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CHAPTER 1.

The Troubles of Study No. 6.

OM MERRY was looking into his
study cupboard with a perplexed
expression upon his face when
Blake of the Fourth came along.

Blake did not appear happy.

He glanced into the study, where
Monty Lowther was slicing bread, and|
supplying Manners, who was on his knces
before the study fire making toast.

Tom Merry turned, from the cupboard,
and -was about to speak to his study-
mate, when he observed Blake in the
doorway. X . g

“Hallo! Trot in, kid!” ho said.

Blako camo in,

*Just in time for tea,” - said Tom
Merry cheerily. “ Anything up,
scout? You Jook as if you’ve been hunt--
ing for trouble and finding it.”

“Tva found it without looking for it,”
grunted Blake. ““I'll have tea with you,
if you fellows don’t mind.”

*“Not a bit—in fact, it's a pleasure,”
said Monty Lowther solemnly. “‘Trot
ont the eake, Tommy.”

‘ Anything wreng in Study No. 67"
ne!zed -T?;m.

#Yes.
“What's happcned?”
Bunter!”

.

-#0h{” said the Terrible Three to-
gother,

The’y nnderstood.

“T¢'s Gussy’s fault,” said Blake glumly,

* Ie-would have that fat bounder planted
in our study. It's no trying to
stand bim; we can’t do st, Dig's gone
to tea with Julian, and Herries has
dropped in to see Lumley-Lamley. I’'ve
come along here to sponge on you
chaps,”

“My dear kid, you're as welcome as
the flowers in May. Where's D’Arey?”

“0Oh, he’s staying in No. 6—standing
Bunter! It’s what he calls ¢ Noblesse
oblige.” ”*

Tom Merry laughed. .

“That fellow Bunter is the limit,” said
Blake. “1 admit I rather liked him when
wo met him at Greyfviavs; he didn’t
seem much like that toad of a gousin
of his, Billy Bunter. Since he's come to
St Jim’s he scems just Billy Bunter over
again, to.the lifo,”

“T"ve noticed it,” assented Tom.

“Hec’g the limit,” said Blake. “It's
nQ ' 95; we can’t stand him! I was
wondering whether you fellows counld
make any suggestion for getting him out
of our study.”

* Ask him to change.”

“I’'ve done that.”

** And what does he Bn{?" "

“He says he wouldn’t leave his old pal
Giussy for anything. He says I can
chango out if I like—in fact, he’d be
glad if I would.” Blake breathed hard
throngh his noze. “Me, you know-—out

A Magnificent, New, Long,
Complete 8School Story
of Tom Merry & Co.

1 of Study No. 6!
| #slaughter him some day!1”

THE GEM LIBRARY,

SPOOF'!

Dy

e C R0

&

By

@

I know 1

‘We’ve been rather taken in over that
chap,” remarked Manners, “ We thought
he was a footballer; but he plays like a
born idiot!”

.“He’s a toad!” said Blake. “A hor-
rible toad! He tells lies—beastly lies!
He brags. He—he does everything he
shouldn’t.  You fellows wouldn’t care to
haye him in this study, I suppose?”

“The Fourth don’t dig with the Shell,”
said Tom Merry, layghing.

“That might be arranged—for once.”

““Ha, ha! No jolly fear!”

“It’s a pity he couldn’t be planted on
the New House,” remarked Lowther.

““Even the New House is too good for
him,” said Blake. “No. 6 simply isn't
fit to-liye in since Bunter came. Why
eouldn’t he go to Greyfriars, like his
cousin? No need for him to come to Bt,
Jim’s that I know of.”

“And you can’t even havo tea with
him in the study?” said Tom Merry
sympathetically.

‘“There isn’t any tea!” grunted Bloks, {

“We came in famished after footer, and
found that the fat bounder 'had had his
tea—and ours, too! He’d scoffed the
whole shoot !”
“Oh, my hat!”
“ Now he's turned np with a big cake,”
T j‘-,hougbt. ‘he’d brought it

said 3
in far the study.

*“ A big cake?” repeated Tom Merry.

“¥Yes; a whacking big sultana cake—
looked quite nice!” And what do you
think he’s deing?  Sitting in the arm-
chair bolting it—all of it!”

-~ Tliere: was a pecular expression on
Tom Merry's face,

*“ A- whocking big snltana cake?’” he
repeated.

* Never mind, we've got a whacking big
sultana cake, too,” said Monty Lowther
comfortingly. “Miss Priscilla sent it to
T'ommy, and it’s come along just at the
right time, Why don’t you trot it ont,
Tommy?™*

*“1t’s not there,” said Tom.

“You put it in tho cupboard.”

“T1 know that.”

“Well, then, it’s there, isn’t it

“The trouble is that it isn't!”
answered Tom Merry grimly, “And so
i think I can gness where Buuter got his
hig sultanan cake from !”’

- “Our cake!” shouted Lowther,

“My hat!” ejaculated Bluke. “I won.
dered where he’d got it. He’s bagged
your cake as well as our teal”

Manners rose from the fireplace.

‘““We'ro not standing this,” ho said.
“T think we’d better trot along to No. 6
and seo Bunter.”

“T rather think so!”
phatically.

“Yon make the coffue while we'ro
gone, Blake,” said Tom Merry.

zaid Lowthey em-

MARTIN

“Right you are,” aszented Blake.

4

“You can kill him, if you like,
mind. In fact, I'd rother you did.”

The Terrible Three hurried out of the
study and along to the Fourth Form
‘quarters,

They were naturally wrathy,

Miss Priscilla Fawcett's sultana cake

I' don’t

was a thing of beauty, if not a joy for
ever, in the eyes of tie hungry juniers.
Bonter of the Fourth had to learn to let
other fellows’ provender alone, and
Terrible Threé were quite prepared #o
give him the necessary lessons,

They had liked Wally Bunter, His out-
ward resemblance to his cousin Billy was
startling, but inwardly he had not seemed
to resemble the Owt of Greyfriars at all.
But since the new 'F.m-ior had been at S¢.
Jim’s the eyes of Tom Merry & Co. had
been opened on that subject. And now
they did not Jike Bunter g little bit.

Arthur Augusm D'Arc{, the ornament

, stepped out o

of the Fourt % { Btudy No, 6
as the Terrible Three reached that cele-
brated apartment.

He gave the Shell fellows a rather
tronbled smile,

Arthur Auﬁulntnn had made friends
with Wally Bunter, and he was not a
fellow to go back on his friendships.
But he had found tho fut junior- very
trying.

¢ Anythin’ up, you fellows?” he asked.
noting the expression of the Terriblk:
Three.

*Weo want Bunter!”

“I twust, 'Lom Mcewwy, that you are
not thinkin waggin’ Buntah? Buntah
is a fwiend of mine,”

“If you don’t want your fiiends
ragged, Gussy, you’d better instruct
them not to hone other fellows’ cakes.™

“Bai Jove! Buntah has a cake.”

“He's burgled ours!”

& Oh !”

“And we're going to lalk to hiw,"
said Tom Merry, * You run away and
play, Gussy, if you don’t think you can
stand the hurrowing scene: We’re going
to strew Study No. 6 with his boues!”

“ Weally, Lom Mewwy—--"

“Ruon away, old scout!”

“Buat powwaps it is not your cake,
aftah all.”

“Woe shall soe, old top.
the way, therc's u good kid [
*1'ndah the cires, Tom Mewwy—-""

“My dear gramophone, tho cako wili
be all gone if wo wait till yow’vo rau ofi
all your records,” said Monty Lowther.

“T wefuse to be called a gwamophoune,
Lowtler!”

*Hop it1”

“] wopeat—— Yawoooooh !"

The 'Terrible Three grasped Arthur
Augusius D’Arcy, and gently but frmly
lifted him aside. Then they strode inta
the stady.

aet out of
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CHAPTER 2.
Whose Cake ?
‘BILL;?' BUNTER was enjoying him-
self,
. Ho had had quite a good time
since he had come to St. Jim’s.

The fellows, certainly, were finding out
ihe true inwardness, so to speak, of his
nature; but no one had guessed the well-
kept secret that he was Billy Bunter of
Greyfriars, passing under the name of his
cousin Wally,

And though he was wearing out even
the great patience of Arthur Augustus
1)’Aroy, he wag still regarded with some
toloration—as Wally !

Wally Bungsr’s reputation, in fact, had
stood Biily in good stead; it had saved
him, %o far, from & good many study rag-
gings, though how long it would con-
tinue fo shield him was a guestion.

He was enjoying himself, in his own
way, immensely at the present moment.
e had had & tea for four—much to the
exasperation of StudK No. 6. Now he
was travelling through an enormous cake,
a special gift from Tom Merry's old
poverness—and Miss Priscilla’s cakes had
grown more appetising than ever since
the advent of the piping times of poace.

He blinked np through his big glasses
a3 the Terrible Three appeared in the
doorway.

For a moment there was a guilty look
on Bunter's fat face; but the next
moment he gave the Shell fellows an
affeble nod.

I say, you fellows——" he¢ began,
with his mouth full.

“Where did you get that cakei” de-
manded Tom Metry, pointing an accusing
forefinger at the big cake, which was re-

duced already to half its original size. |

But it was still recognisable as tho pro-
perty of Study No. 10 in the Shell.

“'i"hut—'t-hat cake?”

“Yea; that cake, you fat burglar!™

“Oh, really, Merry—-—"

“Btop wolfing it!” roared Lowther.

‘‘Oh, really, Lowther——"

Monty Lowther grabbed the cake, and
¢osoved it from Billy Bunter's fat paws.
The Owl of Greyfriars jumped up.

“I say, you fellows, that's my cake!
Gimme my cake!”

“Where did you get it?”

“My—my pater sent it to mol” ex-
plained Bunter. “It—it arrived by this
afternoon’s posti”

* Weally, Tom Mewwy, it is quite poss
that you are in ewwah,” said Arthur
Augustus, his eyeglass gleaming in at the
dofrwuy;’ *““Buntah asserts that it is his
cake—' :

“I should jolly well think so!” ex-
claimed Bunteor indignantly, “1I cun show
you the latter my aunt wrote with e

“Your aunt?” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Yes; an i

“8o your pater sent you the cake, and
your aunt wrote a letter with it?”

“J—l mean my—my uncle—that is to
say, my pater wrote the letter—that’s
what I really meant to say. I can show
you the lotter,” added Bunter loftily.

v Bhow it, .tkon!”

v

|

“1 could, if I choose; but I decline to
have my word doubted—"
“ What?"

“Under the circumstances, I refuse to
show you the letter I? said Bunter firmly.

“You spoofing Ananias!® exclaimed
Tom. “There isn’t any letter, and that’s
not your cake!”

I you doubt my word, Merry, this
discussion had beiter cease! Gimme my
cake, Lowther, you beast!”

. YBuntsh is within his wights in wefus.
in' to have his word doubted!” said
Arthur Augustus hesitatingly‘

*“Yes, rather!” chimed in Bunter. “I

should jolly well say so! Beasides, Guaay
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can bear witness that he saw me unpack
the cake in this very study?!”

“Oh! “ejaculated Tom, at-a-ggsemd fo:

& moment. ‘“‘In that case——"
. “Bai Jove! I do not wemembal see-
in’ you unpack the cake, Buntah!” ex-
claimod Arthur Augustus in astonish-
ment.

Bunter closed one eyo at him—a sign
which Arthur Aungustus did not in the
least comprehend. It did not occur to
Gassy's noble brain that Bunter was call-
ing upon him to bear false witnoss.

My hat! He's winking at Gussyi”
ejaculated Manners.

*Oh, reaily, Manners——""

“Bai Jove! Why should Buntah wink
at me, deah boy?”

. “Because he wauts you to -back up his
lies, you ass!”

“Gweat Scott!™

“ N-n-nothing of the kind(”
Bunter, I—I wasn’t winkin

“What were you doing, then?”

“I—I—I was—was—in fact, I—I was
——"" Bunter stammered.

“Exactly |” said Tom Merry. “Now,
the fat bounder has scoffed half the cake.
Are we guing to hang and quartor him,
or boil him in oil?” .

“0Oh, really, Tom Merry—-""

“Boil him in oil!” said Monty Low-
ther. ‘&Or, as there isn’t any oil handy,
bump him on the carpet, and jump on
him !’

“1I say, you fellows——"

“Collar him!"”

“Weally, dealir boys—"
Arthur Augustus.

“You're dead in this act, Gussy ; travel
off 1” enid Monty Lowther.

“I wafuse to twavel off, Lowthah! T
coneid i .

.Billy Bunter dodged round the arm-
chair in great alarm,

“Stand by a pal, Gussy!” he ex-
claimed. “I say——"

“Wely on me, Buntah!”

“That’s my cake!” weut on Bunter,
blinking over the top of the chair-back.
“1 can produce my uncle’s lotter if neces.
81 by

5asped

objected

“Your uncle’s !"" roared Munnes.
“ch E3 1

“It was your pater's a minute ago!™

“I—I really meant my uncle—my Uncle
James!” said Bunter, apparently think-
ing the uncle would be more convincing
if the name were given, “My Uncled
James, who lost his leg on the Somme,
you know.”

“ More likely lost his head, if he was
there at all!” remarked Lowther. ¢TI
can guess what a Bunter would do with
F hi#“legs if he found himself in danger.”

““Bai Jove! That is weally a wotten
wemark, Lowthah, considewin® that Bun-
tah’s uncle was a fightin’-man—""

1 should think sol” said Billy Buunter
warmly. “Y'll bet that none of your re-
lations helped so much to beat the Huns,
Lowther, as my Uncle Peter——"

“TUncle what?”

“1 mean, Jamea!” said Bunter hastils,

“Liars should have good memories,”
remarked Manners, repeating an old pro.
verb which Billy Bunter would really
have done well to bear in nind.

_"‘If you call me a liar, Manners, I'll—

Sy,
Manngys.
“TH treat you with utier contempt!®

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Well, we've got the cako—what's left
of it!” said Tom Merry. “Let the fut
bounder off "

“He ought to be bumped ! said Low-
ther warly.

“I weluse to allow Buntah to be
bumped, Lowthali! I do not wegard your
claim to that cake as pwoved at all!” said

what will you doi” asked

Arthur Augustus D’Avcy.

3

Theree-halfpence,

“1 know it by
man Tom Me:

“8o do 1!” exclaimed Buniscr, at once

“I've got the wrappings it came in, in
my study, addressed to me!” added the
captain of the Shell,

“So have 1!" said Bunter. -

“Bai Jove! Pwoduce the v’'appin’s,
Buntah, and that will pwove to these
fellows that you weally weceived a cake
by post!”

“Yes; produce them]” said Tom.

“go 1 would, only I happen to have
used them to light the fire with!™ said

sight, don’t I7” de-

Bunter, * Otherwise, I'd produce them
with pleasure. I suppose you can take
my word?”

“Wouldn’t fake it at a gift 1> said Tow-
ther. “I suppose you can see that the fat
rotter is lying now, D’Aro;'?”

“ Weally, Lowthah—~

“None so blind as those who won't
see!” said Manners. “Will you clear off,
Guss{, while we sluughter this fat
burglur?”

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“1 wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort,
Mannahs t”

“Well, shall we slaughter Gussy first,
or let that rotler off7” asked Monty
Lowther. “I leave it to the meeting.”

““Oh, come on!” said Tom.

The Terrible Three weore unwilling to
slaughter the Honourable Arthur Augus
tus, though keen to deal out drastie
punishment to the fat Owl of the Fourth.
But Arthur Augustus stood in the way,
and evidently did not mean to desert hia

pal. .
Ho tho Shell fellows gave it up, and
walked out of the study, currying the

remmant of the cake.

Billy Bunter’s spectacles glimmered
after it till it was gone. Then he gave's
deep sigh. N

“1f you aro weally sure that that is
your cake, Buntah——" suid Arthur
Augustus hesitatingly. .

“0Of course it sl esaid DBunter
peevishly, “Haven't I told you it was
sent to me specially by my aunt?”

‘““You eaid your patah, Buntah, and
then your uncle—-—~"

“#JI—1 mean my pator—that is to say,
my unclo. 1 hope you don't doubt my
word, Gussy ?" said Buntor loftily.

