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FOR NEXT THURSDAY—
“BUNTER THE CHEF!”
By Frank Richards.

In onr next -grand, leng, complete
stury of Harry Wharten & Ca., the
chams -of Greyfriars are landed in a
dreidedly-awkward position.  Returhing
to the school afteér an enjoyaBle holiday,
rhey-find that:tlre. Head, his staff, and—
what is fitore’ importiaht still—the cook.
have mot returned. Left to their own
devices, the high-spirited juniors pro-
ceed to raid, the pantry for provisions,
and a royal repast is spread in the
regions below staivs. Billy Bunter, the
prize porpoise of the Remove, is a con-
feaous fgure in the celebration, which
pusses off - great style. Bui after the
feast comes the reckoning. Owing to &

ensions misunderstanding on the part
of Hurree Singh, the food has been
doétored, and the feasters are afflicied
with severe intersal pgins. In spite of
rhis trogic termingtion of a goed time,
however, none of the glory and glamour
~departs from the déveted head of

“BUNTER THE CHEF!”

A Married Reader.

“ Although a married man of {{tcen
maonihs, now, at the age of twenty-four,
I do not feel the least ashamed in
writing o the editor of a boys’ paper.”

This is how a Putney friend of mine,
whese inmitials are . M., starts his
letter. .

“3 do not see why a married man
should not read the DREADNGUGHT -and
vet be unashamed of it. There is
nothing in it to be=ashamed of. T think
it is a very sensible and—if I may be
. allowed to say so—a very well-conducted
journal.” E

My friend winds up with the follow-
ing interesting partieulars regarding not
only the DaeapwouerT, but others of
my papers to. which he is geod enough
to subscribe,

“ Every week I posi off to my two
hrothers in Canada—one of whem is in
the Tegion of Frontiersmcen—eopies of
the DREADNOUGHT, the * Magnet,’ and
the ‘ Gem.’

“he is

“When we wer¢ boys togother at
hcljme my father neyer would let us read
what he called -“trash” and ‘cheap

literature,” but he never forhade us to ]

“read eithor of yoir papers, and that, 1
think, is to say a good deal, as my
father is a very strict manh. Of cne
thing he is very proud, and that is that
]_:o“ls & teetotaller and o non-smoker.

I now tuke the opportunity of
thanking you for providing us with such
splenelid tales snd souned advice, and
for the good work youyr papers are do-
g in the encouragementof all that is
upright and manly.” : )

Stage-Steuck!
Y Irvingite ¥ wrdtes to tell me that
seventeen years of age, and
an apprentice, and he has what he calls
‘“a terrific longing for stage life "—in
fact, ke canfosses to heing completely
stage-struck.

My driend asks me if T can give him
sonre acdvice as to how Le can obtain a
situation as an acior, -

" Irvingite,” like many another boy
before kim, is suffering [rém stage-
fever, and be will probably find as
time goes on that the fever will die
out, and that be will be content o
follow the trade 1o which he is
apprenticed.

I always hesitate to advise boys to
take up the stage as a livelihood,

because in my opinion the stage is one -

of the most precarious ways of earning
a living with which I am aciguainted,
and for the cbe young man or young
womun who succeeds on the stage, o
thousand fail, and fail very badly.
Moreover, I am inclined to think that-
even great talent for this calling is very
uften overlooked, unless the possesser
of that talent has influence.

To my mind, unless a hoy Llas
undoubted talent, and unless he has
influenee, he is only seeking for tronble
if he endeavours to get upon the stage.

A Drowsy Boy.

A Portsmouth reader of the DRein-
xovceT—at least, ¥ suppose he hails
from Portsmouth, since Iis pen-name is
“ Pompeyite "—tells me that he is nine-

teen years of age, and, as far as appear:
ances go, he 13 in good health. His,
work is not hard, his hours being from
nine in the morning till five at night;
but he finds in the evening, when he
fries to do a little study, that he.
hocomes extremely drowsy, and about
9.30 he hus to go to bed.

Now, my friend finds this drowsiness
extremely anneying, because it amakes
study positive slavery and his ‘life
iniserable, "as he cannet deveote that
attention to his work in the evenings
which he would like to give to,it.

I am afraid the drowsiness of whish
my reader complains is dae to the. fact
that Nature 1imsists wpena  certain
amount of recompense. Heo gets up
pretty early in the morning, he tells
me, and at nineteen he ought certainly
to have cight hours sleep a day, so that
there ave sixteen lours left for him in
which to work. "

It may be that my chum’s deewsiness
is due io some extent to the fact that his
iiver iz out of order. Let bim try the
effeet of taking, once or twice & week, a
dese of Epsom salts. It ds possible that
the waste tisswe in his system-is what is
clogging his brain and making him {eel

drewsy, However, before he gets down-

hearted, let him try this remedy. It will
probably have the offect of bracing him
up -and enubling him to continwe his
studies with attention and success until
perhaps ten o'clock at night.

Another reason which may explain his
drowsiness is the fact that he perhaps
takes 2 full meal before sitting down to
study, with the result that, studying in
a warm room, he soon finds himself
getting sleepy. This, of course, is
casily explained. "When food is taken
into the stemach, bleod is drawn from
the lower extremities to assist in the
work of digestion, and the consequence
is that often after a hearty meal people
feed cold in their himbs, and sometimes
sleepy, if they happen to be in a warm
TOOM, ’

To remedy this, let my chum take a
light meal before starting his work, and
half ant hour before going to bed take
anather light meal. His habitual
drowsiness should then become a thing

of the past.
THE EDITOR.

IF YOU ARE WANTING ADVICE WRITE T YOUR EDITOR.  HE WILL DO_ HIS BEST TO HELP YOU
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| When fiolshed with,
i please hand this book
H toa Sriend, and oblige.
l The Editor.
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A splendid long, complete

tale dealing with the early

adventures of Harry Whar-

ton & Co. at Greyfriars
School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE HRST CHAPTER.
A Little Joke on the Nabob.

Tick, tick, tick!
~ Mr. Quelch the master of the
Remove at Greyfriars, looked puzzled.

The Remove—the Lower Fourth
Form—hed just come into their clags.
room, and tho boys had taken their
seats, when that loud and aggressive
tick, tiok, ticking ! fell upon the ears of
the Form-master,

Mr. Quelch glaneed up at the elock,
but the sound evidently did not proceed
from that. It was a strident tick that
could only be made by a cheap, German
clock. But where was the clock?

Tick, tick, tick!

The clouds gathered on Mr. Quelch's
brow. The boys of the Remove were
trying not to grin, but without much
success. Harry “’Larton Bob Cherry,
and Frank Nugent, who sat at the same
desk, looked round towards Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh, the Indian chum of
the Lower Fourth. The dusky junior
was opening _his book, and seemed
unconscious of the growing merriment
in the clasa.

Tick, tick, tick!

& Bo g ! 11

Mr. Quelch’s voice was deep and
severe. Tho class were all attention af
once, and the grins died away. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh looked up.

“ Boys, someone has introduced a
clock into the class-room!”

The juniors sat silent. Bob Cherry
attempted to make signs to Hurree
Singh, from whose direction the tick-
ing seemed to proceed. Tha Indian

- chum did not eomprehend them, but

Myr. Quelch did.

“ Cherry I

Bob gave an inward groan,

“ Yes, sir?”

“ What were you making signs to
Hmrne Singh for "’

L N Oh, nothing in parkj-
eular, sir!”?

“ Hurree Singh I’

“1 am here, sir!"

“ ¥es, I can see that you are there!™
gaid the Form-master. ©1Is it you,
Hurree Singh, who have introduced a
clock into the elass-room?"”’

“1, sir? Certainfully not, air!”

“ You can hear the clock ticking?”

*Yes, sir. I can hear the clockful
tick with the perfection of clearness,”
said Hurree Singh, -in his unique and
beautifu] English. “ 1 cannot account
for the proximity of the sound.”

“ 1 seems to come from yvour desk,”
said the Form-master, looking at him
suspiciously.
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a second pane.

44 1—1 say, you fellows——" gasped Bunter,
the window, and there was another crash as his foot went through
The juniors were yelling with laughter, and Billy
Bunter was yelling to be let down, (Sce chapter 8.)

Back he swung to

“ Certainly, sir; it does so seem,”’
said the Nabob of Bhanipur, looking
puzzled, * But as I have not intro-
duced the honourable eloek inte the
respected and esteemed classroom, 1
atéribute this seefulness to the c}elusmn
of the snare and trick of the imagina-
tive faculty!”’

Mr. Quelch coughed, and the Remove
grinnad.

“ Boys, tell me at once where that
clock is!”

There was ne reply.

“ A clock, especially one with such
a hideous nckmg, can only have been
introduced into the class-room for an
absurd joke,” said Mr. Quelch severely.
1 insist upon that clock being pro-
duced immediately.”

But the clock was not produced.

“ The sound comes from that desk,”
said Mr. Quelch. -“‘Is it you that have
the clock, Bulsirode, Hazeldene,
Skinner?”’ i

“ No, sir!” sald three voices.

Copyright 1n the United States of Amerlca,

“Then it must be you, Hurree
Singh!”

“ I assured the honourable teacher,
sahib, that the clockiul tlmekoapel is
not iz my esteamed possession,” zaid
the nabob, * Can I do more than make
the truthful statement with the open
heart and the elear conscience?”

“ Come out before the class, Hurrce
Singh 1"

Tho naboh rose to his feet,

“If I may speakfully address &
word—-"*

“ 8tand out here!”

“With the greatest respectfulness,
honoured sahib, I would peint out that
the standoutfulness is an implied doubt
of my honourable word!” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur, genily but firmly.

Mr. Quelch gasped.

“My  hatl"  mwurmured  Harry
Wharton, * Inky cught to-have a firsk
prize for nerve, “and no mistake!”

“ Stand out here, sir!" foared the
Form-master.

# I shall be very pleased to cbey youg
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ludicrous request, after having pointed
out—"’

“ Will you coma here?’”

¢ Certainfully, sir.” : .

And Hurree Singh walked out before
the class, 3 -

Tick, tick, tick!

The ticking had not cessed for 2
moment, and it accompanied Hurree
Singh as he moved. When he stood
before the class, the ticking was still
close to his person. The Remove burst
jnto an irresistible giggle. It was
evident that the Nszbob of Bhanipur
had the clock about him, and equally
evident that he was quite unaware of
the fact.

Mr. Quelch fixed a terrifying glance
upon bim.

“ Hurree Singh,”

“1 am here, sir, awaiting your
honoured remarks with extremely great
aitention I

“ You have brought a clock into the
class-room and denied doing "

“ Plense excuse me, sahib! A Nabob
of Bhanipur does not lie!” said Hurree
Singh, with great dignity. “I have
stated with the plainness of the truth
that I did not bring any clockful time-
keeper into the honourable class-room.”

*“Why, you—you—— Cannot you
hear the ticking now, sir, where you
stand 1"

“Yes,” suid the nabob, looking
vound him with a puzzled expression;
1 can certainly hear the ticking, and
it seoms to prooeed from the immediate
vicinity of my honourable person, but I
asgure you——7>"

“ Tyrn out your pockets!™

“ That commandful order seems again
to imply a doubtfulness of—"

“Turn out your pockets immedi-
ately !’

The nabob slowly obeyed.

From the pooket of the loose jacket
he was wearing he produced a cheap
tin German clock, of the alarum variety.
Lverybody but the mabob had known
it was there by the way the pocket
pagged.

The nabob’s expression of amazement
et the sight of the clock made the
Removites roar. ’

“Dear me!” murmured Hurree
Singh. “ This ia certainfully a clockful
timekeeper, and it was in my pocket.”

“ Hurree Singh—"

Tick, iick, tick!

“ If ‘you plaze, si—"

Micky Desmond, the joker of the
Greyfriars Remove, rose in his place.
Mr. Quelch turned a freezing glare
upon_him:

“ You may sit down, Desmond!”’

“ If you plaze, sir——"'

“ Von may sit down, Desmond!”

“Yes, sir,” said the undaunted
Micky. “ But if you plaze, sir, it was
I who put the clock in Hurree Jampot’s
pocket, sir.”

4 QOh, I see!” :

“ You see, sir, he’s the Crocodile, so
I thought—" .

- Mr. 5\131(:11 looked at the Irish junior,
a8 though wondering whether he ha
taken leavo of his senses. .

“ He is what, Desmond?”’

“ The Crocodile, sir!”

¢ The—the Crocodile?”

# Ve, sir; and so I thought I'd pub
the clock into his pocket. But I didn't
know he'd come into the class-room
with it.”

“ Desmond—" | N

“May 1 speak, siv?” said Harry
Wharton. © Desmond means that
Hurree Singh is going to take the part
of the Crocodile in a representation of

‘ Peter Pan,’ which we are giving in
the vacation. Yoa know, sir, the
Crocodile has swallowed a clock, and it
ticks wherever he goes, and warns the
pirate captain that he is coming.”

Mr. Quelch’s face relaxed a little.

* Indeed, Wharton!
excuse for—"’ - :

“ Begorra, sir, and I niver thought
Hurree Jampot would bring it into the
class-room I’ _ /

' Stop that clock at once, Hurree
Singh, and put it under your desk,”
said Mr, Quelch. *“I will take your
word, Desmond, and overlock the
cceurrence.”

“ Sure, and I—"

“ You may sit down!™

‘“ Have I the permitfulness to return
to my honourable seat, sahib?’ asked
Hurree Singh.

“ Yes!” rapped Mr. Quelch.

“I thank you with the hearty
gratitude. It was quite without my
knowledge that I brought the clockful
timekeeper -into the esteemed class-

But that is no

room.”

*“Yes, I understand. Go back to
your place!”

“1, thercfore, offer tho terrific

apologies—"" -

“ Go back to your place!”’ roared the
Form-master.

* Certainfully, sirl”

And the nabob returned to his desk.
Thoe class were giggling joyously, but
the giggle died away as Mr. Quelch

up » pomter with a businesslike
air and glanced round.

The lesson proceeded in the midst of

an owl-like gravity,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter is Geunerous,

* Last lesson, and a jolly good thing,
too!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the
Remove left the class-room that after-
noon. “ Nothing more for a week [’

“ Ripping I’ sald Nugent.

“'The: joyfulness of the occasion. is
terrific!”” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “ And all the morefully because
we are going to enjoy such an exceed-
mg]g happiful holiday at the dwelling
of the esteemed Wharton.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“T hope yowll all have a good time,”
he remarked. ‘“ Anyway, we shall be
able to dig up some fun, and the * Peter
Pan’ show will be a success, 1 think.”

“ (Qh, rather!”

“ The ratherfulness is terrific!™

“ We'ro off first thing in the morn-
ing,” Harry Wharton remarked.
“There aro the boxes to pack, and all

our prope. to put together. We shall

have to toke care to get the costumes
down safely to Wharton Lodge.”

¥ True!”

“ And no more of your funny tricks,
Micky,” said Harry, with a_vwarning
look at Desmond ¥ There might have
been a row over that clock to-day.”

“ Sure, there was a row,” said Micky,
with & chuckle. “I niver heard a
machine make & fearful row like that
clock befora!”

«“Y¢’s all the better for the part,”
said Harry Wharton. * The tick has
got to bo heard whenever the Crocodile
comes on the stage, and so it will have
to be loud enough. It's a bit raucous, I
admit !”

# The raucousnass is terrifie——""

“7 say, you fellows—"' B

“ Inky will make a ripping Crocodile,
snd his' chivvy won't have to be seenm,

T

| Remiovites,

- the Nahal

30 that will save all the trouble of
making him up.” ,

T gay. you fellows—"

“1'd like to squeeze in fime for
another informal rehearsal this even-

©ing—"'

1

1 say, you fellows: -

“ Hallo, Billy! Weze you speaking 1

“Yes, I was,” said Billy Bunter, inan
aggrieved tone, blinking at the chums
of the Remove through -his big
spectacles. * I've been trying to speak
for about ten minutes. It's & rather
important matter, too.” .

¢ Oh, go ahead!”

“What I think is—"’ began Bob

herry.

“7T say, Cherry, do let me speak!”

*“Oh, %0 on, Billy! Cut it short.””

“7 really don’t see any reason why I
should cut it short, Cherry, when I am
speaking upon a most important
matter—"’

“ Will you come to the point, or shut
up?’ bawled Bob Cherry.

“Yes, certainly, Cherry. I am
coming to the point as fast as I can;
but you keep on interrupting me;
and—" :

" You're wasting time, ass!"

. I should be sincerely sorry to waste
time. What I was thmkin about is
this—I'm expecting a postal-order by
the first post to-morrow morning—"

There was a general grunt from the
They knew all about that

stal-order which was always coming
or Billy Bunter, and which never
seemed to materialise.

“Oh, get off that!” said Nugent.
“ Now, I—*

“1 say, Nugent, do let me finish. I'm
expecting a postalorder to-morrow
morning, and I think we ought to have
a ripping spread to celebrate the
holiday, 3i'ou know. The occasion ought
to be celebrated in some way, an
should like ta stand a feed to all of
you—-"" -

% Sure, and now you're talking I said
Micky Desmond. © We won't say no.”

# Certainly not!" said Bob Cherry.
“ Tt shall never be said that Robert
Cherry, Esquire, refused a feed when it
was free of charge.’ )

“ ¥ou can depend upon 'us, Billy,”
said Nugent.

“ The dependfulness-ia terrific. Ishall
be happy to come and feedfullieat with
the honourable and esteemed Bunter.'
€ (%uite 30, said Hazeldena.

Billy Bunter blinked at Harry.

«“ Will you come, too, Wharton 1"

“ Certamly,” said Harry Wharton.
“ Ty’ very kind of you, Billy, and we
shall all be pleased to come.”.

“Not at all,” said Billy Bunter
modestly. “I have had a jJolly good
many feeds from you fellows, and it's
veally time I stood one. I should have
dane so before, you know, only there
has heen some delay in my postal-order
coming.” .

“ Yes: we've noticed that,” said Bob

Cherry. ] .

 gtill, it's all right now.”

“ The all-rightfulness is great. and
everything i3 gardepfully lovely!” said
of Bhanipur.

“ That's settled, then.”

“ Right?” said Harry Wharton,
% Now, let’s get to the study, and—"

« Just a moment, Wharton. There’s
ono thing more.”’

“Well, what is it?" .

“ We shall be in & fearful burry in
the morning, as we have to cateh an
early train, cspecially as we have to

. meet Miss Hazeldene first, Perhaps it
1 would be better to get the feed over
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this _evening instead of to-morrow -

"

wheeze,” . said - Nugent
heartily. “ I'm pretty peckish now, as
& matier of fact.” : o7

“ Do you think i’s a good idea, you
chapa?”’ .

