


READERS’ LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME!

THE TERRIBLE THREE !

HIS, let me hasten to explain, has
no reference to thosze cheery
chaps, Tom Merry & Co., who
figure i1n OUr COMPANION PRpPETr.

the “Gem.” It'a simply the nom-de-

ﬁimu of three ardent readers of the

GXET. Now, these chaps are at
kggerheads with each other over the
question of who are the tallest men—

Scotsmen, Irishmen, or Englishmen,

I'm really anxious to see the ** Terrible

Three ¥ ail m and bright again, so

perbaps this information will do the

trick. The ave height of Scotsmen

is 5F. 8] ins ; Irishmen, 5ft. #ins. g

and Enghshmen, 5ft. 7{ins.  Let me

add, too—or perhaps there will be
another split in the camp—that Welsh-
men average 5 ft. 6fins,

—

“NOT WORTH HIS SALT!™

“How did this Fhra.&l:u come into
betng ¥” asks " John,” of Hampstead. It
came from the Bomane, whose soldiers
received a daily portion of zalt as part
of their pay. The word “salary”
cosmen frome the Latin “sal,”™ so it is
fairly casy to see how the expression
unot worth his salt ¥ originated.

JIMMY SILVER & CO.!

More than one reader has writien :ﬂ
this week asking for information abou¥
Jimmy Rilver & Co., who at oné time
fi d in the “Boy's Friend.  Surely

o Magnetites have seen Chgt pars

dealing with this subject before, in °

which' I have said that the * Popular ”
—+that's our eompsnion paper—is now
the only journal featuring these sturdy
chaps at kwood School, - Just now,
by the way, the “Top™ ‘is delightin,
its readers with extra-long yarns
Jimmy Silver & Co.; dealing with their
adventures out in the Wild and Woolly
West. Interested Magnetites should
make s note of this week's story,
“Lovell, the Love-lorn!" and give an
order for the “Popular” right away.
It's & Tuesday paper, you know.

CANADIAN LONDON !

A Magnetite who -has been lucky
enough to accompany his father on a
trip to Canada writes me a very five
letter deseribing hizs experiences, and
impressions of t country, and winds
up with the news that whilst London—
as we all know, of course—is a city on
the Thamesz, in Ontario they are content

e ju—
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to name one of their suburbe after it.
¥ felt rather wild about
it, although, really, there's ne reason to
ot waxy. I wonder ji he koows, by
way, that the Canadian Londges has

& Pall Mall, an Oxford Street, a Ficra-

dilly, a ide, ate,? 1 wondex if
ke kmows that two of their bridges are
named after ours, namely, Westminster
and Blackfriars. I hopé this informa-
tion won't make him more waxy. It's
rather e compliment to us, really, that
our Dominioni brothers should “name
their places after the famous landmarks
of the Mother Country.

CHIMNEY-STACES !
“Jt beats me,” writes “0ld Reader "

of H ire, “wh Ehimney-ﬁt-uim
don’t fall down, for they're exposed to
the full forece of the elements,” I, for
one, am ¥ that they don't “fall
down "1 i , though, a
well-built chimuney-stack

has a ver¥ deep
foundation, and it is possible for it
to sway from three to four inches in
& very high wind without any fear of
its falling. ¥ I may be facetious, I
would urge “0ld Reader " not to stand
gazing at every chimney-stack he secs
.m: to test the truth of the above,
or he may chance across & badly-bailt
stack and—well, I leave the rest to his
imagination.

NAUTICAL TERMS !

“ A Reader™ has just finished & sea
story full of navtical terms which he
did not understand, Here are some ﬁf-‘

&

them: *Avast,” “poop,” 1
“abeam,” *“scuppers,” ©port,” *star-
board,” “fore and aft,” to “weigh,”

“bowsprit.” They mean respectively:
Stop: the high deck at the stern; be-
hi the ship: at right-angles to the
keal; gutters at the side the ship;
the left side of the ship; the right side;
the direction from stem to stern; to get
up the anchor; the spar whivh projects
beyond the bow.

Next Monday's Programme :

“ BOLSOVER'S BROTHER 1™
By Frank Richards.

You'll enjoy this story of the Grey-
friars chums, for it desls with the
Bolsovers, as, of course, the title indi-
cates, and these two characters have
alwavs made a great appeal. Don't
miss this peach of a story, whatever you
do!

“7THE CURSE OF LHASA!™

I need not remind sou fellows that,
vou will be missing the treat of your
liver if you miss 2 single instalment
of this grand detective adventure serial.

- Next week’s instalment is mmore thrilling

than ifs predecessors,

“ KIDNAPPED BY PIRATES "
By Dicky Nugent.

And voung Dicky Nugent's story of
Jack Jolly & Co., the inimitable heroes
of 5t. Bam’s. is a “rib-tickler ” of Al
quality, You'll enjoy it, take it from
me.  Order your MagxeT early, chunms—
sgves dizappoiniment ! Cleerio!

YOT'R EDITOR.



£ a8 d.! When two of the biggest snobs at Greygfriors suddenly evince an overwhelming desire fo be friendly with
Trotter, the school page, that cheery gouth nearly collapzes with astonishment. Litlle does he know at the time
that it’s money Skinner and Billy Bunter are after, for Trotfer possesses hordly a béan. Yet money there is

coming ta Trofter, and Skinner and DBunter hope that they will cach bag a share of
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A Rollicking New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co., the cheery chums
at Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Where Is Bunter ?

= HARTON I”
W “Yes, air 1"
: “Where is Bunter?”

“Hem! I don't know, sir.”

Mr, Quelch frowned, ] _

All the Remove were in their
places, when Mr. Quelch came in to
take Lis class, with the solitary
exception of Billy Bunter.

Wl':liiam George Bunter, gencrally
conspicuous by his circumference,
was now conapicuous by his absence,

Mr. Quelch was himself a few
minutes late for class. He hid been
delayed by the headmaster speaking
to him in the corrider., Being the
soul of punctuality, Mr. Quelch was
annoyed. It had been impossible for
him, of course, to get away before his
chief had finished his remarks. Re-
marks from the Head, even on the
subject of the weather, had to be

listened to with attention and
respect.
But Mr. Quelch was annoyed when

he whisked into his Form-room. He
was otill more annoyed to find a
member of his Form absent.

His unpunctuality was no excuse
for Bunter's. Indeed, there was less
than the shadow of an excuse for the
Owl of the Remove, for had Bunter
arrived two or three minutes later he
would still have arrived before his
Form master. He was more than
two or three minutes late ! FPossibly
somebody had stopped Bunter to
speak to him in the paa.aigea, just as
-the Head had stopped Mr. Quelch.
But a junior of the Lower Fourth
could have +told an importunate
interlocutor to ring off, Mr. Quelch,

of . eourse, could not have told the
Head to ring off.
The Remove master frowned por-

tentously.
Wharton, as head boy of the
Lower Fourth, was asked where

Bunter was. Wharton did not know.
Head boy of a Form had many
duties that did not fall to the lot of
common-or-garden members of the
Form. But it really was not a head
boy's duty to shepherd his Form-
fellows into the Form-room when the
bell rang. Mr. Quelch’s frown, how-
ever, implied that the captain of the
Remove was to blame somehow,

“Bunter is not here!” said Mr,
Olue];nh. “Bunter is late | "I will not
allow unpunctuality in my Form,
Unpunctuality is a very serions
matter, Very serious indeed !”

1f silence gives consent the¢ Remove
agreed with their Form master. Not
a fellow made a sound.

Besides, unpunctuality really was
a serious matter when the unpunctual
fellow had to deal with a Form
master like Mr. Quelch. The Remove
master's expression hinted that it
was likely to be extremely serions, o
the present instance.

[£] ﬂdd !Jl

Peter Todd almest jumped, as Mr.
Queleh shot out his name like a
bullet.

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

“You are Bunter's study-mate.”

“Yes, air.”

“Do you know where he is®?

“No, sir.”

Mr. Quelch glanced at the Form-
room elock. ive minutes, which
ought to have been devoted to Roman
history,” had elapsed, unused and
unimproved.

After that lesson the whole Remove
would koow less of the reign of

Tiberius than they might bhave
known !
~ “Secandalous !”  ejaculated Mr.
Quelch.

That loss of knowledge of the reign
of Tiberius would not probably have
worried the Hemovites very much.
Indecd, had they missed the whole
lession . .they would have borme the
loss witlt fortitude. The most in-
quisitive fellow in the Remove was
not very curious to kmow what had
happened in Rome in the reign of
Til];erius‘ :

But they were there to learn and
Mr. Quelch was there to teach. BSeo
it was annoying, if not exactl
scandalous, that when Mr. Cuelch
had arrived to teach, William George
Bunter was not there to learn.

Absence is said to make the heart
grow fonder. It did not bave that
effect on Mr. Quelch, He grabbed a
cane from his desk.

“Does any boy present know where
Bunter iz to be found?”’ demanded
Mr. Quelch, with a glinting glance
over his class, i

Information wasz forthcoming at
onee,

Whether the Removites were keen
to put Mr. Quelch on the track .of
Billy Bunter, or whether they were
eager to prolong the delay before the

lesson began, was not clear. But
they umg;r,' all began to speak at
olnee.

Beb Cherry had seen Bunter in the
guad. Johnny Bull had seen him in
the passage. Frank Nugent had seén
him on 'the stairs. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh had seen him, as he put
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it in hLizs remarkable English, pro-
ceeding walkfully wmear the Sixth
Form green. Russell had seen I
going to his study. Vernon-Smith
had seen him coming away from it.
'fom Brown had seen him at the
school ghop. Skinner had scen him
at the notice-board. Snoop had seen
him reading a newspaper. Other
tellows had scen him in different
places at differemt times, and they
all told Mr. Quelch so—and told him
“all at onee. There was guite a chorus
of information on the subject of the
Owl of the Bemove.

¢ Qilence ! snapped Mr. Quelch.
“ Tlo not speak all at once "
“But I've seen him, sir—"
“ 4nd I saw him, sir——"

: inafigagf hinﬁ, ETE "-

“gilenee 1 hooted Mr. Quelch.

He strode to the door and tore it
open and glared into the passage.
No doubt he expected to see the
yotund figure of William George
Tunler rolling on its way to the
Form-room. ut, like Moses of old,
Mr. Quelch looked this way and that
and saw' no man,

"I.'r‘ﬁmn my word " ecjaculated Mr.
Gueleh.

A figure appeared round the corner
of the passage. Mr. Quelch took :
businesslike grip on hrs cane. . Bug
it was not Bunter; it wa.;. Trotter,
the page, on his way to perform some
of ]]:\isrg many dubies, Mr. Quelch
ealled to him.

“Trotter !

“Yessir I

“ Have vou gecn Master Bunter of
my Form "

o Hﬂ, gir.” .

“®ind him at once and send bhim fo
the Form-room.”

“Oh! Yesair."” .

Mr. Quelch whisked back into the
Temove-room, much to. the dis-
appointment of the Removites. They
hnﬂﬂlmpnd. that he would proceed in
grarch  of Bunter himself. TFive
minutes’ lose of Roman history was
good, but ten minutes would, of
course, have been better. But there
was no such luck for the Lower
Fourth. The lesson began. - Tiberius,
who had not been popular in Rome,
waa still less popular in the Bemove-
rooma at Greyfriars. But, like the
aticient Tlomane, the Removites had
to make the best of him.

Meanwhile, Trotter was looking for
Bunter- in his own way. His way
would not have commended itself to
My, Quelch. Trotter retired to a
window-seat in o deseited corridor
and drew a erumpled periodical from
under his waistcoat. For five minutes
Trotter pursued with enhanced in-
torest the thrilling career of Sweeney
Todd, the demon barber. Then, with
a sigh, Trotter returned his literature
to its hiding-place under his waist-
coat and ambled along to the
‘Remove-room and looked in.

Mr. Queleh spun round as the
Form-room door opened,

“You young rascal! Tow dare
¥l Ok, it is yom, Trotter!”
My, Quelch had supposed that it was
Bunter arriving at last, )
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“Oh, gir!” ejuculated Trotter.
“What did you say, sirp”

“I—I beg your parden, Trotter!
I—I suppozed it was Bunter entering.
Have you found Bunter?”

“I couldn’t see him anywhere, sir,”
saitd Trotter truthfully. Trotter was
a truthful lad. It was, indced, im-
possible for him to have scen Bunter
anywhere, as he had not looked.

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.
“Yery well! That will do,
Trotter.™

Trotter retired.

Mr. Queleh laid down hLis Look and
picked up his cane. Bunter wns more
than fen minutes late for class now
and the matter was not mercly
sericus—it was portentous.

“Wharton !

“Yes, sir 1"

“T shall trust you to keep order in
this Form-room while I am absent for
a few minutes.”

“Certainly, sir.”

And Mr. 5uelch, with a cane in his
hand, and a look on his face that
might have excited the envy of =»
gorgon, quitted theRemove-room to
look for Willism George Bunter.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bend Over, Bunter I
ILLY BUNTER was.sented on

an old caken bench, under a
shady elm in the quad. The
sun was shining down on the old
Greyiriars quadrangle, and ‘the grey
old buildings. Birds were singing
cheerily. Ffﬂﬂﬂj‘ clouds dotted a wide
expanse of blue sky. It was very
leasant in the old quad; and any
reyiriars fellow would have agreed
that it was more grateful and com-
forting to sit there under a shady elm
than to turn up in a Form-room for
classes.

Opinion on that point would have
been practically unanimous all
thrﬂu%h @Greyfriars.  Nevertheless,
the fellows had turned up for classes
in the Form-rooms, with the execp-
tion of Bunter. Only Bunter had
assumed the Fririlegc of being a law
unto himself that plessant June
morning.

Bunter was thinking.

This was quite an unaccustomed
proceeding on Bunter's part; and

rhaps accounted for the fact that
e had forgotten classes. Third
lesson had vanished from the memory
of W. G. Bunter.

- He had forgotten the Form-room,
and forgotten the Form master. He
was thinking, with a wrinkle in his

dgy brow, and a glimmer in the
Eit’la round eyese behind his  big
spectacles.

A “Drily Mail ¥ was open on his fat
knees. Bunter, apparently, had been
reading the newsepaper. That was
not surprising, in itself. Bunter was
not a reading man; but he preferred
a newspaper to a school book any
day, if he did read. The information
contained - therein was perhaps less
reliable, but it was a good deal more
exciting. Still, it was surprising
that anything in the . newspaper
should have interested Bunter fo such

a degree as to make him forget
classes.

It couldn’t have been the cricket
news. Bunter was not keen on gamés,
and he did not know or want to know
how the connties were getting on. It
was not the City page. nter's
father, was a stockbroker; but
William George never' troubled: to
lt:u;rk1 in the paper to sce how the
Hanky-Panky Tin Mines or the
Diddiem Trust were propressing. It
was, indeed, guite a puzele, that any
item jn the daily paper could have
eaused - Billy Bunter to forget time
and spade in this remarkable manner,

But it had happened.

Five or six times Bunter lhiad read
through a certain paragraph; and in
the intervals between cach reading he
reflected with a wrinkled brow.
Something in the daily paper had
given him “furiously to think,” as
the French eay.

S0 engrossed was the Owl of the
Remove between the mysterious para-
graph ‘and his reflectioms thereon,
that he did hot even look up when a
acholarly Egu;e appeared quite near
at ‘hend, apd two glinting gimlet eyes
were fixed upon him.

~ Mr. Quelch had spotted his missing
pupil at last,

With tong strides and whisking
gown, the Remove master came across
to Bunter, a baleful light in his eyes.
His grip on the cane was hard and
business-like.

" Must be the same!” Bunter was
muttering - aloud as his Form master
came up. “It's a common name, but
must be the same! Stands to reason !
Something to his advantage! That
means a fortune! A million pounds,
perhaps! My eye! Something to
my advantage, too! He, he, he!”

Bunter chuckled a fat chuckle,

“The surname's common enough;
but Theophilus! Can’t be a lot of
Theophilusea ! 1’11 jolly soon find out
if his front name’s Theophilus ! Only
got to ask him-—"

117 Bﬂ'ﬂtl’.‘r [:l:l-

The fat junior jumped.

Mr. Quelch heard the Owl's mut-
tered words as he came up, but they
were Greek to him., In fact, they
were worse than Greek; for Mr.
Quelch was quite at home with the
tongue of Sophocles and Euripiﬂer:,
while Bunter's remarks were gquite in-
comprehensible to him.

He was not interested in Bunter's
remarkable remarks, however. He
was interested in Bunter.

His sharp voice broke in upon the
Owl's mysterious musings, and
William George Bunter jumped up.

“0Oh 1 he ejaculated.

In an instant Bunter crumpled the
newspaper together, and jammed it
under his jacket.

Apparently his objeet was to con-
ceal 1t from view.

But a daily newspaper, recently
enlarged to twenty pages, ‘was not
concealed so easily as all that.

It bulged ont cenormously wunder
Bunter's jacket, which was rather
tight in any case, having a great deal
of ¢ircumference to sirround.

£ Eun.t'::.l. !?J

“Qh, yes, sir ! Bunter blinked at
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* Must be the same,’* muttered Billy Bunter, perusing the paragraph in the ** Dally Mall ** for the hundredth time. *' Stands
to reason ! It means & fortune ! A million pounds, perhaps ! He-he-he '"" * Bunter !'’" A stern volce smote upon
the tat junior’s ears, and he Jumped. ** Why are you not in the Form-room ? ** thundered Mr. Quelch. (See Chapler 2.)
Mr. Queleh. “I—T wasn't reading view, the beginning and the end of  Mr. Quelch stared at him blankly.
the © Daily Mail,’ sir.” all things? Yot Bunter had for- Bunter's answer, for once, was quite
“What ?* gotten c¢lass, just as if he thought it truthful. More than onec Billy

“I—I wasn't looking at an adver.
tisement, sir.”

“You utterly stupid boy! How
dore you tell me such untruths:?"
thundered Mr. Queleh.

“I—I—I * gtuttered Bunter.

“There is no harm in your reading
the paper, Bunter., But there is very
great harm in your perusing it in

lesson-time. Are you aware, Bunter,
that you should have been in your
Form-room a quarter of 'an hour

ago?” demanded Mr. Queleh, in a for-
midable voice,

“0h, lor' ¥

“Do not utter ridiculous cjacula-
tiong, Bunter ! How dare you remam
Lere reading a newspaper instead of
attending class &

“I—I forgot il

“You forgotl” J
QOueleh. He seemed petrified.
forgot c¢lasses, Bunter !

The statement scemed amazing to
Mr. Quelch. It almost indicated that
Bunter must be out of hizs mind.
Bunter was at Greyfriara to attend
classes.  Greyfriars, indeed, existed
for classcs to be attended there,
How could any fellow forget what
wag, from a Form-master's point of

exclaimed Mr.
[T YU'H-

was a thing that did not matter very
much !

“Are wyou in your right scnses,
Bunter 27 exelaimed Mr, (svu(-lch,
“(h dear! Yes, sir!”

“You davg to say that you forgot
class 2

“ Nunno, gir )" gasped Bunter. 1
—I mean to say I didn't forget, sir.”
Billy Bunter was willing to make any
statement, or to withdraw any state-
ment, to placate hiz Form-master,
Like the witness in the old story, he
was prepared toe swear, in a general

way, anything. Bunter was  an
accommodating  fellow in  such
matters,

"You did not forget®”

“Oh, no, sir! Not at all, siel”

gasped Bunter.
“Then you have deliberately stayed
out of class?”
“0Oh dear !
the sort !

“What do yeu mean, Bunter *”

“I—I—I mean—" gasped the
haplesa Owl.

“Well,” thunderedd Mr. Queleh,
“what do you mean#"

" [—I—I mean I--I- don't want to
be licked, siv]” gasped Bunter,

No, sir! Nothing of

Bunter had been punished for un-
truthfulness. But now that he gave
an absolutely truthful answer, his
Form-fnaster did not scem to be

pleascd.
“Upon my word !” cxclaimed Mr.
Queleh, “I—I believe you are the

most utterly obtuse boy in the school.

Bunter. I shall not waste further
words upon you. Bend over that
beneh 7

“Ow!"

“Do you hear me, Bunter®”
roarcd Mr. Quelch.

Certaiuly Bunter  heard  Mr.

Quelch; he could almost have been
heard at Friavdale.

But Bunter did not seem in a
liurry to obey. He blinked dismally
at his enraged Form master.

“J—I say, sir, I i

“Bend over that bench!”

“0Oh, lor'!"”

Billy Bunter bent over the benel
at last. He bent over it in trepida-
tion, in dire apprchension of what

wnx o come.
His apprehensions were  well
founded.

Mr. Quelch’s: cane swept up nnd
Tre Magser Lisranv.—XNo, 1,010.
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swept down. It landelt on Bunter's
ti{;ht troneers with a -resounding
whack.

g ‘i’nrmmhgmp

Whack! !

“Yoooop ! roared Bunter.
“ Whoooop !’

“Silence ! thundered the Hemove
master.

“ Y arocoo0a0o0o 1

“Jf you repeat that abeurd noise,
Bunter, I shall cane you againl
hooted Mr. Quelch. *Follow mel!™

“Ow! Wow-wow!” moaned Bunter,

He made a manful effort to eup-
press the absurd noises as he rolled
dismally after Mr, Quelch to the
House. )

Mr. Quelch whisked inio the porch,
with Bunter trailing dolorounsly after
him. He whisked into the Form-
room, and a byzz of voices died away
with startling suddenncss,  Billy
Bunter rolled in after him.

“Bunter!" 1
“Ow! Wow! I mean yes, sir.,”
“Drop that newspaper into the

waste-paper basket
“I—I want it, sir—"
“What
“0Oh, dear! I mean, may I cut
out the advertisement first, sird”

gasped Bunter.
¢ Remove fellows stared at
Bunter, Apparently it was interest

in some advertisement that had kept
Ihim late for classes, Had a bag
of tarts or a packet of toffee kept
kim late, it would not have been
surprising. But it was very surpris-
ing that he should have stayed out
on accomnt of an advertisement in a
taily newspaper, and still more sur-
prising that he should wventnre to
nrgue with Mr. Queleh, in that
gentleman’s present mood. That was
a proceeding comparcd with which
twisting a tiger's tail was a mild
form of amusement.