“N-n-no f”

“I should cortainly rofuse to be
{riendly with a fcllow who doubted my
word. "

“That iz quite wight. Buntah.”

*“T'm atill hungry,” said Buntor, chang-
ing the subject. “The worst of it is that
T’'m stony broke, Mgy postal-order hasn't
como.” -

“YWero you expectin® o postal-order,
Buutah?” . .

% Yes~from a titled relation of mine.”
said Buuter. 1 suppose you couldn’t
lend me five bob ¢ill it eomes?”

Arthur Augustus gazed fixedly at Bun.
ter for a moment or two. He had already
cashed several postal-orders for the new
junior, and somehow none of them had
arrived at St. Jim's, Even Arthur
Augustus, careless as ho wus in
money matters, was beginning to think
that Bunter ought to wais for the arrival
of his remittances before he asked fellows
to cash them, . :

However, he alid his bhand into his
pocket, and Bunter's eyos glistencd be-
hind his spectacles, Bunter had looked
upon Arthur Augustus as o prospective
gold-mine when lie came to 8t. Jim's in
the place of his cousin Wally, and so far
Arthur Augustus was panning out re-
markably well.

Five shillings clinked into Bunter’s fub
hand. -

Arthur Augustus watched him rather
curiously a3 ba rolled out of the study,
en vouto $o Dame Tagglos' tuckshop.
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The swell of 8t. Jim’s remained aleno in
the study, with a very thoughtful ex-
pression on his face.

CHAPTER 3.
Plotting a Plot.

OM MERRY & Co.
cheerfully to tea.
Blake, howcver, was Iooking
sombre.

The addition of Bunter to the happy
family in Study No. 6 seemed to weigh
upen Jack Blake's cheery spirits, which
wag not surpriging.

“It’s too bad!” said Tom Merry,
guesging Blake’s thoughts, ““We were
mistaken in that fcllow Bunmter. Can't

u vf’i)rc hm out of your study some-

sat down

Blake shook his head glumly.

“He's planted there!” he said. *“He
won't move., s reaily all Gussy's fault;
he's so soft. Just the same as when
Trimble came here. He planted himsclf
ot our study by getting round Gussy.
We got rid of him. But Bunter is a
fixturc. He makes a regular income out
of Gussy, you sce. Wild horses wouldn’t
drag him away.”

“He scems an awful rotter!?
Manners,

“He is 1" said Blake dismally. “Why,
every day some fellow comes nosing into
the study after somcthing that Bunter
has scoffed. He has no mercy on any-
body’s rations. And tho way hc tells
licg——"%

“Y should think Gussy would be fod

,“p_”
“T believe he is, but ho won't own
up,” growled Blake. “Can’t you fcllows
make some suggestion? How can we
boot him out of the study?”

“Blessed if I see!” said Toin Merry
thoughtfuily. * Gussy asked the House-
master for Bunter to be put there, with
your consent. After that you can’t ask
for him to be chenged out.”

* That’s impossible. And he won't go
of his own accord,” said Blake, helping
himsclf dismally to cake.

“You might persuado him, somehow,”
gaid Lowther. *‘Suppose you asked him
to change into No. 2, with Trimble and
Mellish? They're a pair of wriggling
worms, and would suit him.”

“They wouldn’t have him at any
price.”

“Well, they can't be blamed for that,”
said Tom Merry, laughing.

“‘Both of them rather made up to Bun-
ter at first,” sdml Blake. ‘‘They thought
there might be samething in his yarus
about his people being wealthy. ~ But
they seem to have found out it's all
bunkum. They let l)iq; alone now.”

The Terrible ‘Three chuckled.

“And Bunter was rather taken with
Trimble, too,” said Blake, his face re-
laxing into a grm. “I suppose he
thought there might be something ‘in
Baggy’s yarns about Trimblo Hall, But
he’s let Linm alons singe.”

TYom Merry wrinkled his
thoughtfully.

“Suppose—" he began, and paused.

“ Well 27

“T've got a wheeze |”

“Go_ahead ! said Blake, not wery
hopefully. His expression imphed that
he did not think very much of Bhel
wheezes.

“Supposc Bunter's yarns about his
wealthy people were true, and that he

said

did get some remittances, Trimble and’

Mellish would make up to him no end,”
said the captain of the Shell.

“ But, they’re not.”

* And suppose,” said Tom, unheeding,
“that Bunter believed in I'rimble Hall,
sngd the terrific wealth of the Tyimblo
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family, then he would jump at the chance
of suckimg up to Baggy.”

“But he doesn’t.”

“And then,” gaid Tom, *they’d click,
and Bunter could ask Railton to let him
migrate into No. 2, and once he was
lm‘]‘ded thero’a’ you’d be done with him !”

ou'rec dense !’ said
Tom Merry patiently. ‘ Nobody takes
any stock in Trimble’s yarns. But sup-
pose some very impdrtant persons—us,
for example—began to listen to Baggy
with very great respect—-"’

4" Oh !!’

:: 2{}&[})}0 Bunter on the same lines——""

“Isn't 1t very likely that they'd suc-
ceed in spoofing one another—-—"

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.

“The difficulty s that it would cost
some tin,” said Tom. “If we believe
their yarns, they’ll expect us to shell out
small loans. Is it worth it 7"

*“It’s worth a small fortune to squecze
Bunter out of No. 6!”

“My dear man,

“Besides, Gussy does squeeze . out
money now,” sid Manners., ‘“Bunter
plunders him right and left.”

“That’s so,” agreed Blake, “I won-

der—"

“It’s a case of shoulder to shoulder,”
said Tom Merry. “We're boundrto help.
In fact, we're partly responsible. We
were taken in by Bunter, and that
helped Gussy to get taken in, and that
planted Bunter on you. We'll all stand
in and help. Besides, it will be fun to
see those two spoofing bounders trying
to chisel one rnother.”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“(rood egg!” said Blake heartily. 1
say, I'll call Dig and Herries, and we'll
talk it over.”

“What about Gussy?”

Blake shook his head.

“Leave Gussy out! Gussy's too good
for this world. He feels that it’s up to
him to stick to Bunter, because he made
friends with him once, and he shuts his
eyes to the plin facts. "Besides, Gnssy
tries hard {o believe in Bunter, anyway.
He will back us up without knowing it.”

‘‘Ha, ha 1"

Blake left the study, and returned with
George Herries and Robert Arthur
Dighy of the Fourth. Miss Priscilla’s
cake wes finished by the whole party
whilo an anmmated discussion went on,

Herries and Dig entered heartily into
the scheme. They were as fed up with
their new study-mate as Blake was.

Tho - plot was plotted, and, details
baving” been arrapged, seversl more
fellows were called into the study—Kan-
garoo of the Shell, Julian and Roylance
of the Fourth, aind Cardew, Clive, and
Leyvison from Study No. 9.

Théy all gave in their adherence cheer-
fully. They had seen enough of Bunter
to sympathise with the unhappy plight
of Study No. 6, and they were willing
and ready to do all they could to relicve
that celebrated study of its incubus.

When the discussion and the cake were
finished, the party broke up, and as they
cameo down the passage from Fom
Merry’s study they sighted Baggy
Trimble of the Fourth.

Baggy was leaving Racke’s study in
rather a hasty manner, and for a moment
a boot was visible in the deorway cre the
door closed after him.

Apparently Baggy had invited him-
self to tea with Racke and Crooke, and
had boen given the order of the boot.

Ho wap shaking a fat fist at the closed
door when Tom Merry & Co. came
along.

“Hallo, kid ! said Tom Merry cheer-
ful(ls%. “What's the trouble?”

“Phat cad Racke!” gasped Trimble,
“Te’s  actually kicked me~me, you

oW
"

know, Lecausé—becanss* —Baggy Lesi-
tated a monient—‘because I refused to
lend him g fiver!”

“Oh, my hat!¥

“Well, you might have lent a chap a
fiver,” said Monty Lowther, closing one
eye at his comrades. “ A fellow like you,
rolling in fiyers—?

“Wallowing in them,” said Manners,

Trimble stared at the chums of the
School House. This was rather a new
view for them to take, and he suspected
for o moment that they were pulling his
podgy leg. But their faces wore quite
grave.

“Well, I've got plenty of money, of
course,” gaid Trimble, *But I don’t sce
why 1 should lend it to Racke.”

“Better keep out of that study,
Trimble,” said Kangarco solemnly.
“They play banker and nap there, It's
reallz not safe for a wealthy fellow like
you.

The juniors passed on, feeling that
that was enough to begin with. Baggy
Trimble looked after them rather uncer-
tainly.

It was rather gralifying to Le recog-
vnised like this as a wealthy fellow, and
warned ta be careful of his ample wealth.
Trimble jingled a French penny and a
bad halfpenny in his pocket, and strutted
s ho went down the passage. Ile felt
as if he were coming ‘into his own,

If this was the opinmion the School
House juniors had of him, it looked a3 if
the negotiations of small loans—date of
repayment uncertain—would be an easier
matter in the future. Baggy Trimble

resolved to put that matter to tho test
ab a very carly dato.
CHAPTER 4.

Cargew Begins.
BILLY BUNTER pricked up his
ears,
It was the following day, anid
morning lessons were owver. A
very important matter ocecupied Bunfer's
mind—How and where a snack was to bo
obtained before dinner-time, That decp
problem was filling the fat junior’s mind
as he sat on a bench under the old elms.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had been
trotted in vain. He was stony, partly
owing to Bunter’s previous extractions.
Blake and Herries and Dig he had not
cared to approach. He had received
such very emphatic replies frotn them on
previous oceasions.
' Bunter was, thinking ent the problem
when Baggy Trimble and Cardew of the
Fourth cante strolling along under the
leaflegs trees.: 3
Thére was un almost comical expres-
sion of fat gratification on Bagey Trim-
ble’s face. Many a.time and oft' had he
striven to get on chutnpy terms with the
L grandson of Lord Reckmess, who had
endless titled eonpidctions snd hesps of
mone¢y, And Ralph Reckness had coolly
kept him at arm’s-length—or further o
than that—all the time,

Now there was a change. Cardew was
displaying the most cordial urbanity to-
wards the fat Fourth-Former, and Baggy
was basking, as it were, m his smiles.
Baggy was not aware, natwrally, that
Uardew had entered whels-heartedly
into 'Tom Merry's wheeze. Baggy knew
nothing of the wheeze.

Cardew was likely to carry the game
much further than Tom Merry dréamed;
anything in the nature of spoof appealed

 to Iis peculiar nature.  And it amused
him hugely to pull Baggy Trimble's
egregious leg,

“The Eacter vagi” Cardew was say-
ing, as thiey came ‘within Billy Bunter's
liearing. ®You'ra really very kind,
Trimble. ¥

“Not af ell, old fellow,” said Trimble



Every Wednesday,

sffectionatoly. “We'd be glad to lLave
you for the holidays.”

“Well, I've never seen Trimble Hall,”
said Cardew thoughtfully. “1 must say
{'d like to see Trimble Hall.”

“Then make it a fixture,” said
Trimble. “I'm making up a party for
the holidays, Cardew. I'd be glad to
havo you. I'll put yvour nams -dovwn.”

“Thanks no end, cld fellew !V

“Not a bit of it.”

The two juniors had stopped quite near
Duntar, apparently not observing him.
Or, rather, Cardew had stopped, and
“Urimble followed his example. The Ol
of Greyfriars blinked at them in surprise.

Bunter had heard all about Trimble
Ilall--it was impossible to be in the same
form as Baggy Trimble without hearing
all ahout it.  Bunter had taken that
raagnificent establishment with a very
large orain of salt—as he had observed
that the other fellows did.

it astonished him to find Cardew
tuking it quite seriously in this way.

Ii intercsted him, too.  Cardew, he
Lknew, was a keen fellow, and quite gt
Lome in that elevated sphere whera vis-
counts and marquises are as common as
blackberries,  If Cardew took -stock in
‘Irimble MHall, that was as good evidence
as could be asked for that Trimble Hall
was not mercly a figment. of Baggy's
furtila brai,

“How shall we get down to the Hall,
Ly the way?"” asked Cardew. * What's
your stution, Trimble?”

“0Oh, the pater’s car will come forus!”
said Trimble airily.  “Now the war's
cvor, you know, that's all right.”

“Dut if you'ra taking a large
down—-"

“Abont a
tessly,

“Will the car take the lov?”

“Oh, yes., I'll 'phone my pater to

party

;‘1-17"11," .\12:] ]':.’:_’J\fj CETO.

«ond  the biggest Rolls-Royee,”  said
frimble.  “ Rather pleasart, you know,
tn go down in a party by road. I never

¢ for railviay travelling.”
von do things in
Tvimble Hall, an’ wno mistake!”
Cardew admiringly.
“Alwaya did, yon know,

gaid

What's the

good of heing w millionaire if you don't

spend your money?”  said Rag
fatuously, “That's how my Pater locks
av it”

“You must have a good time when
sou're at home."”

“Topping i said Baggy. * Of course,
theie’ll be some people there you
mayn’t care for—big political johunies—
1hoe Prime Minister, and some of the War
Office big guns, and 80 on. DBut they
needn’t bother you.”

“I sha'n’t let them,”
gravely,

“My pater likes that kind of society.
ile's going in for a title, you know, and
those things have to be wangled,” said
Trimbla, ¥ Bug—"

“T should rather Like to meact the
Prime Minister,” remarked Cardew. *“1
suppose you could get me an introduc-
tion?"”

“Cortainly, I'll make a note of it,”
raid Baggy. ““I'm afraid you'll find him
u bit of a_bore. I do.”

said Cardow

“Oht You—you do?” gasped Cardew.
*“Yes, Still, ono has to meet such
people.”

“Of—of course!”

“I think you'll enjoy yourseli at
Trimble Hall,” said Baggy, beaming.
“T don't brag of my wealth, you know.
Doocid bad form. But there it is.
We're millionaires, and we live up to it.”

“Well, of ecourse, anybody could see
that much, from the thumpin’ remit-
tances you got.”

*Oh, it goes !” said Trimble. “ Money
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simply flies, you knew, when a fellow’s
as open-handed as I am. I lent my last
tenner to Figgins of the Now House.”

“D-d-did you?”

“And the pater’s got rather ratty
about my asking him for money again
so soon,” sighed Trimbla.

“No wonder, if you blug it a tenner at
a time!”

“Wall, I never was mean, you know,
and I simply can't refuse a pal a loan
when he asks for it. Thé worst of it is
the pater’s written to say that, as I've
had twenty pounds in the last week, he’s
not going to send me any more till the
end of the term.”

“You reallv can’t expect him to,” said
Cardew gravely.

But it comes awkward,” said
Trimble, watching Cardew’s grave face

Three-halfpence, B

now and wonderful respect in his Lhak.
“Money talks,” it is said, and if Cardew
was lending Trimble money because he
knew all about the unlimited wealth of
the Trimbles, that was evidence quite
good enough for Bunter.

And the fat Owl could have kicked
himseclf for not having welcomed the
advances Trimble had made on his
arrival at St. Jim’s.

This wealthy fellow, son of a million-
aire—a fellow who mixed with Prime
Ministers at home—had been quite
friendly at first, and Bunter had let the
chance slip. .

Ho resofved to make up for lost time

at once. .
Trimble was still staring almost
dazedly at his plunder when Bunter

rolled towards him and joined him.

T

Ir

A Temporary Loan!
(See Chapter 2.)

“I'm to have a tenner on the
last day of the terin—-"" ‘

“That will set you up.”

“Yes; but in the meantime—'

“My dear fellow,” said Cardew cor-
dially, *“if you're short of tin in the
meantime, yvou've got plenty of ‘riends
who'll stand by you. F'rinstance, I
should be very much offended if j‘gu
forgot me when you happened to be
short of tin.”

“ W-w-w-would you?"” gasped Trimble,
hardly able to believe his fat cars.

“Certainly., I really hope that you
won't forget to meontion it to me,
Trimble, if you happon to be short,”

“I—I won’t——"

“If a half-sov would be any uso to
vou at the present moment—""

“It—it would.”