“Yes;: rather.]

“ Then, there’s one more point. T'm
stony until I get my postal-order
toimorrow morning. If one of you
chaps will stand the bill, I'll settle with
you then."” LI

ii_'“’henjf, )

‘ When my postal-order comes.”

-Harry Wharton laughed, but the rest
of the Removites glared at Billy Bunter
a3 if they would bave eaten him.

. _*You young rotter!” roared Bob

Cherry. * Do you mean to say that

ﬁou’ra inviting us to a feed, to pay the

ill ourselves?”’ .

% Oh, no, Cherry: nothing of the
sort] I only mean that I can’t fetile
until my postal-order ~ comes, and

80— .

“ Qh, rats! Cut off!” )

* C'ome along 1" said Harry Wharton,
laughing. * We ought to have known
Billy better.” . :

“But I say, you fellows—""

- % 0Oh, scat!” -

“To tell you the truth, it wasn’t
wholly hospitality that made me ask
-~ you. I want a feed myself,” said Bill
Bunter, with engaging candour. “T’ll
settle up the whola bill when my postal-
arder comes,” .

# 0Oh, rats!”

1 say, I'm hungry

# Then go and eat coke

And the chums of the Remove walked
away. .

Billy Bunter blinked after them dis-~
‘éonsolately through his big spectacles,
-which had earned him the name of the
Owl in the Greyiriars Remove.

“T yreally think they are rather
selfish,”’ he murmured. 1 shouvld have
‘éxpected better - treatment  from
Wharton, considering that le relies
dpon me for my serviees in the
Dramatic -and Operatic. Society. It
would really be a good wheeze to refuse
to talke the part of Nibs in ¢ Peter Pan,”
Winless T amn better treated in the way

128
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of grub. Hallo, Hoffmann! I say,
Hoffmann 1" - i

Hoffraann, the German  junior,
‘stopped.

f ¥at is it tat you vant, Punter?”’ he
asked. - ) .

“an you change a postal-order for
me, Hoffy?” :

Hoffmann felt in his potkets.

¥ tink I change it if it not too pig,”
he replied. “I oblige you if T can,
Punter. How much iz the postal-order
for?” . ; )
T expect it will be for ten shillings.”

_Hoffmann stared at him. ;
- “Ach! You expect! How you not
know?" ' - .

“You see, the postal-order hasn't
come yeb,”” explained Bunter. “I'm

expecting it by P’he first post in the |

merning,. and—-

Hoffmann let the money fall back
info his irousers pocket. .

1 tinks, Punter, tat you—""

“ Oh, it’s gquite all right!’ Buriter
hastened te assure him. “ The pestal-
order is coming by thie first post, only®
% want a feed this evening, and—

offmann—Hoffmann ! %

But the German junior was walking
‘away. - - B

* Really, -everybody: is awfully incon-
sidérate "’ murmured Billy-Bunter. “I
meant to be very generous when my

- 'Why he’s gone.

postal-order camge, but I think 1 shall
have to reconsider my intentions. It's
no earthly good being. generonis in-.a
selfish world like this. Hallo! -Is that
you, Meunier? I say, Meunier!”

The French Removite stopped.

“ Vat you say, Buntair?”’ -

“ Can you lend me ten bob till—
The beast is worse
than the (German beast! They're all
beasts. I think this is a beastly place.
‘Well, I suppose I'd better get along to
the study and see what kind of a tea
they've got.”’ )

And Billy Bunter, with a dissatisied
sigh, wended his way to Ne. 1 Study in
the Remove, where the chums were
rehearsing “* Peter Pan.” -

bt

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

An Interrupted Rehearsal.
It bad been Nugent’s idea, in the
first place, to represent ‘‘ Peter Pan,”

but the suggestion had not been readily
adopted, The Wharton Operatic and

_Dramatic Company, consisting of the

chums of Study No. 1 and two or three
other fellows in the Remove, had had
a try at o thrilling drama called “ By

Order of the Tyrant?; but the great
. dress rehearsal in the Remove-room had

ended in & scrimmage, and “ By Order
of the Tyrant " had consequently been
dropped. Nugent’s idea was revived,
and “ Petér Pan? was adoptéd, and
sinea then, as Bob Cherry put it, they
had used no other. .

Of course, it was not easy to assign
the parts. There never was an amateur
dramatic ‘company in which every
individual member did not consider
himself cntitled to play the title role;
and the Wharton Dramatic Company
was no exception to the rule.

In the present case, each of the
juniors was willing to take the part of
the pirate captain instead of that of
Peter Pan; and Harry Wharton, as
general manager: had to' come down
‘heavy with the hand of authority.

Poter" Pan was reserved for Harry
himself, and Bob Cherry was contented
srith the part of Captain Hook., Nugent
had to be satisfied with the role of Great
Big Litile Panther, the Indian chief;
while Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was
unanimously assigned the role of the
Cracodile—that agreeablo animal who,
having devaured one arm of Captain
Hook, was always on the prowl looking
for the rest of him.

Billy Bunter had claimed suceessively
ihe parts of Peter Pan, Captain Hook,
Great Big Little Panther, and the
Crocodile, and had had to be content
with that of Nibs, a member of Peter's
band. -

He consoled himself - with the
reflection that he would be en in the
fiying act, and that in & scene of that
kind there was room for a fellow of
real genius to distinguish himself.

Micky Desmond—whose smooth face
and musical Irish voice made him
easily take a feminine part—had. the
role of Tiger Lily, the Indian maid.
Wendy was io be played by Hazeldene's
pister Matjowsie, :

Hazeldene - was Centleman Starkey,
and Harry had taken the two foreign
juniors into. the company also—Hoff-
manhn being Nana, the dog who put the
children to bed, and Adolphe Meunier
taking the part of Tinker Bell.

Meninier had entered into the thing _
with all the vivacity of his Parisian

_nature. He had taken a bicycle beﬂ
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to: use for giving the well-known
“tinkle’; and when he was prac-
tising, the buzzing of that bicycle bell

_rang through Greyfriars.

The cast, so far, used up all the
members of the Wharton Operatic
Company; for the minor parts, there
would be fellows at home who could be
called upon. Haryy could not take half
‘the Remove home for the holiday, and
he would have nesded to do so to takb
a full cast for “ Peter Pan.”

Harry " had just been reciting his
speech in the children’s bed-room, when
Billy Bunter arrived in the study.

“Hillo! Youn're just in tinie,” said
Bob Cherry, * You can hegin now,
and you'd betfter do all the speeches of
the kids.” b

*“I'm jolly huhgry—"

“ 'What the dickens does that matter?
We're going off to-morrow morning,
and this is our last chance of a rehearsal
before we go.” )

““That's all very well, but when are
wo going to have tea?” - ) ’
“ Blow the tea!” ; o

“PIm afraid my constitutlon will
suffer if we don’t have tea ab the proper
time, Ngthing s €6 unhealthy  as
meals at irregular times."” ;

“ Thérs™s a cold siusage in the cup~
board,” - said Nugent. ©Jam it into
his mouth, and theb he can make hig
speech.” - ?

“How can he make a gpeech with
o cold sausage .jammed into his
month 7”7 ) P T

“Well, T'll do my best,™ said Billy
Bunter, going to the cupboard and
immediately commencing operations on
the sausage, .and then. attacking some
ham and tongue. “ I'm sincerely sorry

.

“if T keep you waiting.”

“ You'll be sorrier soon,” said Bob
Cherry darkly. Tl give you one
minute befora I start on you.”

“ Really, Cherry—"" '

“ Oh, shut up, and be quick, ass!"’

Billy Bunter openéd his mouth to
make an indignant reply, but on second
thoughts filled it with Ham instead.
Bob Cherry looked in earnest, aid there
was no time to ba wasted.

Buzz-z-z-z-z! = )

The juniors started at the sonnd of
a violent ringing of a bieyele bell in thé
corridor. :

“It's that nss Meunier

Buziziziziz ! e

Bob Cherry opened the door and
glared out into”the passage.

]

e -

“ Meunier
“Me voicl”
junior cheerfully.

Buzuzuznzuzaz !

“ You ass. keep that bell quiet—*

“7 am Tinker Bell—"" )

£ 13 Ass___ti i

 Zo bell zing ven T approach,’ said
Meunicr chstinately. 1 May ze part
to ze life. I zink yon ze ass, Sherry.”

# Vou villain, yon'll have the prefects
on your neck in a minute if you make

replied the Fr_eua:h

that unholy row here. There have
been complaints already.” o
 Chel- ] oo
“ Zhut up!” . : ”
Buzuznzuzuzuz!

Bob Cherry cauglit the Frénch vouth
by the shoulder, and yanked him bedily
into the study. . ..

“ Now ke¢p quict, or Tll ruh your
head in the grate!” he exclaimed, .

Y zink zat I rubs your head in zo
grate first, Sherry [

A gga—'’

“ Poog—

“T tell you—=""

¢ C'ochon—""

“BUNTER THE CHEF!” -
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M Bhuttez | vous - wp ! yélled Bob
Cherry, in a new, and orignal variety
of " Frénch, “Holdez lo. tongue.
Keapez votre mouth shut !’

" “Ha, ha, hal’ roared Nugent.
- You understand that, Meunier?’

1 understand not——"'

““ Oh, be quiet, all of you!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. *‘ Let's get to
buginess—"' :

“ 1 zink—"" . = -
- 4 Bhuttez vous up!- Squattez vous
downl Rats!”

4] gink—? :
- “Non telkez,”’ said Bob Cherry.
“ Non jawez-vous!™ ;
“I- ank—"" o
' The fawiulness on the bothful sides

g

is terrific,”” said the nabeob. ** Suppose

that Bob Cherry and the honourable
Frenchful youth are gagged with the
handkerchiefs for a shortful time?
That would give us a restfulness.”

Y Well, they need
Wharton, “T say—""

‘ Bow-wow-wow !””. .

The sudden be.rkin% of a dog in the
passage interrupted the discussion.

% My hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“ What's that? It can’t be Gosling’s
mastiff gos into the house surely.”

** Sounds like it."”

“ Bow-wow-wow! Grrrr!’

“By Jove, it is!” said Harry
“®Wharton. ‘‘ Let’s have a look—"

“ Keep the |
Bunter nervously,  * I say, you fellows,
that dog’s dangerous, you know. Don’t
open the door.”

“Sure, and ye're afraid, ye
gossoon———-" . =
“ Nothing of the sort, Desmond.

There-are very few fellows braver than
I am.. But it’s no good running un-
necessary risks——'’ )

There was a bang at the door.

- “There he is, you see. Don’t open
the- door.”! - ‘N

-But the door opened iteclf. The
broad, grinning face of Frite Hoffmann
presented iﬁel% to view.

“ Bow-wow-wow "

“You uss!” exclaimed Hazeldene.
“ Weo- thought it was Gosling's mnastiff
got into the house.”

Hoffmann chuckled.

“1 vas Nana te tog,” hLe explained.
“1 parks mit meinself to keep up te
character, pecause I vas Nana to tog.”’
© ' What does he mean by ‘ Nana te
tog ' " exclaimed Bunter. ‘f Aro you
off your silly rocker, Hoffmann?"’

" “1 vas Nana te tog—" -

“ He means Nana the dog,” said
Herry Wharton, laughing. ** But Nana
isn’t supposed fo bark in the passages
at Greyfriars, Hoffy, so you can keep
quiet out of doors.” : :

“1 tinks I keeps up te character—="

“ Good ; but draw a line ‘somewhere.
We don’t want to have the prefects
down on us. They're not too fond of
‘this study now.” :

“ Bow-wow-wow '’

“ Buzuzuzuzueuz !

“ Ach! Stop tat row, Meunier.”

“ Sherman ass! I vas Tinker Bell”

“ You vas vun idiot to make such a
fearful row mit a pieycle pell, T tinks.”

“ You vas Sherman peeg—"

- \ngt you call me-—:”

erman peeg——

“ ¥ tinks I trash you for tat—""

* 1 mink zat no Bherman peeg able to
trash Frenchmap,”

“ T soon show you—' )

“ ¥ zink—-" -

The German and the French junior
rushed at éne another with simul

it grinned |

door shut,” said Billy |

taficous accord, But the chums of the

Remove rushed between, = .

. Harry Wharton seized the German

Jjunior by the collar end slung him

away, and he bumped against Bunter, ~
and the two went to the floor together.

Bob Cherry gripped Meunier by the
shoulders, and dragged him down on
the hearthrug, and sat on his chest.

* Now then, you silly bounders, keep
quiet 1 exclaimed arry Wharton.
‘ If you want to row, go into the ggm.
You're not going to row in this study.”

I trashes him—"" .. -

*“1 punishes him—— .

“ Will you shut ap——"" .

“1 say, you fellows, where are my
spectacles? That utter idiot Hoffmann
has knocked them off, and I'm afraid
they will be troddén on. I they are
broken 1.shall expect you to.pay for
them. - I say——=" :

* There tgey are, under your nose,

ags!”’ : : 5
. So they are, Nugent,” szid Bunter,
picking up his_spectacles, and putting
them on. “ Fortunately, they are not
broken. ~ If they had been, I should
have expected—"’ -

“Let me get at
pounder——'"* i

* Let ,me

tat French
get at zat  Sherman

“You silly asses, we'll sling you both
out if you don't shut up!’ exclaimed
the . exasperated manager of the
Wharton Operatic Company. “ Do you
think we ars going to have two
members of the cast puncling one
another’s heads—"*

“ Zat is all ver well, but—""

‘“But I trashes tat—""

‘ Sherman peeg—""-

** French peast—"

The two juniors wriggled themselves
looso and rushed at each other again.
They were locked-in o terrible embrace
the next moment, and went recling and
trampling round the study, -

" Chuck them out!” shouted Bob
herry. - . ’

“ Out with them!”

. . The chums of the Remove Jaid
violent hands upon the struggling
aliens, They were hurled towards the
door. At the sam2 moment the door
opened, and Wingate, the captain of
Greyfriars, looked in.

“What is all this thundering row
about? Qw—"

Hoffmann and  Meunier, still
struggling furiously, bumped right
into the captain of Greyfriars, and sent
him  reeling across the passage.
Wingate "brought up against the
opposite wall, and tie two juniors
rolled at his feet. The captain of Grey-
friars gasped for breath.

“You young ratcals!” he roared.
“ What do you mean by this? I—-’

“ Ach! T tink—" .

“Ciel! 1 zink e
_ Whatever Meunier or Hoffmann
might “tink” or “zink,” they did

not stay to give it utterance. Without -

wasting a moment they took to their
heels, and venished down the passage.
Wingate looked into Study Neo. 1 again.

“ There has besn toe much row in
this study!”.he exclaimed. ‘“Pve had |

complaints from all sides.” You can go
into the common-room till bed-time,
OR with you, and I’Il tura out the gas.”

“ But I say, Wingate—"" :

“Don’t say anything. Cut off I’

“ But—""

* Look here, do you want to be sent
to bed at once?’ exclaimed Wingate
angrily,

“ No; but—""

L E o 6ﬂ",. 'the;ﬁ"'_, T UL e
There was no help for it; the juniors -
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had to obey. They filed out of the

‘study, ‘and the-gas was iurned out, and

the last rehearsal of ** Peter Pan ™ was
thus ‘cut short abruptly. - - -~ -

— .
THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
0ff for the Holldays.

A bright sunny morning! .

Bright and sunny, too, were the faces
of the Greyfriars yuniors” as they came
out of the house to mount into the
brake which wes to bear them to the
station at Friardale. -

At Friardale they were to take the
train, but before doing so they would
be joined by ‘Hazeldene's sister
Marjerie, who was to change there to
join, her brother and the party for
Wharton Lodge, g
- The braké had rolled into the green
old Close, and drawn up beforé the
School. House. - Gosling, tha pocter,
was busy carrying down bags and
boxes. Thers was always a vacation at
Greyfriars at Easter, an institution
naturally very popular at the school.
The Wharton Operatio Company were
going off a little earlier than the rest,

and & erowd had assembled to see them

go, , .
Billy Bunter came out with a lunch-
basket slung over his shoulder. The
fat boy of the Remoye did not mean to
risk getiing hungry in the train,
Gosling, the porter, came down the
steps with a big trunk oh his shoulders.
Gosling always made -the most of his

- work, for tha sake of exciting sympathy
and getting tips, and hé affected to be _

hardly able to deal with the trunk.
“1Is it very heavy, Goiling?” asked
Bob Cherry, ‘with a sympathetic tone

"in his voice, and a imerry twinkle in hia
: k .

eye.

“ Hawfully, 'eavy, Master Cherry!”
gasped Gosling.

“ 8hall I help you?”? .

“Thank you lkindly, sir.”” -

Bob Cherry took held of the trunk
behind.

“ Now, then, make an effort, Gossy "’

“It seems ’eavier then hever!”
gasped the porter. “I can’t git it
along !

The juniors standing round chuckled
gleefully. ; .

It was not surprising that Gesling
could not get the trunk along, for Bob
Cherry, instead of helping him, was
holding it back with both hands. .

“ 0Oh, make an effort, Gossy!”’ said
Bob Cherry encouragingly. * You're
not & wesk man, you know, Yqu’d be
quite strong if you didn’t drink so
much.” . i

“Wot I says is this "ere—"

“ Oh, make an effort!”

“ You hain’t a-’elpin

“T'm helping now.” )

Bob Cherry gave the trunk a push,
and the porter went staggering for-
ward. en he pulled i back, and
Gosling stopped. ) )

“You don’t seem to be getting om,
Gossy.” -

% You young himp!” .
“ My kat! Hark at him, you fellows!
That's what he calls gratitudé for a
helping hand ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“ Catch me helping him again!”

“ Wot I says 18 this ’ere——"" -

“Qh, get on! You're lazy, that's
whai’s the matter. with you, Gossy!
I'll give you one mere shove, and then
you'll have to manage it yourself.”

1
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Before Hurree Singh could get out of the way, Bunter plomped righc into him, “Ow " yelled the heir to the
throne of Bhanipur, as he was sent staggering in a heap to the floor, and Billy Bunter spun round like a top
at the end of the rope. .

(See chapter 8.)

And Bob Cherry gave one more
shove, and Gesling staggered, and the
‘box went with & crash on the stone
steps. It crashed. from one step to
another, and burst open as it touched
the ground. ~Shirts ahd collars and
other articles were distribiited.

"My word,”  gasped
yowve done it now!”

“ You've done it, you mean?’ said
Bob Cherry. I never saw such a
clumsy ass in my- life! TFortunately it
isn's my box. I should be tempted to
Iick you severely if that were my box,
Gossy.”