Mr. Quelch did not answer Bunter,
It appeared to him a time for actions,
not words. He gripped the back of
Bunter's collar and brought the cane
into play again.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“"Ow! Wow! Yarooop!
roared Bunter.

“Now drop that newspaper into
ihe waste-paper basket, Bunter.”

“Ow! ow! Ow!”
~ I'wenty pages of reading-matter
plamped intc the waste-paper basket.
Bunter did not Argue the matter
further. Even Bunter’s obtuse brain
realised that it was not a time for
argument.

“Now go to your place, Bunter IV

“Yow-ow-ow |V

“If you make another sound I shall
cane you!l”

Billy Bunter limped to his place.
He tried hard to suppress ihe sounds
of woe. But as he sat down on the
form he-jumped up again as if the
old ok was red-hot, and gave a
squeak of anguieh.

Mr. Queclch’s gimlet cyes glittered

Help

at him.,
“Buanfer! JI——"
“Oh dear! Yes, sir! Mum-mum-

may I stand up for the lesson, sir?”
eplutiered Bunter,
.Mr. Quelch stared at him for a

THe Muacxer Lisrary.—No. 1,010,

moment, and then his grim face
reldxed ‘into wsomething remotely
resembling . a smile. _
“You may stand, Bunter.”
And Buntér stood, and was still
at::mdinf' ‘when third lesson ter-
min 2t 1

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Mystery of the “ Dally Mall* 1
ARRY WHARTON & Co. eved
William  George' Bunter
rather curionsly once or
twice during third lesson.

Billy Bunter was, as a rule, one
of the least important members of
the Form, an his proceedings,
though of gieat interest to himself,
hnr:iﬂr ever intcrested anyone else.

But on this oceasion Bunter had
excited a little curiosity.

Had the Bounder eut clase, to sit
in the quad. reading a newspaper,
no one would have been surprised—
that would have been guite in keep-
ing with Herbert Vernon-Smith's
manners and customs. But BEilly
Bunter was not the fellow to rouse
hiz Form master’'s wrath if he could
help it.

Apparently Bunter had been so
deeply engrossed in something he had
discovered in the newspaper that he
had forgotten class. That was really
extraordinary. Many of the Remove
fellows wondered what on  earth
could have heen in the “IDaily Mail ™
that morning which was of such
entrancing interest. A good many
rlances turned om the waste-paper
basket, where Bunter's newspaper
reposed. Quile a number of the
TLower Fourth were curious fo look
at it.

When jhe lesson ended, and the
Remove left {heir places, Billy
Bunter stopped at the waste-paper

[ — R

basket. He blinked uneasily at the
Form master. A gimlet cye was upon
him.

“Please, sir, may I take my ncwe
paper?” squcaked Bunter.

“You may not!"”

“0Oh, really, sir—"

“Bilonce 1

Bunter rolled out of the Form-
room. In the corridor he expressed
his feelings by a discontented. grunt.
Some of the Removites gathered
round him. For once, Bunter was an
object of interest.

“Hallo, hallo, halle, old fat man I
exclaimed Bob Cherty, giving Bunter
a cheery slap on  the shoulder.
“What's the jolly old news this
time#"

* Yow.ow-ow !

“My hat! What's
now

Bunter backed away and rubbed
hir shoulder.

“You ass!
collar-bone.”

“But what's the news? Never mind
vour eollar-hone !

'-'YEI]‘.'I,:"

“What is it; Bunter?" asked Harry
Wharton.

“Nothing ! _

“"You elayed out of elass reading
the * Daily Mail,”” said Nugent.

the matter

You've bhuslcd my

“0Oh, ne? I haven’t secen the
* Daily Mail* this morning.”

“What!” roared Bob Cherry. "I
was a * Daily Mail’ you had in your
paw when fuelchy marched you in,
and you dropped it in the waste-
paper basket. It's there now! You
sald you wanted to oub out an
edvertisement.”

“I—I mean—-> _

_ “Well, what do you mean, you fat
imager” askedl Peter Todd., “Is
there some special advertisement of
jam-tarts at sale prices?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I was reading the—the cricket
news,” stammered Bunter. “I—I
wanted to see bhow Middlesex was
getting on. That was how [ came
to forget class.”

“You told Quelchy vou wanted an
advertisement——"

“Only pulling his leg, old chap. I
was really looking out the cricket.
You see, Surrcy being my county, I
wanted to see how Surrey had got
on.

“MNobody expects Bunter to tell the
truth,” remarked Bob Cherty, "but
whg’ is he lying now? Lces he do
it for fun#’ -

*QOh, really, Cherry.—-"

“I suppose fibs come easier to him
he's 80 uded to them,” remarked
Frank Nugent.

“0Oh, really, Nugent—"

“Why can’t you tell us what was
in the paper?” demanded Skinner.

“There was nothing in it,” said

Bunter—"“nothing special, I hap-
pened to'be looking at the news from
China, you know, and forgot
class——"

“Is China your ecounty?” asked
T'eter. Todd sarcastically.

“Yeés—I mean no, you ass!”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Well, we can easily pet another
“Daily Mail,'"” said  Skinner.
“There are six or seven delivered at
the echool every morning. Bunter
must have got hold of one of the
masters” paperse. We can do the
same.'”

Bunter looked alarmed.

“Look here, Skinner, you jolly well
leave the ‘ Daily Mail’® alone!” he
exclaimed. *“It's my wheeze, not
youra! I saw it first!™

“"Yon saw what?” exclaimed two or
three of the Removites.

“Oh, nothing !"
“Well, I'm{guiug
too,”  chuckl Skitner. “ Capper
takes the * Daily Mail," and I can pet
hold of it when he’s finished with it.”

Bunter grinned.

“You jolly well can’t " he said. “Tt
was Mr. Capper’s paper I had. Ho
left it on the bench under the olms.”

“ Hacker takes it, tno,” said Snoop.
“We can ask Mr. Hacker if he’s done
with his.”

“I say, you fellows, you play the
game ! exclaimed Bunfer warmly.
“You've no right to butt into this.”

“Into what?” yelled Bob.

“Nothiog.®

“What on earth was there in the
paper this morning?’ exclaimed
Harry Wharton, quite puzzled.

“Naothinw, old chap.. Nothingr at
all,” said Bunter. “Only the cricket
news from China—I mean, the report

to sce nothing,
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stared round in alarm,

Tap ! Trotter gave a startled jump, and the book he had been reading disappeared under his walstcoat in a twinkling. He
* Yes, mum ! ** he said mechanically. Bunter grinned.
said, reassuringly and ungrammatlcally. (See Chapler 4.)

““It's all right, Trotter, it’s only me ! ** he

e

of the ¢ivil war in Surrey—that is to
say, the—the—the—"

- “I'm going to ask Mr. Hacker for
his paper,” said Skinner, and he
walked away with Snoop.

* Look here, vou rotters 3

“Well, this beats Banagher!” re-
marked Micky Desmond. “I'm jolly
well going to sce that advertiscment,
too, whatever it was.”

“It wasn’t an advertisement,”
gasped Bunter. “It—it—it was the
political news I was reading when
Quelchy dropped on me, There's a
gpeech by Ramsay MacBaldwin——"

“Oh, my hat!”

“T—1 mean by Sir Winston Cham-
berlain " :

“Ha, ha, ha "

“If wou think there was an adver-
tisement about anybody we know at
Greyfriars, you're barking up the
wrong tree,” gasped Bunter. “There
was nothing of the kind. You can

take my word, I suppose.”
“My only hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “Aun  advertisement about

gomebody we know at QGreyfriars!
This is getting really interesting.”
¥The 1nterestiulness is terrific,”

“Who was it, Bunter?”

* Nobody I"" said the Owl of the Re-
move. “The actual fact is——"

“Let's hear the actual {act,”
chuckled Petpr Todd, as Bunter
paused, apparently for the purpose of
making up the actusl fact. “Go it!”

“The—the actual fact is, there's an
advertisement of—of furniture, on the
Grage system,” explained Bunter.
“I—I was reading 1t up, because I
was thinking of getting a new arm-
chair for the study. That was the
advertiscment I wanted. You Fn;-r
five pounds down, and g pound a
month, you know, and they send you
the little grey books—I—I mean, Lhey
gsend you the armehair——"

“And it's the richest in gream?”
asked Bob Cherry. * Amd it gives you
that Crushem feeling®"

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Will yvou tell us what was in the
paper, Bunter, you fat idiot?” asked
Souiff,

“I've told you, you silly ass. I was
thinking of getting a new carpet for
the study, on the Beecham's Pills
system—I mean——"

“Bump him!” said Harry Wharton,

“We might be able to bump the truth
out of him.”

" Good egel”

“ Beasts I

Billy Bunter ran for his life.

He left the Remove fellows
puzzled discussion. They were really
interested. now.  From Bunter’s re-
markable entanglement of fibs, . they
had learned that there had been an
wdvertisement in the “Daily Mail »
that morning, and that it referred to
someone they knew at Greyfriars. How
and why anybody at Greyiriars
School should be mentioned in an ad-
vertisement in the “ Daily Mail ¥ was
a deep mystery to the juniors, and
naturally they were keen to learn
more.

But there was nothing to be learned
from Billy Bunter, Bunter was pre-
pared to pile fib on fib, whopper on
whopper, like Pelion piled on Ossa.
But e was not prepared to give in-
formation if he could help it. What-
ever the mysterious secret was, Billy
'Buffn{'er intended to keep it to him-
egll.

Tae Magxer Lispany.—No. 1,010,
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The Lower Fourth fellows at Grey-
friava seldom, or never, loocked at
newspapers. If they ever looked, it
was only at the pages that gave
cricket news. But on this ial
morning there was quite a keen re
on the part of the Lower Fourth to
get hold of the “Daily Mail.” SBeveral
copies of that journal were delivered
at Greyfriars cvery morning. One,
which lad belonged first to Mr.

Capper, and then to Billy Bunter, had.

béen confiscated by the master of the
Remove. But there were others—and
quite b crowd of the juniors procecded
in search of those others, deeply inter-
ested in the mystery of the “Daily
Mail.”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Sirange Proceedings of William
George Bunter !

“ UNTER "
B »Oh1?
“Where are you

demanded Wingate of the Sixt

WF H'Em !H

“You young rascal!”

Billy Bunter was about to descend
the stairease which led to the regions
helow, where Mrs. Kebble, the House-
dame, reigned over her staff. Those
regions were, of course, barred to the
Greyfriars fellows. Neo junior or
senior was supposed to take any in-
terest in the kitchen, the pantry, or
the larder. Billy Bunter was pro-
bably the only fellow who was keenly
interested in those departments of the
Greyfriars cstablishment. If a pie
happened to be missing, it did mot
necd a Sherlock Holmes to trace 1t to
Study No. 7 in the Remove. _

S0 when Wingate of the Sixth
epotted Bunter about to descend the
servanis’ staircase, he called to him
at once. Wingate had his ashplant
under his arm, and he slipped it down
intg his hand, ready for use. ‘

Y %o you are after the 'gautr agaln,
you young cormoraut?’ he asked.

“Oh, no! Not at all, Wingate!”
gasped Bunfer. .

“Then where were you going?”

“I wasn’'t poing fo the poantry,
really, Wingate,” said Bunter. “I—
1—I—I never thought of it, really.”

“You were caned the other day for
sneaking o guddmg.”

“T never did it, Wingate. T mever
‘knew there was a pudding,” saud
Bunter. “I hope I'm not the fellow
to touch a pudding that doesn’t
belong to me. I never lovk it to my
study. You can ask Toddy—he's my

olug?”

study-mate, you know. He was there.

gt the time.”
“At  the
pudding £ )
“Nuono! At—at the time I didu’t
have it, T mean.” :
“ Bend over ! said Wingate.
“But—buf I really wasn't going o
the pantry this time,” wailled Bunter.
“Word of honour.”
~ “Then "what were you going down
forp”
“Only to—to—lo speak {o Trotter.”
“Trotter?”  repeated  Wingate,
“You're not allowed to go down to
the boot-room, and you know it.”
Tue Maigrer Lisratty.—No. 1,010,

time  you lhad the

" But—but—but Trotter's an aw-
fully decent chap, Wingafe,” urged
Bunter, “I'm no snob, yon know. I
don’t look down on him because he's
& boot-boy. I—I—TI like him.”

Wingate atared at William George
Bunter. If William Gecrge Bunter
was anything, he was a snob of the
firet water and given to making the
very most of accidenial advantages.
Bunter never came into coniact with
a servant without giving that servant
a powerful desire to kick him. In-
deed, it was only a due regard for the
value of his place that had prevented
Trotter from kicking Bunier many a
time and oft, and for the snme reason,
the housemaids did not box his fatb
CATS.

“'Well,” said Wingate, quite aston-
1shed, “and what did you want to
say to Trotters”

“J—I wanted to ask him—"

“For a pudding?”

“Nol!” gas unter. “I—T just
wanted to ask him his name.”

“What!” roared- Wingate.

“I—1 mean, his {hrigstian name™
stuttered Bunter.

“You were going down to ask
Trotter his Christian name?” asked
Wingate, almost dazedly.

“That's it,” said Bunter., “ Ouly
that, Wingate. I just wanted to know
if]l Eiﬂ name was Theophilus, that's
all.

“You—you—you wanted 1o ask
Trotter if his name was Theophilus !*
ejaculated the prefect, like a fellow in
& dream.

“Yes. No harm in that, Wingate.”

“And you expect me to believe a
yarn like that?” inguired the captain
of Greyfriars, in wonder.

“ Ye-e-ps.”

“Then you’ll be disgppointed. Mrs.
I{ebble has cumpla.inecf o lot of times

about your raiding e pantry,
Bunter, Bend over!”
“But, I—I say—"

“Bend over ! spnapped Wingat..
“Oh dear !
Whaek !

" Whooooop

“ Now cut off,” said Wingate, tuck-
ing the ashplant under his arm.
“Aud if I catch you hanging about
the servants' staircase again, I'll
give you six !

“Yow-ow-ow [

Billy Bunter cuf off dismally. He
rolled out of the House, wriggling
as he rolled Wingate lmg not,
whacked very hard, but Bunter had
had some that morming already. Un-
like lightning, the cane always
struck in the same place. DBunter
was fecling hurt,

And, amazing fo relate, Bunter had
for once been telling the truth. He
had not been guiug down to the
pantry. He had been on his way
to the boot-room. Extraordinary as
his explanation had sounded to Win-
gate’s ears, it was actually irue.
Bunter had been going to ask Trotter
whether his front name was Theo-
philus. Bunter had his reasons,
though certainly Wingate or any
other Greyfriars man was not likely
to guesz them.

Bunter stood in dismal thought in
the quad for some time. He was not,

[2r
:

as might have been supposed, think-
ing of the space of time that still
separated him from dinner. Generally,
after one meal, Bunter's thoughts
dwelt with anticipation upon the
next. But the matter on Billy
Bunter's mind at the present time
banished even the thought of dinner.

He rolled away at laat and circum-
navigated the school buildings, blink-
ing cautiously about him as he went.
8o exceedingly cautious was lis
manner that it drew at least a dozen
glances on him as he went. Fortu-
nately, however, no one was suffi-
ciently interested in Bunter fto do
more than glance at him.

Bunter stopped at a little window
which locked out on the kitchen
garden. There was not. muech sun-

shine at that window, but it was open
to let in what sunshine there was.
Bunter approached close, drew him-
self with gasping efforts up on the
8ill, and blinked into the boot-room.

Trotter was there.

The knife-machine was in the boot-
room, aund Trotier was busy at the
knife-machine. He was not, however,
cleaning knives., He was busy with
a periodicat which gave a thrillin
account “of a " ferocious barber o
olden time who “polished off” his
customers in a most unpleasant way.
Trotter was much more interested in
the Demon Barber than in the knife-
machine,

Tap!

Trotter gave a startled jump, and
the Demon Barber disappeared under
his waistecoat' in n twinkling, He
stared round in alarm.

“Yes, mum?” he said mechanically.

Buunted grinned.

“It’s all right, Trotter. It's only
me,” zaid the Owl of the Remove
reassuringly and ungrammatically.

Trotter stared at the window. He
had hbeen startled, and he did not
seem  pleased to see Bunter. He
glared at him. .

“Spying on a bloke!" he said aggres-
sively. ,

“Qh, really, Trotter—"*

“You ain't allowed ‘ere,” said
Trotter. “You know you ain't
allowed to come mnosing into the
boot-room. You clear off!”

“The fact is, Trotter—*"

“You clear off!” repeated Trotter.
“S'pose Mrs. Eebble steps in and

fin me talking with one of the
yuuufg ntlemen, She’ll say it was
my fault. You get away from that

winder, Master Bunter.”

“I've looked in as a friend, old
ohap,” said Bunter.

[19 hat:;lf

“Ag a pal,” said Bunter,

Trotter almost fell down.

If there was one fellow at Grey-
friars who made himself uppleasant
to the servants, and especially to
Trotter, that fellow was Bunter.
Bunter was convinced that he made
his own superiority clear by turning
up his fat little nose at fellows less
fortunately placed. Bunter really
liked to make Trotter feel that he
was only a menial, scarcely worthy to
walk on the same carth with
William George Bunter. So his state-
ment that he had looked in as a



PRIGE
MONDAY. THE MAGNET LIBRARY. TWOPENCE. v
friend and a pal was really astound- fat little nose, and he yelled and master of the Fifth Form, was
ing. It was not surprising that pgurgled horribly. discovered in Masters’ Common-
Trotter supposed that the Owl of the - Trotter grinned and shoved, room. Mr, Prout himself hod the
Remove was pulling his leg. Bump ! “Times” delivered to him at

“T mean it,” said Bunter, blinking  Bunter rolled off the window-sill and Greyfriars every morning. The
ik at the window at Trotter's
astonished face. “I like you, old
chap !”

“My eye!” said Trotter.

“I'm no snob,” said Bunter
brightly. “I "don’t despise you
because you're a low blighter,
Trotter.”

“Ho!" said Trotter.

“Qf course, you naturally wouldn’t
expect a fellow in my position’ to
touch you with a barge-pole, would
you, Trotter?” pursued the Owl of
the Remove amiﬂahl.j; “But I'm
going to take you up.

Trotter only atare£ :

“Have you seen the ‘ Daily Mail’
this morning, Trotter?” .

“No, I ain't,” said Trotter surlily.
“The likes of me ain't got time for
reading noospapers.” .

“You've got time {or reading
Sweeney Todd,” chuckled Bunter,

Trotter gave him a glare.

“Spying on a bloke at a winder!”
he sncered. ,

“Don't be huffy, old fellow,” said
Bunter. “I say, I wanted to ask you
something. Is your name Theophi-
fug#"

Trotter breathed hard.

As a matter of fact, Trotter's namo
was Theophilus, and he found that
imposing name a handicap. Fellow-
servants chipped him about it. Mrs,
Eebble thought. it was rather pre-
suming for a boot-boy to be named
Theophilus, Trotter would have pre-
ferred to be named Tom or Jack or
Dick. But his parents had bestowed
upon him the name of Theophilus,
and there it was, Trotter had to

stand it. But he did not like it, and
he was sore ot being freguently
chaffed about it. Chafil from his

fellow-gervants was bad enough, but
chaff from the sachoolboys on the same
subject was altogether too thick in
Trotter's opinion. And he had not
the slightest doubt that Billy Bunter
had found out, somchow, that hix
wame was Theophilus and had come
to the boot-room window {o chip him.

“Is it?” repeated Bunter cagerly.

“What business iz that of vourn®’
demanded Trotter hotly. “Can’t n
Iloke bLe named Theophilus without
vou butling in#" .

“Phen your name iz Theophilng®
exclnimed Bunter.

“Yew, it is. And well you knows
it, or you wouldn't v ‘ere chipping
9 bloke about 1t," said Trotter.
“You ain't got any right at that
winder, Musler Bunter, and if you're
in the way when T shoves a mop onf,
that's your {rouble, not mine.”

Trotier prasped o mop thal stood
in the eorner.

¥

“I—I sav, Trolier, old hean,”
rusped  Bunler, “l—— Ol Ow?
Yarooh!”

Trotter shoved 1he mop fhrough
Lhe window,

There was room to push it onl with-
ont fouching Dunter, had Trotter =o
desired.  But he did not #o desive,

The mop, which was wel and not
clean, Tanded fairly on Billy Bunier's

landed on the earth below. His yell
rang far and wide.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Trotter.

“Yarcooh! Occooch! Oh! Ow!
You low beast!” roarcd Bunter,
scrambling to his feet. * You—you
hooligan! I'll report this!”

“Report away and be blowed fo
you!” anorted Trotter. “You leave
a bloke alone to do his work!”

“Groogh! I—I mean, I won't
report you, old chap——"

lam !

Trotter closed the window hard and
returned to the knife-machine., Billy
Bunter dabbed his fat face with hia
pocket-handkerchicf and sniffed ond
sneczed and  snorted.  Finally he
rolled away.

For reasons—mysferious remsons—
of his own, William George Bunter
desired fo cultivate the friendship of
Theophilus Trotter, page and boot
boy. But obviously the present time
was not an auspicious onc for ihe
cultivation of friendship. Hilly
Bunter rolled away to get a wash,
which he necded badly.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Still a Mystery !
i I F you please, sir—"

Skinner's manner was very
respectful as he addressed Mo,
Hacker, the master of the Shell.
Three or four jJumiors were with
Skinner, and they all Ilooked a=
respectful and deferential as they
could. But Mr. Hacker, master of
the Shell, was rather a- shori-tem-
pered gentleman.  He cut the polite
and reapectiul Skinner short at once.

“Well, what is it ?”

“If vou please, gir, if you've done
with your * Daily Mail,' sir--- "

“What, what?” soapped  Mr.
Hacker. '

“There's an ndvertisement of —of
cricket bats, sir, T'd like to see in
the paper, if you'd be =0 kind as o
lend it fo me,” said Skinner,

0! Cerfainly I have done with
my morning paper, Skinued, and I
showld be pleased o let  you hawve
i, snid My, Hacker more graciously.

“Thank yon, sir.”