“Say no more, old nut,
arel”

“Ralph  Reckness Cardew atrolled
away, leaving Baggy Trimble staring,
with a fixed and astonished gazo, at the
roney in his fat palm,

Hore you

Jilly Bunter blinkod at him, swith

“Trimble, said Bunter
affectionately.

Trimble stared at him—not a welcom-
ing stare.

He was on pally terms with the dandy
of the Fourth now, and he had no se for
Bunter. Besides, a few days had been
enough to conviuce him that Bunter's
brag was as unfounded as his own.

“Hallo!” he said coldly,

“I'vo been looking for you,” seid
Bunter, with determined cordiality.

“I] dare say you have,” answered
Trimble coolly. “And you can look a
little farthor!™

Ho walked away.

“Oh!” murmured Bunter.
beast 1"

But Billy Bunier swas not so easily
beaten as sll that. A little later Tom
Merry & Co., from the steps of the
Qchoo! House, observed quite an inter-
esting scene

Baggy Trimble, with a emear of jam
round hia fat mouth, was coming in Yo
dinnoer. Billy Bunter joined him in the
quad, and walked with him.
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Trimble gave him a baughty look.

“] say, Trimble. old chap,” seid
Bunter cooingly, “T'li tell you what-+--""

*“You needn’t!”

“The fact is, Triable, I was going t6
ask you to tea——-"

“I'm going to tea in Study Na. 9,
thanks,” answered Trimble. “ JLevison’s
aszked me to tea with him and Cardew.”

“To-morrow, then-——"

“ To-motrow DIve promised Manners.”

“Oh!” murmured Bunter.

Trimble seemed a very much sought-
after person all of a sudden. Billy
Bunter could have kicked himself once
more, and quite hard, for not having
iqizc\] the opportunity of palling with
1334308

“The fact is, Trimble,” murmured
Bunter, “I—I"m not very comfy in No, 6
~-rather crowded, you know---"’

‘“ No bhizney of mine.”

“Plenty of room in No. 2, though,”
said Bunter. “I really wanted to come
into it before, only D’Arcy over-per-
suaded me—-"

“Jolly glad he did!”

“Ahem! I—I'm thinking of asking
the Housemaster to change me into No.
2, as there’s more room there——'"

“TR jolly well roll you out if vou
wedge into my study, Bunter! And Il
see Railton about 1it, if you do!” sid
Trimble. “You're not going to loot my
study as you do No. 6.

“Oh, really, Trimble——"

“Soat!” said Trimble.

He walked on alone. But Billy Bunter
hurried after him, and joined him in the
deorway.

“T say, Trimble, old chap—"

“Oh, “go and eat coke!” snapped
Trimble. “Hang on to somebody who
wants your, company—I don’t !

Apd Trimble rolled away, sniffing.
Tgm Merry & Co. exchanged a cheery
griri. Evidently the plot was working !

CHAPTER 5.
Gussy is Puzzled.
3. RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY

was surprised.
He could not quite make it
ott.
When he came into Study No. 6, and

found Blake and Herries and Digby"

listening to Bunter with respeciful
attention, he could scarcely believe hie
noble eyes,

Bunter was rather surprised himself—
but not much. His view was that Study
No. 6 was doing him simple justice at
lust. He was a fine fellow; ha was a
fascinating personality ; and they hadn't
recognised it. Now they seemed alive
to their error, and were making 'up for

time. That was what it looked hike—
to Bunter.

When Billy Bunter could obtain an
audience he was accustomed to spread-
ing himself. And once Study No. 6 had
hecome respectfully attentive Bunter's
spreading grew tremendous.

The glories of the
equalled, if they did not excel, those of
‘rimble Hall; indeed, as Herries re-
marked privately, when it came to lying,
Bunter and Trimble were neck and necﬁ,

In expiating upon those glories Buntor
almost forgot that he was, for the nonce,
Wally Bunter—but he was not in danger
of betraying himself, for no one recally
heeded or compared his various state-
ments—his habitual untruthfulness was
well known now, and nobody expected
him to keep anywhere near the facts.
"Bunter’s yarns generally wound up
with the confidential statement that,
owing to unforeseen -circumstances, a
postal-order he had been expecting had
not arrived. But, to his great satis-
faction, he found that even the postal-
order was awallowed, as it were—and
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»¢* Millionaire’ Trimble

Bunter  home

Blake and Herrics and Digby, in turn,
cashed it for him in advance.,

With the ultimate object of ridding
the study of the intolerable Owl, they
felt that it was money well spent.

Arthur Augustus was surprised-—he was
puzzled—and he was a little suspicious.

He was pleased at first; but it dawrned
upon hig noble brain that his chums were
pulling Bunter’s leg, and that was rather
annoying.

Tom Merry’s little scheme had heen at
work for a couple of days when D’Arcy
tackled his chams on iho subject.
Bunter had just left the study with a half-
crown he had extracted from Dig—on
account of a remittance hourly expeoted.

“You fellows scem to be gettin’ on
bettah with Buntah,” Arthur Auguztus
remarked casually.

“Ves, lools like it, doesr't it5" gaid
Blake.

“I twust you are not puilin' his leg 2™

4 €

How "

“Well, you have vewy fwequently
wemarked that you do not believo his
statemenia we’gardin' his home and|
people, Blake.’

“ But you did, Guss

“T could not posqihfy doubi the word
of a fwiend, Blake.”

‘“Even when he tells whoppers?”
grinned Blake.

“Waeally, you know—--" )

“ Well, now we're following your noble
cxample, Gussy. We're making it a point
to believe everything Bunter says.”

“I twust you weally believe him,
Blake."”

“gun’t do better than our best, can
we ?

“1 supposc not. But the wemarkable
thing is that you arec tweatin’ Twimble
in the same way.”

“Trunble !” yawned Blake. “What
about Trimble?”
“I have secen you listenin’ to his

widiculous yarns about Twimble Hall,
just as if you didn’t know he was lyin’.””

Blake shook an admonitory finger at
the swell of St. Jim's.

“Gussy ! he exclaimed, in a tone more
of sorrow than of anger. ‘“Really, I'm
shocked at you!"

“ Weally, Blake——"

“Tow do you know that Trimble isn’t
telling the truth as much as Bunter?”
demanded Blake.

“ Weally—"

“Trimble Hall is just as likel
as Bunter Court,” remark Digby.
is as likely a
person as Lord Bunter de Bunter,”

“Yaas, but—""

‘““We've all accepted Trimble's in-
vitations home for the next vac,” said
Blake. *“So has Cardew. 8o we're
bound to be civil.”

“Yes, rather,” grinned Herries.

“You know vewy well, Blake, that
Twimble is spoofity’, and that he does not
weally mean to tuke anybody home for
tha vac ”

“Gussy 17

“Bai Jove! I wefuse to be addwessed
as if you were shocked at me, Blake!”
exclaimed the swell of 8t Jim's.

“But I am shocked at you, Gussy!
You’re getting suspicious in your old
age | said Blake sorrowfully.

“1 wefuse to admit for one moment
that- I am suspicious. 1 wegard eus-
piciousness as wotten bad form!” ex-
claimed D’Arcy hotly. *But we know
the facts about Twimble. Didn't he ask
a lot of fellows home once befosh, and
hedge at the last-minute? Did anybody.
go to his place? Didn’t he coutwive to
w'iggle out of it?”

“Well, ‘it did look like that,” grinned:
Blake. *“But he may mean business this
time.”

«“«“ ‘vats 1”

to exist

“Now, look here; Gussy—-"

I wepeat—wats!  You are pullin?
Twimble's leg, and Buntah's leg.
weally ’do not see what you are doia’

iv for.’
‘¢ Noblesse  oblige'1”  xaid Dig.

“We're bound to take their word, ain't

we? We're not suspicious, Gussy.”

D‘“ If you think that I am suspicioue,
ig——

“Basides, Trimbie s a chap worth
knowing, like Bunter,” remarked Her-
ries. “T'd bke you to be a Wit more
civil to Trimblé, Gussy.”

¥ wefuse to be eivil to Twimble.”

“ But the son of a millionaire might be
jolly useful-——2

“T do nut cwedit for one moment that
his patah is a millionaire; and I should
certainly wefuse to be civil to him on
that sccount, even if 1 did cwedit it."”

“Well, we've not so jolly dis-
interested,” said Blake. “ We're going
to cultivate Trimble—for his money, you

know.” . . .
“1 sappose you are jokin', Blake?”
“Sober as a judge, old 1 There's

Sober as a judge, old man 3

a Jot of delightful traite in Trimble's
character—if a <hap could only seo
them,™

“T have nevah been ablo to seo them,”

“You're prejudiced, Gussy. Hallo!”
Blake glanced at tho study clock. *Timo

was off, or I shall keep Trimble
waiting.” )

“Bai Jove! Arc you goin' out with
Teimble, Blake 7"

“Yes; he’s asked me.”

“You neval’;heared for that boundah's
company befoah |”

“[ didw't belicve then that he was
rolting in money,” explained Blake.
“The case is altered now.”

Aud Blake strolled out of the study.

“Bai Jove! I wefuse to believe thab
Blako cares a wap far Twimble's money,
even if he has got any, which I don't
cwedit for one moment!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus. “This is some wotten
stung I

“Go Lon!” murmured Dig.

“You are pullin’ Twimble’s leg, av’
Buntah’s leg, an’ my leg!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, with some excitement.

“ My hat!" What a lot of leg-pulling !”
said Dighy. “My dear man, if you don't
believe Bunter’s yarns, you cantell him
0, hut we’re making it a point to believe
in them in lumps, You ought to bo
pleascd, as yow're nlwa?’e standing up for
that fat Owl—ahem !—I mean, thav
splendid chap.”

“Wate "’ was Arthur Augustus’ reply.

He retired from tlie study, very much

perplexed, leaving Herries and Dig
«chortling.

He was further suprised when he
came out into the quadrangle. Jack

Blake was walking down to the gates
with Trimble, and Gussy caught a snateh
of Trimble's convereation. .

“You'll find everything tip-top at
Trimble Hall—-"

Arthur - Augustus’ feclings were cx-
pressed 1n a sniff.

Next his eyes fell upon Billy .Buntey,
who was in conversation with the Terrible
Three. The Shell fellows were listening

awith as much respect as Blake & Co. had

shown in the study.

“The difficulty is,” Bunter was say-
ing, “that my pater's sent me a cheque,
the amount being rather too large for a
postal-order. I don't qyite know wheru
to get it cashed.”

“Oh, bai Jove !*” murmured D' Arey.

Trimble paused, and glanced round; he
heard that remark of Bunter's as he
passed. Perhaps Blake had led him past
to hear it.

There was a scornful grin on Trimble's
podgy face. He, for one, did not belicve
m Bunter’s cheque. But he was sur-
prised to see that Tom Merry & Co. took
it with perfect scriousnces.
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“That's awkward, Bunter,” said Tom
Merry seriousiy.

“Dashed awkward 1" agreed Dunter.
“1 supposc you fellows——"

“Is it for a large amount?” ucked
T'om.

“No; only for ten pounds,” answered
Bunter neghgently.

“0Oh! Ah! I say, Blake!" called
out Tom Merry.

“Hallo?” said Blake,

Trimble with him.

“Bunter'a in rather a difficult posi-
tion,” said Tom gravely, ‘‘It secins that
he's got a cheque from his pater. We
never get cheques, and I'm blessed if
I know how to get one cashed. What
would you suggest?”

“Well, if it’s an open cheque, Bunter
can take it to the bank,” said Blake,
after eome thought, while Bagyy Trimble
stood dumbfounded.

“It’s a crossed cheque,
hastily.

“Oh, in that case, the Housemuster
would cash it for you,” said Blake, * He
could pass it through his bank, you
know.”

“Why, of course!” satd Tom Merry.
“Mr. Railton would do it like & shot!”

“It might take some time,” said Bun-
ter, blinking at them. “ Perhaps, while
I'm waiting for it, you fellows could

“Go to the Housemaster and ask
Mnll\'" suggested Lowther. “Tf_he can't
cas
tin with pleasure !"”

‘“Good !” said Bunter,

coming up,

”

said Bunter

He rolled away to the Scliool House |

with the Terrible Three. Blake turned
away towards the gates again with
T'rimble.

“I—I say, Blake, do you think Bun-
ter’s really got a cheque for ten pounds 7
breathed Trimble,

“He says ho has,” answered Blake,
looking surprised. “1I eupposo ho ought
to know."”

“I thought it was all gas—"

“My dear chap, that's a bit suspicious,
isn't 1t?"” said Blake reprovingly.

‘““Has he really gone to the Ilouse-
muster about it, I wonder 7"

*Cut in and sce,” said Blake, laugling.

“By gad, I willt»

Baggy Trimble, intensely carious, ran
jaickly into the House. 1IIe found the
Uorrible Three lounging in the passage
war Mr. Railtons’ door.

**Where’s Bunter?” he gasped.

Tom Merry nodded towards the House-
master's study.

‘‘ Gone in to Railton?”

“ Ya."
“Then—thien
eque ?”
“Why shouldn’t he ?"

“Oh, my hat!” said Trimble.

He left the School House, aud rejoined
Blake, with a very thoughtful frown on
his fat face. The Terrible Three grinned
at one another.

*“The plot
Towther,

Trimble's walk with Blake was cut
rather short that aftornoon—not at ali to
Blake’s disappointment. Baggy was
rather anxious to get back to St. Jim's
—and see Bunter |

A fellow who asked a Housemaster to
rash a cheque for ten pounds for him was
r fellow worth cultivating. Aund Baggy
I'rimble by this time bitterly regrotted
that he had repulsed Bunter's friendly
overtures. But that was an error that
could bo rectified!

he's really got (Le

ch

thickens!”  murmured

CHAPTER 6.
A Chance for Mellish.

" ELL, Bunter?”
Billy Bunter blinked rather

uncasily at the master of the
School House, bl
The Terrible Three had acconpanicd
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him as far as tle door of the House-
master’s study—to get his cheque cashed.
The cheque, unfortunately, had no exis-
tence outside Bunter’s fervid imagination,
so he certainly could not ask Mr. Railton
to cash it.

Housemaster’s study with that pre-
tended object in order to keep up
appearances; and, once inside, he

cudgelled his brains for an excuse to give
Mr. Railton for his visit.

The School House master regarded him
with surprise. He could not understand
what the fat junior was blinking and hesi-
tating for.

“Well 2’ he repeated.

“If—if you please, sir—
Bunter, to gain time.

“Kindly come to the point, Bunter!
My time is of value!” said Mr, Railton
severely.

“THe Slacker!”

" stammered

it on the spot, we’ll lend you some

ARE YOU ONE?

Now is the time to show what
stuff you are made of. Don't slack
about the streets in ‘“civvies" it
you can join a Cadet Corps,

HELP YOUR COUNTRY BY

applying to “C.A.V.R,, Judges’
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
tice, W.C. 2,”” who will send you
particulars as to your nearest
Cadet Corps. You can do your
bit by

BECOMING A CADET TO-DAY!
See to It!

ANNANANANN

I—I wouldu't waste

“ (lertainly, sir! ¢
Why

vour time for anything

“You ure doing so, however!
have you come to my study?"

“T—I--the fact is, sir—-"

“Well?” exclaimed Mr. Railton im-
patiently. )

“I—I'm expecting a postal-order, sir!"”
gasped Bunter.

“What "

“It—it hasn't come, sir, and-—and if
you c«),uld advance me the ten shillings,
sir—""

“(ertainly not!” said Mr. Railton
saverely. '“You are a very singular boy,
Bunter, to come to your Housemaster
with such a request. Leave my study at
ouce [

“Yes, 6ir!™ gasped Dunter.

And he left the study, glad to escape
Mr. Railton’s keen eyes.

The Lerrible Three were waiting iu the
passage. They camoe towards Bunter as
ite closed the Housemaster's door.

“All screnc?” asked Tom Merry.

“Nunno! Ile—ho can't. cash

the

But he had to enter the

‘Three-halfpence, 1

cheque ! gasped Bunter, blinking ume
casily at the Terrible Three.

Bunter had a way of judging others
by himself, and he wondered whether an
inquisitive ear had been near the keyhole
while he was talking to Mr. Railton
within.

