecs
with Jerry Hawke, hit him in the eve if
he speaks to you! You'll save money on
it in the long run.”

SHOOE grinned faintly,

But he said no more, and the juniors
went in, just as (Gosling waa coming
down to lock the gates. Then Sidney
James Snocop was left to himsalf, while
the Famous Five rushed off to the Rag
for the meeting of the Remove Amatour
Dramatic Socicty=-an most  1important
function.

r——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wibley's Great Wheeze !

. HUMPS!"
Thuz William Wibley of the
Roemove.
Wikley was wrathy.

“Fatheads!™ he continued. * Duffers!
Idiots 1V

As stage-manager. general managet,
and Lord-High-Everything-Else in the
Remove Dramatic Society, William
Wibley was privileged to let himself go
accasionally.

He was fetting himseld wo now.

Tho president of the eocciety had
arrived aft the Hap full of important
communications for n general meeting.
He found five leading members absent.
Thare were a good many present—Ver-
non-Smith and Tom Redwing, Squiff and
Tom DBrown, Hareldene, and Peter Todd.
Mark Linley, Newland, and several
others. Buot the Famous Five were not
thers; and they did not arrive.

Wibley's uncomplimentary expressions
wero addressed to the absentecs.

“ Thumping niicte!” went on Wibley.
“Whera are they? T've o jolly good
mind to expet them from the club!?
Y¥ah!"

“They've gone down to Friardale, T
believe,” remarked Peter Todd.

“And what do they mean by going
down to Friardale just before a meet.
m.g:?” roared Wibley.,

‘A verv important biznex, T think, ™

rinned ¥ernon-Smith. “N’ﬂthing Ipes
than a visit to Unele Clegz's.”

“Yah "

“They'll come,” said Mark Linley
consolingly.

“I've a jolly good mind to lock the
door and har "em out of the mesting!™
said Wibley darkiv. “T jolly well will
bar the door as scon as Bunter comes!
That fat idiot is late, too!"

“Ts¢ Bunter coming 7" asked Squiff.

“¥os, agst”

“My hat! Iz Bunter geing to have a
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ﬂmt in the new plag?” inguired Tom
oW .

“A leading part!” answered Wib,

“ (3reat pip!"

“Hallat Here he 15, at any rate!”

The door cﬁmned, and Bunter of the
Eemove rolled in. After him came the
Famous Five. They had m;ll_*livad at last.

“MNot late, I hopa?" szid Harry Whar-
ton, as he closed the door.

Wibley hooted.

““Ten minutes late, ;

ou chumps !’

“Borry " said Bob Cherry. “We
sbopped to speak to a bookie on the way
home, ™

“Ent™

“And we've got a sure snip for somae
blezsed race or other,” said Bob. “ Long
John'a tho horse, and Jerry Hawke won't
lay money against him. That's worth
knowing, isn't it?"

“¥ou howling ass!” shouted Vernon.
Smith. * You haven't been idiot enough

“Well, rou ses, we couldn’t,” eaid Bob
Cherry gravely, *“Long John i3 such &
jolly good horse that Alr. Hawke won't
take beta. 8o it's necessary to find out
some bookie who doesn't know what a
four-point-seven gee-pec Long John 18.”

The dramatic socicty stared at Bob
Cherry open-mouthed. Iiven William
Wibley fgreot the object of the meeting
for & moment. :

“You can't be serious,” said the
Bounder, staring blankly at Bolb Cherry.

“Sober as a judge,” answered Bob,
“Have you aver heard of Long John,
Bmithy? I believe you know all about
thess things.”

“Thoro's a loree of that name entercd
for the Courtlield three o'clock raca on
Tuesday,” said the Bounder. *“I've not
got any bets en 3§ if that’'s what you
mean, you ass!  Amnd I hope you
haven't.”

“Why? Isn't hea good horse?”

“No: a regnlar outsider.”

“Then why docsn't Jerry Hawke lay
hiz money against him?” asked Bob,

“Heo would, if he could {ind anybedy
idiot enough to puyt money on Long
Johi,” answered the Dounder at once,

Bob Cherey looked puzzled, as he felt.
He had distinctly lheard Mr. Hawke
declave that he vefused to by money
against Long John. : .

“You're off-side, Bmilly,”™ he said
“To comn down to facts, we came on
Hawke talking to a chap. Ile was telling
him what a vipping horse Long John was,
gﬂ !-_efur.ing to put money against him.

The Bounder laughed. ‘

“Youn don't know much abouat racing
sharpers,™ he answored.

“Not ao much as vou do, old scout,”
agrecd Bob, I may be innocent; but I
cvertainly don't see i

“1 don't quite see, ¢ither,” remarked
Redwing. ““Buppose  vou explain,
Smithy, if ron know all about 1it.7

“It's plain enough,”™ =1id Vernon-
Smith. “Hawko 15 recommending Long
Jolin as a cerfain winner to the chap vou
speak of not because he's going to win,
but because he's certain to lese. DBut he
can’t lay money against him, can he,
after saving he's o certain winner? That
wonld rive the show away., even to an
asa like Buonter hero!”

“T.aook here—" began Dunter.

“Shush '™ said Bob., * Dut if he won't
make o bat with 85— I mean, with the
noodle we're speaking of=—what good
does it do him to.recommend a cortain
loser as & winner, Smithy?

“Simple onough. Heo's pot a confeder-
ate all ready to spring on the chap to
book a bet with him.”

“Oh1” exclaimed Bob., “T remember
now, he enid he could introduce the
rnoodle to o man who would bet—a man

who didn'é know what a topping winner
Long John was.” .

Three-halfpencé. 3

“That's it," soid the Bounder laugh-
ing. * Noodle—wloever he is—gets at
dead cert from Hawke—and Jays his
money with Hawke's confederate. Long
John loses, Noodle pays up, and the two
rogues divide the loot. 1bt's an casy

enough game to play on a ailly ase.”
“What an awial swindle!™ said
Nugent.

The Dounder shrugged his shoulders.

“You don't go among racing sharpers
in search of lhigh morality, I supposc?”
ho anawered.

“Well, no. So the chap 1s certain to
be skinned if he lays that money on Long
John?” zaid Bob.

“ Absolutely certain. I don’t know so
much about these things as I used, but I
know Long John couldn't possibly win,
unless overy other horse in the field laid
down and cﬁed on purpose. He's a well-
khnown rotter.” .

A sure thing for the bookie, then,”
gaid Bob. “I’m jolly glad now I marched
the silly idiot off the scene.”

“2o that's what made you late?” ex-
elnimed Wibley.

“That was it, your Highness.”

“Well, I'll look over it, then, but for

odness’ sake stop talking gee-gees, and
et's et down to business!” said the

resident. ‘*1've got a stunning wheeze
or the next play, Bunter’s going to tuko
the title-role.” )

“ What " shouted the whole Dramatic
Boriety with one voice. ]

Bunter of the Remove smiled Efrnmll;:

“Now vou're talking sense!™ he said,
heartily, “ Wibley, old man, you're not
such an ass as I've thought!”

“Nona of wyour cheek!” answered
Wibley. *Now, you fellows seem sur-
prised—" . :

“The surprisefulness is terrific, my
estoemed and idiotic Wibley ! remarked
the Nabob of Bhanipur. e

“T suppose this i3 a joke, Wib?"” said
Whartan.

“ Not at all.”

“What's the play " asked the Bounder
sarcastically. ** Hamlet, Iﬁugpnse? Billy
Bunter would make & splendid Hamled:
Some of the lines would auit him, ° Oh,
that thia too. too solid flesh would melt!
for instance."”

“Ha, ka, ha!™

“Look hers, Smithy—"

“Tt jsn't *Hamlet,) ass, of couree!
snapped Wiblev.

“iRishard the Third,” perhaps?" aug-

ested Potor Todd. *“ You could alter
the lines, * A horse, a horse, my king-
dom for o horse! into ‘A feed, & feed,
my kingdom for a feed?” ”

“You asilly ass, Teddy!™ roarcd
Bunter.
“Hn. ha, ha!” .

“Will vou let a chap spesk?” de-
manded Wiblev. “We're not deoing
Shakospeare. T wonldn’t put Bunter
into-2 Shakespeare play for his weight
in gold—which would be jolly nearly all
the wold in the umverse—-

“¥on cheeky ass!” howled Bunter.
“ Lock here—"

“ Shareup 1" said Wibley, * The next
play we do is a farce—a screaming faree.
Fellows are getting fed up on Bhake-
gpearc. They don’t care even for Shake-
speare’s comedies, unless we make Bea-
trice pour ice-cream down Benedick's
neck, or Kate throw the plates at Petru-
chio! WWhat they want is farce—some-
thing funny thev can cackle at. Well, an
acter's bizney is to give the public what
they want,”

“Ahem! But——" N

“ Look at the plays going on in Londen
now ! said WiEle:r. #Utter trash, tha
lot of them ! A manager daren’t produce
a d ghqem London. He has to go
m%.\?;m ester to do that, and even there
it doesn’t pay. Same with us here, Wo
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give s tip-top * Hamlet '— i in the
title-role— the fellows cither won't
come, or they yawn their heads off when
they do coma. Mow, the firet bizney is
to get an audience, and if they won't
coma and ses Ehaiea?em'e. instead of
ealling them -names let’s give "em some-
thing they will come to see !

“&ﬂ-ﬂd wheeze ["  aprecd Wharton,
i But (} ] * ) ]

* S0 this time we're going to give them
a rollicking [arce, with Bunter playing a
leading part.” ;

“You couldn't do better,” said Wally.

“Couldn’t do worse, 1 should think I**
remarked Peter Todd.

“"Bun#ar’shﬁing' to kave the title-role,”
resumied Wibley., " In fact, I've writien
the farce round Bunter I™

“What's the title *”

“*The Fat Freak of the Bchool ' 1™

“ What?” yelled Bunter.

Wibley nodded.

* ¥ou see, it will be no end funny,” be
explained. * It's a school play; that will

imake 1t easy for the costumes, [ shall
toke the part of a down-at-heel bookie—
I've got the clobber and things—chap
built on the lines of Jerry Hawke, you
know, Awfully comic scens where Bun-
ter, in the play, tries to back a winner.
4ds for you, Bunter—"

“Look here——"

“You won't really have ta act,” eaid
Wibley. “Of course, if thero was any
arting required you eouldn't it ;
you've niot got hraine enough. You'll
ﬁl!‘ltflj’ have to be vourself. You raid
grub from other fellows——-="

* Look here——"

‘ I‘fnit get h-3:'-1.'|-i.ig]'.tt,. and bumped—-"

“There’ll be a lot of bumping. That'll
go down. With Bunter's weight it will
make the stage fairly shake, and the
eudience will yell like hire. They'll enjoy
that, ; Depend on me to know their
faste.’

“Will Bunter enjoy it?'" grinned Bob
Cherry.

o Never mind Bunter. Then we'll
have him in evemn?-chﬂw.ﬁ il one acene
—his old game of bagging semebody
else’s clobber, and the owner collars
him, and strips him on the stage—nat
yutte, of course——-

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“‘Then there's a scene where all the
!'ellﬂ-wﬁrwash him, because he docen't
waeh his neck. Real bath on the stage,
real water, and Bonter floundering in
it and gasping like a grampus,”

“*Ha, ha, ha!™

*Look here——* shrieked Bunter,

“ ¥ou sce, it's making vou laugh al-
ready, just the deseription,” said Wib-
ley enthusiastically. * We shall have to
give more than one show, I think.' It
will make the fellows eimply howl. We
sha'n't be able to give them on consecu-
tive days. I expeet Bunter will feel too
sore for a performance the next day.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“We might arrange three in a week;
that would give Bunter time to recover
between the performances. ™

The Dramatic Society velled. Wibley,
full of enthusiasm for his great wheeze.
was evidently blind to Bunter's point of
view. Dunter, apparently, was oxp-ec:ﬁ.-‘d
to suffer manfully in the good cause. To
judge by the fat j%nior‘a ook, he did not
gute agree with ‘Wibley.

“You sce, it's easy encugh for yeu,
Bunter, ass az you are,” pursued Wibley,
" You eimply have to be ﬂurmifﬁr::-ui-
g, and glottonous, unscrupulous,
and _&_Il:ltt‘-i"ﬂj’ !'di—:}iiﬁ—"‘

" You—you—you——" gasped Buntcr,

“Ha, h'j, ha !::1' L

“And then—
03,
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Wibley was going

But he was interrupted.

Bunter gtrade towards the president of
the Dramatic Society and laid a sudden
grip on his neck,

ash !

Wibley landed on the floor with a ter-
rific eoncussion, and roared.

Bunter glared at the convulsed juniors,

“You mlly assesg—"

“.;'Iﬂ., h.u hﬂrl”

“I'm not going to take & hand 1in your
gilly Flay, you chumps! Go an&?ceﬂnt
coke 1M

And Bunter rolled out of the Rag,
cloging the deoor after him with a ter-
vific bang.

William Wibley sat up dazedly.

“Groogh!"™ he gasped. * Wharrer
marrer ¥ Where's that Iat idiot? Why,
I'll sealp him ! I'll slaughter him ! Un-
grateful beast! Here U'm offering him
the title-role in a roaring farce, and he—
he—— Grocogh! Ow!™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Bunter!" roared Wibler. ““‘Come
back, you fat idiot!"

But Bunter did not come back. For

onee a chance of the hmelight had no
offect on bim, and Wibley's tempting
offer was mmfu]%?' rejected. It was
Ei’ﬂt}r clear that Willlam Wibley wonld
ave to find come other victim t0 play the
title-role in his roaring farce.

— .y

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

Golden Prospects !

ALLY BUNTER came into his
study, No. 7 in the Remove,
with a grim look on his fat

. face,

The fat junior was not feeling pleased,

Wibley's offer might have tempted
Billy Bunter, who would probably have
risked the bumpings on the stage ?nr tha
sake of getting into the ]im&ligip

But Wally had ﬁll‘rﬁ‘: different ideas.

Sinee he had been at Greyfriars in
Billy's name and place Wally Bunter had

improved Billy Bunter's reputabion for
himn very considerably.
The Greyinars fellows, knowing

nothing of the change the two Bunters
had made, owing to their cxact resem-
blance, supposcd that Billy Bunter had
improved immensely. Even as a foat-
baller Bunter was now acknowledrzed to
be in the front rank.

Bt it was evident that, while Billy
Bunter was supposcd to have improved,
he was &1 more or less the ald Bunter
in bhe oyes of the Removites--certainly
in Willlam Wibley’s eyes,  They were
noet to blame, as they believed the fat
junior was Billy Bunter; hut Wally
ound it exasperating, all the same.

Tom Dutton, the deaf junior, was in the
study, and he glanced at Dunter’s
clouded face as the fai Junior came .

“ Anything up?™ he asked.

“Omly gilly aseezs playing the goat!™
answered Bunter groffly.

“Here 7" asked Tom, with interest.

“In the Rag."

“What are they doing with 147"

“Eh? With what?”
Where did they

" The goat, of course!
get it "’

“0Oh, my hat!” said Wally Bunter.
“They haven't got & goat.”

“ A gtoat? You said 2 goat !V

£ H'..}p !J!

“How could they get a stoat in the
Rag i asked Dutton, puzzled. “There'll
e a row if Quelchy finds them bringing
stoats into the school. Blessed if 1 know
what they want a stoat for, I'll go and
soe 1t, I think. ™

And the deaf junior leit No. 7, leaving
Wally Bunter grinning. He did not feel
equal to  explaining, and Tom  was
allowed to go n zeavch of the stoat

Wally Bunter threw himself into the
BTTI air,

“It's rotten!” he muttered aloud,
“When 1 came here I never counted on
all this. But the fellows will never forget
what Hilly was like—" .

He broke off abruptly, c:::-l-c:urmf.

The haltiqﬁen door was pushed further
open, and Bidoney James Snoop looked 1n.

There was a peculiar expression on
Snoop’s face.

It was clear that he had heard the fak
junior's muttered words, and they per-
plexed him, as well they might.

Wally's face was crimson as he met
Snoop's glance.

“Hallo " he mumbled.

Of late Wally Bunfer had been on very
fricndly termnes with Snoop, but at that
montent he wished Sidney James a thou-
sand miles away. ;

“1 looked in to speak to you,” said
Snoop. “I—T was going to coneult you,
Bunter——" He paused.

“Go ahead ! seid Wally uncomfort-
ably. He was wondering what Snoop
{:uuﬁ’d possibly be thinking of those wn-
guarded worda.

Snoop sat down on the edge of the
table, and there wes an awkward pause.
Tt was Snoop who broke the silence.

“To you know, Bunter,” he said,
“thera's been a lot of change m you
the lnst few weeks.”

“I've been told that about a hundred
times !’ grunted Waléy. i

“It's really odd,” said Snoon.
“Yon've been hel in%l me with my work
lutely, and it's juﬁ}f ecent of you, now
I'm ‘trying to pull up; but you used to
be thﬂug; i the biggest dunce in the
Hemove.’

