


THE PROOF!

The Houndes of Greyfriars g rolling in money, for he's the som of o millionaire, but that males

difference in his friendship for Tom Redacing, who serves before the mast. . To see Tom, ta shaké him by the hand
again, the Bounder cuts detention ond risks cxpulsion—sure proof t_hut he thinks the world of the sailorman’s sen, |

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Smify Asks For It !

u"j.i?ﬂﬂ ® oen, Bunter!”
“&;F?oguspm! Bunter.
It

was  William  George
Buntor'zs witueky mu:‘nm?

Billy Bunter,’ of the Greyiriars
Remove, had a happy way of neglect-
ing hia “prep,” and trusting to luck in
the morning. Sometimeés s luck was
good. Sometimes it was-not. On the
presant pccasion 1t was not.

Mre, €neleh’s gimlet-cye singled him
ok,

Bunter had hoped to escape that
gimlet-eye. He had only the.haziest
idea of what the leseon was about. He
had not- cven looked at the section
of the *“ /Eneid™ which the Remove
had te prepare the previeus evening.
Bunter -had been too busy to bother
about prep. New that he. was called
upon to construe, he wished from the
bottorm of his fat heart that he had
not been too busy.

“Hunter ! ropeated Mr. Quelch,

“ek! Yes, sir.” .
“You are keeping me wailing,
Bunter:"

“Oh dear! murmured Bunter,

He blinked at the Latin before him
with a despairing blink.

Heirbert Vernon-Smith had been put
on just -before Bunter, and Smithy, who
conjd have handed out as good a con-
gstrue az any in the Remove, had
deliberately Eunﬂed out a wvery bad
one, for the worthy purpose of irrita.
ting his. Form master and making the
other fellows grin.

Smithy had suweceeded in  both
objects. The Removites had grinned
and Mr. Quelch had been nndoubtedly
irritated—to  the extent of giving
Smithy fifty lines. Getting - Quelchy's
“rag " onut, however, was cheap at fifty
hinez, in the Bounder’s opinion.

Now it was Bunter’s turn: and the
Remove master was in no mood” {o be
lenient with a fellow who had been too
busy for prep,

His eyes gleamed at Bunter, as the
fat junior 'mumbled and hesitated.

“You are wasting my timé, Dunter,
and the time of the class.”

“Oh, sic)” gasped Buoter.

“Have you preparcd this
Buntoy *" i

“0Oh. yes, sir!™ Billy Duonter was
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lessom,

" gquiet. - Uértainly

e

S e

never trammelled b
far the truth, * 1—-§ worked at it very
hard last evening, sir. I—I had it all
as—ags pat as anything. I'm always
very carcful with my prep, sir. I—I
rather enjoy it, sir.” :
“1 trust that your statément iz cor-
rect, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch grimly.
”I&r.hall judge by your construe. Pro-
ceed. ™
Bunter would have been only too glad
to proceed, if he had known how. The
trouble was that he didn't know how.
“Trbs antiqua faib!” he gasped,
“Construe [ mappad Mr, Ghelch.
Bunter cast a despairing blink round,
as il secking inspiration inm the grip-
ning faces of his. Form-fellows.

There was a-whisper from Vernon-.

Smith—the Taintést of whisptrs, which
did not reach Mr, Quelch. It réached
Bunter, who was near the Bounder.

“There were antiquated herbs!®
whispercd Smithy.

Zome of the Removites, who over-
heard that whisper, almost exploded.
But it came as a relief to Bunter. .All
Latin, in Bunter's valuablé opinion, was
footling bosh; and any rendering was
good enough, so long as it kept Quelchy
that rendering ' was
not likely to keep Mr. Quelch quiet:
but Bunter was happﬂ unconscions of
that. In great relief ﬁ-} procecded to
construe.

“TIrhs - antigua  fuit—there wersa
antiguated herbs!” announced Bunter.

Mr, %uw}lch jumped.

Mr. Queleh was an elderly gentle-
man, and. his jumping days should have
been over. Bub really that translation
was enough to make any Form master
jump on his hundredth Eirthda .

“What ! stuttered Mr. Queleﬁ+

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a howl from
the HRemove.

They could not help it. _Bunter's
“eon ™ often’ added to tho gaiety of
existence in the Remove Form-room.
But this was unusually rich, even for
Billy Bunter, ;

“"What!”  repeated DMr.  Queleh,
“Bunter, how dare youn!”

Bunier gasped.

“Isn't that right, "sir?"

“Right!” satd Mr. Quelch dazedly.
“Are you in your senses, Bunter ™

“I—I hope &0, sir " stuttered Bunter.

“What o hopeful” nature!™ miirmured
Bob Cherry; and there was another
chortle in the Remove.
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" Zilence M hooted Mr. Quelch,

He picked up~hiz cane.

“Bunter, you are the most obtnse
boy. in the Form—the laziest and
stupidest boy it has ever been my mis-

fortune to instruct——"

“0Oh, really, sir—"

“But mers stupidity would not
account for- this ! hooted Mr. Quelch.
“"¥ou have not prepared this lesson.
You are proceeding by guesswork, Yon
have no ides whatever of the correct
trunsglation of that passage,’ Bunter.
How dara you ¥ 2

“I—I—I—" stuttered Bunter.
—I thought that was right, sir.”
“You thought nothing of the Lind,

Buntar!” boomed M, Quelch. . “If you

had thought—if you were capable of
thinking—yon eould not, have wuttered
such an absurdity.”

“Qh, really, sir—"

“1 shall cane you, Dunter,™

“0Oh dear!”

“Btep out before the class.”

“Obh, you beast, Smithy!” gasped
Bunter, compréberding at last that his
fat leg had been pulled.

Mr, Quelch jumped agein,

“What ? What? Did- Vernon-
EmithT” ] : d 1I-:

“Pulling my leg!” c unter,
“7.call ifﬂ. rgﬂengtrickgr?:gp

“Shurrup, you  ass!”
Harry Wharton.

“8han’t!” howled: Bunter. “That
beast Smithy was taking me in. I'm
not going to be caned for Smithy's

tricks
Vernon-S8mith, did

whispered

" Bilence, Bunter !
you speak to Bunmter?!” inquired the
Romove master, -with & grim logk at the

Bounder,

Smithy shrugged his shoulders. Per-
haps he had not expected Bunter to
give him away. Perhaps he had not
cared,. Certainly, now that he was
called to account, he was ready to take
the consequences with. his usual coal
hardihaad,

* Answer mé, Vernon-Smith ™

“Yes, gir,” zatd the Bounder,

“You aro riot an obtuse boy like
Bunter, - Vernon-Smith, You are per-
fectly well aware that ‘urbs antiqua
fuit * should be .rendered, *There was
an. anciont eity,” " '

“Oh, quite, sir!™ drawled the
"Bounder,
“Then youn  were  deliberately

deceiving that' obtuse bov, in order o

-jEnpyrigﬁt in the United States of Americs.]
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CALSS I?mﬂm]y merriment in the Form-

“I was pulling his silly log, sir,” said
the Bounder coolly. ]

*And ].I'nu think the Ferm-room is tho

rorl,er ace for such jests?” said Mr.
Euﬂ ch, ‘his eves glinting.

"“Yes, sir.”

“What? - What ?
80, Yernon-Smith *"

“You asked mwe, sir.”

The Remove almost gasped asloud at
the Bounder's answer: But Smithy was
as cool as the proverbial cucumber,

Mr. Quelch breathed hard and da%:}).

“Bunter, I'shall not cane you. ou

How dare you say

will take a hundred lines for neglecting

your preparation. Vernon-Smith, you
will be caned, and you will be detained
during morning break, and for the
whole of the half-holiday to-day.”

“Dear me!” said the DBounder, un-
moved.

“Htep out belore the class, Vernon-
Bmith "

The Bounder
place.

“ Bend over that desk!”

There was & mocking smile on the
Bounder’s face as he lounged out to
receive his punishment. But the smile
had quite vanished by the t{ime the
caning was over.. Mr. Quelch had a
heavy hand, and the Bounder's face was
black and savage when the cane ceased
to swish.

“Go back to your place!” said the
Remove master harshly.

And the Bounder tramped sullenly
back,

" Bull, you will go on |

Johnny Bull procecded with ‘his con,
very carefully indeed. In the present
state of Mr. Quelch's temper, it behoved

lounged out of his

Fix

the Remove to be careful—very careful.

The Bounder sat with a black brow.

When eleven boomed out from the
clock tower, and the Hemove were dis-
misied for “break,” Herbert Vernon-
Smith - remained in his place, with s
special task to occupy him till the Form
reassembled for third lesson.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Letier for Smithy !

SAY, you fellows !”

“Kick him !" said Bob Cherry.
“0Oh, really, Cherry—"
“"Hard!" agreed Frank

ugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“Burst him ! suggested Johnny Bull.
Billy Bunter backed away in alarm.
He did not want to be kicked, hard or
otherwise; still less did heo desiro to bo
burst.

“1 sav, vou fellows, no larks!"” Le
said. ' Phere's a letter—-—=""

“What did you give Smithy away for,
vou fat freg?” demanded Skinner.
“Blow Smithy !" said Bunter.

“You got him a licking and deten-
tion!" said Harry Wharton, with =a
frown.

“Well, vou ass, "do you think I was
going to have the licking because
Smithy was pulling my leg in. class?”
aaid Bunter warmly. " He  shouldn't
have told me that it meant antiquated
herbs——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” ,

“It was all Smithy's fault!™ zaid
Bunter. ™ Desides, I didn't mean 1o
give him away to Quelchy: and Lo
asked for it, and I should have got the
licking if he hadn't! That would have
beon serious !™

“ Better kick hiumm !" said Johinny BUll.

1

N

“The kickfulness appears to my
worthy sclf the proper caper, in the
citeemed  ecircumstances ! remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I say, you fellows, don’t play the
oat ™ urged Bunter. “I'm sorry
mithy's for. it; of course, though .it's
his own fault! Leook here, there's a
letter——"'

“Hallo, hallo, hallo One_ for me!"
cjaculated Bob Cherry, as the juniors
came up to tho letter-rack, where they
generally found their letters in moérning
break. ' _

Bob'took down his letter.. He was the
only member of the Co. for whom' there
was & letter that merning, but the other
fellows ' noticed a lotter ‘addressed to
Vernon-8mith in the rack. That, indced,
was the letter in which William George
Bunter was interested.

*1 say, you fcllows—"

“8hut wp,” Bunfer, while a fellow
reads ! said Bob.

“1 say, there's onc for Bmithy ™

“Poor old Smithy won't be out till
after 'third lesson,” said Bkinner. .“ He
doesz sit up and beg for trouble, and no
mistake I

% Ni;{) into the Form-room with that
letter for him,"” suggesicd Johnny Bull.
“¥ou're his pal, you know."

Tt
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Harold Skinner grinned. ]

“ And get six from Quelchy for taking
a lotter to a detained chap!” ‘he said.
“Thank you for nothing !"

And Skinner strolled out into the quad
with 8noop and Stott. Skinner’s idca of
friendship did not include running avy
sort of risks for a pal.

“I say, you fellows—"

“ None for you, Bunter '™ asked Peter
Todd. " Have your titled relations still
forgotten your cxistence, old fat man?
You should get the duke to buy those
little pink books!"

“Oh, really, Toddy——"

“Aemory systcms arc cheap nowa-
days!" said Poter. “Why nol get the
marquess to go in for one ¥

* Look here--—=—"

“The way the viscount keeps on for-
gotting you iz really scandalous!™
urged Poter,

£ Yﬂh !”‘

“"How long 1s it stoce the earl last

sent © you a postal-order?” inquirved
Toddy.
“{th, rveally, Toddy! Look here,

there's that letter for Bmithy ! zaid
Dunter. I dare say Smithy wants it,
There may be a remittance in ik, Yon
know he gets whacking remitlances !
Well, if there's a remittance in thal
letter, it stands to reason that Smithy
wanlz it. Hee!”

“Take it to him in the Form-room,"
roinhed Peler.

[

“Think it would be safe?”

“Not at all. Quelchy might spot you,
and if he did, he would give you six.
Eﬁtﬂﬂﬁﬁ would be all right.”

“Bix would do you good !” explained
Peter.

ooast -

Peter < Todd walked away, smiling,
and the Famous Five followed. him into
the quad. But Bunter remiained at the
lettersrack. letter stuck .up in the
rack,” which was' addressed to Herbert
Verdon-Smith, seemed to exercise a sort’
of fascination on the Owl of thé Remove.

It was quite probable that & letter for
Bmithy contained & remittance, -Bmithy
undoubtedly had * whackihg ¥ rernits
thnces at times, his fathér béing a mil-
liohairc”and a very indulgent parent.
Smithy's remittances might ‘not - have
been supposed to: concern ~ Bunter—by
any fellow who did not know Bunter.
As a matter of foct, Bunter was very
doeply concerned indeed.

He blinked at the letter, and took it

dawmr from the rack, and turned it over

in his.fat-fingers: )
Smithy, being detained through morn-

ing -break, could net receive his letter

till ‘the .end of third lesson. Bunter felt
that that was very hard on Smithy. He
was bound to want his letter—at least,
if ‘there was a remittance in it. And
if a fellow took the risk of conveving it
to him while ho was under detention,
surely” common -gratitude would compel
the Bounder to make that fellow a
small loan—a merely temporary loan till
4 long-expected postal-order arrived!

JBunter felt that that was so. Thie
difficulty was that he did not want to
take the risk.

"He aIined- the letter into his pocket
and- rolled . away. up ‘the  Form-room
passage, debating the matter in his fat
mind,

* The Form-room door was shut, and
he was pretty certain that Mr. Queleh
had left. To make quite sure before
entering, the fat junior stopped at the
Yorm-room door and blinked through
the kevhole.

Precisely at the same moment the door
opened from within,

Mr. Queleh had not Ieft: but having
sot Smithy a task, he was just leaving.
The door opened 2o suddenly that
Bunter almost pitched into the voom,

“0Oh!"” he gasped.

Mr. Quelch stared at him.

“ Bunter "

“0Oh, yes, sir!"” gasped Bunfer, " I—
I wasn't coming in, sir! I wasn't going
to speak to Smathy !

“What! You were about to speak to
a boy under detention?” demanded Mr.
Queleh.

“0Oh, no, sir!
wasn't " gasped Bunter.
the kind, sic!"

“Then what were you doing here?”

“ N-n-nothing, sie!"”

*“ Bunter !

“I—I mean, sir, I—I came back for
a book ! stammered -Buntoer.

“¥ou have just told me that vou were
not coming in!”

“{dh, I—I mean—'

“You need say no more. Bunter!
You are a most untruthful boy!™ said
Mr. Queleh, frowning.

Y Oh, no, #ir! I—% really mcant to
aay, sir, that—that—that—"

* Bilence I

Mr. Quelch stopped to his desk and
picked up his cane.

*Hold out vour hand, Bunter."

*0h, lor" !

Swish!

“Yarcooh !"
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I—I've just said [
“ Nothing of



+  THE BEST DAY OF THE WEEK IS MONDAY—'" MAGNET" DAY!

S

“ Cease those ridiculous noises, Bunter,
and gol” o

“Yow-ow-ow ["

Bunter did pot cease the ridiculous
noises, but he went—he was glad to go.
He rolled away in a great hurry, quito

iving up his idea of conveying that
ctter to Bmithy, remittance or ne re-
mittance,

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Who Cares !

“j ?' QU fat bounder!”

Bunter iumped.

The Qwl of the Remove had

zseated himself on & ne

under an old elm in the quad. For
wome little time he had been ‘busy
cqueezing the fat paw to which M.
Queleh’s cane had been applied. But as
the pain’ wore off, the Owl of the Re-
move, gave his attention once more 1o
Smithy’s letter. He drew that massive
from his pocket, " and blinked at 1t
ihrough his big spectacles, with the
deepest interest.© The thought that there
mig}ilt‘ ba a whacking remittance in that
envelope haunted Bunter. He was not
<miite capable of openiug another fellows
lniter doliberately, But it wee extremely
probable that Bmithy's letter would have
come open by accident, had not Harry
Wharton happened along just then.

The captain of the Remove stopped,
with a frowning brow. Bunter had had
no letter that morning ; but Wharten re-
mcinbered his deep 1nterest in Emtth&’ﬂ
letter; so he had no doubt as to the
identity of the note pow in the Owl's
fat hands. : e

“You fat bounder, that's Smithy’s
letter " exclaimed Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton——" :

“[sn't it?" demanded the captain of
the Remove.

‘““Certainly not. T hope you don't
think I'd touch another fellow’s letter [”
said Bunter scornfully. * Besides, I was
taking it to Smithy, only that beast
{luelchy butted in and stopped me.”

*“Oh, 'my hat !

*1 sup I can take a letter to & pal
if T like, without you butting in,” said
Bunter. * Besides, this isn't Smithy's
lotter at all—it's from one of my titled
relationa™

You fat idiot, I can sece Smithy's
name omn it!" said Harry, laughing.
“You'd better put it back in the rack.”

“Well, wyou see, Southy may be
anxious about it,” said Bunter. "I could

ive it fo him in third lesson. The fact
13, I've been disappointed about a postal-
order, old chap; and 1f Smithy's pater
is sending him one of his whacking tips
and—— What are you staring at?’

Wharton's eyes were fixed on the
envelope,

e had not noticed the letter specially
when it was in the rack, not sharing
Bunter’s interest in matters that did not
cancern lim. Dot now that his atten-
tion was drawn to it, he observed the
handwriting, and recognised it.

“Aly hat!” he exclaimed.
from old Redwing ™

“What 7" ejaculated Bunter.

“Redwing, who left last term,” zaid
Harry., I know his fist well enough.
fancy Smithy will be jolly glad to get
that letter.”

* Redwing ! repeaied Bunter blankly,

“Put it back in the rack at once!®
vaid the captain of the Remove, **You
ought to have more senie than to mess
atbout  with another fellow's letters,
Bunter. Now, then, cut off I

“¢th, really, Wharton-——="

“Cut off 1" repeated the captain of the
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“That's

Remove. * Do you want me to kick you
all the way to the House?”

“Beast! I'm just going !*

And Bunter rolled away towards the
House,

Harry Wharton walked on, dismissing
the Owl of the Remove from his mind.
But William George Bunter did not keep
on to thé House. As soon as Wharton
was gone, he s and blinked at the
letter again, with an expression of deep
;hﬁa_.ppumtment and disgust on his fat
1T -

Now that he examined it attentively,
he discerned that the address on it was
not 1 the heavy, strongly-marked hand-

writing of the mlhonaire. It was
dressed in a  clear, utead{; rather
boyish hand, which Bunter had once

known and had forgetten, But he knew
now that it was the handwriting of Tom
Redwing., DBunter had almost forgotten
the-existence of Tom Redwing, who had
been the Bounder's best chum at Grey-
friars, though it was owing to & guarrel
with Vernon-Bmith that he had left.

Bunter’s feelings were really too deep
for words as he blinked at the letter.

Bedwing ! That sailorman fellow, who
had been -at Greyfriars on a scholarship !
Not likely to be anything of value in a
letter from Tom Redwing! Bunter had
bagged a *lick ” of Mr. Quelch’s capo,
all ‘on aeccount of a letter from a fellow
who had left Greyfriars, a fellow of abao-
lutely no account at all, a fellow gquite
unworthy of Bunter's lofty notice.  The
Owl of the Remove was intensely
annoyed. Indeed, he was tempted io
throw that utterly worthless lotter over
the nearest wall, and have done with it.

Bunter did not go so far ag that, how-
ever. But be did not take the trouble
to return to the House and put the letter
back in the rack. He slipped it into his
pocket. He could give it to the Bounder
when he saw him again after class—not
that it mattered what became of the
letter, in Bunter's valuable opinion.

That letter, once so deeply interesting
to William George Bunter, was now
without any interest whatever for him,

He rolled away to a shady seat, to
spend the remsinder of morning break
resting there,

Not till the bell mnﬁ for third lesson
did Bunter leave his shady seat, and by
that "time he¢ had quite forgotten the
pbsolutely unimportant letter in his
pocket.

He rolled into the Form-room with the
rest of the Remove,

The Bounder was in hiz place, with a
black and scowling brow. Bunter blinked
at him, and grinned. For the momsent
he remeiubered the letter in his ket :
but he could not hand it over to Vernon-
Smith in the Forme-room, under Mr.
Quelch's eyes. Indeed, he did not think
of doing 0. "The letter did not matter !

Third" lesson dealt with geography, a
subject upon which Biﬁj Bunter's
knowledge was peculiar, but not exten-
sive,© He was in trouble once or twice
during the lesson, and once more the
letter in his pocket faded utterly from
his memory.

When the Remove were finally dis-
missed, the Bounder left the Form-room
with the rest, scowling as he went out,

He had azked for his puinishment that
morning; but it was a rather heavy
punishment, all the same; It was a
sunny July day, and detention in the
Form-room for the hali-holiday was ex-
tremcly unwelcome te any fellow., He
ave Billy Bunter a kick as he passed
im_in the passage, and Bunter uttered
a wild roar.

“You bea:t, 8mithy! Yaroooh!*

He dodged away in haste,

The Bounder strode at Lim with a

savage brow. DBob Cherry strolled in
between them, '

“Cheese it, Smithy, old
alidTEh&arlilj. 2

H*That fat ast got me
growled the Bounder.

“Well, it was really vour
you know. You joll
caned, old bean, pulfi
mn%ruu‘};‘

“No bizney of yours, I su pas
ml]'_:i[; dI::]II'.tp- n::undiei.- djf TR

‘s blue eyes glinted for & moment,

“Cut off, BU.IIHJE]" he said.

F:hi;ij" Bunter was already cutting off.

I'm g'mn% to kick that fat cad!™”
Bﬂﬁrlﬂd the Bounder,

Well, you've kicked him 1" said Bob.
“(me's enough.”

" Look here—"

" Keep your temper, old bean ! What's
the good of rowing 1" said Bob amicably,

The Bounder gave him a glare:
but he controlled his savage temper, an
EWUNG awa:LBy_. When he came out into
the quad, Billy Bunter was very careful
to keep at a safe distance from him.

At dinner, Vernon-Smith was looking
dark and sullen, He had “shown off
in the Form-room that morning, as a
fellow who was ready to rag his Form-
master, rogardless of consequences. Now
the consequences were coming howme to
I“,mr and the Bounder did not like it.
While all the other fellows were free for
the afternoon, to play cricket or go on
the river, Herbert Vernon-Smith was
booked for detention. It was very un-
pleasant, though he could bhardly have
cxpected anything clse.

After dinner, he went gloomily into
the sunny quad, He was te go into
detention at two; and the nearer it.came,
the more irkeome it seemed, Mr.
Quelch’s eyes fell upon his sullen, de-
spondent face, and after a moment's
lll-gﬂectlﬂn, the Form master called to

im.

“Vernon-Smith 1"

The Bounder looked round sullenly.
Mr. Quelch, standing on the Houso
steps, signed to himr to approach,

he Bounder came up Eﬁ:rw] A

“You are detained this a?famnm:.
Vernon-Smith 1"

“T know that, «ir.”