But he was soon relieved. The chums
of the Shell looked sympathetic, and
certainly unsuspicious.

“That's hard cheese!” said Manners.

“Yes, isn’t it?”” said Bunter, gathering
confidence. “ Awfully hard on a cha
when hs's got a cheque for ten quid,

and—-—
“We'll find somebody else,” said Tom

Merry musingly. * Perhaps Mrs. Taggles
;von,l'c’i change 1t at the tuckshop? Let’s
ry !

“I—I've left it with Railton,” eaid
Bunter hastily. “He—he's going to pass
it through his bank, you see, and—and
let me have the money when it comes.
I—TI shall have to wait.”

“Ohi” said Tom gravely. “Well,
that's really the best thing you could do
with it, Bunter.”

“Yes, but in the meantime—-""

“1 dare say Trimblo could accpmmo-
date you in the meantime,” said Monty
Lowther, with the solemnity of an owl
*Trimble’s simply gilb—edge«:{ you know;
ho says so himself.”

*“Good! Let's go and see Trimble!”
said Mannors.

*“He—he's gope out, hasn’t he?” asked
Bunter.

“He was here a minute ago, speakinﬁ

[to us. Let's look in his study, anyway.

‘“Oh, all right!
fellows—="

“This way!” said Tom Merry, sud-
denly deaf.

The Terrible Three turned to the stair-
case, and Bunter rolled after them. They
looked into Study No. 2 in the Fourtl
Form passage. Baggy Trimble was not
there ; but his study-mate, Percy Mellish,
was in the room, busily occupied with
lines—as the Terrible Three happened to
know.

Mellish gave the chums of the Shell a
sour look; but he honoured Buntor with
a civil nod.

Mellish had heard Bunter’s tales of
magnificence—of which he would not
have believed a word but for the fact that
Tom Dlerry & Co. seemed to be takin
them for granted. So far as Mellish couls
see, tho Terrible Three and Study No. 6

But perhaps you

- were sucking up to Bunter for his money.

Certainly there was no other way of ac-
counting for their seeking Bunter's
society, Bunter unadorned, so to speak,
wug not exactly fascinating ; but if he was
rich, that accounted for everything—in
Percy Mellish's eyes.

“Trimble out?"” asked Tom Merry.

*He's gone out with Blake, I believe,”
suid Mellish, with a sneer. ‘“Blake’s been
fishing for an invitation to Trimble's
place, and he seems to have caught it.
Blessed if I ever believed in Trimble
Hall!”

“0Oh, draw it mild!” exclaimed Tom.
“Trimble’s asked us thero for the vac.”

“ And you're going?”

“We've accepted the invitation,” said
Tom gravely. * According to Trimble, a
chap will get a topping tiume there.”

“According to Trimble!” sneered
Mellish. **T’ll believe in his merry palace
when T seo it !"”

“Perhaps Trimble hasn't asked you?"
suggested Bunter, blinking at him.

“Go and cat coke!” was Mellish's re-
ply, his civility to Bunter giving way
under the strain of that remark. "

*Well, never mind Trimble Hall,” said
Tom Merry. “ Bunter's looking for
“Lrimblo to cash a cheque for him|”

“T'en pounds!” said Bunter loftily.

Tue Gex LiBrary.—No. 573,



8 A GRAND SCHOOL STORY APPEARS IN THIS WEEK'S ** MAGNET,” 13> ORDER NOW.

“You dget cheques for ten puundst”
exclaimed Mellish, with wide-open eyes,

“That's nothing to me!” said Bunter.

“ Gammont”

“0Oh, really, Mellish] These follows
saw me hand the cheque to Mr. Railton,
who’s promised to cash it for me, any-
how !”

“ Phew |”

“Well, as Trimble's out, there's
nothing doing here!” said 'Tom Meiry
hastily. “1 dare say we can accommo
date you, Bunter, till you get some cash
in hand. Will five bob be any use?”

“ Certainly, old chap!”

Mellish’s eyes grew wider and wider as
the Terrible Three sorted eut sufficient
gilver to make up that sum.

“Of eourse, 1 know that’s not much to
a wealthy fellow like you, Bunter!” gaid
Lowther. “But we're not all million-
aires |”

“ Don’t mench, old chap!”’ said Bunter,
“T'll let you have this back when I get
the cash from Railton!”

“That’s all right!”

The Terrible Three went out, and Bun-
ter was following them, when Percy
M‘e‘%ish calgsd to m]ld y ,

sav, Bunter, old chap—

“ Hallo?” said Bunter carclesely.

“Care for toffee?” asked Mellish
amicably. “I've got seme rather good
toffee here!”

“ Like a bird!” said Bunter.

Owl’s fat face beamed as he
sampled Mellish's toffee—and he tock a
rather large sample. When the toffeu
was finished Bunter rolled away-—haviug
accepted an invitation from Mellish to
come in to tea that week.

Mellish looked very thoughtful. The
sneak of the Fourth was impecunious, and
he was accustomed to hanging on to
wealthy fellows like Racke and Crooke
for the sake of the crumbs that fell fron
the rich man’s table. Racke and Crooke
patronised him, and disdained him. It
occurred to Mellish that it would be more
agreecable, and more prefitable, to pay his
court to this wealthy new junior, who
had cheques for ten pounds at a time.

Evidently there was something in it,
or why were Tom Merry & Co. so civil
to the fat fellow? They must have an axe
to grind, Mellish reflected. And when it
camo te flattery and toadery, Mellish fely
that he eould easily cut out Tom Merry
& CTo, He had great gifts in that line,

Mellish was thinking that over whils
the Terrible Three, having finished with
Bunter, went down to foothall practice.

“It's working!” grinned Monty Low-
ther. * Next thing will be a close friend-
ﬁlng between Buntor and Trimble—youw’ll
gee!”

* Bunter will be after Trimble’s money,
and Trimble will be after Bunter’s; and,
as netther of them has any, no harm will
be done!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*Trimble’s sure to try to get Bunter
to chum with bim in his study, and I
fancy Mellish will second him. And Bun-
ter’s sure to jump at the chance, to get
in_close, touch with Trimhle’s wealth!”

The Terrible Three roared,

The wheeze was working like a charn.
The two incurable spoofers were succeed-
ing in spoofing one another—with a little

CHAPTER 1.
CCI
and found it rich and fragrant

assistange from Tom Merrv & Co.
It really looked as if Study No. 6 would
Bosom Pals.
SAY. vou fellows!”
Billy Bunter rolled into Study
No. 6 at toa-timo the next day,
with the scent of frying herrings.
{)e r(-.lleved of W. G. Buuter before very
o1 !
Tre Gem Lrerary.—No. §73.

Me sniffed.

“1 say, you fellows, I've asked a friond
to tea!” he said.

“Wight-ho, deah boy!” auswered
D’Arcy. * Any fwiend of yours is-wel-
come! Vewy fortunately, we have some
jom.”

“Yes; that’s lucky!” remarked Blake
solmenly. “ Whe's your friend, Buntor—
Tom Merry?”

““No} said Bunter disdainfully.

Apparently he did not think very much
of Tom Merry.

*“ Lowther or Maoners? 7

“Certa nly not! It's Trimhle!”

“Oh, Trimhle!” said Herries, turning
his fuce away to hide the grin that was
overspreading it.

“Bai Jove! Twimble!"”

“ And TI'd like something a bit decent
for tea,” said Bunter, with a very dis-
satisfied blink at the herrings. “Trimble’s
a rether decent chap!”

* Bai Jove!”

“T should like to be hospitable,” said
Bunter. “ Blessed if I care about- offer-
ing a friend fr ed fish for tea!” v

“Cut down to the tuckshop,” suggested
Digby., *Dame Taggles has a lot of stuff
in—-"

“Railton hasn’s changed my chegue
yefzt,” e’xpla.imd Bunter. *I’m still short
of tin.”

“Too bad!” said Blake seriously.

Arthur Augastus D’Arcy turned his
eyeglass on Blake searchingly. Gussy was
not suspicious. Suspicion and Gussy were
as far as the poles asunder. But he had
doubts about that cheque. He could not
help having very streng doubta.

The amazing ciroumstance was that
Blake & Co, appeared to swallow it whole.
The story of the ten-pound cheque was
a Tittle too steep for Gussy, who was of
quite a trusting disposition ; and it would
bave taxed his credence to the utmost
limit. He natarally expected his chums
to express their opinions on the subject
with Fourth Form candour. Instead of
which they seemed to take the cheque for
granted.

Arthur Augustus s'mply counldn’t catch
on. This unwearying politeness to Bunter
was past his noble ecomprehension.

“Well, it would take a day or two [or
the cheque to pass through the bank,”
paid Herries gravely. “It has to go
through a clearing-house or something. 1
don't see why Railton can't advance you
the money.”

D"‘Yes; why not ask him?” remarked

1%,

FBunter shook his head.

“I don't care to ask favours of him,”
he said, ‘*He might have offered it. Ile
didn’t choose to, and I sha’n’t ask him. 1
shall wait 11 the cheque is cashed.”

Jack Blake laoked at the Owl aluiost in
wonder.

Ho knew perfectly well that there was
no cheque in existence, and that Bunter
had not therefore given it to Mr, Rail-
ton to change for him. Yet the fat
junior spoke with calm agsurance, as if
he helieved in it himeelf,

The fact was thnt Billv Bunter was so
accustomed to talking out of his het that
he had almost lost the distinetion
between truth and falsehand. So long
a3 his statements were bel'eved, that was
gond enouch for him; and he did not con-
sider it necessarv that they should have
any relation to the facts.

Arthur Augmstus looked very uncom-
fortahle, He felt, rather than knew, that
the Owl was lyine, and it gave him a
sena of erent nneasiness.

Blake turmed to the herrings again.

Snoofirg Bonter was rather a inke, Lt
Blake felt his ratience approaching the
limit sometimes.

Herries and Dighy coughed, and went
on laying the teble. They, teo, wan-
dered how Dunter could do it.  Lhey

almosi expacted him to  choke, sonie-
times, when he rolled out such thunmping
whoppers. They did not kuow the Owl
¢y well ug he had been krown in the
(ireyfriars Remove. Buater was in no
danger of choking.

“So—sa Twimble is comin’ o res?’
said Arthur Augustus, bresking a silonce
that was growing painful.

“Yes, my pa{’ Trimble,” eaid Buntor
loftily.

“1 was not awaah thai Twimble vwes
your pal, Buntah,”

“You're aware of it now, then! T'vo
chummed up with Trimble,” explained
Buanter, blinkinz at Gussy. ‘‘We've gob
4 lot in common. In these days of
Hocialism and Bolshevism and things 1t's
the duty of wealthy fellows to stick to-
gether, " That’s how 1 look at it.”

“On1"

“1 didn’t know Trimble was wealthy—
1 mean, he didn’t know 1 was wealthy—
[-~I—~I mean, of course, that that really
has nothing to do with it,” stammered
Bunter. *““What I mean to eay is, I like,
Trimble, I think he’s a splendid chap—
a really fine fellow.”

“1 do not agwee with you, Buntah.”

“Oh, really, D’ Arey——"

“I do not, think vewy much of
"Twimble,”

“1 don’t like to hear g fellow run down
behind his back ¥’ said Bunter loftily.

£ ‘Vhat?”

“You heard what I said. I'm not
going to listen to anything against my
pal Trimble.”

Arthur  Augustus’
through his eyeglass,

“Buntah, if yon imply that I am
wunnin’ o fellow down behind his back
~—" he began, breathless with wrath.

‘“Well, what are you doing, then?”
grunted Bunter.

“1 am statin’ a fact that Twimble is
perfectly well awaah of—that I do not
think much of him, and do not appwove
of him,” said Arthur Augustys, more
quietly, “Holdin’ that op}nion of
Twimble, T do not care to sit down to tea
with him."”

“He's jolly well coming here to tea!l”
said Bunter. “I've asked him. I sup-
pose I have a rizht to ask a fellow toden
in my own studv?”

“Cartaiuly. And T have a wight to
wetiah fwom the studay; and I shall
pwozeed to do so.”

And Arthur Augustus walked to the

door. s

“Quit yourself,” said Bunter., “I
don’t care. In fact, it'll make niore
room for my pal Trimble.”

Arthur Augustus did not reply to that.
Ho walked along to Tom Merrty’'s study
in the Shell, where the Terrible Three
gave him a liearty welcome.

Jack Blake closed one gye at his chums
in Study No. 6.

Firmly imbued now with the belief

eye  giecamed

that Trimble was a fellow of great
wealth, and delighted with Trimble’s
readiness to make friends with him,

Bunter was thinking of nothing but get-
ting on the chummiest possiﬁle terms
with his new pal

He could not afford to consider Arthur
Augustus at such a time. If all he heard
of Trimble was correct, Baggy was a
move valuable friend than Gussy.
Bunter was already dreaming of the ter-
vific good times in store for him at
Trimble Hall.  Auad certainly Trimble,
personally, was miore to his taste than
Gussy. He had none of the notiona
which Bunter regarded as ‘‘high-fula-
tin,” such as Gussy had.  He was
greedy avd bouncing and untruthful—in
fact, a fellow after the Owl’s own heart.

Buuter hardly heeded Gussy’s depav-
fure from the study. He was giving hw
attention now to tea, which éfm hoped
would make & good impreseion on



Every Wednesday,

Trimble. Ho certainly was not satisfred
vith herrings for tea.

" What have you got beside that?” he
asked, with a disparaging glance at
Bluke’s frying-pan.

“There’s jam,” said Dig.

* Anything else?”

** Bread-and-butter.”

*T should like something decent for
Trimble. He’s accustomed to something
a bit more decent than fried fish.”

“We must do our best for Trimble,”
said Blake gravely.
shop, Dig, and see what you can do,’

“And bring in
gentleman to cat,” said Bunter,
blessed if I know how you fellows stand

grubbing about in the study as you do. !

Of course, I can make allowances for
your people being poor, and all that;
but, really—""

‘““We can’t all be as wealthy as vou and
‘irimble,” eaid Blake meekly.

“T know that, and I make allowances.
Still, yon ought to remember that vou’ve
got a fellow in the study now who's
accustomed to decent living."”

‘:,Oh I” gasped Blake. “ We—we'll try
to.

Herries gripped a eushion, hard; but
a look from Blake restrained him, and
he dropped it again, erries had come
quite near spoiling the whole thing.

Dig hurried away to the tuckshop, and
came back with quite a handsome supply.
Bunter looked more satisfied as it weos
laid on the table.

“That’s better,” he said. *“You night
have got a cake, though.”

“It wouldn’t run to one of Dame
Tazgles' cakes,” said Dig.

Bunter snorted.

‘“That’s all verv well; but T don’t see
why I should go short because I happen
to be temporarily short of tin. Mrs.
Taeeles would let you have one on tick.”

“We don't run tick at the tuckshop in
this study.”

Another snort.

“1 may as well say out plain, Blake,
that 1 expect to be treated well in this
study,” said Bunter.

“Oh 1Y

“T've been thinking of changing out,”
said Bunter loftily. *“‘I believe I should
get on better with Trimble. There's
more room in his study, too. Of course,
I don’t want to throw you fellows over,”
added Bunter kindly.

“0Oh, don’t!” implored Blake.

“Don’t)” gasped Dighy.

Herries uttered an unintelligible sound,
something like the growl of his bulldog
Towser.

“Well, a chep has to consider lim-

self,”” said Bunter fatuously, “It’s all
very well for you fellows, having a
wealthy chap in the study, very con-

venient for you, and all that—"

“Oh! Exactly!”

“But if you want to keep me here you
will have to treat mo decently, that's
all,” said Bunter, in a tone of finality.
“In fact, I may as well tell you what I
want, and what I shall expect, if I'm to
stay in this study.”

s Oh }17

“Tvo often found one of you planted
in the armchair when I come in. Well,
I don’t mind that, so long as the chair’s
given up to me as soon as I want it. 1'm
not selfish.’?

“Ol"”

‘“And 1 expect something pretty
decent at  tea-time, especially when I
bring a friend in to tea. Of course, T
shall settle up for everything when my
postal-order comes—I mean, when my
cheque’s cashed.”