“Thanks!"

“7 used te do my construe much
better than wou, you know. Now
Quelchy is getting into the way of hold-
ing you up as a model to the Form.™

“Very kind of bim, I'm sure!”

“Then there's the way you play
faoter,” ssid Snoop, his cyes on Wally

Bunter's Aushed face. * You know how
vou always Ir)h“d' Yet you showed up
mn the Hi; wliffe matelh in  first-rata
style. You're ak a foothaller now
az anv chap in the Remove.”

Wally was silent.

He realised that Snoop was nob
ingking these observations for nothmng.
They were the outcome of the words
Sucop had just overheard; added to his
perplexity  at the echange in Bunter,
whieh, in gome respocts, Snoop had ob-
served more than the other fellows
owing to the new intimacy between
thiem. )

“It's ever since wvour
rame to see von.” went on Snoop.
dates from that time."

I{BEEE it.?Il‘

“A lot of fellows
that.™ ) . i .
“Thoy seem Jolly interested 1 me!

grunted Wally.

“Well, it's rather remarkable, yoa
know., You scem to have zrown just
like your cousin Wally, so far as we
know what he was like.”

Grunt! ,

“Haw's vour cousin p:f:tl:‘-in on at St
Jim's?" asked Snoop suddenly.

“ Blessed if T know ! .

“You hear from him sometimesi"

Y as "

“Jg he in the footer team?™

“JI—1 believe not.”

“Popular, 1 sappose?"’

“I—1I hardly think =o."

“He was very popular here, when he
wns on g visit.”

“YWasg he?”? _

‘Everybody liked bhim. "

Ll.ﬂh E,

Wally Bunter's manner was growing
more and more reserved, not to say

cousinn Walle
dd n

have mentiope:d
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ruff. There was & silence again;

noop's eyes on DBunter's face, and
Bunter's fixed on the IIE.-Etl'th'i'lEg_-
Snoop seemed tp be waiting for

Bunter to speak; but the fat junior did
not speak or look up. ]
“I never thought I should get friendly

with Billy Bunter,” went on Snoop,
with a smule, * Dut we'ro friendly now,
ain't wel”

“1 suppose s0."

e Ynu;:e done me some
Biid Snoop.

“ You're welcome.™

“If you ever wanted a chap to stand
by you, I'm the man!” said Snoop, his
mannér becoming more carnest. 1
know I don't amount to much, but I
mean that. If you ever had n secret, or
anything, and I knew of it, you could
rely on me to keep my mouth shat.”

Wally did not answer. _

The colour deepened in his fat cheeks,
however. )

He knew what those words implied.
His careless utterance had given Snoop
the clue to that which bad long per-
plexed him, and he suapeetod, )

But he said nothing. He rather liked
Sncop, whom he looked uwpon as weak
and irresclute rather than bad: but
Sidney Jumes wos assuredly not the
fellow he would have chosen to confide
in.

But he realised that, however strongly
Snoop suspected the secret, it was saie
with him, and that was something.

Az Wally did not speak, Bnoop, after
a minute's silence, want on, changieg
the subject. Ee had evidently been in-
viling Dunter’'s conlidencs, and as 1t was
ot forthcoming he let the matter drop
—showing a tact and consicderation that
maost fellows would not have expectod
of Bnoop.

“1 was going to consult you, Bunter,
ii you don’t mind—" he said.

“Pile in!" zatd Wally, greatly relieved
at the ehange of subject. “I'm your
man, Snoop, i there’s any advige I ean
give you."

“You heard the talk thera was when
it was found out that I'd got ten quid
in my box,” said Snoop. “I'd saved it
up for my father, you know. He's been
demobilised, and he's out of the Arnny
now, and pretty nearly on his up}i)ers-
I've told you about s bad luck long
ago—"  Bnoop coloured. “We're
really kept on an allowance from my
Canadian uncle, who pays my fees here.
He won't do anything for my father;
of course, he can't be expected to, under
the cireumstances. T believe the poor
old pater was as much sinned against as
sinming, whon his company went smash,
und—and the law got hold of him.”

Snoop stﬂmn_lr_-reg.

“Anyway, he'a made up for all that
by fighting the Germans, and helping
to beat them,” said Wally,

“Well, T think so, and a lot of the
fellows think =0, said Bnoop, more
brightly. “We used to be famly well
off, before the erash came; but when
it came everything went. The pater
con't go back among his old City friends
after—after—you understand. He'zs got
to begm life again, over forty—and the
trenches haven't done any good to his
constitution, at his age. [f's hard lines,
I think.”

“Jolly hard lines!” said Wally, guite
sympathetic now. “And it was topping
of you to save up all your tin for him,
Bnoopey.”

“It was a bit of & squeeze," said
Snoop. “I've got ten pounds together,
But—but what use is ten quid to a man
in his positton? If it was a hundred,
now, it would make a diference—it
vwould give him time to look round, and
get hold of somothing.”

Wally looked at him

good turns,”
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“Ten pounds iz something," ]m‘s:tid,
“and the fact that you've saved it for

him, old chap, will buck him up.”

“But if 1 could turn it into something

substantial ! said Snocop wistinlly.
_ “How could you?” said the fat junior,
in surprise.  You're not old encugh
to speculate in the rubber market, old
top; and if you could, you'd only lose
your money.’

*There's other ways."

“ Bleszed if I know of any! You can’t
take o trip to Monte Carlo and lose it
or the green tables!” grinned Wally.

“1 wouldn't be fool enough, if I could.
But_i-:

“Look lere, Snoop,’” said Wally
Bunter, looking quiEtEr at the junior
over Billy Bunter's big glasses, “don’t
be an ass. I understood that you'd
given up that sneaking bizney of putting
money on horses. You know it's not
good enough for a decent fellow."”

“The end justifies the means, deesn't
1" sald Bnoop.

“You mustn’t do evil that good may

|

TR T

[

Three-halfpence. 5

approve of what he had already decided
to do.

“Welli" muttered Snoop, loocking al
him uneasily.

TNol" answered Wally.

Snoop's face {fell.  His  irresolute
nature needed: support; and he had
evidently connted on his new friend foz
support.

“If it's not rig:‘ht, it's nok right,” said
Wallv quietly, “and you know it 1:n't,
Snoopey. But whether it's right or not,
it'a idiotic. How the thump are you
going to spot winners when bookmakers
themselves can't do 1t?  They kunow
when a horse can't win, But that’s
about all they kuow. If you put your
money' on & gee-gee, the gee-gee will
run away with it. What do you think
bookmakers live on—their losses?”

“N-no, of course not.  People must
lose, as a rule, T know, or Lookmakers
couldn't exist, DBut in & special
casp—="

“Everybody who thinks he's got a
winner thinks it is a special case,” smid

WILLIAM WIBLEY’S WAXY WAY ! |

come of it,” answered Wally., *“"There
vou are, text for text!™

Bnoop laughed.

“That's all right, I know. But T

know it's low-down to make bets to win
other people’s money, and all thet,  T've
chucked t]r'lat kind of dingy rot. lut—
in thiy case=—to help give my poor old
pater a fresh start—1I think it would be
Justified.” . .

“My dear chap,” said Wally, “ justi-
fied or not, what's the good of thinking
of it?! You'd only lose the money!"

“I might get a chance of spoiting
& winner,” sald Snoop.

“I've never heard of spolbing winners
being a paying game in the long run.”

“But it isn't a guestion of the long
run—it's this once, and once only " eaid
Snoop eapgerly. “Eag* a ten-to-one
chance—that means a hundred quid for
my ten, if I win—I mean, when I win.
Dt‘v course, I sham't be reckless—I shall
be ]ﬂllllx; careful.  Don't you think I
should be justified in doing 147"

Wally knitted his brows. He knew
well encugh that Snoop had made up
his mind: but as a sort of salve to his
conscience he wanted another fellow to

Wally, “And you can depend on if,
Suoop, that 8 man whoe would make Leta
with a schoolboy would be a pretiy
therough rotter—too thorough a -rotter
to square if you won."

“I—I don't think so. I think—"

i Encm?, old man, chuck the idea out
of your head,” urged Wally. *““You'so
got ten quid for your father, and that

will be a pleasaut surprise to him, and it
will help him, You'll have nothing if
you keep on with this cranky idea. It's
ot only wrong—it's fatheaded !

Snoop slid off the table.

* Not muech good consulting you, after
all,” he remarked moodily.

“Not if you simply wanted me o back
up faur opinion, certainly,” answered
Wally Bunter. “DBut you asked me for
advica, and I've givan you good advice.”

“With o sermon thrown n,” said
Bnoop, with o faint sneer. * Thanks for
both! Ta-ta!”

e walked out of the study.

“Snoop ! called Wally.

DBut Sidney James secrned deaf, and he
went his wav without answering,

FuE Maigrer LisraRy.—Na, 570.
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THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Declined with Thanks !

H HARTON 1"
‘Np" * Hallo, Wib!"*
It was the following day,

and Wibley came striding up

to the Famous Five in the quadrangle
with au excited face after mormng
lessons. The great Wib was evidently in
A Wax. :

“ Ave you captain of the Remove?”
demanded Wibley. ;

Wharton looked astonished,

“Eh? Yes, I believe so,” he answered.
“ Unlesa the fellows have held a new
clection without mentioping it to me, [
El.]]"l."

“Well, & Form captain has szome
suthority in the Form, hasn't he ! asked
Wibley.

* More or less.”

“Then you'd better speak to Bunter.”

“0Oh, my hat!"” exclaimaed Bob Cherry,
“Has Bunter broken out ngain? What
have you missed in the grub line?”

Wibley enorted.

“"Tain't grub!
about the play.”

“Tha roaring farce?” asked Frank
Mugent, with a grin. .

“Yes,* spapped Wib, *the rtmrmg

I've been tolking te Bunter, an
he won't take on the part. Title-role,
too—I've offered hitn the title.rcle, and
he turns up his fat nose at it !" exclaimed
Wibley, in great exasperation.

“Such a Oattering title-role . mur-
mured Nugent. .

*“The fatterfulness is terrific!”

“Why, it's & screaming part!” ex-
slatmed Wibley. “The audicence will be
simply roaring 1

“8o will Bunter, if he takes on that
part, according to programme,” grinned
Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

** Bother Bunter ! Bleis Bunter! Blow
Bunter 1"  exclaimed Wibley foreibly.
“YWhat does DBunter's fat carcase
matter 7"

“ A lot to Bunter, T shounld think."”

“And it's not thet,” said Wibley.
“I've told him he cughtn't to mind a
thump or two, for the good of the cause.
He says the part is below his dignity!
His dignity !" hooted Wibley, ** Bunter's
dignity, you know! Ha, ha!"

“ Bunter's dignity ! Oh, crumbs!™

“Fancy that fat freak setting up to
have any dignity, just when I want him
for a butt to meke my play po!” zaid
Wibley wrn.thiull)i. ‘I'll give him
Cdignity!  I've talked to hin! T've
pointed ont to him that he hasn't any
lignity—not a cent's worth—mnever has
had! I eouldn't put it plainer than ihat,
could I?"

“Well, not much,” agreed Wharton,
luughing. ' What did Bunter say?"”

““He said I could go and eat coke !

“"Ha, ha, ha 1™

“You can cackle ! reoared Wibley.
*But I don't think it’a a cackling matter.
Here I've written a play—a screaming
farce—cudgelled my brains for tip-top
scengs—scenes that would meke a Hun
gurgle. And now it's all got to be
chucked because of Bunter’s dignity!
His dignity 1" almogt shrieked Wﬂ}.
Y Billy Bunter's dignity ! This is the first
we've ever heard at Greylriars of Bunter
having any di nit;p.”

“VWell, o chap's entitled to decline o
role—even a title-role—if ha likes, you
know,”" murmurcd Beob Cherry sooth.

inglf.
nort !

“Nothing of the kind! Bunter's got
ta plai.r the part. Nobody else could play
it, unless it was his cousin at St. Jim's.
He's tao far off to ask, Bunter can do
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Bother grub! It's

it. He's. to do it
him that 1t doesn’t need any brains, 1f
it did, I could understand s objections.
But he's enly got to roll on and be a {at
fool—just in h:s line, as I told him—"

' Ha, ha, ha!"

“0h, stop cackling, do! Bunter's got
to take it on. WWhy, I've fairly written
the part’ round him! 1 thought he'd
jump at 1. Now he refuses. You've got
to speak to him, Wharton, and order him,
as captain of the Remove,™

Wharton chuckled.

“T'Il speak to him,” he said. *We'll
all try our persuasive powers on lum, if
you like. But I can't order him, old
man. That's outside the auth:;n-it:.r -D_f a
Form captain, Form captains ain'g
elected to make fat duffers play idiotic
parts in roaring farces, you know."

"*Idiotic parts! T “tell you it's a
regular shrick ! exclaimed Wibley in-
dignantly. *It's a part to make a eat
laugh! It’s the chance of a lifetime for
Bunter, only the fat chump can’t see it.
You talk to him—order him. I've teld
him that if he doesn't agres I'm going
to thrash him. So I will—-black and
Blue. If he won't make the audience
roar, I'll jolly well make him roav!™

L1 ] ﬂh: m}' hﬂt !F]‘

“ Hallp, hallo, hallo ! There's Bunter !
exclaimed Bob Cherry, " ILeave it to us,
Wib; we'll talk to him like 2 whole

pas

family of Dutch uncles!

And the IFamons Five bore down on
Bunter, who had just come out of the
School House.

They left Wibley fuming.

The president of the Dramatic Society
wad botling with weath and indignation,
That epecial part had been written round
Bunter, whose fatness, fat-headedness,
and -general obtuseness and abaurdity
fitted him for the leading role in a roar-
mg faree, as Wibley had patiently ex-
plained to him. Somehow, his explana-
tions had not seemed to gratify Bunter,

" Hallo, ballo, hallo, my fat tulip!™
called out Bob Cherry, “ Halt ™

Wally Dblinked at the five over his
cousin's spoctacle ¥-

s rather griml
“ Well ' he said.
“Wibley's bcen speaking to us," said
Harry Wharton.

“The silly ass !

“He's taken a lot of trouble getting
that part written for yon, Billy," said the
captain of the Remove, “It's really too
bad to leave him in the lurch. Don't you
think so?"

“No, I den't”

“Ahem! It's the leading part.
et all the imelight 1"

[E] Rﬂ.ts ‘!!I

“You'll be making a success of the
P]ﬂ,.}?-—-——-”

L t !1!

“It's hard lines on Wib, vou know !
urged MNugent,

*The cheeky ass!"

" Bunter, old chap, i}:ln.:r up ! urged
Bob Cherry. * Lwook here, we'll moke
Wib agree to leave out some of the
bumping and ragging. There !™

1t 1sn’t that.™

** What i1z 1t, then "’ demanded Bob,

Wally smiffed,

“Do you think I'm going to play a
ridiculous part, and be held up to ndicule

ore all Greyfnars?"” he exclaimed.
“What do you teke me for?”

“(Oh, my hat!” mormured Bob,

* But—but that won't be anything new
for you, Bunter,” remarked Johnny Bull,
rather unfortunately.

“Fathead !" was Bunter's reply.

“Naow, be a good fellow, Biily ! urged
Wharton. " Suppose we arrange to heve
a really E;‘Jﬂd spread after every perform-
ance——-"

Yau'll

l ::%@E’Er vour spread !

I've explained to,
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“Well, ye3, don’t you?" ejaculated
Whayton.

is D_h: I."H,tﬂ EF]-

“ Now, look bere, Bunty——

“Go and eat coke ™

With that definite reply Bunter turncd
on his heel and walked away, leaving the
Famous Five staring. )

“ My only hat!” said Harry, in wonder,
“YWhat is 1t that's come over Bunter the
lust few weeka? Of course, nobody else
would like to be the bytt in a farce, but
who'd have thought Bunter wounld
mind " 1 )

“ Teho answers who 1 prinned Nugent.

““] dare say this is another sign of 1m-
provement; but it's rather hard on poor
old Wib. Dunter oughtn’t to spring
these improvements on ug so suddenly.

“Ha, hn, hal” . -

The Famous Five rejoined William
Wibley, who glared a question at them.
Harr;y Wharton shook his head.

“ Nothing doing ! he said.

“ He doesn’t agree?" hooted Wibley.

“Then I'm jn'l'!?-
him till he does!”
minedly.

“ Laok here, old chop—="

“Br-r-r-rrr 1

Wibley stalked away in great dudgeon,
He ran Bunter down in the guad, and
shook & set of knuckles under his [at
little nose.

“ YVou fat freak * he bepan.

“You bopy lunatie ! answered the fat
junior cheertully.

“Wha-at?"

“PBony lunatic !