I very much rogret, Vernon-Smith,
that it is my dul‘:j' to punish you =o

chap I* he
detained !

own fault,
nearly got Bunter

ng his leg over his

often!” said Mr. Quelch mildly.

The Bounder's lip curled.

Some of the Remove fellows, looking
on, were rather surprised to hear the
Form master speaking so kindly to the
scapegrace of the Form. Certainly the
Bm.ut:ﬁnr had deserved little kinduness at
Mr. Quelch's hands.

As a matter of fact, Mr. Quelch had
not so completely forgotten his own
schooldays s his pupils supposed. The
dejected look on Bmithy's face had
caught hie attention &nd touched some
chord in_his memory, recalling somo
far-off episode in his own boyhobdd.

It eame into Mr. Quelch's mind that
lie had, perhaps, been a little severc
with the ragger in class. Ragging in
class was a seriods matter, from a
Form master's point of view: 8till,
boys would be boys, and Mr. Quelch
had been a boy once. The Remove
mester was obeying & kindly human
impulse in speaking to the PBounder
LAY,

“You st be aware, Vernon-Smith,
Lhat you have tricd my pationce very
severely ! said the Remove master.

Vernon-Smith was sulkily silent.

I am sorry that you are detained
for this half-holiday. If I thought that
rou  regretted yvowur impertinence,

ernon-Smith, I should be dis d o
excuse you from dolention to-day.”

It 'was & chance for {he Bounder,
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‘* Give me my letter ! ** roared Vernon-Smith.

‘* Catch me trying to oblige you again,' said Bllly Bunter.
letter doesn’t matter—it’s only from the scholarship cad, Redwing. There’s your beastly letier, you beast ! ** The Owl of the
Remove exiracied the letter from his pocket and hurled it at the Bounder.

““ The rotten
(See Chapler 4.)

He knew, and the ather fellows stand-
ing near him knew, that he had only
to say fraunlrn:i:,.r that he was sorry for his

“cheek” in the Form-room that moru-
ing, and the detention would have been
washed out.

For a moment the Bounder was
moved by his Form master's kindness,
and was about to speak as he know he
ought to have spoken.

But the porversity of his nature intor-
posed.

He was not going to be “soft ™; he
was not going to let the fellows think
him willing to ask fznnc:r].a.rav~

“Indeed, sir!” he said, in his most
sarcastic tone. “I haven't asked to be
let off, that I know of !

It was a rchuff that the Lkindest-
hearted Form master could scarcely
havo tolerated with paticnee,

Mr. Queleh’s face hardencd grimly.

“I am afraid, Vernon-Bmith, that
vou are. & hard-hearted and incorri-
gible bov," he said. " You will go into
the Form-room at two o'clock, and I
shall set vou a Latin task. "

“Thank you, sir!” zaid the Bounder
in the same tone.

“You will remain in the Form-room
till five o'clock.”

“Thank you,
Bounder.

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“That will do, Vernon-SBmith!"” le
said between niz set lips. * Another

sic!" repeated the

word of impertinence, and I shall take

you to my study now and cane you!"
The Bounder was silent, but there

was a mocking lock on his facc as the

Remove master went back inte thoe
House.
“That's the stuff to give ‘em!”

grinned -Bkinner, when Mr. Quelech was
gone,. " You've got a neeve, Bmithy,
and no mistake '"

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

“1 think yow're an ass, Smithy!"
said Beguiff, ”queldw would have et
you, off if wvou'd answernd him
decontly.”™

“I'm not suckin' up to any dashed
Form master!” sneered the Bounder.

“¥ou're booked for an afternoon in
the Form-room now, anyvhow!™ said
Hazeldenc,

“Who. cares "'

“T know I jolly well should ™

“0Oh, rats!™

And the Bounder swung away whist-

ling.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Bunter !
' HAT'S the news, Smithy ¥
Harry Wharton asked the
fquostion as ho met the
Bounder a little later in the
quad. He was, in fact, Imkmg for
Vornon-Smith; being Eﬂtl’t“tntlj‘ Cinter-

ested in news of Tom Redwing. HRed-
wing had been the Bounder's special

chum at Greviriars, but he had been
on very friendly terms with the Famons
Five, and they had not forgotten him.

Vernon-Smith stopped with a look of
SUTPrise.

“Nows ! he repeated.

“Yes," said Harry.

“I don't catch on.
1 know of !*

Wharton's cheery smile rather faded.

“Oh, -all zerene,” he said. *“Just as
vou like. T suppose veu don’t think I'm
butting into your ri'-'ntﬂ affairs, do
vou? .No reason why I shouldn’t ask
how the t:'uni..p Ethng on, a5 you've
had a letter from him. DBut just as vou
like, of course !

And Wharton turned abruptly away.

Theo, Bounder stared after him,

“What the merry thump do you
mean "’ he exclaimed testily. " What
chap are .you speaking of? I’ve had
uo letter from anybody to-dar!”

Wharton turned back at once.

“Oh! I mean Redwing——"

Veornon-Smith started,

“Redwing! What the devce—"

“You've heard from him?"

“INo. I haven't had a line from
him since he left Greyfriars,. Woe
weren't on specially good terms when
he left, and I don't expect to hear from
him. What on earth are vou driving
at?” .the Bounder exclaimed irritably
“You know jolly well that I treated

Tre Maguer LiBrary.—No. 1,015,

I've no news that
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Redwing rottenly, and he got his back
up. Are you. trying  to rulr that in,
cenfound youf"

“Keep your temper,” said Wharton
quietly, *“I supposed you'd had the
letter, of course, as it came for you
thiz morning.” :

“A letter from Redwing?" said the
Bounder, staring. :

“Yes. I saw it and knew the fist,”
said Harry. * Mean to say you haven't
taken it from the rack?”

“1 think you're dreaming. I looked
in the r for letters wmfter third
lesson, and there was none for me.”
"Wharton uttered an oxclamation,

“ That fat idiot 1™

“What the deuce—"" : =

“ Bunter took the letter to bring it
to you, I suppose,” said Harry. *It
was in his paw that I saw it and recog-
nised Redwing's fist. 1 told that fat
duffer to put it back in the rack, and
thought he had done so. He may have
shoyed it into his pocket and forgotien.
Better ask him."

aver the

A savage look came
Bounder's hard face.

“By pad! I'll teach that fat cad
not to meddle with my letters!” he
p:l;:’ljaimud. “Do you know where he
is
" Wharton shook his hcad.

“Thanks for telling me!” said the
Bounder, as a sort of after-thought.
“1 never kneow there had been a letter
for me. Might have lost it altogether
if you hadn't mentioned it. By gad!
I'll——* He broke off, and started in
search of Bunter, with an expression
on his face that boded no to the
Owl of -the Remove,

It was getting near two o'clock now,
almost time for the Boundor to go n
to detention. But he was not thinking
of that now.

He was anxious to see that letter

from Tom Redwing, more anxzious
than any Remove fellow would havo
uxdmcmd him to be, for news of lus
old’ chum. "
- Whether Smithy missed his friend
since he had left, the Remove hardly
knew; ceértainly Smithy never ﬁvﬂ
a sign of it, and never mentioned Red-
wing. But Smithy was not at any
time a fellow to wear his heart on his
sleave.

As a matter of fact, he missed Red-
wing sorely; more sorely than he had
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q.l';\d Bunteér eertainly deserved to be
b

evbr dreamed that he would miss him.
He had never made any other chum at
Groyfriars: the Bounder was not a
fellow who made friends easily. Since
Redwing had ‘left, Bmithy had gone
steadily downhill .now that the influence
that had helped to keep him straight
was withdrawn, His ungovernable
tem had caused a breach that could
not be healed. And if Redwing had
forgiven his ungenerous taunts, he
could net have forgotten them.

He had never expected to hear from
the sailorman’s son again; he knew
that he did not deserve pardon for the
offence he had given. Sometimes he
told himself that he did not care; but
he knew very well fhat he cared deeply.

Tom Redwing, he knew, had gone
back to Hawkschff after leaving the
school, and had gone to sea with his
father. A letter [rom him meant that
he had returned from the sea: it might
mean that he had forgiven old offences,
and desired to see his old comrade again.
No news could have been more wélcome
to Herbert Vernon-Smith than that.

Billy Bunter was loafing outside the
school  tuckshop when ernon-Smith
spotted him.

“Bunter ! called out the Bounder,
hurrying towards him.

Buntor gave a startled blink round.

He gave only one blink, and then
broke inte flight. The look on the
Bounder’s face was enough for Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove had, as a
matier of fact, utterly forgotten the
letter that was still reposing in his
pocket. He supposed that Smithy was
“after him” again, on account of the

incident in the Form-room that morning

which had led to the Bounder's deten-
tion. He had had one kick from Smithy,
and he did hot want any more,

He ran for his life,

B Stop ! roared the Bounder.

Bunter panted on.

“You fat idiot—stop!" yelled Veraon-
Smith, dashing in pursuit.

“Oh, lor’ I gesped Bunter,

The fat junior was no match for
Smithy in & foot-race; but he did his
best, and his best was very-creditable,
considering the weight he had g carrey.

Right nﬁ:]ig the path under the elms
went-Bunter, puffing and blowing, his fat
little. legs fairly twinkling az he flew,

CAfter him rushed the Bounder, black

with rage.

“Go i, Duuter!™ yelled Bolsover
major. “Ha, ha, ha! Put it on!"

“Put it on, Bunter!” shouted half a
dozen fellows, much entertained by the
race.

"0Oh dear!- StnP him, you fellows!
Keep him off! Ow!”

“Youn fat 1dict—stop 1™

Bunter did not ﬂ-tml‘;—hc flew. Fear
lent him wings, and he flew on desper-
ately, amid shouts of encouragement
and laughter,

VYeruon-Smith put on a spurt, and
overtook the' fat junior at last. He
Fruhhed Bunter by the collar and spun
1 round.

“Yarooch ! eep off!™ shrieked
Eﬂ::tep. ST tell Quelchy!  Beast!

cep off ! Help! Rescue! Yooop ™

- &y ha": hﬂwl"

Thump! Thump!

“ Whoooooop !™ )

The enraged Dounder was thumping
savagely. He had reason te be angry,

Thump|

umped: DBut - Smnthy's  temper, ns
usnal, got the bétter ﬂf"ﬁim; and Buntor
would have suffercd muech too soverely
for his sing had not other fellows been
at hand., Tohnny Bull and Bob Cherry
ran wp and grasped the Bounder and
jerked him away from his victim.

~road.

Bunter stdggered against the school
wall, gasping and yelling.

“ Ow—owW—ow ! ghl w 1™

“Hands off, you fools!” shouted the
Bounder.

“ Easy does it I zaid Johny Bull. © Let
Bunter "alone "

::Egl,}"uilljr idiot, he's gpot my letter!”

“What 1"

“Give mé my letter, you fat idiotl”
yelled the Bounder

“0Oh!"” gasped Bunter, “Blow your
letter ! ﬁot er your silly letter! " I'd
forgotten all about your rotten letter!
Hang you and your letter I'

“You've got a letter belonging to
Bmithy, you fat dummy?” exclayped
Bob Cherry.

“Dw—ow! Blow him and. his letter 1™
gasped Bunter,

“Have you got Smithy's letter? de-
manded Johnny Bull,

“Ow! Ves! I got it out of the rack
to give to him, only I forgot!” gas
Bunter. | “Catch me trying to ¢blige
him again! Ow! The rotten letter
doesn’t matter—it's only from the
scholarship cad, Redwing! There's
your beastly letter, you beast!”

Bunter, having extracted the letter
from hie pocket, hurled it at the
Bounder,

A rotten letler from a rotten out-
sider like Redwing!™ he snorted. “I
olly well " think— Yaroocoooh!”

lunter wound up, as the Bounder smote
him’ and he rolled to the ground.

Vernon-8mith strode away with fhe
letter crumpled in his hnn?!s: Bunter
w2t up and roared, Hich

“ Yow-ow—ow—ow! I° . old
chap, go after him and giffz!-r im a lick-
ing ! Il hold your jacketi™
On really. Chorry—grooogh

“0h, really, Cherry—grooogh !’

“What do you munﬁr by meddling
with a fellow’s letters? demanded Bob.
“If I'd known you had Smithy's letter
I'd have let him burst you!”

* Oh, really, you beast—"

“ Bump him ¥ said Johnny Bull,

“0h, realy— YarocooohI”

Bump!

“Yoop! Help! Murder! Firel!®
roared Buntor.

Bump!

" ¥ aroocoooooobooop I
Bunter was left to roar.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Parted Chums.l

ERNON-SMITH ° hurried &away,

‘,ﬂ' the letter in his hand, his brow

black with nn'Tér “and * aniicy-

ance. INo othel letter could have
been of as much interést to him ag that
from his estranged chum, whom' he had
never expected to sed again or to hear
from. And owing to Bunter's obtuso
meddling, the letter had been kept
back, and might have been lost alto
gether. It was that thought whichi had
caused him to handle Bunter so roughly,
and but for the intervention of the other
fellows, he.would bave handled hun
more roughly still.

But the angry cloud faded. from his
face as ho sat down on a bench in a
quiet corner under the leafy ‘clms dnd
opened the letter: The mere slght of
Tom Redwing's familiar hand on® the
cuvelope was enough ‘to cool his fage
and to clear hiz breast of bitter feeiiﬁgg;.
He ‘opencd the letter eagerly, and his
‘hard face softened as he .proceeded to

" Two o'clock was atmkmﬁﬂ from
the -tower, but he did not even hear 1k
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He had forgotton that he was under de-
tention, and now due in the Form-room.
Tom Iiedwing'a letter claimed all his
attention.

“Dear Smithy,—I don't know whether .
vou want to hear from me again, but
now I'm back at
sending you & line. I've been to sea for
some weeks, on & codsting trip with m;i
father. Dad's gone agamn now, but
shall be home for a few days.

“You were a pal to me at Grey-
friars, old chap, and thowgh it ended
as it did; I can't forget it. I'd like you
to know that there are no bitter feelings
on my side; and, I hope, none on yours.
I never could quite make you out,
Smithy—you're so different from me—
and I can't feel sure now whether you'll
bo Flmmi to hear from me or whether
you'll be annoyed. I can't help re-
membering that you're a public-school
boy and a millionaire’s son, and I'm
ﬁ:ing to be a sailor before the mast
‘The difference in our positions is too
wide for friendship, or even acquaint-
ance, as I know only too well. Baul
Smithy, old chap, do try to believe

that haven't any mean motive in
writing this. To mo you are only
S8mithy, the fellow who was my pal
wheir I needed one badly, and I do not

want anything from you eoxcept a
friendly word, if you feel inclined to
send one.

“I haven't forgotten that Wednesday

15 & half-hn]ida;,' at tha old school.
You'll get this Wednesday morning, and
if you feel inclined to see me agan,
come up to the cottage at Hawkscliff.
I will stay in all the afternoon so that I
shall not miss vou if yqu come.
_ “But if you don't come, I shan’t mind
in. tho: least. I only write this in case
vou should feel you'd like a jaw with
a fellow whe will always remember
what & good pal you were.

*Yours always,
“Tox REDWING.”

The Bounder read the letter carefully
through, and leaned back on the elm
behind the bench, a strange expression
on his face.

It:was such a letter as he would have
expected from his old friend, if Red-
mﬁge. wrote to him at all, -

had treated Redwing rottenly, as
ho had said ' to Wharton; he had
taunted him bitterly and unfairly, in
nis anger; he had wounded him to the
very heart. He had made it impossible
for a proud and sensitive follow to re-
main at the school on the scholarship
which had been founded by Mr. Vernon-
Smith. All Redwing's prospects in life
had- been darkened by that passionate
outbreak of the Bounder's bitter temper,
by the ungenerous words he had used—
which he had repented soon enough, but
which were never to be recalled,

He could read between the lines of
Redwing's letter, his hesitation, in writ-
ing at all, his fear of being misunder-
stond.

Even while he wrote, urged by a loyal
affection that never wavercd, in spite of
all that had happened, he feared that
the Bounder might misjudge him, might
attribute to him motives of which Lo
was incapable,

The Bounder knew that Redwing had
liositated to dispatch that lotter, lest
Smithy should suspect that it was his
dezire to “keep up” with the public.
sthool boy, the millionaire's son, the
fellow whose position in the world was
s0 much more fortunate than his own.

The colour came inte Smithy's cheeks
as he thought of it.

He had given Redwing the right to

Hawksclhiff I can'’t help .

doubt him. He had made it inevitable
that the sailorman’s son should doubt
and hesitate to trust him.

Tom Hedwing was waiting' in the cot-
tage up at Hawkseliff that afternoon,
hoping that his friend would come, yet
prepared to learn that the millionaire's
sont looked upon his letter -as an in-
sidious appeal from & necdy hanger-on!

Vernon-Smith felt a lump rise in his
throat.

It was but seldom that the Bounder of
Greylriars, reckless, headstrong, purse-
proud, disdsinful, fclt anything like a
genercus emotion. But his friendship
with Tom Redwing had touched all that
was best in his nature; and there was
much good in Smithy, mingled with
much evil,

Redwing doubted, as he could nof
help doubting.

But his doubts would soon be sct at
rest. e would see that Bmithy was
glud to see him again; he would see that

mithy could be loyal as well as himself;
that in Tom Redwing's ease, at least, he
could trust whole-heartedly, and clear
his mind of cynical suspicions.

The DBounder rosc to his feot. His
only thought was toe answer his old
chum's appeal at once, to get to Hawks-
cliff as fast as his bicvele would carvy
him, And then, as he saw the angular
figure of Mr. Quelch bearing down upon
him, he remembered that he was under
detention. He could not go to Hawks-
chff that afterncon; he could not see
Tem Redwing; he could not stir & step
outside the school gates.

“ Vernon-8mith !’

Mr. Quelch’s voice was sharp and acid

a3 ho came up. His eyes glinted at the
Bounder.

Vernon-Smith drew a deep breath.

He was detained. Mr. Queleh had

iven him a chance, and he had refused
it with rockless impudence. “But for
Bunter's fatuous folly it would not have
happencd. Had he found Redwing's
latter in the rack after third lesson he
would have known, and he would have
answerad his Form masier very differ-
ontly. DBut he had not known—he had
never dreamed of hearing from Red-
wing—and all the while the letter had
been in Dunter's pocket. If ho had only
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known; if he had taken advantaga of
the kindness that had been offered—

It was too late now. The expression
on_ Mr. Quelch’s face was only tod clear
evidence of that.

“ Vernon-3mith, you were ordered to
thmtﬂ the Form-room at two o'clock.

t 15 now a quarter past two.”

The Bounder opened his lips to speak:
It was too late to make an appeal; yet
he would have made it. But no doubt
Mr. Quelch only expected further . in-
solance. from the rebel of the Remove,
and he did not allow him to speak, .

“¥You ne¢d say nothing, Vernon-
Smith !” he said harshly, * E’uu will be
detained until six o'clock instead of five
o'clock. Now follow me.”

“If wou pleass, sir—" The
Bounder’s tone was unusually submissive.

“&ilence I
: ﬂ-But_”

“Bilence, you impudent boy !" snapped
Mr. Quelch, * F-::i?;w me |.:t" once I”pE

The Bounder breathed hard.

He followed the Remove master in
silence, It was uscless to make an ap-
peal, and he knew it. But he did not
intend to remain in the Form-room that
afternoon. If he was flogged for it—if
he was sacked for it—he would go to
Hawkscliff.

But if he was to get away it was
neccssary to appear to submit, to avoid
rousing lis Form master’s suspicions.
Mcek submission to suthority was the
Bounder’s cue now—till he could get

AWAT.
Mr. Quelch, with a grim face, led him
into the Remove Form-room, He
‘signed to the Bounder to take his seat
at his dosk,
"“T have prepared a task for vow,

Vernon-Smith,” he said coldly.

The Bounder did not shrug his
shoulders, or answer “Thank you!” in o

~garcastic tone. He was silent.

“I shall return here at six o'clock to
release vou from detention," went on
the Form master, “I shall judge by the
progress you have made with your task
whether yon have wasted your time.
warn you that vou will be ganed severely
if vour task is neglected.”

Mr. Gueioh glanced at him, porh

Mr. Queleh glanced at him, perhaps a
little surprized by his respectiunl tone.
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“On a late cccasion,” resumed the
Form master, “you had the audacity,
Vermon-8mith, to leave the Form-rcom
while under detention. I trust that you
will not think at
audacity.” .

The Bounder was thinking of nothing
else. But he was silent. )

“8hould you do =0, Vernon-8mith,”
pald Mr. Quelch grimly, “I shall request
Dr. Locke very particularly to expel you
from the school as an utterly mmm&_: le
boy unsuitable for Greyiriars. ake
that as a warning.” .

And, havin glivered that weighty
warning, the Hemove master quitted the
Form-room, and closed the deor after

him,

of repeating

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Wanted—an Avenger !
8 g M hurt I

I “Good 1" :

“I'm fearfully hurt and mnjured.”
) Fiuﬂ 1+ :

If Billy Bunter expected to receive
sympathy from Peter Todd, Billy Bunter
wae disappointed,

B0 far from expressing sympathy,
Peter seemed to receive the information
a8 good and ihd news,

Bunter blinked at him with deep in-
dignation. His very spectacles gleamed
with indignant wrath,

“Call vourself a pal!” he hooted, “I
tell vou that beast Smithy thumped me
like—like a punch-ball |” .

“Ripping ! said Todd heartily.

“I'm covered with awlul bruises.™

“ Popping 1"

“I've got & dozen aches at least——"

* Splendid 1™

“I'm suffering all over——"

* Hurrah 1" i

It could not be ealled sympathetic.

Any fellow might have supposed that
Petelr was glad to hear it. Perhaps he
wag .

“You horrid beast!” said Bunter.
o After all I've done for you, too! But
1t's always same—ingratitude all
round ! Selfishness—selfishnesa all along
the line. I begin to think, sometimes,
that I shall grow seclfish myself in the
Yong ran.* '

Peoter Todd gasped. ) .

“¥ yeally think so sometimes,” said
Bunter. “It's not easy for a fellow to
keep up his frank, generous nature, sur-
rounded by selfishness and ingratitude
Jike this, you know. You ought to
think of that, Peter.”

“Fan me ! murmured Peter,

“Now, you could lick Smithy” said
Bunter. “1 could lick him myself, if it
came to that. Now, look here, Peter,
that cad Smithy has thumped me, and
all because I was trying to do him a
favour—getting his letter for him, you
know, when Quelchy kept him in, He
got wild because I put it in my pocked
and forgot it.”

“Dear me ! said Peter, ]

“And he fairly pitched into me,” said
Bunter. * As my pal, you ought to lick
him, Peter. You could, you know."”