* Wot T says is—""

“It's my box, though!” exclaimed
Harry  Wharton. “ Cherry, you
ass .

“ Blame Gossy! I gauve him a help-
ing hand!”

“You ass!
you fellows!”

The articles were -crammed into the
trubk again. The lock ‘was broken,
but the lid was jammed down and

Glosling,

Pick - these things up,

fastened with a strap, and the trunk -

was lifted intg the brake. Other trunks
Jjoined it, and the- juniors toolt their

- NEXT THURSDAY'S GRAND HARRY WHARTON STORY IS ENTITLED: “ BUNTER THE CHEF!"

scats in the vehicle, and the driver
athered up his reins, Cosling stood
ﬁmking. at the brakeful of juniors very
expressively.

“ No good, Gossy,” said Beb Cherry.
in & chiding voice.  You ean’t expect
a tip after busting up a fellow's trunk
in that reckless way.”

‘1 should say notfully.”” said Hurree
Singh. *“The recklessness of the
esteemed Gosling is only equalled by
the crimsonness of his honourable nose
and the wateriness of his respected eye.
I atiribute his clumsiness to the drink-
fulness of his beastly habits.”

“You young varmints!”’

Harry Wharton laughed as he drew
& half-crown from his pocket and tossed
it to the inecnsed porter. -

¢ Thero you are, Gosling!”

The porter's” face  cleared at once
Half-crown tips were not common af
Grevfriars, even among the fellows of
the Sixth. Cosling stowéd the eoin into

1

his  waisicoat-potket, aund was com-
forted. !
“ Thank you Lindly, siv! Yeu're a

gentleman, yon are.”

- “The admiration of the worthy

t - Gosling is cheap ab half-a-crown,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram . Singh. <1
imagine that the esteemed Wharton
would have become a nobleinan in his
estimation for the trifling sum of five
shillings.” e i

The driver cracked his whip, and the
brake rolled off. Loud cheers.from the
Remove followed it. =~

Harry Wharton's face flushed a little,
and his eyes sparkled as he listened to
them, and waved his hand in reply to
the wavihg ¢aps of the Remorvites.

Ho had not been long at Greyfriars,
but what a change had come over him-
self and his prospects even during the
short period of lus earcer there.

Tt was safe to say-that, on his first
coming to the’ school there had not
been & more unpopular fellow at Grey-
iriars. : .

Even Hazeldene, once called the cad
of the Remove, had not been so heartily
disliked * by his Form-fellows a8
Wharton; the ** outsider.” .

Harry Wharton had won the affection
and the respect of his comrades.: Ha
had won it by first winning a victory
over himself.  Sometimes, perhaps, the

-

i



- THE -BEST 3"‘ I.IBHARY 9% THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" L}BHARY

!IBW Gll
BALE.

old obstinacy, the old uncertain and
wayward  temper showed itself, and
seemed to hint that the passionate
nature was still there, but slumbering.
But Harry 'was popular now, and was

hailed almost unanimously as captain of -

the Remove.

Something like moisture came into
his' eyes as he waved his hand to the
cheering Removités. It was not many
weeks since those same voices had been
raised in hissing snd derision.

The brake rolled out of the gates of
Greyfriars, ‘and the shouts died away.
Usnder the green branches of overhang-
ing trees they rolled on towards the
country village, nestling at the foot of
the }lill amid rich orcharcis and corn-
fields,

“ Jolly .weather, and a joliy occasion
altogether,” said Bob Cherry. T say,
Wharton, is my neckiio straight?’

Harry Wharton stared at his chum
for a moment in astonishmient. Bob
Cherry was mnever known to care
whether his necktie was straight or
not;-and, as a matter of fact, it seldom
was straight. Bob could no more keep
his necktie straight than ho could keep
his eap from gomg on the side or the
back of his head

“ Well, no,” said Wharton, * it isn’t
straight; but as it never is, that
needn’t bother yom, Bob. It looi\s all
right—and like you.

Bob laughed uneasﬂv

-** You might give it & shove for me,”

he said. .

“ Oh, I'll do that!"* said Nugent, and
he took hold of Bob’s necktie and gave
it’a shove.

* Thank you, ‘\ugent"’ said Cherry.
* Is it all right now?"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ That’s according & how you want
it,”” he replied. “ It's not so straight as
it .was before, now.”

Bob Cherry turned Led

Ha., ha, ha!" roared ’\’ugent.

“T'Ul chuck you out of the brake, if
you start being funny with me!”
fr'owlcd Bob Cherry. * Put it st.rmght

or me, ‘Wharton, there’s a goed chap.”
Harry Wharton put the offending
necktie in its place. It was doubtful if
it woyld long stay there, however.

“ Thit's better!"” said Bob. * Thank
you, Whartotl! T hate an untidy chap,
you know.”

Harry stared, as well he might.

“'Oh, don't you catch on?’ chuckled
"\mgent # Bob is thmkmg of Miss
Hn.zetldene whﬁm we're going to meet
at the station.’

““Oh, I secel’” Wharton compre-
hended at last. Al right, Bob, old
chap, TH give your neckiie another
shove before wo get out, of the brake.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry's cgleur deepened But
the reminder that they were to meet
Marjorie ay the station was not lost on
~the jumiors. Each of them, with the
exception of Hazeldene, made furtive
efforts to make himself Jook a little
more tHdy than usual. . Hurrce Jamset
Ran: Singh took off his silk hat, and

gave its glossy surface an exira pohsh.

with his sleeve.

“1 say, Inky,” said Billy Bunter.

The Indian was always polite. The
other fellows did not always listen to
Bunter, but the naboh’s courtesy was
never known to fail

“71 am listening to your addressful
remarks, iny-worthy chum,” he said
h“tivould you mind lending me :s‘our
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“For what purpose, my~ esteemed
Bunter?”

« I want something to rest my feet
on,’”’ said Bunter, whose little fat legs
were dangling from the seat. “ I you
wouldn’t mind—"*

“ My worthy Bunterful chum, the
request seems to me to savour of fthe

" terrific check,” said the nabob, as he

restored his silk topper to his haad

* 1 think you're ver,
Billy Bunter. “ ¥ou_ don’t seem to
care if I get tired in the legs.”

“ My esteemed Bunter, you have
made me tired on many occasions, and
I have not complained,” said the nabob.
‘“But if you wish for a rest for the
feet, why not put down your estecmed
lunch-basket ¥’

“Well, T want it every now and
then,”’

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Bob Cherry.
“ He's been digging at it _already, and
it's not an hour since breekfast. It will
be empty by the time we take the
train.”

“ Really, Cherry—"

“Well, there is ,Jour own hat, my
estecmed Bunter,” said the nabob
taking off the bowler hat Billy Bunter
was wearing, and dropping it among
the myriad feet in the brake. “ You
will find that all right,”

“ Youwll spoil my hat!” howled Billy
Bunter. “ Cherry, take your great
hoof off my hat. “Nugent, if you kick
my hat like that, I sball punch your
I shall have to buy a new hat
now ou., of my postalorder when it
aomes

a, ha! Didn’t it come this morn-
ing, after all?®

* No; i seems to have been delayed
in the post,” said Billy Buntér, as he
recovered his hat and brushed it with
his sleeve. ** Nover mind, it will come
in very useful afier the hohda.}s as we
are sure ta 'go back to Greyfriars
stony."”

The brake halted outside the little
country station of Friardale.” Harry
Wharton looked at his watch.

¢ Miss Hazeldene’s train comes in in
fivre minutes,” he remarked. ‘‘Qurs
doesn’t leave for nearly ten. We shall
have plenty of time. Will you fellows
see to the luggage while I go over io
the other plaiform and wait for Miss
Hazeldene’s train??

Bob Cherry grinned.

“1 was just thinking of asking the
same question,” he remarked. i

““Curions!” lavghed Nugent. * So
was 117

“ Faith, and it’s meself that was go-
ing to do the same thing !" exélaimed
Mrcky Desmond.  ** We'd betther ail

Harry laughed

“ 1 suppose so. Jump down"’

The juniors alighted from the brake.
The luggage was conveyed to the plat-
form and  labelled, and the chums
crossed the station t6 wait on the other
platform for Miss Hazeldene's train to
come 'in. They stood in a body wait-
ing, and Bob Cherry groped for his
necktie.

“1 say, Wharton,
straight 7 he whispered,

Hg\n}rv glanced round.

Q.

And be looked up the Line again.

“ Well, you mlght give. it & shove
said Bob veproachfull y. g

* There you are!”’

“II{S 1{: all nght now?™

(13 ‘

is my mnecktie

" Bob Lhexry twisted to. get & view of £

his meckiie in a looking-glass over an

Every Monday, Eveiy:-Wotnesday,

selfish,” said -

automat!c machine, Bunter was at his
in-a motnent.

“Going to geb some - chocolates,
Cherry ?- It 5 a very good ides; in case
you get hungry in the train, you know.
You ocan get chocolates and butter-
scotch and . choocolate creamn in  this
machine, as well as scent and cigareties
4] carry them all for you if you'like. I
don’t mind in the least.”

Bob Cherry pushed Bunter aside, and
‘squirmed in his attempt ‘to view the
troublesome necktie in the tiny glass,

“1 say, Cherry- ’

“ Oh, shut up!”

“If you want some choco!ates———"

“1 don't, assi” :

“Well, I do. I've only got silver, so
will you give me some pennies? I eay,
Cherry, are you deaf? Will you lend
me some pennies?’ bawled Bunter,

cre was a scream of the train-’

whistle down tho line. Beb Cherry
turned hastily away, and Bunter
remained looking at the autcmatic-

machine with an exiremely disappointed

expression.. A genetal movement of
interest went through the group of
juniors. The train was rushing into the
station.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
En Route,

“ Marjorie !
A sweet, girlish face was looking from

a carriage window. . Hazeldene dragged - -

the door open; and there was a rush of
the juniors towards the carriage. But
they stood back to allow Hazeldene to
assist his sister to alight.

The girl smiled sweetly at the juniors,

and shook bands with them all in turn. .

Adolphe Meunier was bowing to the
platform in his excessive Parisian polite-
ness, and Bob
in the ribs that made him gasp. .

‘“Ciell Vy you poke me for?” ‘mut-
tered the French youth.

“Have you got a pain?’ demanded
Bob Cherry. ‘

“ Zo pain?! Certainly not,”

““Then what are you twisting your.
self up like that for?”

“ Coeheon ! I vas bowing viz mysclf o
zo lady "

L Oh I sce. Do you always bow like
that?’ asked Bob Cherr%curmusl

‘“ Always, in Paris—la Bello Patip.?

‘“ Angd don’t. you ever bust a.nythmg? B

Ado!phe did not deign to reply to this
irivolous  question. arjorie . was
already walking. away with Harry
Wharton on one side, and her brother
on the other. Bcb Cheny followed,
looking rather w1stfu]

“T1 say, Nugent
you thmk it's noticeable about my neck-
tie?’

Nugent - grinned. ;

“ My dear chap, it's all right. If it’s
a little crooked, .it. matches your
fentures better, you know, Theyro ‘not‘.
designed according to- artistic rules,”

Bob Cherry turned red.

“(Oh, let my features alone!”" ‘he
growled, with such unusual -tartnese
that Niugent looked at him again very
curiously.

. “Hang it, Bob! You're not gettmg'
Tatty over a little chaff surely?’ he said.

“Oh, no. I didn't mean to be ratty.
But, I say, Nugént, old chap—h'm—"

Bob Cherry broke off, his colour
.deepening tq crimson. ‘Iugent looked
at him with something like alarm.
“;‘”What s the -matter, Bob"' Aze you
i

uuua* ", 1D,
Fary LF’; .l.. {

'll'[ Friday, m

Cherry gave him a dig

he whispered, “ do.




March- 27, 1915,

@ No, of course not. You know I'm -

gever ilL.” .
“ Then what's the matter?”

v Nothing." _ .
They walked -on in silence. Harry

and Marjorie were chatting in cheerful
tonss, Of all the faces there, only Bob

Cherry’s usually sunny countenance was
anything like ghave.
him out of the corner of his eye,

“ 1 say, Bob, what's the matter, old
chiap? Have you been cu.ting‘ something
that's disagreed with you?' . =

“ (Oh, rats!’! said Bob Cherry tartly.
‘And Nugent;, more and more surprised,
gavo it up. :

The juniors reached the %%—platform.
The train was not yet ini. They waited

for it, chatting cheerfully in the bright

morning sunshine. .

- %1 have been studying the part of
Wendy,”  said Marjorie.  “1 don't
know how I shall do it, of course; but
I am very nestly letter perfect now.”

“ I am sure it .will be a suceess—
Wendy's part, at least,”” said Harry.
* It was too bad over the other play,
after you had the trouble of learning
up your part. But it led to too many
rows, and we had to take ‘ Petor Pan’
nstead.” 2

Marjorie smiled. -

“1 was glad of the change. *Pcter
Pan’ is ever so much better, and 1 like
Wendy's part very much. I suppose you
aro Peter Pan?’

““ Yes,” said Harry.

The trein was signalled. Bob Cherry
gave a grunt, and Nugent. fooked
quickly at him. He was surprised by
the sombie look on his chum’s face. -

“ You're quite right, Nugent,” said
Bob, with a forced laugh.

“1 believe I usually am,” said
Nugent, with a grin. * But what are
vou referring to at the present
moment, Béb?’ :

“Oh, T was thinking of your remark
abont my features,” CHE _
Nugent coloured. . - "

1 was only joking, Bob. I can’t
understand you to-day. What do you
mean by taking a little bit of chipping
so seriously?®’

. *TI'm not,” said Bob Cherry. *It's
-true, you see, 1 never was a beauty, or
clever, either, like Wharton, for
instance. He's good-looking, isn't he?”

Nugent glanced at Harry Wharton, as
he stood talking to Marjorie, Certainly
Harry looked very handsome then,
with ~ his = athletic, well-proportioned
figure, -and his fine face rich with the
glow of health, and a sparkle in his
eyes. ; i v

. “Yea; he's a beauty,” said Nugent.
& Not bad-looking, anyway ; but I don’t

see that there's anything to grumble ab

in that, Bob.” o
- T wasn't grumbling.”
“Then what the dickens do you

mean, anyway?’ demanded the puzzled -

Nugent. .
¢ Nothing.” :

~The trajn came in then, and the talk

stopped. Harry had taken first-class

tickets for the whole party. He handed

Marjorie inte . the carriage, and the
- juniors followed. The party pretty well

filled the carriage. But just.as the train

was starting, the door opened quickly,

and a portly gentleman with a very red .
face and white whiskers essayed to

enter. . o
¢ Saqrry, sir, Ho
Hazeldene: .

¢ Bo LE]

room,”  said

- By, stand aside.”

Nugent looked at

hastily.

- ten here already,

£ Rﬂ.t é’) i
., Thé-old gentleman turned the colour
of a turkey-cock  with anger. He
brought up a gold-headed hervy
malacea came, and gave Hazeldene a
poke on the chest with the gold head
of it, and the Removite sat dewn

suddenly in Billy Bunter's lap. The old .

fellow jumped into ithe carriage, and a
porter slammed the door behind him.

‘“ Hah!"* exclaimed the gentleman
with white whiskers. ‘ No room, hey?

In my young days bovs stood up to .

make roof for their elders. Hah!”

The train glided out of the station.
There was a wail from Billy Bunter,

% Vaseline, you ass, you've squashed
my tartsl” .

Billy Bunter had opened a bag of
taréis the instant he bad sai .down.
Hazeldene bhad plumped on his knees
and squashed them over his trousers—
and Hazeldene's.”

“ Vaseline, I'll punch your head!
Ow! Look at that!” :

“1t's all that old bounder's fault!”
exclaimed  Hazeldene wrathfully.
* What does he mean by shoving him-
self into a oarriage whers there isn't
room for him?"” C

“Hah! In my yoang days boys made
room for their elders,”

" ¢ It's no good telling us what boys
nsed to do in the reign of King George
the Fourth, sir,” said Nugont.

The old gentleman glared. He had
certainly seen ak least sixty-five winters,
but he did riet date back to the days of
tho Georges.

“ Boy, you are insolent!”

“Well, you see, sir, you're too
nnmerous,”” : '

“ In my young days———"

“You had no right to enter a
carringe that was already full, sir,” said
Harry Wharton respectfully but firmly.
“ But now you arc here you can have a
seat.”’

. 47 shall insist upon baving a seat.”
- ¢ It wa didn’t clivose to give you one,
it wouldn’t do yoit much good insist-
ing,” said Harry. “ Saueeze up on that
side, kids,” : :

“ Oh, rets!” said Nugent. * You
squeeze up-on: that side !’

4 Can’t be did. 1 suppose you don’t
want to make Miss Hazeldene uncom-
fortable?”’ :

“ Really, I—"" began Marjorie,

‘Nugent looked daggers at Wharton,

“0OF courso not!” he exclaimed
“Wea -can squeeze up on this
side quite easily, or Hoffy can stand.”

1 T ngt stand mit meinself for any old
shentlemnan mit vite viskers pRfore,
ain't it?’ o !
¢ “ Then Meunier—'

r

“ 71 zink 7at I prefer to sit viz myself

on zo seat.” )

“ Well, if a couple of aliens can’t
stand, it stands to rcason . that we
can't,”’- said WNugent.
had better sit on the lunch-basket.”

. “ T want to open it every now and
then—"" -

“ Uouldn’t you have one good big
tuck in, and then leave it for a bit?”

“ Really, Nugent, you. will make
Miss Haweldeno think that I am
greedy.”

“ Which would be hs;rd on you, of .

course,” said Harry Wharton. .

] R_czﬂ]y, Wharton——"'

# Oh, squeeze up "’ said Bol Cherry.
“ There you.are, sir, there’s room for
you, if you can make it do.”

“ In my young days boys werc always
polite to their seniors.”” -

“In my old days I intend to be
always polite to my juniors; sit.”

“ Billy Bunter

This answer rather took the white.
‘whiskered gentleman aback. He sat
down and drew out a newspaper, and
commenced to read as the train moved
on. On the other side of the carriage
Harry and Marjorie were talking in
subdued tones. Bob Cherry mat
strangely - silent, but the rest of the
juniors wera in a buzz of talk.

TﬁE. SIXTH CHAPTER.
Taking the Stranger Iu.

“'Boys 1 - :

The gentleman. with the copper com-
plexion and the white whiskegs rapped
out the word as suddenly as the popping
of a chumpagne cork, and tha Grey-
friars lads all loocked round at him.

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!? said Bob
Cherry. - c
) "_‘ Did you speals, sir? said Nugent,
with demure politeness.