“Do you want me Lo squash you
now 7" roared Wibley., *“Listen to me!

you think I thiok of nothing but

tlirash

well going to
i%vle:.r deter-

sanl W

I'll give you till fo-morrow, You've got
to play the goat in my farce. Understand
that. I'll ask wou again to-morrow.
You'll say *Yes’ "

“T shall say ‘Rats!""

“If you don't say ‘ ¥es,” I'm going to
give you the thunderingest hiding yom
ever heard of 1 said Wibley impressively.
“Ihngnity ! T'l give you digmiy! You
beginning dignity ! l;'mm that, I muat
say ! on't want diznity in my farce.
I want you!”

i J’Lﬁﬂ 3

“Mind, you'll fairly get wrecked fo-
morrow unless yvou've ready to begin re-
hearsing ! said Wibley, warningly, And
he walked away with a suiff of wrathful
contempt.

““* Fathead 1" was Bunter's answor.

The fat junior rolled away rather
moodily to the School House as the
dinner-bell rang.  Sncop was going im,
and Wally wae about to join lom, when
Sidney James sheercd off, as it were, and
went in by himself.

Waully Bunter frowned.

Since he had given Snoop good advice
the day before, Sidney James had not
spoken to him. It looked ae if their
friendship had suddenly ended—not an
uncammeon result of good advice.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Fools and Their Money !

IDNEY JAMES B8NOOP was
making for the gates after lessons
that day, when Wally Bunter joined
him. Snoop did not give him a

welecoming look; in fact, his face lowered
g circumstance which Wally affected
not o notice.

Wally was really concerned about the
foolish fellow. He knew with what eelf-
denial and painful efforts Snocp had
gaved up ten iaunds which he designed
as a help for his tather, now discharged
from the Army. Ha krew what Snoop's
feelings would be if the money went in
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an sbsurd attempt to increass 1t by such
& method as banﬂing* horses,

Wally was good-natured: and ho had
rather & protective feeling towards Snoop,
the natural feeling of a strong nature for
8 weak one. He would willingly have
saved Snoop from hiz folly—and its die-
astrous resultas,

But Bnoop, like most irresolute fellowe,
mistogk obstinacy for firmness, and he
wae almost eavagely obstinete about hus
new project. He did not want any more
advice from Wally Bunter, and his locks
showed as much, DBut Wally was studi-
ously friendly and cordial, ;

i oing out?" he asked cheerily.

F 1] ij

Snoop’s reply was short, if not sweet.

“TLike a fellow to come along?"

1] H’Dq-”

“Ahem! TI'd like to speak to you,
Snoop, i you've got 2 few minutea ™

Snoop stopped.

“I'm not in such a hurry as all that,”
he said. “ What is it 7

““Come and sit down a few minutes,
then.”

Snoop ungraciously followed the fnt
junior to o bench under the elms, where
they could speak without danger of being
overheard.

“I've been thinking of what
to me in the study yesterday,’
Bunter began diplomatically.

Snoop's frowning face relaxed a little.

“You don’t think it'a such & bad stunt
ag you did yeeterday " he asked,

“Well, it won't do any harm fo talk
it over," said Wally, still more diplo-
moatically, *VYon don’t want te rush
inte the thing, Sneop.”

“I want to be carcful, of course.”

“That's it! Now, in the Rag yester-
day Bob Cherry was ftalking to Smithy
about something of this sort. It scems
he saw a chap in talk with Jerry Hawke,
and brought him home. He mentioned
no names ; but after what you said to me
I think you were the chap.’

“That's right.” :

“That man ¥awke is rather a rorty
character,” hinted Wally.

HT know that. I wasn’t looking for a
pqliﬁlr}?& specimen of virtue to make bets
WILI.

“Hem! I suppose you weren't! But
from what Boly Cherry said, it seams that
Hawke was recommending a horse—in
the Courthield racee—-"

' Not exactly. He told me of a certain
winner,' “.f ined Bnoop. “It was
simply for old acquaintance sake he gave
me the tip; he deesn't stand to gain any:
thing by it. I might have thought he
was pulling my leg, you know, if he'd
offered to lay money against the horse,
after saying it was a cert. But he re-
fused to do s0.”

“8mithy sayge——"' .

“ Smithy knowe all gbout it, of course 1™
sald Bnoop, with & sneer. “He used to
dabble in that kind of thinF. He doesn't
know everything, though.’

“Well, listen to what he said, He
esys Long John hasn't any chanee—
Long John is the blessed lorse, isn't
he ¥ And Hawke knows it.”

“That's rot !

“Tf you lay money on that horzge you'll
lose,"” said Wally. * Hawke was spoofing

oL
. “T tell you he stood to gain nothing.
I'm not going to make any bet with him
at all,” said Snoop impatiently.

“ But he's going to intreduce another

ot said
Wally

n—l—-.l-_

“Yes, to oblige me.”

“Weall, he will go halves with the other
man when he's got your money,”

“ What utter rot!” .

“Yen't it as plain as anything?" ex-
claimed Wally. ]

“ Mo, it isn't. They don't do business
on those lines,” answered Bnoop obetin-
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atelv, *Ilawke will tell me where T can
see & bookie simply because T can't got
hold of onoe without, As for Long John,
he's all right. Hawke knows. Ile's
had a tip from the trainer's stable, and
he's laying money on that horse himself,
he =aid,™

T Gammc-n !1-!

“0Oh, you know everything, of course [
growled Snoop. " You haven't becn so
jolly lucky in your own dealings, with all
that you know.”

“I've never—"" Wally paused,

“¥ou've never what?” said Snoop,
with a grin. ]

“ Nothing! Never mind about me.
But 8mithy knows a lot of that kind of
game, Snoopey. Ie knows—"

“ e thinks he knows everything, seme
as you seem to do,” said Sneoop. “I'm
not such & fool. I shouldn't be taken in
by a trick like that, I shall be jolly
careful whom I hand my money to, I
canh tell vou. Desides, I'm not going to
put the money in the man's hands
Hawke said it would be enough if I gave
a writken promige to pay m case 1 lose—
not that there’s any denger of that. It's
merely a matter 4:-?' form."™

“If you give such & paper you'll have
to redeem 1t.*

“If 1 lose, of course.”

“Well, vou will lose.™

Snoop rose to his foeet,

“I'm not doing this for the aake of any
sporting rot,” he sxid. “I'm deing it for
my father's sake. It's no good giving
mo germons, I'm going to do it. At the
aame time, I shall keep my eyes open.”

“You're going to ses Hawke now?”
asked Wally, alao rising.

“Why shouldn't 1? In fuct, F've got
to; he's Emng to tell me of a bookmaker
who'll take my bet. The same man who's
booked his own bets, at ten to one
ggainst, too. "

“Ten to one !" stuttered Wally., * You
think a horse 18 going bo win when a
bookmaker is willing to lay ten to one
against him 7"

* Outsiders romp home sometimes.”

“* They ﬂul‘; well don't remp home
when the bookies lay ten to one against
therm. . Bookmakers don’t live on the

money they lose, "

“It happens somctimes; and the man
who gete a hint in advance of a dark
herse's real form stands to win a pot of
money,”’ said Snoop, with a greedy glenm
in his eyes. *‘It was j‘?lf*g good-natured
of Hawke to tell me. You're prejudiced
against him., He's not a bad sort, in his
own way. Of courac, the wan cut up
rusty whon he wasn't paid his dus,
don’t sce what else could be expected.
1 shall pay if I lose, and he knows it, and
he will tell his friend so, and eo I shall
get fair treatment. You gcem to think
I'm a baby!"

“¥ou haven't so much brains as s
baby if you let those rotters, hand-in-
glove, bag your money off you!" ex-
claimed Wally, losing patience,

“That's enough!  Anyhow, it's my
maney, not yours!” sncered Snoop,
*You needn't be so jolly anxious about
it, Bunter. I'm not geing to lend it to
you on the strength of a postal-order
vou'ra expeoting.”

And Bnoop walked away to the gates,
leaving Wally Bunter dumb.

“Fools and their money are soon
parted !" murmured Wally, as he walked
slowly towards the School Youse, After
all, Fsuppﬂan it's none of my business
But one can't help being sorry for the
willy ass. And therc's his father, too !

Wally Bunter was in & reflective mood
for some time, In the Remove passage
William Wibley bors down on him.

“ Now, Bunter——" ho began,

“0Oh, buzz off, and give a chap a
rest 1" exclaimed Bunter., And ho went
into hia sbudy and slammed the door,

I'hree-halfpence. T

Wibley bawled through the keyhole:

“I'N lick vou to-morrow if you don't
play up!”

L1 Ra“ !ﬂ

Welly Bunter wae giving more thought
to Bidney Jamos Snoop than to Wibley
and his promised licking. Whon Sidney
James came in Wally looked for him,
and affected not to ses the icy expression
on Snoop's face.

“Got in touch with the man wou
wanted 7" he asled,

“Hawle'a told me about him," an-
swered Snoop defiantly. * Man named
Lodgey. He's doing zome businecas 1
Courtficld to-morrow—3aturday—and he's
coming glong to see me after dusk. So
you can put that in your pipe and smoke
it, Bs wvou're so jelly interested in my
aﬁmrs!"

“ Mot coming near the school, surely
exclaimed Wally, aghast. -

“"Well, not very near,"” said Snoop,
with a grin. "I'm not & fool, I'm to
cut out after gates to-morrow, and I
ghall find him &t the stile down the lane.
Easy enough, and jolly good-natured of
him to come "

“ITow will you know him-—a stranger
to yon?"” asked Wally, eycing Bnoop
very curiously,

“He's going to whistle ' Tipperary '
when anyone passes him., That's a sig-
nal,” seid Snoop, evidently rather elated
at Lcing mixed up in such mysterious
proceedings. *“You e¢an come along
with mo and eee him, if you like,”

“Thanks; I don't like!”

Spoop glanced round, and lowered Lis
vOioe,

“Look here, just for onee In a way,
why not have a little plunge " he anid.
“You've done me some _Q’_Wd turns, and
I'd like to do you one. You can get ten
to otie against Long John, and he's cer-
tain to win. Hawke showed me a letter
from tho truiner. Tt's been kept dack,
but it's a dead certain thing, You can
stretch &8 point for once, end make a lob
of money—-™"

L

“I don't think I should be the onc to
make the money if I stretched a point,™
said Wally. “I shouldn’t do it, anywar,
I hopa you won't go to-morrow.”

“ T ghall certainly go!"

Snoop strolled away, leaving Wally
Bunter with a thoughtful frown on his
fat face,. Wally determined to save
the foolish fellow from his own E-:Illy if
he could, but it certainly did not look
now as if ho could,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Thrashing Banter !

(1]

& IB'S comin
W Petor Todd put a grinnin
face into Study No.o T, an§

made that remaork to Bunter
of the Remove.

It was Saturday afterncon, and Wally
Dunter had gone to his study to get
through some work, He had, in point
of fact, forgotten nll about Wibley and
his roaring fnrco till Peter looked in to
remind lim.

The fat junior glanced up from the

nahasia.

“Wibloy 1" he repoated.
“Yes; he wants you to rebearse this
afternoon,” eaid Petor .

“ITa]i. hira to go and cat coke, the silly
agal”

“You can tell Mim.  He's coming
along,” grinned Peter. *Look here,
Duuter, ‘why won't you play the Fak
Freak in Wib's farce? It would ba no
end of a part, and you would bave all
the %mcli t II o

“ Beeausa I'm not going to meke my-
#E“tidiﬂulﬂUHg you chump!"” growled

ally.

“Why should you mind?"
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“Why "' howled Wally.
da it?"

“0Of course I wouldn't. But that's no
reason why you shouldn’t,” said Peter.
“It can't be called a dignified part, but
it's quite as dignified as sneaking into
other chape’ studies and hegging their
grub, for instance. If you can do that
in the Remove p » why can't you
do it on the stage? I think it's really
il-natured of vou, Bunter,"”

“ Would you

“Oh, you can't think!” answered
Wally. ™ Dor’t try, old chep. You'll
only give yourself a headache,”

“Why, you cheeky grampus—"
began Todd indignantly.

Peter Todd was interrupted by the
nrrival of Wibley. About hall the Re-
move came along with the president of
the Dramatic Society, apparently in ant-
cipation of fum,

_But Wibley did not lock as if he con-

videred the matter funny, There was a
frown of wrath his face, and hia
eyes were gleaming. He tramped into
the study with a heavy tread.

“Bunter !"" ne shouted.

"*Hallo, fathead ! )

“} want you to rehearse this after-
mﬂﬂ;‘"

“ Br-rae-r 1"

“T've got your part ready for youn, and

can put away that Greck rot and
ﬁin on your lines at once.”

“(3o it, Bunter!"” said Bob Cherry
from the doorway. The doorway was
crammed with grinning Removitos,

#0h, clear off I'* answered Wally.

“Will voun take on the part®”
mm%aq‘ ‘n‘gibley, breathing hard.

EE] h a 'll

“HTI;, lo-lsk hei'g g ?[aid Wihlﬂy,th m;

tiently as he could. “I1've written tha
g::t gpecially for ;,;, , Bunter. It's a
regular scream. ou won't have to
work at it, you fab slacker. You simply
have to mlf-:m the stage and play the
eilly goat, as you're always doing, @
lines are easy, and if you forget eome of
them I'll let you geg—within reason. I
can't say fairer than that. It isn’t as
if I were asking you to use your brans,
whenr you haven't any. What do you
complain of in the part?”

de-

" Buzz off 1

1} what?hj

“Can't you see I'm bosy i asked
Weally, “How can I mug up Xencphon,

with you braying at me all the time ¥

1 ﬂnnphﬂn ! I'll Xencphon you!"
roared Wibley. ‘' Bless Xenophon!
Making out that you're working now—
¢h, you fat frand '

“1 am working 1"

“Pon’t be a funny idict! Now, Tli
read ouf the Frst lines to you——"

“Of the * Anabasis ' 7"

Nao!" ve ibley. e farce !
“No!” velled Wibley. "' Of the f in
“Youwon't!"” answered Wally Bunter.

“ 1 can’t lListen to vour twaddle, Wibley. '
“ My—my what?”

“iMwaddle !

“Twaddle 1" samd Williamm Wibley
dazedly. “ He calls my play twaddle !

“Whaet do you call 677 demanded
Bunter. * Bosh ! if you like that better,
Or rot! Or tosh! tz of names for it
Tako your choice 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” y

“RBunter 1" roared Wibley. “T've

eome here to offer you an alternative.
You take the part, gnd begin mupging
it up at once, or I'm going to give you a
thrashing "

“ Fathead !" :

Wibley threw off Kis jacket. It was
clear that the exasperated president was
in deaaly earnest. ) .

“Wib, old man,” interjected HMarry
Wharton, * that's too thick, you know.”

“I'm going to squash him !’
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“Draw it mild, old nut!" murmored
Bob Cherry.

“1I'm gomg to spiflicate him [

“*1 don't think we can let you, you
know,” said the captain of the Bemove.
“ Banter 15 within hias rights, though he's
an irritating fat bounder to cut up rusty
like this at the wrong moment.”

“J'm going to pulveriee him !

“0h, let him go ahead ! said the fat
juntor cheerfully. “I'm quite ready to

e squashed, epiflicated, and pulverised,
if Wibley ean do it

He shpped off Billy Bunter’s glasses
and put up his fat hands as William Wib-
ley strede towards him.

The erowd of juniors looked on with
grinning faces, 'i’heg remembered what
unexpected formi Bunter had di;Plﬂ}’ﬂd
in a scrap with Angel of the Fourth,
and some of them surmised that a sur-
prise was in-stora for Wibley.

Wib was a deal taller than
Eunter, and he had a longer reach. The
fat junior certainly did not look lhke
baving muﬁil chance. i 2

“Lock here, Bunter,” eaid Wibley,
pausing at the last moment. * Will you
-do the scngible thing 7'

“ Certamnly 1

“You'll act in the play?’ )

“That wouldn't be a sensible thing,
Pl?ﬂ seout. I wouldn't be found dead in
atd

“For 'the Jast time!” roared the in-
censed president of the Dramatie Bociety.

“I'NN tell you what I'll deo,” said
Bunter, "Play * Hamlet,” and I'll take

the title-role, if you like.”

Read

“THE
HAUNTED
SCHOOL.!”

A Wonderful Complete
Story of Billy Bunter
at St. Jim's,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,
in

THE GE GEM-!!

Out This Wednesday,

Price 1id. Orider Now.

“You fat chump!¥

*1 say, that would be as funny as your
farce, "Wib," said Yernon-3mith,
“Bunter as Hamlet would bring down
the house,™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“That’'s my offer!” emid Bunter.
“Take it or leavae it!"
“Then you're going to be jolly well

]inkeid]i H ;a;id Wi 1-1&3'. ﬂ”ﬁ.nd 1:'!1 HEI':
vou like this eve ay till vou up !
2 Hko hit prery day tll you play

Wilham Wibley went shead, He fell
on Bunter like a hurricane, smiting with
terrific vim.