Bunter blinked sericusly at his study-
mate. Bunter was not at all sure, as a
matter of fact, that Peter could have
defeated the Bounder in a fistical
combat., But he was willing to take the
chance,. Even if Peter was~ licked,
Bmithy would get some severe punish-
ment in such a combat, and that would
liave satisfied Bunter., The punishment
{thai Peter got would not have mattered
—to Bunter, .

But Peter evidently intended ‘to be
golfith and ungrateful. He had not the

Tue Maicrer Lipgary.—Neo. 1,015,

remotest intention of avenging Bunter's
wrongs and injurias. He actually
scemed pleased to hear that the Bounder
had thumped Bunter. He seemed to
consider that the more Bunter was
thumped, the better it was for all parties
concerned. ;

“I hope you'ra not [unky of Smithy,
Peter,” added Bunter.

"1 i‘;npe_lm " a d Peater.

“Then you'll hick him?"

“ Mo, ‘::rl"l:;l fat man; I wen't lick him.
T'll lick j:.rhu. ad

i Eh -I!

“Wait a tick, till I get a stump.”

Bunter did not wait, Like the guests
at the banquet in “Macbeth,” he stood
not upon the order of hiz going, but
waont ot ones, Ho had melted into spaca
before Peter could get hold of a cricket-
stump.

Bunter rolled into the quad breath-
lessly, and more indignant than ever.
Ha discerned the Famous Five there, but
he realised bitterly that it was useless
to retail his injuries to those beasts.
They were quite likely to take the view
that he descrved to be thumped for
“pinching ' Smthy's  letter. But
coming on Temple, Dabney & Co,, of the
Fourth Form, Buntor stopped to address
them,

1 sav, yvou fellows 1™

Cecil Reginald Temple looked round.

“What on esrth’s that?"” he ex-
claimed. * Dash it all, somebody ought
to speak to the gardener about this!
"Tain't riﬁht. to let fat snails crawl about
tha quad.

' (Oh, rather ! chuckled Dabney.

“Tread on it, Dab!”

Bunter jumped back.

“ Look ‘i‘:];eru-—" he roared.

“Well, my hat!” said Temple in sur-
prise. ‘“'Tain’t a snail, it's Bunter, of
tha Remove! This is one of those cases
of remarkable resemblances that you
read about in the papers."

“QOh, really, Temple——"

“ Roll away, barrel 1 said Fry.
“I've got something fo tell yon,
Temple,” sald DBunter. *You know

Smithy, of my Form—-""

“] den't know anybody in the
Remove,” said Temple calmly. I
beliave thers is such a Form at Grey-
frinrs, but I don't know anything about
it."
“0Oh, don't swank, wvou know," said
Bunter. “That’'s just what Smithy
called yon—a swanking ass!™

“Oh, did he?"” exclaimed Teomple, his
lofty nonchalance and his disdain chang-
ing to wrath, i

“Yes, and he said he doesn't really
believe that wvour father iz a baronet
at all—"

T 'l..l"rlutfl;!

“Hpo says that your pater keeps a pub
—the Temple Arms,"” said Buonter
cheerily. ** He says he believes that you
serve the beer in the holidays.”

Temple crimsoned with rage.

“Why, I—I—I—" he stuttcred.
“ [T lI-Tl— '

“My advice to you is to lick him for
his cheek,” said Bunter. * At least, if
you couldn’t lick him you could give him
jip, while he was licking you, see.”

Cecil Reginald Temple looked fixedly
at Bunter. His first impulze, on hearin
the fat Removite's statement, was to see
out Smithy and strew the quadrangle
with his remains, But although Temple
of the Fourth was a good deal of an
ass, he was not quite such an ass as
Bunter happily suppesed, His second
impulse was to deal, not with Smithy,
but with Bunter, And that he proceeded
to do.

He grabbed the Owl of the Remove by
the collar and slewed him round,

—

;hHadr?, 1 say—leggo | roared Bunter.
u

Temple of the Fourth_had an elegant
and well-fitting boot. But it felt like
the largest size in foothall boots to
Fﬂhﬂm George Bunter as it landed on
im.

" Whoop ! roared Bunter.

He fairly Bew.

“Ow-wow-wow ! spluttered Bunter,
as he landed on his fat hands and
knees,  “Owl QOooochl Woovoch !

“Have another with me?" asked Fry.

‘“Ha, ha, hal® .

“Yaroooh! Keep off, you beast]”
roared Bunter.

Temple, Dabney & Co. strolled away

smiling. Bunter picked himself up su'!a
glared oftor them through his big
5

pectacles,
“Owl Oh! Oh, dear!”™ mumbled
Bunter, *“Ow! Beasts! Wow!"

Bunter was feeling sorer than ever.
Both physically and mentally he was
feeling sore. His injuries, instead. of
being avenged, had n added unto.
Peter Todd had failed him, and Temple
of the Fourth had refn to take
bait. It dawned at length upon the Owl's
fat brein that if his uncommon w 8
and grievances were to be av 1
would have to avenge them himsell. But
that was just the trouble. Had Bunter
been a fighting man undoubtedly he
would have given 8mithy the time of
his life. DBut'he wasn't. He was any-
thing but s fighting man, He did not
want another thumping from . the
Bounder. He had had enough—moro
than enough. An avenger was wanted,
but an avenger was not forthcoming.
But Bunter, still aching from his thump-
ing, was in & vengeful mood. Like
monkey in the story, he wanted some-
body else’s paw to pull his chestnuts out
of the fire. And there was no catspaw
to be had.

Bunter rolled sulkily into the House.
Vernon-S8mith was under detention in
the Form-room: and at least he could
look inte the Form-room and “slang "
the Bounder. He could call him all the
names he fancied, through a half-open
door, and balt. The Bounder, being
under detention, would not be able to

rsue. him; he could not leave the

orm-room without incurring his Form
master's wrath, It was little, but it
was something. DBunter blinked round
him cawtiously, lest Mr. Quelch should
be in the offing, and rolled along the
Form-room passage.

Softly he opened the door of the
Remove-room and blinked in.

“Bmithy ! You cad!™

There was no answer,

HRotten cad ™ went on Bunter. " You
come out into the passage, you rotter,
and I'll i lly well lick you, BSeel”

No reply.

“Yah! Funk!" hooted Dunter.

8ti1l] there was no answer. It was un-
like the DPBounder to receive such
remarks in silence. But the reason of
his silence was soon explained, He was
not there. )

The short-sighted Owl of the Remove
had not obscrved, for the moment, that
the Form-room was empty. :

Now he blinked round in astonishment
and rolled into the room and blinked
round again. .

Tha Bounder was under detention,
and Bunter had had no doubt that ho
would find him there. DBut he was not

there.
“My hat! He's gonal” gasped
Bunter, . .
There was no doubt about it. Smithy

was detained for the afternoon; a dozen
follows had seen Mr. Quelch mareh him
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off to the Hemove-room for detention.
Iut the Form.room was empty and the
Bounder was gone !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Smithy Chances It !

EENON-SMITH bad remained

\Ii' about half an hour in the Form-

room, after Mr. Quelch had left

him there. He had no intention
of remaining there for the afternoon;
but he realised very clearly the neces-
sity for caution. He was well aware
{hat Mr. Quelch meant every word he had
said, During that term the Dounder had
given the Remove master incessant
trouble, and he had no doubt that Mr,
Quelch would have been quite pleased
and relieved to sce him dismissed from
the school. He had been warned what
to oxpect if he broke detention on this
pocasion, as he had done before.

Mr. Quelch’s threat was not an empty
one, and there was scarcely any doubt
that the Head wounld take Mr. Quelch’s
visw in the matter, and that an open
act of defiance would be followed by the
“gack " for the rchel of the Remove.
The Remove master was, in fact, *fed-
up ¥ with the junior who gave him more
trouble than all the rest of the Remove
Herbert Vernon-S8mith was
determined to go up to Hawkscliff that
afternoon at any risk. DBut he did not
intend to run more risk than was un-
avoidable., He knew that Mr. Quelch
was going out that afternoon with Mr.
Prout, the master of the Fifth, and he
waited for the coast to be clear before
lie made 2 move.

together.
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- BCEOE Bl >———————=x | Redwing stood waiehing the Bounder
e I’::,::'E?J':__-" ( : with a deeply knitied and anxious
3 : brow, as the Greyfriars fellow went

From the Form-room window he saw,
at last, the two masters walk down to
thoe gates, The angular figure of Mr,
guelnh, the portly form of BMr. Prout,

isappearced from view. After that the
Bounder lost no time.

It was likely to be some hours before
the Remove mraster returned. If he
found Vernon-Smith in the Form-room
then he could not  know that Smithy
had been out of bounds. The detained
juntor's task would be undone; but that
J!lrh'. Queleh would set down to the
obstinacy and perversity he expected
from the Bounder. That meant a caning,
for which Smithy cared little or nothing.
It was the “sack " that Smithy was
anxious to avoid, although he knew that
he was taking a big risk of it. Mr.
Queleh might return ecarly, and in that
case-he would find the detsined junior
ghsent. Indecd, irritated and suspiciouns
as he was. it was very probable that he
would return intentionally ecarly and
look into the Formi-room long before
six o'clock, to see whether Vernon-Smith
was still thoro, That was a risk that tho
RBounder had to take unless he gave up
his expedition,

He did not think for a moment of
giving it up.

It was not only that all the arrogant
obstinacy of his natuwre was aroused,
making him determined not to yield.
He had d motives as well as bad
ones for his resolution.:

Redwing was waiting in the cottage
up at Hawkschif., I ﬁc did not come
Redwing would believe that he had
turned ﬁi;m down, It was casy to read
in his letter that he doubted whether
the Bounder would care to come. The

pedalling down the street. At the
coriter Vernon-Smith turned his head
dnd waved his hand, belore dis-

appearing from slght.(See Chapler 9.)

next day he might be gone. Tt was
not likely that the sailorman's son, who
had his bread to carn, would spend
many idle days at home. If the
Bounder turned him down now he was
never likely to write again, Smithy
had becn an uncertain and unreliable
friond., yet he walued his friendship
with Tom Redwing more than anythin
else, more than even saving himaai?
from the “sack ™ at his school. ‘The
thought of Tom Redwing, waiting up
at Hawkschff, with uluusing face and
sinking spiritz as the aftornoon passed
and his former friend did not come,
made the Bounder absolutely deter-
mined that he would not fail. At any
cost he would go.

The Bounder hiad made up his mind,
but he did not forget caution. His
cculiar carcer as thoe worst fellow at
reyfriars, in constant danger from
the prefects and the "beaks.” had
made caution second nature to him,

From the open window of the Form-
room he watched the quadrangle after
the two masters had gone out, and

beckoned to a Remove fellow who
strolled by at a distance. It was
Ilazeldene of the Romove, and he

camo up.

“Ilazel, do me a favour,” said the
Bounder from the window.

I1azeldene stared at him.

“Give it. & name,” he answered, nod
very enthusiastically,

“Get my bike out of the shed.”

E 1 Eh ?Tl

“Take it out on the road and leave
it there for me.”

Tee Macxer Lingaey.—No. 1,015,
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“What on carth for when Fou're de-
fained "

“I'm going to cut.”

Hazel whistled.

“More fool you!" he said, “Queleh
in frightfally wild with you. He'l
jump ot a eﬂanm of taking you belore
the Head.” .

“1'm risking that,” said the Bounder
impatiently.

“ HBetter siick where you are.™ 4

“Look here, that's my business ! Will
you do it for me?” )

“Too jolly risky,” said Hazel. "It
means & Hogging if it comes out. and
it would. Ask me somcthing clse.”

“¥ou rotten funk—"

“Thanks!™ sanl Hazel, and he
walked away, laughing, 2
The Bounder cast a furious look

after him, He was determined to go,
but he could -not get to Hawkscliff on
foot. - It was nearly ten miles from
Greyfriars, FEven by the shortest culs
it was over eight. Dut Vernon-Smith
knew that he would have no chance to
wheel his machine out hipwself. He had
no doubt whatever that Mr, Queleh had
informed the prefects that he was ender
detention, and once out of the House
ha x\-au]d’ be liable to be scen and e
captured at any moment.

He waited with a savage brow, and
his hecart hounded as Bob Cherry came
in sight. Bob,was no pal of his, but
he was not a fellow to care for risks.
The Bounder gave a shrill whistic, and
Bob iooked round and sighted the
Bounder's face and waving hand at
the Form-room window,

Bob Cherry gave a guick glance
round to make sure that no Sixth
Form mien were in sight and camic up
to the window.

“What is it, Smithy " he asked,
looking up.

“T'm going out——"

“ Better not——"

“For goodness’ sake don't waste
time! 1'm going out, and if I get my

hike I may geot back before Quelchy.
Will you take my machine out inio the
road and leave it for me at the first
corner 1"

Bob Cherry's face was very grave.

“Jt means an awful row 1f vou'réd
spotted, Smithy,” he said.  “I'd help
yvou with pleasure, but I den't think I
ought to help you land yourself in
trouble, Think it over eagain, old
scout.” i

The Bounder gritted his tecth.

“I’'m going, anvway. If you get the
bike out I::prg nte I may get elesr. If
not I shall be spotted for sure, and it
means the sack this time.  Quelehy’s
fold me s0. Do yon want to see mo
sncked ¥ .

“You know I den't.” said Dob
guictly, “You've asked for it often
enough, but I shouldn’t like to see it
happen. But for goodness’ sake,
Smithy, have a little scense. Can't vou
give up vour shady blagging for once ™

“You fool! Tt's not that!"” hiseed
the Bounder. “Do vou think I'd take
thiz risk to play billiards at the Cross
Keys? Don't be an ass! I've had a
letter from Redwing——"

“Oh!" said Bob.

“Ie's waiting to see me. If I don't
go he'll think T've turned him down.
Now do you understand "

“I,, understand,” said Bob., “But
'[ *

“Oh, eut it short!” exclaimed
Vernop-Smith.  * Will yvqu do what I've
asked? You're not afreid of risking
it'?l‘l -

“1 wasn't thinking of that, Smithy.
13l.l.t.__"l

TiE Macxer L1BRART.—No. 1,015.

“T know. Will you do it?"” breathed
the Bounder. “1I'm going to take the

chance, anyhow. You can make it
safer for me, that's all.”

Bob Cherry nodded,

“1'H do it.” he said,  “But, lock

hore, your bike might be missed from
the shed. I'll take mine if you like,
and when you get back yvou can leave
it outside. and I'll collect it afterwards,
Moy az well make the thing as safe
as vou can.’

“By gad, vou're a good chap,
Chorry '™ said the Bounder gratefully.
“Do that for me and I shan't forget
]t-”
“Ten wminntes,” s=aid Beb. “First
corner in  Frierdale Lane by the
willows, ™

(1] "_.:md !1‘?‘

Bob Cherry walked away and the
Bounder stepped down from the Form-
room window, )
rely on DBob Cherry. . The machine
would be at the appointed place when
he arrived there, The first difficulty
wias overcome, the second, and greater,
was io pet out of the school un-
observed.  To that the Bounder now
gave his whole thought.

Heo approached the door of the
Form-room, but stopped. To walk
down the Forme-room passago was lo
ask for captwre. Any Sixth Form pre-
feet who saw him would ecortainly
stop him, and he might be seen before
he had taken a dozen steps.

He went back to the open window.

In the distance he saw Wingate and
Gwynne of the Sixth strolling by the
path under the clms. They disappearcd
among the leafy trees.  Temple,
Dabney & Co. of the Fourth were in
sight, and Hobson and Hoskins of the
Shell, and Dicky Nugent and half a
dozen Second Form fags. But the
juniors and fags did not matter.

The Bounder set his teeth and swung

himself from the window. He dropped
lightly to the ground.

The next moment he was
away round the buildings.

He had to take the risk of being
observed now. There was no help for
that. Temple, Dabney & Co. stared at
him blankly, and then grinned at one
another,

M Bmithy's
Dabney. -
*Checky fag!"” said Temple loftily.
The Bounder was gone the next

moment. .

Luck favoured him. In a couple of
minutes he was in the old Cloisters, and
as no one had shouted after him, he
knew that his escape had not beon wit-
nessed by anyone in autherity., At
least., & dozen juniors had scen him,

seuttling

hooking t!" grinned

but they, of course, conld be relied
upon not to give him away,
The Bounder ran through the de-

serted Cloisters, elimbed a wall with
breathléss haste, and dropped on the
other side. A moment more and he
was eutting across the felds, careful to
keep off the open road.

At the corner of Redelsfie Lane,’

where it turncd off the Friardale road,
Bob Cherry was waiting with a bicﬁc]n,
sereencd from the road by a bunch of
willows. The Bounder camo bursti
through a hedge, and Bob started an
stared round.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !

The Bounder grinned breathlessly.

“Here I am. Hand over the jigger
—quick ! ..

“Ready,” said Bob.

Vernon-Smith grasped the bicycle.

4t it short, Bmithy!™ said Bob.
“@Get back as gonick as you can, for

He knew that he could !

goodness’ sake, old man! It's awlully

risky 1"
“I know.”
“You got out without being spotted ™

“Yes—by the window.” -

The Bounder put & leg over the
machine.

“Hold on a tick!" zaid-Bob hurriedly.
“¥ou'll want a bunk up if you're going
to get 1n agein the same way. Leave
the bike here when you get back:
and you'll find me loafing under the
Remove windows. Catch oni”

“Thanks, old man!
you bet!™ .

And the Bounder drove at the pedals
and vanished along Redelyffe Lane at a
terrific speod on his way to Hawkscliff.

Bob Cherry stared after him and
shook his head very doubtfully. He
knew the risk the reckless Hmmgc-r was
taking; the chances were a dozen te one,
at least, that he would never get baek
into the Form-room undetected. Bt it
wag_.like Bob Cherry to help -him all h
conld without thin{r.ing of the conse-
quences 1o himself,

Bob walked back to the school and
rejoined his frionds in the quad, looking
very dubious; while the Bounder, riding
as if for his life, was placing mile after
mile between himself and Greyfriars.

T'll remember,

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter on the War-Path !

4 SAY, you fellows!”
Billy Bunter rolled up io the
Famous Five in the quad.

Harry Wharton & Co. had
serious faces. Bob Cherry had just told
his chums of 8mithy's reckless escapade,
and the juniors were discussing it when
Bunter came along.  They ccased to
speak at once when the Owl of the Re-
move came within bearing; but, as a
matter of fact, Bunter was in Ip-cwsnaaiml
of the news already, and had come. to
mmpart 1t.

T say, you fellows, Emith{’s bolted !
announced Bunter breathlessiy.

“How tho thump do you know i
ﬁrunjud Johnny Bull. *“Can't anything
appen at Groeyfriars without you got-
ting on to it

Oh, . really, Bull—"

“Hecp your mouth shut about it,
Dunter,” said the captain of the Remove
curtly.

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“The esteemed Smithy will bag the
sackfulness for this if it comes out,”
said Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, with
a shake of his dusky head. "He iz a
howling and ludicrous ass to risk at!”

Wharton knitted his brows.

“He can't expect Quelchy to go casy
with him,” he said. "It may mean the
sack—it's quite likely. He's simply worn
Quelchy’s patience out this ierm. Only
a fow weeks ago he bunked out of de-
tention, and led Wingate of the Sixth
a dance country after him; and
now—— It's too thick! He's fairly
hegginﬁ for it. hope he'll pull
through.”

Bunter blinked at the chums of the

Remova.
“X say, Wharton, I'm rather shocked

at vou!” he said severely.
What do you mean, you fat

fhiig
dvmmy ™

“¥ou needu’t call me names becauso
I'm shocked at wou, Wharton,” said
Bunter, wagging a fat forefinger at the
captain of the Remove. *'I've said I'm
shacked, and I repeat I'm shocked!
You, head of the Remove, helping o
fellow break dettntion! What would
Quelehy say

“0Oh, shut uwpl"
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“And buzz off, you.fat fly!1"” snapped
Frank Nugent, : 5

“Quelchy's gone out,” went on Sun-
iur.%nhﬂaingg.ﬂ-“ But- thaere’s the Head.
You ought to report this to the Head,
Wharton 1"

“(Choese it, fathead ” ;

“The beast thuuu‘:bed me sail
Bunter indignantly. “You fellows saw
him thnwping me. Now he's bolted ont
of detention. Don't you thinkhe ought
to be reporied to a prefect at
lpast, Wharton "

«T think that if you sneak

1!‘.
Ll

before Mr. Quelch returned from his
walk; and the Fampus Five agreed
wnanimouzly that if they could help himi
to do so they would.

The DBounder ‘had asked for it, as
usnal, But Harry Wharton &,.{o., in
the  peculiar circumstances, . wotrg very
Leen to save him from. what he had
asked for. And so a little cxcursion
which the Famous Five had planned for
that . half-ioliday  was dvopped by

DO YOU READ OUR TOPPING

i

lile not worth living if he "sneaked ™
about- the rebel of the Remove. 8o
Bunter, greatly as he was tempted to
drop & hint to Loder or Wingate of tha
Sixth, was very careful to refrain from
doing so.

Ho rolled away to Study No. 7 in the
Remove,  Peter Todd was there, en-
gaged upon what he was pleased to call
hie legal studica.

Peter was pot pleased to soe Runter

: cagain, He waved him im-
pationtly away as ho put a
fat face into Study No. %

bout Smithy vou'll be “*Heok it!" said  Peter
scragged and ragged and COMPANION PAPER ? briefly, -
sant to Coventry by all the Isa

Form!"” said Harry sherply.
#If yowvo got that idea in
your fat head, chuek it, Bun-

tor !’ :
“Some fellows have a sense
of Quty ! said Bunter loftils.
“Waoll, if your sense of
duty leads you to sneak abious
& chap in the Remove, you'll
wish you'd never developed
it,” said Bob Cherry.: “ Take
s tip in time, Bunter; you'll
be lynched 1if you give
Smithy away.” )
Cherry-——

“0h, really,
£l B'IHHP' fﬂm g H‘I‘Q‘i.\'lﬂi
T wouldn't

Johnny Bull.

“f—of course. vouldip
give Smithy -away!” said
Bunter hastily. “I—1 was
only pointing ont Wharton's
duty to him as head boy of
the Remove. Seo?” .

“Well, now shut up and
clear off 1" snapped Wharton.

*“The kickfulness is :hli

r caper,” snggeste
g?f:ea Jnnil}sct- _Ram Singh,
drawing back’' his boot.

William George DBunter
faded awaxy.

Harry Wharton & Co. con-
tinued to discuss the
Boumder's cscapade.  Theoy
were concerned for the reek-
lezs fellow, and anxious abor-i
htm. Had he broken deten-
tion fer one of his shady ox-
cursipns—such a3 a visit to
the Cross Keys, or the Threo
Fishera—they would havo
been quite wiling to leave
Lim to take his chance, with
mitk  troubling  their leads
about the matier. Rut the
fact that he was gone to seo
Redwing, at Hawksclifi,
made & great deal of differ-
cnce. They had not known,
indeed, that the Dounder ro-
membered his former friend
with affection; they lhad not
supposed  that  he  would
trouble his head about Red-
wing, or take any risk on his
account, ‘Fhey could wot
help thinking botter of e
Bounder for iis loyalty.