“Only T have alveady lenl 1l {o

“Times * was & newspaper more iu
keeping with the portly Mr. Prout’s
onderous style. Still, he never
ailed to borrow the "Daily Mail”
from Mr. Gap};cr or Mr. Hacker.
He preferred the " Times” to leave.
on his study table or in the Common-
room, and the " Mail ¥ for purposes
of perusal. Still, as he was 1n
Masters’ Room now, Skinner hoped
that hie had finished with the * Mail.”
When Mr, Prout fook a newspaper
inte the Common-room with him, 1t
wag the " Times.” .

The Fifth Form master's ponderous
voice was heard ns the llemovifes
looked in at the door. He was laying
tlown the law to Mr. Wizgins, of the
Third, and M. Charpentier, the
Freuch master. Mr. Prout always
was laying down the law to some-
body.

He glanced round irritably as
Skinner & (o. appeared in the door-
WAY.

“What de¢ you Tower boys want
here ?” sndpped Mr. Prout.

“If you please, siv—-"" Dbegan
Skinner.

“Ia it o messnge*”

“No, sir: but—-"

“Then go away at once

* Yen, gir; bhut—"

“1 disapprove of Lower boys Lang-
ing about the possages,” said Mr.
Prout. I have told Mr. Quelch so.
I shall mention it to him again.
Kindly retire this moment, Skinuner.”

“If you've done, sir——-"

“What " hooted Mr. Prout.

“I mean. if you've «done with the
‘ Daily Mail,” sir———"

“Hnz Mr. Hacker sent you to ask
me for his newspaper*”

i Hl:h .El.il". ik

“Then go!” boomaed Mr. I'rout.
“Bless my soul! The pertinacity
and impertinence of these Lower boys
are amaging. I ahall cectainly re-
port this {o Mr. Queleh.”

Skinner & Co. retired, still newa-
paperless. Out of sight of Mr. Prout,
Haroh! Skinner shook his fist ot the
toor of Masters' Common-room.

“Fat old frump!” he ejaculated.

“Blessed old  image!”  agreed
=100,

(Conlinued on the nexl page.)

1%

Mr. Prout.”
00
“Poasiblvy A r.

Prout will 1et you

have il when he is

finished,” said 1he
maater of the

Rhell, and he wenld

into hiz study,

leaving Skinner &

Co. in the eorri- I'ucked Freeand Carriage Pald on 15

dor, looking |JTrak 1

; . : It you keep the cyele the

rather blank, VCry casy monthly Instaiments, My 28
“Liet’s try

Prouly."” =mnid protects

oo,
“Comae
wanl Skinnier.

Me. Tront,

T

the

Fﬂﬂ g

A HIGH-GRADE
BRITISH BICYCLE
WITH FREE GIFT OF LAMP

1 réturn your inoncy in full If disantiafled.

YCATa
experience apd reputation for stralght deallng

| SEND
YOU-

D BELL. [0
ays' Frec 1\n
i

lance s pavable 'Iq

you,




10LONG _COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

“I say, Gosling takes the “Daily
Mail,” ” suggested Biott. “Let's go
and draw ling.”

“Let’s " agreed Skinner,

Ekiqner &' Co. leit the House, and
roceeded to Gosling’s lodge. They
ound William Gosling, the sancient
rter of @Greyfriars School, sunning
1imself at his little window, Godling
eyed them with disfavour. Gosling
regarded all boys with disfavour, his
opinion being that most of them
ought to have been .*drownded;” as
he called it, at birth. And he re-
garded Skinner & Co. with more dis-
favour than any other members of the
Lower School.

“Good-morning,
Skinner agreeably,

Grynt,; irom Gosling.

*Did you get your: * Dajly Mail'
this ‘morning, Gosling?”

Gosling I said

Grunt !
“I'd like to see the * Daily Mail’
to-day, (osling,” said Skinner.

“There’'s an advertizsement of cricket
batas I want to see.”

"I dessay the noosagent hasn't
gold out,” said Gosling.

“Can't cut down to
before tiffin,” sald Skiuner.
chap see-your paper, Gosling.”

runt ! '

“Look here, I'H give you the penny
for it,” said Skmner.

Grunt !

“I'll make it twopence.”

Gosling éyed Skinner. As he had
finished his morning paper—and, in-
deed, ueed part of it to make spills
for his pipe, he lLad mno objection
to parting with it—or what waa left
of it—at a hundred per cent profit.
But he did not intend to take the
trouble of shifting out of his com-
fortable chair for nothing. He held
a8 horny hand from the open window.

Reluctantly, Skinner placed two
pennies in it, Skinner disliked part-
ing with money, even coppers. He
inwardly resolved to take it out of
Bunter’s. fat earcass if there proved
to be nothing of interest in the paper,
after all.

Qosling Tore, pitked up his “ Daily
Mail,” and handed it out to Skinner.

“I say, there's a leaf gome!” ex-
claitmed Skinner, ‘ _

“That's all right,” said Gosling.
“The advertisement of cricket bats
iz on the second page—that's there
all right.”

Skinner grunted.

Snoop and Stott prinned, Skinuer
wids not intereated in Messrs. Gum-
mage's advertisement of a cheap line
in cricket bats,

“Well, I dare say it’s here, any-
how,” =said Bkinner, as he walked
away with hia friends. *Sit down
here, and take a few leaves each,
and go right through it, and "we'll
goon find out what it was Bunter
ﬁﬂ.w-"

“Right-ho I*

The three juniors sat in a row
on an old bench under the elms,

Friardale

divided the paper into sectioms, and
proceeded to- search through the
eolumns,

Thete were plenty of advertise-
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ments, and they had plenty %o do.
Buf, ‘after.a long and. wearisome in-
vestigation, they had found nothing
of interest. Yet it was obvious, from

what Bunter had let out, that there

wag an uﬂvﬁ:&mmeut in that morn-
ing's paper referring to some person
ljeaideﬁ at 'Hr_ﬁjrﬁ-iﬂgrﬂ, i

“Must be on the missing leaf !”
growled Skinner. “What the merry
thump ean it have been?”

*There's Bunter—ask him !”

“Lot of good asking that Iying
worm {" growled Skinmer. "8till, we
may a3 well, Here, Bunter!”

'ﬂi{l‘li{-ﬂuute:- had washed the traces
of Trotter's mop from his plump
countenance, and he was rolling in
the gquad mow, thinking of  dinner.
He h'ilink,ed at Skinmer & Co. through
hig big spectacles, and gave a atart
as e yaw the “Daily Mail ”, in their
hands.

. “I say, you fellows, have you found
it?” he ejaculated.

“Found what?” asked Stotth.

“Oh, .mothing,” said
hastily.

“We know 'it's on page three or
four,” =said Skinher. Pages three
and four econstituted the missing leaf
of Gosling's paper.

“'Tain’t I” exclaimed Bunter
once, in a great hurry, * No good you
fellows ' looking in the * Personal’
column ; it's not there.”

Skinner chuckled.

“So it’s in the ° Personal * column,
is it?" he said,

“No, you ass!
you it isn't.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to
cackle at! Besides, it was my find,”
daid Bunter hotly. “I'm pgoing to
take him up and take him under my
plrﬁli:actii:rn. and see that he gets his
nE “:IJ

wf Eh?l‘l

4 Wh“-t ?-”

&1 'w’hu?ll

Bunteér blinked at them. Those
amazed. ejaculations proved that they
had not, after all, seen the mys-
terious paragraph in the * Personal ”
column of the * Daily Mail.”

The Owl of the Remove grinned.

“0Oh. nothing ! he said, and he
rolled away.

Skinner & Co. exchanged gllam:e:a.

“It's something in the ° Personal’
column,” eaild Skinner. “That's on
the missing page. That idiot Gosling
was bound to lose the page we want,
Took here, one of us can cut down

Bunter

T've just told

to Friardale on a bike after dinner

and get a © Daily Mail." It won't
take wms long to find out what’s in
the * Personal ' column when we see
it. You can go, Snoopey.”

“I've got to see a chap after
tiffin."”

“ Well, you can go, Stott.”

“I've got to mend a puneture.”

Skioner scowled.

“Well, if T jolly well have to go
I jolly well won’t show you the
blessed paper when I get it!” he
snapped.

And as the dinner bell rang just
then Skinner & Co. joined the rest
of the Remove going in to tifin. A
good many of the Removites were

at:

discussing Bunter and his mysterious
proceedimgs; bt Skinner notéd that
tn: gﬂe‘ﬂecmfd t-:a_'h;'.r_e fnu'tt-i":l the clue
& mYs . arently no one
had sum{adﬁr in gI;Eting h{:ﬂd of a
“ Daily Mail,” . '
But there was no doubt that there
was a very considerable interést in
the matter ‘among the Removites.
According to Bunter, there had beén
an advertisement in the paper con-
cerning some person . redident at
Greyfriars School, and everybody
wanted to know ‘who that person was
and what _it all meant, anyhow. Why
Bunter should want to keep it secret
was so mysterious that fellows could
not help being interested. The fat
junior evidently had a reason, but
his reason was very difficnlt to gless,
It was a hal-holiday that after-
noon, and after dinner Harry Whar-
ton. & Co., at least, dismissed the
matter from their minda. They were
thinking of cricket., The Hemove
were playing the Shell that afternoon,
and .Bunter and all his works dis-
appeared from the remembrance of
the Famous Five. But Skinner, more
curious than -ever, wheeled out his
bicyele and lled down to Friar-
dale to the newsagent's—to make the
interesting -discovery there that the
“ Daily -Mail ” ‘was sold out, And
Skinner, with feelings that could
hardly have been expressed in words,
but obstinately determined mot to be
beaten, rode away to Courtfield town,
still in duest of the “Daily Mail.”

— rmaz

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Important !

“P ETER, old chap.”

id Hﬂ.ll

“0h, really, Peter——"

5 ‘l‘lﬂn 1 repeated Peter Todd chece-
1 P

” %-ﬂu silly ass!” hooted Bunier.
“You don't .tknnw vet whalt I waa

ing to say!”

E&PEEH Todzil chuckled.

“It's never very difficult to guess,
old fat bean. Your postal-order
hasn't ‘come vet and you want o little
loan—anything from a bob to a quid,
according to the fatheadodness of the
lender, hat "

“The fact is—"

“Dear man, I know the fact in
advance ! Bave r breath. Besides,
I've got to get down 1o the cricket,”

“I've got a friend coming 1o
tea ”

“0Oh, my hat! You've asked some-
body to a feed?”

“Yes, old chap.”

“And you want me to stand the
foed ?

“I happen to he shorl of money,”
said Bunter, with dignitj'. “"But I
don't think that sordild details like
that, Peter, ought o matter hetwoen

friends.”
“Not at all,” agreed Peter Todd,
“Between friends—we're friends, I

suppose !

* Certainly, old fellow.”

“Then, between friends .like us
it's immatlerial whe squares for {he
epread.”

“That's just it!" said Banter
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* sald Bunter.

sala

** Skinner don't belong to this study.

(See Chapler 10.)

" What the thump do you want, Skinner ? *
Skinner airily. ** How are you, Trotter, old chap # ** The sehool page almost fell down at Skinner’s [rlendly greeting.

Trotter coloured uncomfortably as Skinner entered the study. *‘ I'd betier go now, sir,” he said hurﬂadlf. 7 Hu,dun't.
st

** Oh, looked in,"

eagerly. "Quite immaterial! That's

thc way to look at it, Pcter.”

“Right as rain!" assented Peter
Todd. “Let it go at that! It will
be rather a new departure in this
study, but T'm sure I don’t mind.
You squarc for the feed.”

11 Eh Pk

“And I'll do it justice, I ?rnmise
vou that!” said Deter solcmnly.
" Rely on me for that, Bunter.”

The Ow!l of the Ilemove blinked at
him,

“Yon—vyou don't seem to catch on,

Peter. You see, I've been dis-
appeinted about a postal-order. I'm
stony I

“1 see,” agreed Peter. “It's

immaterial who squares for the feed
so lorig as you don’t. Is that it?”

“ Well, you see——"

“I sce—quite ! Good-bye ™

“Don’t hurry away when a fellow's
talking to you, Toddy. You see, I'm
in rather a fix. I've got a rather
special guest coming.”

% Lot him come ! said Peter. "Let
e all come! Is it a Hemove man,
by the way? If so, ke will know that
he will have to stand the feast him-
self—the whole Form knows your
manners and customs by this time.”

“It's mot o« Roemove man,” sihid
Bunter.

“If you've asked a fellow out of
another Form, old fat man, you want
to be careful.” said Peter, shaking
hiz head. “He may cut up rusty
when you try to stick him."

"It's not a fellow out of am}t,'lier
Form."

1’eter Todd, who was turning to the
door with his bat under his arm,
turned back in surprise.

“Not a fellow out of another Form !
You've got. a visitor from outside the
school 2%

“Nao!" said Bunter. _

“Then what the thump do you
mean? I suppose you haven't got a
master coming to tea in this study ?”

“Cateh me wasting good tutk on a
master ! said Billy Bunter disdain-
fully. “Not quite such 2 mug as
that 1™ _

“Blessed if I can make you out!”
snid Peter Todd, guite puzzled. “It
isn't a Greyfrinrs man or a Grey-
friars master or a stranger from afar,
Who the merry dickens is it, then?”

“Trotter."

Peter Todd jumped.

“Trotter! The page?

“Yea” _

“Wandering in your mind or trying

to pull my leg, you fat imnge?”
asked Toddy. 'FT-‘.}I.I know jolly well

vou can't-have Trottet to tea in a

.gludy even if you wanted him, which

you certainly don’t !

“I hope you're not a snob, Peter,”
said Bunter loftily,

_“1 hope not,” agreed Toddy. “ But
you are—horrid! TYou've always
made yourself beastly unpleasant to
Trotter beeause he can't tell you
what he thinks of you. _ﬁ:’tl{' ast
woek I kicked you for calling him a
lont! You remember?”

“It's different now, 'since I saw that
paragraph—I  mean—"  Bunfter
stammered.

“What paragraph?”

“Nothing ! I—I1 wonder what made
nie SaY %]mt 7  stuttered Bunter,
“Nothing of the kind., There was
nothing about Trotter in the paper,
FPeter.”

“1 know there wasn’t, you fat ass!
They don’t report the stunts of boot-
boys in the Society Column, that I
know of. What are you burbling
about #*

“The fact is, Peter, I'm taking
Trotter up.”
£ 0Oh, my hat !’
“He's 1n a lowly position,” said
Tue MacxEr Lipminr.—No. 1,010,
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Bunter, “Poor but honest and all

ithat. Why should we despise him?”
“No reason at all, unless we're

silly snobs that want kicking.”

“Well, then, I'm taking him up.
I'm going 1o take him under my pro-
tection. I'm guing to see that. he
wets his rights.”

“Doesn’t he get them already?”
asked Peter blankly., “Mean to say
that the house-dame doesn’t pay his
wages ?”

“Nunno! I mean

“Oh, you mecan
vou #* asked Peter, :

“Yes, you ass. I—I mean—that is
—-in fact, I'm taking him up,” said
Bunter. “It will 'do him good to
associate with a gentleman.”

“I'm not teaing with him, if that's
what you mnank." ; i

“I was 8 ing of myseli.”

“You genﬁily Eare. But who's the
gentleman you mentioned 27

“Me ! roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Look here, you beas o

“So you're taking ‘Trotier up and
riving him @& chance to associate
with a gentleman. Better tell him
x0. He mayn't know ho's associating
with a gentleman unless you tell him,
He may judge 'E:Er appearanecs,’

“You cheeky idiot !” reared Bunter.
“] don’t want any of your rotten
jokes, Toddy ! I want—"

“I know what you want,” prinned
Toddy. “You want some of my rotten
pocket-money. You've spun me this
idiotic yarn about having Trotter to
toa HE]

“'"Tain’t a yarn!” howled Bunter
angrily. “I'm really having him fo
tea. The only difficulty is that there
isn't any tea, so far.”

“Only ! chuckled Toddy. "I
should call that a big difficulty my-
gelf, Perhaps he will be satisfied
with gentlemanly associations, and
won't want any tea.”

“Look here, Toddy, lend me ten
hob——""

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“I can make five do—"

“You really mean that you're
gﬂi!lﬁ to chuck wp your mno-class
snobbery, and treat that kid Trotter
civilly #* asked Peter.

“Yeas, old chap.”

“Well, if you mean that, IT'd lend
vou my last copper for such a
purpose,” said Peter Todd.

“That's right, Peter, old chap,”
said Bunter affectionately. “I knew
I could rely on a real pal.”

Peter Todd ran his hands. throupgh
his pockets, Bunter watching him
cagerly. Peter’s hand eame out with
a coin in it.

“There vou are, old fat bean,” he
sald, tossing the coin to Bunter.

The fat junior caught it and stared
ab it. '

“I—I zay,
renny !V

1] EI-&Et]}r-"

“Io you think T can stand a feed
with a ha'penny?” howled Bunter.
*Look here, you said i

“T gaid I'd lend you my Iast
copper.  That's my last copper.
Good-bye 1™

Tae Macxer Lmrary.—No. 1,010,

something,

do

Peter, thal’s a ha'-

And Peter fook up his bat again
and Jeft the study.

““Beast ! roared Bunter.

Peter. Todd chuckled as he went
down the Remove passage to the
stairs. He did not helieve for a
moment that Billy Bunter really
intended to expend hard cash in
entertaining a gunest from hbelow
stairs; it scemed to him the lameat
yarn Bunter had ever spun for the
noble purpose of extracting a loan.

Still, Bunter was welcome to expend
Peter's last copper in any way he
wished.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Here's the
slacker !" exclaimed Bob Cherry, aa
Peter joined the Remgve ericketers on
Little Side. “You're Jate, Toddy.”

“The latefulness is terrifie, m
esteemed and ridiculous Toddy,” sai
the nabob of Bhanipur.

“Bunter's fault,” said Peter. 1
let the fat idiot keep me talkin%. I
begin to thinksthat he's getting loose

in the crumpet.”

“Get into the field,” said Harry
Wharton, *“The Shell are batting
firat,”

“Hallo, halla, halla! Here he ig!™

Billy Bunter was following Peter to
Little Side. Peter had left him far
behind; but Bunter was coming on
at a run,]:?anti_ug and gasping as he

came. ¢ waved a fat hand
excitedly.

“XI say, you fellows, hold on!” he
panted.

“What the thump—*

“It's important!” gasped Bunter.

The Remove cricketers were abont
to go into the field, but they paused
as  Bunier charged wup excitedly.
Wharton supposed that it meant a
message from the Head, or from a
Form master at least. Nothing less
thaun that could have excused a
fellow for butting in when ericket
was the order of the day.

“What is it, Bunter?” called out
the captain of the Remove.

Bunter came wup, sepluttering for
breath.

“Juset a tick, before wyou begin!®

he gasped. . “It’s important, you
fellows—awiully important!”

“Well, what is it, fathead?”
evelaimed Bob Cherry, “Cough 1t
up

“I've got a friend coming to
tea____:u-

“What#

“And I've Tbeen disappointed

about a postal order——"

The cricketers glared at Bunter as
if they could have eaten him,

“I=—I want you to lend me—->"

“My only hat! You've stopped us
to fell ue that!" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Yes, old fellow. You sec, it's im-
portant. I—— Ow-wow! Wharrer
you at? Leggo! Yaroooooh!” roared
Bunter, ag the exasperated cricketers
eollared him.

Bumyp !

‘* Yooooop

Harry Wharton & Co. went inlo the
field, leaving William George Bun‘er
strewnn in the graas, strugglin
frantically to get his second wind.
And the match with -the Shell pro-
ceeded, regardless of Billy Bunter
and of lus friend who was coming
to tea.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Solves the Mystery !

SCYOMETHING to his advantage I®

Harold Skinner grinned.

At long last Skinner had
succeeded in getting hold of a
* Daily Mail.” At the newsagent’s in
Courtfield he became the possessor of
twenty large pages in exchange for
the moderate sum of one penny. News
by wire and wireless, bs land, sea
and air, was now at his diepoeal had
he been interecsted in the same. He
wasn't.

He sought out the *Personal”
column, or portion of a column. He
sat on a fence on Courtfield common
and proceeded to investipate the
mystery of the “Daily Mail,” There
were quite a number of * Personal ™
paragraphs. In the first one, “Shy
Girl ” wae invited to reply to the last
letter from “Best Boy”;. in the
sccond, Skinner learned that a for-
nished flat in the Wesi End was at
his disposal, if he wanted ome; in
the third, he was' tempted by the.
offcr of a player piano, cheap, for
which no reasonable offer would be
refused; in the fourth, he discovered
that a home from home was required
by a middle-aged French gentleman
who desired to learn English. All
these Skinner passed by like the idle
wind, which he regarded mnot. It
was the fifth paragraph that riveted
his  attention—a paragraph which
contained the name of Trotter, and
which was evidently the one that had
g0 deeply intrigued the Owl of the
Remove that morning. It ran:

“If Theophilus Trotter, nephew of
the late enezer Trotter, of the
Fried Fisheries, Gravesend, will com-
municate with Messrs. Foozle, Moozle
& Woozle, solicitors, of Gravesend, he
will hear of something to his
advantage.”

Skinner grinned at that paragraph.

He had clucidated the mystery.

The person resident at Greyfriars
who was mentioncd in the " Daily
Mail ¥ that morning was Trotter,
House page and boot boy.

“Something to his advantage!"
chuckled Skinner. “Something to
Bunter’s advantage, teoo, if he can
wangle it.”

Evidently that was the right para-
graph—that was the advertisement
which had caunsed William George
Bunter to forget third lesson, with
painful results to himself.

Bunter was deeply inferested in
that something which was to
Theophilus Trotter's advantage,

Harold Skinner ceased to chuckle
and looked thoughtful.

It seemed to him that the matter
was worthy of some attentionm.

It was easy for him to follow
Bunter's train of thought. Often,
when a firm of solicitors advertised
for a person, with the statement that
he would hear of gomething to
hie advantage—that time-honoured
phrase—it meant that that lucky
person had been left a fortune.

Obviously, thkat was what Bunter

supposed.