“ Yes, sirrah, I did. I cannot read
my -paper in comfort while such 2 busz
-of inane talk gees'on in this carriage.”

“It is regrettable and unfortunate
that the talkfuloesa prevents the read-
ing recreation of the esteemed old
codger,”” said the nabob, “ But the
questionfulness arises, is a railway-
carriage the proper -place for the
esteerned sahib to read?” B

“ Sorry, sir,” said Nugent, * but we
can't help your troubles. ** You pushed
yourself into a carriage that was already
over full, and you've only got yourseli
to blame.” ‘ ) I

-*41 insist wpon silence.”

‘ To the insistfulness of the honour-
able sihib, we can only reply ratfully,”
said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

And the juniors all replied:

‘“ Rats!"” :

The old fellow grasped his malacoa
cane, and seemed inclined to eommit
general assanlt and battery upos the
spot. He caught the glanee of Marjorie
Hazeldene, .and coloured a little, and
laid down his eane and his paper,

. Very well,” ho said, * if you must
make a noise, I will niot read.” -

“ Really, sir,"” I think you are a little
nareasonable,” said Harry Wharton
quietly, “ The carringe was full' wheun
you entered, But apart from that, can
you éxpect a party to travel without
speaking a word, in order that vou may
read a paper? Isn't it asking a little
too much?’ # s

* In my young days, boys never spoke
without permission in the presence -of
their elders,”” rapped out the old
gentlemen.

“ Then there's been a lot of improve-
ments sinee your young days, sir,” said
Nugent. - .

A set of young ruffians,” murmured
the old gentleman, opening his paper
again, A sct of woung heoligans.
Things arve changed after fifteen years
in Indig!” :

He was cvidently unconscious:. of
speaking aloud, and the juniors grinnied
at one another. He laid the papeérover
hiz face to keep the sun off, and
setifed back in his sedt for a nap. Bob
Cherry's eyes suddenly twinkled.

He leaned across to Harry Wharton
and whispered: )

“I say, let's give him seme Inore

. surptises, to show him how things have
" changed since his young days” -~

Harry grinned as he-canght on to the:
joke at once. Bob Cherry took a
matchbox from his pocket and put a

- couple of marbles in it, and shook it up.
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The sound was very much like the.
the old

rastling of dice in a cup, and
gentleman in the corner was observed
to give a start under his newspaper.

‘* Highest number in three,” said
‘Bob Cherry, © for half-a-crown, niind.”
“I'm game,” said Harry Wharton.

Bob rattled the marbles, and pre-

tended fo throw., He kept his back

partly turned towards_the stranger, so
ihat tho old fellow should not see what
kind of dice they were. .
¢ Bix 1" exclaimed Bob.
arel? - L
Harry Wharton threw next.
“Rived” .. . - L.
“ There you are again—double six!"”
“1Thaf’s good! My twn—nine!l”
3 (13 Eighﬁ [ 7
“Rats! Only four!”’ '
-%“Tve won, kid! Hand over the
spondulicks " C .
“ Here you are, old sport!”’ y i
" The n:.]dY genileman threw the news-
paper aside, and glared at the boys. .
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo] Weren't you
asleep?’ pxclaimed Bob Cherry. :
“Twas not, siv "' roared tho veteran
from India. -““T was not asleep. . T see
that you ere ganibling. ~Is that one of
the improvementd ‘dmong boys in
modern times? But, mark my words,
sir, if you do not immediately cease
that blackguardly gambling, I will
report .you to the palice at the mext
station. Hah!” :
“ OFf course, wo expect you to keep it
dark, like ap old sport.”
“ Beoundrel——7"" -
“ Here, draw it mild!” o
“YVou gambling young ruffians! I
will have you floagged— 1 mean—-
By Jove, I'd have you flogged if I had
you with my regiment in India!’
“ Rather {mky for us you haven't,
then,” Bob Cherry remarked coolly.
“ Theé ratherfulness is terrific!”’
“ But, mark my words, I will report

“ There you

ou.” 5,

“ (Oh; we'll chuck it, if you like,” said
Bob Cherry, putting the matchbox and
marbles into bhis pocket.  You seem
to be a lot behind the times in India.
Didun't boys ever throw dice in railway-
trains in your young days?’

“TRats'” said Hazeldene. “ There
wéron’t any railway-trains in his yvoung
days. o used to travel by stage-
coach.”

“ Yes, my mistake. 1 suppose they
get awfully behind the times in India,
too,” Bob . Cherry remarked thought-
fally. “Fancy e fellow not knowing
that it’s. & ecommon custem for school-
bo‘ya to play with dice for meney !’

. ¢ He'll be surprised when he sees us
drinking at the pext station,” laughed
Hazeldene.

“Hah! Punking! T shall not be
surprised. DBisgraceful—disgraceful !

“ (Yot n cigar about you, Wharton?”

“No, T haven't one left.”

“ Can you oblige mo with a cigar,
pir?’ said Bob Cherry respectfully.
“T've left my pipe at home on my
racing-calendar.’”’

" ¥ No, sir!” roared the Anglo-Indian.
41 cannot oblige you with a cigar.
Disgraceful! In my young days—"

“Tet us Msten  respecefully, my
worthy chums, to the narration of the
manners and customs of the worthy
sahib’s young days,'” said the Nabob of
Blhanipur.,

“ Certainly " chorussed the juniors,
“ Please tell us about the manners and
custems in your young days, sir.’’

But the kind attention of the Grey-
friars juniors seemed to have the effect
of drying up the sources of information

~ his mouth came up, touching his cap.

_ to be pardoned for, sir,” said

. respecting the old gentleman’s, young

days. : .

He - gla_red - and = muttered, and
retregted behind his newspaper again,
witheut enlightening them further, and
the juniors chuckled as the train swept
on through the sunny landsecape.

Harry . “Wharton and  Marjorie

. resumed their discussion of the parts

they were playing, and Bob Cherry
began to buzz a tune on a paper and

. comb, and the rest of the juniors kept

time with their fest; and so the last
state of the Indian veteran was worse

. than his first. But there was no help for
. it, and he endured it as best he could.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
..A Surprise.

s Fernbridge.E”A'
" It was the station for Wharton Lodge,
and there- was a bustle in the carriage

: as the juniors heard the porter call out
- the name.

“ We get out here,” said Harry. .
Bob Cherry threw open the door, and

- -the juniors alighted on the lopg plank

platform of a country station, bordered
by grass and Rower-beds. .
" Harry assisted Marjorie to alight, be-
ing just o moment befoie Bob Cherry,
who also wanted to render his servicés.
Harry lookd up and down the plat-

ornm.

* ¥ expect the colonel will be here in
the car,”” he. remarked. ‘ Blessed if T
know how we shall all get into it,
though. Hallo, Jukes!” :

A man with a straw in the corner of

“ Welcome home, Master Harry!”
“ Glad to see you, Jukes! Is my
uncle at the station?” ) )
““ Yes, sir; he's in the car, and I've

got the waggonette for the young

gentlemen and the luggage.”
" The white-whiskered gentleman was

- alighting from the oarriage now. He

signed to a porter to approach.

*“ Ho, there, my man!”

“Yes, sir?’

“Is therc a conveyance at this
station from Wharton Lodge!”’

Harry started. - 2

“Yes, sir; there's the colonel’s
motor,” said the porter.

“Good!" said the old fellow to him-
gelf. ‘“ Thank you!”

He was walking away, when Harry
stepped quickly towards him.

“* T _beg your pardom, sip—"’

- The old gentleman twisted his white
moustache, and glared at him, -

“ Do you want to speek to me, boy "’

“ Just a word, sir.”

“ Ah, you wish to beg my pardon, I
suppose? Perhaps manners have not
deteriorated so much as I supposed since
my young days.” .

“T cannot see that I have anything
Harry.
“T was about to ask you if you were
going to Wharton Ledge, as I could not
help hearing what you said to the
porter,’’ ’ :

“Hah! A eonfounded impertinent
inquiry, by Jove!?

“Not at all,” said Harry, flushing.
¢ 1 am Colonel Wharton's nephew "’

The old gentleman started.

“ My old friend Wharton's nephew "

“Y am Harry Wharton.”

“ Hah! Then I skall be able to tell
my old comrade exactly what his
nephew is like at school, and what he
needs to correct him " exclaimed the
old gentleman. .

“ 1 may tell you—""

“ You may tell everything to your
uncle, sir,”” said the other. ‘I shall
certainly not fail to repert to him the
disgraceful scene of gambling in the
carriage. It's my duty, sir, and George
Chutney never yet failed in his duly to
his country or his friend, sir. You csn
look out for trouble!"

13 But_'_'__'" .

George Chutney waved a bronzed
hand '

“Not a word "' .

And he stalked out of the station,

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'd have been o bit more eareful if
I had known he was a fricnd of the
governor's,”” he remarked. ‘““But I
can’t seo that we were to blame.”

“He seems to be a rather unreason-

able old gentleman,” Mavjorie
remarked. :
“The unreasonableness is- only

equalled by the fiery fierceness of hig
estimable and respected temper,”
remarked the nabob. -

The juniors trooped ont of the station.
A waggonette was waiting and a band-
soms Napier car, and beside the car was
the fall, soldierly figure of Colonel
Wharton, talking to the chauffeur. -
- “ Wharton !" :

The colonel turned quickly round.

“Major Chutney! I am glad to sce
you.”

The old soldiers grasped bands.
Colonel Wharton looked attentively at
the beetrootlike hue of the visitor’s
face. .

‘¢ Nothing wrong, I hope, Chutney ¥

“Yes, sir; confoundedly wrong, by
Jove, sir!”’ said the major..

“ Indeed, what 1z it? Ab, here is my
nephew! You came down in the same.
train—-"" .

“Hak! In the samo carfizge, sir, by
Jove!” - . a

“ Indeed, then—7"" .

¥ And I should not be doing my duty,
sir, if T did not report to you the dis.
graceful—yes, sir, disgraceful—eonducy
of this lad who is not worthy to be your
nephew.”’

The colonel's brow darkened a little,

* Indeed, major!”’

“ Yes, sir; indeed, by Jove

“ 1 shonld be very sorry to learn that
my nephew was guilty of any conduet
that could be called disgraceful,’” said
the colonel, rather coldly. -*“ I imagine
there must be some mistake.”

“ No mistake, sir! Under my very
eves, sir, he was gambling with dice
with this other lad, equally depraved
with himself, I have no doubt!”

Colonel Wharton’s brow grew very

Py

" stern.

“Ts this possible, Harry?’

“ Confound it, sir, I suppose you
don’t doubt my word?® roared the
majar, - .

“Not at all, but—""

“But I tell you—" .

“ Y suppose I must hear my nephew
before I condemn-him?"

“ This lad ‘has the dice-cup and dice
in his pocket!” exclaimed the. major.
* Produde them, sirrah—produce them.
Do you hear?” '

There was a_twinkle in Bob Cherry’'s
eye, The jupiors were all grinning,
and even Marjorie was smiling, but that
only added to the major’s excitement.

“ Produce them, sirrali!’’ roared the
major. ‘

Bob Cherry hesitated. .

“1f you- have a dice-cup, Cherry,
pray produce it once,” said the colonel.
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“I'm afraid the major would be
angry, sir,” .

“ Never mind. Producé it.”

Bob Cherry drew the matchbox and
marbles from his pocket, and held them
out innocently {o the colonel

““These are what we were playing
with, sit. T think the major must have
judged by the sound that they were
dice, but it was guite a mistake.”

_ Muajer Chutney stared at the marbles
m amazement.

© “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherty,
unable to resist the expression of the
‘major’s bewildered face. * You jumped
to ’conc]usions'a little too suddenly,
s "

& But—but—""

Thero was - a twinkle
Wharton’s eve now. - . .

“Did you actually sce any dice,
major¥" he asked. .
¢ *No, but 1 and I
thought—-""

““Ha, ha! I mean, it was evidently a
mistake. I am afraid you have been the
yictiin QfIa, joke, major,”

in Colonel

heard;

“The major seemed to think wo were

a set of rotters, so we gave him some. .
thing -more to be Shocked at, uncle,” :
“ T didn’t know

-said Harry Whartdn.
he was a guest of yours, of course.”’

““I never dreamed of it, sir,”" said
Bob Cherry.

- “Come, major, you must overlook
‘this little disagreement.”

*I have been made a fool of.”

“ Clase of born so,”” murmured Hazel-
“dene.
© ¥ Come, come—"

“1 think the major owes us an
apology, sir,” said Harry Wharton.
* Ha jumped to the conclusion that we
were a set of blackguards without any
evidence.” -

The major looked as red as a beet-

root, )
. “Well, 'm sorry,” he said at last
“ You are a set of mischievous young
rascals, but I"'m giad to find that I was
mistaken.”

¥ Thank you, sir.

betler,” said Harry Wharton,

And the -major afterwards
Harry's words to be quite true, And
the juniors grew to like the Indian
veteran, too, in time; for, in spite of
his peppery temper, he had the kindest
of hearts.

“ Miss Hazeldene will come in the

car, with her brother, the major, and .

myself,” said Colonel Wharton; * the
rest in the waggonctte. And now let us
be off.” ‘

And the whole party were soon
rolling swiftly towards Wharton Lodge.

™" THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
| A Lesson in Flying.

Major Chutney improved
acquaintance.
well as fiery; and when he found that
he had done the Greyfriars juniors an
injustice, he leaped to the other
extreme, and quite forgave all the
chipping he had received in the train.
The first evening at the lodge was very
pleasant for the whole party, and they
went to bed feeling very satisfied with
themsealves and things generally.

The Greyiriars lads had assigrnied to
them a large room with a row of beds,
which reminded them of the dormitory
at the schoal. }

Billy Bunter looked round the room
&5 they entered. ’

upon

You won't find us .
such & bad lot when you get to know us .

found .

He could be genial as .

]
!

!
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marauding German acroplanes.

The batterles at Dunkirk have been repeatedly In action against '
i Our picture fHlustrates the efiective-
ness of the fire from the huge guns during a recent hostile raid.

* Jolly comfy quarters, Wharton,” he
said. *“ I think I shall enjoy oy holiday
here, I very seldem really enjoy a
holiday, ‘as there are very often diffi-
culties in the feeding line. Your uncle
certainly seems t6 know that boys have

-appetites,”

Harry laughed.

“TI'm glad you are satisfied, Billy.”

“Well, as a matter of fact, T am
satisficd for once.” said Bunter. ¢ And
I've managed to bring up some of the
sandwiches we had for supper, in case
we get hungry during the night. I
mean in ¢ase I get hungry,”’

“ Ha, ha! Nothing like forethought.
Though how you could ever get hungry
again, Billy.” said Bob Cherry, © after
the supper you put away, puzzes me.”

“You didn't do so badly yourself,
Cherry.”

“True,” said Bob Cherry, laughing.

“*“T'm not a bad trencherman. Now.

kids, T suppose we're not going to bed
just yet?”

“ Hardly,” said Wharton.  We've
got to get on to the flving business, or
we sha’n't be up to it when the time of
the performance comes round.”

“Vat 15 tat flying piziness?’ asked
Fritz Hoffmann.

Harry Wharton explained.

“You know Peter Pan flies through
the air £ )

“ Ach! I don’t know, pefore!”

“Well, you know now, after,” said
Bob Cherry. “ Peter Pan can fly, and
he teaches the kids in the play to fiz."

“ Ach; tat vas not easy after!”

““Of course, it's done by siringing
them' on wires,” said Harry Wharton.
“ The wires are invisible, and there
vou are.”

“ Vhere?”
“1 mean, that’s how it is.”
-4 Ach! Y see.” ’

“Ciel! It is uscless to attempt to get
zat Sherman ass to comprehend auy-
zing,” said Adolphe Meunier. “He ia
as stupid as nevair vas, I zink.”

The German looked wrathful.

“Vat you say mit yourself, you
French peeg?”’ g

“I say zat you more
efer—""

* French peeg

“ Sherman rottair !’

*“ Shuttez vous up!”’ exclaimed Bob
Cherry. ** There's the two silly asses
starting ragging again,. Bump Hof-
mann on the floor, Wharton, and I'll do
the same for Frenchy ! .

“ Ach! I'tink—-" :

“Ciel! I zink—"" :

‘“ Are you going to stop ragging, or
will you be tied up to two bedsteads
with your own braces?’ demanded
Harry Wharton.

“Ach! I tink T stops ragging, ain't

‘stupid 2an

JIT]

it

4T zink I do anyzing to oblige my
friend Wharton'!"”

“ Shut up then. Now, about the fy-
ing act. I've got the ropes here to
practise  with, and a big iron hook to
fix in the ceiling.”

Nuogent looked up nt the ceiling
dubionaly. ’

“ Will a hook in the ceiling stand the
weight, Harry ?”

“Oh, ves! Tho ceillug is oak under
the whitewash, lilke most of the house.'
said Harry. * It will stand anything."”

“Good I

# There's a step-ladder kere to get up

- NEXT THURSDAY'S GRAKD HABRY WHARTON STORY IS ENTITLED: “BUNTER THE CHEF!"



12 THE BEST 3* LIBRARY D6~ THE ““BOYS’ FRIEND ™ 3" LIBRARY. "2

to it, Some of you hold the ladder
while I put in the hook,” =aid Harry.

“T'll -do_that if you like, Wharton,”
eaid Billy Bunter. “ It's best to make
sure that it's all safe.’’ :

“ Don’t bother, Billy—"

“But I say, Wharton—""

“ Oh, cheese-it! Bring the steps here,
Bob, and some. of you fellows hold
them, I've got a big hook with a
screw,”’ L -

“ That will be first-rate !

*“ Of course, weo shall have to have
invisible wires when we do the real
performanee in the dining-room down-
stairg,” said Harry, “ 1 don’t quite see
yet how we shall fix it up, cither. But
‘wa-can see to that later. At present the
busiriess is to practise the flying. We
never had & chance to do that at Grey-
friavs, and: it's a most important part
of the business.”’

“We had betier begin with Bunter,”
said _Hazeldene. ‘' He's the heaviest
and if the hook bears his weight, it will
bear anybody's.” .

* No, you won’t, Vaseline—"

“'Oh, it will bear twice the weight of
the heaviest fellow here!” said Harry
Wharton as he ascended the steps.
“ There’s no danger at all.”

“1 say, arton, you ean start with
me if yoy like,”

“T'm afraid youre too clumay,
B.my'u
- Now, look here, Wharton——"

" Bteady with the steps,” said Harry,
&s he stood on the top ahd began to

drive theé screw of -the hook into the

2 - ]

* Right you are!” -

“TI say, Wharton, you had better
start the ﬁying act with me. You need
a fellow of more than average intelli-
gence for the work.  T'I! just have a
snack .at these sandwiches while I'm
wajting.”