The juniors did not blame
the Bounder for his “belt.”
in the cireumstances; but they knew thar
the Remove mastgr would accept 1o
excuse, and listen to none. Mhe Pounder
had deserved detention; he had rudely
and dlsref'!fp(‘('tiully refused the Form
master's offer to exeuse him, After that
Mr. Quelch was certain to be adamant,
If he dizcovered the Bounder's bolt L
would have no mercy on the rebel.

The chums of the Remove conld not
blame him for that. Nut they sincerely
hoped that he would not make the
discovery.

There was a chanee that the Bounder
woutld get lback mto the Forme-ioom

+
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common conzgent. and they agreed to
remain on the scene. looking for a chanee
to help Smithy  get  throngh  without
being “nailed.”

Billy Bunter was feeling very differ-
ontly., Tle had beeo thumped, and he
did not like being thwwoped. 1le was
still feeling ihe painful effects of the
thumping, which kept the matter fresh
in his fat ol s sview was that
Smiihy nughi fo get whal was coming
to hum, hecanse e had thoaogeed Boanter.
Mobody in the emove was likely 1o
agree, will Bonter on that point, Tt all
vore coplain (v agree to make his fat

Arthur Auguslus D'Arcy the '¢ Dude **

Cartainly he didn't comé a
cropper when he mads the acguaintance of a particulariy
vicipus buck-jumper—that was oné in tha #ya for the cow-
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“Don't '™ interrupted Peter,
“Dan't what, von a=s?"
“Don't say! Just cnt!”

"T.ook here, Peter,
Smithy's bolted 1

“Let him  balt!™ gaid
Peter  indifferently, “I'ing

not interested !
“It's rather shocking for a
fellow to—to- disrespect ofir

Form: master as  Bimithy's
doing, FPeter., Douw't  you
think he ought to be re
Pﬂmd ;L :

“He will bo if a prefect
finds out that Lie's scooted.”

“What about you, Petor ™

Poter Todd sat up and took
notice, as it were,

“If  Are d}'nu suggesting
that T shonld give Bmithy
awny to the beaks? Fou fat
villain! Take that!™

“That ** was a eushion,
which waa fertupately ready
in DM'efor'zs hand, Tt whigzed’
theough the air. and Buntey
iook t—it came so suddenly
that he could not help taking

.

He ook it with his fat
chin, and sat down in theo
doorway with a bump and a
pignl: 5 gl

“Yarcoh! Beoast—"

“Wait a tick, and I'll Iet
vou have the inkpot!'' said
Poter, glaring at hiz  fas
stud y-mata.

“ Neast ™

Bunter slammed the doare
and departed.

Catspaws seemed very hand
to discover ot Greviriars thai
afternoon. illy  Bunter
rolled swey in a very indig
nant frame of mind, Hi:
sonse of duty vory nearly led
him to the E_i::itll Fﬂtﬂ:m E‘ﬂh-
sage, to give mlormation o 2
r-rﬁfﬂﬂ. Dut he stopped shorn
of that. Billy Bunter was Nl
a pleasant character, bnt Lo
wos not o sucak.,  Ho would
have been very pleased had
another fellow  given Smithy
away: but he lesitated to oo
2 himself. TProbably fear of
the consoguences had as muveh
to do will that as his fat cou
seionce,  Sneaks were likely to receive
short shift in the Grexfviars Remove,
He rolled away to & \t'gndn\t'. wawd
blinked out inte the quud, in the bops:
of seeing Me Quelch rl-lltrunliz. Rt
there was no sigh vet of the Hemove
masior,

Runter felt that it was hard. Severe

wnishitent  impended  over  Simithy <
wad—and Smithy had tlmped Bunter.
Obviously. a follow who had thnmywed
Bunler deserved the severesk rumrs’n
wmend (hat could possibly  befall  hine,
Yot all theae beastz seomed 1o hope thi
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Bmithy would get off scot-free. They
did not secem to think that the thump-
ing of Bunter mattered at all, It was
an incident -which they passed by like
the idle wind which they regarded- not.
Bunter could not view the matter in
the same light. No doubt the fact that
it -was he’ who had had the thumping
made a differonce. Someliow or.other,
Bmithy had to be made to “sit up ™ for
that.  Bunter - concentrated his fat
intelloct upon that problem.

. And suddenly a fat grin overspread
his face.

“"Got -it1"” he cjaculated,

And PBunter, looking: quite cheery,
rolled away to carry-out the remarkable
;rhqem that had oceurred- to his podgy

rain,

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
Old Pals !

0M REDWINL: stood in the door-
way of .the little cottago. at
Hawkselilf, and looked out over
the oliffs and the sea.

The satlorman’s son did not lpok
much,. like Redwing of the Greyfriars
Remove now.

Hiz pleasant, pood-locking face. was
the same, only a little more tannced by
sun and weather.
the whito collar had _given place to
rough, serviceable sailor clothos, . the
neat shoes to a pair.of thick boots. He
locked healthy and fit- and cheerful. Tt
had been a blow to Redwing to leayo
Greyfriars. Ha had worked: for his
scholarship there and won it fairly: he
had been liked in.the Remowe, and had
made  many friends; he had -beon

making good progress with his studies;.
and, with all the little wps and. dewns
of school life, he had been happy at

Groyfriars. At one fell swoop ell had
taken away,

It was a heavy blow; but Tom was
not the fellow to repine uselessly. He
had learned very early in life to bear
troubles * as  they -came, without weak
and futile complaints. Before that
chance had come his way he had never

ted to enter such & school as Grey-
friars; and now that le had had to
leave, he reflected that all that ho had
had was so muoch to .the geod. - It had
been, at least, a bright. episode in his
hfe;  something to remember ~ with
pleasure when he went back to the sea.

Chiefly he regretted parting with
Smithy; though' it .was SEmrthy whoso
unreasonable temper. had boen the cause
of. hiz going. . He did not regret having

wven i1t all up; the sailorman’s son

ad a pride es high as any Grevfriars

man,- and when Smithy had. taunted
him, in his rage, with dependence, that
had been the finish of the matter  for
Redwing. - His resentment had faded
away, and he remembered Smithy only
with friendship and %indnese; but
nothing would have induced him to
accept help from the Bounder or his
father. hat was impossible and un-
thinkable,

But he wanted to see SEmithy again—
if his former friend was willing. He
doubted—he could not help doubting.
There was so little in common between
them that it was strange that they had
ever bocome friends. The kinks in the
Bounder's peculiar nature had made
that strange friendship always uncertain,
Redwing had forgiven, if he could not
quite forget, all offcnces; but he was
quite prepared to learn that. Smith
had blotted him out of hig mind, indec
forgotten his existence. He could not
help fearing that it was possible that
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his letter would awsken the Bounder’s
sardonic suspicion, and. cause him to
think that the sailorman's son was seek-
ing to hang on to a wealthy connection.
He knew that it would be like Smithy
to' suspect such a thing.

* Yet he- was glad that he had written.
If Vernmon-Bmith misjudged him, and
turned him down; there was an end.
The fault at least. would not be his. JIn
any case, they could meet but little—
hardly from vear's end to yvear's end.
Torm's next voyage was likely to be a
long one, and his stay inh his old home
was brief.  But he lenged; from the
bottom of his simple and loyal heart,
to sce his friend once again before he
satled far foreign: climes, and loocked
his last on England for many a long
month,

Would  8mithy come?

: Tom lcoked at the sea and the cliffs
shimmering-in the blazing sun of July.
He locked down the rugged street,
rocky .and unpaved, that wound irregu-
larly away. towards the distant ficlds
and pastures inland. Would Smithy
como ¥

He might not be able to come. He
might-ba playing in a ecricket matoch—
he “might be .under detention—many
event him from coming.
] i case;-he would send a message;
1f he still desired to be romembere
by his old friend. But Tom Redwing
hardly expected to see him, and hardly
expected- to receive even a message.
He only hoped.

ﬂ-uﬂdﬂnli} his sunburnt face brightened
wonidorfully., There was the whir of &
hieyele on the rugged street. A evelist
in Etons, barehcaded, came whizzing
round a corner, and clatiered up to the
cottage. Herbert Vernon-Smith jumpaed
off the bicvele as Tom ran forward to
nieet him,

“Sinithy 17

“Hedwing, old chap!”

Vernon-3mith gripped the hand of
the-sailorman’s son.

“Redwing! You knew I'd come?”

“I—I"hoped you would, Bmithy.”

" ¥ou wanted to see me?”

Tom amiled. .

“That's w I wrote, ﬂ-m_il;.hj',”, He
coloured. *Were you—were you glad
to- get -my letber?™

“You're right not to trust me,” said
the Bounder. “But you can take my
word for it that I was.glad, Let's sit
down, ~ I've plugged all the way up here
at record speed.”

"Came in, old fellow.™

Vornon-Smith. stepped into the little
oottage r "enough, but neat and
clean and. fidy. ﬁu sab down on a
hench and rubbed the-
hiz brow. Hardy as, ¢
he was l'eellpf the effects of that furious
ride on a hilly road. Not for-a second
had he stopped, or even
h:lll'-'ﬁI and rogged ride to

rspiration from
o Bounder was,

used, on the
awksaliff.
've got tea ready,” said Redwing,
rather shyly. “You'd like to have tea
with me, gmithy. It's o bit 'of a change
from the study at Greyfriars, But——*
“Just what I want.™
“I.won't keep you waiting a jiffv 1"
The kettle was singing on: the hob:
the little table was spread for tea.
Smithy sat and rested—he needed a
rest—till tea was ready. Tom Red-
wing's bronzed face was very bright as
he sat dewn with his friend. All his
doubts were set at rest now, He had
not lest his chum. Parting was inevi-
tablo; but friendship would remain,
Over tea the two talked cheerily of
the old lifa at. Greyfriars, and of Tom
Redwing’'s coasting voyage. Not a sus-
picion crossed Redwing's mind of the
circumatanees in which Vernon-Smith

had left.the school.that afterncon. He
knew that it was a half-holiday at Grey-
friars, -s0 there was no- reason -why
Smithy -should not come if he liked,
Vernon-8mith did not refer to anything
of the kind. Indeed, he had almost
forgotten detention - and- Mr, Quelch,
and -thé risk ho was running in -his
delight- at seeing hiz lost and estranged
chum -again and finding  him  un-
changed.

After tea the two chums shifted to
the bench outside the cottage door,
where they sat-in . sight of the mlhnﬁ
sca and chatted on. The-Bounder fe
silent for some minutes, a moody- loak
coming ovor his face, as he sat staring

. at the.blue waters stretching . away to

the horizon,

He turned suddenly to Redwing.

“"We're friends again, Reddy.”

“Yeos, rather,” said ‘Tom.

"I wish 1 could think that you'd for-
gotten the rotten things I said to yeu
—that misde you chuck your school up
nnd;-quit."; i
“Ilva-  forgotten everything except
that you were a good Ell,' Eﬁﬁithr.”l}

“Then you'll. come  back "

Redwing’s face clouded.

“I couldn't’ come’ back, Smithy, I
gave up.my scholarship, as you know.
1 had to, old chap. It's gone now, even
if. I wanted to take it up ‘;agnin.""

“And you don't want, fo ¥

Redwing shook his head.

:‘. It's impossible, Smithy !"

‘My father will do anythigg that I
ask. Money's nothing to him!” sail
the Bounder. “I ecould fix it quite
easily for you to come back to Grey-
friars if you chose,” '

A pained look came over Redwing's
face.  He shook his head again without
speaking.

“You'd like to come back—if it were
possible 1

“If it were possible—yes,®

:'.I.-r:t_ me make .it possible,”

‘Don't let's talk of that, Smithy.”

The Bounder's moody look grew
h!ﬁcknr and more bitter.

’ Yup think that we'd have more rows,
very-likely #” he said, in a low voice.
“ You couldn’t trust me not to throw it
in.your face, as I did before 1",

“I couldn’t give up my independence,
Smithy. You'd despise me yourself .in
the long run. I should never have
entered for the Memorial Scholarship
when I did if 1 had known at the time
that you persuaded your father to found
it simply to give me a chance. It was
ripping of you—splendid, old chap—an.]
very kind of your father! But I could
never have touched it if I'd known !”

“You'd never have known if I hadn't
been cad enough to tell you in one of
my ' rotten  tempers!” muottered the.
Bounder. "I can't expect you to trust
ma agair, I suppose.”

“Don’t put 1t like that, old fellow.
I'd trust you with my life and anything
else, but independence must come frst.
It's all a felloww has in my station in
life,” said Redwing, with o faint smile.
“I had a good time ot Greyfriars, and
I like to think about it and remember
it now it's all over. I owe it all to
you. I shouldn't have let you help mo
az you did if I'd known, but I'm
gmteful all the same. A fellow never

ad such a pal as you've been to me "

The Bounder stirred uneasily,

“There's a rotten kink in me!"” he
muttered. "1 had to spoil it all. The
fellows were right when they first called
me & bounder! That's what I am—a
bounder! I eould never be a fellow
like Wharten or Bob Cherry, and 1
don’t even want to be, But—"

He broke off, and was moodily silent.
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“ Gerrout [ **  ** Oh, really, Skinner
put his fat [ace in at the door.

¢ (ot ont | **

* ¢ Travel, you {at doammy ! "

Yah ! " (See Chapter 10.)

Bunter’s step outside the box-room had caused
Skinner & Co. to jump in dire alarm. They were relieved, and at the same time exasperated, when the Owl of the Remove
“* Shan®t ! ** retorted the Owl of the Remove independently.

* Smoky cads !

"You won't come back again, then?”
he asked at last

“It can’t b done 1™
_ *Quelchy would be glad to have you
back in the Remove. The Head would
weloome you if you came.”

“That's jolly good of them [

“All the fellows would be glad.”

“I believe they would.” assented
Redwing.  “I've never forgotten how
decent they were to me—nearly all.”

“1 want vou to come back.”

Redwing shook his head once more,

“Can't you strotely 8 point, for friend-
ghip's. sake ? I tell yon, it's been roticen
for me! I've been up against it ever
gince you left.”

“I'm sorry to hear that, Smithy !”

“I've been near the sack—I'm jolly
near it now. I.ots of fellows expect to
see me bunked.”

Redwing’s sunburnt face was deeply
distressed. . The Bounder was touching
tha right chord. If anything could have
made the eailorman'’s son give up his
indépendence, and return to Greyfriars
on the millionaire’s charity, it wounld
have been the knowledge that his friend
needed him.

. But it conld not he done. Fven had
1* been passible otherwizse, the Bounder's
nature made 1t impossible. SBooner or
later, as Redwing was only too - well
Smithy's sardonic

AWATS, suUspicious,

nature would have come to the fore, his
doubting mind would have doubted
again, Quite probably.he would have
come to suspeet that Redwing had re-
opened communications with him for
that véry purpose, and his talk of inde-
pendence, if he gave up his independ-
ence, would have scemed like the
veriest humbng. Redwing knew that he
rould only keep hiz friend’s faith in him
by refusing what his friend asked,

“You're going to sea again?"” asked
\Ter%an-smith. after a long silence.

“Yes"

“Coasting trip "

“ A deep-sea voyage,” said Redwing.

“That means yvou’ll be away a long
time ¥

“Yes, old chap.”

“Working before the mast, when yon
might boe a Greyfriars man with good
prospects ! said the Bounder bitterly.

“It's what my father did before me,
Smithy. And .somebody must work
before the mast,” said Redwing, with o
smile. " We can’t all walk the guarter-
dock. T'm not grumbling: I'm not
afraid of work. A fellow likes to make
himszelf vaeful in the world. too.”

“0Oh, rot!™ muttered the DRounder
irritably.

“Well, yvou spp——-""

“Rot, T tell vou!™

cdwing was silont.

“You won't come back to Greylriars
because vou can’t trust me,” said the
Bounder. . “1 don't say vou're’ wrong:
but I'd_do it for you if the case was
reversed. I shouldn’t be too particular
a'i.:-lnut right*and wrong in sticking to a
['n .1‘!

“¥You would, old chap—I hope s0, at
least, It can only make matters worso
if a fellow doos what he thinks isn'L
right."

“Rot! IXs it right, if vou come to
that, for mo to have more money than
is good for me while you pig in & fore-
castle for a few pounds a month? I've
no more right to be at Greyiriars than
vou have. An ass like Temple of the
Fourth thinks he's a public-school
boy because he's gobt. some natural
superiority. Dp vou think I'm that
sort of a silly owl? He's there, and T'm
there, because cur people have got holid
of the stuff. If your father had manw
factured guns instead of handling them
in the War he might have some of tho
stuff, too!"

“I'm glad to romember that he
handled the guns instead of frying to
make profits on them !” said Redwing,
with a laugh.

“1f we're pals, you can let me whack
out with vou,” said Bmithy. “Tf wo
" (Continued an page 16.)
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were both up against jt, you'd share
gour last crust with. me |”

“Of course I would I :

“.Well, then, let me.share with you."

T Tt.sounds all -right, old chap; buk
money can't pass betweoen friends,” said
Hedwing,. “I don't quite know why,
‘but there it is; any fellow feels that by
instinet. Instinct's a’ safer guide than
zeason.”

“The long and the short of it is that
Fou won't colne back.”
*“1ean't.”

The Bounder breathed hard.

*Well, T didn’t come up liere to row
with you, Reddy,” he @said, sftér a
panse, “but I féei jolly inclined to 1™

“Don’t, .old fellow. We can’t. meet
wery often, but we can be friends all
lives if you ohoose. ‘That's some-
thing." )

“1 don’t want you to muTh it whila
I'm living on the fat of the land.”

"arug‘hin it doesn't hurt s chap,
Bmithy. "-It's better to rough it -than
£a live soft, if & fellow cnly knew it.”

“Then you'd adviee me to chuck up
[Groviviars and go to sea in an ocean
t?]{;ﬂp'?" asked the Bounder sarcastic-
l - #

Redwing laughed.

“No, not quite,” he said. “But T
would, advize you, Smithy, if you'd let
me, 'not to-live soft. Betting end smok-
ing and such rot—keep clear of that.
You can work hard and play hard and
kecp fit, even if you're born in the
puirple.  You're not looking so fit es
vou used, Smiathvy; I couldn't help
noticing that. T'd -fﬂm to think of you
keepmg friendly with Wharton and. his
set, and not having too much to -do with
Skinner's .crowd. And—and I hope
you're not ragging in ¢lass and that kind
of thing. ~ Quelchy is a good old sort-if
you treat lim the right way.”

“You're a thought-rébder, Redwing 1"
said the Bounder. "“Heow do you know
I'm in trouble with Quelchy?'

“Then you are?” asked Redwing

anxiously. .
“0h, yes!” Bmithy shrugged his
shouldeors. “ What does it matter 1

Redwing gave him a very anzious
look. There was much in the Bounder's
face that troubled him. Apart from
what 3mithy. had told him, he could sce
that the Bounder had been going down-
hill since their parting; there were
many signs of it to eyes renderéd keen
by affection.

“3mithy, you had leave To come up
here this afternoon? he asked suddenly.

“It's & half-holiday.”

“Yes; bul Hawkschiff is miles out of
bounds. I know Mr. Quelch would give
you leave at once to come and see me
if you asked him. I—I hope you asked
dim, 3mithy 1™

“Not exactly !" grinned the Bounder.

Bodwing rose guickly from the bench.

“Then I've-got you into more trouble
asking you to come up here. Smithy,
I wish you'd asked Mr. Quelch! Why
didn’t you 1" _

“I bhardly .think he would have:given
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me leave to'go out of bounds, in the
errcumstances ! chuckled the Bounder.
Redwing's face clonded. /

“You weren't under detention this
afternoon, Swithy?"

Vernon-Smith made no reply.

“ Bmithy 1"

“What ‘does it matter?” yawned the
Bounder. “If I get sacked from Grey-
friars, perhaps I'll come and take a be
in your forecastle. How would you like

But Redwing did not smile. He was
deeply disturbed and anxious.

“'Bmithy, I've got you into bad
trouble by asking you to come hera, I
never thought—l thought you'd send a
messa if you couldn't come. You
shouldn't have come, Smithy, if it means
trouble with your Form master. You're
detained.”

“¥es,"” grunted the Bounder.,

“Then you've bolted?”

* Naturally.”

“It may mean & ﬂnggingﬁ"'

"The Bounder laughed rather harshly.

“Worge than that?” said Tom Red-
wing. *“Oh, Smithy, T shall never for-
give myself if I've brought trouble on
you.™ L

“Rot! T've cleared out of detention
before now, for less rcason. Hang
detention, and hang Quelchy I”

* You must get back at once, Smithy.”

You're tired of my company " asked

the Bounder sarcastically.
- “Don't be an ass, old chap!
frightfully anxious about you,” said
Redwing. “Smithy, old man, can't you
imagine what I shall feel like, if trouble
¢omes’ on  you through my havin
written? T'm sorry I wrote now—only
—TI've missed you so much since
and—and—but never mind all that—for
]i;aﬂdllusa-" agke, get back. You may not
wave beon missed yet. Is there a chanoce
of that?”

“Lots! Quelchy’s gone out rambli
with old Prout.” i S

“Then get back before he comes in.”
Redwing drew the bicyole from the wall,

Don't waste a second, Sihithy! Jump
on, and clear. Quick "

The Bounder roee to his feet.

““8Bhall T see you again before you go
to aea

“I don't know—never mind now.”

“But I do mind,” said the Bounder
coolly. “I've chanced the sack, in
coming up here to see you to-day. You
don’t trust me, but that ought to show
you that I'm sticking to yon, Reddy.
When shall I see you againi”

Hedwir:!g was almost panting with
haste and anxiety, But he couid see
that the Bounder would not go without
an ANsSwWar,

“I can stay here over Saturday,
Smithy—that’s another half-holiday.
There will be time to write. Now
hurey.™

*¥ou'll be here on Saturday?”

“Ves. Now—"

“That's a promise?"” persisted the
Bn::g_der. ' Now h 1

“ Yes, yes, ves! ow hurry, hurry!”
:-mlnimej R-ij:iﬂ . “If you ﬁm’l‘- wint
to make me thoroughly miserable,
Smithy, get back to Greyfriars as quick
as you can, and don't be caught out.”

*“Any old thing !* said the gc}under.

“Quick 1"

Redwing stood watching the Bounder,
with a-deeply knitted and anxious brow,
as the Greyfriars' fellow went pedalling
down the rugged strect. At the corner,
Yornon-8niith  turned his head and
waved his hand; then he disappeared
from sight.

JL.m

I left—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Booby Trap !

1 ERROUT ¥
G “0h, really, Skinner——"
% “Travel, you fat dummy [

__ Harold Skinner, of the Be
miove, did not secem pleased to see
Bunter. '

_ Bkinner was in the wpper box-rgom,
with Bnoop and Btott; not a particularly
pleasant spot on a half-holiday, but
secure for three young rascals who were
smoking cigareties, and playing nap.
Bunter’s' step outside had caused
Bkinner & Co. to jump, in dirc slarm.
They wore relieved, 'and at the ‘samao
time exasperatoed when the Owl of the
Eemove put his fat face in at the door,

Bunter blinked at them. He had not
expected to find Skinner & Co. in that
secluded guarter.