“Same thing!” murmured Blake.

“What did you say?”

“N-nothing! Go on, old scout!”

“Well, that’s about all,”” said Bunter,

“Cut along to the |

something fit for a |
P!

{ murmured
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“Just remember that I'm not tied to
this study, and if 1 don’t find things to
my satisfaction I shall walk out of it.
Beay that in mind!”

“We—we will.”

“1 want you to be civil to Trimble,too.
Try to be as good-mannered as possible
—not so much of your fag boisterous-
ness,”

“Oh!” gasped Blake.

“T'Il go and fetch Trimble now, Iave
everything ready when I come back,”
said Bunter.

He rolled out of the study.

Blake & Co. looked at one another
eloquently.

“D-d-d-did you ever?”’ gasped Dig,

“That’s the kind of nice fellow

Bunter is when he’s given his head!”
Blake.

“Isn’t he delight-

ful?”

Three-halfpence, 9

to him on account of it; and, with that
Lelief in his mind, Bunter was naturally
haughty and uppish, showing all the
charming qualities, in fact, of his fascinat-
ix% nature.

ut, while he was decidedly uppish to
Study No. 6, he was all smiles and
civility to Trimble—the wealthy 'I'rimble,
the distinguished son of the millionaire
of Trimble Hall'!

And Trimble, for precisely similar
reasons, was all civility and smiles to
Billy Bunter.

In fact, the friendship between them
was quite touching to witnees.

It reully seemed to be a case of * Two
souls with but a single thought, two
hearts that beat as one.”

At the tea-table they even restrainod
their greediness to some extent in order
to impress one another favourably.

SE a—

' I

i

i

Mutual Toadying. ,
(Sze below.)

-

“I can’t stand it much longer,” said
Herries, in a tone of suppressed rage.
“If it doesn’t come to a finish soon,
Blake, 1 shall start on him.,”

“Paticnce, my son! It’s worth a little
trouble to get that fat beast out of the
study for good.”

Herries snorted.

‘“Look here, you don’t want me here.
'l go over and see Figgins in the New
House, 1 shall break out if that fat
ruffian starts gassing agaim—and he
will.”

And Herries tramped ont of the study
in a boiling state. ig looked inclined
to follow him, but Blake called hin back.

.“I_)’on’t leave me to stand it alone,

1z,

“Oh, all right!” said Dig resignedly.

Blake and Digby were there when
Billy Bunter came back with his
esteemed pal Baggy Trimble,

Tea was ready, and everything was in
apple-pic order.  Blake had obeyed Bun-
ter’s mstructions on that point. It did
not surprise Bunter to find that his word
was law in Study No. 6.

Ilis belief was that Blake & Co. be-
licved in his wealth, and were pucking up

“Tlave another egg, Trimblo?”

‘“No, thanks, old chap.”

“Like the jam-tarts, Trimble?”’

“Yes, rather! I say, Bunter, you try
theso cream-puffs. No, don't mind mc;
you try then, old fcllow.”

Blake and Digby were left very much
out in the cold. Their tea was somc-
what meagre, but they drow Trinoble oné
on the subject of the glories of Trimble
ITall, and Bagwy fairly sproad himsclt
in_boasting. :

Blake and Dig listened with profound
and envious respect, watchful of thoe
efteet upon Bunter, whose mauner to
Trinble grew more and more sugary.
Then they drew Bunter on the topic of
hig titled relations, his father’s mansion
and the family yacht, the shooting-box in
Seotland and the villa at Nico, to all of
which Trimble listened with open cars
and open mouth, his feelings towards
Bunter evidently those of a long-lost
brothor.

Blake and Digby left them to finish tea
together.  They breathed more freely
when they weroe outside Study No. 6.

“AMy hat !’ muarmured Blake, os they

I'ne GEM LI1BRARY.—No. 573.
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walked away. “I'd never haye believed
theve could be two such terrifie liars in
exiseenco, r thoughi Trimble was the
one and only !”

“And they believe one another!”
gasped Dig.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

When the last crumb had vanished in
Study No. 6 Trimble and Buuter came
out, arm-in-arm. Mellish of the Fonrth

joined them as they strolled into the*

qgadrangle, eagerly polite and agrce-
able.

From his study window Tom Merry
caught sight of the three, and he
chuckled. His' ohuckle drew his study-
mates to the window,

“Touching picture of friendship!”
grinned Monty Lowther.

“Tt is vewy wemarkable to mo,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arey. “I weally do
not see what Buntah sees in Twimble. T
weally cannot stand "Twimble myself.
And—and em "’

Gussy was about to say that he did not
see what Trimble saw in Bunter either,
but he refrained.

“Well, they're both immensely
wealthy,” remarked ‘Tom  Merry.
'”.;.'l’mt’s a sort of bond of union, isn't
ity

“But are they, deah boy?”

““Well, they say so, and they ought to
know,”

“Yaas, but—"

Arthur Augustus was silent, and said
no more. " But he was more and more
puzzied. As his belief in Bunter de-
clined, that of Tom Merry & Co. seemed
to be increasing, which was very perplex-
ing indeed.

——

CHAPTER 8.
Bunter is Sorry.

Y 'M sorry 1”
I Bunter made that statement in
Study No. 6 later in the oven-

ing.

The Terrible Three had dropped in
to share a suppcr of baked chestnuts
with Blake & Co. Bunter rolled in, and
helped himsclf to the lion's share of the
chestnuts, and then looked thoughtful for
some moments. Then, with a very firm
manner, he stated that he was sorry.

“Sowwy, Buntah?” repeated Arthur
bAglg;\)tétus D’Arcy. © About what, deah

y

“Sorry that I sha'n’t be able to share
this study with you any longer,” said
Bunter firmly.

“Bai Jove !

“1 say, that’s rathor hard on these
“chaps, isn't it?” said Monty Lowther,
with owl-like gravity. “Your presenco
here, Bunter, gives the study a sort of
distinction—""

Tom Mexry gave his chum a warning
look, but it was not necessary. Flattery
could never bo laid on too thick for Bun-
ter,

“0Of course, I'm quite aware of that,”
said the fatuous Owl, “and T repeat, I'm
sorry ! But I must say that I've never
been treated roally well in this study,
and the fellows can't expect meo to stay.”

Arthur  Augustus turned his eyegga.s;s
on Bunter, In spite of his manful
attempt to keep up the friendship he had
formed with the fat junior, Gussy could
not_help his face brightening at the idea
of the Owl clearing out of Study No. 6.

But Blake and Herries and Digby
looked proporly downcast.

“You're really going to leave us?”
asked Blake sorrowiully.

Bunter nodded.

“But why?” asked Tom Merry.
“What have these fellows done, Bunter,
for you to desert them in this way ?”

“It isn't exactly that.” eaid Bunter.
*“There’s too many in this stady. 've
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suggested that Ilerrics should -change
out, to give me more room here, but he
hasu’t done 1t.”

Herries made a sound like Towser, but
did not speak.

“I never get really eniough tea, either,”
said Bunter. “I don't want to be per-
sonal, of-course, but I am down on
greediness and seclfishness. (fonsidering
that I foot the bill, 1 ought to have
enough.”

“You—you foot the bill?” stuttered
Blake.

“1 mcan, I'm going to when my re-
s 3

mittance comes—I  mean, when 1y
chequo’s cashed. 1t comes to the same
thing.,”

“Oh, I-1 sece !”

Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy  breathed
hard.

“I do not wegard it as comin’ to the
same thing/’ he said. *“Buntah, I am
sowwy to say it, but I do not cwedit your
statement.”

“What 2"

“I am extwemely sowwy to say such a
thing, but I do not believe you have had
a cheque for ten pounds, and taken it to
Wailton to cash,” said Arthur Augnstus
firmly, “X have twied to believe it, but
it is imposs. 1 cannot pwetend to believe
that statement, Buntah!”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Blake.

Bunter sncered.

“I might have expected something of.

this sort when I decided to turn you
down, Gussy,” Le said.
“Ttt-turn mo down
D’ Arcy.
“Yes. It's jealousy!”
“Jealousy ?” breethod Arthur Augus-

A

stuttered

tus.

“That's it. As for my cheque,” said
Bunter loftily, “Tom Merry came with
me when I took it to Railton, and he
lnows,”

“If that is the case, Buntah, I have
made a mistake, and I am willin’ to
apologise. But [ must wequest Tom
Mewwy to confirm it.”’

“Oh, I went with him,” said Tom.
“Y . stayed—ahem !—outside the study
while he was speaking to Railton.”

“You did not sec tho cheque?

“Ahem! No.”

“Or hear it spoken of i the presence
of Mr. Wailton 7

“No. Ahem!”

“Then your evidence i3 worth nothin',
Tom Mewwy.” .

“Go hon!” murmured the captain of
the Shell.

M1 wepeat, Buntah, that T have twied
vewy hard to cwedit your vawious state-
ments, and I can do so no longah,” eaid
Arthur Augustus. “I feel in honah
bound to tell you so.”

“Oh, Gussy!"” murmured Blake re-
proachfully.

“Some fellows are suspicious cads!”
remarked Bunter casually.

‘“Bai Jove !”

Arthur Augustus jumped up.

“Buntah, T am sowwy, but I cannot
allow that wemark to puss. T have twied
to keep fwiendly with you because you
saved my olobbah fwom bein’ wuined by
some wottaha when I was ovah at Gwey-
fwiahs. - Dut it is weally imposs, Aftah
that wemark, Buntah, I fcel that T hayo
no wesource but to give you a feahful
thwashin’ |”

“T say, you fellows——"

“8hush I said Blake, pushing Arthur
Augustus into his chair again. * Checse
it, Gussy !

“Weally, Blake-—"

“Wo're not going to allow you to
quarrel with a fellow like Bunter. Sup-
pose he was to usge his influence with
Trimbls to keep us out of I'rimble
Hall 27 said Blake severely,.

“Nb awprhs 1Y

“Hven if Bunter desorts this study, we
shall always admire him and respect hiia
as—as much as wo do now,” said Blake.

“Quite as much!” said Dig.

“Y will wetiah fwom the studay,” said
Arthur Augustus, with dignity, I will
only wemark that I am vewy glad Bun-
tah 1s goin’.”

“Gammon !’ said Bunter.

Arthur Augustus controlled his noble
feelings, and retired from No. 6.

1 suppose D'Arey feels it a httle—he
feols thrown over, of course,”™ remarked
Bunter. ““But I can’t help that! Trimble
and Mellish have been pressing me to
come Into their study, and I'm jolly well
going to. I'm sorry, a3 I said. Really
sorry! But the fact is, I've stood you
fellows pretty patiently, and I've never
been treated really well here, You
needn’t try to talk me over—I'm going!”

“We could go to the Housemaster ani
protest,” remarked Blake thoughtfully.

“Too lata!” grinned Bunter, *Trimbls
and Mellish have been to him already,
and he’s given permission for me to
change.”
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“I'm-going to see him myself now,”
added Bunter. ‘‘Later, Trimble’s cominyg
to help me move my things.”

The Owl of Greytriars cast a last blink
round, and, eeeing that there wore no
moroe chestnuts, he walked out of the
study.

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another
in eloquent silence.

‘“Ho—he—he's gone!” gasped Blake.

“Actually gone!” murmured Dig.
“It’s oo good to be true—but it's true !”

Tom Merry chuckled.

“What price my wheeze?” le asked.
“My dear kids, when in doubt, always
come to No. 10 i the Shell!”

“I can’t quite believe it yet!” said
Blake. “ Not a word till the fat beast has
asked the Housemaster to change him—
then it'll be too late for him to change
back.”

And the chums of No. 6 waited—
between hope and lingering doubt!

CHAPTER 9.
Exit Bunter !

1ILLY BUNTER tapped at the door

B of Mr. Railton’s study, and the

School House master’s deep voice

bade him enter. Buater opened

the door and rolled in, and the House-

master fixed his eyes upon him. Mr.

Railton had observed Bunter a good deal

sinca the Owl had come to St Jim's.

Bunter was rather a new thing in his ex-
perience.

“Well, Bunter?” said Mr. Railton,

“If you please, sir, I want to ask per-
mission to change my study;” said the
Owl, blinking at him,

“¥Wor what reason, Bunter?”

“There’s five of us in No. 6, sir, and
it’s rather a crowd,” said Bunter. *Ther«
is more room in No. 2, and I have a very
special friend there—Trimble.”

“Quite 8o, Bunter! You would have
been assigned to Study No. 2 when you
came here but for your own request arnd
’Arcy’s that you should be placed in
No. 6. Have you any other motive for
wishing to change?”

“Well, I don't get on very well in
Study No. 6, sir,” said Bunter. “I find
it difficult to stand selfishness, The fel-
lows are all right, in their way, bnt

they're  sclfish—very thoughtless for
others.”
Mr. Railton looked ot I very
curiously.

“1 hope you are able to aveid thosze
faults, Bunter,” he-said.

“1 hope so, sir,” asseuitod Bunter.

“Akem! Well, there is no objection
to your changing your study, Bunter, if
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the boys in Study No. 2 do not objeci to
the change.

“Oh, they’ll be glad sir!” said Buntcr.
*“The fact 1, I should be welcome in any
study I sclected I

*Indeed 17

“ Oh, yes, eir!” said Bunter confidently.
“Yvo becn beggod to come into several
studies; but, of course, T can’t oblige
everyhody.”

“You may send Mellish and Trimble
here,” said Mr. Ruilton abruptly.

“Very well, sirt?

Buziter rolled out, aud hurried away to
No. 2 in tho Fourth, where he found Mel-
tish and Primbie: They greoted Lim
wJectionately, Trom their manner it
taight have heen supposed that Buntor
was tho apple of thelr eye.

Bunter’'s mauner to the two was nicely
discrhuinated, however. To Trimble, he
was honeyad ; ta Mecllish, he wase lofty and
patronising.  There was nothing to be
got out of Mellish.

Thero was, as a matter of fact, nothing
1o bo got out of "Lrimbhle, either; but
Bunter was as yet uuaware of that
important fact.

“I've wpoken to Ruilten,” he an-
nounced.  “He wants to see you two
fellows, to elinch it,”

“Right-ho, old boy!” said Trimble.
“Weo'll go at onen!”

“Like a bird " said Mellish.

“Don’t call in at No. 6 as you go,”
suid Bunter hastily.

“We've not likely
Tumble, “But why?”

“T've told them you've asked the
Heousemaster alveady,” explained Bunter.
“They were actually suggesting asking
Railton to keep me in No, 6.”

* Gireat Scott1”?

“ After your money, the cads!” sneered
AMeltish.  *“They won’t lose you if they
can help 1t.”

“That's it, of course,” agreed Bunter.
“They think—I mean, they know I'm
rolling in oof, and they’ve made a good
thing out of me already. I've practically
stood all the exes of the study since I've
heen here; and, though I'm a generous
chap, ’m getting tired of it. I own that.”

‘“No wonder!” said Trimble. ‘They
jolly well sha'n’t keep you! We'll cut off
aud sea Railton et once.”

And Trimble and Mellish lost no time.

They repaired to the Sehool House
master’s study, where Mr, Railton’s con-
+ent to the change was duly obtained.

In great glee they returned to the
¥ourth Form passage.

Bunter was yveclining, not te say
sprawling, in the armchair in No. 2, and
hy blinked at them inquiringly over his
big plasses as they came in.

* All serene!” gaid Mellish.

“Right as rain, old bird!"" chuckled
Trimble. *“You belong. to Study No. 2
‘now, T say, let's get your things moved
i here!”?

“We'll help,” said Mellish.

““Oh, of course!” purred Trimble.
“We'll help Bunter! It's a pleasure!”

Bunter grinned with satisfaction,

He had had the pleasure of turning
down Study No. 6, and displaying what a
popular and much-sought-after fallow he
was; and he had planted himself in
Trimble's study—on the chummiest pos-
sible terms with the son of the Trimble
Jall millionaire!

No wonder he wag satisfied.