B‘I‘l Oi’:’z, we'll start with you if you like,

Hly 17

“Very good. T should be sincerely
sorry if any of you fellows started and
made a muek of the .thing through
clumsiness: I believe the imajor sleeps
under this room, tco, so we mustn'i
have any tumbling about.and making a
row."" .

The ﬂxing of the hogk was not am
- easy. task, but it was finished at last.
The rope was slung over it, and Harry
Wharton descended.

“ That’s all ready.”

“So am L said Billy Bunter. “I

suppose 1 had better take my glasses
off. They might fall off while I am
flying, and they miight breal, and then
@ should expeet Wharton to pay for
them.” =

“Hand them over, ass!’ caid Bob
Cheérry. *I'l take care of your
blinkers.” -

T wish you wouldn’t call me an ass,
Bob Cherry. I den't like it. I—°

“ Are ‘you ready, Bunter?’

“ Yes, Wharton, I am quite ready,”
said Billy Bunter, turning towards

-Harry. But without his glasses the
short-sighted Owl was guite in a fog,
and ho ran straight into the steps, send-
ing them flying with a terrific crash.

¥ You ass!” roared Bob Cherry.

“ What is that?’ asked Billy Bunter,
peering round. “ Has some clumsy ass
knocked the steps over?? -

. *Yes,” 'said Harry, laughing; “ you
Lave.” -

“¥ thonght I knocked against some-

thing. It was rather thoughtless to put

them in my way, wasn't it,’' said
Bunter. * Never mind; no harm
done——" -
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“Ii t.hé'mmjor’s gone to bed; that'll
wake him up——"7 . : o
“ Never mind the major now. Iam

" quite ready for the flying act, Wharton,

Will you fasten the rope to me?”’

* Certainly.. Wrap this blanket round
you under the arms, so that the rope
won't hurt you. We shall have to pad
you somehow when the real flying act
comes off.”

“That is very thoughiful of you,
Wharton. It would not do for me to be
hart, * Don't fasten the rope too
tightly.”

“ Assl
drop?”’

“ Certainly not. But—- Ob, what
are_you doing?”

Bob Cherry jerked at the end of the
rope, and nearly whisked Bunter off his
feet. Billy glared round indignanily,

“ What do you mean by jerking e
like that, Hazeldene—"

“Ha, ha! It was Cherry!”

“ Well, then, Cherry, what do you
mean by—*

“It’s all ready,” said Harry., * Take
the cnd of the rope, all of you, and
sling Bunter into the air, We have to
let him ge from ome side of the room’
to the other with a swing, and he flies
out of the window——" :

‘“Stop—stop! Hold on—7"

‘ What’s the matter now?”’

“Tm not going to fly out of the
window. I refuse to do anything of the
sort. The window's fifty feet from the
ground, and I should Lreak my neck.
I you want somebody to fly out of the
window, you can bave Bob Cherry.”

““ No fear!” said Bob Cherry: * You
claimed the honour of taking the first
flight, and you can’t crawl out of it
now. Wa can’t have all this trouble
for nothing.”

“T won't fiy out of the window—I

won't—" )
. " ¥Yon young ass!" said Harry
impatiently, *“Of course you're not to
fly out of the windew. You're to do
that in the play, but not new.”

“Obh, 1 see, Wharton! That alters
the case, of course. 1 am quite ready.
Please raise me from the floor very
slowly, 50, as not to make me giddy.”

(13 ta 13 ]

“T must insist, Wharton——""

“ Btand him on this cheir first; on this
side of the rovm——-"

(13 -Bllt_‘_f‘“

* Then there won’t be any danger of
him banging on the #oor as he flies
across the room. If he did, it would
make an awiul row.’’ )

“ Really, Wharton—-""

“Tt might damage the linoleum,
too,” agreed Bob Cherry. ‘“ Hers yon
are, Billy! On the ball—I mean on the
chair. Now, pull an the rope, and I'll
let him go!’

“ Really, Inky—""

“ Quite ready!”

“ Haul on the rope!”

‘“Right-ho I

And the juniors hauled. The hook

Do you want it to let you

-with the rope over it was in the centre

of the ceiling. Bunter stood on a chair
at the side of the room. "‘When the rope
was hauled and he left the chair, he
would fly right across the room, if
nothing went wrong. :
““ Then—go " said Hurrce Singh,
Billy Bunter went.

But the naboh had thoughtlessly’
-stoed in the middle of the room to give
.bis directions, and the flying junjor

came swinging straight towards him,
and before Hurrce Singh counld get ont
of the way, Bunter plumped right into

on the.

-Jamset Ram Singh prudentl

them right and left.
“chorus of yells; and the other feliows

“ Ow!” yelled the heir to the throne
of Bhanipur, :

‘He weit staggering, to fall in a heap
floor, and -Billy Bunter spun’
round liké a top-suspended at the end

-of rope. The juniors let it out, and he

bumped on the fleor. - :

“Did I knock against you, Hurree
Singh ™ ) e

“ Yes—ow—yes " S -

“Pm sincerely, sorry.  But what did
get in the way for? It was really a
moset eareless thing to do.”

“Ow!” groaned the nabob.

“Tt was careless to. get anywhere
near Bunter,” grinned Bob Cherry.
‘“ Let’s have another try.”

“ I say; yon fellows, I feel rather
giddy ! . .

“ Don’t you want to try again?’

“Certainly T do; but I thmk I had

Letter. have another sandwich to keep

up my strength,” said Billy Bunter. -
“ You young cormorant! Get on the
chair again.”
“But I say—"*
“Btick him on the chair!’ :
Bunter was lifted wpon the chalr at

‘the mide of the room. The juniors

urree
retived
out of reach of the amateur flier,

‘“ Are you ready, Bunter?’

“ Ye-e-6-03.”

.* Then go!” cried Harry Wharton.

Billy Bunter swung across the room
again. This time there was nothing

hauled on the rope again.

.in_the way, and he swung across as

far as the window, meaking thai fact
guite evident by putting his” foat
through the glass. There was a crash
and e scaktering of glass outside the
house. Billy Bunter gave a gasp as
he swung back. ’

Back he weht across the rqom again,
straight towarda the door. His fool
b_umf)ed on the door with a erash,

* I—1 sny, you fellows——-"1 -

Back he swung to the window, and
there was another crash as his {oot
went through a second pane. The
jl_}'miors were yelhing. with Iuughter, and

illy. Bunter was yelling to be lat '
down, . )

But they did not: intend to interrupt
such & successful. rehearsal to please
Billy Bunter. He had asked for i,
and he could not complain if he hed
6 little more than he wanted of it.
Back he went to the door again with
2 swing, and at the same moment the
door opened, and Major Chutney
entered. o :

The major had gone to bed shortly
after the boys, but he would have had
to be stone-deaf to be able to sleep
under the room in which the Greyfriars
juniors were carrying on the rehearsal
of the flying act in ** Peter Pan."”

He had come up to remonstrate, but
he came im in an unlucky moment.
If the door had- not opened then,
Billy Bunter’s foot would have ¢rashed
on the upper cls,”  As'it was, it
crashed upon the major.

“QOh! Ah!” )

Major Chutney gasped out the words,
Billy - Bunter’s foot crashed right on
his chest,; and he went fiyiug,

“Oh!’. roared Billy Bunter, -as he
swung back to-the centre of the
room. :

Two or three of the juniors had run
forward at -sight of the ‘major, and.
Billy, as he swiung back, swung right
into the midst of them, and kiocked
There was a

naturally let go the rope in the con-
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fuswn and Bdly Bunter bumped on
the floor.

He might have been hurt by the
conogsglfon, bﬂ foitun;ﬂy—fxomHhﬁm

in view—he bum, npon Hoff-
?loann, and fattened him dow?:g on the
moo

 Ach " gasped Hoﬁ'mann

¥ 0h,” panted Bunter, “ you horrid
asses I
_ “THah!” roared the major, struggling
to his feet and glaring into the room.
“Hah! Another of your httle tricks
—hah!—by Jamea|”
Harry Wharton ran to i;he door, try-

»

ing hard not to laugh; but the tears
were running down hig oheeks
“ Sorry, sir—so sorry!”
“Hah! In my young days we—"
“Tt was_quite an accident, sir!”

“Aeh! I am crush—" p

“Ciel!.- Ze Sherman - peeg is
syquashed like ze pzmcake "’

“ Ach Himmel!”

1 have been knocked over

“What is the matter?’

1t was the ocolonel’s deep voice, and
Harry's unc!e appeared upon the
soene.

_THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Bob Cherry's Little Secrat.

Colonel Wharton looked (into. the
FOOT in amazement.. The ‘juniors m
various - stages of uudresa, the .
pushed ‘baok, the rope suspended from
the hock in the osling, several boys
sprawling on the floor and gasping,
and Bxlly Bunter aitting on’ Fritz H
mann’s chest. The sight wag certa.m!y

onrious.’
o ,'Jove! W}mt is the matter?”
¢ Matter, sir!"’ roared Major Chut-
neg. “ I have been knocked over by
oy A3 ing thmug'h the air, sir, that ]
what's the mattér, sir, b_v James "
“ Dear mo !

€ It was qmte an _adeident, sir!”

Jove!”

S ’Dge expla.m.fulness is ‘quite simple,”
said_the Nabob of Bhanipur. —“If
the honourable majorful sahib will have
the patience &f the moment, as gour
estimable poet Shakespears expresses
it, he shall be enlightened as to the
true inwardness of the unfortunate
situation. ‘The whole contretemps is
due to the eclumsiness of the esteemed
fathead Bunter!”

"4 0h, I say, Inky!"

* He oﬁ'ered vo]untanly to perform
the rehearsal of the flying person in
the le.yful pantomime of the ¢ Peter-
ful Pan,’ and it hag ended in & muek-
up, owing to the door being opened
by the esteemed major at the wrongful
moment. -

‘“Hah! By James!

The colonel smmiled.

“ Let me see, You were rehearsing
the flying act in Peter Par’ 7"

* Exactfully, sir.’

‘* With Bunﬁer on the rope? ™

* Precisefully.

“And the major opened the door

as Ihe swung this way?

l!!

“You have hit the correct nail

exactfully upon its honourable head.”
* You see, Major Chutney will re-
ceive our assurances on that point.”
said Harry Wharton. * We hadn’t the
least idea he was going to open the
door »
“T eame 'up to ask you to make a
little less noise,”’ said'the major. .
# Could you hear us ‘down below,
sit?”’ askaed Bob Cherry innocently.
“By James, I should say so!”
Colonel Wharton langhed. -

HEXT THURSBAY ] GRAKD HARRY. WHARTUN STORY IS ‘EHTITLED

. room,” he aaid.

"reckoned upon.

“1 oou.ld hear 5:?}1 from ﬂéﬁl dl;nmg-
really’ think you
had better leave the rest of the re-
heargal .till the morning.”
“ Clortainly, sir!”.
“You see, you could pract:se the fly-

ing act from the branch of a tree,:

with the soft turf to fall upon in case
of accidents,” -

“ Good wheeze!” said Nugent. I
meal, su', it’s & good idea, and we'll

do it."”
“Only,” said Colonel Wharton

- thoughtfully, “* I really don’t see how

the flying act on the stage in the din-
give the play on the stage in the din-
mg room. It looks to me as if you

i have diffioulties you have mof
However, your stage-
mana,ger must settle th,nt Gooci mght
boys!

% Gobd night, sir!”

* Good- mght"’ said the major, rub-
bm.g his chest. ** An«d n6 more fying
in the air indoors.”

The door closed, and the juniors
grinned at one another

Tt wag funruy, Nugent remarked.
““ The major isn’t such an old bounder
when you gét to know him, His hurri-
canes don't last Jong. What are you
grunting about, Hofffffarn?” =

< Tat Punter. flop on iiein chest and .

knock de vind out of me after
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!*

% It is no matter for te oa.ckle. 1 vas

~hurt.”

- % You couldn’t. expect to get a
weight like Billy’s on your chest with-
out being hurt. Donb be’ unreason-
able, Hoffmann I'

«“’Acht 1 tink—""

“1 am smceroly S0TTY, Hoﬁ'mzmn if
you are hurt; but really it is very
fortunste thab vou were —underneath
when T feﬂ as I might have been hurt
myself.”

“Ach! T tink—"

“Ciel!l I zink it very fortunate.”
grinned Meunier. . “ It not hurt ze fat
Sherman peeg to fall nipon him!"”.

4 If you call me peeg, you French
pounder, I—"7

“ Sherman peeg !” »

“Ach! I vipes up te ﬂoors mit yon
pefore!”

The junicra dmgged them apart.

“If you row now, we'll hang vou
out of the window.for the night. on fhat
rope!” said Bob Cherry darkly, “1I
mean it, so look out!”

The fore:gn juniots never qmte knew
how to take Bob Cherry. They
thought upon the whole that they had
better regard his words, and’ they

lowered at each other, and went to

The others followed their ex-
ample, and the room was soon deep in
slumber.

In the morning the boys were em‘lv
awake. Harry Wharton was the first
up. however, and the others had not
yet stirred when e slipped out of bed
and dressed himself.

It was Harry’s first visit to his home
for some time. As he had never been
away for so long befors, he was eager
to revisit the old, familiar places which
bad .been his early haunts before he
went to Gre

‘He left the qI uietly, and crossed
the velvety, green awn towards the
river, breathing in deeply the rioh, clear
air of morning.

As he came in sight of the leaming
river he uttered a sharp exclamation.
Under the trees by the riverside he
canght &' ghmﬁse of oolour, and the
next moment he was lookmg at Mar-
jorie Hazeldene.

The girt was evidently an early-riser
.also. She smiled at sight of Harry.

- expect to find mybo

Jolly hers, isn’t it?" said Ha.rry.
N It sdglly to be home aga.m for a hit,
How do you like the place
“It i3 beautiful, md 1 was tempted
te_come put very early seo it,"”
said Marjorie brightl Jr I did not
y astir so early,
though.”
£ Would ou like a pull on the river
before bren, fast?”
Marjorie’s eyes danged. . It was plain:
enough that she would like it.
‘1 can get my skiff out of the boat-
house,” Harry said. That's what I

was thi of when I came out.
Wauld you hka it?”

“ 8o much,”

“Then we'll have lt out.”

Harry and riorie walked down to
the boathouse, chatting cheerfully.
Harry soon bad the boathouse open,
and he carried his skiff down to the
water. As he launched 1t Bob Cherry
came -in sight on the

& Hnllo i—hallo '—-ha]lo 1" he called
Harrv Iooked
“Hallo, B I didn't know you
wore onb oE :
I am,”  said Bob
co}ourmg 8 httle “ Are you going ofl
the river?”’ ?
“Yes, we're Just ‘off,  Like to

come?”
Bob Cherry Lesitated. -
“0Oh, do come!” said Marjorie. .
“Shall I, Harry?’  asked Bob
Cherry, in_a low voice.
Harry Wharton looked at hun m,

"astonishment.

“Of pourse, Bob! What are you so

Jolly mysterious about?”’
Bob Cherry laughed, uneasily. - *

"Oh all right, I'd like to ocome !
he said

He stepped into the. boat. The:r
were soon pulling up the broad, gleam-
ing river. The two juniors took the
oars in turn, and Marjorie steered.
It was a p]eaaa,nt pull 'in the joyous
sprx hf morning, and the three thor-

Z

enjoyEd it.

ge ""back to tho
planlﬁ outside the buathouse Billy
Bunter was there, sitting on a bench,
and cating the rerains of the sand-
wiches he had eaptured the previeus
night. Thev landed, and the skiff way
put up, and Harry Wlmrton looked ad
his watch.

“Good time for brealkfast,” he saxd
cheerfully.

Marjorie had gone imte the 'house
while the juniors were pulling up the
boat. Billy Bunter finished his laat
sandwich and rosc.

“1 say, you fellows—"

““Qh, shut up!™ said Bob Cherry.

* Really, Cherry, I think you aro
very rude! I was going to say that
it would be 2 foolish thing to be late
for breakfast. Come in, now.’

“ Get along, you young cormorant,
a.nd don’t bot. ex me!"”’

I mean to get along: but T think
vou re very rude Cherry.”
“0Oh, ratst”

‘Billy Bunter toddled of to tha
house, looking amazed. Bob Cherry
was usually as patient as anybody
with him. Harry was surprised; too,
and he looked cgnously at his friend.

;I\dothmg wrong, ig there, Bob?"' he
aske -

Bob Cherry had his hands in his.
pockets, and was staring away across
the sunny river. He not meet
Harry's eyes.

# Nog,” he said, after a pause,
e rothmg, excaph that - I‘ am a con-
founded fool:”

; BUHTER THE GHEF!"



_1 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY D&~ TRE “BOYS' FRIEND” 8" LIBRARY. "1

¢ What the dmkems “do you medn®”

Y Nothin
Harry laui }us hand lightly on Bob's
. ghoulder, | -

1 say, old fell low, if theére’s any-
thing up, why can’s you.tell o fel]ow'i
If there’s anything I ean do—"

Bob Cherry laughed shortly.

“Ym an ass, Harry. But—but what
e ripping girl she is, fan’t she?’

Harry Wharton looked astounde:!.

““Bhe! Who'.'"

* Marjorie.”?

£ I—I-—what do you mean? I know
she’s a ripping girl—one of the best,
Bob—bus th-ut’s nothing fo grouse
about, is i7"

“‘\To I suppose not.”

Haﬂ'v stared at him blankly. Some-
thing of the truth came into his mind,
and %’xe was gtrongly inclined to laugh;

but the look on Bob Cherry’s face
banished that inclination. Bobs face
was quite white.

“ Bob, old chap, vou re right; you
ere an ass,” he said. - Why, you're
younger than I 'am, and I'm only ﬁf-
teen. Bob, you are an ass, old cha,p

“1 know I am. Of course, -it’s all
rot,” sa,ld Bob ‘hastily; ‘¢ only—only
she doesn't seem to have eyes for a
fellow at all when you are around, af
all events ™

“ My deay Bob——"

“ (h, don’t. say any more; I know
T'm an asst But not a word for good-
nésg’ sake; if I were chipped about it,
 L:should go mad,” said Bob Cherry,
i a low voice.