“I say, you fellows—"

* el out !
“BShan't[? retorted Bunter indepen-
dently. * Smeky cad! Yah!”

Skinner rose from the trink on which
he was seated. But he sat down again.
He was greatly tempted to kick the fat
Junior down the box-room stairs: But he
did not want the yelling of Bunter to
draw general attention to the spot.

“I don't want any of your £lthy
smokes!” said Bunter disdainfully. I

never knew you were here.  You mind
¥our own business, n fellows. 1
happen to want that old cardboard box.”

kinner & Co, stared at Bunter’as he
gorted out an old flat cardboard-box from
110 the lumber in the box-room.
They had supposed thet the Owl of the
Remove had tracked them to their lair,
to demand a share in the smokes.
Bunter, evidently, had other business on

‘hand, though they could not guess what

it was.

“What on earth do you want that
lumber for?” asked Stott.

“That’s - telling,” answered Bunter
mysterious

“ Fathead 1”

“You fellows needn’t think I'm going
to rig- up' a by-trap?” said Bunter,
blinking at them.

“Oh, my hat I said, Snoop.

*“Of course, I'm.not thinking ‘of any-
thing " of the kind™ ° said Buiiter
fatucusly. " You needn't think so for a
mmuta’ :

“And who's to get the booby-trap!”
asked Skinner, staring.

“I'-In-hodfl. of course. Haven't T just
told you that I didn't come here to get
this old cardboard box to rig up a booby-
trap "

IIH!J‘ ]'!E. I"Iﬂr!"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I—I happen to want this box to—to
keep something in.”

“White rabbits? asked BSkinner
sarcastically.

“"Yes, exactly.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

*“As for Bmithy, I'm taking absolutely
no notice of him,” explained Bunter.
“If he’s bolted -out_of detention, it's no
business of mine. I never went to the
Form-room, and I couldn't ibly say
whother he's gone or not. This booby-
trap isn't for him. I mean, there isn’t
going to be any booby-trap,”

“Has Smithy cut detention?” asked
Snoop, with a stare.

Skinner nodded.

“¥es. I saw him seudding into Ehe
Cloisters, nearly a couple of hours ago,
Quelchy will find him gone, if he comes
.

“*That’s jolly serious for Bmithy, if he
does.™

* Yes—awful, it™  yvawned
SBkinner. *If you have tears, prepare
to shed them when Bmithy gots caught

ain't
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cud. But 8Smithy knows: what he's about
—1I expect he'll be back before Quelchy.”

“Bure to, if he's got any  sense!l”
assented Stott.

“Of . course -he will,” said . Bunter.
“Quelchy would take him to the Head,
and Bmithy- jolly well knows it. He
will dodge back into the Form-room, of
course, and be. sittmg.there when old
Quelch comes in.” ‘

“That's his game, of course,” eaid

Enof}p : .
“Perhaps he will get & surprise,” said

Bunter .mysteriously. ““Perhaps he
won't ! I'm not telling you fellows any-
thing."”

Bkinner stared at him. ] d

“If you fix up a booby-trap in Smithy’s
study, you fat idiot, you'd better re-
member that it's my study, too, and that
I shail sealp you.” ] ’

“I'm not going to fix it up 'in the
study ! grinned Bunter. “There's going
to be a surpriee for Smithy when ‘he
snoaks back.into the Formi-room. I dare-

-he will be sorry for thumping a
?;ﬁuw- who was trying to oblige him by
bringing- him & letter.”
sk gh, Jerusalem !” ejaculated Skinner.
“Mean to say you're rlgging up a hooby-
t:_a? in the Form-room " ’ )

“Oh, no! Nothing of the kind,” said
Bunter . hastily. * Don’t yon run. sway
with that idea, Skinner. I—I want this
box to—to kee;; a cake in.” .

. And the Owl of the Remove hurried
away, leaving  Skinner grinning, and
Snoop and Stott staring blankly.

“TIs that idiot -dummy enough to put a
booby-trap in the Form-roormn?’ asked
Stott, in wonder.

“Jen't he dummy enocugh for any-
thing?’ chuckled . 8kinner.-- “That’s, his
idea~~to get his own hack on Smithy for
thumping him for pinching that letter.
Oh, my hat 1”

“I say, it's too thick ! said Stott. It

may give Smithy away to Quelchy, if he.

Eutts yate a booby-trap at the Form-room
Wl'-"

*'8mithy won't butt into it,” said
Skinner. “*8mithy scooted the
Form-room window, and he's pretty
certain to get back-the same way if he
can.. I saw him- go, so 1 know. He
wouldn’t - risk . being spotted- in the
passages. If anybpdy goes to the Form-
room deoor this afternodn, it won't be
Smithy—it. will be Quelchy.”

*f%u-&leh ! Oh, erumbs !*

“That hasn't occurred to Bunter's
bright intellect,” awned . Skinnor.
“*Let's hope he'll catch something in his
jolly old booby-trap. I'd like to be on
the spot if hé catches Quelchy., But it's
safer here.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Snoop and
Btott. -

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter had hugried
back to the Remove passage.  -There
was a determined-expression on his fat
face. - By the concentration of his fat

intellect on the subject, Bunter had

evolved a scheme of wengeance on the
Bounder, and he was losing no time in
carrying it out. . From one study_ in. the
Eemove he gathered a bottle of gum,
from . another a . jar of -paste, .from
another a tube of solution. With thesg
ingredients for_ his.-boaby-trap, and the
large cardboard box under his arm;
Bunter rolled down the Remove stair-
case and headed for the Form-room.

A good many fellows saw him on
his way,.and some of :them wondered
what DBunter. was cart,ingB a large
cardboard box about for. ut no one
was specially interested in his . pro-
ceedings, . He reached the . Remove
Formsroom, and -slipped in quickly and
closed the door after him. :

The Form-recom was still deserted..

On -the Bounder’s desk -lay his Lafin
task, ‘still untouched. " Bunter "was ghad-
to- find that the tzuant had,not yet re-
turned. . It gave -him time to prepare for
his reception. ' '

‘He was quickly busy,

With the shovel. from .the. fender,
Bunter raked down s guantity of soet
from the Form-room chimnoy. = - Some
of the soot floated about the room, and
some of it settled en Bunter's-fat face—
some of it penetrated into his mouth and
nose, and made him gasp and cough.
But the lacger quantity was shovel
into the flat box. )

‘Having .collected & sufficient gquantity
of soob, Bunter poured into it.the gum
and the paste, and squeezed out the
solution.

Then he collected about a dozen ink-
pots from the desks, and tipped the ink
inte his mixture.

By that time, the conkents of the.
cardboard box. were extremely . un-
pleasant, especially if  taken suddenly.
on the head from the top of an opéning
door, as Bunter intended.

Bunter's next proceeding was to place
the -big. oak door of the Form-room =
few -inches ajar. He took the steps from
the Form-room euphoard, and arran

them inside the door, and mounted, with

tho cardboard. box in his fat. hands.

‘With great care, he planted the box
on the top of the. thick oak door, lodged
against the door-lintel.

It was fortunate for the Owl of the
Reémove that no one opened the door
while he was thus engaged. Certainly,
he -would. have gone ﬂ:,r-inf’H with the box
of mixture over him,. Luckily, it did
not happen. - Having disposed of the
hox -of mixture, Bunter destended, and
replaced the steps-in the wall-cupboard.

Then he. blinked at. his booby-trap

{Continued on next page.)
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through his big spectacles, with great
satisfaction. : L 8

All was prepared now for the return
of the Bounder; and if ‘the Bounder
received that horrible mixture on his
head when he came i, undoubtedly he
would have ample reason io repent of
having thumped William George Bunter
50 vigorously.

“ Good ! murmured Bunter.

The. fat junior retreated into the big
cupboard of the Form-room. There he
intended to wait until Vernon-Smith
came in, From that cover, he was
going to enjoy the sight of the Bounder
covered with soot and ink and gim. It
was a sight worth waiting for; and
Bunter considered that Smithy could
not be long in returning now.

He chuckled ‘as be waited.

As s mattér of fact, he did not have
to. wait very long. Hrﬂrdl:il' a quarter of
an hour had elapsed, when there was a
sound of footsteps in the passage outside
the Form-room door.

. Bunter -waited breathlessly, almost

ronvulsed with suppressed merriment.

The Bounder waé coming. At least,
Bunter was convinved that it ‘was the
Bounder. The footsteps stopped at the
Form-room door,

Bunter peered out of the cupboard,
watching almost estatically as he saw
the Form-room door move, pushed open
from without. He suppressed a fat
chuckle with difficulty.

The Form-room door opened. Then
the——

Crash !
- "Oooooch — guﬁ;gug-gug-gug —
Brooason Egggegen !

And Bgﬁﬁr Bunter fairly hugged him-

self with merrniment as a startled fgure,
in the Form-room doorway, staggered
and gurgled and ag]uttéred n the midst
of a blinding cloud of soot.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Doing Thelr Best !
'HH ALLD, hallo, hallo ! murmured
o

herry.
‘' What?"
"Quelchy's come. in I

“That does it 1" said Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five were standing in a

roup under the Form-room windows.

hey had put in some cricket practice
that afterncon; but quite early they had
left - Little Bide. All the Ta. were
anxious to help the Bounder, if they
could, in getting back into the Form-
room unnobiced when he returned to
Hawksceliff,

They hoped every moment to see him
returning, and they were ready to
“hunk ¥ him up to the Romove window
if he came. But he had not come yet.
And now, in the distance, the angular
figure of Mr. Quelch had appeared,
walking in with Mr. Prout.

- It was not five o'clock yot, and the
Bounder's detention was till six. Bub
Mr. Quelch had egme in from his walk.
Smithy had taken the chance of his
Form master returning early—and Mr.
Quelch had w»eturned early. It ‘was
probable that the Remove master fully
anticipated that the rebel of the Form
had “ bolted,” and cxpected to fnd him
ubsent. If sg, he was not likely to give
the Bounder a chance of dodging in
just bofore pix.
& Co.

Harry Wharton
glances,

“That does 1t !* repeated the captain
of the Remove.. “Ten to one Quelchy
will go straight to the Form-room to gce
if Smithy is there.”

Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No. 1,015,

exchanged

' Bmithy's torn it mow I
Johnny Bull, with a nod. :

" Logks like a catch ™ =aid Bob, "T'm
awiully sorry, really—Smithy’s doing
no harm' this aftericon—in fact, _:li‘f:q-
jolly decent of him fe ren the risk, o
sea old Redwing.”

“The decentfulmess is upusual and
terrific " remarked Hurrce Jamset Raf
Singh. “But the catchfulness 'is -the
next item on the esteemed programime,
unless—--"" _

“Unless what, Inky? If you've got
an idea for getting SBmithy clear, cough
it up quick !" said Frank Nugent.

“The delayfulness of the -esteemed

agreed

Quelchy would give . the DBounder
another chance,” sug d the Nabob
of -Bhanipur. *“Hé may turn upfully

any minute,”

“But. how are we goin
Quelchy "' gaid Bob dubiously.

to -delay
“Can't

run'iote him and butt him on the watch-

chain, I suppose ™
«Ha hs, ha!”
“*"The talkfulness is silver, -and the
silence golden, according to the esteeme
proverb. But ofi such an oceasidn as
this,” the talkfulness is golden. Let us
speak to the esteemed Quelchy, and keep
him talking if we can.” :
“H'm! Might gain a few minutes,

1

““Well, a few minutes may see Smithy
clear,” said- Harry, “He may be only
& dozen yards away at this very minute.
If it's a matter of minutes, we may give
him a chance. Look here, wo'd better
let Quelchy got: into the House, or hiz
imlet eye will spot Smithy if he comes.
%’Fﬁ’l] tackle him indoors, ono after
another, see

13 Gmd I,H

“You stay here, Bob, and bunk
Amithy into the window if be does come.
You others come along.™ '

* Right-ho 1” .

Four members of the Co. hurried into
the House, while Mr. Quelch was still
advancing slowly from the gates accom-
modating his pace to the slow and
stately progress of Mr. Prout.

The two masters entered at last, and
My, Prout rolled on ponderously to his
study. Mr. Quelch headed at once for
the Form-room passage, with the evi.
dept intention of looking immediately
into the Remove room for the detained
junior—who was not there.

“Excuse me, si—" WWharton spoke
diffidently to his Form master, and Mr.
Quelch stopped, graciously enough.

“Well, Wharton, what is it?" he
asked.

“You've sometimes been kind enough
te come to tea 1n our study, sir,” said
the captain of thse Remove., “We
should be wvery happy, sir, if ‘you'd
come to tea to-day. We've got some-
thing rather epecial.”

Mr. Quelch smiled.

“Thank you very much, Wharton. On
another occasion, my boy—on another
OCCRSION.

And the Form master walked on, only
to meet Frank Nugent at the distance
of a few paces.

“ Please, sir—" began Nugent.

“Well, Nugent ™

“My lines, sir—" ; _

“You may bring them fo my study a
little later, Nugent.”

“I—1 haven't done them, sir.™

“ Indeed ! RS

NSWER
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“I—I was going to nmsk you, sir, ‘if
they could stand over till to-morrow, if
you wouldn't mind, sir? said Nugent
meekly.
~This was an opportunity for Mr,
Queleh. to deliver one of those little
lectures- with which he frcﬁ:’mtl im-
proved the minds of his pupi ii; did
nu‘-tf -negleet the cpportuuity:

. Now, Nugent,” he said; quite kindly,
wou must not ask me such a thin
Nothing that can be done to-day. should
be put off till to-morrow. That is &0 old
maxim, and a good one. Your imposi-
t:un--wus--i;w:n you for - renfissness in
class, and by leaving it unwritten you
are adding to your reimissness. I trust

that you can realise thdt, my boy.”

“Well, sir—" murmured Nugent,

- Punctuality, whether with an im-
position or anything else, is a preat
virtue,” continued Mr. Quelch. “ Punctu-
abity is said to be the politeness of

rinces, Nugent. Unpunctual ways may
lead to serious difficulties, as they may
mncrease as the years go on and grow

d- mto cenfirmed habits of -slackness and

carélessness later in life You must re-
member, my boy . that ydur schooldays
are a preparation for manhood, and that

'bad habits indulged in boyhood may

CBUSE you Very serious detriment in a
wider sphere.. Your lines were to be
handed in to me at six. You have
ample time to write them, although you
haw 8o fdr ncglected to do so. f leave
it to your own good sense, Nugent, to
realise that your lines should be handed
in_at the specified time.” '

“0h, sic!”

“{ro to your study, my boy, and
write guf your lines,” said Mr. Euelch_.
*The irksomenecss of a task is always
mﬁr{rﬁaad by dpliﬁp_u ,& %

» ¥es, sir!” murmure ent.
“I—1 see timt, sir, now you've pl;fntad
it out to me. Thank you, sir!”

Mr. Quelch dismissed him with »
gracious wave of the hand,

What Mr. Queleh would have thought
had he guessed that Frank Nugent had’
deliberately provoked that little lecture
in order -to delay him on his way to
the Form room, cannot be imagined.
Fortunately, he did not guess it. He
walked on majestically, and at the
corner of the Form-room passage almost
walked inte Johnny. Bull,

“Bother the thing!" Johnny was say-
ing. " Oh, bother—bother—bother!" !:.{a
Was 3p&nk:%g very emphatically,

“Bull ! hat is the matter?”

“(Oh, sir, my watch won't go, and I
keep on winding it, and it doesn’t make
nny difference! Perhaps you'd look at

if, siep?™
* Certainly, Hand me

watch.”

Johnny Bull handed over the watch.
He stood with a respectfully anxious face
as Mr, Quelchr examined it. It was
quite true that the watch did not go:
and qualh- true thet it had not gone
since the Eegmmng of the termy, when
Johnny had dropped it. That circum-
stance, however, Johnny did not
mention. ;

Mr, Quelch very kindly examvined the
watch. wound 1t with care, and
spon discovered that it might be wound
indefinitely, without any result accruing.

He could not help. smiling at the-
junior’s simplicity.

“My dear Bull, the mein-epring is
broken,” he said. “You must take it
ta a watchmaker's for. repair.”

_';}’ﬂu don’t think I could mend it,
5L !

T Quite impossible.” :

“If I were to take it to picces; sir—'
su‘gfostﬁd_ Johnny. ' ' ;

“I advise you not to take your waich

Bull. the

¥
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Having placed the big cak door of the Form-room a few inches ajar, Billy Bunter arranged the steps and mounted them, with
the cardboard box in his fat hands. With great care, he planied the box on the top of the door, and lodged it against the door-
Fortunately no one opéned the door while he was thus angaged. '

lintel.

{Hee Chapter 10.)

to pieces, Bull. 1 doubt whether even
an experienced watchmaker would be
able to repair it aflterwards if you
did,” said Alr. Quelch, smiling.

And he bhanded the watch back to
Johuny and continued his najestic
progress.  Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh
was in his way a moment later.

“ Esteemed sahib—" said the nabob.

“What iz it, Hurree Singht”

“"You have sometimes made honour-
able and ludierous remarks, honourcd
sxhib, upon the variety of English, pure
and undefiled, which 1 learned from the
Moonshee Mook Mookerjee at Bham-
pur,” said the nabob. “You had the
terrific goodness to offer to correct my
unmworthy self when in dubious doubt of
rightful expressions in language.”

* Certainly.”

“The exccllent and idiotle Todd de-
clares that the esteemed word ‘ muchiul-
ness’ is mot genuine good Emglish,”
said Hurree Singh., “This is a waord
which I learnfully acquired in early
studics under the wise Mook Mookerjec.
Todd assures me that it is not genuine
and well-founded English such as spoken
by honourable Shakespeare and Mlilton
and Wilkic Bard and other great maators
of esteemed language. He has permitted
himself disrespectful ecachinnations on
this subject.”

“"Dear me ! said Mr. Quelch, .

"“The esteemed sahib being the' fount
of all wisdom. and knowledge, will pev-
hapsfully enlighten the doubtful ignor-

anee of my unlearned self,” snid Hurree
Singh meekly.

“Todd is guite right, Hurrce Singh.
Theve . is cerxtainly no such word as
*muchfnliness * in the English language,™
seid the Remove master, with & sinile,

And the " fount of wisdom and knew-
ledge ™ passed on.

The ehums of the Remove had fought
a servics of delaying actions, as a military
man would say; and eertainly they had
delayed the arrival of Mr. Quelch at
the Form-room door very considerabily.

But they had done all that could he
done, an
door of the Remove Form-room at last,
the Co., watching him rather anxionsly
from the end of the passage.

He pushed open the Form-room door.

The next instant Mr. Quelch re-
ceived the surprise of his life. Some-
thing that hacr been lodged on the top
of the door descended upon him with a

thud, smothering, drenching, envelop-  pBgh

mg him with soof!

For an instant it seomed to Alr.
Quelch that the universe was collapsin
upon him, so utterly was he astounded.

The next instant he was spluttering
wildly, choked and blinded by soot.
gasping, spluttering, stuttering, and
staggering blindly in the doorway while
hq_.'l%m!pn and spluttered and stuttered.

b, my hat!” gasped Wharton.
“Great pip ™
And the chums of the Remove ran

My, Queleh arrived at the-

up tho passage to the aid of their hapless
Form master as he staggered blindly and
epluttered and stuttered.

[R——]

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Catch !

6 MITHY 1*

Bob Cherry uttered the ox-
clamation as a running figure
came round the school buildings

and stopped, panting, under the Re-
mova window,

Vernon-Smith. was crimson with haste
and breathlessness.

He had ridden hard and fast froin
Ha.wkac-liﬁ,, losing not a moment by tho
way. DBob's bike had been left at the
corner of Redelyffe Lane, in the willows,
and the breathless and perspiring
Bounder had arrived—at last! He was
almost staggering with fatiguo as he
recled against the old stone wall beside

“Am I in time??

“I—I hope so! Dut—'

“1 know l%uel-:h s in,"” breathed the
Bounder. “I saw him across the fields,
coming back with old Prout. Luckily,
he did not sec mé. He's in?"

“Yes," zaid Bob., "But—".

: He's gone into the House '

“How long #*
“ About ten minutes ago—"

TaE MagxeET L1BRARY.—No. 1,015
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The Bounder snapped his teeth. .

#What rotten luck! The game's up,
then, Hg would go to the Form-room
at onco, of course. I'm done!"™

“Hold on!”™ said Bob hurriedly.
“The fellows have gone in to stop him
as long as they can, He mayn't have
got into the Form-room yet. The
window's open, and I've been listening.
1 haven't heard—"

The Bounder pulled himself together
instantly. He was not the fellow to
loga the fraction of a chanee,

Give me & bunk.”

p!" aaid Bab.

He “bunked ” the Bounder up io
the high window of the Ferm-reom.
Half & dozen Remove fellows, spotting
what - was going on, drew round the
spot to screen the proceedings as much
as possible from general view., Fortu-
nately, there wers no Sixth Form pre-
fects near, most of the Bixth being at
tea just then. In the distance Mr,
Capper was visible, but the master of
the Fourth was [ortuneately a shost-
sighted gentlemnen.

erbert Vermon-8mith dragged him-
self in at the window.

With his knee wplanted there, he
stared into the Form-room, and as he
stared he saw the Form-room door
pushed open from without,

Ho was too late, .

Before he had time to jump in, the
Form deor was wide open, and had
Mr. Quelch walked in in the nermal
mannet he would undoubtedly have
seen Horbert Vernon-3mith climbing in
at the open window, )

But if seemed like z strange vision
to the Bounder., The cardboard box
bonpneted the Form master ms he was
stepping 1o, and the next moment he
was enveloped in sootb.

Mr. Quelch did not see the Bounder.

He did not see anything but soot.

He sgw that and smelt it and tasted
it, and lived and moved and had his
being in it. '

Soot clothed him like a garment.

His gyes and nose end ocars were full
of it, his mouth had received a fmr
allowance, and the rest clung to him
apd drenched him and smothered him.

Vernon-Bmith, in blank zmazament,
stared.

Hs wpuld not have known that it
was Mr. Quelch frpm hia looks, The
Form master looked like a pillar of

H00L,
How it had happened, why it had

happened, utterly myatified  tho
Bounder. Bui Bmithy was quick on
the uptake., It was hiz chance and ho
fook it.

r. Quelch could not sce him or any-
thing clse. He was gouging frantie-
ally st the soot in hizs eyes with both
hangﬂ. while he spluttered and stot-
tered.

Vernon-8mith dropped lightly fo the
Form-room Hoor and crossed to  his
desk and sat down,

_He wiped the bedewed perspiration
from his brow, and then ]}!-L‘kl.‘.'dp up his
pen and started op hiz untouched task,

From his locks he might have lLeen
sitting there all the afternocon.

He did not heed Mre. Queleh.

That was no business of his.