‘Tho precious trio proceeded in company
i Study No. 6, where Tom Merry & Co.
vrre still chatting round the fire,

Arthur Augustus had rejoined the
farnily eircle by this time, and he looked
a little restive as Bunter and Trimble
and Mellish came in.

*No moro chestnuts!”
surcastically.

Banter sniffed.

to!" grinned

said Herries
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“Do you think we want your mouldy
old chesties?” he asked. *1’ve come to
take my books and things away !’

““Really changing out?’ asked Blake.

“I’ve spoken to Railton, and so have
these chaps, I belong to Study No. 2
now,” said Bunter loftily. “Tmn sorry—
T’ve said so—but—"

“Boo-hoo!” came from Juck Blake.

Ho was weeping.

Bunter blinked ut Lim suspicionsly.
Even he could sce that Jack Blake's grief
was noi quite genuine, especially as the
other fellows were grinning. ]

He gave unother sunort, expressive of

disdain.

“Help me with these things, you
chaps,’” he said, X
“Bat Jove! Don't take wmy Latin

gwammar, Buntah!”

“Oh! s that yours?’

“Yaas, wathah{”

“And that dic, is mive!” grunted Hey-
rics.  “Let it alone! Your own rag is
on the floor, where you left it "

More sniffs from Bunter; but he was
constrained to take culy his own pro-
peity, and he disappeared with it, fol-
lowed by his new study-ates, also laden,

Bunter and his belongiugs were duly
installed in 8tudy No. 2.

“Aly only hat ! murmured Blake. “Tt
really scems too good to bo truc!” .

“Bai Jove! T cannot say I am sowwy
that tat boundah hag cleahed out!” con-
fessed Arthur Augustus 1’ Arey. “It is
wathah bad taste for him tu be so vewy
uppish about 15, though!"

“Nature of the heast!”
Monty Lowther.

“It’'s becanse we've beon so  jolly
civil1” chuckled Bluke. * Bunter will
always have those nice mansers to any-
one who's civil to him.  You see, he
thinks wo’re after his money.”

“I do not believe he has any money,
Blake. ™

“Samo here! sald DBluke cheerily.
“He has about as much as Trimble!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy turned his
eyeglass upon his chums.

“Y fail to undahstand you fellows,"
he =aid.

“Go hon!”

“Por several days past,” pursued
Arthur Augustus warmly, ‘“‘you have
been makin® out that you believed Bun-
tah’s vewy impwobable yarns—-""

“We've let him run on,” assented
Blake. .

““And you have been doin’ the same
with Twimble—-"

“Quite 5017

“And now, it appeahs, you have only
Lieen pullin’ their siflay legs, and you
do not- believe a word of eithah of
thewmn V" ¢

“ Bxactly, old bean!”

“ And sevewal othah fellows, Cardew,
and Levison, and Kangawoo, and some
othahs, have been backin' you up in this
widiculons game.”

“You've got 1t!"

* And now, pway, what Jdoes it mean?”
dethanded Arthur Aungustns, “1 have a
Aeelin’ that somethin’ has been goin’ on
behird the scenes which has not been
contfided to me.”

“That’s dawned on him at Jast!” said
Monty Lowther admiringly. “With o,
brain like that, Gussy will wake ’em up
in the House. of Lords some day.”

“Weally, Lowthah-——-"

“My dear old nut,” snid Blake, “can't
you see? Tho little game was to make
Bunter and Trimble to believe one
another’s yarns——"

“Bai Jove I”

“ 8o that they would chum up—"" .

“Oht? said Arthur Aungustus slowly.

“And Bunter would bo anxious to
sgueere into Study No. 2, and Trimble

expluined
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and Mellish
there. See?’

“Oh " ejaculated Gussy.

“It’s worked like a charm,” said
Blake. *“ And I suggest a vote of thanks
to Tom Merry, who thought of the
whoeze.”

‘“Heer, hear!”

“Bai Jove!” said D'Arer. “I am
not weally suah that 1 appwove—""

“Go hon!” Blake rose to his feet.
“Let’s seo how thoso doar pals are got-
ting on in No. 8.7

““Ha, ha, hat”

Tomr Merry & Co, strolled along the
passage and looked in at No. 2. Bunter
and Tyimble and Mellish were seatcd
round the table there, doing their prep.
They locked quite a happy family,

“Coinfy here, Bunty?” asked Blake.

¥ (Oh, yes, thanks,” said Bunter, blink-
ing at him. “By the way, Dlake, I'll
come 10 tea in No. 6 to-morrow, and
bring Trimble—"

“Will you, by gad!”

“Yeog; but it’s got to be nunderstood
that there’s something decent. You'll
besr that in mind?”

“No,” said Blake, with a chuckle;
“I won't bear thst in mind, Bunter!
What I shall bear in mind is this—that
if you show your overfed chivvy in
Study  No. 6, cither to-morrow or
any other day, you'll get 2 cushion on
it !

“Wha-a-at?” .

“And a boot fo help you travel!l”
grunted Herres. i

Bunter blinked at the juniors as if
he could scarcely believe his ears. Trim-
ble and Mellish looked astounded. This
was rather a change of tune, and they
had not been prepared for it.

“1—~I—1 say, you fellows!” gasped
Bunter. “I suppose youw're jokingi”

“You put your fat nose inside No.
6, and you'll see!” answered Blake.

Slam !

The door closed, and the Co. went
their way. In Study No. 2 astonish-
ment reigned.

Tom Merry & Co. chuckled as they de-
parted; and even upon the calm and
aristocratic visage of Arthur Augustus
I¥Arcy there dawned a grin:

;vould be glad to get him

CHAPTER 10,
Alas !
TUDY No. 6 was itself agaln.
S Blake & Co., the next day, were
wearing cheerful smiles,

The Terrible Three shared their
satisfaction. They felt that they had
done a good. deed in helping to relieve
that celebrated study of the intolerable
presence of Buuter,

But that day there was a deep shade
of thought on Bunter's face.

Perhaps he was beginning to realise
the truth. . .

The polito and respectful hearing given
him by Tom Merry & Co. had vanished
all of a sudden. For a couple of days
he had been allowed to swank, brag, and
to boast, and the Co. had lent him theiv
ears, and even lent him their money.

Now there was a change.

That very morning Bunter generously
bestoived his company on Study No. 6 in
the guad after breakfust. Blake & Co,
cheerfully turned their backs on him and
walked away.

Bunter blinked after them in_astonish-
ment. Thiy was certainly not the adula-
tion due to his wealth. True, he hadn’t
any wealth; but he suppesed that Blake
& Co. belioved he had—and he fanelted
they were after it--which came to tho
same thing.

“1 say, you fellows!"™ he called out.

No answer.

Bunter hurried after them.

“Guasy, old cha »
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“I shall Lo obliged, Buntah, if you
will not addwess me as Gussy!” said
Arthur Augusuts, in his moest stately way.
“] am Gussy only to my friends.”

“0Oh, roally, D'Arcy—"

“Pway wef‘;nsa my arm, Buntah!”

“Look here, you fellows——"
“Oh, buzz off I" grunted Herrics.

(L S 8&)‘——"

“Bump_him!” said Blake. ‘The fat
rofter's given us enough trouble in the
study, and still more trouble to get rid
of mm. Bump him "

Billy Bunter did not stay to be
bumpod.

In n state of great indighation and
eatonishment, ho hurried off. Naturally,
ha was very thoughtful that morning.

After morning lessons he locked for
tho Terrible Three; and ran down those
cheery ornaments pf the Shell.

I say, you fellows——" he began, as
he came up.

“Expecting & postal-order??” asked
Mouty Lowther gravely.

£ l511-33, exactly 1"

“@hort of tin?" asked Manners,

“Temporarily,” said Bunter, his eyes
gleating behind his spectacles. ‘' If you
tellows could . manage—~——o="

“My dear chap, I can tell you what to
do,” said Tom Merry heartily.

“Ehr What?"”

“Go to Railton, and ask him to hurry
up with cashing that cheque of yours,”
said the captain of the Bhell.

“That — that cheque?”
Dunter.

““ Oertainly.”

“The—the fact is—""

“Dear old thing,” said Lowther, “ you
needn’t tell us the fact! We know the
tnct, my merry old bean! There isn’t
uny cheque, and you thought you were
spoofing us—and you weren’t!”

*Oh, really, Lowther, if you doubt
1wy word—-"

“Yla, ha, ha!” roared the Terrible
Three.

“1—1 say, you fellows—"

“8tick Trimble for a loan, old bean,”
chortled Lowther. “Let him send for
v cartioad of banknotes from Trimble
Iall. He can ask his pater to send
theni along in the Rolls-Royce, you
tnow,”

“I—~1 say—"

Tom Metry & Co. walked away,
leaving Bunter stuttering. Apparentfy
the general belief in his solvency had
vanished oll of a sudden—in fact, he
began to realise that it had never
existed, and that his fat leg had been
patled.

* Beasts I'"" murmured Bunter, *Lucky

stammered

I've made friends with Trimble, after|.

all. He's worth more to a chap than
all that crowd,”

And Bunter went to look for Trimble.

Ho found that podgy youth in talk
vith Cardew of thp Fourth. But it was
& Cardew quite different from tho one
T'rimble had known for the dpast two
days. Lord Reckness’ grandson had
boon greatly entertained by the scheme
of setling two inpocunious spoofers to
spoof one another; but the game was
over now, as Trunble was learning rather
suddenly.

Bunter jumped as he heard what the
two wot&say’ing as the Owl came up.

“My dear fat pippin, I'll come tc
Trimble Hall~when the place is built,”
said Cardew, with a cheery smile.
*Don’t forget to let mé know when it’s
goin’ 3o be built.”

“ Wha-a-at do 'you mean?” stammered
Trimble,

“And TH lend you another ten bob,
Trimble, when your pater’s Rolla-Royce
cally for us,” added Cardew,, “Not
befora then{ When do you think that
will be, old top?”
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Cardow saunlored away, leaving Trim-
blo‘ speechleas,
¢

-1 say, Baggy—-" eluttered
Bunter.

“I—I say, Bunter—-" subtered
Trimble,

They looked at one another.

Perhaps the truth was dawning upon
both of them

Bunter went on, after a pause.

“I—I eay, Railton has’t cashed my
cheque yet, Trimble—--" :

“Hasn't he?" said Trimble. Trimble
had héard a good many humorous

remarhs already that day about Bunter’s
cheque.,

“Nunno{”

“Go and ask bLim about 1t,” said
Trimnble, fixing his eyes on Bunter, “I'll
come with you.,”

“Y—I think I won't bother himl I—I
was thinking that you might——" .

“My pater isn't sending mwe anything
more till tho end of the term,” said
Trimble. “T've told you so—because
I blued twenty pounds in one week.”

“Wouldn't he if you asked him?"

“T don’t care to.”

Bunter's eyes begaun to gleam behind
his spectacles.

“Suppose we telephcned him?”" 'he
gaids

“I’s a  trunk-call,” said Trimble
hastily. “The numker’s not in the Look
here.”

“But you know his numbor 2”

“]—I've forgotten it.” Trimble
changed the subject. “I eay, Bunter, I'll
go to Railton and remind him about your
chequo, if you like.”

Bunter started.

“Not at alll Don’t!” he exclaimed.
“Whyv, you ass—-"

“Why not, if yow've roally asked him
to cash a chequo for you?” said Trimble
suapicionsty.

“1f you doubt my word, Trimble-——"

“Well, a_jolly good many fellows
seom to doubt it!" said Trimble sourly.
“1 heard Levison say your cheque was
the joke of the term. He was laughing

over it no end, with Tom Merry and

Blake—~—-""

“Waoll, T heard Cardew say he’d come
to Trimble Hall when it was built!”
sneered Bunter. “Yen't it built yet?”

“That—that was only Cardew’s liitla
jok(,‘—-*-‘”

“There scem to bo a ‘l’ot of little jokes

about Trimble Hall—

“Not 50 many as there are about your
pnstal-ox;dors und cheques and things,

O’

“Look Lere, Trimble—-"

“Look here, Bunter—-

*“My belief 13, you've been spoofing
me. and thero {an’t any Trimble Hall at

b

“My belief i3, you've been spoofing
me, and thore ten’t any cheque at all, or
any postalorders, and you're a spoofing,
spenging impostor 1"

“You fat, checky rotter-—-"

“You fat cad—"

“T1 jolly well—-"

“Yah l“

Fat fists wore brandished in the air as
the two podgy juniors glared at one
another in great wrath.

“Hallo! A fight! A fight!” yelled
Monty Lowther. “Rell up, yo cripples!
Bunter and Trimble——the Great War over
again 1”

“Ia, ha, hat”

There was a rush of juniors at once to
seo that ead and sudden ending of a
sudden friendship.

“ Qo it, Trimble 1"

“Pile in, Bunter!”

“I—I say, you fellows. I've & jolly
gnod mind to moo him up!" said Bunter.
‘But—but he isn’t worth it—"

“Oh, yes, he is!” wurged Blake.
“ Quito worth it—ain't you, Trimble?”

]

W 0
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“I've a jolly good mind to burst (he
fat rotter!” said Trimble disdainfully,
“ But—but it's iusl: on dinrer-time—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Take 'em by the necks and make 'em
begin ! exclaimed Grundy of the 8hell.
“You take Bunter, Tom Merry, and I'll
take Trimble—— Hallo, they're off 1"

There was a roar of laughtor as the
two heroes scudded off in different direc-
tions,

At dinner that day Bunter and Trimble
scowled at one another from opposite
sides of the table, Each had found tho
other out now, and friendship wae off—
most emphatically off.

And when Bunter came into Study
No. 2 after lessons he found Percy
Mellish therc—not civil and honeyed, as
of yore, but decidedly ratty. .

“You fat cad !"” was Mellish’s grecting.

“Eh?" ejaculated Bunter.

“You spocfing rotter—-—""

“Oh, really, Mellish—"

“1 know all about your cheque !’ said
Mellish.  * You--you lying worm, you
haven’t a brown to bless vourscif with,
unless you've borrowed it of D'Arcy or
somq othor silly ass!”

* Look here—"

“You're as big a spoofer as Trimble—
and I thought he took the cake bofore
you cameé !’ enorted Mellish, *1 was
taken in. T thought Tom Merry and the
rest were making up to you for your
monsey. What could a chap think, the
way they were going on?”

“8o--s0 they were!”

“You fat idiot! They were pnllixg;
your leg, to get you out of Btudy No. 6,
and——"

“Wha-a-at?”

“ And Trimble’s log, and my leg, to get
us to have you in here !” howled Mellish,
“I was taken in! Now we're landed
with you, you—you—you fat pig! I've
a jolly good mind to sling you cut of
the study !’

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter.

He understood fully at last.

His little round eyes gleamed with rage
behind his spectacles,

“I—1 jolly well wor't be spoofed cut
of my study !” he gasped. “ 1 don’t want

to stay hero! You're a needy cad,
Mellish, and Trimbla is a poverty-
stricken bounder! I'm going back to
No. 61"

“They won’t have you, you fat idiot!
They’ve wangled this whole bizney to geb
rid of you!”

“1—I—Tll go to the Housemaster, and
—and—-"

“ After gcing to him yesterday to ask
ta be changed here?” sneered Mellish.
“It’s too late, you fat chump! They
wouldn't have given the game away if
it hadn't been all safe!”

“Oh, dear{” gasped Bunter.

The Owl of Greyfriars felt that it was
only too true. DBut he did not despalr
yet. He rolled along to 8tudy No. 6,
and, as that apartment was empty, he
rolled in and ensconed himself in the
armchair, to wait for Blake & Co. to
come to tea. . i

When those cheery juniors arrvived
Bunter felt an inward trepidation, but he
blinked towards the juniors in tho door-
way with n ghastly emile.

Tom Merry & go, were therc-—seven
hungry juniors, laden with packages,
come into tea after footer.

“Buntah'!” ejaculated Arthur Augus-
fus.

“Panter!"” exclrimed Tom Meiry,

“Bunter " roared Dlake.

“I-—1 say, you follows,” murmured
Buanter, “1've come back, you know!”
“Where's vour dog-whip, Herries §’

“T'm looking for it{”

“] say you fellows, I know you're culy
joking.  I--I wouldn't desert you, you
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pals—especially
el

know—mnot 1y old
Gussy ! Gussy, old chap——’

“1 wefuse to spealk to you, Buntah!”