£ You mey be sure T sha'n't say a
wor " said Harry giiletly. “Bat I’]l
give ynu a word of advice® TFellows
of our age must be silly asses to think
of falling in love; and 1 suppose that’s
what's the maiter? Brace yourself up;
and keep it right out of your mind.
Remember, if orle got a hint of
iy nonsense of ﬂa{: sort, she eould
naver he chummy with you, Bear
thet in mind,  Now, lef’s go in to
breakfast.” ]

ST know I'm an ass,” said Bob
Cherry. ‘

"And with that candid statement,
which really in the present instance
wis not very far from the truth, he
walked in with Harry,

TRE TENTH CHAPTER.
Some Fun with the Aliens.

“Are you ready, Billy??

“ Ready for what, Vugernt‘? Is there
e feed on?”

“My hat! And it's only half an
hour since breakfast! No, Bunter,
my -lad, lts not a feed; it's a Ayinp
rchearsal.”

Billy Bunter shook his head de-
cidedly,

“No. ‘\mgent Tm not readv

“Well, how long will you be""

A ]olly long time, Nugent—in fact,
never. Fve had enough of ﬂ:,mg
through the air at the end of a rope.
I'm not g'omg to do.any more te-
hearsing.”’

“But_if you're gomg to take your
part in the play, you ll h,a.me to be up
to it. Billy”

CHm! Weﬂ I*ll gee- you other
fellows do it first 1™

And Billy Bunter wag firm upon that
point. The chuns of Greyiriars were
m  the old, s;hatd¥l garden, and. the
low-happing- branches of a hu e apple-
tree afforded facilities for ﬁyl\)g prae-
tice that epuld never have been found
indoors.  Hazeldeme was in the
branches of the tree, fmtemﬂg‘ the

Woﬂv-

rope., Ma.r_}one was among the group
of *juniors, and Harry was explaining
to her the proposed rehearsal.” But
volunteers for the first practice were
not fortheoming. Billy Bunter’s mis-
adventures on the previous night had
rather discouraged the juniors.

“Ach! As o Sherman, 1 vill oﬂ‘er
to take te post of danger,” said Fritz
Hoffmann. ‘A Sherman is praver
tan any oder—'!

“ Ciell Vatever a Sherman can do.
a Frenchman ecan -do bettair,’ said
Ado[phe Meumer -1 zink I ta.ke 8
place.”

“T tink you do noting of te sort. ”

1 zink I.do as T please, vizout ask-

ing Sherman peeg.’

“T punches te nose of to French
pounder—""

1 upos up gmund _viz Sherman
peeg—"

The two alions were rushing at one
another, when Harry and Boh dragged
them apart. Wharton ‘jammed Hofl-
mann against the apple-tree, and Boh
ghrerry hurled Meunier into a mass of

ushes

‘“ Now, vou silly asm‘:s exclaimed

. Harry Wharten, © vou've got to make

it pax for the vu}m!e of this vacation.
Do you hear?

“The. paxfulness . is Imperative,’
said Hurres Jamset Ram Singh. “Tt
is rudeful and beastly of the esteemed
rotters to quarrél in the presence of
the noble Jady. Where is the Pariciaw

politeness of the honourable Meunier?”

Pt Ciel; I am hurt!”

“The hurtfulness will be terrific if
you alarm the eeteemed Marjorie by

urther  quarfelfulness,’ said  the
Nahob of Bhanipur.
“’\'L-L foi; T am sowry. Pardonnez-

moi,’ stammerod Meunier. “T am
sorlowful mademoiselle, zat T did for-
get for zo momont 2zt e charming
miss was present

“ Ach; T pegs te lady’s bardon”’

said Hoffmann contritely. “T p
bardon of te peautiful Fraulien! P

Marjorie smiled. .

“Then why do you not leave of}'
quarrelling ' she said. ‘' Why don't
rou make peace for the rest of the
vacation?”

The two aliens looked afs one another
doubtfully.

| fmk-~—

T zink

“Shake .ha,nds and be fucnds,” said
Mazrjorie encoura.gmgly

“Ze vord of ze fau: mademoiselle is
law to ze Parisian.’

“Te vish of te peauntiful Fra.ulem is
a command to te Sherman.”

e I. ¥ill make ze friend viz Hoffmann

YT vil! take te hand of te Fronch
peeg—I] mean te prave Frenchman”

“T vill embrace him——"’

“ Ach; and I vill emprace te French-
man also!”

And the two fure:gn juniors rushed
into one anotier’s arms and embraced.
Hoffmann  hugged Meunier, and
Meunier kissed the -German on both
cheeks. To. the English boys, un-
acoustomed to the sight of .the demon-
strative affection of the Continent, the

socne was irresistibly eomical, and they. \

roared with laughter.,

“Mou ami; ve vas friends for
evair!”’

*“Tat is so, mein friend Mel.me;r

Y Ve nevair qun.nel more.’

" Neffer—neffer I”

The two foreigners beamed round

upon the ye]lm Jumors

“Ve  are frien _ now,”

ry Monday. - Every Wedneeday.

standing on the

gaid

Adolphe Meunier, “We quarre] 1o
more.¥

“ Neffer I beamed Hoffmann, 2
“Till the next time, X sappose,”™ gaid.
Bob Cherry. ‘‘Now. let's get on with
the washing.”

¢ The impatience with which I a.w:ut
for the washfulness  to proceed is
tervifie.’’

“ L vill take te post of danger.” -

“ Nevair l” exclaimed
Meunier. “ I cannot permit my friend
Hoffmamn to take =ze pos’t. of ze
danger 1”

* Asses! There jsn’t any c’lzulger.

“ My tear Meunier

“Mon ami Hoﬁmann——”

“1 vas really insist

“Ze insistence is on my a}de‘”

“T conld not pﬂrlmt—-” -

“T could not allow

“My only hat!” roared Bob Cherry.
“ Their politeness is more trouble than
their rowing! Yank-theny both under
thc tree, and let them stert togsther '

“ Good wheeze!” -

“1 am mooch satisied !

¢ Zat is ze goed iden !’

And the rope was attached to the
two foreigners and tightened. The
juniors took hold of the loose end, and
drew the aliens off the ground. Natur-
ally, they began to turn rmmd end
round. :

“Ach!

I tink tat I grow gxd&y;

- ein't it

“Ciell T feel vat you eall sick, meg
amis!” :
“ Give them a start.”
“ Ach! Stop!”

“Parblen! Stop b .
But the juniors werd not inelined t
stop. The flying act might not be a.
success as & rehearsal, but it was de-

cidedly’ funny. Colonel Whartor end -

the major and Miss Wharton were
lawn, watching the
scene. and laughing; and the juniors
were yelling as the twe aliens made
frantic endeavonrs to extricate them-
selves from the rope. Z

“ Ach, stop! Ain’t it?”

 Cieltl Vil you let: us dmvn?” ¥

“ Give them a sw1ng exclaimed
Bob Cherry; * they’re not flying yet!
They ean’t Lkeep up this humming-
top business all the time!" 4

“Ha, ba! Shove themt along!” :
Bob Cherry and Micky Desmond
caught hold of the swinging foreigners
and gave them a shove, and they flow
through the air.
“ Arrab! * And they're started m-
tirely 1

* Ha, ha, ha!” .

The lmfortunato elferis awept
through the air. and swept back, yel-
Img frantically to be released,

“Keep them gomg"’

“ Ha, ba, ha!?

4 say, you fellows,” exclaimed
Biliy Bunter, coming towards the
group urder the.apple-tree, "I want
to—ow—wow {’

The Owl bad walked right in the

way of the swinging elens. He was
fairly lifted off his feet and sent whir-
ling, and he_ plimped down an the
srass and sat there; mot much hurt;
but utterly amazed,

“My hat! What was that" Some-r

thing "hit me!” he _gaspad.
*“ Ha, ha, ha!l’
“Was it an

fellows?”’

© ¢ Ha, ha, ha?""
“Ach; Tet us go!” )
“ Ciel ; I vill be let down! pr
The juniors let tha rope loose, and

earthguake, you

- the -two a.hens dropped - upon- ‘tho
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sward. They sat up and glared at one
another.

© #1 gay, you. fellows, can you see my
glasses? !
afraid some silly ass will tread on
them, and then—""

*“ Aoch! you poonch me in te ribs
mit your elbow vhile I vas sving on te
rops, you French pounder!”

% You vas dig me in ze neck viz your
head!” rcared Meunier. I zink zai
you a rotten Sherman peeg!”

¢ French peast—""

¢ Sherman rottair——"’

The next moment the two foreigners
were rolling over and over on the grass,
fighting like cats. The juniors were
laughing too much to interfere.

T say, you fellows, have you seen
my spectacles? If they get broken I
shall expect you to pay for them you
know. 1 really—"

“ There they are, Billy, close to your
Hand.” .

“ Thank you, Cherry. What iz all
l.:haE"noisa about? Is somebody fight-

"Ha, ha! Yes"

They've fallen off, and I'm |

¢ French pounder!” hissed Hofl-

* mann, giving his foe a glare.

- ** Sherman peeg!” retorted Adolphe
Meunier. - -

. Then they scrambled ashore. The
. colenel was on the bank by that time,
langhing as heartily as any of the
juniors.

“ You had better cut off to the house
and chango your things, or you will
eateh cold ™ he céxclaimed.

# Certainement, monsieur!”

“ Grewiss, mein Herr!”

And the two alicns cut off to the
house. The colonel laughed heartily,
but as the foreigners disappeared into
the house he became grave.

“ I’m afraid that fixing act will have
to be omitted, Harry,” he remarked.
“ It will be more troublesome in the
real performance than in the rehearsals,
I imagine, and it Las caused trouble
already.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

41 was just thinkiog so, sir. We shall
have to modify our plans a little’

" Billy

THE BREADNOUGHT—EVERY THURSDAY. 15

“I'va got a dozen here. Would you
]ike”son'_:e? That's why I ecalled to
ou.

“ Thank you, no. I'm not hungry.”

¢ Well, I'm not exactly hungry,” said
Bunter., “Bui o felow can
always eat jam-tarts, esfecia.lly such
ripping ‘ones as these. wish you'd
have one. 1 say, Wharton—"

“ Well?” ’

“J—1 wanted to speak fo yow
Sure you won't have o tart?”’

¢ Quite sure. What is it?”

# You see—— I say, Hazeldene's
sister is a ripping girl, isn't she?”

“ Ves, she is one of the best.”
_“Have you noticed that she—

she—

“ She what?”

“That she seems to look at me a
lot?” said Billy Bunter bashfully. * Of
course, I'm not a conceited fellow, but
I've thought so. I admire her awiully,

~ you know. Have you noticed that she
- looks at me a lot?"*

% Ves, I've thought so. She would
naturally be interested.”
% Do you really think so, Wharton?”

Another magnificent long complete schoo! tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

Next Thursday,

ENTITLED:

“BUNTER THE CHEF!”

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Order your copy of the DREADNOUGHT in advance!

Hoffmann and Moeunier were certainly
fighting. They were rolling along the
greensward, which had s slope in this
place, down towards the river. A mis-
chiovous idea flashed into Bob Cherry’s
brain, and he caught Harry by the arm.

“@ive them a roll over,” he
whispered. “It's only a few more
yards to the water, and a ducking
would cool their tempers,”

Harry Wharton laughed.

. “ Good wheeze!” ’ J

The juniors hailed the idea with
delight, They. rushed on the struggling
juntors, and Hoffrnann and Meunier,
etill locked in a fierce embrace, were
rolled down the slope and thiough the
rushes, and went with a heavy splash
into the water. o :

There was a ery from Miss Wharton,
and another from Marjorie. But there
wag no danger; the water was shallow
there, and the two aliens rose in a
second or two, dripping and very much
cooler, The water came only up to
their waists, and they scrambled out
towards the bank,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
¢ Peter Pan.'”

41 say, Wharton—"

It was the afterncon. Harry
Wharton was coming down to the
water, when he sighted Billy Bunter
sitting on a bench on the bank, with &
paper bag on his knees. Harry stopped,
with a smile.

“ Hallo, Billy! What have you got
there?"’

% Tarts,’”” said Billy Bunter, with a
seraphio smile—* jam-tarts. I say, your
aunt i3 the rippingest old lady I've ever
met. I wish I had a few like her at
home. She seems to knows by instinct
that a healthy chap is liable to get
hungry between meals, and she takes

~ care that a chap wants for nothing, She
gave me these tarts.”’

Harry loughed. He had warned Miss
Wharton to be prepared for a human
cormorant in the shape of Billy Bunter,
and the old lady had risen nobly to the
occasion. .

“They are jolly nice,” said Bunter.

© Ok, yes! She can never havé seen
such a funny little animal before, you
know——"" .

“ Oh, really, Wharton—""

“ Unless it was at the Zoo—-"

4 Oh, really—"

* And perhaps she finds it amusing to
wabch you eat, too. And then you

"blink about, like a blind horse, in a very

amusing way. And then it's interegting
to wonder what would happen if you
got on a slope and started rolling——""

“ Really, I say—"

# Naturally she is curious.” B

“If you are only going to make jokes
on the subject, Wharton—""

“ Wel!, what else eould you expect
me to do, unless I chucked you into the
river?" exclaimed Harry. * You silly,
fat, conceited:little ass!’”

“ Oh, really—"

“ Never mind, Billy; shut up, and

. don't be a silly cuckoo any more,” said-
_Harry, remembering that Billy Buntec

was his guest, though at the same time
he felt strongly inclined to souse him

. in the river.
r

NEXT THURSDAY'S GRAND HARRY WHARTON STORY IS ENTITLED: * BUNTER THE CHEFL"
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“0Oh, very well, Wharton! If you
think there’s nothmg in it, I dave say
you are right. Perhaps she would like
you better, in one way, for although
you're not so—well, to be candid, not
s0 distinguished-locking—""

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don’t mean to hurt your feelings
by saying that, Wharton, Some fellows
are distinguished-looking, and some are
not.  As I was saying, although you are
not so distingnished-lgoking, you have
done  her' brother a lot. of favours—
especially in getting him out of the
clutches of that moneylender——*

" “You ass! She doesn’t know a word
about that; and if you ever breathe a
syllable, I'll make pork-pies of you!"
" _“Oh, I-wonder you don't tell her!
You see—"

** (Oh, shut up !

“ Vaseline would have been expelled
from Greyfriars if ‘you hadn't—
Hallo! Who is that coming? Is it.the
major?”’

A slim, graceful form bad appeared

from the trees. Only the Owl could
have mistaken Marjorie Hazeldene for
the major. ‘Harry turned red. He knew
that the girl must have heard much of
what Billy Bunter had said, as she came
through the trees.

* Do, shut up, you ass!™

The girl's colour was heightened as

she came up. Harry was red and con- .

seious. - They walked on  together,
leaving Billy Bunter staring after them
and eating his tarts, .

“They stopped by the bank of the
shining river. The girl looked straight
at Harry with her deep, clear eyes.

“1 could not help hearing what
Banter was saying,” she said. “ T have
had some hint of this before. I knew

fror my broither that he was under
deep obligations to you.”

Harry was silent.

“ You need not mind my knowing,”
said Marjorie “softly. * You do not
know how happy I was when I knew
that my brother had found a friend in,
you. It was what he needed. But this
moneylender—I am curions, but is it—is
it all over?”

“ Yes, It was nothing, Hazeldene
fell into the clutches of a man named
Tsaacs—a rascally wusurer. I thought
haidly of him at first, but I learned that
he had borrowed money for an honetir-
able purpose, and then the Shylock
swindled him right and left.”””

“ And you saved him?' ?

“T helped bim. I was glad to do s0.”

“ And it is all over now?"”

“Quite all over. Hazeldene is clear
of all that.”

. The girl held out her hand.

“1 am glad to know that,”” she said.
“I am glad to know that you saved
him, and that you are his friend. I
hope {oq will always be s0.”

“ Always,” said Harry, taking her
hand. .

Bob Cherry came through the trees.
He caught sight 8 them, and guickly
stepped  back, unseen, and walked
swiftly away. - 2

. » . L} k]

“PETER PAN!”

;Selectipus—performed by the Wharton

Operatic and Dramatic Company.

That was the amended programme of
the dramatic company, and the less
ambifious plans were a great success.

On the evening of the performance,
old friends of Harry’s and many grown-
up friends of his uncle pacled the long,

-

oak dining-room at Wharton Lodge to
see the * Seleetions from * Peter Pan.’

Each of the juniors had 2 good part,
under the circumstances, and each was
greeted with applause. The evening
was a great success,

Perhaps the heartiest applause was-
awarded to Harry and Marjorie, but the
whole of the company had reason to be
satisfied with the appreciation shown by
the aundience. ' .

After the performance—which was'
only ‘marred by - ome row between
Hoffmann and- Meunier—the whole
company were called before the curtain.
and cheered. - They were very well
satisfied with. themselves. .

“ Joily sensible lot.of people seem to
live in this part of the country,” Bob-
Cherry remarked. * They know & good.
thing when they see it.’ :

. Exactfully,” said the Nahoh of
Bhanipur. “ The goodfulness of the
performance was only equalled by the
excellent  appreciztiveness of  the
henourable and ludicrous audience.’”

“It has been a great success,’” said
Marjorie to Herry, at supper. ‘I think
the Wharton Operatic and Dramatic
Society should be perpefuated. It is a
good idea.”

“ We sha'n’t let it die,” said Harry,
laughing ; ** at least, se-long as we c¢an
depend upon our hercine.”’ )

The holiday at Wharton Lodge was
an enjoyable one, and came to an end
all too scon for the jumiors. But when
the time came to take the train for
Greyfriars, they all declared that they
had speni at Wharton Lodge ene of the
happiest weeks of their lives, and the
carried many happy recollections baoi
to Greyfriars, -

THE END.