The door of the wallcupboard in the
Form-room opened, and a, fat fgure
COwer with 2 grinning, fat face,

“He, he, he!"

Vernon-3mith stared at Bunter,

He knew now whoe had migged up the
booby trap which had caught Me.
Quoleh at sueh a fortunate moment for
tho truant.

Bunter did not observe the Bounder.
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the
ing

The fat junior had been watchin
Form-room door, and the window

apposite, Bunter's back had been to the da

window, . L

Having maght his intended victim,
az he supposed, Wilkam George Bunter
had - emerged from his place of con-
cealment to Tejoice in the sight of
Bmithy covered with so00t 2nd pum and
paste and ink.

“He, he, he!™

The Bounder grinned silently.

“¥ou beast, Smithy!” Dunter was
addressing the sooty figure in the door-
wey that gurgled and spluttered,
“That's for you! Thumping a fellow
because he wae bringing wou a lettee,
You've got yours, a, he, het"

“Groovogh!  Oooooch!  Gug-gug-
g“ﬂ". ug " came from the staggering,

ewildered figure in the doorway.

“*Ha, he. he!"” cackled Bunter,

“QOoooch ! Goooooch! Moosoach I

Bunter felt the teers of merriment
riunning down his fat checks.

1= was ''spme M vengeance.

. He had %llnned to catech his enemy
m that booby-trap and to smother him
with that horrible mixture, and, le and
behold, he had suceceded. Ho had
caught somebody, at all events. As yet
be did not grasp the fact
“eatch ' was not the Bounder. Tt
might lmve dawned upon his fat brain
that the figure in the doorway was
much: tallec than tho Bounder, un-
recognizable under the scot, but much
top lengthy to be a Remove follow,
But tho Owl of the Remove cbserved
nothing for the moment but the succesa
of his remarkable stunt. He doubled
up with merriment.

There was & palter of feet in the
Form-room passage, and Harry Whar-
ten & Co. came cunning up.

Mr, Quelch staggered against the
open door, trying to breathe. Soot
was suffocating him. Heorrid moans
and gasps came from him as he
breathed and masticated soot,

*Oh, sir!" gasped Wharton, “C.c-can
we hsip vou 1

The chums of the Remove did not

laugh.

?gr. Quelch presented a remarkable
aspeet that might have moved a stono
image to merriment. But if the juniors
felt any merriment they suppressed it
Bonneting & Form master with a box
of soot might have a superficial aspect
of comicality, but it was ccortain to be
an awfully, fearfully serious matter for
the perpetrator,

“Goooch ! gurgled Mr. Quelch,
“Opcch!  Mooooch ! Gug-gug-guﬁ' !
Ob! Ooooch! Mmmmmmmgeegzg'"

“Tt—it's a booby trap!" stultere
Johnny  Bull dWho—what—how—
\1'!}&5 hnrnl idiﬂé has done thj;a?”

‘Oooooch ! Gurgugrggurg '™

Mr. Quelch was ecmphatic but in-
articulate.  Generally he could mako
his meaning clear easmly cnough. Now
he could only seck to express it by
choked purgling and gasping.

"My hat!" murmured Nugent, as,

looking past the blackencd Form
master, he sighted, with the same
glanee, Bunter and tho Bounder.

Bunter was quito ncar at hand, doubled
up with mirth, Beyond him, sitting
sodately at his desk, was Veroou-

Bmith,
The Bounder evidently had got home.
He glanced up and winked cheerily at

the juniors as they stared at him past
Mr, Queleh. Then, with great gravity,
he resumed hiz task.
“1 say, you follows” sgneaked
‘fuﬂnt—“l say, lock a2t him' Te, he,
E L]

Buntor pointxl a fat forefinger at

that his

his footy victim and gurgled with glee.

Even yet the dreadful truth had not
wned upon him.
"Ynu—-gnﬂ—:,ruu did this, Bunter??”
stammered Wharton,
“He, he, he! Yau heat,” chortled
Bunter., “The beast thumped me—"
(13 “ﬂ'&‘t !!‘I

‘“E‘he rotter thumped me, in the
quad——"
:Ehurrup. vou ass!™

Bhan't ! retorted Bunter, *I jolly
well rigged up this booby-trap to pay
him out, He, he, ha! I'll tepch the
rotter to thump me, He, he, he! I
dare say he's sorry now for thumping a

Eh‘;{! He, he, ha!" .
18, Junicrs stared at. Bunter,
Obviously, that short-sighted junior

did not know that the blackencd

ing figure was the master :;fgafhf:
Remove,
He was to make that discovery

shortly, however.
Me. Quelch, still unable to find his

voice, Wes gasping  and urglin
rnd muamngi breathless, linded,
smothered, ¢ leaned helplessly on

the doorpost in an simosphere of soo
Even had Bunter remguiged him thert;
was 1o escape for the fat junior. But
e was not thinking of escape. His
victim was in no state to deal with
him, and Bunter stood ready to dodge
among the desks if necessary, still in
the happy bolief that it " was the
Bounder who was snorting and urg-
ling there. Beldom or never had the
Owl of the Remove looked and felt so
triumphant, His many weongs and
gricvances had been "avenged, and
alone, unaided, he had done jt!
The master of tho Remove found hig
voice at last.  Gouging with both
hands had clesred his vision a little,
and with bleared eyes he blinked at

Buntor,

“Oooch! Goo! CGrooh! Oht

my word! Who has done TEI'E?:
Bunter? Is that Bunter? Bunter,

have you done this*®

Rilly Bunter coased to chortle all of &
sudden.

The well-known voice of his Form
mastor, proceeding from that cloud of
soot, had a petrifving effect on him.

His little round eyes opened wide
behingd his big speetacles—so wide, in
terror and horror, that it really scomed
?ﬁtlfit-hﬂ}' ;uuld émt'ardshut again, His
at jaw dro and his
knockod tzuqatiﬂ:'.’ TRl Xniue

“Bunter!"”

“Olg!" moaned Bunter.

“ Bunter!™

“Ow! It's Quelchy!™

* Buntor ! You — you — yon—""
gurgled Mr. Qucleh. :

Bunter stood rooted to tha foor,
?ﬂ.ﬂ_ﬂﬂ at the sooty Form master as if
ascinated by horror. He did not move,
he could not mave, until Mr, Guelch
made a stride towards him, scattering
clouds of soot as he moved, Then
Bunter jumped back in terror, and
squeaked :

“Dw!l Tt wan't me! Ow!"

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Saved from the Sack !
R. %UEL{?H gro for hia
pocket - handkerchief, and

wiped aoot from his face. His
oxpression was partly disclosed

to the eye; and it was an unnerving
expression. The glint in his gimlet eyes
might have stricken terror to a much
stouter hoart than William Georgo
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“ He, he, he [ ** cackled Billy Bunter, as he surveyed the result of his booby trap.

“ BUNTER ! ** roared Mr. Quelch.

(1] uw I
at the sooty figure of his Formmaster as if fascinated by horror.,

It’s Quelchy ! "

‘* Serve you right, Smithy, you beast!*

The Owl of the Remove stood rooted to the floor,
He did not move ; he eould not move.

““ Bunter ! You—

you—you—"" gurgled Mr. Queleh. (See Chapler 12.)

Bunter's. Bunter was not a  stout-
hearted youth, though in other respects
his stoutness beat all records. He
almest crumpled up under the Form-
master's sooty glare,

The kindest-hearted and most patient-
tompered IForm mastor must have [elt
extremely annoyed in Mr. Quelch’s posi-
tion. Mr. Quelch was more than an-
noved, He was onraged; he was, in
fact, almost trembling with fury.

ooty from head to foot, blackencod
and smothered, choked and blinded, bis
oyes streaming, his nose strcaming, he
ﬁnred at Billy Bunter as if he could
ave devoured that hapless vouth. '

Hc had heard cvery word Bunter had
nttered, of course, and knew to whomn
he owed his present fearful condition.
Hiz gimlet cyes, as he eleared them of
soot, almost bered into Bunter.

“Bunter! You-—you—-you did this!™

“0Oh, no, sir! Certainly not!” gasped
Buntor.

“I heard you say so0."”

“I—1 meant—— I didn't—— J——"

Mr, Quelch turned a sooly glare round
ont the juniors outside the doorway.

"Were  you concerned o tleis,
Wharton 7'

“1, sic!™ gazped the caplain of the
Boemove.

“Yes, you!"” thundered Mr. Quelch.

“No, sir! Certainly not! We--we
saw what happened, and—andd ran up to
sce if we could help!” gasped Wharlon.

"Jamset Ram Singh.

_ “You knew nathing of this vile and
iniquitous trap in which I have fallen 7

“MNothing at all, sir. We haven't
becn in the Form-room since class this

morning., '
“"There was no knowlfulness on our
calecmed part, sir,”  sgid Hurreo

“The surpriseiol-
ness of ourselves wasz terrific.™

“1 accept your assurance,'’ said Mr.
Quelch. I believe you. Indeed, only
a boy whose stupidity. almost amounts
to imbecility could » puilty of such a
trick. That boy will be flogged and
cxpalled from the school !

“Ow!" gaspad Bunter.

The Remove master turned to Bunter
agamn,

“1 think, Bunter, 1ihat VoI CRn
acarcely be in your right senses,” he
seid. “ You must know the penalty of
such dastﬂrdl:.l rank on vour Form
master! You will %c flogged——"

[E] W'ﬂWE”

“And expelled—"

* Yow-ow "

I shall take you to the Head—"

“0h dear!™

“If you please, sir," said Harry, iry-
ing to pul in a word for the unhappy
Owl of the BRemove, "1 don't think
Bunter intended to catch vou with theat
booby-trep, sir. He's such s fool—
ahem !—he didn't think of you coming
to tho Form-room.

“ Nonsense "

“I—1 didn't!"” wailed Bunter. "I
never did, sir! I—I didn't fix up that
booby-trap at all, sir. I never knew
anything about it, sir, and I wasn't
hiding in the cupboard over there, sir,
I wasn't, really——"

“How dare you tell me such false-
hoods, Bunter 7 thundered Mr. Quelch.

Bunter quaked.

*“I—I mecan, sir——"

“Tell Mr. Quelch the truth, you fat
idiot 1" breathed Wharton. “Can’t you
see lies are no good, yon dummy ¥

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Enough!™ snorted Mr. Cgue]nh.
“"¥ou have deliberately assanlted your
Form master, vou wretched, disrcspect-

ful young rascal—"

“1 didn't, sir!” howled Bunter. I
thought it was S8mithy "

.l at? What?"

“T never knew you'd come nl”

wretched Owl. I thought it
sir! You—you couldn'l
a booby-trap for you, sir!
should too jolly fright-

wailed th
was Smithy,
thank I'd la
Oh dear! f’
encd! Ow!”

There wes a ring of troth in that
statement. Indeed, as Mr. Quelch
grew a little calmer he realised that it
was very improbable that a fellow like
Bunter would have the nerve to smother

Tux Macuer Liprary.—No. 1,015
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his Form master with soot and -remain
on the spot to enjoy the sight.

“Tell me the truth, you wrdiched
boy!” snapped the move . master.
“"You Flmed this horrible stuff
here—'

“I meant# for Bmithy, sir!"” moaned
Bunter, “He thumped me this morn-
ing, sir, for pinching his letter—I mean,
becausa 1 took his letter to bring to
him, in my obligi wl;.r,_tir, and-—and
1 wanted to make him ait up, Oh dear!
I wish.I hadn’t dome it now!"™

“Maké yourself clear, Bunter, You
did not intend this for ‘mo¥"

“Dw! No, sir! I'd sooner set a
booby-trap for the Head than for you,
sir!" gasped Bunter, “He ain't so
dangerous—"

‘E'Wht?lf

“J—I mean, I'm_too respectful—"

“"You must be out of your senses,
Bunter. How could you have set this
dastardly trap for a Remove bﬂ} who
was inside the room at the time?”

“8mithy was gone out, sir,"” groaned
Bunter, ““and I wanted to catch him as
he came back. I knew he'd come back
before vou if he could.”

Mr. Quelch stared at Bunter, and
gtared past him. At the other end cf
the Form room Vernon-8mith was sit-
ting sedately at his desk, at work at his
task. Bunter evidently was not aware
of that.

“¥You thought thet Vernon-Smith had
broken detention, Bunter?"” the Re-
move master exclaimod.

*Yes, sir, I looked in for him, and he
wasn't here, and so—"

“u my word,” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, “this boy's stupidity passes all
comprehonsion !

“Oh, really, sir—

“Can you not see that Vernon-Smith
i5 in the Form-room, Bunter?” hootod
Mr. Queleh. -

“Ho isn't, sir—

-met?n
*“He isn't, sir. I thought he’d come
back when you shoved the door open,
sir, hu.lj: it wasn't 8mithy, it was vou,
sir——

Harry Wharton & Co., in the Form
room  passage, coxchangod glances and
quietly trod away. They felt that it
was judicious to be no longer on the

spot.

‘Mr. Quelch did not observe them: his
eyes were fixed -on Bunter,

“You incredibly stupid  boy!™
snorted Mr. Queleh. “ Aro yvou actually
unaware that Vernon-8mith is in this
room ¥

£ Eh?lt

Bunter blinked helplessly round.

His cyes nlimost bulged through his
gpectacles as  he  discermed Herbwort
Vernon-Bmith sitting at his desk,

Bunter. blinked at the Bounder as if
he could scarcely believe either his eyos
or his spectacles.

“Oh crikey!” he gasped. “I—I never
saw him, sir! I—I ﬁml:ud in. He wasn't
here; I-=I -thought he wasn't horo.
I—I'm rather short-sighted, sir! I—1
thought he'd bolted, sir, and—and 1
fixed up that booby-trap for him when
he came back. assure you, sir, I
thought he had eut, and—and I was
shocked, siv, at a follow cutting deten-
tion! I—I thought I'd punish him, sir,
being shocked at him—"

SBilence! I believe, Bunter, that vou
did not intend this dastardly trap for
me. I belicve that in your obtuse
stupidity you fancied that WVernon.
Smith was absent, and fixed up this
wretched trap on his account, ]!J shall
nok report vou to thoe Head."

Tue Macver Ligrany.—No, 1.015.
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“0h, thank you, sir!"” gasped Bunter.
“I shall deal with you myself.”
“Ow ™

“Go to my study-—"

I'I'“I"ul“,!?\-l'

“And wait for me there.”

ir h Iuri lij

Bunter staggered out of the Form.
room. He limpéd away to the Remove
master's study, to wart there for the
incensed ' pentleman’ fo deal with him,
He waited with ‘dire apprehensions—
which were destined tu'fu} realised.

Mr. Quelch gave the Bounder a
glll‘lﬂﬂ—h dark glance. But he left the

‘orm-room immediately after Bunter.
He was in need, just then, of a bath
and a change of clothes, more than
of anything else. The detained junior
was there—still under detention—and
that was what he had come to the
Form-room to ascortain.

For an hour Mr. Quelch was very
bﬁ‘ With ample supplics of hot water
and a reckless expenditure of soap, he
removed the lingering traces of Bunter's
booby trap. It kept him busy for a
long time; and when he finally emerged
into public view again there was still a
clinging aroma of soot about him,

Moanwhile, the Bounder had been
working at top speed. In that hour he
had not finished -his task, but he had
put in quite enocugh to moke a good
show,

Mr. Quelch arrived in the Form.room
at ‘six .o'clock.

“Vernon-Smith " he said scidly,

The Bounder rose respectfully,

“Yosr, air.”

“T will look at your task.”

“I haven't been able to finish it, sir,”
said the Bounder . demurely. “I'vo
worked pretty hard at it, sie”

“You had nmﬁle time to complete 1£™
said Mr. Quelch coldly, as he glanced
over the paperss “However., as YOu
have done s0 much, I will say no more
about that. Had I found the task un-
touched, as I half expected, I should
have caned you with the utmost
severity.”

The Bounder did not answer that.

“There is a more serious matter,
Vernon-Bmith. That obtuse and short-
sighted boy, Bunter; fancied that wvou
were absent when, he prepared that
dastardly trap. You, however, are
neither obtuse nor short-sighted,
and you mmust have known por-

fectly well that I should fall into that
trap when I came to the Form-room to
see you.” '

:F}'E Bounder ﬁu?pmssed AR grin.

“It wasn't my business to interferc
with DBunter, sir.” he said.  “You
ordered me to sit here and work at a
Latin task, sir. And it cortainly never
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crossed my mind, sir, that you would
get the box of soot. I never thought
ahggt- til: at all, ai;'.”ﬂ

‘hat was-a perfectly true statement,
av the Bounder had kmown nothiny
whatever about the booby-trap till he
came back, But as Mr. Queleh did not
know . that Bmithy had been absent it
did not ring true to him.

*I cannot believe you, Vernon-Smith,
You knew that that stupid boy was act-
ing in a foolish error, and you allowed
him te proceed, knowing that it was
extremely probable, at least, that the
box of soot would fall upon me when

came here. Certainly, I cannot
punish {'uu.fur Bunter's action, as you
are well aware. But I cannot help
regarding ‘you as being an accessory,
and indeed more to blame than Bunter.
as you do not share his stupidity. I
shall cane you s well as Bunter, Fol-
low me to.my study.”

“Very woll, sic.”

The Bounder followed Mr. Quelch,
5!‘lnn|ng‘ as he followed him. A caning

id 1:ml; worry the bardy Bounder very
much,

A few mingtes later loud vells were
heard ’Fr-:rp&ading from Mr. Quelch's
study. They came from William Georgo
Bunter, whoe woke all the echoes when
BMr, Quelch sot to work with his cane.
The Bounder went through it in stoical
silence,

They left the Form master's study
together, the Bounder wriggling a
little, Billy .Bunter squirming and
twisting and wailing.

Harry Wharton & Co. met them ‘as
they came up to the OvVe passage,
Dunter rolled on to his study, to groan
and mumble till he felt better, deeply
repentant of his remarkable scheme of
v.-ni}gcunm on the Bounder. !

ernon-Smith  stopped and gave the
Famous Five a wry grin,

“Licked?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Just & few. Quelchy thinks I sat
there watching that fat idiot fixing up
the booby-trap and letting him get on
with it."

“Oh1”

“I've _had six for that, though I
explained that it wasn't my business to
interfere with Bunter—*"

“Pd rather Guolehy thought h

“I'd rather Que thought that than
that he thought I'd {vm lfp to Hawks-

cliff this - afterncon!” grioned  the
Bounder.  “That fat idiot has saved
my bacon. I was just getting in at the

window when Quelchy got iIn at the
door—and only the box of soot pre-
vented him from spotting me. Tt was
tuu:_:{h-und- t:]i” :

“I'm glad you got through,” sai
Harry Wharton, “ I;l.:}f!d_:.l:—” < i

“A muss is as good as a mile ! said
the Bounder coolly. “That crass idiot,

Bunter, geems to have gone in  for
vengeance © this  afternoon—and  he's
saved moe from the giddy sack. = I'li

stand him & supper In the study this
] a k- "
evening as a giddy reward, " He's
carned it
“Ha, ha, ha!"
And ithe DBounder lounged away,
whistling,

Billy Bunter quite forgot his yearning
for vengeance on the Bounder when he
was asked to supper in Study No, 4
that evening. He enjoyed that supper,
and  did  himself  remarkably well,
though why Smithy stood him that
spread was o mystery to him: Smithy

id not confide to him that it waz Billy
Bunter's extraordinary performances on
the war-path that had saved him from
the “sack.”

THE END,
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A grand story of mystery and intrigue, featuring FERRERS LOCKE, the Famous Detective,
and his plucky boy assistant, JACK DRAKE.

Kang Pul

HE service ended, and the monks
filed slowly frem the temple,
til] it wae deserted save for bare-
fooled acolytes who moved here

and there tending and trimming the
lamps. :

Ferrers Locke knew that by this
time the open door and the missing
monks must have been discovered, No
spunds of alarm disturbed the stillness,
however, and all that day he lay
hidden in the stone gallery.

‘Many services were held in the temple
below him, but he edw no signs which
showed that hizs presence - in the
monastery wids suspected.  Afterncon
deepened into dusk, then dusk into
night. Waiting till' an evening service
had concluded and the temple * below
waz deserted, Ferrers Locke rode to his
feet. Boldly he descended the narrow
staircase, hie heod drawn well over his
face, ‘and alive to the peril in which
he, stood,

he

.Reaching the main corridoer,
tiroed in at one of the curtained en-
trances  to  the temple, othing
stirred, and, keeping in the shadows,
he glided forward till he cama fo the
giant Buddha. On each side of the
od hung networks of light chain,
ushing the chainwork aside with his
hand, Ferrers Locke ssed inte a
small side-chapel. SBacred relics, shrines,
and’ symbols were scattered sbout in
great numbers.

‘Before & small door Icading into
another chamber stood a hideous dwarf.
His gredt, ugly head was turned in-
quiringly towayds Ferrcrs Locke, and his
ll?ildﬁ were clenched tightly on the hiit
of a heavy paladin sword, Hijs arms
were abnormally long, his body squat
and "beastly,’ but herifmalcing CHOCIOous
strength. He mouthed horribly, and the
detective felt & wave of repugnance andl

nausea as he saw the grotesque thing
was tongueless, '

The chamber which he guarded was
obviously situsted right behind the god,
and was the one for which Ferrers Locke
was searching. The detective was con-
vineced that the voice which issued from
the lips of the .giant Buddha was
of human ageney. -‘There must be some
means of reaching the great head of the
god  and, standing inside it, & man
could see all that went on in the temple
below, and also speak ugh the metal
lips, his voice being amplitied by some
megaphone arrangement. It was this
which Ferrers Locke wished to investi-
gate, Simple trickery, indeed, but cal-
eulated to tmpress the saperstitious and
incredulous priests. As for the pictures
in the flames—— There was some
material ecxplanation of that—some
illusionary efiects had been used.

Advancing towards the dwarf, Ferrers
Locke showed his ring, Dt the dwarl
shoak his head and raized his sword in
& threatening gesture. ]

“Mow hark,” said the detective
softly. "My business 13 with the Chosen
One of Buddha, Kang Pu! It iz of an
urgeney which brooks of ne délay, and
definnce is like to send thee to the
chamber of torments! Pernnt me to pass
those portals which yo guard.” -

But the dwarf was not so casily
hootdwinked., He shook his greac head
in violent negation and advanced a step,
the " sword: raisod. ' Ferrers "Locke
retreated. He knew that th? odds wera
hopeloss, He was conscious of the almost
superhuman strength in the squat frame
of the thinE that guarded the door.
Morcover, the detectite wazs unarmed
oxcept for hiz hknife,

Turning away, Ferrers Locke shuffled
slowly towards the hanging network of
chain through which he had passed into
tha chapel. At his heels came the dwarf,
his swgrd. poised roady to strike sghopld
this presumptuous Lesser Abbot attempt

to stand betweon himnself and his

to force an entry into the inner chamber,
But sach a ing seemed far fromn
Forrere Locke's mind as he shuffled
away, The dwarf leered, mouthing jeer-
ing words which he could not speak. He
hated the. black-robed ones — yves,
although he -served them. Let thia
Lesser Abbot persist in his domand to
pass the portal, and— .
-Ferrers Locke had been tensing every
muscle., Suddenly,. without.the = ightest
warning, he wheeled. His hand closed
on the dwarf's wrist, and with expert
ju-jutsu he gave a jerk which brought a

sleangled moan of pain from the tongue-

less ereature.. At the same instant his
other hand fastened on the hilt of the
sword, and he wrenched it. from the
dwarf's ira.sp, S0 sudden . and un-
expected had been the attack ihat the
dwarf was taken completely by surprise.