To . his great astonishment his hands
were knocked away, and not one of his
terrific smites touched Bunter's grinning
face at all.

And, to his still greater astonishment.
a fat fist came out, landed on lns chin
like & coke-hammer, and almost lifted
him {-fll; Fis feet,

William Wibley measured hia length
on the study carpeét.

“Weill hit'™ roared Beb Cherry.

A Poor old Wib!™

Dick Rake came in and picked Wibley
np. The dramatic president was look-
ing quite dizzy.

“Wha-a-at's that?™ gasped Wibley.
“ Sua-sus-eomething hit me !

‘“Ha, ha, ha "

My knuuk]ﬁ old chap," said Wally.
“Come and try 'em againl®

Wibley rubbed his chin, and blinked
at Bunter, It was hard for him to
realise that the Owl of the Remove had
disposed of him so easily,

“Well, my hat!” he said. ' What's
the matier with the fat hittle beast?! He
uged to Lo the biggest funk in the
Remove,”

“Better chuck it, Wib," said Harry
Wharton, laughing. ‘'There's nothing
for you and Bunter to fight about, you
know.”

“I'm poing to smash him ™ .

“RBut. it's Bunter who's doing the
amnshing,” apid Bolsover major.

“Rats!" :

William Wibley was not satisfied yet.
He advanced to the attack again, but a
good deal more cautiously this time. Ha
was aware now that the fat junior was
not to be spiflicated ot one fell swoop.

But it skilled not, a8 a novelist would

b H-E.Fi
All Wibley's efforts could not break

through Wally Bunter's guard, and the
fat face grinned at him provokingly
from behind that impregnable defence.

There was & continwous chortle from
the crowd in and outside the doorway.
For it was plain to everybody but Wibley
that the fat junior was simply playing
with him, nna‘; could, have sent him spin-
ning at any moment if he had chosen.

ibley attacked, and attacked and

kept 1t up till he was fairly exhousted
with hiz efforta to pet at the fat Re-
movite, He paused st last, 11!313.1:55
winded, astonished, and exasperated;
and then Bunter made a forward move.
Ha tapped Wibley’s nose, and tapped hia
chest, and tapped his eye, and tapped
and tapl:}ulqd incessantly, the amazed Wib
[inding his guard of no use at all. A
final tap, after Wibler had been driven
right round the study, sat him down on
tha earpet. : :

Wally Bunter smiled down at him,
apparently as fresh as ever. Wibley
cauld only sit and gasp.

* Finished?” asked Wally,

“Ow! Wowl”

“Do you mind i I get on with Xeno-
phon now?”

" Wow 17
Rake picked uE poor Wibley. He was
not very much hurt, for the fat jumor

had been merciful, but he was quite
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spent and breathless. Tie leaned heavily

on Rake, and gasped.

“*Lome an, nfﬂ gon !"' said Rake. And
he led Wihley away, amid yells of merri-
ment. Wally Bunter looked round as he
went.

“*1 say, Wib—"

i Dw 1!: i

“Are you going to thrash me hke
this every day?” asked Wally Bunter
mmnocently.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

William Wibley did not answer that

question. He limped away, leaning on
Rake's sympathetic arm, and ally
Bunter sat down fheari'ui'ly to Xeno-
pheon.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Wibley Caiches On !
i OW did Bunter know we had a

cake?"

Vernon-Snmith  asked that

_ guestion, in a tone of wonder,
at tea-time in Btudy Neo. 4, and Tom
Redwing laughed. A fat face and-a
glimmering pair of spectacles were Jook-
mivm at the door.

ally Bunter did not laugh, He
Bnorted.
“How «id vou know, Buniy?" azked

the Bounder, with an air of surprised
interest, It came by Bnat, and I've
only just unpacked it Do you guess
these things by black magie?”

"] never knew wyou bad a cake, vou
silly ass !’

“"You didn't know we had a cake?”

”Hﬂ‘!-*l

“Then what have sou come for?”

“ Fnthead1” )

"IHe dropped in guite by chance, at
tep-time, and didn't know we had a
cake,” murmured the Bounder, "I
teally think we ought to give Dunter
the cake. He's earned it."

"“"Hang your cake, and bother you!”
eaid Wally Bunter. "I haven't come to
tea.”

“He hasn't come to tea!” gasped the
Bounder. “‘Redwing, old chap, help!
Fan me, quick!”

“1 suppose vou think that's funny!”
snorted Wally Bunter. “I came in o
speak to you, Smithy.”

“Without any designa on the cake?”

“No, you asa!”

“And somebody,” said the Bounder,
"aai::'luamm that the age of miracles was

_ "I want to speak to you,” said the fot
junior. " About what you were saying
in the Rag the other day. About that
horse Long John.”

The Bounder langhed,

" Punting again?’ he athked.

“Punting! What do you mean? Do
you think I've ever punted on races, you
chump ! exclaimed Wally indignantly.

“Well, all the Remove knows you did.
You talked enough about it,” answered
Y ernon-Smmth.

“1 haven't—1 didn"t——"

“He's losing his memory,” said Tom
Redwing, laughing.

Wally checked himself, remembering
that he was Billy now—or, at least, was
supposed to be Billy. Tt was really
difficult to keep in mand all the manners
and customs of Billy Dunter that he was
now answerable for.

“MNever mind that,” he said. “I'm
not punting now, anyway. I know a
chap who's going lo put money on Long
John, and I want to stop him,

“Bunter as 3 moral reformier ! ¢jacu-
lated the Bounder. “When arc you
going to give up s?ﬁragmg these sur-
prises on us, Dunty?"

*You said Lang Jehn couldu't win,”
said Bunter, unliceding.
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“Well, he vaunld, if all the field laid
down and died on purpese,” said the
Bounder. ** Not otherwise.”

“You're sure of that?”

“Tha bookies. are laying ten to one
against him, and the race is on Tuecsday,”
replied Vernon-Bmith. “¥You can judge
his chances by that.”

“None at all, I sappose?”

* Less than none,”

“ Because, you see, if I stopped a chop
putting money on him, and won, the
chap would be in no end of a bate”
explained Wally. “I shouldn’t care
sbout that. But I don’t know whether
I've a nght to do it. But I suppose ['ve
a right t:::.sta}: him from lesing money he
can't afford.’

“That de answered  the
Bounder, ‘'‘1f he's a friend of yours,
you can tell him from me that any chap
who laya money on Long John will get
left. It ien't as if therea were the re.
motest chance. Anybody who gets him
to back Long John is deliberately spoof-
img him.”

“YWell, you know eomething about
these thinge, I suppose?® said ‘ig'a.llgr.

b

Three-halfpence. 9

stared] at him. & more amiablo expression
dasming on hia face.

“Chavged  your mind®" he asked
eagerly. “I've been altering the fares,
but of you hke to take the part, Bun-
ter——

“No fear "

“Then get out!” growled Wibley,
“Take yonr face away and bury it !

“I want to speak to yon—"*

1] Gutl !‘Hf

“ About the play—"

“Will you get out, or shall I tuke tho
poker to you¥"

“1 was rather iuterested in what you
said the other day in the Rag,” went om
Dunter ealmly.  * About the part you
:ﬁti taking, you know, A good part, I

ink."

“Good—the way I should do it,"
agreed Wibley., “1 couldn't let you
have that part. You'd make a muck of
it,.[?'ﬂu ags Y

he fat junior grinned. That was not
what he had visited Wibley for.

“Put yon could do it rippingly |" he
said.

“Of course T eould 1™

e .. = ;*{H,II
= 3 L]

SAVING SNOOP, I

“"I'va been there

) dear boy."
“ Thanks, Emzﬁwi

Thet's all I wanted

to know.™ ;
And Wally Bunter quitted the study.
“You've forgotten something, DBun-

ter,” called Bmithy.
The fat Junior looked in agam.
“What 1¢ 147" ho asked.
“The cake!"
Wally gave him o Elare.
“Blow your cake!’
And he rolled away,
Rounder chuckling.

The fat junior tapped at the door of
Na. 6, and looked 1n. Williamm Wibley
was there, pen in hand, with his brow
corfugated. Ile was making some very
necessary  alterations in the roaring
farce, for hoe had quite ?'iw:n up the
idea of thrashing Bunter till he accepted
ithe part designed for him. As Hurrec
Jamsget Ram Singh had remarked, the
{hrash{ulness was a boot on the other If.}z;,

ITe frowned at the fat junior in the
doorway.

“Cot " he sad laconically.

Instead of cutting, Bunter came in and
closed the deor behimd him. Wibley

eaving  the

“You're a jolly elever actor!” re-
marked Wally. “D"ve heard the fellows
say that yow've made up even as Mr.
Quelech himself——"

“What de you mean? You've gecn

me do jt 1"
“I=l—yts, ol—of course, Now, that
lay,” went on Wally

character in the

hastily. “Sort of bookmnker character

—something like Jerry Hawho——"'
Wibley nodded, his anner thawing

considerably. He was always ready to

discuss his hobby: theatricnls, in Fnct,

wore more than a hobby with him. They

were o ruling passion,

“T'm really taking ITawke as
model,’”” he explained. *It's
part—the way I shall do it.”

“I suppose you could make up i a
charncter like that. and take anybhody in,
apart from theatricals®"?

“Of course I ennld!™

my
o good

“Well, T behove wyou econld,”  suid
Wally Bunter. " Not Bke Jerry Hawke,
That wouldn't do in this cage, DRut

gomething of the same kind: a sharper
sort of Iellow, with wiiskers and & red
THE MeoNer LigRARY.---No, 570,
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pose—good enough to pass after dusk,
li'l.j'ﬂ'l?'-" .

Wibley stared at him,

“What are yon driving at?"' he de-
manded.

“Tet's put & case,” said Wally slowly.
“Buppose & Greylriars fellow was going
‘I:I"uﬁ Eﬁ::jdusk to-day to mect a man—

“A man recommended to him by
Jerry Hawke—man named Lodgey—io
make a bet with him——*

£ Whl'ﬂt?”

“Buppose the chap doesn't know
Lodgey by sight, but is to meet him at a
certain epot, and Lodgey is to whistle
‘Tipperary ' as a signal—"

ibley stared blankly.

“Well, supposs you got up in your
character as a racing sharper, so that
even a Groyfriars fellow wouldn't know
you—you could, couldn’t you i

“(OF course. But—"

“ And suppose vou met the chap T'm
gpeaking of in the lane—"

“ Fh 1 .

“Palmed yourself off on him o

ey—whom he doesn’t Lknow by
pght—and booked the bet with him."

“YWhat the thunder—

“Then, when Long John loses the
race, the silly ass will still have hiz money
left,” said Wally.

Williamm Wibler's blank stare changed
nte a grin. He remembered what Bob
Eherry%l;aﬂ said in the Rag on the occa-
sion when the Famous Five had been
late for the Dramatio Socicty meeting.
He began to understand.

" Who's the chap ¥’ he asked.

“It's a sccret, of course,”

*That's understood.”

“Snoop!” said Wall;

“0h, the utter ass!"™ eJaculated 3Vib-
ley. “The ten quid he saved up for his
fathor—"

“Jerry Hawke and Lodgey are plan-

mg to bag five each,” said Wally. " It's
a shame fo let them do it.”

““*A rotten shame!" said Wibley. *If
the matter's as you eay, it's casy onou h
to stop it."" William Wibley rubbed his
hands, and his eves gleamed. " You've

t more sense than I ever thought,

unter 1"

Wally grinned. Nobody, L.:n-v:-lninr-lr:l a
the two juniors just then, would have
suspected that they had been fighting a
Few hours before. Wibley had forgotton
all about the trouble in Btudy No. T
That was a very trifiing affair in com-
parison with the chance of playing a part
that was exactly after his own heart.

He rose from the table, forgetful of
the noaring farce.

“Poor old Snoop !” he said. “They're
ﬁ‘mﬁ.tﬂ skin him, of course. Tt would

& jolly good stunt to save his money
for him against his will. If he’s got hia
only quids on Leng John he will fecl
pretty sick when the horse comes in
eleventh,

“That's what I thought. If you could
do it—~"

“IEE” gaid Wibley disdainfully, 1
could do it on my head. I could make
up a& a man Bnoop knows, let alone as
a man he decsn't know. Now, let’s have
all the detaila.” He rubbed his hands

ain. “What & lark! It's o good

nce, too, of trying my new costume,
I shall have to stick if on outside the
school, though; wouldn’t de to be seen
ambling about here got up as a third-

rate sharper—="

“Ha, ha! Nao.™

“Lock the door,” said Wibley. Tl
kry on the things now. Y'll make up,

too, and you shull see me. It's a ripping
:mnt—_mm[ﬂy ripping 1™
During the next hour Bake and Micky
Desmond and Morgan, whe were Wib-
Toe Msgwer LisrsBy.—No, 579.

levy's study-mates, applicd in turn at the
door, found it locked, and hammered and
threatened in wvain, All the satisfaction
they got was the information that Wib
was making-up to prackise & new charac-
ter, and couldn’t be intcrrupted. .
_Rake & Co. had ko give it up, promis-
ing Wibley blood-curdling things whei
they could get to close gquarters. DBut
they did not see William Wibley again
§OQM,

Shortly before dusk Wib dedged out
of the gates with a bag in his hand, and
at call-over Mr, Quelch called his name
in vain. Lines awaited William Wibley
for missing call-over, but Wibley had
probably forgotten the existence even of
the august Quelchy himszelf.

When William Wibley waz engaged
in & thoatrical stunt, time and space
vanished from his kon. Besides, when
Mr. Quelch was taking roll-call in Big
Hall, Williazn Wibley no longer existed.
He had been transformed into Mr,
Lodgey, and, with his uwaual keennoes,
he was living the part so thoroughly
that he was almost oblivious to the fact
that he was not really Mr. Lodgey.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Taking the Plunge !

ARRY WHARTON stopped.
The captoin of the Remove
was taking a trot in the yuad
with Bob Cherry before setting
to “prep.” The {wo juniors were trot-
ting along the path that ran along the
school wali, when they almost ran into
a shadpwy figuro there.
“ Hallo, heallo, hallo ! ojeculated Bob
Cherry in his powerful tones.
“Husgh " ;i
“Enoop ! exclaimed Wharton.
“Don't well!” said 8Sidney
Snoop savagely. “Do you want
bring the whole dashed school here ?”'
“YWhy not, if you come  to thati"
asked Harry Wharton quietly.
Snoop grunted instead of answering
that question,
“* You're not breaking bounds, Snoop 2™
asked Bob Cherry.
“That's my business
Bob'as eyes gleamed.
“I walked you off from Jerry Hawke

Jamea
to

the other day,” he ssid. “If you're
hm&kmg boundg—"
“I—I'm not!” said Bnoop hurriedly

“ I suppose I can take a walk in the gquad

if I like, I—I'm tryving to think out &
problem,”
“0Oh, all right!" said Bob. “No

reason why you can't keep a civil tongue
in your head, though.”

“ You--you startled mo."”

Wharton and Bob trotted on, neither
of them placing much faith in Snoop's
stammering denial. DBut it was no busi-
ness of theirs to watch the reckless
fellow, and they left him to his own
dovices,

Snoop’s own devicos led him to elimb
the school wall a8 soon as his chums of
the Remove were gone, and to drop into
the road. Thore he stood in the decp
shadow of the wall for a fow minutes,
listening and palpitating, He gathered
up his courage at last, and starfed down
the road. :

It was carly evenm!g. but the Iane was
very dark; only a few sturs glimmer-
ing in the sky. Snoop's heart was beat-
ing hard, as he trodged along towards
the atile, which wos half-way to the
villa of Friardale. There Jerry
Hawke's friend, Mr. Lodgey, was await-
ing him—to book the bet on Long John
—on which Snoop was to risk his ten
pounds—and  was_ absolutely certain—
according to Mr. Hawke—to bag a hun-
dred pounds.

The thought of such a sum a3 a bun-
dred pounds dazzled Snoop, and blurred
his judgment, such as it was. L

3 g’ James Snoop was sharp in his
own rather shifty way; but he was not
over-blessed with common-sense. And
tho fact that his intentions were good
somehow gave him a feeling that he
would have good luck.

His object was not selfish, for once;
he wanted the money for his father, who
wes beginning life again . after his ser-
fice in the Army, with the ladder to
climb from the very foot. A hundred
pounds! With such a sum as that Cor-
poral Bnoop would have a chiance of be-
ginning well in civil life. And his sur-
ﬁ!'isa and pleasura when he found that

is son had such » sum to hond him—
!l;e: thought of that gave Bnoop guite a
glow, .

That enticing prospect blindsd him
both to the shadiness of what Le was
deing, and to the crass folly of it. Vet
in such folly he was far from alone.
Snoop was not the only fellow who
hoped and fancind that he could get
something for nothing. The whole busi-
ness of racing 15 founded upon such
folly; and on the Continent hundreds
of casinos Rourish for the same reamson
that men, not mere schoolboys, believe
that they have a chance of * getti
rich quick" by out-sharping profession
sharpers!