It was Skinner

guite possible,
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reflected. The address of the late
Ebenezer Trotter indicated that he
had, been in the fried-fish business.
Large fortunes, perhaps, were not
made in that line. Probably the late
Ebenezer Trotter bad not been a
millionaire, but he might have left
wite o handsome sum to hia nephew
&‘hﬁq}phitu—m few thousands, per-
hapa — perha ten or twenty
thousand, There must be something
in it—something to Trotter's advan:-
tage, or Mesers. Foozle & Co. would
not be putting themselves to the
expense of advertising for him,
the very least, the late Mr. Trotter
muat have left enmough to cover the
cost of the advertisoments.

Sn e it was a large fortune;
supposs Trotter was going to be rich!
After all, profits were made in fried
flah. Mr. Ebenmezer Trotter might
have accumulated quite a large sum
in supplying the wants of K those
regidents of Gravesend who preicrred
to take their sustenance in the form
of fried fish and chips.

Skinner conesidered it.

Harold Skinner was accustomed to
thinking. a great deal about money.
He never had as much of that useful
article as he wanted. He was used
to tolerating the airs and graces of
the Bounder because Smithy was rich,
ond Skinner ceme in for the crumhbs
that fell from the rich man’s table.
Often and often Skinoper would- have
liked to shy a dictionary at Smithy,
in return for some contemptuous jeer
from his study-mate, and always he
had refrained because it was not his

]1]1-::'3 to quarrel with a wealthy

ellow.

If that grubby little beast, Trotter,
was going to be rich, was he likely
to be of any uee to a fellow who was
not over-serupulous, and who was
willing to pull anybody’s leg if any
advantage was to be gained thereby?
That was the only important point in
the matter, from Skinner's view.

Trotter, obviously, had not seen
this paragraph. If he looked at the
daily paper at all, he was unlikely
to read the “ Personal ” column., His
taste in liternture was rather more
lurid, and ron in the direction of
demon barbers.

No doubt if the advertiscment was
repeated scveral times, somcbody
wonld notice it, and poiut it out to
Trotter, But that had not occurred
80 far, or something would have been
heard about it. If a boot boy in a
school came into o fortune, the school
wounld be sure to hear of it. Skinner
hadn't heard of it so far.

Skinner was not a particular fellow
—a# little more particulur than
Bunter, perhaps, but not very par-
ticular. He was a snob of the first
water, and made it a point to despisc
anybody who was less fortunate in
circumstances than himseclf, Trotter
was a  servant—dirt, so to speak,
under the feet of Ilarold Skinner, who
never revealed at Greyfrias the
awful sceret that one of his aunts
had been a cook. But SBkinner, as a
practical mau, was quite prepared to
throw over enobbery or anything clse,
with an eye to the main chance.

At

The loan of a fiver—not t0 be re-
paid—would have helped Skinner
throngh the term very much; and it
did not matter if-the fiver had a fish-
like smell. Surely a low rotter who
waz taken mp and patronised by a
public school man, would Le good for
the loan of a fiver—would even con-
gider it an honour to be allowed to
lend a fiver to a public sclioo]l man'!

Evidently Bunter thought eo, at
least !

A fiver—a tenner—possibly more !
Skinner an to see that there was
something in this—something to his
advantage !

Fulling Trotter’s leg would not
trouble Skinner, any more than but-
tering up the sardonie, contemptuous
Bounder. If Smithy lent a fellow a
quid, he threw it at a fellow like a
bone to o dog. Skinner was willing
to take the insolence along with the
quid; but he did not lke it. If
Trotter was coming into something
handsome, he wounld be good for more
than a pound note, and would be eivil
about 1t, which Smithy never was.
No doubt he would leave his job at
Greyfriars Scheol, when he came into
hia inheritance. ©Out in the wide
world lie would find many Bunters
and Skinners to relieve him of hia
new wealth,  But the man on the
spot would have the first whack.

For a fellow of Trotter’s class to
have a lot of money, whoen a fellow
like Skinner was short of it, was a
gin and a shame. It was almoat a
fellow's duty to relieve him of some
of it

Though not over dutiful as a rule,
Skinncr was prepared to perform that
duty, and take a lot of trouble abont

it.

He nodded at last, over the news-
paper, having made up his mind that
there was womething in it. He
shoved the “ Daily Mail " into a reecsa
in the diteh beside the common, and
eyeled away towards Greyfriars. No-
body clse was to sce that advertise-
ment. Fellows like Snoop and Stott,
if they saw it, would be quile eapable
of making up to Trotter, like that
fat cad Bunter, for his money!
Skinner did not mean to give them
the chance.

Skinner strolled into the school in
a checerful mood. He had been rather
worried of late by several little debta
he ol been unable to settle. It
seemed to him probable that he would
now bo able to scttle themn shortly.

Snsop and Sott met him as he
eamne i, They had been too lazy to
gseck the “Daly Mail ” themsclves,
but they werc curious te kuow what
Skinner had found out.

“(Fot it?" asked Snoop.

“Eh? Got what?" asked Skinner.

“Didn’t you po to Friardale for the
paper ?” :

“They were sold out,” said Skinner.
“Nothing nearer than Courtfield.”

“Didu’t you bike down to Court-
ficld for it?"” asked Stott. “TYou've
been a jolly long time.”

“My dear man, it wasn’'t worth the
trouble,” said Skinner airily. “Yom
can do it if you like.”

And Skinner walked on
House,

to the

Suoop and Stott . loocked at one
another, and looked after Skinner,
and lecked at one another again.

* He's secn it,” said Snoop.

“That's plain enough,” agreed
Stott.

“Why won't the cad tell us®"

" Goodness knows !

“Look. here, Stott, you eut off to
Courtficld and get a paper.”

“I was éunt going to suggest that
to you—2"

" Oh, rata!”

“Same to you, then.”

Harold Skinner put up his bicycle,
and walked into the House. On Little
Side, the Form mateh between the
Remove mnd the 8hell was poing
strong ; but Bkinner did not think of
giving it a look-in. More important
matters than  cricket oceupied
Skinoer's mind. He was going fo see
Trotter—not a bad fellow in his way
—he was going to let Trotter sce that
there wae one Greyfriars man, at

least, who was no snob—one Grey-
friare man who did not allow himseclf

to be prejudiced by petty social dis-
tinctions.” With = fhat bemcvolent
ocbject in view, Skinper gave his

friends the gn-bE for the afternoon,
and looked for Theophilus Trotter.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Spread In Bunier’s Study !

HEOPHILUS TROTTER, just
then, was in a state of gread
astonishment,

Trotter couldn’'t make it out.

Trotter was seated in tho armchair
in %tuﬂr No. 7 in the Remove.

Billy Bunter was there witli him,
and Billy Bunter was all smiles,

It was against the rules of the
House for any member of the staff to
vigit the studies, except when duty
called. Billy Bunter, when he asked
Trotter 1o tca, dieregarded that
trifiing matter. So did Trotter. It
was a balf-holiday for the Greyfriars
“fellows, but it was not a half-holiday
for Trotter. Theophilus was sup-
poscd to be busy in his own depart-
ment. Instead of which, he was sil-
ting in the armehair in Bunter's
atudy, in a state of astonishment
from which it scomed that he was
never likely to recover.

He couldn't underatand it.

From fellows like Harry Wharton
& Co.. and Lord Maulcverer, éven
from the Bounder, Trotter was accus-
tomed to cheery civility and good
nature, when he happened to come in
contact with them. He was accus-
tomed to nothing of the kind from
Willinm George Bunter,

Yet Bunter had asked him to tea,
and was evidently pleased and grati-
fiedd by his acceptance of the invita-
tion.

It was perplexing.

Euntcr'E{rviI:zit to ‘D:'im boot-room that
morning bad been misunderstood by
Trotter. Trotter understond now
that Bunter really had wanted to be
friendly. Bunter had mnde it clear.

Certainly, when Bunter had asked
him to a spread in his study, Trotter

{Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued prom puge 13.)

had supposed that the Owl of the
R*':,-mmraP ‘was pulling  his hﬂ But
Bunter had convinced him. He had
come, He was booked for a row with
Mrs. Kebble if she learned of it. But
he waa risking that. Even when he
walked ‘into the study with Bunter,
Trotter had half believed that it wasg
& rag of some sort. But he had to be
convinced, when he found the ““Ejr
table spread with good things, all
ready for the fepst. There was quite

a stack of good things. and Trotter
wondered w - Bunter had found
the meney. He was quite well aware

of the fat jumior’s financial circum-
stances. How Bunter had done it he
did pot know; but Bupter had done
it, for there was a feast of the gods in
Study No. 7. :

“Bit down, ¢ld chap,” eaid Bunter.
'l have it all rcady in n-jiffy.”

And Trotter sat astonished in tho
armchair, while Bunter dished up hot
buttered toast, and escones, and
poached agge. _

All was ready, and Bunter blinked
at him amicably.

“Como on, old fellow !”

Trotter took s seat at the table.

Ol fellow” from  Bunter
astonisked him more and more. Only
a few days ago Bunter had had ccca-
sion to address him, and had called
him s lout. Peter Todd had taken
tha trouble to kick Bunter for it.
Now, spparently,  Trotter was no
longer a lout; he was an old fellow.

“I—I eay, I'm much obliged,
Hﬁﬁﬁr Bunter I ntf:'lmmﬂe:ed Trntt?r,
i supposc your friends come in ?"

“That’s all right.” '

“Magter Todd migntn’t like to find
mée ‘ere—"

“Thia iz my atudy,” eaid Buntor.
*I'd jolly soon shut Toddy up if he
said anything.”

“But Master Dntton b

“He's gone out, but- he docanr't

matber anyway—a deali chump! I
au;{utou I can have my friends here-if
I like. You're a friend.”

“{h, Master Bunter ™
- “Don't  eall me Master Buater,”
said the Owl of the Remove genialiy.
“L'n» Billy to my friends.” :

¥ Oh, sir!” said Trotter.

% (all- me Billy, and I'll eall you
Theophilus,” said Bunter.

“OQh ! ed Trotter,

“Pile ir, old chap!”

The old chap, in a dazed state men-
tally, piled in. It was a splendid
feed, howssever it had been come by,
aud therc was no doumbt that Trotter
enjoyed it. He liked Study No: 7
Better than the boot-rcom. At the
same time, he was fedling uncomfort-
able. - Trotter did- mot, as Bunter

2'ae Muower Liseary.~No. 1,010,

supposed, feel am awful secnse of in-
feriority in Bunter's presence. His
own view was that, in his own place,
he ‘was as good as aaybody else at
Greyfriars, and a great deal more use-
ful than most. _
 There was no need, so far as
Trotter ‘could ace, for Latin to be
translated ; but opening doors and an-
swering bells were neccssary’ things.
Trotter had often felt a compassion-
ate sympathy for the OGreyiriars
fellows, who had to grind at the diffi-
cult acquisition of useless knowledge,
and say, * Yes, sir,” and “I’lease, sir,”
and “Qh, six! and “ No, sir,” to ex-
:r.:t"llg'Fﬂrm masters. Not for wide
worlds would Trotter have exchanged
the knife-mdchine for Virgil in the
Removae Form-room, or Sophoclea with
the Sixth.

But Trotter was well aware that
gelf-respect réquired a fellow: to keep
in, his own place and not to take
favours. He really ought not to have
been teaing with a Hemove junior,
Btill, it was an agreesble change for
once; though if Trottér had been
offered = rmanent place in the
Greyfriars Remove, he would have
laughed at the idea. Trotter hoped
to be a butler some doy; and the Re-
move master, extensive as his know-
ledge was, could never have taught
him to buttle, as it were.

Quite unconscious of Trotter's ideas
on the subject, Billy Bunter cxpanded
with fat patronage.

He urged od things upon his
guest, and ‘%:utter required little
urging. '

The feast, large as it was, disap-
peared at quite a-good rate under the

combined attack -of Bunter and
Trotter.
“Like it, old chap?" asked Bunter,

beaming.

“Yes, rather, Master Bunter.”

“Call me Billy."

“1 mean Billy.”

“I hope we're going to be friends,
old fellow,” eaid Bunter, with his
mouth full.

Trotter -eyod him doubtfully.

“T don’t see 'ow we can be, though
vou're very kind, sir,” he answered.
“Mrs. Kebble wouldn't. allow it."

“Blow Mrs. Kebble!™

Trotter grinned.

“Y can’t blow Mrs. Iichhle,” hé said.
“8She’d give mec the sack.”

“That wouldn't hurt you,” eaid
Bunter. “You've got rich relations.”

Trotier’s cyea opened wide.

“Never heard of "em, if 1 have,” he
said.

Buunter smiled.

“You might hear of them,” he said.
“You migl;;l come into a fortune.”

“Not ltkely.”

“ Stranger things have bappened,”
#aid Bunter. “Buppode you had a
rich uncle who left you a fortune.”

"That would be rime,” said
Trofter. -“But it -ain't likely to
happen. I've got n lot of uncles, hut
theéy ain't rich.”

“You've got an uncle at Gravesend,
I think?" said Bunter carclessly.

Trotter stared.

“1 had, years ago,” he answered.
“He was in the {ried-fish line, I ain’t

heard of him since I was a nipper,
Don't remember him.”

“He may have remembered yom,”
smiled Bunter, " He may have made
a fortune in fried tish, and left it to
Fﬂu‘ll

“No fear,” said Troetter.

Buanter blinked at him across the
table. It was not time to tell Trotter
yet. When Trotter came into his for-
tune, some of that fortune wounld be
shared by the fellow who had been
kind to him at the school, ardless
of the difference of position. e Was
bound to be grateful to that kind and
berevolemt fellow. But  Bunter
realised that Trotter's gratitude had
te be pgivern time to grow. This
fricndship was of w:t'g recent date—
very recent indeed. few days, at
least, were required, to ecement it.
For a few daye, at the very least,
Trotter must remain in the dark, till
he had learned to prize the gemerous
and  disinterested friendship of
William Goeorge Bunter. £o Bunter
did not “let om.” Instead of talking
about Trotter, he talked about him-
self. William George Bunter was a
mote interesting topic than Theeo-
philus Trotter. It was a topic of
which Bunter never tired, though it
was frequently observed to have a
fatigning effect on othera.

Trotter listened.

He heard much about Bunter Court,
and the noble and titled relations of
the Bunter family; and did not state
what he thought vponm the subject.
Ell; would not have been courtcous to

o BO.

“You'll be coming to Bunter Court
next hols, old chap,” the Owl of the
Remove told him. “You'll like that,
what?"

“Oh, my eyc!” gasped Trotter.

“ No other Greyfriars man would be
likely to ask you lome for the holi.
days, what?” pgrinned Bunter.

*Not likely, sir.”

“I'm =m0 snob,” said Bunter.
“Nothing of that kind about me. 1
don’t look down om you because
you're a rank outsider, old chap.”

“ Oh ! said Trotter.

“Some fellows wouldn't touch yon
with a barge-pole. I'm not that sort.”

“Ho!" said Trotter.

“The fact is, I'm going to improve
you,” said Bunter confidentially, “ Do
you worlds of good to associate with a

ntleman.”

“Ho! repeated Trotter.

“You'll drop your low ways in time,
you know, and very likely become
yuite decent,” said Bunter enconrag-
ingly.

Trotter locked at him fixedly. He
was debating in hia own mind
whether he would reach acrose the
table and pull Bunter's fat little
nose. But he realised that the fat
junior was mnot intending fo give
offence. S0 far from that, Billy
Bunter wns making himself as agree-
able aa he knew how. 8o Trotter sup-

resgsed his feelings, aud Bunter's fat
ittle nose remained unpulled; and
Buunter never knew what a narrow
escape it had had.

“Pile in, 6ld bean!” said Buuter
hospitahly.
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And Trotter piled. in again, with
the philosophical reflection that the
feed was good, if the company was
not.

— e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Missing !

s H, here you are, Bkinner !”

O Herbert Vernon-Smith, the

Bounder of Greyiriars, spoke
¢guite civilly. When it pleased him,
the Bounder could be eivil, and ap-
parently it pleased him now. He
greeted Skinner %u:ite cheerily as he
met him near the doorway of the
House, after Skinner’s return from
Courtfield.

“Yeg, here I am,” said Skinner, not
very cuthusiastically. He was not
keen on the Bounder’s company just
then. He had other fish to {ry.

Skinner had just learned from a
Remove man that Trotter, the page,
had been seen going ap to the He-
move passage with Bunter of the Re-
move. Skinner knew what that
meant. ]

Bunter wag already playing the
little game that Skinner intended to
play. Bunter was first in the field.

But Skinner. depended on his own
resourcefulness to get the prize away
from Bunter. He was cleverer than
Bunter, and a pgood deal more un-
scrupulous. At the very least, he
would demand * halves.” ;

Knowing what he did, it was in his
power to open Trotter's eyes as to the
irue inwardness of Bunter's sudden
friendship. . Therefore, the Owl of the
Remove was bound ' to make terms.
Trotter was going to find that there
was not one, but two Greyfriars men
who were indifferent to gocial distine-
tions, and who valued a chap merely
on his merits. Sncop and Stott had to
be left out.

Trotter was mot a very bright
vouth, and not a suspicious one. But
he would be certain to suspect some-
thing, if he made a whole crowd of
friends in the school at one fell
EWOOP.

Harold Skinner was about to go up
the staircase when Smithy came along
and hailed him. He halted unwil-
lingly. Smithy, of course, thought
that his study-mate was at his beck
and eall, Skinner reflected bitterly.

The ]‘fur&a—pmud outsider considered
that Skinner was, as it were, hanging
on a nail to be taken down whenever
the Bounder wanted him, like a hat
or & toasting-fork. With his new pros-
pects in view, Skinner felt that he
could afford to undeceive the arro-
gant Bounder on that point. He had
no time to waste on the Bounder this
afterncon, and it would be quite
pleasant to let Smithy know if.

The Bounder was at a loose end.
His breach with the rest of the
Remove was not guite to his satis.
faction. He was ont of the Form
games, and that hit the Bounder
rather hard, though he gave no sign
of it. He would have given a
deal for a place in the eleven that
was playing» the Shell that after-
noon, though mnothing would have
induced him to tell ]En.rry Wharton
®0. Smithy was accustomed to being

sought by Skinner on a half-holiday,
and he would take Skinner up, or
;-'t}rﬂ. him down, as the spirit moved
rim.

On  this articular afternoon
Skinner had been otherwise occu-
pied, and most of the other fellows
were on the cricket ground, either
playing or watching the play, and
the Bounder did not care to
the onlookers on Little Side. He
would not show any interest in a
ame from which he was excluded.
o e was feeling rather stranded,
and was quite pleased to see Skinner
come in, and pgreeted Lhim with un-
usual friendliness.

“Comin' for a stroll?”’ he asked.
“Lots of time before tea.”

“T think not.,” said Skinner care-
lessly.

'rHigllt go as far as the Cross
Eeys.’

“Blhouldn’t care for it.”

“I'll lend you some tin, if you're
stony,” said the Bounder, with a curl
of the lip.

Skinner's lip curled also.

“You fancy that a fellow is always
after your money,” he sneered.

“You generally are,” said the
‘Bounder eoolly.

“Well, I'm not after it now,” said
Skinner. ‘“Eeep your money, and
your company, too, if ‘vou can't speak
like a decent chap.”

The Bounder stared at him. This
was gquite a new line for Harold
Skinner to take.

“What's -bitin® you now?” asked
Smithy carelessly, “After all, it's
nearly tea-time. Come up to the
study.”

“I'm goin’ somewhere else.”

The Bounder laughed.

“I've got rather a spread,” he re-
marked.: “I had a hamper from
home thizs morning, Lots of stuff
in the study cupboard.”

Even then Skinner did not
“enthuse.” (ienerally he was keenl
interested in the hampers that came
for the millionaire’s sonm. But he
was more interested mow in  the
nephew and heir of Ebenezer Trotter,
of the Fried Fisheries, Gravesend.
He could afford to be standoffish.

“I ghan’t be teaing in the study,”
he aunswered, with studied careless-
ness.

- “Firet time you've missed one of
my hampers,” remarked the Bounder
eynically.

“Botlier your hampers!"”

“Look here, are you comin’ to m
spread, or shall I ask another chap
snapped the Bounder impatiently.

”E’m not coming, at any rate™

“Something better on?” asked the
Bounder, puzzled and angry.

“Yes, if you want to know. You're
not the only pebble on the beach,
though you famcy you are,” said
Skinner, and he lounged away up the
staircase, leaving the Bounder frown-

ing.
E{erbert Yernon-Smith walked out
into the quad with a knitted brow.

d It was really an unusual spread that

was to take place in Study No. 4,
and Skinner was well aware what a
hamper from ‘home meant to the
Bounder. Itl was |amazing that
Skinner should turn down such a

join-

¥ been pulling hia'leg. ' Sidmey

chance, and it wds annoying, fdo.
Vernon-Smith handed out favours to
his impecunious study-mate it rathe#
a. scornful manner, but he did not
like them to be refused. Neither di

e want to “tea™ alone. He had
intended to talk “peegees” over tea
with Bkinner, und it was quite morti-

fying to be let down im this way by
the  fellow he  contemptuounsly
patromsed. :

In the quad he came on Snoop and
Stott loating. 'They did not turn
down kis invitation when -he asked
them to tea. They jumped- at it.

“Jolly glad to come, old chap,™
said Bnoop.

“Yes, rather!” agreed Stott.

“Come on, then,” said Vernon-
Smith, and the three Removites went
into the House and strolled up to
the Remove passage.

Snoop and Stott looked - quite
anticipative as they entered E.’i;u-:l;]ilr
No. 4 with the Bounder. - Smithy’s
study .was often a land flowing with
milk and honey, especially when he
had had a hamper from.home. - Snoop
and Stott had assumed' their pleas
santest smiles.

Herbert Vernon-8mith threw hime
gself into the armchair, e
“Trot' the stuff out,” he saxd “It's

in the cupbeard.”

“Right-to, old chap!”

Sidney  James Snoop opened the
door of the study cupboard. He
looked in eagerly, and then a wvery
culiar expression came over his
ace.

"He had expected to see the cup-
board satack with good things.
Instead of which, almost bare shelves
met lis eye. There was a loaf,
There was a chunk of cheese. There
waz a tin of sardines, " There was
nothing else.

Snoop turncd away from the en
board with quite a bitter look.
took it for granted that Smith

@
had
Ames
Snoop had no appreciation for a joke
of that kind.