SONGS FOR THE KAISER: * Dh, Et's Nice to Get Up in the Merning, But It's Nicer to Stay fn Bed 1"
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The Merchant’s Secre

The Opening Chapters of Our Powerful New Serial Story,

7.
@

Introducing

SEXTON BLAKE, The World-Famous Detective, EZRA Q. MAITLAND,

and BROADWAY KATE.

ant, With trentbling hands she tore aside Tinker's vest, and anxiously felt for the beating of his heart,

) THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

. SexTox BLakk, the famous detective,
is notified by Fenlock Fawn, of the
New York Police, that Count ¥ranz
von Stoltz, 2 Garman Secret Service
agent, is leaving America for England.
Von Stoltz goes to Newcastle,. Herc he
falls in with Ezra Q. Maitland, a
notorious New York c¢rook, and his
wife, Broadway Kate. Owing to the
war Germany is very short of iron and
stecl.  Von Stoltz seeks Maitland’s
assistance with - a  scheme whereby
- British consighments of these metals
can be transferred to Germany. Mait-
~ land falls in with the scheme in the

hope of out-manceuvring Von Stoltz, .

and affecting a big coup for himself.
Jack McFarlane, a partner in the
engineering firm which is to assist the
plotters in their shady work, tells bis
father that he cannat be a traitor and
trade with the enemy, and tries to

induce him to throw over the traitorous
contract, but fails. They guarre!, and
the son is disowned. After his
departure, however, the old merchani
repents, and decides to cancel the con-
tract, With this object in view, hLe
telephones for his manager, Ian Adair,
and for Silwater, who 1s really Mait-
land disguised. Silwater interviews the
merchant, and his departure at mid-
night is witnessed by Edna Trevour, the
merchant’s ward, - In the morning the
merchant is found dead. Sexton Blake
is called in, - and both Silwater and Ian
Adair protest their innocence to him.
At the inquest a verdict of awilful
murder is given against” Jack McFar-
lane, who has gone over to Holland,
and his arrest is ordered. Sexton Blake
becomes suspicions of Silwater, and
his assistant, Tinker, shadows the
American an¢d his wife, who is dis-
guised as a youth, to a hoat on the

river. Here he accidentally betrays his_
presence, and a fight ensues. Tinker
succeeds in throwing off. his would-be’
captors, and makes a wild dash for.
liberty.

(Now vead on.)

Tinker Again Falls into the Hands of.
the Enemy. )

With 2 wmighty eflort, Sexton Blake's
voung assistant attempted to draw him-
self through the hatchway to the deck
above, but Broadway Kate leapt for-
ward with the speed of an arrow re-
leased from a_ bow.

Her slim, white hands shot upwards,
and her fingers closed about Tinker's
ankles. Then, exerting all her strength,
the woman wrenched the lad from his
hold, and Tinker thudded down upen
his back.

In & flash he had risen to his knees;
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but before he could make any further
attempt to escape .Ezra Q. Maitland
reeled to his feot, cursing with rage.
Every evil passion in the criminal was
roused, and there was murder blazing
in_his black, piercing eyes.

He snatched down at the plank that

d recently lain low. both he and the

erman, Von Stoltz, and, swinging it
in the air, ho brought it crashing down
upon Tinker's heag. )

Without so much as a groan, the lad
rolled over and lay still, and Ian
Adair, uttering a cry of horror, rushed
forward and dropped upon his knees
besido the American crook’s victim.

Tinker's face was white to the lips;
his eyes were tightly closed, and the
blood .trickled from a wound upon his
head ‘

The young Secoltsman feverishly
fumbled for the lad's heart; then he
reeled to his feet, his eyes dilated, his
face wellnigh as ghastly as that of
the young detective,

“My heavens!”  Adair asped
hoarsely, swinging round on Maitland.
“You fool—youn mad, ruthless fool! I
believe you've murdered him!”

¥ » [ 4 x L]

Sexton Blake sank inio the comfort-
able sasy-chair in his room in the hotel
at Berwick, and carefully filled and lit
his oldest and blackest pipe.

Outside the clocks were striking the
hour of midnight, and the guaint old
town was enveloped in a silence sug-
gesting that all its inhabitants had
sought repose; but as yot the famous
detective of Baker Street had no in-
tontion of retiring.

Even had he betook himself to bed,
it was more than doubtful whether he
could have slept, for the strange death
of old John McFarlane and the colossal
piece of business connected with it
would not allow Sexton Blake's alert
brain to rest.

Abstractedly the detective apﬁ].ied 2

match to his pipe and settled himself
more comfortably in his chair. Soen
dense. clouds of tobacco-smoke were

‘vising fromi his pipe, the lids. were
rgoping ciriously low over Sexton
Blake's keen grey eyes, and he was
Dressing the tips of his long, slender
finigors tuﬁthcr, as was his custom
when thinking out a knotty problem
such as the one now in his mind.

The detective had drawn an
imaginary ring about the persons who
could possibly be suspected of being
with the old merchant when he
breathed his last. Sexton Blake still
believed that John McFarlane's death
bhad been virtually accidental. He
still clung to the theory he had put
forward at the inquest,

He certainly admitted that a struggle
had taken place, and that the mer-
chant had been roughly hondled. The
marks upon his throat proved this, and
there had been the fact of the over-
turned chair and the poker lying upon

the hearthrug, which the butler Symes .

had admitied he had removed.

Was it possible, after all, that Jack
MeFartane had returned by the means
of eniry Edna Trevour had left open
for him, end. af@in quarrelled with his
father—quarrelled to such an extent
that he and the old merchant had come
to blows? Sexton Biake could scarcely
bring himeelf to believe such a theory.

Ho was a keen judge of character,
and- after having studied Jack McFar-
lane’as face he felt positive that the

voung man would never raise his hand

to strilke or injure his father.
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There were in reality five suspects;
but almost at once two of their num-
ber could be left out of the detective’s
calculations. The five were respeciively
the man Bexton Blake as yet only knew
as Bamuel P. 8ilwater, young Jack
McFarlane, Ian Adair, the manager of
the deceased’'s firm, Symes, the butler,
and Edna Trevour, old McFarlane’s

© ward.

At once the girl and the servant
could safely be set aside.,- In each case
there was no apparent motive for wish-
ing Mr. John McFarlane harm. Edna
was a sweet, genile gixl, and surely
incapable of any actions such as those
which had taken place before the old
man had met his death; the butler a
servant who obviously loved his late
master, and could only wish him well.

With regard to Ian Adair, as Sex-
ton Blake had reasoned before, he
might be in monetary difficulties—
might have misappropriated amounis
belonging to his employer—and if such
were the cas¢ he and the merchant
might have engaged in a violent alter-
cation which had resulted in the latter’s
tragic yet accidental dcath when he
had stumbled during a struggle, fallen
awkwardly, snd broken his neck.

Yet, again, Sexton Blake was ready
to stake his professional reputation that
Adair was npot the kind of man to
viciously attack one clder than himself,
and assurning that the manager had
not returned after he had left at eleven-
thirty upon the fatal night, there only
remained the son of the deceased and
the American, Silwater, to be reckoned
with.

The most obrious explanation of the
whole matter—the explanation, indeed,
that Inspector Martin, of Scotland
Yard, had put forward—was that Jack
McFarlane had returned after osten-
sibly leaving for London, entered by
the windows which Edna had left open
and renewed the violent scene thai ha
taken place between he and his father
earlier in the evening.

It would certainly seem that Silwater
was cleared of any suspicion by the
fact that Edna Trevour sworn she
had heard her guardian answering the
American, when he had been leaving
the room precisely at midnight, and
spcaking over his shoulder; yet what
had caused the balance-staff of M.
McFarlane's watch to snap at ten
minutes to that hour?

Sextor Blake knocked the ashes from
his pipe and laid it aside, afterwards
lighting a cigar. From his half-clozed
eves he gazed unseeingly before him
into space, his face perfectly expression-
less, hiz whole attitude listless to the
last depree.

Could he have been observed by some
person who did not kmow him in-
timately, they might well have been
excused for doubting whether this
quietly dressed, heavy-eyed man could
possibly be the great logiclan and
criminologist the world believed_him to
be, vet Tinker or Inspector Martin,
had they happened to be in the room,
would have known at once that Sexton
Blake's languid air was characteristic
of him when he was using his wonder-
ful deductive brain to its utmost
capacity.

Two great points which seemed to
denonnce the American, Silwater, as
the man who had struggled with the
mierchant and been in his presence
when he died, were the incidents of the
broken watch ™ and the " bloodstained
thumb impression upon the wall of the

. room in which the dead man had been

discovered. \

Evary ‘Monday,

When Sexion Blake had resorted to
his clever ruse at the inguest, he had
positively satisfied himself in his own
mind that Silwater was the man who

_had left the condemning evidence pon

the scene of the tragedy. The circular
piece of flesh missing from
American’s thumb had convinced him
of the fact, for it scemed to form proof
there was no disputing. - _
This, then, meant without doubt
that Messrs. Swaan's agent knew far
more about the old man's deuth than
he had stated either upon the follow-

. ing morning or at the inquest. He had
" unguestionably. stood in the room in

the rambling old housé at Moortown
after John McFarlane's spirit had fled,
and in that case it would appear that .
the only logical deduction was that he
had returned after Edna had seen him
off the premises, to later engage in a
heated argument with the merchant,
which had been followed by a’struggle
—perhaps for some compromising docu-
ment—resulting in the lattér’s untimely
end.
However, taking this view of the
matter, and presuming that Silwater
had weited for a reasonable time io
allow Edna te retire to her room and
settle down to rest, the opinions of the
medical men were clearly denounced as -

. inacourate, while the theory that the

balancc-staff of the old man's watch

‘had been broken when he fell and

expired was completely knocked upon
the head. .

Sexton Blake roused himself with o
shrugging of his shoulders, but it was
only to relight his cigar and after-
wards once again huddle himself in the
depths of his chair.- ,

'LIJ'he room became filled with a haze
of tobacco-smolke as hour after hour
passed by, and the hearth was littered
with nurgerous cigsr-ends and the plugs
and dpﬁl&e‘s from the detective’s many
pipes. It was not until the pale light
of the carly dawn was streaming
through the ,windows that Scxton
Blake rose and stretched his cramped
limbs, and even then, although his
brain had been active during the whole
of his prolonged sitting, he had to
admit that the case was still to him a

" deep and inexplicable mystery.

Every possible solution he had
arrived at was almost at once con-
tradicted by some important point that
positively could not be overlooked. For
once in his life Sexton Blake was up
against an enigma which even he could
not unravel. -After nearly seven hours
of deep and concentrafed thought he
was left in a sea of puzzlement,
baffled, mystified, perplexed!

Sexton Blake crossed to the door and
made his way to the bathroom attached
to his suite ¢f apartments. He indulged
in a cold tub, and after ten minutes
of splashing about in the freezing
water he felt wonderfully invigorated.

Having dressed, he returned to the
corridor, and decided to ascertain if
Tinker had veturned. He paused as he
passed Inspoctor Martin’s room, but it
was only for a second, for he remem-
hered that the worthy official would
have by this time caught the first train
to London, whither he was going to set
in motion his arrangentents for the
tracking and arrest of Jack McFarlane
upont a charge of murdering his father,

After the inquest Sexton Blake had
attémpted to turn Martin from this
purpose, again explaining why he be-
lieved that the merchant's death had
been in reality an accident, and laying
stress upon the fact of the discovery
he had made regardirig Silwater; but
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the. inspector would not waver in -his
decision. e e :

At fimes he was ttubbiorn to_ the
extent of aggressive ohstimacy, and, as
Tinker was wont to put it,"* thunder-
ing pig-headed,” and the detective had
seen that, werc he to discuss the mat-
tor for an hour, Martin would still’ act
precisely as bis official brain prempted
him, :

Sexton Blake's brows elevated
sharply, as he pushed open the door of
Tinker's room and discovered that the
lad was not within, The detective
saw, too, in a glance, that the bed had
not been slept in, ‘afid he wondered
what could have delayed his assistant’s
Teturn. ;

_He thought very Iitile of fhe matter
at theé moment, however, merely con-
cluding thit the lad was hot upon the
track of the American; but he would
not_have been so easy in his mind ¢ould
he have puessed at the -identity of the
agent from Holland, -

"Upon several oceasions in the past
both Sexton Blake and Tinker had
come within an ace of a violent and
terrible death at the hands of Ezra
Q. Maitland and his _scoundrelly ser-
‘vant and confederate, Wang, and Blake
fully realised that the American was, of

the two, even more dangerous than the |

notorious  British ' oriminal, " Géorge
Marsden Plummer, However, “as he
had no- inkling at present that he was
pitted against the master-rogue from
over the herring-pond, so he thought-
fully returned to his sitting-reom’ and
rapg for an edrly breakfast. -~ -

As he ate, the detective’s mind
again turned to the mystery with which
e had been grappling all through ‘the
He thought of the huge con-
sigriment of motor-lorries’ which Ian
Adeir had sworn was destined for
America—the great. transaction which
‘had been engineeved by the Holland
firm known gs Messrs, Swaan's.

The ‘more he. allowed lLis brain té
dwell upon the subject, the more sus-
‘picious as to the bona fides of the deal
Sexton Blake became. The detective
knew that vast quantities of goods
which the  British Government had
declared contraband bad veached Ger-
many through neutral countries, and
23 he weighied up and analysed the data
at his disposal he became convinced
that McFarlanes' was one of the firms
to whom the masterspy of the Kaiser,
Count Franz von Stoitz, was directing
hig attentions.

The detective thought of the remark
both ‘Symes, the butler, and Edna
Trevour had declared they had heard
Jack McFarlane make to his father:
“ Do your duty to your country and
King!” ) '

What else could this mean bui that
the elder man was proposing té act in
some manner detrimental to  the
interests of Great Britain—a course to
which the young man was hotly and
energetioally opposed?

No doubt the matter was the whole
cause of their guarrel, and that Jack
McFarlane’s destinstion when he had
left his home for gll timé was Holland
was also significant. Doubtless, Sexton
Blako reasoned, the young merchant
had decided to ¢ross te interview. the
firm of Swaans, and demand proof as to
the bona fides of the ‘transaction they

were megotiating. with his father and

himself. - o
Could it be possible that M¢Farlanes’
were in low -water in a  financial
direction? Were they the *¢Scottish
firm ”* to whom Count. von Stoltz had
referred as being wvpon the verge of

bankruptey. Sexton Blake knew that
. the business was a very old established
one,” and by reputation as sound as the
Bank of England. Yet he realizsed how
the ferrible. Enropean war had crippled
and destroyed trade throughout the
civilized world, and he told hiniself that
he would be surprised at nothing he
heard,
. The detective rose to his feot and
glanced 4t his wateh, to find that the
thiie was nearly eight o'cleck. He
slipped -on his overcoat and donnéd a
soft folt hat, then he went for a long
walk, and did not return to the town
until just after mid-day. His fivst action
upon dgain arriying in Berwick was to
lock up a friend whe was the manager
of a Trade Protection burean. The
man’s name was Henderson, and he was
honestly pleased to see his acquaintance
from Baker Street, London. - )
* Well, Blake, old man,”’ said he,
after they had gripped, * this is indeed
an unexpected visit. ** Have you called
in a professional capacity or merely
dropped in to look me up?’, _ .
Bexton Blake glanced towards the
door, of an inner rcom upon which was
written * Private.”” The._other saw the
action and lifted the flap of the counter
for the detective to pass throagh,
“Then it’s business,’ he remarked, as
they passed into his sanctum and closed
the door behind them., * Take a chair,
Blake, and tell me what I ¢an do for
you. 1 shall never forget the.clever

he got into at college, and T'm yours
to command, if you tell me how I can
serve youw.” ) :

“I am seeking information about 'a
cartain firm whose offices and factories
are not a great distance from here,
Henderson,”” Sexton Blake replied, as
he proffered the other his cigar-case,
and afterwards sclected a weed himanif,
*“ You have, of course, heard of the
strange death of Mr. John McFarlane,
of McFarlane & Co.  of Moortown.”’

The head .of the inquiry office nodded.

‘“ Why, yes,” heé agreed; “ and I have
seen that you are interested in the
case.” !

ly
interested, as I believe the verdict
arrived at yesterday by the jury at the
inquest was far from being a correct
one.” {

“¥ou think that young McFarlane is
fnnocent of the murder#?

“T do think he is innotent of attack-
mg his father. You-have perhaps read
that, in my opinion, the old man's
death was really an aceident.”

“Yes, and I must, of conrse,
© admit I was as much surprised as the
. restrof the people of Berwick. Indeed,

Blake, I have recently hcard many
persons openly dispstte your right to the
fame you possess, which, of course; is
uttérly ridicutous.’ The general idea is,
though, that younhg MeFarlane returned
.and killed his fatlier in o tenewal of the
quarrel which had previdusly ‘taken
place.”

Sexton Blake. smiled drily,

‘¥ am afraid-1 do net care very much
" for public opinicn,”™ said he quietly.

“1 ani not ottt to pledse the genernl
public; my only aim i3 to airive at the
solution of the whole mystery and élear
a man whom ‘I fully believe is falsely
. accused. I have met  young Jack
McFarlane, and=well, I do not think
ho. was with his father when he died.
Now, can you tell me how l_ﬂeFarlanes_'

as he lit his ecigar.. “Y am de?

stand financially #°
“ You mean—->*f

way you got my soh out of the scrape.’

“ Precisely,” the detectivo returned,

‘I mean, are they so sound as repute
would have? Between you and I, I
have an inkling that such is far from
being the case. )

Bir. Henderson hesitated and fidgeted
awkwardly with his cigar.

“¥You place me in a very delicate
position, Mr. Blake,”” he answered.
“Yon are not one of our subscribers,
you see, and—" : .

“ T take it T could become one by pay-«
ing the necessary fee.”

* Certainly. . As soon as you have
handed my ¢ompany sa.sum of two
guineas I am quite in order in giving
you reports upon the standing of as
many firms as you wish for a period of
six months, Weré I fo disclose one
word otherwise, however, I should be
betraying my trust and breaking omne
of the strictest rules of my firm,”

“1 quite follow you,” Sexton Blske
answered, as he drew his cheque-bock
from his pocket. ‘* The difficulty can
soon be overcome.” He took up a pen
lying upon a desk by his side, dipped

it into an inkwell, .and made .ont the

necessary slip of paper. ‘' There is the
cheque for two guineas,” he said.
% Now, what is the procedure.”

“ T will give you one of our books of
forms,”” Henderson explained, as he
opened ane of the drawers in the desk
before him. “You must &l it up and
then the inguiry will be searched out
at once.” o :

The deteciive nodded, and a few
moments Inter he had made out the
slip and handed # to hie friend
Henderson then disappeared into .the
general office; and after a few minutes
had elapsed he roturned with the
information his quickly-enrolled client
was seeking. .

Sexton - Blake's lips compressed
thoughtfully as he read the typewritten
words upon the shoet of headed paper
Henderson handed him

* McFarlane, Jehn & Co., Moortown,
Engineers,” they ran. *‘ Until recently
doing an enormons business, but since
the outhresk of war their trade has
greatly diminishod.  Many. contracts
have {een cancelled and McFarlanes’
have been extremely unfortunate-in the
direction of rejected consignments,
which has caused them to suffer heavy
monetary losses. Ominous rfumours
have recently been afloat &s to the
soundness  'of this  old-ektablished
business, but too much reliance cannot
he placed upon such reports, as the firm~
is lnquestionably 2 wealthy one.
Credit wp to two thousand pounds
would seem to bie safe, although ecantion
may. perhaps, be advisable.’”*. ‘

“Yery nicely put,” Sexton Blake
said. * But what does the report really
mean? The terms ave a trifle guarded.”