Snoop had faith in Mr. Hawke's
“dead cert,"” not because Mr. Hawke
was worthy of faith, but because it
would be such a ﬂpl&ﬂdad thing it he won
the hundred pounds. He did not, how-
ever, clearly realise that himself.

In that mood, the suggestion that
Hawke and Mr. Lodgey mught be acting
in _collusion only wrritated him. He
logked on that sugpestion simply as an
attemnpt to dash cold water upon his
glowing dream of wealth.

A sharp, clear whistle came from the
darkness ahead befora he was half-way
ko the stile. Somebody was whistling
“Tipperary.”

Snoop stopped, peering chead.

Anybody might ba whistling such a
tune, and he did not want to make o
mistake ; besides, he was not yet ab the
placa of appointment.

A short, thick-aset figure loomed up in
the dusk, and Snoop eyed i, In the
dim storhght he saw & man who looked
about hity, with reddish beard ang
whiskers, bushy eyebrows red nose an
eyelids. ‘The man wore a bowler-hat
rukishly on one side of his head, and had
an unlighted cigar stuck in the corner of
his mouth. He wore an overcoat and a
i e T e VI

e stranger stopped as he saw Snoop,
and whistled a few bars. Bnoop looked
ab him.

1 think I ain't makin® a mistake™
said the man, in a thick, hasky voice.
“You expecting to meet & gentleman,

sir1"
“Yes!" gaspad Snoop.
“Name o dgey '’

1 '!_:'Es.ﬂ

“Fair freezing, waiting at the stile,
gir. I reckoned I should mmeet you on
the way if I walked in this here diree-
tion."

“I—I'mn  pglad to  see Mr.
Lodgey ! faltered Snoop.

“Iv's a pledsure to me, sir, to meest a
voung gontleman like you,”™ said Mr.
Lodgey huskily, P'r’aps I couid-offer you,
gir, a drop from my fask this cold heven-
ing?

g‘rnaup shuddered.

“ No—no, thanks!"™ he stammered.

“Pprriaps you'll hexcuse me, sir, it's
cold !" said Mr. Lodgey.

He drew a flask From his overcoat and
put it to his lips, keeping it there, tilted
up, for a full minute,

voll,
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Bpoop walched lm in silence.

“That's better!”’ said Mr. Lodgey,
rather breathlessly, as he shpped the
Hask back inte s pocket. *'Bure you
1.‘#::141"5:i ‘ave a dro T:I-r, s

" hute sure, thanks

“You're \E‘iﬂ}ﬂ, sir,” said Mr. Lodgey,
with’ & ned. *Keep it at orm'slength
il vou can—it's diffevent with a man of
my age, of course. P'r'aps we'd better
ctep asfde from the road, Master Fnoop,
in case anyone should nose around.”

“Yeg—vyes please!”

“*This “ere way, sie”

My, Lodgey stepped on the pgrass
heside the read, and Snoop followed hin.
A tres screened them, with its shadow,
fron the lane.

*Now, I understand as you want to
de o little business on Toosday’s races,
strictly on the q.t., of cowrse,” said Mr.
Lodgey, peering at the junior in the
gloom. '1'm quite at your service, sir.
| come along ‘ere on purpose. What's
sour fancy, sir?

“T-—1 suppose you will book a bek
apainst any horse, in any race!” asked
Sunoop falleringly.

“Well, that depends,” said Mr,
Lodgev. *1 ain't laying agsinst the
favourite for the tﬁma aclock on
Toosday, [rinstance. Not that the
favourite 15 such o cert, p'rlaps, as
[olks suppose.  Thera's talk of a dark
wrse In  that race, “hough I don't
kuow."

“A dark horse?” repeated Snoop.

" Well, they do say as a "orge has %ﬁ:n
kept dark, and 15 certain to win,"” said
Mr. Leodgey.  * but, bleszs your ’eart,
there’s alwavs talk of that kind, If 2
man has the information, it's a different
matter,”

“A man nmaght get nformation
straight from the stable?’ puggested
SO,

“ourse he night, if he knows the
trainer.”

Sunoop drew a deep breath. Had not
My, Hawke shown him a letter from the
trainer—at all events, a letter which Mr.
Hawhke declared was from the trainer?
Hnoop was quite cevtain that he knew
the name of that rumoured *“dark
horse.™

“What's the ’orse you fancy?’ asked
Mr. Lodgey.

“I was thinking of-—of Long Jobn, I
wnderstand that the price 13 against
him,” said Snoop.

“Ten to one agin.”

“I—1 suppose that means he's con-
pidered an awiunl outsideri”

“In a way, yes; though, of course, e
might turn out to be the werry dark
‘orse folks are spesking of. A book-
maker has to take his chance of that.”

“Will you hg ten to one against Long
John?"? asked Bnoop. *X—I1 mean, will
you take my bet at ten to one against

“T'm your man, sir, though it's long
odds, days afore the race, sir. But I'm
a sportsman, and I'll take you on.™

v. Lodgey took out a little book and
a pencil, and made an entry, Snoop
waiching bim eagerly.

“ Now, there's the littla matter o' the
money, #r," said Mr. Lodgey. **"Course,
T takes the word of & youug gentleman
like you, Stull, as a matter of form,
you can either put up your stakes in
my 'ands, or give me a bit of paper.
Being strangers, so far, it's better 1o be
business-like, ™

“"A—a sord of TO U gxid Snoop.

“That's it. If you win, I ’and it back
o you along of your winnings—and if

ou lose, of course, you pay on it. A
cal out of vour pocket-book will de.”

Snoop tock out his pocket-book, and
then he hesitated. A remnant of com-
mon-gense  forbude him to place his
moncy in the man's hands; but without
# written engagement of pome sort it
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was ovident that the het could not be
hooked. Mr. Lodgey could not be
pected to place completa faith in the
word of a stranger to him. ;

While Snoop was hesitating, M.
Lodgey bhad recourse to lis flask again,
n‘mnra’ing thut it wasz cold.

“Jost u few words, sir,” said DMy
Lodgey, when he had finished with the
flask. * Sathing like this: ‘I promise
ta pay so much *—you ain’t named the
amount vet—' to Mr. Lodgey, in con-
sideration of him laying—so much—for
me on Long John for Toosday's three
o'clock wace.” Huthing like that, 'Ow
much waa you going to lay ¥

“Ten pounds ™ gasped %nnﬁp-

“My eve!” said Mr. Lodgey. "“That's
the precise amount that Mr. Hawke "ave
hid on Long Jobn, I wonder——"" lle
seemed to reminate.

Snoop was seized with a sudden fear
that Mr. Lodgey would refuse the bet.
He scribbled the paper hastily, and
signed and dated jt.

“There it 151" he sad  eagerly.
“You're bnoking the bet, Mr. Lodgey,
aren't you?"

“I've zaid T would, and T will"”
answered Mr, Lodgey, taking the paper
and striking a mateh to read . more
easily. " That'a all right. You've
selected a ’orse with a long price, sir
Not that it *urts me; if Long Iju‘hn gots

k'ﬂm-& I shall 'ave 2 tidy sum to pay
vont. Dut, blesa your ’eart, not so much
as I shall "andle on the othey gees wot
I've Joid agin! This is all night, sir
Hanything morve I can do for you jest
row i

“Mo, thanks!™ said Bneep. “I—I
shall see you on Tuesday, T suppose?”

“ Lemme ste—the race 15 al Courtheld
Park,” said Mr. Lodgey thoughtfully.
“¥es, 1 can pet along ‘ere Toosday
hevening, You'll sece m the hevening
paper, if vou get one, whether Long
John ’ave won or lost, and you'll act
i according. I may be late, you see
‘aving_so much business on ‘and thal
day. Make it a couple of hours later—
or Wednesday, if you hke—""

M No, no, I'll come out. Tuesday
night!” snid Snoop eagerly. “T can
;l:t}?ﬂ{l)gﬂ it up to nine o'clock, if you
1R&

f:dﬂng.r}[nine Li;:r;c]uck, l‘i:;;lh’TﬂﬂstliiL"
a0 Mr. gey. “That's settled
Good-uight to you, young gentleman!”

* Good-night " said Snoo

He ran back breathlessly :Iﬁthﬁ way to
Greyfviars. When he was in the Scliool
“House again Wibley of the Remove had
not yet come in; but Snoop was not
giving a thought to Wibley of the Re-
mdye,

When William Wiblay did come in at
last, he received a lecture and a landred
ines from My, Quelch,

And for quitr a long time that cold
evening a gentleman of the name of
Lodgey steod leaning against the stile
. Frardale Lane, smoking cigarelte
after cigarctie, and wondering why Jeyry
Hawke's young friend did not come to
keep his appointment ]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Joys of a Plunger !

KINNER and Stott, who were
Snoop’s study-mates in No. 2,
lound Bidney James rather trying
tho next day or two. Broop seeme:!
to be in a state of nerves; and Skinner
confided to Stott his private opinion that
Snoop had been backing gee-gees again.
“The s=illy ass had ten quid, wou
know.” Skinner remarked. I wonderaid
how long he would keep it. Now 1
know.”
And Stott grinned assent.
Harry Wharton tock a rather more
friendly interest in the matter. Since

B
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seeing  Bnoop in company with Jesey
Hawke, Wharton liad concluded that the
wiatched follow was falling into his old
wiuys again, and he was a little concerned
avout 1t. e waz not exactly nendly
with Suoop: bt he had been glad to seo
him on a boetter path. On Monday, after
lewsons, Wharton found him reading a
tetter by the covvidor window, witn a
bright fuce, and ke stopped to speak.

snoop glunced at bim with o smile, in
an wansnlly good-lmmonr.

“From omy pater,” he said
woing o #eo him this week.”

“Lilad to hoar 301" said Harry.
be coming Lere?™

Snoop’s face clonded o little,

“*Noj; he won't come to the school,”
he answerad, owing to—to— Well,
you know all about it, Wharton. It
wonild be awlkward for him to come here:
you know where he was before he ba-
came a soldier. I'm going out to meet
himi when lie comes. I shall be jolly
plad! T haven't =een him sinee e was in
Flaudrrs. He was in Cologne after that;
be's beon in Germany. lan't it ripping
that it’s all over, and he's come cut
»afe 1™

“Wpa, vather!” said Harry, *“ That's
how I felt about my uncle—though he's
still in the Army ol Occupation. gSm:u::-p-,
old chap, :f vou don't mind my mention-

“I'm

i I‘l

i“f ik
e pansed.

“{io ghead ! said Snoop cheenly.

“It came out about the money
were saving up for your pater,”
Harry. *'1 thouvcht it was jolly decent
of you. . Of course, it's not my business,
but wouldu't it be a %ﬂﬂd idea for you
to keep elear of a man like Jerry Hawke?
I vou lost (e tin ?

“T'm not going to lose 1t!™ said Snoop,
in & rather dogged way. “It'e too late
to think about that, anyway. 'Ten

owinds 13n't enongh. 1 had a chance of
inereasing it

“A bird in hand is worth a lot in the
Lush ! suid Harry.

“1t's worth rizking something for a
hundred pounds.  Besides, it isn't really

you
said

a risk.”

“A  hundred ponnds!™  exclaimed
Wharton, with a jump.

Snoop bit his lip.

“Well, you know now,” he aaid

Y ¥ou necdn’t think I've been playing the
goat again. It'e not that; I've chucked
that for good! I'va done if to raise the
money for my pater. It will help to set
!:i_rn up; he's got everything against
him. "

Wharton locked at him, feeling only
compassion for him. He knew well
enougl that it was in?uasibla for BSnoop
to turn his teu pounds inte a hundred
pounds without hearing any of the details
of the traunsaction. There was a fervibla
blow impending over the wretched fellow.

“You've done it?” hoe asked slowly.

“I've laid the money,” said Snoop,
half-defiantly. ] ) .

“I wouldn't build on it too much, if I
woere you,” said Harry.

“T am building on it.” answered Snoop,
almost foverishly, *I daren’t think of
losing it. Besides, it's impossible. You
see, the horse has been kept dark; omly
Hawke had information from the trainer,
I haven't laid the manoy with Hawke—
anite another man, Ses
3 :nl'i’hnrlﬂn saw—more clearly than Snoop

id!

“The bookie didn’t know anﬁthing
about Long John's form, though he's
heard a rumour of a dark horse being
kept for the race. It was almost like
rooking him to get him to book the bet
at all. But that's hiz business, of course,
I can’t afford to think of him.”

“I don't think you need worry about
the bookie, Snoop; bookies ean generally
lock after themselves.”

YI'ue Maaxer Lisrany.--No. 579,
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Snoop gave the captain of the Remove
a quick, suspicious glance. 1

“That means you think I'm geing to
l::-r.e?l;' he e;g]aimﬁd. “i‘?’nu dnﬁ’ﬁ klt'lﬂ‘ﬁ'
anything about these thir “harton.
'Ynliu'ua En[wn'_rs been too gm}'gﬂudf to
know much about life, as I do.”

Wharton smiled.

“Well, I don't know whether I quh#
to wish you good-luck, but T do!™ he
gaid. “I'm afraid you don't know so
much about the thing as you think, k!.'l.'!r-
I oaly hope you won't logse the tenner.

“(Oh, that's impossible”

Whartmf.kngd;lfd, and wanl% ﬂnhbis :.-adv,
Snoop walke owly away to his study
with a worried, wrinkled brow. He could
not understand at first why the ca tain of
the Remove had answered him so kindly;
he knew well enough Wharton's opinion
of such dingy blackguardism. But the
reason soon occurred to his mind—Whar-
ton knew that he would lose, his money,
and knew what a shock it would be to

him.

But he couldn't know—he could only
think so, Snoop told himself _aa\'nﬁly.
What did Wharton know about it? About
ns much as Bunter. who was so cocksure.
He passed Wally Bunter in the Remove
passage, and surprised that plump youth
with ap angry scowl. . _

Snoop went restlessly into his own
study, where Skinner and Stott met him
with grinning looks. Ever since he had
handed that written paper to ‘'Mr.
Lodgey,"” Snoop had been in a state of
nerves, He was confident—he roepeated
to himself a hundred times that there
was no cauze for doubt—and yet, some-
how, black and haunting doubts would
rizse. People did have terrific strokes
of luck sometimes—why shouldn't he?
He had oven read in the paper once
of & man breaking the bank at Monte
Carlo. Smithy had said that that was
only o cunning advertisement ; but Smithy
was a cynical beast. Long John was

oing to win on Tuezday ; he must win—

o should win—apparently because
EBnoop simply dared not think of his
losing !

“Aro you poing to buy a motor-car
out of it, Sncopey ¥ asked Skinner, with
a wink at Stots.

Suoop started.

“Eh, what?” he stammered. * Out of
what, Skinner "

“Out of the plunder, when xou've
dished the bookies!™ chuckled Skinner.
“I'l tell you what, Snoopey. I'Hl give

on three farthings for your winnings, mn
ndvanes, and chance it!” .

Snoop strode out of the study again,
and slammed the door after him savagely.
Skinner and Stott roared,

That evening seemed endless to Snoop.
He was an object of some curiosity in
rhu Remove, though he did not observe
t.

_Even Wibler, who had hardly ever
spoke to him, seemed strangely inter-
estad in him now: leoked at him often,
and spoke to him several timnes. Suoop did
not think anything about it, however.
He little dreamed what it was that inter-
ested William Wibley in him for once.

Heo thought the evening would never
end : and when bed-time came ha could
not slesp. To-morrow was Tuesday; at
three o'clock his fate was to be decided
at Courtheld Park. Would the morrow
never como?

It came, and found Bnoop pale and
worn from worey and want of slecp. In
the Form room, during the morning, Mr.
Quelch glanced at him several times,

Snoop did not notice it--ho noticed
nothing : lus mind was engrossed by
almost foverish thoughts,

Ho would not know the result of the
race till he saw the evening paper, and
tha evening papers at Uuurtﬁeﬁ were
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rather late—too late for him to foteh one
and get back in tims for call-over.

He could break bounds, and then again
later to meet Mr. Lodgey; but it ‘was
risky—too risky.

After morning lessons, when he was
E—iumkmg it out, Wally Bunter spoke to

.

“G-c-slin;]::'s going into Courtfield this
afterncon,” he said.
“Hang Cosling!™” was Snoop's ircitable
reply.
‘I've asked him to bring an evening

r+JJ
PR
“I'm going to call at lus lodge for it,
and if you ImnF around somewhere I'll
hand it to you,” said the fat junior.

Sucop gave him a look of real graki.
tude.

HY say, Bunter, old chap, that's jolly
decent of you!" he aaid. “% wus worried
about that. Of course, I'm anxious to
know ; not—not that there's any doubt,
of courae.™

Wally nodded, and left him.
How ho got: through the afternoon's
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work Snoop never knew. His mind and
his heart was on the race-course at
Courtfield Park. He was almoast sick with
anxiety and suspense.