He crossed to the door sulkily.

“Where are you going?” asked
Vernon-Smith, :

Snoop pave him a look.

“I dare say it's very funny,” he.
gadd, “but I think a joke like that
is in rotten bad taste, Smithy.”

“What joke? Like what?”

“We all know you’ve got more
money than wa have,” sneered Snoop.
“We all know you get whacking

¥ hampers from home, and we don’t.

You could stand a spread if you
liked. I sup ou think it's
rather eclever to hring a fellow here
for nothinfr. Cheek, I call it—purse-
proud cheek! Go and eal coke!™

And with that Sidney James Snoop
shook tha dust of Study No. 4 from
his feet, and slammed the door after
him as he departed. -

“Is Snoop off his rocker?” asked
the Bounder in wonder, siaring st
Stott, who looked astonmished.

“Wandering in his mind, I should
think,” said Stott. And Stott.stepped
across to the study cu!)cllzu]nard to hand
out, the good thinqla. en he unders
stood why Snoop had heen wrathy,

"“You silly chump [* he roared.

Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No. 1,010,
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* What?"

“Call this a joke?"” demanded Stott
angrily. .

“What do you mean, you footling
fathead 7 _

“You think a fellow’s glad to come
to tea with yon, and you think you
can make a fool of him ! said Stott.
“Just your sort. The fellows knew
you all right when they named you
the Bounder !

Yernon-Smith jumped up from.the
armchair. He was perplexed,  and
Le was angry, too.

“What the thump do you mean?”
he snapped.” " Are you gone off yovr
rocker, like Snoop? Whet the—"

The Bounder broke off as he looked
into the atudy cupboard. Ho seered
astounded by what -he saw; or,
rvather, by what Le did not sece

“Where is it?" he ejaculated.

“Think I've come here to.tea on
bread and cheese?” sneered Frederick
Stott. *“Thank you for nothing! I
can dp better than that in my own
study.”

“There-was & gpread here!" roared
the Bounder. A whole stack of
things. I unpacked the hamper here
after claws!”

" Gammen ™

“I tell you 1lere was a tiptop
spread——"

T And I- tell- you there .wasp't!”
Bn{-.-er:.»d Stott. “If there was, where
ig it?"

“Somebody's raided it!" hissed the
Bounder.

“Rats !”

*1 tell you—"-

“Bosh 7

And Frederick Stott tramped
angrily out of Study No. 4, slam-
ming the door as he went.

. The Bounder stood staring into the
empty cupboard. Snoop
had no doubt whatever that Smithy
had been pulling their leg, taking a
mean advantage of the fact that they
were always n on coming to a
spread in Stndy No. 4. But the
under knew that he had.unpacked
n hamper in the study that day, and
that he lhad placed tlmagmdlﬁun-
tents of it in the cupboard
Obviously, there had been a raid.

“The fat rotter!” hissed Vernon-
Smith,

When there was a raid in the
Remove passage, a fellow's suspiciona
turned on Wiltliam George Bunter, as
g matter of conrse. Froof was not
really required,
their Bunter.

Herbert Vernon-Smith did not
think of wasting  fime in inquiry.
He picked up a cricket-stump, amd

started along the Remove passage for
Study No. 7.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Alter the Feast, the Reckoning !

" OT a bad spread, what?”
asked Bunter.
“Jolly good L gaid

Trotter .heartily.
“Have some more, old fellow.”
Trotter shook his head.  Hé had
done remarkably well at the Testive
bodrd in Study No.. 7< perhap: o
‘Tus, Macxer Lismarr.—No. 1,010

“and Stott

The Remove knew ¥

S g ——— e -

little"too well. He did notl feel equal
te any more.

Neither  did  William  George
Bunter, for once. There wore still
good things on the table—jellics and
cakes and fruity biscunits and pre-
scrved  ginger — all  sort of  prood
things.‘._%mt William George DLunter
had filled up every available inch
of space within the limits of hiz wide
circumference. He was, in  fact,
loaded - abpve the Plimsoll line, and
lie breathed with some difficulty, and
felt extremely disinclined to move.
But 'he had enjoyed himself and
Trottér had enjoyved himself, and the
friendship between the two was quite
established.

Theophilug Trotter was as far as
aver from umderstandine what it all
meant. e had never been so mysti-
fred 3o his life. He wounld have sup-
posed that Bunter was the last féllow
at Greyiriars or in the world to have
a boot-boy to -tea in his study and
lavish upon him tnlimited quantities
of cxpensive tuck. But he -had to
believe his eyes. There was Bunter,
there was ‘['rotter, there was the
spread! Trotter pave -up trying to
understand it.

Bunter lcaned hack in lhis chair
and stuck his thumbs into the arm-
holés 'of his waistcoat in the objec-
tiohable way he had. He was a
picture of fat contentment and podgy
good-nature. Perhaps the recollection
of how he had come by that handsome
spread troubled Punter a  little.

erhaps he had some lingering dread
of the wrath to.come. But Bunter
never met troubles halfiway. It had
indeed been a fortunate circumstance
that Study No. 4 had been .so well
supplicd .at the time when it was
absolutely neccssary for & spread to
be given in No. 7.

“Much obliged, sir,” said Trotter,
rising from the table. “I shall have
to be going now, Master Bunter.”

“You mean DBilly!" said Bunter
affectionately.

“ Yea—Billy."”

“That's better, Theophilus.”

“Must be potty!” Trotter mur-
mured te himself. “He isn’'t such a
fat little beast as T thought, but he's
as mad as a hatter. That must be
it. "

Bunter, ignorant of Trotter's un-
uttered opinion, beamed on him.
“Don't _go yet. old bean. Won't
ou try thé jelly® ;
“Mrs. Eebble will be arter me, sir
—Billy,” said Trotter. “She will jaw
me, anyhow."”

“yYou'll be done with Mrs. Eebble
hefore long, old fellow,” said Bunter.
“I'm going to look after you."

“Oh, my cye!”

“You sce—" .

Harold Skinner, arriving at the
atudy just then, opened the door and
looked in. Bunter blinked at him.

Skinner stared in sourly.

He expected to find Trotter there
with Bunter. Heé knew that the Owl
of the Remove was first in the field
witli the heir of the Fried Fisheries.
But the spread on the table surprised
Skinner. Much had heen consumed,
Lt muneh remained. Unless Bunter’s
celebrated postal-order had coide at

last, Skinner was at a loss to account
for it. :

Trotter coloured uncomfortably as
he saw Skinner.

Bunter, for inesplicahle reasons,
had taken up the boot-boy. But
Trotter, did not expect -otlrer Re-
move fellows to take the same line.
And Skinner was a very unpleasant
fellow, always likely to niake himself
disagreeable” to a fellow . who could
not apswer back. Skinnér had -a
chance now of bLting extremely dis-

agreeable,

"1I'd better now, sir,” said
Trotter hurriedly.

“Don’t you go,” said Bunter.

“Bkinner dgn't belong to this study.
What the thomp do you want,
Skinner?”

“Oh, just looked in,” said Skinner

airily. “How are you, Trotter, old
chap#”

Trotter almost fell down.

“0ld chap” from Bunter was

astonithing emough, but “old chap”
irom a sneering, enobbish fetlow like
Skinner -wag the limif. It was a day
of miracles.

- “Had your tea bhere with Bunter,

kid?" asked Skinner very agrecably.
. "Yes,  sir,” stammered Trotter.
“Master DBunter asked "me. No

offenco, eir, I ‘ope.”
“Certainly not,” said Bkinner.
“Why shouldn't you tea here if you

like? (Glad to see you in our
quarters.”
- * 0Ol erumbs I gald Trotter. He was

beginning to wonder whether this was

‘somo extraordinary dream.

“Come to ten with me to-morrow,"
snid Skinner.

“EhE"

“Glad to have you,” said Skinner
afiably. “The faet is, T'rotier; I've
never seen 50 much of you as 1 should
really have liked.”

“Oh!" gasped Trotter.

“Of course, there's a ‘bit of differ-
ence in our positions here,” -said
Skinner. “But who cares for that?
Why shouldn’t we be friends?”

t1 M:'r B:"'E !J!

“A moan's a man for all that, and
g0 on, vou know,” said Skinner.
“The rank is but the guinea's stamp.
The man's the gold for all that, as
some poetical johnny puts it. I've
always noticed that you were a fellow
far above your position, Trotter.”

“!Ave you, sirt” gasped Trotter.

“I have,” said Skinner. “You are

4 of place in the servants’ hall,
Trotter. There are. Greyfriars men
whom I consider your inferiors.”

“Well, I'm blowed!” said Trotter,

. He pgazed at Skinner in. open-
mouthed astonishment.
Theophilus Trotter was quite will-

ing to helieve that he was a superior
sort of fellow. Indeed, he had long
had a secret persuasion that that was
the case. But to have the fact recog-
nised in this way by Greyfriars
fellows was startline. Harold Skinner
was the last fellow he would have
expected to see it or to admit it if
he saw it. ) #
Skinner had scidom had anything
+o say to him hitherto, but when h+u:-
had had anything to eay, g0 far, it
hail always been something un-
pleasant. All of a sudden, it seemed,
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Vernon-Smith strode at Skinner, gri

Ing the stump.

(See Chapter 10.)

** You rotten outsider [ ’* he roared.
on—yarooooh ! ** howled Skinner, as the cricket-stump came down across his shoulders with a terrifie whaek,
up, sending his chair flylng, and dodged round the study table, catching another swipe of the stump as he fed.

* What the thamp—1I don't cateh
He leaped

e had recognised this superiority in
Trotter. Never before that afternoon
had he given a sign of it. It had

come suddenly—remarkably suddenly

—just as in Bunter's case.

“I'll join you,” went on Skinner
affably, taking a seat at the table and
slicing the cake. “No objeetion,
Bunter?”

Billy Bunter was blinking dumbly
at Bkinner.

He had listened to Skinner's
remarks in  petrified  astonishment.
But the explanation dawned at last
on hig fat mind. Skinner had seen
Measrs, Foozle's advertisement in the
personal column of the * Daily Mail.”
Skinner had learned that Trotfer wos
the heir of the Fried Fisherics at
(raveszend. Skinner was at the same
pame as his fat sclf.

Bunter prew purple with
nation.

His contempt for a fellow who was
willing to take up another fellow
simply on account of his money was
unbounded. . It was just like o mean
rotter of Skinner’s  nsort. And
Skinner'r cheek in thus ecolly butting
in after DBunter’s prize ‘was in-
tolerable. Bunter found his volce at
last.

“8kinner, you cheeky cad——"
SHallo! sad Skinner, with

indig-

his

mouth full. “ What's the matter with
you, Bunter:”

“You checky
Bunter.

“Anything wrong?" smiled Skinner.

“T jolly well know what you're
after!” howled Bunter indignantly.
“You mind your own businecss,
Skinner. Keep off the grass! 1 found
it out first, I—*

Bunter broke off.  Obviously, it
would have becn injudicioms to let
Trotter know what he had found out.
. Trotter did not know, so far, why
he had suddenly become the object
of all these kind regards. He did not
know what to think. But he would
have known what to think soon
enough had he heard Bunter and
Skinnes quarrclling over the prize.

“Hi dear chap,” said Skinner
smoothly, “don’t rag. We've pot a
gueat here !

Bunter splutiered.

“If you don't want me fo lean
horpg——"" wont on Skinner, with a
Wl? significant loock at Dunter,

Dunter gulped.

“I—I don’t mind,” he gasped. Ha
realised that he had to make terms
with Harold Skinner.

rotter "  roared

“That's all wight, them,” said
Rkinner cheerily. *“1I'll tea here. I
hope ¥you haven't finished vyet,
Trotterr"

“I1 ’ave, thank you,” said Trotter.
“I've .got to be getting away, sir.
Mrs. Eebble will want me.”

“Right-ho, then!” said Skinner.
“I'll see you again, Trotter.”

*Certainly, sir, if you want to.”

“Tea in my study to-morrow,” said
Skinner. * What time can you get
off fer tea, Trotter?”

“I ecould %l:t- “arf an hour, sir,
about five o'clock,” said Trotter, lost
in wonder.

“That’'s a go, then. You come, too,
Bunter,"” added Skinner. “ We're both
friends of Trotter's.”

Buntexr suppressed his feelings, and
nodded. He guitﬂ understood. It
was a casc of “halves.”

Trotter, in a state of bewilderment,
went to the door. Bunter detachod
himself with an effort from his chair.

“I'll come down with you, Trotter,
old chap,” he said.

“Ta-ta, Trotter, old bean!” said
Skinner, " Don’t forget you're tcaing
with me to-morrgw.” ;

*No, sir ! gasped Trotter. *Thank
you, sir !"

And he left the study with Bunter.

Harold Skinner grinned cheerily as
the door closed behind them. He had
made a beginming, and Bunter full
understood that he had to “whae
out * Trotter with his rival. It was

THe Magxer Lisrany.—XNo. 1,000,
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obvious that Trotter was gratified, as
well as astonished, at being made up
to in this way 37 Greyfriars men.
There was little doubt, if any, that
when his money came along, it would
be casy to “touch " him for a loan—a
considerable loan—he could scarcely

rove ungrateful to these fellows who
gnd been so kind to him.

Why, the fellow might have
thousands | And pulling his leg was
the easiest piece of trickery that
Skinner had ever undertaken; even
Bunter had been able to pull his leg
snccessfully. Those  little debis
which had worried “Skinner all
through the term would be cleared off
now, and there would be something
over. This was rather a better pros-

t for Bkinmer, than screwing small
osng out of the Bounder, with the
Bounder's sardonic saeer to accom-
pany them.

And this feed was excellent, too.
How Bunter had raised the funds to
stand such a feed was a mystery to
Skinner; but there it was. It was a
feast of the gods; and Bkinner en-
joyed himaelf thoroughly in clearing
the well-eupplied table. It was tea-
time, and he wasa hungrj after his
ride to Courtfield. Skinner helped
hjmeelf liberally, and what had been
left over by Bunter and Trotter, dis-
appeared rapidly under Skinner's
attacks.

But even 8 third ]umﬁTy
could not guite clear off those

fellow
ample
supplies. There were still many

Dog things left on the table, when

rold Skinner leaned back in his
chair, satiafied.

He heard a hurried footstep in the
Remove age outeide, approaching
the study. e grinned, supposing
that it was Bunter returning.

The door flew open.

It was not Bunter who entered,
however. It was Herbert Vernon-
Smith, with a savage scowl on his
face, and a cricket-stump in his hand.

Skinner loocked at him.

“What——" he began.

The Bounder stared at Skinner,
and stared at the table, He had ex-

od to find his tuck, or what was
eft of it, in Bunter's study. But he
had not expected to find Bkinner dis-
posing of if.

“YTou!"” he ejaculated.

“What's the row?” asked Skinner,

puzzled.

“Why, you—you—you cheeky
seoundrel I roared the enraged
Bounder. “I  thought it was
Bunter "

L1} Eh?li

*And it was you ¥

“¥What ¢

“8o that was why you turned up
your cheeky nose at my spread!
shouted Vernon-Smith. * Because
yon'd bagped it already from my
study.”

“Wha-a-at ?”

Every Sclurdey —PRICEZ? t
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“1 wondered at your turning my
sﬂrmd down, you rotter, but I never
thought of this.”

The Bounder strode at Skinner,
gri!}ping the stump.

“You rotten outsider! T suppose
you théught I might spot you it you
took it to your own study, so yom
brought it here! I'd never have
known, ouly I took it for granted
that it was Bunter, and came here.
I_ic;w you're jolly well going to pay for
it 1"

“What the thump—— I don’t
catch on! Yarcooooogh!” roared
Skinner, as the cricket-stump came
down across his shonlders with &
terrific whack..

SBkinner leaped wup, sending his
chair #iying.. He dodged round the
study table, catching another swipe
of the stump as he fled.

“Rerp off, you tty ddiot !”
howled B8kinner, “What are you
‘pitﬂhinﬁ into me for, you mad
duffer ?

The Bounder did hot trouble to
answer; he pursued Skinner round
the table with brandished stump. All
was clear to Smithy, or he thought it
was. Skinnor had turned down his
feed, most unexpectedly; and the ex-
glnnatiun was that Skinner had

agged it already; and with deep
duplicity, he had takem his loot to
ancther fellow's ptudy to devour, in-
stead of to hie own. That seemed
absolutely clear to the Bounder, and
he did not see any use in wasting
time in words, It was a time for
action, not for words. He pursned
Skinner round the table, swiping
with the stump.

Skinner fled, and dodged, and
yelled, and roared. The Bounder
seemed to think that he was beating
a carpet.

Whaeck, whack, whack, whack!

“Yaroooh ! Stoppit! Oh, crikey!

Y cooooop I
Whack, whack, whack !
“Yaroooh! Keep off, you dan-

gerons maniac " shrieked Skinner.
“Wharrer you think you're at? Oh,
crumbs ! Oh, scissors ! Yaroooh I

Whack, whack!

Skinner got to the door at last,
tore it open, and fled into the Remave
pnssage, yelling with anguish. The
Bounder, not yet satisfied, rushed
after him, still landing out with the
gtump. Skinner caught it again ns
he dodged out of the study, and
caught it again in the passage.
Skinner’s frantic yells rang from onc
end of the Remove quarters to the
other.

Billy Bunter eame up the Remove
staircase, and stared at the scene
through his big spectacles. The
sight of the Bounder alarmed him;
Bunter had reasons for not wishing
to meet the Bounder, especially when
he had a cricket-stump in his hand,

But Smithy did not heed him. He
was pursuing Skinner ferociously,
gtill swiping with the atump. ;

Skinner dodged into his own study,
and slammed the door, and turned
the key in the lock, The Bounder
had to stop then.

“I—I—I say, Smithy, what's the
matter #” asked Bunter, in great

—— e

trepidation, as the Bounder came
back rather breathlessly along the

. passage. *Wha-a-at are you pitzh-

ing inte Skinner for?”
Bagging my tuck!" growled the
Bounder.

“Oh " gasped Bunter.
“He took it to your study,
Bunter—"

" Dod-d-did he ?” stuttered Bunter.

“Yes; and I came along with this
stump, thinking it was you who had
cleared out my cupboard.”

"Oh, really, Smithy—-"

“8o I found the cheeky cad in your
study scofing my feed. I don’t think
he’ll play that game again in a
hurry.”

“I—I—I say, what an awful
rotter ! gas Bunter.  “ Fuf-ful-
fancy bagging a fellow’s tuck, and—-
and taking it to my study! What a
neek

“I fairly canght him in the act!"

rowled Vernon-Smith. “Well, I've

ad mf' money's worth out of hin
hide; I've jolly nearly broken this
stump on him.”

“He, he, he!”
“Berve him right !”

And Bunter rolled away cheerily.
He had wondered, with a pood denl
of trepidation, what would happen
when Smithy missed his magnificont
spread from Study No. 4. After the
feast, according to the proverb, comes
the reckﬂning. Bunter had had the
feast, and Skinner had had the
reckoning, And that division was
extremely satisfactory to William
George Bunter at least.

chuekled Bunter.

L]

i p—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Keeping It Darx !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. won-
dered what it meant,
For two or three days they
wondered,

It was a mystery to them, and to
the other fellows in the Remove.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh declared
that the mysteryfuiness was terrific;
and the Remove agreed that it was.

The procecdinga of William George
Bunter  meldom  interested  the
Remove., The proccedings of Harold
Skinner had little iuterest except for
hiz own shady act.

But now, the procecdings of Bunter
and Skinner excited gurprize and in-
terest all through the Remove.

The fellows had heard of thal
spread in Bunter's atudy, and won-
dored why on carth he had had
Trotter to tea. If it had ended
there, they would have been sur-
priged. But it had not ended theve,
_ Bunter was pursuing his friendly
acquaintance with Trotter. So wax
Skinner.  All the Temove observed
1f.

They wondered.

Had Theophilus Trotter been some
very apecially wice and  intelligent
youth, rather unfortunately pluced in
the world, kind-hearted fellows migld
reasonably lhave taken him up o
shown him kindness, rvegardless ol
minor considerations,

But therc was nnthiugr

specinlly
nice or intellirent abont

rodter; lie
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was an abisolutely commonplace
young person. And neither Bunter
ror Skinner was of the kind-hearted,

generﬂus-mindeﬂ l'arietj? .

Nobody disliked him, but there
was nothing special about him to
like, if it came to that. Yet both

-Bunter and Skinner obviously saw
some great attraction in him.

At cvery ﬂp,}f:)rtunity Bunter or
Skinner, or hoth of them, would seak
Trotter’s society, treating him in the
most friendly manner.

Skinner had been seen walking
arm-in-arm with him. Bunter had
been seen sharving a packet of toffee
with him.

It was amazing.

-Trotter—unknown to Mrs. Kebble
—had “tea’d ¥ with Skinner in Study
No. 4, Smithy had been astounded
when Skinner told him that Troiter
was coming to No. 4 to tea. He
supposed at first that it was some
extraordinary joke. But he found
that Skinner was in earnest.

“If you don't like it, you can tea
out ! Skinner said.

“But what's the gamer” demanded
the astomished Bounder.

“Game? There's no pame.”

“Even vou wouldn’t borrowing
Trotter's wages, I suppose?” said the
mystified Bounder. -

“I disdain to spswer- that.!” said
Skinner loftily.

Certainly, even Skinner would have
drawn a line there. Certainly he was
not after Trotter's wages.

“Then what does it mean?”
snapped Vernon-Smith, “You. can't
hava the boot-boy to tea, and you

Enow it."

"I ecam, and T will," retorted
Sk:nner. “If you're a snobh, I'm
no _.u

“"Well, I'm not, but vou are,” said
Vernon-Smith, ““You're the silliest
snoh I ever struck, except Bunter

and Bncop. Still, have him to tea
if you like. I'll have Gosling, per-
hﬂFH."’

The Bounder “tea’d ” out on that

cecasion. He was, as he had said,
no &nob, but hie had no desire what-
ever for Trotter's company at tea.
Skinner most certainly was a snob,
and that made his conduct all the
more puzzling. '

It was obvions that he had an axe
to grind, but the Bounder could not
guess what 1t was.