Henderson shrugged. - .

“ They have certainly hid fumecrous
heavy losses of late,’” he murmured
noni-committally, ‘ '

¢ Exactly,” the detective agreed.
“ The report says as mtch. Do you
consider it possible that MeFarlanes’ are
in far more serions circumstances than
is generally helieved? Could-they, to
put the matter plainly, be upen the
verge of bankruptey?® - -

“gl would not go so far &s 'to sav
that,”" Henderson reti¥med; * but if
vou are thinking of doibg business with
them in any shdpé or form, I should
act as we have advised you, Mr.
Blake! - : P

“I-am not intending {6 enter into
any transaction with the firm,” the
detective replied, “ but I have a special
reason for wishing to discover their
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likely * standing in a financial way,
Now, could you, by any chance, inform
me the name of one of their largest
creditors?” )

Henderson tugged at his moustache,

“1 don't like refusing you,” he said;
* but, really, it would be acting quite
contradictory to our rules.” )

The detective leant forward and
placed his hand upon the other’s
sleave. s

“Tell me,’ he said impressivelw.
. Are you a patriotic Britisher? Would
you like to feel that by refusing me
this information wyou are assisiing
Germany in her campaign against
Great Britain and her Allies?’

Henderson's brows weat up in undis-
guised surprise.  *

“ What can the knowledge you are
seeking have to do with Germany or
the war?” he asked blankly.

“Everithi.ng," Sexton %luke stated
uietly, his voiee carrying with it con-
viction. “ But I cannot explain to you
at this point of my investigations. I
ain able, however, fo give you my word
of honour that the nature of your reply
to the question I hive asked may make
all the difference between Germany
receiving an enormous consignment of
a necessary commodity from our shores,
Will you trust me and iake my word P’

Henderson frowned doubtfully, then
he extended his hand.- :

*“ Yes,” he .answered;. © altho;.lgh I-

must admit that I am all at sea. As it

‘happens, I know one of McFarlanes' .

i!:atest creditors intimately. Ho s a
wondon man, and the head of Mesars.
Greigson’s iron
. Bilvertown.” -

. “Thank you,” Sexton Blake mur-
mured, as he took a note of the name
and address, I am more indebted to
you for what you have communicated
than I imagine you can et present
understand.”’ . ‘

" After a fow moments of further con-
versation, the detective {ook his
departure, and until nearly five o’clock
he was' engagoed in making numerous
inguiries in the town, all of which ¢on-
cerned the great engineering firm which
he' belteved 'to be. -tottering upon the
brink of -ruin,. . -

““Thers is only one course open
unless Jack MeFarlane is arrested and
brought to Moortown before the lorries
-are shii)ped,” the deteetive mused, as
ho at length settled himself comfort-
ably in a cab to be driven back to his
hotel. ““If T am correct in reasoning
that he has gone {o Holland to obtain
proofs that Messrs Swaans and their
agent, Silwater, are really working for
Germany, and he is available with such
proois before the consighment is loaded,
all ‘well and good, but if he avoids
capture by the police and does not put
in an appearance, my plan will have to
bo carried out. There scems little doubt
that McFarlanes' are in a bad way, and
T should not be surprised if their largest
creditors  band themselves together
with the object of finding out whether
an order 1n bankruptcy cannot be
obtained. With my influence I ought
to be able to arrange to be appointed
a3 Official Receiver, end in that case I
could take certain stcps which would
hold the consignment up until T had
definitely satisfied myself that it is not
intended for the use of our enemy across
the North Sea.” ) :

Sextonr Blake smoked slowly and
thoughtfully until the cab pulled- up at
his hotel. He then tossed: the butt of
his cigar through -the. window and
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and steel works, at

alighted, end, having discharged the
Jehu, he made his way to his apart-
ments.

As he entered his sitting-room, Blike
was surprised to find that there was no
sign of Tinker having returnsd; and his
face set a trifle grimly. He rang the
bell for an attendant, but it was only to
learn that the lad not been seeri since
he had left with his master to attend the
inquest upon the body of old John
McFarlane on the preceding day.

. Sexton Blake sank into a chair, and,
lighting a pipe, he tried once again to
settls himseli down to grapple with the
problem of the old merchant’s strange
death, but his thoughts persisted in
straying to his assistant and his pro-
longed absence, and when the hands of
the clock uwpon the mantelpieco pointed
to ten minuies to seven, the detective
could .-remain inactive mo longer. He
roge sharply to his feet and, taking up
the speaking-tube, he gave orders for
Pedro te be brought round from the
stables. Then, having made himsélf
ready for the street, he took up a cap
that Tinker had been recently wearing
and made his way downstairs.

In the hall he found a groom waiting
with the hound, and Pedro delightedly
fawned upon him. At a word from his
master, however, the hound immedi
ately went to heel, and a few minutes
later Blake and his four-footed com-
panion were rapidly making their way
towards the coromer’s court,

Arriving there, Sexton Blake took his

“assistant’s cap from his. pocket, and,
"heedless of the curious glances of the

passers-by, he pressed it to Pedro’s
muzzle, )

“Find, lad” he ordered quietly.
“Find your young master!’

Seeming to at once know what was
required of him, the dog dropped his
nose to the ground and with a curious
anxiety gripping wt his heart, Sexton
Blake waited to see if the scent still was
in evidence :

“Ah!" A sigh of relief escaped
Blake’s lips, for, with a low bay, Pedro
raised his head and tugged upon the
leash his master had affixed to his collar.
And as Sexton Blake straightened his
body to follow the hound, he did not

11}

see the man who, in shar.pg’ turning a

corner, only just succceded in saving
himself from pitching over his stooping
form.- ‘ ’

The individual In question was a
small, wizened man with a lined, yellow
face and eril slit-like eyes. He was
nong other than the Chinaman, Wang,
Ezra Q. Maitland’s scoundreliy servant
and confederate.

The Celestial caught his breath in
sharply and, darting into the shelter of

a doorway, he stood for 4 moment®

staring after the retreating figure of
the famous detective whom, like his
master, he had learned to dread.

Wang's thin, ¢cruel lips anarled back
from his uneven teeth, and his little
eyes gleamed with a murderous hatred;
then he suddenly quitted the doorway,
swung round upon his heel, and raced
off. up the road as fast as his legs could
carry him. 4

“ On triackee " he hissed beneath his
breath. “ On trlackee aftel us. Tellee
mastel at.onece! Then letee Sexton
Blake lookee aftel himself! Miister
Blakee heap lotee of brains, but, culse
him, he'll needee thlem if ho wautee to
escapee turlning upee his toes to-night !”’

And as Wang slackened his pace to a
trot, his skinny fingers gripped hard
upon the handle of the - keen-edged

ry: Mogday,
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knifs reposing in bis pocket, and from
the sinister expression upon his saflow
countenance -he might bhave already

een preparing to plunge the murderous -

weapon into Sexton Blake's heart,

Maitland's Cunning Conspiracy.

In order to fully explain the exciting
events that are shortly to be related, it
i3 necessary to take thg reader back to
the previous evening at the moment
when the young Scotsman, Yan Adair,
turned upon Ezra Q. Maitland with the
startling statement that Tinker was
dead. :

As the young manager reeled to his
feet and confronted the master-criminal
with his ominous words, Broadway Kate
uttered a ¢ry of alarm, and she, in her
turn, sanlc to her knees beside the atill
form of Sexton Blake's assistant.

With trembling hands, she toro asids .

Tinl.c‘e'r's vest and, like Adair, she
anxiously felt for the beating of the

lad’s heart.
For a

stuffy little cabin, then Kate uttéred
a sigh of profound relief and sprang to

¢ her-feet.

“ Thank Heaven you ara not yet a
murderer I she said: coldly to, her
husband, who, despite his usual callous-
ness, - was - standing staring = with

blanched fa¢e and dilated eyes_at -hia.
“ His heart is beating, but it -

is so faint that I thought at first he was
dead. Quick, some of you; some water
andl bandages. If we are to save his

‘life he must receive attention at once!’

“ Bah !’ Maitland sneered, shrugging
his shoulders, as he carelessly tossed the

- bloodstained - plank into the corner.
' If he' dies, -
. he dies, and we will sink his body when

“ Let him' take his chance.

Ll

wo are out at sea. .
-# Wa shall do no such thing!” Adair
interrupted sharply. * There has already

) long, tense moment n doad
. silence fell upon those present in the

been one -suspicious dexth connected

with this business, and, by heavens, if

we cannot pull this lad through, I'l be

hanged if 1'll screen you. I suppose I
am a villain to play the part Tam in this

‘dirty game, but I'll not see coldblooded

murder done and hold my peace !

Maitland took a threatening step for-

ward, his pale face very ugly in
expression. ’

“ How dare you talk t§ me like this!”
he snarled. ‘““Do you realise that you
are in my power, and that unléss I am
agreeable yon will not léeave this ship
alive?”’ -

Ian Adair drew himself up, and his
lips curled contemptuously as he
unflinchingly returned the master-
eriminal's savage glance. .

“T1 shouldn’t try any tricks with
me,’”" the young manager retofted
coldly.

might pay unwelcome attention to Mr.
Silwater. from America—indeed, I am
sure that you would find it so.”

“ What do you mean?’ Maitland
asked harshly. * Do you—"

“F mean that I have left in safe
hands a sealed letter, setting forth my

whereabouts and the part I am playing

in this transaction. If I vanished from
Moortown that letter would be opened.
I.am no fool, my friend, and when one
is dealing with & cunning rogue such as
you, one must be prepared for despérate
emergencies.” ]
Maitland’s fists clenched dangerously,
then with an impatient gesture he
turned away. There was sometbing in
STCHUCKLES.” 19,
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“If T were suddenly to dis-~
appear, aé this lad will do, the police
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the manager’s aspect that warned the
crimjnal not te go too far.
“ Why quarrel?” Ezre Q. Maitland

said. It is against our mmtual’
“interests.

By Columbus, Kate, T guess
you ought to have been a mirse i some
tarnation hospital!”. - -

“1- might have done worse -than
that!" the woman replied guietly, as:
she looked up from her task of bathing
Tinker's wound. ** At least, in such a
position ""—her voice took on a tone of
bitterness—** my soul would not have
been. tarnished with crime.”

Maitland langhed, but there was an
absence of mirth in the sound that
made it anything but. pleasant to hear,

“8ay," he drawled sneeringly, ‘““you
ecan play real fine to the gallery at
times, Oeb & move on with the frst-
aid business, so that we can bind him
and ‘put him in the hold out of barm’s
way. It's just as well, perhaps, T didn't

kill him, though I shouldn’t eay the |

same if it had been his master who had
come here. By henvens, how I hate
Sexton Bluke! Time alter time has he
stepped
fortunes—"’ :

Ho pulled up sbharply as he saw Jan
Adair regarding him curiously.

“ Gtuess everything's settled to your
satisfaction?’ he asked, as'he lit a cigar.

S To an extent—yés,'’ the Scotsman
answered. “ 1 ‘want- to ken, though,
what you're going to do with that lad?”

© *“Keep him out of mischief till we've

dropped the lorries in Hamburg,” Mait-
lanid answered readily.  When we get
thete, wo shall drop him, too. As scon-
as. he's found. to be of English
nationality he will be arrested and
détained aa a prisoner of .war. No
firthor harm at my hands shall come
to him,” B -
Adajr looked the other full in the

faee, and his glance was very ﬁter@ané x

segroliing. :
“Yon swear to that?"” he asked.
“ Yes,” Maitland agreed, with & wave
of his hand. “ You havé my promise,”
“Then I shall leave you now, but
before T go I intend giving you a word
of warning;” Adsir said, with the air
of one who is weighing every word he
utbers. ¢ Don't break your word, for so
sure as this youngster reecives further
injury nt.your hands, I will disclose all
I kunow to the Briiish War Office
authorities and wash my hands of you.”
* You néed have no fear that I shall

go back on what I've soid,” Maitland.

retorted calmly, although a vididus look
had momentarily leapt into his face.

% Cuess I'll ‘come right elong and see

you into a beat.”

The two men quitted the cabin and
almost at once Von Stoltz left to seck
a bunk: His head was aching furiously,
and he felt he needed rest to recover
himself before: going ashore.

By the time. Ezma . Maitland

" returned,. Broadway Kate had carefully

bandaged Tinker's injured head and
suceeeded in. staunching the flow eof
bloed from the wound, -~

“ 1 guess he'll do,”’ the woman mur-
mured,
brandy hetween the lad’s ashen lips.
“ "The. action of his heart is better now,
and a naturally strong constitution
ought to pull him through. ¥You had
better leave putting him in ‘the hold
until. to-morrow and let bim stay in g
c-abir'z to-night, I will give an eye to

im.
“ Mighty considerate of you,” Mait:

: patient for you.

“safe in McFarlanes’ offices.

hotwatn  she and ihe.. - I've noticed, is of an old-fashioned

after she’ had forced soine-

. land said sarcastically, ** Still, perhaps

it’s .as well, T'm not anxtous for fhe

- hangman_ to bave a chance of making

you a widow. -Bay, that scam Adair has
got on my nerves. By James, if I
hadn’t kept a tight hold over myself
just mew there’d have been another
The fool, to pit his
brain against niine! To-morrow—the
day upon which Von Stoltz will hand
over the money—the bank here does
rot open, and the coup will be the
greatest cinch we've ever had!”

Are you sure that McFarlanes' will
deposit the money with the local bank #*
Broadway Kate asked quickly, - her
beautiful face meditative in expression.

“Yes, I've found that the firm
always bank ¢ll their money there, The
bank is only a 'sort of receiving branch
for the headquarters in Berwick, and
the cashiers only attend here upon
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays.

Ta-morrow is Thursday, and, therefore,

when Von Stoltz parts with the
purchase-money it will be placed in the
The safe,

_pattern, and—waal, I guess 1 can force
it almost as easily as I eeuld cpen a
sardine tin !

»

Wnug‘sr Star!ﬂng News,

" At the very moment when Sexton
Blake started with Pedro upon the

track: of his missing assistant, Ezra Q..
. Maitland and his wife were seated in

the cabin of the ship, The Gretchen,
conversing together in low, eager tones.

That day the balance of the purchase-
money for the enorimous consignment of
motor-lorries had been paidgover to Ian
Adair, and the first ten vehicles were
already loaded upon the great cargo
ship. ANl hor possible space was to be
utilised: Every movable object had

-1 -been cleared froma her decks, and she

was prepared to receive the remainder

of the consignment, which Adair had-

promised in two batches over the next
two days: :
Tinker had slightly recovered, and
he was securely bound and fgaggud and
& close prisoner in the hold, o birly
Duteh eailor keeping guard over him.
The lad was in a very weak eondition

~and scarcely conscious as yet- of his

surroundings, and the precautions taken

- for his detention were far in exgess of

what was rcally necessary, for even had
the young  detective &
regained his sirength to break free he

- would have received no.aid from the

crew.

The latter consisied of & mixed and
distinetly. evil assembly. The majority
of the sailors were lascars, but their

* numbers. also included four Chinamen,

two Dutchmen, and several Germans
possessing Dutch naturalisation papers.

Ezra Q. Maitland’s fingers were
caressingly handling the contents of a

small leather case, which lay open upon .

the table before him. They consisted
of numerous tiny, vet skilfullyomade,
jemimies, the ends of which could be
adjusted at almast any desired angle, a
bunch of skelsten keys, and two
miniature centre-hits; Taken as a

-whole, the implemnents formed as com-

plete a set of burglar’s tools as the most
up-to-date eracksman counld desive, and
in the hands of a man like Maitland
they were eapable of almost anything.

“ At twelve o'clock T shall start for

P
~ feet with o little, startled cry,.

suficiently |

matter,  you

- Mogrtown,"” the master-criminal said, an

he replaced the tools and closed the
case. ** You, Kate, will come along and
wait for Wang and I T reckon the jobh
didn’t ought to-take me more than half
an_hour at the outside, and will be the
most profitable piece of work we've
pulled off in our lives.”

Broadway Kate removed her daintily-
scented cigaretto from her scarlet lips.

“ And then,” she prompted, ** when
you have firished your work?"” .

“ We shall clear out and leave Von
Stoltz and Adair to .argue matters out
between them.''

“ And what of Tinker?’ the woman
suggested. .

“Hang Tinker!”' Ther lusband
returned. “‘ They can do what they like
with him. Onee I am elear of Scotland,
I defy even Sexton Blake to track me
down. Woe are going to commence upon

"& new life, just you and I, girl, in some

far-distant Jand.” )

His voice hagd softened, and at that
moment, as Maitland leant over the
table and took hig wife's small band in
%:;:s,- there was nothing of the criminal in

m.

“Just you and ¥, Eazra,” Kate
repeated, her dark lashes dreamily veil-
ing her eyes. *'T guess I shall be just
the happiest woman on earth when I
know that these hazardous, perverack-
ing times havo sunk into the past.
When I thinsk of bow—how he died, 1
am so frightened—frightened for youn.”

Maitland shuddered, and the.tender
expression he had momentarily worn
died from his face, leaving it grimn.an
hard-set. ’

“ Btop, for the love of Heaven!’ ha
said hoarsely. * Haven't wo discussed
that matter sufficiently? I swear that I
told you the truth, Kate; it was not my
faunlt!”

The woman shivered, and her cyves

- held in their depths a eurious, heunting

dread. .
“1 believo you,” she said huslily.

" But the police might say that——"

She stopped dead, and sprang to her
r_face.
blanching. Tho cabin“door had been
sent craghing back upon its hinges; and
their servant, the Chinaman, Wang, had
almost. fallen into the room. i

Ezra Q. Maitland, too, had leapt from
his chair so suddenly that 1t had over-
turned with-a thud, Like lightning hia
hand had dropped to his hip and a
vevolver” was gripped betwéen his
fihgers. : E

“ What in the name of thundex is the
slit-eyed scum?’ ‘“the
American rasped, a3 he slowly lowered
the weapon., “ Speak out, cairn’t you?
Don't stand staring there like a deaf-
and-dumb old woman!”

Wang's faco worked with excitement,
and he made two cfforts to find bis
voice before he succeeded; then, as he -
somewhat recovered himself, ho tock

‘an unsteady step forward and clutched

at the edge of the table for support.

“ Sexton Blake ot our trlackee!” he
panted, his thin piping voice more than
usually shrill and sinister. ¥ Saw himee

-to-might givea big blughound Pedro

something to eniffee. Heo was coming
this way. We mlust fly at oncee, ol the

whole gamee up!”’

(Another theilling instalment of ihis
splendid story next Thursday, Order

‘your copy i advance/)
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