He blundered hopelessly in class, and
was sharply called to order by his Form-
master; but he almost laughed when Mr.
Quelch roted him. Form-work seemed to
him infinitely little just then—s mere
worey, without =zenss or meaning in it
At three o'clock, when Long John was
rinning in the race, his heart beat almost
to sulfocation. Three-ten—three-fiftoen
the race was run now. Had Long John
won or last? OF course, he had won—he
must have won! What sheer crucliy it
was to keep him in class that afterncon
whoen he might have seen Long John
win with his own eyes! Wonld that
horrible afternoon never ond?

Snoop could have eried with relief
when the lessons were over at lost, and
the Remove were dismissed, 1t was not
nearly tune vet [or Gosling to return
from Courtfield : but Snoop haunted the
vicinity of the porter’s lodge. But he
ecould not keep sall. He walked down t:.
the footer-ground, where Haorry Wharton
& Co. wero punting a ball about. He

looked on with unseeing eyes for a fow
minutes, and then wandered aimlessly
away again. How was he going o en-
dure lis gnawing anxiety $ill the paper
came? He began fo understand rnow
how it was that gamblmg led to drink.

What a fool he had been to risk his
money—monay asaved bit by oit, woek
after week! Wet it wasn't a risk; it was
a certainty. If he lost—if—if he lost!
'I;_ha thcéqglgt vais into hi]: d;l brain
of re iating the paper he glven
to Lﬁ‘u Lodgoy—adding dishonesty to
the rest. But that was only for a
moment. He knew he could not re-
pudiste the paper, What was writlen
there was enough to get him expelled
from his school, if he provoked the
bookmaker to revenge.

1f he lost ha had to redeem that paper
with hard cash. But he hadn't lost—ho
wasn't going to lose,. Would the paper
never ceme?! Like an unguiet ghost, he
wandered into the Remove passage.
From Study No. & there came a sound of
laughter. Wibley, very likely, amusing
his study-mates with some of his iaper.
sonations. Confound Wibley! ort
found them all! Bnoop hated ithe merry
juniora in No, 6 at that moment. The
could laugh and joke, while he was fecl.
ing like this!

He wandered out into the guadranple
again, in the gathering dusk, Had Gos-
ling come back yet? Dunter was loung-
ing by the porter's lodge, evidently
waiting for his paper. noop drifted
under the dark elms, and waited. He
presasd hiz burning brow to the cold
trunk of a tree to cool it.

And |;e-n]?]& garmbled for pIaa.aure,_ he
thought, with a kind of wonder, What
pleasure! What fools! Would tho
PAPEr HEVET COMe!

Iy Enmp!rl

A fat figure loomed up in the gloom,
Snoop sunatched the newspaper from
Wally Bunter's hand.

A light!" he breathed.
got a match®" i

Wally turned on the light of his electrio
torch without a word., In the bright
light Bnoop searched the paper, ie
found the reacing column; he Ffound
Y Luteat Ieaults ' in the stop-preas space,
“Uourtfield Park. Three o'clock. Tiny
Tim, Peter Pan, Full Moon." What did
it mean? Where was Long John, tha
horse that had won the race?

“ Long John!"

The paver danced before Snoop’s erea.
Thers was the name at last, * Also
rani: Mead Maid, Lovelace, Peck o
Trouble, Prince, and Long John,”

Also ran!

The paper danced before Snunop'
nerveless fingers, He gave a low, faint

roan, and reeled ngainst a ilree. He
?.;h az if he was fainting.

Wally Bunter’s strong grasp closed on
his arm,

“ Puck up, Snoopey!” _

“Lost!" whispared Snoop.  *"Laost!
Do you understand? T'velest! I've got
to pay Lodgey, I daren’t swindle him
if T wanted to! Lost! Oh, what a fool
—what a fosl! And my—my father—"

Ha choked.

“Buck up!" aaid Wally,
bad as you think, old son. Pull yourself
together, and come in.”

=noop made no resistance. He fell @0
weak that he could hardly walk s
Buater led him to the House. Harcy
Wharton & Co. joined them in the hall,
gathering round the wretched Snoop to
shield hiz pallid face and trembling figure
from chservation. Like a follow m a
dream, Snoop found himself in  the
Remove passage ontside Study No, 6.

“Come in " called oub Wibles's voira
a3 Wharton krnocked ; and Sidney James
Snoop wa: marched into the study.

“[ave you

*1t's not an
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THE TENTH CHAFTER,
A Surprise for Snoop !

it ODGEY 1"
_ Bhoop started back, wonder-
ing whether, in the shock he
had received, his senses were
forsaking him,

Rake and Morgan and Micky Deginond
were in the sfudy : but of Wibley, whosé
voice he had heard. there was wno sign.
But in the armchair sat a ﬁq‘:malﬁ?n
knew, He had seen it only once before,

n_the dusk, but he knew it.

Bob Cherry closed the door when all
the juniors were inside, The Famous
Five were in the secret now, as well as
Wibley's study-mates.

“Long Jobn has lost the race, you
chaps,” said Wally Bunter,

“ Not really?” murmured Rake,

“Lost, 'as he!” said Mr, Lodgey.
“Blow me tight!"”

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

Snoop locked round dazedly. Haow
had Lodgey come there?! How came he
in Rake’s study, evidemtly on friendly
terme with these fellows?  Snoop remem-
bered the merry laughter he had heard s
he passed that stedy an hour before.
Iad Lodgey been there ihen?

“H0 Long John’s lost,” said Mr.
Lodgey. “Well, "ere 1 am, to collect
my little debt, Master Bnoop. I've got
a bit of paper of yourn.”

“Cuat it short,” esald W Bunter.
“Can’t you see he's feeling 1

“"You leave 3 cove alone, Master
Bunter. If it ain’t convenient to the
young gentleman to settle on the nail 1
ain't the man to press ‘im. F'rinstance,
there’s his paper, and he's welcome to
light his cigar with it!"

Mr, Lodgey tossed o paper on  the
table, and Snoop’s dizey eyes recogniscd
ihe paper he had signed. ]

*Put it in the fire, Snoop,”™ said Harry
Whartaon.

Snnop glanced at the yed-nosed book.
maker,

oo od o podoistriotodebotetootottatototoddodeietsd

EYNOPS51S.

Feur new hoys come i Rylcombe Urammar
Febiool from Franklwgham, which bas been
burned down. Goggs, the real leader of the
four, wventriloguist, ju-jlisu e?‘.r.rert. and all-
routd  sportaman, ook rmrt.:rui:u.rzly simple,
and has Defore this played npon that sim.
plivily Lo tuke in others. Rlownt, Trickett,
amed Waters, his chums, agree to belp him in
spoaling tie Ryleombe fellows; and the cam.
paign heging when Gordon Gay, Frank Monk,
and Lhe two Woottons moet the new boys at
the station. €n Lhe way to the schoo! Goggs
mystifies these four by his ventrilogoism,

¢ four new bovs are taken to zee the
Tlead, spd on their way back are ambushed
by Larking, Carpenter, and H-m'?n, Lhree fel-
lgws of a wvery different sort I'rom Gordon
Gay & ©Co, But they get no change oub of
the Franklingham quartet. Goggs agaln uses
his ventriloguial H'D‘E'FE‘IE to take them in, The
four arge assigned together to Study No, 3,
and are al=o told that they will share Dormi-
tory 28 with Larking, Carpenter, Snipe, Tad-
prle—=who tmagine: himzell an srtizt of great
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“Go it,"” said Mr. Lodgey. ‘''Ang-
thing to oblige n sporting young gent
who's been backing also rans.”

Lost in wonder, dounbtful whether he
was on his head or his heels, Snoop
thrust the tell-tale paper into the fire.

“YWhat what does this mean?”
stammered. ' What—how-——"

*Chuck it, Wib," said Bob Cherry.

Snoap starcd round. He could not sec
Wibley.

The-next moment his eves became fixed
in 4 fascinated gaze on Mr. Lodgey.
That gentleman was taking off his beard
and whiskers! Snoop :i%aoﬂ petrified.
The moustache followed, and the wig.
Then the overcoat, revealing Etons un-
derneath.

“Ha, ha, ba!” reared Mr. Lodgey.
“You lock surprieed, Snoopey.™

“Wibley 1" shrieked Snoop.

“What do ch.-u think?" said William

it

he

Wibley complacently. 5

“ Then—then was jt—was 1t—was
——" Bnoop stuttered. :

“Yes, dear boy, it was me you met in
the lane the other evening,™ areented
Wibley. “ Bunter's idea, but I carried
it out. Did 1 do it well?”

“(iood heavens!” mutlered Buoop
duzedly. “Then—~then I never made any
bet at all!”

“Rather lucky for you you didn’t, con-
sidering what a terrific winner Long
John 18," grinued Bob Cherry. “ You
ass, yow've never seen the precious
Lodgey at alll And if you've got any
genae you never will,  Mr., Lodgey
woualdn't have let you off like this, I
think."

Sneop beyan to understand at last.
Wibley was rubbing the prease-paint
from his face, and prinning at the same
time with evident self-satisfaction. Snoop
joined in the laugh.

Lodeey?" he

* But—but where was
‘At the stile, old top!” chortled Wally

yasped. * Where—-"
RBunter. “Wib met you on this side o

ability—and Weird, who talks in rhyme,

Snipe has gone Lo Mr, Adams to e caned

for making complaints shout the sigar. The

other juniors are diseussing it in the guad.
{Now read on.)

A Dog With a Bad Fame (Continued).

(g PONT see what Delanere wanted
interfering!'” %n:w;ied Larking.
= You woulde't ! snapped Gordon
(ray.
*Welt, we don't oet much sugar-—"
“You silly nss, Larkipg! How can youn have
muel out of a nweasly half-pound a week?™
demanded Monk. *Aund some of that has to
b kept baek for puddings, of eourse.”

“The puddings aie't our bizncy, dMobkey,”
gaid Carpenter. _ -

“They jolly well would be if you didn't get
them, though ™

“Enipe wis a polty Tunatic; but, all the
same, I don't see that they ought Lo crib our

sugar to put into the giddy puddings:™ said
Larking, scowling at Mobk.

1 Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

By Richard Randolph
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the stile, you koow—whistling ° Tip-
ery.l‘ FF

H-L“-Hd hdgﬂf?”

“ Probobly . waited & zgmd while—may
atill be waiting, for all T know,"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Snoop laughed, toe. He was aot wor-
ried about Mr. Lodgey and his unavail-
inir wait ; he was only immensely relieved
that his ten pounds had not to be paid
to that sporting gentleman.,

“I--T say, I—I suppose I—I ought to
thank vou!"™ he stammered.

“Don't mench, dear boy,” answered
Wibley. * This is jolly good practice for
me. 1 shall make this f: 1t the leading
part in tife farce, I think, and I can do
without Bunten I'll put you in, if you
like, Bnoop, as a fat-headec noodle back
inﬁ dead certs!”

Han, ha, ha!"”

“ And—and I—I haven’t lost my ten
pounds!” gasped Snoop. * Oh, I—I say,
1I'm joll ggia you did this! I—I'm jolly
glad! You can iuuixh as_much as you
like; I don't care. T'm jolly glad1”

= L] ] L] = -

Sidiey James Snoop looked much
brighter tha next day. .

The narrow escape of his ten pounds
had cured him of all desire to turn it into
a hundred by backing horscs. He was
only anxious now to keep it safe till he
should seo his father. .

“t's the last time,” he told Wally
Bunter. T wouldn’t go through thet
again for a thousand quids! You're &
blesaed spoofer. Bunter, and Wib's
another: but I don’t think any chap was
ever so jolly #lad to have been spoofed!”

Which was a very happy result of
Walle's Whegze.

(DON'T MISS *"HOSKINS

CHANCE !""—next Monday's grand
complete atory of Harry Wharton &

s o
e e e 5

g e e

It was not at all the usual thing for Frank
Monk to cemind anyone that he was the head-
master's son.  The posilion gave bhim ne
special privileges, and he had ne wish that it
should give him any. But this sort of thing
was & sur upen the man who was, after all,
his father as well as his headmaster, and be
rezented it.

“If vou or anyone olsc saya Lhat there's any
rotten waneling with the rations, or that
everyone doesn't zet his fair whack, Il
punich his =lly head ! said Maonk hotly.

“Lome  away, Carp!”  sneered Larking.
“We'd [orgotton that it was all in the family,
amit timt anything we sty may be used ns
evidenee acaiest gal”

“{Hh, dey up ™ oepid Carpenter pneasily.

1t often happencd thas Carpenter wes not
willing 10 go the whole way with Larking ;lim:l
Spipe.  Indeed, it was diztinetly a bad thing
for him that those two were his chums, DBut
that was bis affair: and presumably they
suited him better than more decent fellows

" Tre Micser Lismiry.— No. 570,
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“1f you mean anything at all, I should like
£0 know just what exactly you do mean,
Larking!” said Monk.

“Haven't 1 said it plafnly cnough for youl”

“Chuck it, old top!” Gordon Gay sald
“That confounded ead isn't worth taking any
notice of, you kpow ! ,

Monk took no notice of his chum.

“Now then, Larking !" he snorted.

Larking shufflcd his feet uneasily. Twenty
or thirty palrs of eyes were upon him. To
draw back was to show the white feather;
and, with all his faults, he was no coward.

But he did not want to go on. He had no
faith in his sccusations. They were hardly
that, indeed—cheap sneers, rather.

“I've pnothing moro to any!” he muttered.

“B?ut. you stick to what you aaid, I sup-
i:H:'EE. 18

“Yes, I do, then! You can't expect me to
kEnuckle under to you like that.”

*Monk ™

The call seemed to come from the School
House porch.

“Yes, Delaomere?" answered Frank Monk.

“Come here, will you?™

Monk gave Larking an angry glare, and
wont.

Baga looked at Goggs.

The simple Tace Johnny Gogps looked
more simple than ever, it that were possible,
But the lid of G*:-E%u left eye came down ever
g0 glightly, and Bags knew that if Monk
found Delamer: in the porch, or anywhere
near |t, the fact would he the merest acci
dent. For it was not the Ryleombe captain
wWho had called bMonk, thouph the voice bad
sounded to everyone unmistakabiy his,

pe came out at this moment. His hands
were pressed under his armpita, and his un-
rHegsant face was contorted with pain.

It was evident that Delamere's faith in Mr.
M‘ﬁ’ﬁ had been jusglﬂed.

*"What were ye after gettin®, Snipes®™ In-
quired Nicky D?Dunnell. ¢ b

“Three on each hand, the heast!” groaned
Snipe. “Ow! He did lay it on, too!

“Sarve you folly well right!” sald Wootton
major contemptuously.

"What for? What did I do?" hooted Snipe.

That elckening rot about the sugar—"

“But I never sald a word to Adams about
it! T pever mentioned—"
weiOb, come off ILt!" sald Carpenter roughly.

It wasn't five minutes before that you were
grouslng to us, you foabricator!”

“I know I was. That's another thing
altogether,” Anyone can grouse; lots of
fellowa do. Why, Gay said the other day
that the pudding wean't fit for plgs!™

“T belleve [ d14." admitted Snrdan Gay.
"Buot you needn't object to my hefnf a0 kind
as to grumble in your hltﬁreat.a_i Bnipe. Did
You like the pudding that dari

“No, [ didn't. -But what's that to do—"

- Did you think it was At for you to eat?”

No; bot—" :

“Q.E.D. No further argument on the pud-
ding question necessary. We will return to
our muttons—otherwise, the sugar subject.”

I've had enough of that subjectt Sni
mnarled. “If [ were to die pext minute, I?ﬁ
swear that I never sald that to Adama!
can believe me or not, as you like!™

“I don't lke!" sald Wootton minor frankly.

“You've told ton many of ‘em, Soipey,” re-
marked hia hrother.

“We all heard you.” sald Carpenter.

But Carpenter looked a trifle shaken In his
certainty.

Snips was nol by any means given to strict
adherence to the truth. But if he were Iyving
now he was acting his part well. He seemed
reall {udianant.rt !

“For my part.,” struek in Cogps
expectedly, "I helleve Snipe. e
farther. 1 am quite sure that Soipe never
apoke those words.”

II-E waa 3nipe’s &oic«e." eald ﬂnﬁdm Ill':a:qn "

OW can you sure, you silly chump?”
asked Carbor. % k

“Qui, oul! Zat is ze question, Moi, T could
make 8 path zat It wee £¢ volce of Snipe,”
sald Mont Blanc, the French junior.

“Oh, you sbut uvp, Froggy!
Suipe.

“(Goggles Is an ass, and, anyway, he doesn't
im Snlpey's volce as well as we do,” aald

At this moment Frank Monk came back,
looking out of. temper.

“You chaps all heard Delamere sing out to
me?” he gald.

There was g chorus of assent.