Nobody else in the Bemove could
guess, '

The juniors did not think of con-
necting this mysterious development
with the mystery of the ‘' Daily
Mail ¥ which had so interested them
on Wednesday morning.

They had, in faet, forgotten all
about that by this time.

‘Trotter himself was more surprised
thau any of the Remove fellows. He
did not understand it, and, as n
matter of faect, he did not wholly
like it. The two Hemovites had
taken him wup, but that was mno
guarantes that they would not drop
him again just as suddenly. An
Trotter, though flattered, did not
iike or admire either of them.

Still, he played up, Conscious of
his own superiority over other
dwellers below stairs, Trotier was

exasperated,

about me—there never is,

pleased and gratified to lhave his
superiority recognised by Greyfriars
men. And Skinner hm{ a honeyed
tongue  when: he was handing out
flattery. It was easy for qoor
Trotter to believe that Skinner Had
noticed what a superior fellow "he
was;, and felt drawn towards him as

a kindred spirit.
Snoop and Stott were deeply
annoyed. Fhey argued the matter

with Skinner hotly. Skinner disre-
garded them utterly. He was plainl
willing to throw over both his ol
friends, rather than drop s peculiar.
new friend. Shoop and Stott simply
couldn’t understand it, and they wera
and they almost cut
Skinner these dawys.  Skinner did not
minsd,

“Jevver see anything like it, you
men " asked Bob Cherry, on Satur-
day afternoon, as the Famous Five
strolled - 1n the quad.

In the distance  they could sece
Skinner and Trotter in talk. Skin-
ner's manuner was overflowing with
cordiality.

“Blessed if T can make it out,”
said Harry Wharton. “Skinner can’t
be the measly smob we've always
thought.”

“What on earth can he make out
of Trotter?” asked Johnny Bull,

* Nothing,” said Nugent. _

“That's rot! He's on the make,
of course,” said Johnny. “That’s the
only way to account fer it. But what
can he make?”

“The makefulness does not seem to
e terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset

Ram Singh, “But the mystery is
great.”
“I say, wou fellows!”

“Hallo, ‘halle, " halle! Here's
Trotter’s other pal!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “Tell us what the little
game is, Bunter.”

Bunter blinked at the perplexed
chume of the Hemove through his
big = cles.

“Have you fellows seen Trottere”
he asked. “I'm looking for him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Trotter wazs in full view, but the
short-sighted Owl of the Remove was
not aware of fthe fact,

‘‘ Blessed if I ses anything to cackle
at,” said Bunter. “I hear that
Trotter has an afternoon off, so I'm
taking him to the pictures.”

“8kinner’s got him,” grinned Bob
Cherry.

Bunter gave a snort.

“That cad butting in again.! Just
like Skinner !

“But what does it all mean, Bun-
ter ¢ asked Harry Wharton. “ What
lmv; you made friends with Trotter
for ™

“I'va taken him up,” explained
Bunter loftily, * Nothing snobbish

about really well-born and weil-con-
nected fellows. Trotter's all right.”

“Right as rain,” agreed the cap-
tain of the Remove. " But—"

“Blessed if I can understand it,
unlesa Trotter's coming in for a
fortune,” said Johnny Bull.

Bunter started.

“ Nothing of the kind, of course!”
he exclaimed hastily. “Don't you
fellows get it into your heads that

ou know,

b1
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Trotter’s coming into a fortune,
Look here, youwre jolly well mnot
going fo butt in like Skinner.”

- The Famous Five stared at Bunter.
Johinny Bull had not made the sug-
gestion eeriounsly, but the Owl of the

Hemove had evidently takem it
gerionsl
“Is- Trotter eomung into a - for-

tune, then?” demanded. the captain
of the Remove blankly,

“Nunno! Nothing u?ﬁhe,kiuﬂ. He
hasn't any rich relations—speciall
not a rich uncle at Gravesend,” sai
Bunter. “If you think his uncle has
left him a fortdne, you're making a
mistake. I—I've taken a fancy to
him because he's ao nice, you know.”

“His rich uncle at Gravesend has

left him a fortune!” yelled Bob
Cherry. “Is that it?”®
“No!” howled Bunter. “I've just

told you it ism’t.”

“Ha, ha, ha " :

“How did you know he had a rich
uncle at Gravesend, Bunter®”

- “He hasn’t—I didn't—so far as I
know, he never had any relations at
all in the fried fish business,” 'an-
swered Bunter. “As for lawyers

advertising for him, that's all ret.
W’h{ should they?”

“Lawyers advertising for him!”
gasped Bob.

“No! Nothing of the kind. Don't
you fellows get such an ‘idea into

ur heads,” said Bunter nnxiuuaig.
‘Trotter’s about the last fellow in
the world to hear of something to
hiz advantage.”

“Well, my hat!” said Harry. “So
that's why you've made friends with
the kid, you fat, spoofing bounder?”

“Certainly not. I—I like him, you
know,” said Bunter. “He's a mice
chap. I'm not the fellow to make
up to a chap bhecause he's going to
be rich, like that cad Skinner. I
wouldn't touch his money, of course.
He might pash a postal-order for me.
No harm in that, I suppose.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look - here, if you fellows know
where Trotter is, shut up cackling,
and tell a chap,” said Bunter
peevishly. “I'm going to take him
to the pictures.”

“Have you told Trotter that he's
being advertised for?”

“Not yet—I mean, no fear—that
ig, ho's not being advertised for at
all, and I don’t believe he ever had
an uncle at Gravesend.”

“Hﬂ-, !JFI, ha 1*

Billy Bunter caught sight of
Trotter then, and rolled away to
claim his pal from SBkimmer. Harry
Wharton & Co. looked at one another,
surprised but pgreatly entertained.
They had a glimmering now of what
it all meant.

“So far as I can make out,
Trotter’s being advertised for be-
cause his unecle in the fried fish lina
at Gravesend has left him some-
thing, and Bunter has seen the adver-
tisement,” said Wharton.

“That'a about it,” grinned Bob
Cherry; “and Skinner’s seen it, too.
They're after the loaves and fishes—
the fried fishes |

04 Hﬂu ha, ha |?

“They've mot told Trotter,” went

Tae Maiexer Lmmary.—No, 1,010
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on the captain of the Remove.
“‘Phey ought to have told him at
once.” y 3

“Making friends with him first!
chortled -Nugent.

Wharton frowned.

“] suppose that's their game,” he
said. “ But if this is true, Trotter’s
got tp kndw-af once. I wonder
where Bunter saw the advertise-

ment #* |
Bob Therry gave a yell,
“I'vé got itB]‘ Ha, ha, ha! That

was what Bunter saw in the ° Daily
Mail * the other day, when hc was
late for class, you remember.”

. “Oh, why, of cotrse!” exclaimed
Wharton, at once.

“Certain ' chuckled Nugent.

“The certainfulness is terrific. We
must get an ‘esteemed _mpjr_-uf Iasat
Wednesdiy's * Daily Mail,” ™" chortled
the nabob of Bhadipur., “Or perhaps-
fully the advertisement may, be roe-

sated” dayfully, as the estecmed
Trotter has not yet answered it.”

“ Likely enough,” agreed Wharton.
“We'll get Quelech’s * Daily Mail
and look. If there's anybody adver-
tising for Trotter, the kid's going fo
Lknow at once.”

“Yes, rather!”

_ Harry Wharton & Co. walked to the

House.” Bunter and Skinner, still
whacking out their prize on the prin-
ciple of * halves,” had both started
for Courtficld with Trotter, to enter-
tain that interesting youth at the
pictures, Bunter and Skinner. gave
vne another rather inimical looks, but
both put on their friendliest smiles
to Trotter. Meanwhile, the chums of
the Remove obtained possession of
Mr. Quelch’s “Daily Mail,” and took
it to Study No. 1 for investigahion.
The investigation was thorough, and
it revealed at Jast the paragraph
which was inserted daily by Messre,
Foozle, Moozle, & Woozle, SBolicitors,
of Gravesend. ‘

“allo, hallo, hallo! Here it is!”

“Something to his advantage!”
chncked Bob. “Good egg! Trotter
wills be pleased to see this. Those
rotters have been keeping it datk.
What price making friends with
Trotter and having him to tea in the
study before we tell him?”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“We'll show it to Mrs. Eebble and

ask her to give it to Trotter when

he comes in,” said Harry, *“Then
we can get off on the bikes”

“Good !"

And when Theophilus Trotter came
in later, Mrs. EKebble, with henevo-
lent smiles; pointed out that interest-
ing paragraph to him, much to
Trotter’s surprise and delight, while
Skinner and Bunter had the pleasure
—or otherwise—of finding all the
HBemove in possessiom of the facts.
Loud laughter greeted Trotter's new
pals when they came into the Rag.
Skinner was surprised till Bolsover
major pointed out a eutting from a
newspaper that was stuck on the wall
of the Rag. Somebody had cut it out
of a “Daily Mail * and stuck it there
for all the Bemove to read.

Skinner stared at it and bit his
thin lip hard.

“That's news!” he remarked.

TrE Maioxer Liprary.—No, 1,010,

“Not news to you, you spoofer!”
said Russell. *Think we don't know
now wh}r you've heen buttering up
Trotter?” _

“0Of course I never knew.”

“ Cheese it !” ;

“I say, you fellows!”  Bunter
blinked at the cutting in dismay. *I
—I say, you keep off the grass, you
know. I found it out first. I say,
don’t -all you fellows get butting in
like Skinner.”

“"Ha, ha, hal”

Skinneér walked out of the Rap,
biting his 121, and William Georgo
Bunter rolled - after him. They left
the Rag in a roar.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Trotter’s Windfall !

it RATTERS, old bean !
“Thank you, Master
Cherry "

“The congratulatefulness ie terrific,
my esteemed Trotter.™

Trotter grinned.

“Thank you, sir!"

“Any mnews yet?" asked Harry
Wharton.
“Not wet, sr,” said Trotter,

“There ain’t time yet. I've wrote
to the legal gentleman about it.”

“Best. of luck,” said Johany Bull.
“I hope it will turn out to be a
fortune.”

Trotter rubbed his nose thought-
fully. :

“Well, T don’'t see ’ow it ecould,”
he said. “ Fortunes ain't made in the
fried fish line. But it miay be some-
thing ‘andsome. 1 'ope so.”

“We all hope so,” said Frank
Nugent.

It was some days sincc the dis-
covery of the advertisement in the
“ Daily Mail,” and the Famous Five,
spotting Trotter in the passages, had
stopped him to imquire. They were
quite interested in Trotter's windfall,
more especially a3 they had been the
means of bringing Messrs. Foozle's
paragraph to Trotter's knowledge.

Certainly, i1t had not oeccurred to
the chums of the Remove to “pal”
with Trotter because he was coming
into money. Such a scheme as that
was likely to ocour only to a fellow
like Ekinner or Bunfer.

But they were very pleased by his
good luck, and their congratulations
were cheery and sincere,

“Let's hope it will be something
substantial, old bean,” said Bob
Cherry. “And don’t blow it all in
riotous living when it comes along.”

Trotter chuckled.

“And don’t be in a hurry to give
up your job, kid, even if you've got
something in the bank,” advised
Johnny Bull.

“No fear!” said Trotter.

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter

rolled up the passage, his very
spectacles gliutin%_ with wrath and
indignation. “You let Trotter
alone !

“What?"

“Trotter's my pal, not yours, Ain’t
vou, Trotter?” exclaimed Bunter in-
diﬁnauﬂy. “You fellows keep clear !

Yon frabjous idiot!” roared Bob.

by the cook and the maids.

< Oh, really, Cherry——"
“You f:_mfjing' chump !”
“You needn't call me names becausc

T'm protecting Trotter from a lot of
BT

y fellows who are after his
money,” reforted Bunter. “1 must
say I despise you. Just likc Skinner,

butting in-———-7"
Billy Bunter did not get any
further. Five airs  of hands

descended wupon him, and the Dwl
of the Remove was swept off his feet.

Bump !

“Yarooooh!”

“Give him another!” gasped Bob.
Bump'!

“Yow! Ow, ow! Owwhoooop!”

Trotter departed, grinning, and the
Famous Five strolled away; leaving

Bunter sitting on the floor and
roaring.
The next day there was a letter for

Trotter from Messrs. Foozle, Moozle

& Woozle, of Gravesend. Below stairs

there was a great deal of excitement
on the subject. Trotter was regarded
with much more respect than usual
] Even

rs. Kebble was more gracious. . The
news leaked out that Trotter's
E'r_aaende was reguired by Messrs.

ookle to c¢laim the inheritance from
his unele—a sum in hard ecash, of
which the amount was variously
stated. = After class. that day two
figures—one thin and the other wvery
fat—might have been seén making
their wdy round the sehool buildings
to the boot-room window. Skinner
and Bunter glared at one another as

they arrived together at the boot-
room. -

“Look Lere, Skinner. What do you
want  here!”  demanded  Bunter
morosely.

“What do you want:”
skinner.

“I'm going to speak to a pal,” said
Bunter loftily.

“Same here.”

“Oh, really, S8kinner——"

“Shut up, you fat ass. You know
it's halves."

“I must say I despise you, Skinner,
sneaking after a chap  because he's
coming into a few thousands!” _

“And what are you doing, you fat
frumpr*

“I-disdain to answer that guestion,
Skinner. I hope I can be kind to a
fellow I like without being misunder-
stood !” said Bunter, with dignity.

“You fat idiot:”

“You sneaking rotter!”

Trotter loocked out of the open
window. Trotter’'s face was wvery
bright. Exactly what Trotter ‘I:Imught
of his new friends. it would be diffi-
cult to say. Without being unduly
sugpicious, he might have suspected
that both Bunter and Skinner had
known about Messrs. Foosle's adver-
tisement when they so suddenly
selected him as a dear pal. Still, it
was charitable to believe that they
had not known till Trotter himsell
knew. Probably Trotter did not think
much about it at all. He was fully
occupied in thinking of his good lueck.

“Well, what's the news, old man?®”
asked SBkinner genially, suddenly ceas-
ing to scowl at Bunter and smiling at
Trotter.

sneered
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* Come on, Trotter,'” sald Skinner, with a scowl ai Bunter.

Skinner had one of Trotter’s arms, and was trying to'draw him
away to Study No.4, Bunter had his other arm, and was seeking to jerk him towards Study No.7. Between his two enthusiastie
pals, who were so glad to see him, Trotter seemed likely to sufler ! (See Chapler 11.)

“8plendid, eir,” said Trotter,
beaming.
“Bomething  hawdsome!”  asked

Bunter, cagerly.
“Very ’andsome, Master Bunter”
“You mean Billy,” said the Owl

of the Remove, chi-r]in%ly. “Then't
stand on ceremony with your best
iriend, old chap.”

“For goodness’ =sake, shiut up.

Bunter, and let old Trotier speak!”
#aid Skinner. “Is it hard cash,
T'rotiers”

“Yes, sir—'ard cash—more money
than I ever thought I ghould ‘ave
in A& lump in my life!” ‘beamed
Troiter,

“How much?” gasped Bunter.

“A ‘undred pounds!” eaid Trotter
impresaively.

The two Removites stared at him.

To Theophilus Trotter a hundred
'F.I{!'II.IHIH WwWiaa o an  enormoua BUIn ﬂf
mancy. Irobably he had mnever
possrssed more ihan two or three
nounds at onee in  all his days
hitherto.

Hut Skinner's thoughts had run to
ilousande, and Bunter had dreamed
of millions!

1t was o crushing digsappointment,

But they ralliéd at ence, After all,

2 bundred pounds woe a hundred
pounds.  What conld a fellow like
Trotter do with a hundred pounds-—-
unlers he had good and ln:{n friends
io adviee him in the spending of 117
Quite a  number of magnificent
spreails eould be stood for that sum
—that occurred to Bunler at onep.
A loan of a tenner conld easily he
made from such a sum—Skiuner
vealised that.

S0, dirappointed ag they were, they
guceeeded in grinning  at  Trotter
fquite enthusiaatically.

“Besplendid I astammercd Bunler.

“Oh, fine!” said Skinuer. _

“HReglor windfall for me,” said
Trotter bLrightly.  “I've got leave
to go and sec the lawyer blokes: I'm
going to-morrer morning.  There's
jest one thing ikat worrice me a

1

“You can tell a pal what it is,”
said =kinner.

“You can confide in me, old chap,”
said DBunter.

“You sce, the Jnwyer blokea ain’t
handing auything over till they sce
me,” explatued Trotter. *“That's all
righty of course. DBut the fare up
to London from ‘ere is pretty steep.
Then, if T *ave to ¢tay over the night,

that runs into mouey. I shall want
a couple of pounds, at least, lo carry
me through.”

“0Oh!” said Skinmer,

“Um!"” said Bupter. o

There was a remarkable diminu-
iipn of enthusiasem on the part of
Trotter's pals.

“You young genls, being my
friecnds———" eaid Trotter.
“Rely on me,” said Bumier. “If

my postal-order comes before you
start, Trotter, I'm your man, The
tronble is that it's poesible that it
may not come till Saturday.”

“Frightfully unlucky that I should
happen 1o be quite stony,” raid
Skinner regretfully. “If you'd men-
tioned this yesterday it would have
been all right, Today I'm absp
lutely on the rocks. I dare say
Mrs. Eehble would see you throngh
if vou asked her.”

“You seo—"" hegan Trottcr.

“Hallo, iliere's the bell 1"
exclaimed Skinner. *“Eeo you laler,
old fellow.”

And Skinner walked away rather
gquickly. '

“Musin't be late for tiffin,” said

I'we Maoxer Lisramy.—Neo. 1,010,
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Bunter, hastily. *““Bee you agaim
Trotter, old fellow !” _

And Bunter rolled after Skinner,

No doubft Mrs. Eebble cafe to
Trotter's rtscue, for the next morn-
ing he was gone from Greyfriars to
intérview Messrs, Foozle; Moozle &
Waobzle, at Gravesend,

His friends waited anxiously for his
return. Skinner was quite annoyed
because the inheritance had not run
inte thouwsands. Billy Bunter parted
very regretfully from his dream of
millibns. But & hundred pounds was,
after all, a very eolid. and wuseful
sum. With a hundred pounds in his
pocket Trotter was well worth
cultivating by two hard-up and un-

scrupulous fellows—at least, till the

hundred pounds was gone. When if
was gone no doubt Trotter's devoted
pals would be gone, too. In the
meantime, they were prepared to

devote themselves to Trottéer, to take:

him under their protection, 4o sce
that he was not imposed upon by
needy, greedy  fellows, and to be
kind to him generally, regardless of
being misunderastood and snecred af
in the Hemove.

Billy Bunter had already planned
an extensive series of spreads, for
which hie friend Theophilus was to
foot the bill. Skinner had already
told Mr. Banks, at the Cross Kevs,
in Friardale, that he would be able
to settle up very shortly, and had
arrapged with that frowsy gentleman
to put a fiver on Bonny Boy for a
race the.-following week. Trotter was
to see him through, It was scarcely
possible that Trotter, bursting with
ready money, would refuse to whack
it out to some extent with fellows
who lhad taken him up and become
such fast friends—there was no doubt
on that point.  Once Trotter returned
with the cash in his possession, all
was plain sailing. And Skinner and
Bunter were very anxious for his
refurn.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The End of a Friendship !

b ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here's
the giddy heir!”

It was the following day,
after class, and Harry Wharton & Co.
had gone to No. 1 Study in the
Remove for tea. Thmu%::. the open
doorway of the study b Cherry
spotted the plump figure of Trotter,
and his plump, beaming face.

Trotter grinned cheerily at the
Famous Five as they came to the
door.

““All serene, kid?" asked Harry
Wharton.

“Yes, sir, thank you,” said Trotter.
“1 thought yvou'd like to “ear that
it was all right, so I came up.”

“Jolly glad,” said the captain of
the Remove. “TYou've secn the legal
johnnies "

- “Yes, Master Wharton, and it's all
right—a ‘undred pounds!” beamed
Trotter.

“Qratters, old bean!"

“The gladfulness at the estcemed
news is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“1 say, you fellows,” Bunter came

mp with a rush, “is that you,

Trotter? BSo glad to see you again,
old chap! I—I've missed you aw-
fully I

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“COh, really, you fellows—
Skinner was on the spot the mext

moment, He slipped his  arm
through Theophilus Trotter’s.
“(#lad. you're back, old fellow! 1Is

it all right?"”

“Puffickly all
Trotter.

“Come along to my study and tell
me all about it,” said Skinner.

“Oh, really, Skinmer——"

“De¢ shut up, Bunter!”

Y Bha'n't!"” hooted
“Trotter's my pal, not yours! Come
along  to my study, Trotter, old
fellow! TYou'll want some tea after

your journey.”
ours, Trotter!”

“Come into

chuckled Nugent. “We'll celebrate
the event without borrowing any of
vour hundred pounds.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You shut up!™ roared Bunter.
“You clear off, Skdnner. Come on,
Trotter, old fellow—don't take any
notice of those cads!”

Skinner had one of Trotter's arms,
andd was trying to draw him away
to Study No. 4. Bunter had his ogther
arm, and wae secking to jerk him
towards Study No. 7. Between his
two enthusiastic pals, who were glad
to see him, Trotter seemed likely to

gir,” eaid

right,

Bunter.

suffer - the fate of the ancient
Patroclus,
“I—I -Bay——" pasped Trotter.

He. would have preferred to accept
the kind invitation into Study No. 1,
but his friends were not to be denied.
Bkinner succeeded in %ettin o88e8.
#lon, and Trotter was landed, rather
breathless, in Study No. 4. Billy
Bunter rolled in after them. Bunter
was not to be left out.

“Hallo! Your friend coming to
tea again?” grinned the Bounder, who
was 1n Study No. 4.

“Yes; and if you don’t like it you
can shift!"” snapped Skinner.

“Blese wyour little heart, T don’t
mind !" said Vernon-Smith, *“Glad
to hear of vour good luck, Trotter!”

“Thank you, Master Vernon.
Smith,"” gasped Trotter.
“Toke a& tip from me, and ke

your money in the bank,” added the
Bounder, “Don’t lend it to any-
body."

“Oh, really, Smithy-—"

“You ean keep your advice to your-
self, Vernon-Smith,” said Skinnoer,
with a sncer. “Trotter doesn’t need
advice from vou; Trotter has his own
friends when he wante to ask advice.”