Springing backwards, the sword 1n his
hands, |fii‘ﬂrrw'.':m Locke EM]?B&.

“One hostile move and I shall cleave
thee to the bone!” :

Dumbly the dwarf glared at him
through little bloodshot eves., - He had
failed in his trust, and he knew what
awaited him at the hands of his masters.
It would be a'death by torment., Bettoer
far to rush this mad abbot of small
degree, and if death should eome in the
struggle, then it were a better death
than that of the rack. .

8o, lowering his head, and his long
arms outstretched, he dashed forward.
Ferrors ‘Locke had zensed what was

oing on'in the-creature’s mind. He was
oth to take life, though, should no other
eourse be open, he would not-allow thalt
al.
Kang Pu must be frustrated at all costs
or ‘the world would be plunged into
‘WAL

Stepping * guickly to one side ho
crashed the flat of the sword down on
the dwarf's: skull. With a -moan the
stunted mass of humanity crashed for-
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ward to the floor. His limbs twitched a
moment, then he lay still, sprawled faco
downwards, his long arms aspread,
“Bending down Ferrers Locke made
sure the creature was not dead, He tore
& strip from his abbot’s robes and made
an improvised gag. - Thrusting this into
the dwarf's caternous mouth, he tied his
hands and fest with other strips, then
dragged him across the floor till he was
hidden from view behind a shrine,

Picking up the sword, he paused a
moment, listening. All was silent, and
the vast temple seemed still deserted.
But there was suddenly forced in on
Ferrers Locke  that he was being
watched, It was as though some un-
geon prosence stood in that small chapel.
With a shrug of his shoulders he tried to
throw off the feeling. The sword in his
hand;, he strode fto the door which had
beash guarded by the dwari, His hand
closed: on the wrought-iron handle.

For & moment he hesitated whilst
he pulled himself together. Then, with
a quick movement, he turned the handle,
The door opened easily qnnm‘l;h. 1

Forrers Locke found himsell .gazing
into a small square room, stone-walled
and stone-feored. ~ It was bare of all
furnishings save for a rough table and
a chair. And seated at the table was a
man, He was looking straight at Ferrers
Locke, and an automatic in his hand
covered. unwaveringly the detective's
heart. :

And, as though frozen, Ferrers Locke
stood immobile on the threshpld. But
it was not the revolver which held him
thus: it wgg the-face of the man, For
the first time in his life Ferrers Locke
had come face to face with evil in-
carnate, .

Eyes, red . ss glowing coals, glared
from & visage which was bloodless,. as
sallow as death. A great hooked nose
surmounted & mouth, the thin livid lips
af which were twisted into the mirthless
caricature of a smile. High cheekbones,
jutting ont horribly bencath the sallow
skin bespoke of Oriental. blood. The
scraggy neck, thin, wrinkled and of &
jaoundiced yellowness, was encireled with
a-thick bend of pure gold, in the centre
of which g’laweg a colossal blood-red
ruby.

The man was clothed in robes of thick

utple velvet, embroidered with crimson.
F.E‘hﬂ fingers which were curled about
the butt of the -automatic were long,
thin, and tapering, and - of a deathly
whiteness. The nails protruded above
the finger-tips by more than half an
inch. :

But it was the face which held Ferrers
Locke—that face which seemed a night-
mare, 50 horrible and evil-in its satanie
besatliness. here was something
familiar about 1t. o

Then in a-flash came realisation. It
was the face he had seen leering from
ihe flames before the altar of the
Buddha.

Kang Pu! .

And cven with the thought the thin
lips of the man moved: : :

“Welcome,~ my - friend;” he said, his
voice soft and purring. “You will not
forget that I have vou covered! It is
a fong journey from-Baker SBtreet to this
monastery of Salal. You heve sur-
mounted many difficulties, and have
doalt roughly with my servants on your
way."”

Furrers Locke stood silent and rigid,
The purring voice went on:

“But my eyes have marked your pro-
gress as day by day vou drew nearcr to
this monastery of Salai in quest of ven-
geance upon the slayer of Lamonte. I
;‘.ﬂl”the one you seek! I am Kang

u 1 e
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The Words of Kang Pu [
HERE was a moment of intense
silence.” At last had come the
meeting and, within the walls
of the Balai Mdanastery, Ferrers
Locke stood face to face with the slayer
of Lamonte. and of Sir Hylton Davies.
“The score against you iz’ heavy
indeed I went on the soft voice of Kang
Pu, and the hint of mockery which it
held was not lost upon the detective.
“Searce had you crossed our frontiers
than you committed zacrilege most vile
at the altar of Buddha, in the lamasery
of Patong! But you cscaped and later
forced &n entry into the sacréd pre-
gincts of the SBeven Monasteries—"
“Why say all this?' cut in Ferrers
Locke sharply. “A resume, from your
lips, of my journey through Tibet does
not interest me ! .
Kang Pu leaned forward, his burning
eves fixed on the detective’s face, his
revolver, pointed unwaveringly at the
detective’s heart.
interest  you!” he

“It does mnot
repeated purringly. * You, who fired
at the great ddha in the ruined
temple of the Seven  Monasteries'
Know then that-the bullet fram your
revolver passed through my forchead!”
With the tapering ﬁraﬁnge'r of his
left hand he indicated a bluish mark
on the centre of his forehead. Such a
mark as & bullet, fired from a distance,

might well have made.

Then suddenly the woice of Kang
Pu became harsh and metallic.

“In your heart, vou ecursed Englizh
dog, vou say that such a thing ceuld not
be: that no man could take & bullet so,
and live to speak of it! But what does
vour; Wostern civilisation know of the
truths of immortality ¥

His voice sank 'till 1t became low and
tense.

“I am immortal! I, Kang Pu, have
lived ‘through ages now past and shall
live throv El the ages to come! No
man can slay me, and that death which
comes to ‘all. sconer or late. comes not
to mie! I, Kang Pu’ am the master of
life and the lord of death!™

Whilst he had been talking. his
torrible eyes had never ceased to stare
straight into those of Ferrers Locke.
And, as he rcturned the stare, the
brain of the detective began to feel
strangely numb. Then, in a flash, came
the words of Lamonte when he spoke of
the awlul, hyvpnotic eyes which glared
at him from the eve-sockets of the giant
Buddha.

Ferrers  Locke that

knew well
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Prompted by the murderons aclivitize of fhe
ol -parrerf i

KEANG PU. the zelf-stiled Chosen of Ruddha
ond farntic toho, Lo satisfy hiz oibn mon-
strong ambitions, would sel the whole world
aidaze will war, :

FENRERS LOUKE, the famong Baker Sireet
deteetive, aecompanted by his plueky woung
assislant,

JACK DRARKE, [eaves England for Tibet,
delermined fo discover e fale of an arpe-
dition fed by

MAJOR BEVERLEY, which iz believed fo
have fallen into Kang Pw's cluiches, At
the cudset of their journey Locke and Drake
come wp araingt

EALA DULII, a priest and oxe of the sealous
agents of Hapng Pu, DBuwl they manage fo
turn the tables on him. Then,
TOMO, an outeast, the fiain evenfually
win their way fo Lhasa, where the peasanis,

Ferrers Tocke ab their head, pul lhe

iesta to rvout, Following this, Ferrers

ke, by o Frafegic move, gaing an endry

finto the Salai Monastery toehers he finds the

ginisler Kang P, wilh cuslomary cunning

and trickery, poading his countless jfollawbers
to prepare for waer,

(Xow read on.)

h]_';'pnutism, whilst often wvaunted by
cheap tricksters,” was, none the less, a
very ‘teal force. And thoze staring,
unwinking, burning eyes were' boring
right ‘inte his brain and slowly taking
deminion. over it.

He brought his. every faculty into
being in an effort to combat the sinister
influence,

“You talk easily of immortality, vou
sorcerer ! he snapped.  “Yet, 1 vow,
one good clean thrust of this -sword
which I hold would let the life-blood
from your body! If you are indeed
immortal, then why hold me at bay
with " that revolver, I, who if your
;:r?r? afe true, am powerless to harm

u
"I hold- you at bay, my friend!"
replied Kang Pu, “for it is not seomly
that & cursed English dog should lay
violent hands on the Chosen OUne of
Buddha, and that under the very eyes
of my servants!”

From the corner of his eyes, as he
half-turned his ‘head, Ferrers Locke
saw that the chapel behind him was
filled with mailed monks, armed with
long eurved swords. Their advent
had been marvellously silent.

Ferrers Locke was indeed in deadly
peril.. No way of escape opehad from
the rear, and a bullet through hi& heart
was 8 cerfain eventuality should he rush
Kang: Pu. His life wad not worth a
moment’s’ purchase, for he knew that
he could expect nothing but a slow,
revolting death at the hands of this
E:géat&rhprlaat who elaimed himmﬂrta.lity
and who -was preparing the countless
hordes of the East I;'Dt' wgs.r. '

-He knew that the room in which he
stood was directly behind the giant
Buddha. A heavy curtain hung against
the centre of the left-hand wall, the
wall on the other side of which the
Buddha stood, There must be some
ascent from the room to the head of
the god. The chiances were that the
-:urt'mr:I : sh:aufﬁd a. staimeln_tse which i?ld
upwards to the great head of @
Buddha. J

At that moment a bell tolled heavily,
somewhere in the bowels of the monas-
tery. Its ponderous notes reverberated
through the room, and the thin, livid
lips of Eang Pu twisted into an' ovil
smila,

“The heur of sacrifice is at hand,” he
said softly, “and to-night word goes forth
to my peoples to prepare themselves for
war and gather in their camps, I know
you, Ferrers Locke, and I know your
mission in Tibet. Youn seak that eursod
Beverley who would bring his trade
caravans through this forbidden land!
Hark well to this™

He paused, as though to lay emphasis
on what was to come. Then he con-
tinued: in a harsh, . grating voice, exult-
ant in its triumph.

“Beverley lives, and with him Car-
stairs and Heyward! But ther are
changed with their long sojoicn in this
monastery. To-night they die, and vou
with them, on  the sacrificial altar
which stands before the great Duddha!
You and they will share the honour of
being the first to die in the war which
will have .ita beginning this night in
the mobilisation of my peoples, and
which will- see, before it has run its
course, the whole world aflame!”

The glaring eye: were fixed steadily
on the detective, and the soft volce

went on:

“"With the rising of Tibet, the
hordes of China and Mongolia will
aErin “to arms. Then westwards wo
shall joined br the peoples of India,
and the whole of Western Asia! The

soeds of war have been well implanted
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aud have taken root amongst the
millions who sérve the .great Buddha,
Where then will stand your Britain and
her Empire, you dog? Where—"

" He got no further; Ferrers Locke
had ‘slowly been tensing every muscle.
Suddenly, acting with a swiftness on
which he knew his life depended, the
detective sprang to ome side, hurling
his sword at the seated figure of Kang
Pu as he did so.

The curved blade took EKang Pu full
in the face. A scream issued from his
lips as he reeled backwards in his charmr.

is revolver exploded, the bullet
whining past Ferrers Locke's head.
The mailed monks rushed forward to
the aid of their chicf and to seize the
infidel. But Ferrers Locke had dashed
r:n the n:;é::}in. One pre;:mﬁs mc;:md :}u
ost in 8 ing to snatch the antomatic
which had clattered to the floor. He
had a vision of Kang Pu lying writhing
beside the overturned chair, then he
tore aside the ecurtain.

Inside the Buddha !

ERRERS LOCEE had made his
F desperate bid for liberty om tho
assumption that the curtain
against the wall hid some pas-
sage-way or staircase. If it did net,
then his plight was little worse than

hetore. He had all to gain and nothing
to lose, for his lifc was forfeit. Thero
was also, in his mind, a faint hope that

even at this cleventh heur he might be
able to, in some part, unde the work
af the sinister priest and save thoe
English-speaking peoples from a war at
which imagination recoiled.

The whirling downward blade of one
of the monk's grazed his shoulder. But
behind the curtain there opened to his
gaze a narrow winding stair. He went
up it two steps at a time. The very
narrowness of the staircase proved his
salvation, for his !Jursunrs could only
fcllow in single file. Im their eager-
noss they jostled and impeded each
other. At the top of the staircaso
Forrers Locke e¢amo to a small iron
door. It was bolted on the outside with
lieavy iron bolts. Grimly he tugged at
them, but the fHrst of his pursuecrs was
almost on him. One belt came from its
socket, then another. With a yell the
foremost monk raised his sword. Tt
was no time for half measures. Turn-
ing at hay, the detective fired point-
blank. Without a sound the monk
pitched backwards down the stair-
case, his  sword clattering from his
nervelozss hand, Hizs dead weight
pitched mto the monks at his heels,
sending them staggering backwards a
few steps. In the respite thus afforded
Ferrers Locko drow back the remaining
bolts, and, swinging open the door,
dazhed through and slammed it shut
behind him.

On tho inner side & key was in a lock.
It was the work of a moment to turn
the key, and the next moment the first
of his pursners threw himself against
the onter side of the door. Pausing to
shioot heme the heavy bolts which weo
on the inside. Ferrers Locke lurned to
take stock of his surroundings.

The peculiar, almost circular, shapo
of the apartment, tolid him  withont
doubt thai he was standing in the very
head of the Buddha, Tt was lighted by
a shaded oil-lamp.  Opposite him, on
the inner side of what he knew to Ln
the face of the preat god, was a =simall
platform about three feet in height.
Above it hung two eurtains, about a
foat square. He realised without in-
ve digation that these curtained the eyes
of the Buddha, and that, by drawing

one of them back, he would be able to
sec what went on in the temple below.
Ono stde of the apartment was taken

.up by a bench on which stuod test-tubes,

retorts, and large jars, doubtless con-
taimng various chemieals,

"Crossing to the platform, he mounted
te it by mweans of wooden steps, end
examined an iron tube which prolruded
about three feet from tho Eonrdmg.
One end of the tube was fGited with
rubber, and a thin smile came io
Ferrers Locke's lips as he realised that
the tubing was connccied to the mouth
of the Buddha. 'The moside would bo
fitted with « mierophone, and to pro-
duce the thunderous voice of the god
it was nceessary only to stand on the
platform, put once's lips to the rubber
mouthpiece, and talk, :

Ferrers Locke then took stock of his

sition. He was a prisoner inside the
cad of the giant Buddha. COutside,
thoe mailed monks were battering on the
door.  He was in sossion of a six.
chambered revolver, which still &fon-
tained four live cartridges. He was,
undoubtedly, in a position of amazing
stﬂiugth if he but played his cards
right.

%{aug’ Pu might be the Chosen of
Buddha in the eyes of the pricsts. DBut
Buddha was stronger than his chosen
onc, Kang Pu., And he, Ferrers Locke,
was in control of Buddha., That simply
was how matters stood. Ferrers Locko
laughed grimly, for there was humour
in the Gilbertian sitwation.

The priests of Palai believed un-
questioningly in the voice which issued
from the lips of the great god. Ferrers
Locke had received ample proof of that.
He realised to the fullest why the body-

guard of iestly . soldiers  were
tengueless, hey knew the trickery
im upon the superstitious priests.

but, evon should they dere, they could
not betray their master, Kang Pu.

The battering on the door ecasel.
The mailed monks had evidently with-
drawn. K was hopeless to attemipt lo
force the iron door. Whea Ferrers
Locke ventured forth, as he must do un-
less he wishied to die of starvation, then
they would probably be lying in wait
for him. Dut Ferrers Locke was deter-
mined that much should happen before
he ventured forth,

And as he stood plunged in theuglt
there came softly to his cars the chant-
ing of many veoices. He erossed the
platform, and, cantiously drawing asida
one of the curtains, he looked through
the eve of the Buddha.

Below, congregated i the  vast
temple, wasz the whole might of the
Salai Monastery. Scarlot-clad abbols,
others in vestinents of blue, gold, and
silver, black-robed priests and acolvies,
There were fully  three hundred of
them. The abbots, and those of the
anperior orders,  wore ranged on front
of the allars’ of the Baddhas, Tha
black-robed priests and  acolyies were
ranged  In ereseent-shaped formation
across the floar of the temple.

Then one—-whom Ferrers Locke took
to be the Abbot of Salai. next in rank
to Kang Po—turned with ontsteetehiod
arms to the giant Buddba. He was eladd

i porgeons yestments of  pold and
silver, studded  with  precions slones
which glittered n the light of &

thousand lamps,

*0 Buddha.” ho evied, and his vaire
ascended glearly to Ferrora Locke, e
hour of sacrifice draws nigh, amnd we,
thy unworthy s=ervants, have gathered
to do honour 1o thy name, Vouehsafe,
O Buddha, that we may this night lw-
hold the form of thy Chesen One, Kane
Pua! Wea have bul lheard hiz voice, O

Buddha, and opr eyes are hungry to
see him whom thou, in thy w:aﬁ I,
hul:lthhﬂrdqllli:le% shall ilﬁgji us i{a th:ft w;:
which wi rin €3 t

earth bencath tl'g" rule !Peg?:luc]iﬁ{ﬁ. 0
Buddha, that this night Eang Pu shall
come to us fromn that spirit world: where
he sojourns with our fathers! Vouch-
safe, O Buddha, that from his lips we
ﬂ::!i”meewu this night the message of

r

The voice of the abbot ccased. There
was & moment of silence, then came n
swelling, thunderous peal of harmony
85 though from somic hidden OTEAN,
And with it rose the voices of the
monks, an awful grandeur in their
measured tones.

Two black-robed and hooded monks
of im;fa stature’ stepped forward and
ranged themselves one on each side of
the sacrificial slab in front of the 2
From out of the shadows stalk

hatchiot-faced priest, a drawn sword,
E:n}l: downwards, in his hand. And
hind hlmz bound togather by a chain

which enocircled each man's wais
shufed a manacled line of wrotch
and emaciated prisoners.

Ferrors ke's hands clenched
he at last Iéscmc:' those thr:ﬂnewf'nié&
for whom he had come in search 7

Was
men,

—

The Hour of Sacrifies !

M came the line of prisoners,
twelve men in all, till wers
ranged in front of the secrificial

: slab, ~ The voicos of the priests
died away, and, amidst an uncarthly
silence, the abbot turned again to the
Bi}ddl:a. with outstretched arms.

y ‘Look down, O Buddha!” he cried.

Look down and behold those whom
we sacrifice to the glory of thy name!-
In their blood, O Buddl‘L, write for us
thy blessing in the war which is nigh to
hlnd IJI -

And in that line of doomed and
wretched prisoners stood three bearded,
unkempt figures. Their clothes hung in
tatlers on their starved and cmaciated
bodics. Their cheeks were drawn, their
fuces haggard. 'They looked like meon to
Hhmu death would be a happy release,
I'hey stood erect in their chains, their
heads held  high, waiting for the
inevitable end.

As the abbot ccased speaking, the
tallest one of the three laughed harshily,

“Ay, call on thy Buddha,” he cried,
“thou canting priest!. Call on him to
watch thy builchery, thon hypocrite!l
U'nll on Kang Pu, that he also may
alteml to watch the slaughter I*

The man’s voice rese louder.

“ But, remember. as surely as the night
follows the day, death will come to theo
and to all those who troud the path of
war! Now have done with this
mockery ! Take I and my companions
first =0 that ihou mightest learn how
Englishmen ean die [

“Good for vou, Beverley ! mutlered
the man an his right—Ileyward, of the
Geogpraphical Sorvey.,  And Carstairs,
next to Heyward, growled his assent.

At a snarled-ont order from the abliot
the two priests stepped forward from tho
sacrificial slab. With & deftness which
had come to them through long practise,
they released Doeverley Eimm the chain,
amd attempted 1o drag him towards the
slab. ' Dut Major Deverley needed no
dragming. Ile walked forward with
steady  fread, and none would have
thought he wont to his death.

The two pricsts seized him and laid
humn flat on the slal. They then took up
their positions, one on each side of the

Tre MacgseT Liseany.—No, 1,015
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Ferrers Locke sprang fo . one
side and hurled his sword at
the seated figure of Kang Pu.
The curved Made took Kang
Py full in the face, and he
Foeled .whh a. scream.
As he did” so his revolver. ex- -
ploded, and_the bullet whined
‘past’ Ferrers. Locke's head.
(See page 25.)

alab. One held a sharp-pointed knif
poised. above the vi-:tfu?-:’gp'thmu* thg
other held » similar knife poized-abote
the heart. :

Beverley turned hiz -head. He saw
the faces of Heyward and Uarstairs,

“Awrevoir!” he cried. “For'it is but
a short parting !”

His. voice was a8 steady as though he
were uttering sonw commpnplace remark
in the safety and sccurity of distant
Eu'gllmd. And—— _

“(xood-bye, old - man " replied his com-
panions, their voices husky ‘in spite of
themselves. For it was not easy to see
their leader. murdered thus.

:The abbot slowly raised his hand
above his head. Heyward and Carstairs
watched with tightencd lips. For they
knew that when that hand flashed down-
wards, thep knives of the exccutioners
would also plunge downwards, and
Major Beverley would be dead.

Then, shattering the silence, came a
thunderous voics,

“Stay thy hand, thou Abbot of
Salal 1" A

Like magic every priest prostrated
himself to the ground. . The abbot slone

stood, rooted to the spot in fear and
astonishment. For the voice had issued
from the lips of the giant DBuddha.

“Let but one drop of blood be shed in
Salai this night,” thundered the voice,
“and my curse shall hang héavy over
thee ! _

With a moan, the abbot collapsed on
the Aoor in front of the altar. He had
offended. How. he knew not. But his
dark and superstitious mind was alive
with fear anc{) terror, -

“Merey !” he cried, grovelling in front
of the altar. “Merey, O Buddha! I
but acted—" _

Then he paused. From behind the
network of chain which hid from view
the chapol at the side of the , there
rushed a screaming, gesticulating figure.
It was Kang Pu, his sallow, evil face
working with passion and splashed with
blood from the stil! bleeding gash caused
by the sword of Ferrers Locke.

“Heed not that voice!” he sereamed.
“Heed not that voice, thou cursed fools !

It is not the voice of Buddha, nor the
voice of Kang Pu! I—I am Kang Fu!

-Heed not that—"

Drowning his = screams came the
thunderous veice from -the god:

“Lp, thou priests:!! Seizge for me that
impostor !

‘With. a roar, the priests launched
thémselves' to their feet. They swept
forwardy, théir ¢yes ablaze with fanatical
wrath.