“Well, ho says he didn't. T found him at
last; but he waen't In the norch, and he

You

an-
Nay, I will go

muttered

hadn't heen near it, he said. Fome rotter's
plai'ring tricka!”

He [i]ami round. His eyes [ell upon the
face of Goggs; bub that face locked far too
simplg and innocent for its owner to bhe sus-
pected of auch a trick.

Monk looked at Bags next.
gaze readily enough,

“Have 1 & smut on my nos2t" he asked.

*“No, tathead !

“¥You looked at me ae if I might have,
that's all. I zhouldn't like to go in Lo classes
with A samut on my nose, you koow. Adams
geems a bit particular.”

“Breeer!™ prowled Monk., “Look here, I'm
haoped if I «don’t believe that one of ¥ou
new bounders is a ventrilogulat !

“That's iti" shrilled Hnipe. " That would
explain—" )

“Don't need any explanation in your case,”
s3id Wootton major. “Plain lying heecounts
for that. But it is a rum bizney that we
should all have heard Delamere’s volce, and
yet it shouldn't have heen Delamere,”

“He doesn't lie,” added Wootton minor.

“Are you a ventriloguist, Blount?" de-
manded Monk.

“I'm not,” answersd Bags at once. "Bub 1
should very likely say the same thing if I
was, you know. A chap doesn’t give away a
secret like that zo easily” '

“Are vou, Trickett "

“Oh, don't ask me!
plied Tricks.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

It wns & bold stroke on the part of
Tricks; but it paid, as a bold stroke so
often does.

The roar of Iaughter that greeted it showed
that most of those present regarded it as
an excellent joke.

And it really did seem absurd to suegest
that the meek and solemn Gogps counld
possibly have played such japes ag had been

jl!af.d.
Then Qoggs =poke.

“ At the moment when Monk was called,”
ne said, "he was about to bif—I believe
biff is the word—ii not, I am open to cor
rection—he was about, I say, to bifl Lark-
ing. If aoyone rrfhﬂd a trlek to prevent
the impending bifing of Larking, logic would
seem o suggest that the person who played
snch & trick objected to that biffing. L
should like to make it clear that no such
objection exists on my part. Thoogh not
strong or hig enough to biff—I do hope I
have the correet word—Larking myself, I
coitld see hinr biffed by anvone slse without
a single throb of pity or emotion. I desire
always to be candid and—er—plain—

“Well, you aré that!" =zald Gordon Gay
critically.

“Ha, ha. ha!"

ﬂuigin looked pained. He made an atiem
te pick up the broken thread of his speech.

Bags met his

Ask Goggles!™ re-

But what more he tried to say was drowned }

in howla of laughter.

The Fourth Ferm refused to take Goggs
serlonsly. As for cradltlnf 50 complete a
solemn @83 with a tnlent for ventriloguism
and a taste for joping, that would have
seeined to them ridiculous,

But Monk did not laugh. The bell went
just then; but as Larking moved away Monk
tapped him on the shoulder.

"I haven't settled with you yet, Lark-
1ﬂF!" he said grimlr.

*Oh. po and eat coke!™ snarled Llrking.

“What did you send DMonkey off for,
Gogglea? whispored Bags.

“I did not want & row between him and
Larking throngh me,” repiied Goggs. "It
was I who wvented the sugar complaint
ublicly: but I had no wish to hurt Monk's
eelings.™

“What about Larking's, though? Monkey

would have burt them.”
"I proposa befora long to do something
in the way of horting Larking's feelings
myself, my dear Bagshaw. I will confess
te your private ear that I hava no greal
affection for Larking.”

“Jolly lot of confeasing to my private
E?r_t.‘-_'l’ don't think! Why, you told everyore

lat!” :

“Did I, Bapshaw? Dear me, my excessive
candour will bring me Into trouble if I am
not moré prudemt! Do you think that he
thought that I really meant it#"

“Qure he did! Didn't you ace him scowli™

“Will he—er—assault me, my dear Bag-
shaw, do you think?”

“Not knowing, can't say, Goggles dear.
Buot I can tell you one thing—he will be Jolly
sorry for himsell if he does®
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Others were talking as they went Inm,

~It's dashed gqueer, by gad!™ said Lacy
to Carpenter. “Did Snipe—>"

“Oh, old Snipey’'s such a lar that his
denying it goes for nothing,” said Coarpenter

carclessiy.  “All the samg—" )

"Th&n{& Carpenter!™ hbreathed Snipe In
the car of his cropy. I sha'nm't forgeb
that 1"

For onec Snipe had been telling the truth.
Dut his fate was only another proof of the
correctness of the adage about the dog
with o bad namo,

Noft cven lis own choms belisved him.

(S e

A Lieking for Larking !

i ONK, my dear fellow!" said
Gogge, a3z the Fourth tramped
out of their Form-room, classes
over for the morning.

“Well?" anapped Frank Blonk, who had oot
yeb regained his nswal good temper.

“1 wish to ask your advice on a really
important aubject.

_ “0Oh, rats! I've no time to waste on you
just now."
“But it iz really [mportant—most im-

portant, my dear fcllow,” apid Gogza, In &
pained tone.

b ;Weﬂ. what Is {£]" demanded Monk, halt-
ng.

Gorden Gaoy and the two Wooltons and
Lane and Carboy all halted, too, and all
grinned. The contrast between the solema
and pedantic Gopggs and the impatient Monk,
yearning to pet ot Larking and call bim
to account, tickled them.

“It is about my grandmother,” sald Goggs.

“Oh, beil your grasdmether!™ returned
Monk crossly.

Gzoggs locked even more pained.

“But that.,” he said, "would not be agree-
able to my feelings—or, indeed, to hers.”
~"Well, don't boll her, then! Fry her
inatend! I don't care. Only don't worry
me ahout her”

And Monk passed on.

Goggs buttonholed Gordon Gay iunst as
he also was passing on; and the Woottona
and Carboy and Lane stayed to listen. Monk
went after Larking: but thera was no peed
for them to go with him, and they ex-
pected to get more entertainment ouwt of
Goggs than they were likely to get out
of o serap between Frank Monk and Larking.
They fancied that Larking would refuse to
fight, indeed,

“My dear Joy—"'

“Gay, il you please, Mogga!™

“0Oh, pardon me; my silly mistake. T am
always making them. Will you allow me
to point out, Joy—er—Ear, that it—I mean

Pay—that my name is—"

“Walker ™ put in Bags, grinning.

*No, not Walker—er—where was I7
*Blessed if T kKnow!™ replied Oordon Gay.
_ "0h, about my dear grandmother; I have
it now. 1 want your advice, Qar.”
“Proceed, Walker!”

“Not Walker—Coggs. It ie a homely name,
but my face i3 homely, so that there i3
about it a certain fitness. Must T apply to
the Head for permission before I write to my
Eran;imuther to ask her to come and live
ere?

“You're going to write and ask her, any-
wa},lil"

“Such is my Intention, my dear Gayful—
I should say Joyful.”

" No, you shouldn't!”

“¥ou think not? You regard it ns un-
necessary "

“I regard it as I:-Baat.l;[* cheek "

“Really, I fear that 1 fail to follow you™

“Calling me * Joyful," I mean."

“Oh! ow I understand. Bot that iz a
matter of nbm[ut-el{ no importance. ‘The
question iz whether T shall apply ¥

“We've heard all that, thanks. I shouldn't
bother, if I were you. As you have made
up ¥our mind to write and ask her in any
cass, what's the odds what the Head thinks?

“But T should deaire to consider his feel-
fngs, my deap——"

“If you say " Joyful " agxain I'IN slay vou!
Don't bother about the Head's feelings. 1
don't suppose he really has any, and T'm
jolly sure he wonr't bother about yours when
you're sent up to him.”

And Gordon Gay wrenched himaelf free and
passed om, followed by his grinping chums.

Gopgga turned to Bags.

“[ fear, my dear Bagshaw.” he sald, with
a heavy sigh, “that Gay is a person of hasty
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temper, not too plentifuilly  cndpwed with
Lhe shinipeg virtug of patience.  Bub never
mind that, MHe will learn to apprecinic me
in time, I bope., I will now go and write
to my pramdmother. If you wani me. You
Wil fipd me in the study which we ovcupy
Jointly withh Trickett ond Watera™

“Ha, hx, ha!' chorthel the dozén or 5o
Fourth-Formers who had waited long enough
to hear this speech.

“Blount, mon, dees fhat daft idiot realiy
think that he’ll be allowed to bhave bhis
granny here?” psked Donaldzon.

“You heard what he said,” answered Bags.

“Aud you conbd soa that e meant it
surcly?™ added Tricks.

“Bhe'll eome. too!™ said Wagtail.

“Weel, it licka o' that ever I heard
my Hfe! said the Scotz junior,

“It  fairly bangs  Bapagher!™  Nicky

gaid

in

O0'Donnell remarked.

“Groggs i3 a  corker,
Bargir.

And the trio followed Gordon Gay & Co.
L ean make out what you chaps gel
in & glly nss like that,” said Carker to Dags
and his chums. g

"No, 1 don't suppaze you ecam,” roplived
Lngs, who had already made up bis mingd
about Carker.

=0F nll the sily chumps about,
Goggs iz the biggest, there’s no doubt,™

snid Jazper Weird.

" Really, Weird, T do not in the least
agree with you,” said Tadpele. "I consider
Goggea an extremely niee fellow, with o trul
cloguent way of expressing himself. 1 wis
that be hod come into our study.”

I omy objections you should fowt,
And azk him there, [ shall go out.™

Weird said, scowling,

“Pardon me if 1 =ay that I shoulid not
sorrow  exceedingly for lhat, Weird,” an-
swored Tadpole, = Rlonnt, I think I will go
and reazon with our friend Uoggs. In the
SlmLi.lll'l:itI of his nature he eredits all that is
told him. But we, whoe are more experi-
eroed, know that the Howd wonld certainky
never consend to the installation of aged
female telatives as inmates here; and I think
that if iz our hounden duty to eet him right
on the subject.™

“Cut along, obd top!™ snid Rags.

f‘dﬁnd take your muzzle with yvou,™ Tricks
LHY [n

WATwzzle? T really do not groasp your mesn-
ing,™ rupl[nft Tudpoie,

“You'll want it if Goggs {3 to make you
lear anything he has to say; and he'll want
it if you're to make him hear anything., DBuot
mever muinmd,  Falk bhoth at onee, f xoo like,
and wse up ali the long words in the die. We
can get along with ihe short ones’’

Tadpole went off, ﬁ-omlcrjng that speech.
By the time he reached Xe. 3 it hegan 1o
dawn upon hime that Trickett might have
moant that both he and Goge: were rather
fomg-windel,

Lt Tadpole regarded that as a foolish
miztnke.

Bags, Tricks, Wagtail, and the rest pisand
out into the quad, They were jnst in time
o zee quitec o procezzion leaving the gates,

Mont LBlane dropped back te join them,

ey are going te fight,® =aid the French
jnmier, showing hiz teetl in on wide smile,
“ Larking, he hoave gerew uap his vt you eall
piucks, an' he vill ficht viz Monkey 1™

“More fool e, by pgod!™ said
EMonk's sure to Jick him 1™

“1 don't zce what clze he coulil 4o, Bags
zaid,  “Monk meant businesz, amd Larking
coulin't take it Iving down.™

“ Are you DBackine Larkine 7Y ashed Carker.

“XNo joily fear! 1 Lope Monk will Xnock
him inte a cocked hatl  Why should you
faney I wasz on the rotter’z zide 29

S ell, you're in libs dormitory.®

i That's no renzon ot all” Tricks =aid,
i ik k2, W2 8 renzon the other way.'”

wiell, Monkey won't gebt off without heing
hurt ' Carker said sullenly., * Larking's no
dufer, anyway ™

The fellaw: in fremt furned inlo o fiell
gereened by high hedge: amd pot overtooked
by any of the windows of the echool, When
Hags amd those with, him came vp Frank
Monk already had his jacket and walsteoat
off ; and Larking, plainfy in less haste, was
taking off his.

Gordon (Jay wae acting ne Monk's second,
and Carpenter seconded Larking. Wootton
major held the wateh,

* Before you fellows pile in.® s=aid Gay,
“I've & word or two to say. It won't stap
you, I puppose, hut it may show you that
you're sllly aszses to Aght.”

whatever,"”

Lucy.

#0F,
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CFHurey uwp s osay 6' snapped Mook,
# Rt it won't make any odds !

*Ib certainly won't!” suid Larking, wilh o
BAVALG sheeT. “3H0 your mny as well gave your
hreath, Gay, for you ean't save your dear pal
from Lhe Iiding lic's booked for!™

Gay looked hard at him, and breatbed bard
through his nose,

He hawd been going fo sngpest that o few
words of apology could settle the matter.

To Gay, sunny-tempered and good-natured,
it hardly seemed that whatl Larking bad snid
was worth lighting about., Xo one but Frank
Monk had taken it at all seriously; and the
ehtunces were that Larking had not meant it
sériouzly. It was the Kind of cheap sneer bhe
often indulged in.

But Gay had ne doubt whatever of his
chwm’s ahility to lick Larking; and now it
scemed to Lim that getting well licked might
do Larkmg good,

“On seeomd Lhoughts I'N :ay nothing ® he
eaild. Y Everybody's ready, Jack—at last!”

For Larking had his waistcoat off now,

“Pime ™ said Wootion major.

The combatants sdvanced towards one
another,

There was no marked disparity between
them in size, weight, or rem;ﬂ. But for all
that very few there had any doubt of the
result of the enconnter. Tarking might hove
held his own with Monk for a round or Lwo

with the gloves; but a combot with bare flsts
In deadly earnest needs greater courage Lhan
& mere hoxing contest.

Larking attacked hotly, Having made up
hiz mind to fight, he meant to put in all he
knew; and he was sure that his hest chance
was to go all out for a possible Lknock-out
blow and nn early decision.

; HEt e was met by a sure goard and & cool
residl,

Monk might be angry, but he was not so
angry as to lose hiz coolness.

He doidged or pul azide a dozen punches,
Then he saw bis chawee, and got In a kot
one on Larking's chin.

Larking staggered, and Monk followed up
his advantage by getling in with right and
left on hiz opponent’s chest,

Luarking went to earth with a erash. But
Hc wus up beiore Yoolton major bad counted

ve,

Monk met him, amnd drove nt hia body aeakn,
He knew that his enemy was not in Lhe best
of training, and that Lis hody was really more
vulnerahle than his face.

Hut Lurking eluded the punch, and landed
Monk o nasty one on the right ear. He was
showing hetier form tham even his chures
had expected , and the fall did not appear to
huve taken anything out of him.

For three ronmds e Treld his own, amd both
wers getling nicely marked,

Then Monk began to gpet on fop, and Lark-
ing had & warm time of it.

The ¥im had gone out of his pnoches, and
his poand waa feetile, Onee in the fonrth and
twire in the Afth he went {o grass: and anly
the eall of *Time ! saved him at the end of
the fifth.

The phucky fight he was putling up had
awakened some sympnbby for him,  Fellows
told noe another, a2 he came np to the
geratels For the sixth round, grogey and hat-
tered, but =il nodismared, that they had
not thorght Larking haed bad it im him.

But in fve zceomlz Tromn Lhe beginning of
the roumd be had completely lost all the srm.
pathy thus gained,

He it bis lips as he faced BMonk apain, ool
there was o lurbd, wicked gleam in his black
ityes,

Monk's fizt smobe hiz eheck. Monk pressed
closer., Larking's knee went up. and Monk
slaggered back with o cry of pain,

“Eoul!™ yelled o couple of zeore volees.

% on ead, Larking '™ roared] Gay,

“Foul if was!"" eaid Wootton major. " 1t's
yvour fight, Monkey, and—>
BNo! I'm going on!” protested Frank

Meomk, pale fo the lips, and in cvident pain
from ihat bruotal knee-jab in the stomach,
but nnwilling to have the fight ended thus.

% Come on, Lhen ' howled Larking.

Anid he tushed in at him.

“Let him alone!™ wvelled Monk, as hands
were ontstretehed 1o drag Larking Lack.

He faced hiz enemy, far from 6t vet o
rercw the bhatfle, but ready to go on [or all
that.

Larking dealt him a furious punch onder
the chin, and Monk swaved and fell.

But even as he fell Woolton major ealled
" Time 1

“0h, ves!™ sneered Larking, #It's folly
comvenient £o have the watch in the hands

of a pal, isn™f I£7%

A roar of resentment prected that sneer.l
(Contintied on page 16.)
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For Next Monday :
“HOSKINS' CHANCE ' ™
By Frank Richards,

Next Monday's magnificent complete story
of Greyfriurs School centres around Claude
Hosking, the long-hafrcd musicinn of  the
Shedl. Fired with ambition, Hoskins devolen
his energtes o the vomposition of a grand
mareh, with the dunl object of achieving
fame and forlone,  He leaves no stone un-
turned to further his ends, and his delightfal
habit of borrewing other people's Instrdments
cabges o great deal of fun and friction. The
great work—which Is to tuke the world hy
storm—is  ab  length completed; and the
recejtion it receives at the hands of a local
firm of music publ'shers chuscs vast amupse.
ment to everybody except Claude Hoaking!