“He, he, he!”

“Hallo! What are you he-he-heing
about ?” asked Dig.

“Gussy’s little joke,” said Bunter
feebly. “T can take a joke with any-
body. He, he, he!”

“Youw’ll take something clse in a
minute !’ remarked Blake. *“Buck up
with that dog-whip, Herries!”

“Wha-a-at do you want the dog-whip
for, Blake?” stammered Bunter.
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“To lay round a fat rascall!”
“I—I sag, you know——"
“Here it 18! said Herpies. “You
needw’t trouble, Blake! I’ll lay it on!”
“1 say, you fellows—— Yarocooooh !”
Billy ﬁunter made a wild bound for
the door. But he was not quite quick
enough. There was another wild yell
as Herries got in with the dog-whip.
‘“Ha, ha, Ea. ¥
Bunter vanished down the passage,
with Herries close behind.  Wild yells
were heard in the distance. Herries came
back in a few minutes, rather breathless,

Three halfpence, 13

but with a satisfied expression upon his
face.

And Bunter did not come back to
Study No, 6!

- -

THE END.
(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St
Jim's — “BUNTER IN SEARCH
OF A STUDY!"™ — by Martin
Ciifford.)
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T is only in the natural order ¢f things
that the St. Jim’s storfes should have
more to do with the Forms of the
Middle Bchool than with those of either

the Higher or the Lower. There is plenty of
interest in the Third, for the matter of
that; but one would get tired of the cheery
fags if one met them every week. Their
activities are just a trifle too juvenile to bear
weekly recountal. With the’ Bixth and the
Fifth it is otherwise. Most of what they do
would he too sedate and commonplace to be
really interesting to most readers. Now and
then, of course, things happen in the higher
Forms; but they do not happen so often
there as in the Shell and Fourth.

Thus far Eric Kildare, the genfal and
popular skipper, is the only Sixth-Former we
have had in the 8t. Jim's Gallery. But this
week Darrel is added to the list; and there
will be two or three more to come—certainly

Monteith and Baker and Knox. possibly
others.
Darrel f§s Klldare's greatest chum, and

cvery bit as good, sound, sportsmanlike,
chivalrous a fellow as the captain of St.
Jim's.

There has never been any break in their
friendship, They were fags together—though
we have no record of their fagging days.
They went up the school together; and no
doubt they had as high old times when in
the Fourth and the Shell as Jack Blake &
Co. and Tom Merry & Co. now have. As
prefects, with a good deal of responsibility
for the maintenance of discipline thrown
upon their still youthful shoulders, they
stand side by side.

Darrel is a fellow a hit off the usual lines,
with more resolution and balance than the
average boy of his age. He showed this in
the course of his dealings with Mr. Ratcliff,
narrated in that fine story, “The Fighting
Prefect!” .

Mr. Rateliff had taken upon himself to gird

at the Terrible Three in a manner that théy B

considered distinctly off—and they were not
far wrong, ¢ither. He thrcatened to cane
them for impudence. They had not really
been impudent, though possibly Lowther had
been rather cool and off-hand with him. But
then, he was running down Mr, Railton and
Mr. Railton’s methods to them: and they
could not stand that. When he persisted
in the caning notion they appealed to Darrel,
who happened to be passing, and the prefect
backed them up. He reminded Mr. Rateliff
that he had no right to punish a School
House boy; his proper method was by com-
plaint to Mr. Railten. Mr. Rateliff was very
angry indeed; but he could do nothing more
effective than register a score against Darrel,
with a view to payig it off later.

~He got his chance; but, after all, he was
fiot able to avail himself of it. For there
were circumstances that gave Darrel the
upper hand at the moment when the sour
Ratty scemed tQ have lim quite at hig
merey.

An old St. Jim's boy named Stoker, who
had sufiered in bis day under Mr. Ratelity,
was visiting the neighbouthood in a profea-
slonal capacity. Mr. Herbart Stoker had
taken to professional pugilisi, and w
ting at the Wayland Hall. It occuric
him that it would be quite a hefty idea to
vun over _to Nt. Jim's aund give Ratty a
hiding, He was obliging cnovgh to call vp
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he New House master on the telephone and

11 him of this kindly inténtion.

The juniors heard of it, and were keenly
anticipative of Mr. Stoker's visit. The First
Bleven were playing away from home, though
Darrel, who was badly under the weather for
orivate reasons, had not gone with the team.
The Head and Mr, Railton were both absent
hat afternoon. Mr. Linton was also out. It
was not to be expected that aid should come
for Ratty from Lathom, Mr. Selby, Monsieur
Morny, or Herr Schneider. 8o, on the whole.
it looked warm for the New House tyrant.
unless Darrel took up the cudgels for him
And, after the row between them, this hardly
seemed a likely contingency.

Mr. Stoker came along. He was quite
pleasant and friendiv with the juniors; but
he would not be turned back by Taggles
He said that he would be grieved to have te
chuck a gentleman of a hundred years of age
into his lodge on his meck; but he made it
clear that he would bear that grief if neces
sary. He did not actually chuck him in; he
merely carried him in, and put him dowr

gently. ?
Then the Old Boy forced his way into Mr.
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Ratelifie’s prescnge, and commanded that
gentleman to hold ous his hand for the cane.
Ratty would not do that; he took flight out

of his study window. Mr. Stoker pursued,
laghing at him. He chased Ratty into the
School Houyse. The jyniors did not see thelr

way to interfere; Toby, the page, was not
having any; Cutts of the Fifth stood by,
refusipg to lend a hand.

But Darrel chipped in. He refused to let
Stoker touch Mr. Ratcliif. Stoker bad
already done a bit in that way; but that was
not Darrel’s fault.

There was a fight—a astern fight—and
Darrel won. He is a boxer of more than
put through it. He wanted to detain Btoker,
bore no malice. He needed assistance to get
back to Wayland; hut he was very anxious
that Darrel should not get into trouble with
the Head.

That seemed likely enough. For Ratty had
become brave when once his enemy had been
pat through it. He wanted to detain Stoker,
and give him in charge for assault. Darrel
would not have that; and Mr. Lathom agreed
with Darrel. So Ratty reperted Darrel to the
Head. But he got no change out of that.
Dr. Holmes s a gentleman and a sportsman.

Darrel was badly in need of twenty pounds,

[ 1t was not for himself that he wanted it.

He could pot barrow it; but he thought he
way of making it  Mr. B8toker’s
manager had offered 2 purse of twenty
pounds to any amateur who could stand up

| to Stoker for ten rounds. Darrel went for

that purse. Mr. Rateliff got on his track,
and saw his chance. Boxing in public for
money is a heavy offenee in a prefect’s case,

§ of course; and Ratty waited until Darrel had

committed himself, and. incidentally, had
fairly knocked out Stoker, before he made a
move.

‘Then he told Darrel that he would report
him'to the Head and the Bixth-Former knew
what that meant—expulsion! But while they

M werce talking Stoker appeared, still keen on

Bis notion of giving kis dear old Honse-
master a hiding. Ratty appealed frantically
to Darrel for aid. Darrel refused—unless he
gave hii word of honour to withhold the re-
port. And Ratty gave if. After that there
was no negd for Darrel to do anything
forcible in the wa{ of defence. Mr. Stoker
had Dbeen licked twice by Darrel, and he
frankly said that he was not JooKing for a
third licking. But he utiered dire threats
against Ratty if that specimen went back on
his word. arrel had little faith in the
master's word of honour. But Ratty kept
it—prohghly hecause'of his dread of Btoker.

It was for a woman that Darrel bad wanted
that twenty pounds. Some time before le
had fallen degply In love with Signorina
Colonna, who was acting af the Wayland
Theatre Royal. He emd made her acquaint-
ance in London, and he was most desperately
in egrnest. He was willing to wah five years
—ten yegri—any time—it only she would
give hiin~ hope-~after the way of boys of
his age. But there was more in it than in
most, atticks of cal-love. Darrel did not
forget cgsily—he still cargd very much for
Pauline Colonna, cven after she had married
and gone to nerica with her husband,
although he never knew that it was chicfly
for hia eake—to cure him of his infatuation—
that su‘i wmt., refugix;% a much better offer
ffom a London syndicate.

0
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“Young as he was, boyish in to many ways,
Iid was yet a man in others, and in truth and
depth of feeling quite a man. The signorina
waug the first woman upon whom Le bad be-
stowed a thought in this way, and she, with
her beauty and grace, had won him at a
1lance. Foolish he might be, blind to obvious
impossibilities, yet he was sincere and true,
and there was something poble in the boy's
love for the beautiful singer—a love founded
as much on his instinctive knowledge of her
goodness and true womanliness as upon any-
thing else, as the signorina knew.”

This Is a quotation from the story in which
Darrel's love-affair was told. Those who read
it will recall the accident to Signorina
Colouna on the stage, and hew thc seniors
were golng to Redclyfie to play, and how
Varrel go& Tom Merry to go to the post-
office at Rylcombe and send a telegram to
Wayland and await the reply. They will re-
call, too, how Tom and his chums rode their
hardest to Redclyfle, and how the mews was
bad, and how Darrel borrowed Tom’'s bike
and rushed off to Wayland, leaving a gap
in the team which Tom filled with credit.

There was something like a quarrel between
Kildare and Darrel over that, for Kildare
did not know the whole stofy, or, indeed,
much of it. And to Kildare, of course, the
desertion 0f the team just before a match
is_an offence not easily to be condoned. But
Kildare is not the fellow to be lacking in
sympathy for a chum. And when he came

iuto Darrel’s study and found the fighting
prefect with his elhows on the table, his face
in his hands, and his whole frame shaken by
heavy sobs, all bitterness left his heart. He
riever had a full explanation, “Next day
Darrel was very pale and quict, but quite
himself. He had a sorrow in hi3 heart, hat
he nad courago there, too. He had his
:»ta.t:tle to fight, but be bad the pluck to face

“It's all over, old chap,” he sald. “That
letter was the finish. I ghall never see her
again! Perbaps 1 may tell you ahout it some
day—not now.”

hat was enough for Kildare. “And if
Darrol’s heart ached when he read in the
papers that Signorina Colonna had sailed for
America, he said nothing about it, And
time, as Pauline well knew, had power to
heal the wound—in time nothing would
remaln of the boyish love but a memory
tinged with sadness.”

It might be so, but at least Darre! did not
forget eusily,

When he tried to borrow twenty pounds,
and eventually made that sum by knocking
out the cheery 8toker, it was for Pauline he
wanted it. He told Kildare about it.

“You remember—once—there was a girl—
an actress I knew—she was older than I—but
I thought an awful lot of her,” Le said, “I've
heard from her once or twice. She—she
marrfed. Well. I haven't heard froin her
lately. But I've had news from another

PRICE 1:° ORDER NOW.

quarter—news of her, and it's bad news,
She's had bad luck. They—she ad her hus-
band, you know—started a touring theatrical
company, aud they've been done in. There
was a fire, and they lost everything. They
were almost on their uppers, and there's a
subscription being raised among the people
who knew them to help them on their feet
again. They don't know that I know any-
thing about it. But—but I want to help.
You see, I could send a subscription to the
fund without their knowing that it came
from me.”

There are other things one might tell about
Darrel—minor things, but worth Lelling were
it not for the fact that these two stories are
quite enough to show his character. He has
always been nearly as popular with the
juniors as Kildare himself. Who could help
liking so generous and plucky a fellow?

But in his dealings with Ratty and Stoker,
in his hopeless love affuir, Darrel stands suf-
ficlently revealcd—brave and knightly, with
a man's heart in a boy’s body. There is much
courage that is mere animal courage, with
something of the brute in it—even so, not to
to be despised, for courage always matters.
But Darrel's is of a higher type than that;
and, thinking of it. one remembers Bayard
Taylor's words in that pathetic poem which
tells of how the brave men in the chilly
Crimean trenches sang “ Annie Lauric":

“The bravest are the tenderest,
The loving are the daring!”

Y
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Extracts from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD”
and “TOM MERRY’S W

EEKLY.’
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HARDLY A

6 KIMMY, you raving hmnatic, if you
don't throw that beastly, stinking
stuff through the window I'll jolly
well pitch it out, and you with it,

you—you potty ass!”

®My dear Gore——» Herbert Skimpole
mise({ a hot and perspiring face from the fire-
place, where he was stirring a thick, milky-
white mixture in a large saucepan, and
blinked through the steamy haze that filled
tho study. “My dear Gore,” he began again,
in a mildly indignant tone, “pray control
yourself ! I must rcfuse most emphatically

10 throw this extremely valuable composition

through the window! I am surprised and

pained at you, Gore, for making such an
extraordlnary and ridiculous request! Iu the
glorious cause of Science—"

“Bcience be hanged!” roared George Gore.
“I'm about fed up with you! Do you think
I'm going to stand my study being made
into a stinking chemical laboratory with your
pifling experiments, you ass? What are you
trying to make, anyhow—treacle-lofice, or
what ¢»

Gore's query was obviously a picce of sar-
cism. Whatcever the genius of the Shell was
muling—or {rying to make—it certainly was
not trcacle-toffee.
mixture of calcium carblde and burning india-
Yuhber.,

Sarcasm, however, was lost on Skimpole.
He fixed a half-reproachful, half-pitying glare
upon his questioner.

¢ Certpinly not, Gore! As you ought to
Le perfectly well aware from your daily
association with me, I have neither the time
wor the inclination to attempt such an essen-
tially frivolous and childish pursuit as making
treacle-toffec! Indced, I—""

“Then what i3 it, you—you giddy Anarchist?
@Give the beastly stuft a name, and then bury
it, for goodness’ sake!'’ gasped Gore, with a
cough of dizgust., “Why, it's enough to lift
the giddy roof! The blessed study reeks like
a bone works ("

Sktinpole wagged a bony foreflnger admon-
ishingly at bis angry study-mate.

“My dear friend, in the interests of sciem.
tific investigationn all personal feelings and
considerations should be sacrificed. I am per-
fcetly well aware, my dear Gore, that my
experiments  are somewhat—er—unpleasant,

nd, indeed, obnoxlous. But if you were so
crvunate as to possess the intellectual ability

SUCCESS !

The stuff smellgd. like a |

necessary to undertake an investigation into
tho histories of great investigations you would
discover that all inventors were incon-
venienced by these essentially triviul details,
which——»
_ “0h, it's one of your pifiling inventions, 15
it 27 snorted Gore. “ Well, cut the cackle and
get on with the washing, you ass!?

“Washing? What an utterly absurd re-
mark, Gore! I confess that I fail to see any
possible connection between my great inven-
tion and—er—washing. Thls valuable com-
pound,” proceeded Skimpole earnestly, “is the
Skimpole Patent Dust-Layer. It will, I am
proud to say, revolutionise modern, but futile,
methods of laying the dust; it will wlvi a
problem that has occupied the brains of the
greatest scientists of the century. It will
abolish water-carts. Pecople will, I modestly
aflirm, acclaim me as the greatest scientist
and public benefactor of the age. I intend
to test my invention on the road this after-
noon, Afterwards I propose to offer the in-
vention to the Governthent. If, however, they
are so short-sighted as to refuse it, I shall
tioat a public company and—->

“And make your giddy fortune!" sniffed
Gore. “Then you'd drop your blessed
Socialism and bLecome a bloated capitalist—
what¥?:

“Certainly not, Gore!” protested Skimpole,
“I bave no desirc whatever to make my for-
tune. I must admit, bowever, that I cherish
the intention of retaining the sum of fifty
pounds for my personal use. That, my dear
riend, I require to purchase books. I have
for some considerable time strongly desired
to possess the complete set of Professor
Balmycrumpet's great work, ‘ From Monkey
to Man." I am already bappy in the posses-
ston of two volumes. The remaining forty-
eight volumes I— Dear, dear, Gore! What
ever is the matter, my friend

Something undoubtedly was the matter.
Gore, who had been curtously examining the
mixture, suddenly gave a ficndlsh yell, and
began to prance about the room with his
hand to his mouth. The solution bad bolled
over, and Gore bad got & splash on his hand.