The Message !

QOKING- down on the scene from

I the eve of the god; Ferrera
Locke knew that if ever a man

had himself to thank for disaster,

it was Kang Pu.  Purposely,-the sinister

priest who plotted for world power had
rofrained from appearing -in _ person
bofore the priests of Salai. He had
striven to drive home the impression

that he was somethi etheresl; - some
spirit which could at will, take the form
of man. He had, through, the lips of
Buddha, steadily proclaimed his immor-
tality. He had carefully prepared the
ground for his final appearance on the
night which was to be the eve of war.

- But at. the eleventh-hour he had been
forestalled. None but his tongueless
bodyguard had ever seen his face, And
they, poor wretches, understood little of
what was toward. To them, Kang Pu
was someone to be %‘uardqd from prying
eves. Those faithful to him, lived. But
those who hesitated one fractional part
of a socond to obey his orders implicitly,
died horribly. To them, Kang Pu was
indéed the lord of life and death.

The priests of Salai had never seen
him. In the screaming, gesticulating
figure which had rushed in front of the
god they lodked. not for Kang Pu. So
they bore him down and held him
roughly in their grasp, what time he
mouthed and shricked blasphemy and
oaths.

The tongueless bodyguard, clustered
in the chavel, scarce knew how to act.
They bore no love for Kang Pu, but the
old ‘training died hard, and it was their
duty to protect him.

“To me, thou dogs!™ screamed EKard-

Pu. “To me, and slay these curse..
fools I
cAnd at that, the tongueless ones

dashed forward. They hacked, slashed.
and’ slew.  The unarmed priests  fell
back and fled into the shadows, seeking
to save their lives. -Ferrers Locke
watched in silence. He knew it wai
useless to command the bodyguard to
ceasza their offorts at rescue, r they
were aware of the trickery ~and thr
source of the voice.

With ‘'Kang Pu in their midst, the,
hacked their way out-of the temple
‘And, now that the first moments "¢
terror had passed for the priésts, Ferrers
Locke called them to action through the
lips of the Buddha.

“To arms, thou priests!” he
thundered, ““Heize the impostor before
he passes through the . portals of this
monastery!  SBeize him, else T shall
command that death walks inside these
walls this night!

With now heart the priests lung them-
selves forward. Buk, by the time they
had armed, the bodyguard of Kang Pu
had pnas.eé through the door into the
cloisters, their master in their midst.
Hard on their heels came the monks,
and & battle royal ensued in the darkness
of the monastery garden. The body-

uard were hemmed in. They fough

esperately, ,not now to preserve their
master’s life, but to preserve their own.
At length they broke and fled, the armed
priests pursuing them and hewing them
down. %Bﬁt of Kang Pu, he whom the
priests of Salai thought to be an
impostor, there was no sign. He had
vanished in the darkness.

Fearfully, and scarcely knowing what
to think. of the cvents of that fateful
night, the priests drifted slowly back to
the temple. Carstairs and Heyward stilt
stood in their chains, bruised and
buffeted by the fight which had passed
them by. Major Beverley lay on the
floor, half stunmed by a blow which had
thrust him from the sacrificial slab.
They were at a loss to account for what
had happened, these Englishmen, and

——
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there was, little hope of life in their
hearts. The Buddha had commanded
that they be not slain, but they felt that
it :if.'aﬁ but a postponing of the ultimate
en

At length a scarletclad abbot, wipir?
on hizs robez & wet and erimson sword,
strode into the temple. ' His face was

i and stern, but his ‘cotrage was un-
oubted. ‘He and his fellow-priests had
failed. The “impostor? .hagd escaped.
All that remained then was to face the
Buddha whe had that night been 2o
outiaged.

.'The abbot beat a thundefous rever-

bgrating note on a gong, and soon all:

but: the wounded priests were gathered
in the . temple, ll?mu towards the god
walked a stricken abbot, hé who had
conducted the sacrificial service.
-Droppifig on his knees, he raised his

,{tstrethhcd hands te the u-d and. cried :
‘0 " Buddha, we un‘nurth{
_.ryants crave n:mr of thma’ Wa zhall

ot rest till the lmpostor ba hunted
down and this violation of thy holy
. shririe be paid for in his blood! Moercy,
0 Buddha, for we were taken.unawares,

and what unermed’ men could do, that

we did! Many of us lie stark I_].I'I'l.']. dead
in the garden of -Balail A sign,
=, Buddha, that their bloed has not

+won shed In vain and that thou wilt
gty thy vengeance against us ! e ;
Looking down, Ferrers Locke felt in
his heart a great pity.for 't-hesu super-
wbitions and 1gnorant p];'[ﬂwﬂ-tﬂu- Bigoted

they-were, and merciless to their under-
lings. But it was more the fault of their
environment than any fault of their own,

“0O Kang Pu,” t.lm volce of the abbot
was almost hysterieal, “ O -Kang Pu, the
Chosen One of Eudﬂim, plead with our
master that he visits not big wrath on
us! O Kang Pu, thou who walkest with
tho spirits o % our fathers, plead with the
great Buddha that he letz not death
stalk this night within these walls!”
. Ferrers Locke placed his lips against
the rubber mouthpiece, and the next
instant the wvoice thundered imm the
lips of the giant god.

“Hark to my words, thow priests, for I
s Kan the Chosen One  of
Buddha | B;J."h:.f; I say to thee! The im-
postor who stood before thee this ni ht
and who was carried from thee by
tongueless budyguﬂ.rd will die the dea.th
which is written esgainst His name!
Hork now to' my words, for théy are tho
last I shall speak to thee! go this
night toe join.the spirits of my fathers!
For there shall be no war! Ask not
why this thidg should be! Encugh for
theo that T, Kang Pu, say that the
pricsts of Salai shall go throogheut the
land and preach thie word of ace!
War is not for this land of Tibet, for
mine ¢yes have been opened, and it is
along the path of war that disaster and
destruction lies!

“Take this message throughout the
land! T, Keng Pu, the Chosen Oue of
Buddha, say: that the peoples of Tibet

- thundarad the vorce from "the

shall live in peace with the peoples
beyond the frontiers, Admit then, the
trade caravans! Sheath the sword an
draw it not again! The curse of .hul:f
Lhasa will lie heavy on any one of

who stands for war, or sets his t'm
againgt these words of mine !

Priesta and abbota ‘exehanged glances
of fuhd-m.mnm and- amaze. Traly,
things beyond their kén were happening
that night in-the mﬂmﬁlnry of Salei.

Bexerley, Carstairs,” and Heyward wero

equally perploxéd at this sudden change
of policy in orie whom they thought to
bo Kang-Pu. )
Y You, hear my~ words, O abbot?”
od, and

promptly t-h.u abbot rephed, still on his
knees and with arms nuht{u’mhe{l

“Wo hear thy words,-O Kang Pul”
he eried, ““and 1t shall be even as thou
sayest! '.i.'hy messengers of Salai will go
throughout Tibet, preaching the word
of peaco. to the pauplea-, and. bidding
them sheath the sword! The: t;;adh
caravans of . the whlt;e anan  shall
iven fair: passage, Fhuu deslrﬂnt’

nd we, thy unv-*arﬂu servants, shall
render, unceasing honour to thy namse, O
Knng Pu; ' thou” whe goest this night
to sojourn for all tlma with-the spirits
of our fathers ™

(Dan’¢ miss the .conclusion of this
amdzing serial, buys-—ynu’!l find it in
next week's !mm;‘p-ﬁr tssue. Order your
copy of the MAGNET in good time.)
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DON'T MISS **A FORTUNE FOR FOUR!'—NEWEEX'S BREEZY ‘'‘SHOCKER"—BY DICKY NUGENT!

Dr. Birchemall of St. Sam’s thinks he's on a jolly good thing
when he pinches a musty old document telling of a burled
treasure from Jack Jolly & Co.

But there's a surprise in store

nﬁ-.. him !

._.,. : = »
»n’ Y THE HEAD'S
7' Z Q| TREZZURE

gt

Lo

A-RA-RA-POM !
POM ! ;
The “clarrion call of a
boomed out ever the Bt.

TA-RA-RA.

Camp. : .

It was the buglecall for brekiast. An
n_uw__.m_,.,_._mim oder of fryed bloaters was
wafted on the morning breeze; and
there was a reggunlar stampede of fellows
towards the dining markec.

The masters joined.in the rush, barg-
“-ﬁ.. and charging ”rasnr.ﬁrm _.M.”n.in__ and
ripping over teht-pegs, in their greedy
haste nm be *Brst come, first ser'ved.”

But there wera féur fellows who took
no. notiss of the'brekfast bugle.

Jack Jolly. and his chums—Merry and
Bright and Frank Fearless—were stand-
ing outside their tent, in an eggsited,
chattering groop. They were urmng
over & paper which Jack Jolly held in

-his hend. It was a dusty, musty old
parchment, with some lines of poertory
mscribed on it, and Jack was reading it
Eﬁiﬂn..ﬂﬂﬁ_.__rq.. n?._m._ﬁ.,”.nw i ot

redzantly a majesti er, in’ gown
and. H..Eﬂa....maﬂwm. J n.ﬂ._mn_nm wﬁﬂmmm:.m
between the rews of _tents. It was
Doctar Birchemall, the staved and skol-
lerly headmaster of 5t. Sam’s,

The Head frownaed when he cauglht
site of the groop of juniors.

“Jolly! Merry! Bright! Fearless!”
The names were wrapped out like a
suxxession of . pistle-shots. “ Didn’t you
here the bugle sound?! -Don't' you want
no brekfast this morning™

Jack Jolly ‘& Co. looked up with &
gilty start. And Jack Jolly, as swiftly
as & conjurer deing a mmmr?am.“.ﬁﬂm
trick, thrust the musty old parchment
ntd his pocket. Quick as he was, how-
aver, he was not quick enuff for the
Head's ferrety oyes. :

“Jolly1” thundered the  Head.
“What have you got therai”

* Nun-nun-nothing, sir!"

“Don't tell whoppers " said tha Head
sternly. “I distinetly saw you put a
peace of paper in your pocket [

“0h, ﬂmﬁm v Aip——!

“Give us it!" commanded the Head
tergely.
hnnﬂ Jolly looked the picture of dis-
may. He blinked at the Head in
perpleximent,

“I—T'm awfully sorry, sir, but I can't
ot you see the paper. It's a very
private, important Jockument, sir—ol
na interest to any Nosey Parker.”

“That's =zo, sir!" chimed in Frank
Fearless. “It wonldn't interest you a

bit, sir.™
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bugle
Sath's’

ol

Hunr!

A Side-Splitting Tail of the
Cheery Chums of St.. Sam's.

- The Head scowled.

AGive us it!" he ted. “How do
I kniow it isn't a libelhis lettor you are
wmﬂ.m.-ﬂm... te your parents about me—
grumbling at the food and tredtment
you are getting in Camp1”

“It isn't a letter at all, sir—Honest
Injun!” said Jack Jolly. “It's
poertory.”

“ Poarfory 1" chkoed the Head.

- Yessir—doggrel.”

““Ho!" ecried the Head, with a sav-
_...:.._n_m m::ﬁ.. “Bo ﬂn.:.:..n been writing
amspertinent doggrel about” your head-
master, Jolly?"

“Nunno, sir!” :

“"For the third and last time, Jolly, 1

command you-to hend over-that paper.

Give. us it )"
With a show of grate reluctance, the

“here of the Fourth produced the parch-

ment, which the Head rgpodly snatched
out of his hand.

Doctor .Birchemall bent hiz shaggy

brows over the dockument, and this is
what ho read:

“ He who seakyth wealth untalde,
Large and goodly lumps of golde,
Doubloons, quids, and Spannish cents,
Prozshus stopes, and ornaments—

First must seeke ye Smugglers’ Cave,

Close besyde yo wild sea wave,
 Underneathe ye sandy Aoore

He will fyndo this -priceless store

Hidden in ye olde oak chest

(If ha digge with zeal and zest).

Lot him, on gome pitch-black nyghte

When ye moon is shining bryghte,

To yve SBmugglers' Cave repair

And fynda ye trézzire berried there.

"Twas hid 1m Beventeen-soventy-three

By William Wilks, of Winklesca,

Ye daring, dashing smugglers’ cheef,

On ye day he came to greof,

Let him who reads these words look

alicke,

Fynde ye hoard, and getie rich

quicke 17

To say that the Head was astonished
was to put it mildly.

“My only aunt!” he ejackulated. * A
trezzure ! A berried trezzure! Nuggets
of gold, and doubloons, and quids, and
Spannish conts! Enuff wealth te moke
a man independent for the rest of his
days ™

The Head was an avarishus old misor

ot hart, and his eyes gleamed eagerly

at _m_.n prospect of finding 'the tredzure
mentioned n the ol parchment,
Already, in his mind’s eye, he saw him-

self aa rich as Crocus—a man with plenty
of munny to burn. Not that the Head
would dream of burning it. He would
stow it away for a rainy dary.

Lost in his golden revverie, Doctor
Birchemall forgot, for the moment, the
eggsistence of Jack Jolly & Co. He
rubbed his bony hands together, and
resited with Wuﬁw gusto the last lines
of the doggrel:

“ ! Let him who reads these words look

elicke,
Fynde ye hoard, and gette rich
quicke I
“To-night will be a pitch-black moon-
light night 1” cried the Head. “I'll take

o lantern and a spade, after lights out,
and go and 'dig for the trezzure !
_Buddenly he- became -aware of the
juniors’ pressence, |

“Jolly " he eggsclaimed. “You will
forget that you-ever found this papor.
It iz & worthless dockument, and the
lines' of doggrel are meaningless. -It's
all _tomimy-rot to suppose there 5 a
trozzore  berried in  the SBmugglers'

Caye!”
"I you really think so, sir?” mer-
metred Jack Jolly,

“Of corse!l T forbid you boys to go
anyvwhere near the caves. I will nagt
have you.waist your time on a wild-
-goose chase. Do you here?"

“Wa here, zir,” eshid the juniors

meekly.

.H._H.mnnn_:nmnmm_qnn__wr:q_.mﬂwni.m
towards tho camp’ notiss-board, uu..ir?ﬂ
he serawled the following announsement :

#“NOTIES!

“The caves and coves nlong the coast
arg hearby placed OUT OF BOUNDS;
and any cove found in a cove, digging
for trezzure, will be brought back to
Camp and birched black and blew |

“[Bigned) AP BIRCHEMALL,
* Headmaster.”

“"Ha, ha!" chuckled - the wily old
Head., *“Now ihat I have put the caves
out of bounds, the coast is clear! To-
night I will sally forth on my trezzure
hunt, and before another day dawns 1
shall be & rich man—rich boyond the
dreams of avarers ™
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OCTOR BIRCHEMALL was 1n

his tent—and in a brown study

—for the rest of the day. He

was- feverishly anxious for dark-

ness to dawn, so that he could set ouf

for the caves. - A duzzen times that day

he-poured over the musty old rchment

which he had taken from Jack Jolly. A

duzzen times he smacked his lips, and.

squeezed his-skinny bands together, ‘and

danced a mmw.m. in his ﬁmﬁmﬁ.ﬁﬂnﬁr-

And at last—at long last—the dawn of
darkness came | :

The camp bugler sounded the “Last:

Post,” and all fellows' who had letters

to- dispatch promptly ran out to wﬁw :
their

them, Then th

hey scuttled back to
tents, and turne

. in, and a sollam hush

deszended upon the Camp. .

Prezzently ~the Head crept out from
his tent, like a theef in the night. He
had put on his-shabbiest suit, and a pair
of rubbersouled Jim shoes: In one
hand be ‘carried "a spade, in the other
hand a pick‘axe, and in the gther hand-
an_unlighted lantern, :

SBoftly he stole towards the camp exit.
He had almost reached it, when sud-
denly & voice hailed him from the
darkness.

“Halt! Who goes therei" .

The Head clicked his false teeth with
annoyanse. He had forgotten that there
would be a sentry on duty. .He was in
rather a dilemmer; for it would never
do for the headmaster of 8t. Sam's to
be scen sneeking out of Camp at. dead
of night. It would look as if -he was
going out E-T_mm_% 3 _”_H_F. o

Gatting. no reply, the sentry’s sus-
pishuns m.:mum aroused. Tallboy of the
Sixth was the eentry, and faintly
through the gloom he could make out a
shaddowy figger. He promptly rushed
towards it, and grappled with it, and-
bore .it-to.the gropn s

“ 3ot you, vou young rascal!” panted
Tallboy. “Trying to brake camp, hey!
I'll teke you before the Head I

“Ow!.. Qw.1 Owl” gasped the Head,

who was nearly snffercafed. “ Gorroff
me chest!  What, d'you think you're
doing of 7 I AM the Head ¥

“(Oh, my hat!" ]

Tallbey removed his knee from the
Head’s chest, and his hand from the
'Head's throat, and. jumped to his feet
in alarm. -He switched on his electrick-

P Ew
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Barging and charging, and tripping ever-is

fort

: masters and junigra joined n a-witd rush
markee;

torch, and was horryfied to see, squirm.
ing at his feet, the majestick figger of
his lieadmaster | b

“Gimme a hand!”’ snorted the Head.
“For thiz eutrage, Tallboy, you shall be
birched black and blew when we get
back to Bt. Bam's!" N

Tallboy assisted the Head to rise.

“I'm awlully sorry, sir,” he said;
“but you should "have answired wme
when 1 challenjed you. I thought it
was one of the fellows braking camp.
Who would eggspeet to sce a head-
“master ._M.Eﬂ__u.w around like a theef in
‘the night? Where are you going with
that spade and pickaxe, sir?" . :

,:ﬂp:n you own bizney I snapped the

And ho stalked past’ the astonmished

Tallboy,. and was: swellowed up in the
inky blackness of the moonlight night.
.~ After ' crossing several ~fields, ~ and
stumbling over sleeping muiﬂ..n:ﬁ pitch-
ing headlong. into muddy ditches, and
crashing into prickly “hedges, the Head
reached the caves :without misshap.
And now he lighted his lantern, and
L peered around for the Bmugglers’ Cave.
It was a dark, forbidding den—szimply
foggy with the ghosts of the old-time
siugglers:- ;
inside-his flesh was creeping, too. |

"But this was no.time. for cowardiss.

He pealed off hig coat and- rolled up
his slecves,” revealing a pair of 'bony’
biceps. ° 'Then, scezing the spade, ‘he
started digging away ‘as if for s wager.-

“Few!” panted the Head prezsantly,
pawsing to mop his brow,
.warm work ! onder how far beneeth
‘the surfiss the trezzure is hidden?”

. He resumed his eggsertions, until he
had made ‘a hole big cnuff to berry him:
self in. And still there wes no sign of
the trezzure.

crashed, and the wind.wailed like o sole
in terment;. while deffening . peels. of
thunder disturbed the. drowsy  ear of
night. And then, clearly above the
din, the Head heard the stelthy sound’
of approaching footmarks.

He stopped digging, and started.

What mysterious being—human or in-
human—was approaching the Smug-

lers' Cave? ags it tho ghost of

illiam Wilks? G :

The Head stood still in frozen silence,
but his tecth were chattering. Nearer
and nearer came the footmarks—closer
and éver closer—until the Head felt that
he must either scream or bust.

But it was no ghostly fantom that
stepped into the Bmugglers’ Cave, It
was a very solid being, of flesh and
‘blud—the substantial - Ggger of Mr.
Justiss, tho master of the Fifth! Mr.
Justiss carrvied a spade and e lighted
lantern, and he gave a low cry of
astonnishment on catching sight of the
Head. g
- “Bless my sole! Doctor Birchemall!
What arc you mnmﬂm here, ar '

‘The Head jerked his thumb towards
the eave entranco.

“Hop it!” he said tersely. "“I'm
carrying out a little trezzure-hunt,
Justiss, and nobody’s going to queéer my

pitch! I gave distinet orders that theso
caves were out of bounds!™

“To the masters, sir ™

“To everybody, barring mysclf!” Just
you hop it, Justiss! How did you como
to know there was a trezzore here ™

“Jolly of the Fourth showed me an
.o0ld parchment, sir, relating to the
trezzure-trove.” It appears that ho
showed it to you as well. I E_.nmi_
that we join forces, and go Gfty-fifty
with the plunder.”. ;

The - Head did not warm to this sug-
gestion, It left him cold. He strode
towards the master of- the Fifth and

pushed him out of the cave.

When the - Head | crept|

“This is.|.

-Outside, the angry billers boomed and-

“ Yamoose the ranch ! he said,

And Mr, Justiss had no choice but
to' " vamoose.” He disappeared into
the darkness, nashing ‘his teéth with
vexetion and shaggrin.

Tho Head went on with his digging,
and “at last, after an_ hour’s -hard
labour, his patience was rewarded. His
spade, .%HEEE downwards  through
the sand, struck something solid, and
there was a metallick clink.

- "1he trezzure!™ ecried the Head
horsely. :

Feverishly he _E____u_wm.“_ away the sand,
until at last, in the deep cavity an
-old ‘oak chest, banded with iron, lay

revealed. ~Heaving and straining, .the
Hoad managed to6 haul’it up. Then he
frisked and capered around it, clapping

hiz hands with glee. :

“Mino! Xine!" he chortled. “No
more ' debt and - disgrace—no - more
pinching and scraping 1o, make ends
meat! ~ Alf Birchemall is new & rich
man—the wealthiest of the wealthy!”

Now came the task of opening the
trezziire-chest.” The Héad hacked away
like & Herculees with his pickaxe, buk
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TOw! Owl Ow!l? gasped Docter
Birchamall, as Tailboy neariy auffer-
cated him. * Gerroff mechest! What
d'you think you'rs _n.:-:1 of T 1| AM

the Head |’ . 43,

for a long time he could make no im-
pression on the solid oak lid. Every
now and u%ﬂ:._ he was compelled to
paws, in order te pump in rmﬂﬂw, and
to wipé the inspiration from his streem-
ing brow,

Not wntil the first grey. gleams of
dawn camo n_..n.__uuuu_._m into the old SBmug-
glers’. Cavoe did -the Head suxxeed in
prizing the lid of his prize. - Well-nigh
eggshausted from his eggeertions, ho
raised the lid, eggspecting to feast his
eyes on. glittering gold. and gleeming

joolz and sparkling gems. Instead of
which he found himself gazing help-
loazly at & uscless heap of stones and

shingle—worthless ribble collected from
the scashore!

“Snoofed!” cried the Head wrath-
fully. * Dished, diddled, and donel I
_E..,.__.w _”__nwm ‘made tho victimy of a prac-
tical joak!" :

And daybreak found Doclor Birch-
cmall .‘._.EM..N in the midst of his ._._,H.%a__"“_...@n
hopes,. and vowing vengeance most dirve
:_*w_qu._rhpnr Jolly m Co., who had given
him a night's hard labour for nothing!

THE END,

(Be sure you read “A Fortune For
Four " next week's screamingly funng
story of St. Sam's, It shows Dicky

Nugent in tip-top form.)

Tae Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,015