—

BUNTER IN THE LIMELIGHT!

Billy Bunter looma very largely o the
picture just now. His early exploits at Grey-
friars  are appearing  in “Fenny
Popular,” published every Friday, and his
amazing masquérade at 3t. Jim's g being
graphlcaly  described, in  Martin  Clifford's
initnitable style, in the “Gem "™ Library.

Bunter, as a source of amusernent mnd
delight, Is simply inexhaustible. Sneak, spy,
and pormandiger though he is, he-makes a
peeuliar and irreshatible appest, He will
come back to Greyfriars, of course: for how
could the Remove possibly flourish withont
their Eurj:-e, porker?  But before this hap-
pens W. G, E. will meet with many mils-
adventures at 5. Jim's—which is no longer
the Areadia Bunter imagined it to be when
he first went thers,

The exploits of Bunter raised many a haarty
taugh in France when the world-war was in
progreze; and he is still as popular as ever
with the Tommies on the other side,

Those readers whoee complaint iz “not
emough Runter ” will find their necds admie-
ably supplicd in the currcnt issues af
the " Gem ™ and fhe “Penny Popular.™

AN AIRMAN'S EPITAPH,

Not a few of my readers are either in the
Royal Air Foree or keenly interested in
Hying, Jiminy K., a young afrman with a
talent for wverse and o keen senee of the
ridicolong, sends e the following mock
epitaph a8 a warning to younprsters who are
inclined to he over-adventurous during their
early braiming oz pilots:

“Here lie the hones of Joreph Jones,
An erstwhile gir-mechanic;

Who when in flight, tonk sudden Tright,
And fell into a panice.

The psun and pénr are huried here,
The wings are mtereed, alzo:

Alaa, ponr Jonez! Willh direat groons
We pole that he could fall so!

Oh, may hiz doom and humble tomb
Comvey a Limely wirming

Ty Lhose wha rize to sombre skles
Upon & misty morning.

Amd never try, when perched on high,
A paine of acrial pelo

Lest you he fonnd hepeath the mound
Where Jones is sleeping sole!”

[ hope all my readers whoo are aapirants
{l‘ir the coveled ~Winga ™ will take the
et !

ROTICES.

Correspondence. elc,, Wanted by—

Q. Gopdwin., Devonzhire Cottape, Crow.
thorne, TDerke—with rteaders  anywhere,
especinlly those Interested in film acting and
cinemmatlopraphy,

Miszs Eva Almond. 8, Myrile Grove, Low Fell,
Oateshead—with girl reader in Amerlea, 1314,

F. Wirty, 12, Tavistaock Place, Dloomshury,
W.C.1, wants members for correspondence
cluly, Amateur magazine, Stamped envelope.

YOUR EDITOR.
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Kat three fellows there had the least sym-
pathy teft for Larking. Bnipe and Carker,
pechipe—weong “uns bhoth,  Bubk coertainly not
Carpenter, who had the elements of deceney
in I|idm, nor Lacy, who was not guile wholly
aoead,

The hall-minute’s Dbrealhing-space  gave
Monk back biz vigour—or as much of it as
wns needed,  Gordon Gay fanmed him, and
the colour returned to his [ace,

“Time ! again. And once more the two puk
up their fiztz and advanced Qowards ohe
unother.

: “Look out for his knee, Monkey!™ shoubed
ane,

# 1 rather faney Loarking had best look ot
for Franky's fist ! said Carboy. " This will he
the bast round. . Ten fo one on if with anyone
who eares 1o take me on !

Bul no onc cared to do that.

And it was the lust rownd!

Larking wna shaken by the thought of what
he hoed done, and aflected by Lhe wave of
hostility the foul had arowsed. It was Lardly
remorze e felt ; but bhe did feel bitterly angry
with himself for his lapse into open foul play.

One puneh e got in; chen under his guard
Monk's Ieft smote with craghing force. On
the mark it took him, and e reeled over on
to his back, and lay with cloged eyes, dead
o the world for o few moment:,

“ Bight—nine—out ! connted Woott.m
major, " Huat you oughtn't Lo have gone on,
Frank.™

“rooyvou fhink T wanled to win on a foul 2™
shorled Mook,

Carpenter lifted Latkings head, He was
not pleased with his chum by any means, but
he would not desert him,

Yidive me op beamd, Bnipe,” he said. A
dnipe sullenly ﬂm_fmj.

— ——a

Smelling a Rat !

T EEL Dbether mow? asked Carpenter,
twenty minnle: or =0 later.

Latking had been smuggled in and

through the guad in the midst of a

erond, Hiz faee wos pretty badly marked.

Mouk also showed zigns of the ﬂgflt, hut Lo

nothing like the extent that bis opponent did,

Carpenter and Snipe had done what Lhey
pontld for their bepten and disgraced pal. Now
Corpenter felt inelined to elear oud.

at Larking had been heaten was nothing,
Any Fellow might be Leaten.

Hut he bad fowled in the most fingrant
rounner,  That did not matter much to Snipe;
Lot it did to Carpenter, :

“Yes, I fee] betier,” said Lorking, with a
groan. < It hurt:, of course; hut I Jdon’t
mind Lhat o much,. What I bare iz haviong Gy
face pulped Tike ihiz, and poing ahont loak.
g as if I'd had an argument with a gicddy
gorilla ™

“What I zhould miml, i T were yiou, wid

e something el=e,> sail Carpenter, slowly
and meaningly.
I know what yon  mesn, Bang  yoal?

snarled Loarking, = That wies an secident

“Jolly queer 2ott of acebdent, T must say!?

SWel, it might have bappened to anyone ™
rermuarked Bnipe.

Carpenter regarded him conbemplumsiy,

“ It might happen to you, Enipe,” he zoid,
“ It couldu’t to me!t”

“Look here, Carp,™ s=anl Larking, almost

ieadingly, o [ellow really deesn't quite

oow what I §z2 doinz when e peiz o
el powax as | Was in®

“Then a fellow onght to know=01 he anpglht
not to oget in such o wax.” !

“'m sorey. Iz that pood enowsgl for you?n

M, itE not my Lizney 1" replied Carpenter.

=You seemed to be making 6 vonr bizney '

EWell, ve:, Welve heen chuamy o long
Fime, and the oflier chaps are apl to jedoe o
fellow by the company he keepz.”

Coarpenter seemedd muuweh more determined
thar wagal, Bl e was wenk ab the fore,
aivil Bis rezolntion never Iasted bne.  Alreqdy
hiz pwn referenee to old friemdship had made
him fesl softer townnls Larking.

e vou e Lhat ¥on wand toocut me in
Fubure, Corpenter ™

SO0 eonrze [oclemy ', odd Tellow ! AT T meean
iz that L% no ol dellinge me you'ee sorry.,
185 Lo Monk von showlid 20y Lhat”

WA pmbdie apedogy—— Y, hane i all v

=Ty what T clos-at feast, 1 think T
wonld,  Aml vouw've o heap mare ek thae
i kawe, Lark.”

l.nrki!'.;.: proamal,  Ile Lk b more pride
Fhan Carpenler -prinde of fhe wrobz sorl, Le
afriEanl  prike flad ates o cwvn taclf o al
fanle.

“Well, it opecdn’t b oexaetly puhlic” con-
el Uarprepnter,

I wride b Teblow o Bine,” <add Barkinr,
Taiel Enipey sball tale @ te him™

D

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

He secawled a line or two, put the Fl:ﬂpEr in
an envelope, and winked at Snipe behind the
back of Carpenter as he handed it to him.

“ Yon needu't wait for an answer,” he eajd.
¥ There's the apology, The hounder ean take
it or leave it; It's no odds which to me.”

"1 say, Carpenter, don't ge!” Snipe said,
as Carpenter moved towardz the door, «'ve
aomething 1o zay to hoth you chaps when L
come back.™

Thiz happened to he troe, Dot (8 was alzo
true Lhat Snipe did not want Carpenter in
the corridor to see whether be went to Monk's
stidy, Hnpipe had ns strong an ohjection to
any apology 1o Monk as Larking had.

“ Right-ho!" said Carpenter, throwing him-
self into the armchair  Larking was sprawling
on the couch, nursing his foce. ; ;

mot another ward was spoken wntil Smipe
returped., Bub that was no long zpace of
time,

“AWhat did he spy?P psked Larking.

“ e prunted,” replisd Snipe.

“That'z ahout what I should have zeid,™
admitbed Carpevler.  *I'm nmobk o very
revengeful follow, bhub il woulid take me sodnd
time to ged really to love o chap who had
Kicked me in the tummy.*”

“fih, rub it in!"* sail Tarking hitterly.

“T don't want te rub it in. ['d glve zome-
thing that it should never have happened,
Lhat's all.” . .

Larking torned from him with an impatient
gesture, ;

“What §2 it vou've got to tell v, Snipey "
he asked.

“I'yve found out something,”
Enf|¥. hiz ferrety cyes agleam,

“You often find out things,” said Carpenter.
“Thut the lesz soid abouwt the way you And
them out the better !

Snipe scowled, :

=You seemt to he developing n Poriban oon-
seiepee, Carp!"” he sneered. <*It will be
hit of & novelly In thiz study. But I'm not
gire Lhal Lotk snd I will Omd i very eazy to
live with.”

“0h, stow that rot, and get om with the
waishins 1t sy l.:urfmnter rodighly.

2pipe went to the door, opened i, snd
peered out. )

“No need for that, You're inside?” gibed
Carpenter, “There Iz Carker, though, 1
suppaze by wazn't hanging roand?"

*Carker wouldn't matter o fat lotl replied
anipe. = It's tho:e new Dounderzs I'm guardd-
iE again=k.™

EWell, 1hey don™l sbrike me s fle sork 1o
Lister at keyholes. ™

“You mnever know,” said Snipe. Then,
lowering his voide to aimost w whisper, he
added : “One of those chaps is a ventrilo-
guist,™

iy, ratz ! anapped Larking.

“1 don™t know=I don’'t kpnow uid Cors
penter  slowly It would explain things
wlhith can't wery eazlly ke explained other-
Wize "

w1 son't bDelieve 0I7 perzisied  Larking,
EAnipe’s pok hold of Ehat varn we heard abous
that fat rotter at 5t. Jim's™

“¥es, I did think of that,” Snipe admitted.

=Well, Bupter, or whalever iz silly nome
iz, ian’L here,” objected Larking,

*xo. But the =ame zort of fhings==-more
ar lezz=are happeniog bere thal happened at
SE. Jimw'=; and it ain't 20 very far-fetehed to
Eaney they ean be explained in the same way,”
said Carpenter,

“Thal'z my notion!™ Spipe zaid eagerly
“ Lok Dhere, you fellows may nob bgave heard
about what happened to Gay and that crowd
vesferday on the way from the station.”

“1 should be pleased to hear Lhat thoy'd
all heen run over,” said Larking pleazantly.
“But they haven't, I know. Whut did
happen?”

HThere were Gay and Monk and thoze dwo
rolters of Woottons,” replisl Snipe.  “They
all helieve that they heard the voices of some
of the At Jim's fellow: from behind the
bedsres—Merry's and PPArey's and Grupdy’s
el several obfers.”

“And the St Jim's
Ehere 2" said Caepenter, “0 aayv, Liacke———

Silall oo jff, Carp?! Thes  recogEnized e
voices, Yol say, Fniper

e

SAml vour Tilea b+ Ehal 30 woas ane of those
fonr new omnders pelaiving Tl dashod vens
irilaaoi=t v

= Yer”

= How on eartl eoinhl e milale the voicez
“Eu!‘-lmpa he's never secp—uever evien begedd
of 7

Enipe was stagsered. 10e
fnmisted Dhead, gul his jaw fedl,

answered

Liaatders  weren'L

seratelhed lis

"Ilrlf-'r-[-r Flciiabit of (hat,” b sdmitled,
“Ie ix quecss Bautothat d=n't all. by long
gl 1

“hro on!  Anolher marc'znest or two, ol
topi®

“rhere's no mare’s-nest about thiz, T can
tell youw. IMd yon ever kEnow that Jellow
Weird to sling check at us as he «id lust
night—or az he seemed to do?”

‘L Heemed to be banged for a tale! He did!
And that reminds me that we haven't got
even with him vet for it, 'l warm him ap,
I promise Fouls

“ But ke didn't! e swears that, Someonc
elsd put the words into his mouoth, as you
might say. He only said zome rot alout that
silly ass of a Goggs; then ancther fellow

chipped in with all that shout you amd me

and Carp here, "
Larking and Carpenfer looked ot one
another, '

“Welrd's o potty lunatic, bt he isn't &
linr,” Carpenter said siowly.
“Them thers was thut
breakfast,™ said Snipe.

“1 shn:-uidn't I:I[em:rj;lre you as a pobly Tunatic,
old Lop—not as a rule.” sald Larking, with
malicions grin, % But youw're Che higgest lior
[ kmow! Carker's gob some talenf that way:
but ¥ou lick him hands down "

“¥ou're a very truthful ciap  yoursell,
aren't you '™ sneered Bmipe.  C1ve beard yodn
reel them ont by the dogen when it suibed
yoi.  But never tmind that., The point iz thal
I never spid a word about sugar Lo Adnms—
I'm not such a fool! Someone played i6 on
me, just nz someone plnyed il on Weird, anl
there's no other way of 2xplaining it."

“Joundz az i there were something in if,
Lark,” Carpenber said,

“Well, T don’t see what ohject Enipe can

sapgnr  bizpey Al

have v lying to us about §t,” Lurking
admitted reluctantly, :
 That's not all'™ wenl oan Spipe, i

trimmph, “Monk was called away by Dela-
mere, a: it was supposed ot the time, |
didn’t hear, not being there, Mot 1 stippose
you chiaps are sure it was Delnere’ s volee ™

“He says b wasn't—at least, Monkey says
Be eavs =07 answered Carpenier, “Hut T
contld have sworn to it my=eli.”

“Beems cerbain i wwsn't bis, thongh,

“Yeg, that does seem eertaiin”” Lackine
gabl, " But theres not & fot in it. Plenty of
fellows conld Imitake  IDelamere’s  voiee, |
should say.”

“But what wonld they do it for? Nal 1o
save vou Trom oo Diding.,  You aren’t o polly
popnlir gz all Lhat 17 speenrd Snipe.

It wasnt oany guestion of gaving me froan

a hidipz!" swapped  Lorkipe, with an wely
Ik,

“(Hr, T oumderstond Monkey waz just geodng
for yout"”

UIary upelt said Carpenter. CERIpEe TorEons
it was one of those foore. Wik why sisonhl ares
ane ol e wankb fo eall Monkey ol @2

“Thowt Ewosw,” replied Bnipe. 1N think
thiat out when I lave Eime, bol ivs i mbds
just pow., This 3 what malters, We live
fone enses where & venbriloguist—:xml o pritty
clever one—seems o bave been coneetied. e
all four cases those new chops were on Hoe
gCEne.”

"That'z
nodding.

“*Thoush Snipe does say it adeded Loarking
sneeringly.

- Bnipe let the speor nass,  Me wia nol
wanlby sensitive to mefleetions apme his want
of veracity from Larking.

1 shomled think it was Goges, anly Te's
altogether too s0ft,” he went o

"Ha, ha, hn!  Don'l mmke e Bush, sld
Beamn: it hiwecks iy montl,'" eafd Larkios, willi
4 OWTY frin.

tree  enowsh,"'  swid  Carpemtier,

fMelted Dbatter win't e iF with Gooos’
Carpenter said, “Can’t Twe Geaus, Pasz on,
Herlock '™

“Mizht be any of the ofler Lhree,” saild
BRI

HMBlount. or Frickett,  perliaps. Tarking
aaid Tt s, @F there is a0 voenbeilogueizt

wioaizs them, aleond which T'm nob o satislicd
ret. XNol Waters, [ funey.”

“Twan'd soe why not.” sabd Carpenter

“1I fancy it's eitlwr Blount or Trickeft.”
sereed Bnipe. CThevt e boath profty wide
Wae'll walelh them. Hewdn't bother phiont
Lanirmre or Walyrs™

Al anppose we ean eatel one ol 1Tuem
at it-=whna, then?” asked Carpenter.

“{Mr, mo good beipg oo buery o bdoon
alenid it? No pood ziving the fame away to
Giay amwd hiz crowd, anvhow.  Best to He
oo, ol see ow we oan turn it to one nwi
accoumt,” said Soipee,

“Asz your Tike " Corpepfer sald, rising ta oo

Carpenter lonnged ont,  Ewpipe closed the
ilowrr Beclifmd Trim.

{To be canlied )
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