“That's all right, sir,” said Trotter
cheerfully, “I ain’t got the money
with me, of course.”

Skinner jumped.

“You—you haven't 7

“You said it was all
casped Bunter.

“So it is—right as rain,” said
Trotter. “You sece, the hundred
pounds is in the War Loan—same
as ready money.”

“Oh! Of—of coursc!" gaid Skinner,
“You have to sell War Loan to got
the ready money, that's all.”

“Only I ain't allowed to,” eaid
Trotter cheerfully,

right !”

“Eh®"
13 Whut?” )
“You see, that was in TUnecle

Ebenezer's will,” explained Trotter.
“He's left me a hundred pounds in
War Loan, but I'm mot to touch it
till I'm twentv-one.”

“QOh!”

“ Ooogoh I

“The interest goes on accumulating
for me,” said Trotter. *"“Mr. Foozle
advised me to *ave the interest put
into savings certificates as it comes
along. He's seeing to it for me; he's
a very kind gentleman.”

Skinner stared nt Trotier. Bunter
blinked at him, with his eyes nearly
bulging through his big spectacles.
For a moment there was an awful
silence in the study.

It was broken by a roar of laughter
from the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner gave a furious look.

Bunter groaned.

“Ha, ha, ha!” wvelled Vernon-
‘Bmith.  ""It's only a bird in the bush,
after all! You'lls have to stick to

your new pal for some years yet,

Skinner, before wyour ship comes
home! Ha, ha, ha!”

“You eackling rotter!” hissed
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Very kind of you to ask me to
tea,” said Trotter. 1 could peck a
bit arter my journey."”

Skinner ave a enarl. The
hwpitnlitg of Study No. 4 had come
to a sudden end, so far as Trotter

was concerned. There were five years
to wait before Trotter’s inheritasce
took the form of readv cash.
Obviously, his inheéritance was of no
use to Harold Skinuer,

“Oh, dear! said Bunter.

He rolled out of the study.

Skinoer pointed to the door.

“Get out!” he said.

“Ek? ecjaculated Trotter.

“Get out!”

“You asked me to fe:

“I don't have boot buye to tca,”
said Skinner savagely, “You can
come here when my bools want clean-
ing; not at olher times. Get out!™
All the angry malice 1n Skinuer's
nature had been brought to the sur-
face by hix bitter Sisnppﬂintment.
“Goet out of this room, you lout!”

“Well, my eye!” said Trolter.

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared the Bounder.

“It ecome into my ‘cad that you
was thinking of my monev, Master
sSkinner,” said Trotter, “but 1
wouldn't think such ‘a thing of a

Greyfriars youung gent. Now 1
think——"

“Don't talk to me!” snarled
Skinner. *“Get out!”

“Don't do anything of the kind,
Trotter,” said Vernon-Smith coolly.
“Stay to tea with me, old scout.
Skinner's hardly fit for a decent
fellow to git down to tea with, so
he's going out to make room for
you !

*0Oh, sir!” gasped Trotter.

“You checky cad!” yelled Skinner.

“Are you going®" asked the
Bounder.

“Nol" howled Skinner.

(Continued on page 28.)
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Introduction

priests that worship .of
the shrine of Buddha, Kang Pu, the fanatic who would set the world

hate of the

Yet Kang Pu doesn’t have it all his

own way, for Ferrers Locke, England’s intrepid detective, turns up
in unexpected fashion and denounces him for the scoundrel he is!

The Deserted Monastery

N the cold light of early merning
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake set

.off with the Tomo on & wmd:pf;
path, invisiblo to any but a hill-
man, which led upwards towards the
|1m:t.h-ea.-s.;. h.t".h{-a.d th;them mnveti_n
string of shaggy, Tibetan mountain
ni.ngs. The 155&& of the line, the
argest pony of them all, was an old
veteran scarcely twelve hands in height.

Ferrers Locke and Jack were clad m
dirty blouses of coarse fibre and panta-
loons of the same matorial. Their {eet
were thrust into knee-high woollen
boots.,  Dirty, turban-shaped headgear
sufficed for head-covering, and they were
enveloped in thick blankets, which served
to keep out the intenze cold.

Further questioning of the Tomeo could
clicit nothing except that, when on a
journey to Gyantse some months before,
iw.-, had camped at the base of the rugged
hillside on which were perched the ruins.
During the night he had wakened to
Eear the chanting of a sonorous chorus

inany voices. 1t had floated to him
down the hillside, and then had come a
wailing and shricking which had filled
his heart with terror. That terror had
communicated itself to his ponies, for
they had broken their picket-ropes and
dashed off into the darkness. He, tho
Tomo, had followed, running blindly,
and fearful of those ghostly voices,

He told his tale with a wealth of de-
tail, nodding his head to lend emphasis
to his. words. -

“YWe cannot reach Gyantse this night,™
he concluded. “So, if you doubt my
words, you priests, and laugh to your-
selves, and say, ' "Vhal a misbegoiten

liar is this dog of 2 Tomeo,” then it well
may be that you will not doubt by morn-
ing comes. For to-night we camp below
the Seven Monastéries, and who knows
but what the ghostly voices may drone
again their chorus!™

“You are not afraid?”  inguired
Ferrers Locke.
“Afraid? Not If Have I not two

worthy sons of Buddha to protect me?”

And, chuckling hoarsely, the Tomo
rode on. It was as Ferrers Locke had
pxplained to Jack, Totally lacking in
imagination, the half-developed mind of
the follow could enly sense danger when
danger stood visible before his eyes.
Should the voices be heard again during
the night, then the chances amounted to
& certainty that he would flee mn terror,
to return when morning eame, swagger-
ing, blustering, forgetful of his fear,

Iri war, if it had beén cxplained to
him that the cold, silent; barrel of an
enemy machine-gun might belch sudden
death, ho would doubtless have listencd
carefully, then charged straight at it
He could not visuslise danger, and such
has often been taken for courage, -but it
15 not courage.

They enmped before darkness fell, the

nice picketed in a cirele about them.
ﬁlﬂ sign had Ferrers Locke and Jack
Drake scen of any pursuit, but they
knew that the danger of capture would
be increased enormously on the morrow,
when they rode down from the high
land to the plain of Gyantse. Tho road
to Lhasa passed through Gyantse, and
through Gyantse they must go to reach
tho road. They had learncd, by caretu
questioning of the Tomo, that it was 1m-
possible to make & detour, avoid

Gyvantse, and join the road beyond the
village., Precipitous cliffa, down which
no dmth could be found, fringed the
road, and Gyantse was the only geteway
to the road—and Lhasa. Therofore,
thrapgh Gyantse they must pass, and,
without doubt it would be a passage
fraught with peril for them.

“] have & mind, my friend,” said
Ferrers Locke, when they hed eaten
their meal of dried yak Hesh, “to seo
these ruins above our heads, Does any
path run upwards?

The Tomo nodded. :

“A.road runs wpwards™ he replied;
“but it has long fallen into disuse, They
say that, in the ages when our fathera
trod the land, countless pilgrims wor-
shipped at the shrines of the Beven
Monasterics, and their glory and splen-
dour was equal ohly to that of Lhesa!
But de you not know that, you rum-
awey priests?"

“He who travels much, learns much,”
roplied the detective; “and we who
travel little can know but littlo !

The Tome grinned. The implisd com-
liment was not lost on him. He was a
ree man, cursed of Buddha though he

might be. 1t was his to come and go,
not to exist hemmed in by four walls,
like theso miserable priests of Buddha.

Finding the direction in_which the
road lay, Farrers e and Jack rose

to. their feet, -The Tomo huddled him-
salf in his blanket, and prepared. fo
slecp. His sttitude was one of complete

Jndifferonce.

Leaving the cirdlo of picketed ponies,

ful Ferrers Locke and Jack sot off along the

base of the cliffs. It waa not intcnsely
Tire Magwver Lismanry.—No. 1,010,
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derk, and they had little difficulty in
finding the road which wound upwards
to the ruins, It was strewn with
boulders which had clattered down from
the heights #bove during the years
which had passed. For nearly an hour
they stumbled upwards, then there
ldomed before them the black shadow of
the first of the Beven Monasteries,

By the aid of his torch, Ferrers Locke
disclosed an opening in the outer wall.
They passed through, and emerged into
a silent, deserted courtyard, For a long
minute they stood listening, but not a
sound disturbed the stillness. :

Movin cautiously forward they
reached the blacker shadow of crumbling
cloisters, _

“Wo seem to have the place to our-
selves !” murmured Jack, *I wonder if
that fellow was lzmg'.’”

“I do not think so. I have a theory,
and——"

The detective paused, and from some-
where inside the ruins came’ the
drone of mufled voices. It rose, weird
and unearthly, in a wave of perfect har-
mony, then died slowly away.

Jack felt a stirring at his scalp. It
seoped, indeed, like the voices of some

ghostly choir, " Bilence. oppressive in its
mntensity, secttled over the ruined
monastery,

“What—what was i£?" .

Jack's voice was husky, and be listened
with straining ‘oars. '
 “Come, but move as silently se pos-
sible, and keep your hand on your gun!
whispered Ferrers Locke, and tégether
they moved step by step further into the
shadows which s{muuded the interior
of the monastaty,

——

The Volee of Kang Pu!

ROPINGLY they felt their way
G forward and came to  what
appeared to be n long corridor.
At oné end, so faint as to
almost imperceptible, there glimmered
a faint, bluish hight, _

Hugging the wall, they approached it,
moving silently and with iofinite
oaation. The light grew stronger at
every ste? snd Jack realised’ that 1t
was the light from somo inmer room
or temple glimmering through a thin
curtain.

Beaching the curtain, they pressed
close against the wall. With his fore-
finger, Ferrers Lockse moved the curtain
s0 a3 to allow them o view of what lay

beyond., Jack stared through the chink, all-power,
KANG PU, the self-siyled Chosen of Buddha ™

not knowing what to expect. Then, as
his gaze became focused, he caught his
breath sharply and stood rigid with
astonishment,

Before them lay a huge temple lit by
countless a1l lmnps fixed in brackets and
suspended from plastered beams. Giant
pillars towered high into the shadows
of the dome-like roof. At one end of
tha temple sgquatted the fgure of &
colossal golden Buddhs, & myriad lights
above its head glinting brilliantly on its
massive form. The air was recking 'and
heavy with .ineense, which curled
upwards from long lines of braziers.

‘But what riveted Jack’s attention was
s tall, gaunt figure clad in robes of
crimson, standing motionless before the

figure of t ﬂgi&nl‘. Buddha. He was
facing the god, his hands raised high
above his head, But for him tfle

temple was deserted. Then suddenly he
spoke, his voice cochoing sonorously
tohrough that vast place: -

[ow.

“To ye, O Buddha, do we come to
restore thy wvanished lﬁrlm-ms! We have
heard the word of thy Chosen One, O
Buddha, and cven mow we whet the
sword which will- bring under his
domination the cities and peoples of the
Western world, Through a sesrof blood
will we wade, O Buddha, till he shall
sit_secure on the rock of power in holy
Lhasa! Let his spirit enter into ye this
night, 0 Buddhas, that thy servants may
hear 1ssue from thine own lips the mes-
sage of war! Let him speak the words,
0 Buddha, the words which will spell
the annihilation of the cursed peoples
of the Western world [

He paused, and from the shadows
came the faint drone of many voices,
Then slowly there merged into the light
a long line of chanting priests. They
formed a semicirclo round the god, their
volces rising to & thunderous cim_rus.
Then, in an instant, their voices were
stilled, and silence reigned, broken only

by the quivering echoes, dylng slowly
away, for the gaunt, solitary figure in
front of the god turneéd and faced the
monks.

A stifled exclamation Dbroke from
Jack :

“Kala Dului ™

It was indeod he, that sinister monk

from the Patong Lamasery. He took a
chalice from a stand on the right of the
Buddha and, raising it above his head,
stood. motionless, his lips moving in-
audibly. Replacing it, he stood silent
for' & moment, then, rsising one hand
above his head, said harshly:
* “The hour of sacrifice draws nigh!
Then ye will depart, each following his
own path, and will bear the message of
war to the EWP]M of this Jand. = And
because ye have been chosen from the
lamaseriés and- monastories of Tibet to
carry this message, ye shall hear for the
first and last time the voice of thy
master, Kang Pu, the Chosen of
Buddha 1 |

He wheeled to face the god, the monks
standing motionless,

Forrers Locke drow his_revolver, his
ﬁngar on the trigger.

“0 Buddha,” droned Kala Dului, “let
the spirit of Kang Pu enter into ye that
these servants of thine may hear his
message |

He ceased speaking. No one stirred.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
Prompled by the murderous activities of the

and fanaltic who, to eatisfy his own mon-
lroug ﬂr.r%mms, would set the whole world

abltze writh toar
FERRERS LOCKE, the famous Baker Street
detective, accompanied by his plucky young

cgarsfnd
JACK DRAKE, IDeaves England for Tibef,
m to discover the fate of an expedi-
on
MAJOR BEVERLEY, which 18 believed
-’imgffuﬂi&ndiﬂm EEHW PII;'-! H‘t-r}m:? ®
sguised as travelling lamas, Locke and
eroes  the Tibelan [fronMer and

et

EALA DULUI, & priest, and one of the zealous
go'ﬂﬂtﬁ of Kang Pu. Eu:gimm of the
slectives’ bona fides, Kala Dului cup-
ningly directs the [wwin fo the Palong

Lamasery.
& sfralegic wove, however, Ferrére
¢ and Drake pain their freedom and
make for the hills, where they come across
TOMO, an outeast, who, having #uffered at the
hands of the mereiless priests of Buddha,
offers to puide Locke ond Drake fo the

ﬁ;gﬂﬂugﬂ tl:luhlilh.ud LWEE i
m cifees ; The Flootwary House,
rates ; Inland and Abroad, iis.
Auwstralis and Now Zealand: M

ra * ; ;
#. Enn?ﬁ & Gotoh, Ltd. : and for Canadat

.a8 though turned to stone.

The silence was intense.  Then, as
thuuj;h from the wery lips of the
Buddha, came a voice, cold and

emotionless :

“ Lasten to my words, for T am Kang
Pu, the Chosen of Buddha, the scourge
of the Western world! Go ve into the
fasiness of this land and bid my
people prepare for war! Bid them
prepare and await the sigpal, which
shal]l come from lml[y Lbasa.” The time
iz not vet ripe, for I, Kang Pu, work in
my own way. But the day appreaches
when the white races shall be put to the
aword, and I, Kang Pu, shall reign in
Lhasa !™

The voice ceased. Kala Dului stood
Ferrers
Locke raised his antomatic, the end of
the barrel protruding through the chinle
in.the curtain, i

“He must not live, Jack!™ he mur-
mured, and Jack knew it was of Kang
Pu he spoke,

“None know me, and none have scen
my face!” continued the voice. * Greater
than the Grand Lama am I, Kang Puy,
lord of life and death! I—"

Bang ! .

Ferrers Locke fired straight between
the ‘eyes of the giimt god, There issued
from its lips & wild,” lcrng-dmw:l SCrea,
Then, witf:3 Jack by his eide, Ferrers
Locke pushed his wh{;egaat the curtain,
which fell into place behind him.

e

Beyond Gyantse !

HE monks stood in stricken
silence, staring at the two figures
standing = inside the curtain,
Kala Dului backed away till the

knees of the Buddhe stayed his further
pProgress,

He glared at Ferrers Locke, hia lips
drawn back from his testh in a snarl of
fear and rage. . The detective advanced,
hiz gun in his hand; his eves slert.

“Call on your master, Kala Dului!”
he cried. “Call on Kang Pu, the lord
of life and death!”

Kale Dului did not answer,

“Where i3 he now ?” went on Ferrers
Locke mockingly, as Kala Dului glared
at him in silence. “Where is this lord
of life end death whoe preaches war to
these black-robed fools?”

He wheeled on the line of monks.

“Fools that you are!"” he eried. “Get
you gone to your monasteries and lama-
series, and lend not vour ears to the
lying words of Kang Pu!”

“No lying words are thev. asccursed
one ! soreamed Kala Dului, “ And that
ve shall learn! I know ye, ve violator
of Patong !

He waved wild arms above his head.

“At hmm, ye servants of Buddha!” he
oried. “Pull down the dog that his car-
cass may rot in the strcets of Lhasa!
At him, that outraged Buddha may
drink of his cursed blood!”

A low, ominous growl came from the
monks, and they surged restlessly,

Ferrers Locke saw the danger signal
The first shock of surprise had passed,
and the gesticulating figure of Kela
Dului was likely to sway them to an
assault,

“Listen, ye priests!” he cried im-
peratively, ““And ve, thou hypoerite,
Kala Dului! Here I stand before your
Buddha and throw in his tecth the

wmonastery of Salai, tohieh 9 afeped to Words of Kang Pu. War is not for
be the secret ﬁ'mnt of Kang Pu, i ye, say, nor: for the cPEﬂplea of
{Now read on.) Tibet ! all on your Buddha, Kala
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Dului, or on his chosen one, Kang Pu,
to say that I lie. Call on them, thou
sorcerer, and if they answer that I lie,
then indeed wilt thou be vindicated !"

Thoe monks shufled uneasily. Half-
scared, half-expectant glances they cast
at the god, but the Buddhn sat silent
and unresponsive. Who this stranger
was they knew not. But Kang Puo had
shriecked and been silent &t his
approach, and their swperstitious, re-
zeptive mnds were i1ll-at-ease,

“Yo know, Kala Dului, the death
which I hold in my hand!” went on
the detective. “And if thou refuse to

call u n thy master, Kang Pu, then
assure shalt thou die!"
I{ala lui licked his livid lips. He

knew, as well as Ferrers Locke, the
trickery with which he had m:lught to
impress these superstitious priests. He
mlght also have been able to answer a
guestion which Ferrers Locke was ask-
ing himself. Had the voice which had

ken from the lips of the god been

at of Kang Pu himself, or of some-
e acting for Kang Put

“I shall count three, Kala Dului!”
Ferrers Locke's voice was tense. “ And
if thou still refuse to call on Kang Pu
then thou shalt die!”

It was a shrewd stroke this of
Ferrers Locke. If he could ipstil
doubt into the minds of these monks
then the message of war would be but
a poor, half-hearted thing, lacking the
power of conviction which it would
carry were it preached by sincers
fanatics. For should the message be
delivered and priest-ridden Tibet rise
in arms, then it might well ha the

rk which would fire the East and
plunge the world inte Armageddon,

L1 ﬂﬂE .| LE]

The word fell coldly from the detec-
tive’s lips, and he raised his revolver
till 1t covered the heart of the -r:ringmg:

Kala Dului. The monks stood
though spellbound, leaderless and un-
koowing how to act. Had one of them

at that moment had the intelligence
and courage to take the law inte his

own hands, then Ferrers Locke and
Jack would have been overwhelmed by
a rush of the black-robed ones. But
Kala Dului was their high priest, and
to Kala Dului they looked for action
and not merely vituperation. More-
over, the majority were convinced that
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their god would not allow this sacrilege
to _pass unpuniahed.
“Two ™

Ferrers Locke's finger tightened on
the trigger. Kala Dului glared at him
through blazing eyes, knowing full well
that death was very <lose. His lips
moveid, mﬂuthmg strange oaths, Then,
with a ery, he flung himself face down-
warde at the feet of the god, hammer-
ing with his hands and clawing with
his talon-like fingers at the unresponsive
mtal,

“0 Kang Pu!" he screamed. “O
Bnddha, strike down in thy wrath this
defiler of thy holy temples!” It is
worthy of note that he called on the
great Buddha second. **Let the fire

‘of thy righteous anger envelop him
that the dogs n::f Lhau may feast on his
shrivelled A sign—a smgn, O

Kang Pu, Lhal*. tht;-sra servants of thine
may see with their eyes thine omni-
tence! BStrike down the infidel, O
ang Pu—strike down this desccratar
of thlr sh-rmea 0 Buddha "
a2 Dului red to hiz feet
swayingly, shakingly., He turned to
the monks and threw out his arms in
an 1mpassioned gesture.
“At him, ve dogs!" he shricked.
“Canst thou not see that the great

~Buddha looks to ye? Canst thou——"'

The words died on his lips. He
swaycd backwards and forwards, fight-
ing for control, then his body went
limp and hsa crashed to the floor. Out-
raged Nature had taken her toll, and
the violenve of his fear and emotion
had brought about a ecompleto coilapse.

The monks started {orward, but
froze into immobility as Ferrers Locko
wheeled on them.

“Read, then, that mgn, if sign it be,

¥e prinats of - Buddha!” he cried,

*Why lies vour high priest thus, at the

very feet of that falso god? War is
not for thee, I say, nor for this land
of Tihet! Get you gone to your
lamaseries, and payv no heed to the
Iving tongue of that arch-hypoerite
Kang Fu!"

One monk, bolder than the others,
stood forward,

“Whao are ya?"” he demanded harshly.
“Ye whoe stand in this tomple of
Buddha, clad in the garb of a herder
of assos?"

Ferrers Locke =stared at the man.
ITe knew he was holding these black-
robed monks hy the sirange manner of
iz coming amongst them.

They were astounded, aghast!- The
knew not what to think.
pricst, lying as though in death, at t
very feet of the silent Buddha! This
dominant stranger =0 full of strange
words, so confident in those words!

Whoen the detective spoke his voien
was low and vibrant with cmotion. He
meant it to be. e was stniving to
drive home his domination over them.
But ho knew full well how thin was
the ice on which he ired. Ono look,
onog word, onc gesture betrayping a.up:ht.
but the  knowledge that he was
supreme master of the situation, then
the spell would be broken, and they
would rush on him and tear him down.

“Ye ask who I am?" he said.
“Know, then, that T am one who has
jonrneved far to guide thy feet from
the path of war. For as surely as vo
st toot along that path, then shall it
lead you into the valley of death!
1Tomd ot the lving words of Kang Pu,
elsn thy bones ﬂltﬁ?] bleach by the way-
side, and deaili <hall «alk throughont
this land.”

ITe pavsed and knew that he Thad

Wi, ?‘:n- Ilil"'l'l'n' !!I'I"F-'v.ﬂg'l'_" I'Jr WwWar "Fn“:lll
be preached by these monks.  Poubt.
g, they wondd  wetorn 1o ther

Their hii .

-

lamaseries to ponder on the strange
scenes enacked n the ruined temple of
the Seven Monasteries.

Then, suddenly, without the slightest

w&rnjpg every light HAickered out,
plunging the temple into profound
darkness. And in fromt of the god,

where had lain the still form of Kala
Diului, thers leapt upwards a tongue of
flame. From out of the very ground
it seemed to come, and by its eerie,
dancing light, it was seen that the
body of Kala Dului had vanished. It
grew in volume till the gient Buddha
scemed enveloped in a sea of flame.

With a groan the monks threw them-
selves to the ground, whilst Locke and
Drake watched with bated breath!

(s thiz another trick on the part of
that wily seoundrel, Kala Bu:‘m! Does
tf mean that Perr.era Locke has lost. his
hold an the supserstitious monks? Nexi
week's thrilling instalment will tell you,
chumas.).

‘iii-ll-l 0 e o o O

DRIVEN FROM SCHOOL!

(Continued from page 15.).

5..-.--.-...“-m.III“II“III.“I".“III“I

want to start the holiday by making
minsemeat of our respeckted head-
mastor [

Like & snail startled by the sound of a
gt::rd?n t}l}"&[‘ the Hu% crm;l:;ih a}:'l

sale Ing Fury past
him, and he ha]g a glimpse of four
grinning faces,

E Stup L rnnr&l:l tlhue Head.
yau
Winkleses ! Stnp at once !

The unl IEW was & buret of mock-
ing larfter. of the Head and
his sorry plight, the F'l_‘r:mg Fury went
galloping out of gates, to disappear in

a cloud of dust,

The Head scrambled to his feet.
Furple with pashun, he shook his fists
after the retreoting car, at the same time

giving vent to the most unskollerly egge-
clamations.
Bother!  Dach! I'll birch

‘" Fearless,
I want a lift to

“Blow !
those young rascals black and blue when
I get to nnm?! Fancy them leaving me
in the lurch like this!™

By this time the quadrangle was de-
serted. The captina and the kings had
departed, so to speak, and there wasn't
a single vehicle m 5|ght

Snorting with rage, the Head crossed
to the bicyclesheds and peeped in,
Only one solitary hﬂm remained, and
that. was 1o use to the Head, for it was
a fag's bike, Tt would be beneeth his
diggnity to ride to Winklesea on that.

owever, there was & wheclbarrow in
the woodshed, and the Head decided
that he could travel in that without loss
te his preshus dignity. He dumped his

'?}urtmnnm into the barrow, and pcmhe-v:ll
!

then he commanded
the porter, to pm:h.._]lim out of

amself astride it;
Fossil,
Eales,

“Rather a novel way of going to
camp. Fossil—what?"” chuckled t%;m }i‘:

v.:r.f-mlg thu nﬁd porter grnntm l.mi
greaning like a beast of burden. ¢'ll
take 1t in turns with the pushing. You

do the Orst nale, and I’ de the next.”

But before ihe first mile had been
coverad, the Head had conveniently
dozed off ta sleep: and all Fowil's efforts
to wake him proved unavailing. 3o the
1||1hnp{n pavter mopped the inspiradion
from his brow, amngd took up the shafis
again, and pladided an hiz weary way.

And in this Fashion they af last reached
Winklesca.

THE ExD.

(e anre pow reed: "KIBNAPPED

BY PIRATEN!"—nert wiek’a rreiting
e of SE Nagw's, I0s the gaade !
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“TAKING UP TROTTER!”

{(Conttnued from page 24.)

“1 think you are!” jecred the

Bounder. ;
Aud the . Honnder was mﬁht
Skiuner wont; ‘whirled to. the «

by the Bounder's ginowy grasp, and
‘hurled into the passage iby the
Bounder's hefty Tboot. He landed
there with o crash. .
“Hullo, hallo, hallo! What's the
row? called out Bob Clerry.
“Yaroooh !
The Bounder explained, what time
Skinner lay gasping on the floor.
“Trotter's staying to tes with me,”
added the Bounder. “If you fellows
care to come, 1°11 be ]mnﬂured =

Trotter, you fellows,”

and then the . Famous Five walked
back cheerily to Stidy N&. 1 to tea
with Trotter and the Bounder.

Tea in Smithy’s study was going
atmng when the door opened and a
fat face and a large pair of spectacles
glimmered 1n.

“I say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !

“T don't miud coming to tea with
sald Bunter.
“I'm no anob. He's taken us in, and
I think it's a swindle, really, but,
after all, what can a fellow expect of
the ' lower classes F"

“Oh, my cyec!” smd Trotter.

Buntcr Pﬂlmk&d at tllﬂ well-spread

Mlﬁll‘ll‘ll‘lﬁhll“-ll

_ “We'll come witjepleasure,” - said
Harry Wharton. o £ But 'm:'ll kick
Skinner .along 1.'1|E- -paseage first."”

“Hear, lu:-..'u"

" Yes, rathEr ™

“The kickiulness
caper.’

Skinner scrambled to: his feet in
dire alarm. His alarm was well
founded. Bpb Cherry’s:boot landed,
and Skiuner yelled and fled. After
Imu. went the Famous Five, and three

is the proper

o f B, T i e S 4 S 4§

or” four * other -Remove fellows, and :

b]lnn:tllgr Wﬂaﬁ " dribbled tﬁl: lmi‘gthtﬂf st Greyteiare,

the Remov asange, yelling frantic- " s

ally as he W{-Pnt ¢ fled into a box- i‘ iheddor zonr. " Maxnet fm'h"l
room ot last and locked the door, e i —

Now look out for

‘“ BOLSOVER’S
BROTHER !~

Next week's stunning story
of Harry Wharton & Ec..

i o g e L i i, . I e o e

table, and sidled. into the study,
Trotter stated at him.

Y Mingd, don't want any familidrity
from you, Trotter,” explained Bunter,
“3 e:pncl, vou to keep your distance
when you're speaking to a gentleman.
That's understood. CGive me that
chair.”

ilEh?il-

“You can sit on the [e:udcr‘
enou h for }ruu, you know.'

T’-’ i

“In fact, yvou'd better not sit down

at all,” said Bunter. .* 1 don’t really

Good

- approve ‘of it. Pass the cake
Smithy. _
Smlth'f did not pass the cnke, He

umped up, and his guests jumped
il EE thap same time. ' More hands

an Bunter could count were laid
on the fat and fatuous Owl of ‘the

Remove. There was a terrific crash
in the Remove passage as William
George Bunter lan there. ‘Then

the door slammed, and nothing more
was seen; of Billy - Buutm, though his
voice wus heard for quite a hng
time, :

The next ﬂﬂ. Trotter was at- his
‘accustomed.-duties again, dividing’ his
attentions,- as isnal, between answer-
ing. bells and Eurﬂumg the thrillin
a&venturm of the Deinon Barber. -
had lost his two new friends, but
did not secm to. feel the loss at’
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RASH! Bang! Thud!
A __ At the sound of that thnid
tapping on the door of his study

Doctor Birchemall glenced up
from the commick paper hoe was read-
ing with a frown of annoyanso,

“Come in, fathead!" lLe growled.

Instantly the door was thrown open,
and a strange and grotesk figger ap-
peared . on tho threshold. The hgger
was all in white, and it was jibbering
and jesticulating wildly.

The Head jumped to his foet, his [ace
distorted by fear.

" A—a ghost!" ho

Pannick-stricken, he stared at tho
nusterious  appyrition  which  stoed
framed in his study deorway. His few
remaining heres stood up on end, and

aspod, agarst,

he tremhled like o frightened ralbibit, .

His necze farely nocked together.
“A—p fantum " muttered ths Head

horsely. " A fantom—and in broad

daylite 1"

CUloser  inspection of his strange

vizziter, however, reassured the Head

that this was:no speckter: from the
Land of B pes, It was & creeture
of flesh and blud; it was, in fact, no
other than Mr, Lickham, the master
of the. Fourth!

“My hat, Lickham ! eried the Head,
“How you scared me! - I thought yoil
were & ghost! What is the mcaning
of this introosion, and of your eggs-
traordinary appearanse

Mr. Lickham waved hiz arms wildly.

" Dogtor Birchemall ' he eggsclaimed.
“I have come to tcll you that I have
reached thoe limit of my enduranse, I
cannot stand——"

“Bit down, then!™ said the Head,
pushing Mr. Lickham into an armchair.

“I. cannot stand this state of affairs
any longer!" cried the master of the
Fourth., "Ewer since ihiz school has
boon in the hands of workmen I have
sufferod every sort of annoyanse and
ineonvenience. I cannot conduct mourn-
mg lessons with a gang of workmen in
the Form-room banging and hammoring
loud enuff -to wake the dead! T have
endured it for two days, and I can en-
dure it no longer. Look at me, sic!
I am covered with whitewash from
head to foot "

“So I perseeve!” grinned the Head.

“How did it happen?”

‘Mr. Lickham ncarly choked.

“Either by axxident or dosign—TI sus-
pect the latter—one of the men who
was engaged in whitewashing the scal-
mg_ overturned & pele of whitowash
ang it dessendéd wpon me, covering me
as with & garment. I am sodked with
ihe abominable lickwidl My pupils
soomed to consider 1t & matter for
merryment. They had thé ordassity to
burst sut larfing. iIn my pressence 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yalled the Head.

“Why, you are larfing at me yourself,
sir!” cried Mr. Lickham indignantly.

“'Beuse me, Lickham " chuckled the
Head. It ien't often that my rizz-
bility iz eggsited, hut vou look such a
piay that I simply can't help larfing.
Ha, ha, ho!"

Mr, Lickham turned as purple as his
whiteweshed face wounld pormt,

“Bir!"™ he eried. :_.ma cannot  sit
down——" o o
~ “Yon said a minnit ago that you
eouldn’t stand 1™ the Head reminded
lriny.

"Y1 cannot  sif
taunts——"

down* under these

“Why not take them . lyving down,

then ¥ sugpested the Head., **If you

can neither stand nor sit down under

ithem, .that scems to be the only way "
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S ¥ou mock me, siv!”  eggsclaimed ]
Mr, Lickham, white ta the lips,

The Head cocked his ears,

“1 here the patter of fairy feet in
the corridor!” he mermered. **Who
comas

It was Mr. Justisa, the master of the
Fifth, who entered. He stamped furi-
ously along the corridor and burst into.
the Head's study like = sigh-clone, A
large bump, the size of a billiard-ball,
appeared onn Mr. Justiss® napper. |

“8ir,"” criad the mastor of the Fifth

wrathfully, “I have come to tell you
that I cannot stand—-"
' *Take a pew, then!™ said the Head,,
pushing - a chair towards his vizsiter.
“What's ihe trubble, Justiss?"  he
added soothingly.

“It's theso workmen!™ groaned Mr.
Justiss, nw_._mmm?m the bump on his head.
“I have. had neithér piece nor privacy,
rest mor respite, since they invaded St.
Sam’s, They are making such a din
in the Form-room that it is impossibul
for mo to take the Fifth. I cannot con-
duet lessons with showers of paint and
whitewash flying around and continugus
banging and hemmering and clumping
and 5:5-:3%. At eleven o'clock T was
obliged to dismiss my Form. It was
hopeless to try and carry on. I came
out into the quadrangle for a breth of
fresh air, aud what do you think hap-
pened 7

“ Asle me anothor ! said the Head.

*“ A" chimbly-pot came crashirig down
on to my  cranium !’ shouted Mr.
Justiss. ‘"There was a party of men
working on the roof and they carelessly
let the thing drop. It might have
brainad mel”

“Impossibul I said the Head, “You
cannot brain the brainless!"

“Mr; Justiss gave a snort, o

" Von are adding msult to njury,
sir " he ericd hotly, *I have suffered

eniff at the hands of thess workmen,
and so has Mr, Lickham, to judge by
his appearance ! :
*1 have, indeed ! gvunted Mr, Lick-
ham. “These fellows have turned the
school wpside-down! Chaos and con-
fusion = and whitewash —rains every-
where ! And there is no sign of the
newsance abating. I asked the foreman
how _...:.__m it would take mn_u the repairs
to. be carried out, and hiz reply was a
month, I cannot endure another hour,
let alone a month, of this sort of thing I7
“Nor - L" zaid Mr. Justiss, "It is

imipossibul . to  carry on tho normal
school rootine with thesa wandals "in
the place.”

"The Head was about te reply when
another wizziter came into tho  study.
.This. wazs Herr Oito Guggenheimer, the
stout, short-sighted German master.  Ha

was limping penefully, and his garments
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Let it rain, le%’; pour,

Laugh a lot, then laugh some more
at the exciting adventusmm of Jack Jolly and his
! cheery chums of St. Sam's.

ol et el

were covered with grime and cobwebs.
His plump cheeks were  fovrid with
rage, e

_ “Why, .“w_...mﬂ__.u:. eried the Head
jenially, “what's the matter with you,
man ?’

“Hock! Strafe! Donner und
blitzen I spluttered Herr Guggen-
heimer.

“Bame to you!” said ihe Head.

“But let's have it in English, if you

don't mind ™

“It 15 these vorkmen, doctor!” ovied
the Gerinan master. ‘Hrmw. ¥ill ba the
death of me—strafe them! They are
taking up the Hoorboards in my Faorm-
room, and they left a grate yawning

‘hole, into which=-being short-sighted—

I turnbled mit meinself [

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Head,

The German master glared.

“It vos no larfing matter, doctor 1" He
growled. “I might have broken m
neck, ain't it? As it is, I have twiste
my ankle and ruined my clothes, and I
come here to tell you that I vill stend
it no longer ™

Herr Guggenheimer glared round the
study, mecting the ﬂ.ﬂwﬁnrccﬁ glances
of Mr, Lickham and Mryr: Justiss,

Birchenall agrees to turn these work-
men ont ™

“I can't do that " said the Head,

“Then we strike I” cried Mr. Dickham
dramatickally.

The three masters were on their feet
snorting  defyance, The Head nq.wm
them calmly.

“Calm yourselves, jentlemen!™ ho
said, *There iz no need to resort to
these rash mezzures, I had alread
realised before you came fto me wit
these complaints that the school rootine
could not be carried on whilst the work-
men are. on the premises. Bo I telly-
foned to the.guvverners and insulted
them on the matter, They have decided
that the school shall take & camping
holiday forthwith at Winklesea,”

Instantly the masters brightened up.
At the prospect, of & camping -holiday
by the sea they started to caper round
the study like frollicksome fags.

“Ripping ! evied Mr. Lickham,

“Lopping, by Jove!* beamed Mr.
Justiss, .

Tha Head chuekled.

“Ah, I thought that would pleass
vou!" he said. “The camp at Winkle-
sea 15 ab  present occupled by Boy
Beouts, They are quitting to-day and

“We have come will leave the
to sce the Head tents  standing in
about the same readiness for our
‘thing,” said Mr. . _.l oecupation. We
Lickhamn. “Wa start to-morrow,™
cannot aﬁqqm an “Hurrah ™
with owur untics oy,
while the place is _,r L
being turned up- oo o e
side down, I sug- broadeast the good
goat, jenteinen, news to the boys,”
that we organisc & zaid  tho mmpﬂ._
masters’ sirike!” “Thay will be et

“Here, _hera!” fully bucked or, ps
eried Mr. Justiss. the vulgar would

“Yes—hera and wmy, elated, Win-
W.u_.ﬂ.—“. gsaid Mr. ",”_ma_m..m m_.w.ﬂm._.. de-

ickham, jumping ightful sper
te his feet, " We noted cheefly umﬂ.
will "call- a moet- ite winkles. A
mg of all the holiday thera will
Ep.ﬁaum._ .wE...“H w_mw 4 R be & E_:_m__w. It u.ﬁ_m:
ﬂ.ﬁ.ﬂmﬂuﬂ.ﬂ. wil ._;w i . G x 5 .._ 1] WY ._.. j1L] .ﬂ.ﬂvﬂ._._... mﬂ#
carricd anony- !ﬂ....hhu”“.uﬁ.. *nuwrﬂtq_w _rﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂ“ﬁhﬁﬂﬁnﬂﬂnﬂm E. our _EH.E, ba-
maously.  Unless, U a1 Yeu eannot brda the broinless I sides helping- to
of corse, Doctor strengthen ‘the

.".n u 2 gl el

little shrimps like wvour-

mussels  of
selves I
“Really, sir—"
“Already, in my mind's eye, I can
see “myself squitting “on’ the shingle

cating winkles with & pin,"” said the
Head., And hé-became so gleoful at
the prospect that he burst into song :

“1 do like to bé beside the seaside,
I do like to' be beside the sea!
I do like to stroll along the prom,
. promy, prond,
And hear .;.__m. brazs band play
* Tiddly-om-pom-pom ' |

Don’t - you, jentlemén "

But the masters had pgone. The
Head's cracked base voice had sent them
helterskelter from tho study, and they
wera soon engaged in breaking the

the school was going to camp en the

IMOrrayws
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T EXT dav, an _ﬂ..ﬁu.__.._mﬂ..mnr of fever
broke out at St. Sam’s, But as
it was only heoliday fever, there
was no need to send anybody to

the sanny. Pt it

Everybody was wildl mmmm;m.“r from
Buzrleigh, of the Sixth, down to the
teontest, weeniest fap., Ewen the usnally
stayed and sober masters had so far re-
laxed from their lofty diggnity that they
frisked and capered like two-year-olds,

In the sunny quadrangle, there were
seens of the wildest aninoation..

A big motor sharrabong came rumb-

ling through the school gatewsay, and it
was promptly beseeged and boarded by
an cager orowd of fellows,
- Bo feerce was the fight for a seat in
the sharrabong that it looked az if a
Rughby scrum was in progress. A heav-
ing, struggling mass of yewmanity was
wedied on the steps of the vehicle.
There were shoves and scioffles, and
pushes and punches, " and blows and
bellowings; and the weeklings were
hurled boddily off the stepe, to come to
greef on the hard, unsimperthetick flag-
stones.  As for their concurrers, they
swarmed into the sharrabong with woops
of glée. Owing to the Head’s lack of
four-sight, only one sharrabong had been
hired to ....n:.q%‘ the 8t. Bam’s fellows to
Winlklasen, ha Guvyverners had given
the Head enuff munny to charter & whole
fleet of sharrsbongs; but - Doctor
| Birchemall had decided to blue as little
munny as poesible on the undértaking,
so that he might line his own pocketa.
The Head, you see, was inclined o he
MErsenAry,

“Bqueege in, there!™ shouted - the
Head, from his study winder. “That

| sharrabong ought to accommodate threa

good news’to the Bt Sam’s fellows that ]

1

e,

Iundred, with ense. Wedge yourselved
in, my boys !
But, in_spite of the utmost squeezing
shd __.ﬂm.n_w_:ﬂ.a not more than fifty fellows
L&

were able to find room in the wehicle.
I'he remainder turned helplessly to the
Head.

Y an'll haye to order some more
harrabongs, sir!” soid Burleigh, of the
Hmﬁn__._.. “Wao shall went another. five, at
eagt. ™ .

“Ratts I" snorted the Head, *Do you

think I'm going te {ritter away the
school funds on transport! There ia
ampls room in that sharrabong, if vouwr
zit threa on top of edgch othor.’ B
. “But think of the discomfort, sip!™
eaid Burleigh,

“Bah! Likewise yah! If you are not
willing to do a5 I suggest, you must ind
your own ways and meaps of getting to
Winklesea. I refuse to be put to any
further eggzpense in the matter.”

Burleigh shrugged his sholders, and
strode away to the shed in which his
motor-bike was kept.

That was the signal for all sorts and
kinds of convayances to be brought into
aCtlon,.

The lucky faw - who owned motor-bikes
were soon mnﬂwmsﬂ their way out of
gates, They were followed by an ariny
of push-bikez: and these, in turn, were
followed by a Heet of fairy-cycles, ridden
by fastive fags,
| The masters—who had all been chucked
T.u__m. the sharrabong Enmw without serre-
mony, 1n the feorce ht for seats—
looked . like being stranded. . But. Mr.
Justiss conseeved the bright idea of
hiring the station-hack, and jointlw,
m_wmuﬁm the eggspence. Half an hour
later, the ancient wvehicle, with its morae
ancient driver n_.mm etill M:m_a_“qa ancient
horse, came crawling into the quad. .

The masters hucled their luggidge on
“__.__....m.. and scrambled into the hack.

‘Makea room for me, joentlemen!™?
yelled the Head, from his study winder,

* Ratts”

“Go and cat coke I

“Thiz is where you get left, doc!”

The Head, ponnick-stricken ot the
prospect of being unable to get a lift,
snatched up his portmanto and hurried
out of the quad. The grinning faces of
.M._a#-ﬂm.ﬁﬁm pecred out at him from tha

ack.

“ Open this door, you rotters!” panted
the Head brethlessly, as he tugged at the
door-handle. " You can make room for
a little one, T'm sure {”

But.the masters, huddled topether in-
side the hack, held the door fast: and
the Head's frantick struggles were futile.
The ancient driver eracked his whip, and
the “ancient  horse—which was an old
Derby winner in Victorian days—set off
at o shdmbling gate towards the gaits;

The Head still clung tennaciously to
the handle, and was dragged along
‘beside the wvehicle, breething thretten-
ings and zlawter. ._m.._._,"ﬂ. a sudden push .in
the chest from My, Lickham cauzed the
Head to go sprawling on to the flagstones.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yalled the masters, =
, 'The hack rombled merrily on its way,
and the Head sat up and munﬂﬁ_ after it.

“ Beasts ™ he yelled: . “I'1l Jolly well
pay you out for this! You wait till we
meet at Winklesea 1%

Suddenly & warning tool-lodt sounded
behind the Head, and a long, lean
rdcing-car bore down upon him. It ‘was
driven by Frank Fearless, of the Fourth,
and it was Frank's famous car, thz
Flying Fury.  On board with Frank
Wers _wuhr Jolly and Merry and Brighr,
| the heroes of the Fourth; ;
" Look out, sir!” yelled Frank Fears
leas, tooting at hie horm.  “'We don®}

(Cantinwed on page 1.}
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