“Mang vou and your blessed muck!” he
bellowed. “Ow! I'm scalded! Wow! Ob,
bang!®

Pouncing on tbe saucepan, Goro dashed to
the window.

“ For laying dust, i3 it?” he growled. ©Then
here goes to lay the giddy dust in the quad!

By Clifton Dane.

Out of the way,
maniac{”

For Skimpole, with a wild cry of anguish,
grabbed his angry study-mate's arm.

“Don't, I implore you, my dear Gore! {
am_exceedingly sorry for such a deplorable
accident! But I beg of you, in the cuusc of
humanit y—»

. “Humanity be jiggered!» yelled Gore, fling-
ing open the window.

Then he hesitated. Gore was by no means
80 tolerant of Skimpole's little ways as his
other study-mate, Talbot, was. But even in
his anger Gore could hardly fail to seo the
obvious distress on Skimpole's face.

“All right, you silly idiot!" he growled.
“Here's your precious stuti! Look here,
Skimmy, my son. I'm off to the Grammar
School match mow. But if that filthy stuff
isn't cleared out of this study by my return
['ll'll ram yout wooden hcud into the
saucepan }”

. With that terrifying threat, Gore, still nura-
ing his hand, snatched his cap and left the
study.

“Dear me!” gasped Skimpole. € What an
exceedingly violent and headstrong youth!™

And, shaklng his bead sadly, the genius of
the Shell treated his steaming preparation to
a last vigorous stir, and lowermy(hc saucepan
on to the hearth.

8till reflecting on the frailty of human
nature, the earnest scientist rummaged round
the study until, from the recesses of the cup-
board, he brought forth a large bottle. This,
after much tribulation—for the stuff was bot
—and the upsetting of about hulf a piut of
the sticky stuff on the study Hoor, he man-
aged to fill. Even then there remaincd a
considerable quantity in the saucepan,

Skimpolo paused, and, with onc hony fore.
finger pressed to a still bonier forehead,
frowned thoughtfully,

“Dear me ! he murmured. <1 shall require
a muoh larger receptacle than that to hold
the solution. How exceedingly thoughtless of
me not to have provided for such an ohvious
necessity ! However, I will now proceed to
the kitchen and endeavour to obtain from the

Skimmy, you raving

cook o pickle-jar, or som¢ such domeostio
utensil.”
nd, with that iotention, the earnest

enthusiast marched away, leaving the still
dripping bottle to drain ils sticky overflow
on to the study tablecloth,
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AGGY TRIMBLE suiffed suspiciously,

Baggy 'Trimble, when he wasn't
actually eating or sleeping, usually was
sniting. But this afternoon his snifis
wvere unusually loud, and, had anyene been
near him, would have heen exceptionally objee-
tionable, But the Bhell passage was deserted
cave for Baggy. 8o that youth sniffed loud

and long to his heart’s content. "

From Study No. 9 came a most extraordinary
and alarming smell. It was the smell that
“had, earlier in the afternoon, been the com-
pelling factor in driving George Gore into
temporary exile—or, at least, had decided bim
to ‘ehoose the school match with Greyfriars
to. an afternoon in the unsalubrious atmo-
sphere of Study No. 9.

Bui to Baggy Trimble that selfsame stnell
had an entirely opposite effect, which ex-
plains why that over-cucious youth was
sneaking so cautiously along the passage—
to investigate.

Sniffing hard, Baggy reached the door of
study No. 9, and peered inside. . WHis little,
Plggy eyes glistened as they fell upon the
still steaming saucepan. Cautiously and sus-
vicjously Baggy tiptoed across the room, and
l[gokgg a snubby nose over the thick, milky
iquid.

Trimble was puzzled—frankly puzzled. He
was also hungry—very hungry. But he hesi-
tated. The thick substanee steaming in the
saucepan_ looked appetising enough, cer-
tainly. It might be grub—toflee——anything
good to eaf!

But the smell!

Still sniffing, Baggy lifted his podgy nose,
and pondered a moment. Then, very slowly
and warily, he dipped o grimy finger into the
liquid. He withdrew it again with astonish-
ing briskness, and danced about rubbing his
{inger frantically on hig trotsers.

“Wow!” groaned Baggy. “It’s hot! Wow!
I'm scalded to death! Oh, dear!

Baggy stopped suddenly as his eyes fell
upen the bottle on the table. Despite the
fact that he was scalded 'o death, he with-
drew the cork, and took a cautjous sip.

After that Baggy Trimble's contortions
were remarkable, and could have been more
aptly portrayed on the cinema screen thun
described in mere words. His mouth, checks,
and eycbrows went up and down like old
bellows, while he gulped and spluttered in
an alarming manner. Apparently Skimpole’s
patent dustlayer tasted as unpleasant as it
smelled,

“@roough! Pah! Oh
staff 1” gasped Baogy.

Then, for the first time, he spotted the in-
seription, “HATR-OIL " printed on the labed,
and his podgy features went a sickly white.

“0h, ecraumbg! ['m peizoned! {irouzh!
Uair-ofl—the heastly stuif! Oh, belp!” he
groancd, with a horrible grimace

dear, the heasily

For fully a minute Boggy spiuttered sid
gasped.  After a while, however, he hegsn

to feel hetter. Then, disappointed aud stinl
hungry, he was moodily making a hee-linge
tor the door, when he pesitated.  With his
enuning eyex twinkling areedily, he returned
to the table.  Replacing the eork, he loft the
study with the hottle of Skimpole's propara-
tion Lidden hencath his cont.

At Racke's study DBasuy  stopped, and
entered without the formality of knochine.
{hatting round the table were Racke, Crooke,
Mellish, and Setope.  From the inet tlat
fracke crammed the pink paper he was 1ead-
ing under the table on Trimble's entrance,
it was plain timt the topis of eonversation
wag not cows.  When Racke reeognised the
visitor, however, e fnmped to his foet with a
erow] of anger.

“Well, hy zad! You cheeky. fat heast !
he yelled.  “Whiat the dickeus o youn mean
hy harging into my study without knoekin'?
Wiy, you tat tosd, if you dow't cleay out bt
dashed well—-"

“He, e, he!™ cackled Baggy Trimble, pre-
tending to take the wkiadly weleonme as o
ke, hnt keeping o wary eye on Rache.
“He, he, he”

Then, apparently thinking it wizest to got
1o business at once, the 1t youth Licld up
the bottle of mixture triumphantly,

“What do you thiuk abont that, Racke, old
yan? Hairoil! Good stutf, ton! Doen't you
wish you had 2"

“tict out, you fut heast, an'-take your
tilthy stulf with you!" roarcd Wacke, *“Hair-
1 Palr? 1 ran wift the stuti here!”

“Oh, I vay! Look here, old fellow!” pro-
fested Trimble.  “Why, it was only this
worning you wera saying you hadn’t a drop
of hair-oil left—said you'd give anything to
wet hold of some. 1 hought this speeially for
you, Look here, five oob, and {he stafl's
yours!  That's jolly——-"
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Dagey stopped, and rvetrealed a step.
Racke did not appcar to be in a mood for
business. Suddenly the fat youth had a
brilliant inspiration.

“ Mix it with brilliantine—like D’Arcy does,”
he suggested persuasively. “‘That does the
trick! Takes all the smell away! Look here,
say four bob—»

“Will you elear—" Racke was beginning,
when he paused.

Trimble's cunping reference to D’Arey
looked like working! The well.groomed
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s perfeetly-parted
hair was a “thing of beauty and a joy for
ever.,” It was one of the features of the
immaculate Gussy Racke envied. Surely if
D’Arcy used it—

“Here, let's sce the stuff! I expeet you've
boned it from D’Arcy’s study, you fat thict!”
sneered Racke.

Trimble sniggered knowingly, and handed
oyver the bottle. Racke examined it. The
stuff did not look like hair-oit—not a hit.
Bnt it smelled—quite a lot. Perhaps it was
a sceret preparation of D'Arey’s thought
Racke. Then he examined the label, which
hore the naine of a well-known toilet manu-
facturcr. That settled Racke's doubts.

“Here you are, you thieving rotter!” he
snapped, handing over five shillings to the
smirking Trimble. “Now scat, or—"

Daggy pocketed the cash with.alaerity, and
holted. 3

When he had gone Racke again cxamined
Llie bottle. o

“Good biz!” he laughed. *Hair-oil's
beastly scarce these days! Wonder if th:}lt
tailor's dummy D’Arcy will miss the stuff?
Phew! Doesn’t it just niff! Perhaps it
won't, though, when applied to the hair,
Anyhow, | mean to try the stuff. Hanged it
1 don't try some now! You chaps can try it
if you tike—this bottle will last for ages!”

- And Racke, chuckling over his deal, went
to the glass nnd commeunced to apply the
Skimpoly Patent Dust-Layer to his hair!

Down in the tuckshop Baggy Trimble was
endeavouring—with some measire of success,
judging from the smirk of satisfaction on his
fat face~-to remove the taste of that same
solution from his mouth with Mrs. Paggles’

jum-tarts.
44
M Merry, Monty Lowther, and
Manners looked np moodily at
the sound of Skimpole’s mild volee from the
doorway.

“Come in, fathead!” growled Tom Merry.

Skimpole, a relivved look on his studious
face, entered, and clused the door.

“Ab, my dear fellows!” he observed, blink-
ing carnestly through his spectacles. 1 am
excecdingly gratiied to flnd you here! 1 have
(o T T

*Good & murmnred Monty Lowther, *“And
uow yonr have aecomplished so tmueh, T sug:

Y dear fellows!”
1t was haif au hour Inter. Tom

west, your going--shut the door after you--"

there's o good chap!”
Shitupole hlinked perplexedly at Towther,
“Reatly, wy dear Lowther, 1 fail to per-
cejve any reason or objeet in your suggestion.
It would Le manifestedly absurd were 1 to
t withont  caplainiug ity  ohbjeet in
1 qm urgently in necd of assistanee,

YLowther comer.

ad prodducing
twopence-lilfpenny and o bad threspenus -
hit. *Dact lwsitate ta say '™

“Tear e!  You ndsunderstand e, Low-
ther, T am not in need of peenniary nssist-
wnee.  Cortainly not!  lowever, passibly it
lts eome to your hoowledge that [ hiave
invegted o patent dnst-layer.”

waeli 27 demaaded

Huow
ously, diving into his pocket

* A what--what-terd” gasped three voices

dumltanconsly.
“Ehe Skimpole Patont Dust-Layer,”  ex-
plitined Skimipole, with conseions pride. =L

regret that time  will not permit me o
elaborate the details of wy inveation, Tt
will sufhee to say that not only will it

revolutionise this dusty condition of the fair
Lanes and roads of this land ol ours, hut—
ahem it will ulso eause the name of Skim-
pole 1o go down to posterity as one of
the—— Ay dear Lowther, why o you hold
wloit that cushion in sueh an extraordinary
Wwayy?

“Po bilf ut n owilly ass with tan mneh
ans ! roard Lowther, “Cut fhe ghildy
cackle, Skiumwy, you adiol! What's your

bleasae trouble?”

“I am endeavouring to he 43 explicit as
pasible, nty dear Lowther,” protested Skim-
pole. Bnt, as 1 wag :lbou% to ehserve, I
intemd this alternoon to test the composition
my the road outeide the gates,  NXnot that
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I have any doubt as to its olicaey., Quile
the contrary! But I have arrived at the
conelusion that an  ocular demonstration
would be eminently—-"

skimpole paused as Lowther raised tho

cushion suggestively,
. “Ahem! But to come to the peint. I had
intended to borrow the Hyleombe Urban
Council’s wdtercart for the cxperiment, On
reflection, however, I have come to the com-
vlusion that the hand-cngine and hose in
the woodshed will cqually suit my putpose.
It will, however, be a physical impossibility
for one individual to manipulate the pump
and direct the hose. That, my dear friends,
is precisely my reason for this visit-~to
solicit ‘your assistance.”

The Terrible Threc winked solemnly at
cach other. But they hesitated only for n
moment, Study No. 1 werg ncver known tu
refuse help to anyone.

"‘We‘re your men, Skimmy,
grinned Tom Merry chcerlully.
Edison Sccundus!”

Five minutes Jater a little procession
wended its  way towards the Woodshed.
Skimpole led the way, staggering under tho
weight of a half-gallon jar. Af the wood-
shed the. party stopped.  Tom Merry and
Lowther hauled the antiquated old engino
out of the shed. The tank was half full of
water, as it happened, which suited Skim-
pole’s purpose admirahly.

“Heave-yo, me hearties!” grinped Monty
Towther, grabbing the handles of the cngine.
Then, with Tomn Merry pushing hchind, and
Manners, who had a slightly sprained ankle,
limping along with S8kimmy in the rear, tha
party ruinbled to the gatea. Skimpole smiled
beawingly as a~billowy cloud of dust swirled
round him m the roadway.

Lifting the lid of the tanlk, the inventor
eraptied the contents of the jar ifnto the
walor.

“Phew! TPaht” gasped Lowther, getling
a piff of the solution for the first time, “My
giddy aunt! Dust-layer, is it? Why, the
stuil’s strong cnough to lay bricks! Phew!”

*“That,” said Skimpole, “is an unfortunate
but trivial detail, I shall be grateful, my
friends, if you will kindly manipulate the
pump when my preparations with the lose.
lipe are completed.”

After a little trouble, owing to the
ruthusiastie inventor getting hiwself wrapped
np and nearly strangled with the hosepipe,
things were at last got into working order.
Amid the clanking of the pump Skimpok:
aprayed the road for quite a hundred yards,
until the tank was empty. Then the inveptor
gave a sigiv of satistaction. |

*You will now sce, my dear friends, thouzh
in a small measyre, what a benofit the Skinm-
pole preparation for laying dust has con-
ferred upon wankind,” observed Skimpole,

Tom Merry amd Lowther, however, decided
ihiat it was wisest to house the engine and
hose: before waiting to see tha benefits of
Simpole’s eaperiment.  They were only away
at the woodslied three minutes, but they
rcturned to find Mannera bent double and
roaring with langhter,  Skimpole, o look ol
the wildest bewilidernient on his face, was
staring at the rewdway with' bulging oyes.

At na wonder! The aarl was tree from
dust, cortainly, Skimpole's patent dust-layer
i ad judeed done ity work well—too well,
apparently, for the road was rapidly turping
woyivid wreen!

“Ma, ha, La!" rearcd Monty Lowther.
Then he Jowered one 1oot gingerly into tlu
wreen wetness, anpd  withdrew it with  difhi.
enlty, * Why--~ ITa, ha, ha!  The stutl’s
i like trvwelt ! Oh, ey only pink pyjamas, what

A oapess
[ traordinary ! gasped
amazement, L must have
wrong  inarcdicnt! Dear
ardivary !t

Suddenty Manncrs save a roar, and painted
up the rozd.

: “Oh, wy bat! Took at Towser! Ha, hoy
et

Herries” balldog wis in dilienltics. Me was
daveering olong in the mildle of the road,
whining dismally. At almogt ¢very step
stopped, and, Hifting a paw, eyed the
en, Rticky  mesa  deipping frowm 5 with
a ludierons ook of astonishment, A ittle
hizher up wis Corneling, the sehaol eald,
whom  Towser had evidently heen chasing
whoet they struck that verdant pateb of green.
e war mewing pathetically, and alio -in
cvidont, distress.  Jigher np the road stit
half & dozen dueks were tottesng along
like bluchottles onr o fy-paper,

0, dear!" marmured Skimpale, in trazie
dismay. “Now unfortunate! b feppe—"

Skimpole  stopped and  shivered,. for ot
that moment Vo Ratelifi, Wis thin, s fac:

old top!”
“Lead ou,

in
Sadie!
SR FR

Skimpol.,
mixed in
ne, how
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tooking ore irritable than usasl, appearea
ut the pates. He eyed the four juniors
suspicious! The
Three ceased as i by magic.
“loys, have you scen the postman yet?”
he sunpped.

“No, sir,” replied Tom Merry meekiy

Mr. Ratelifi grunted, and stanped angrily.

“Thie man ought to have been here an hour
ago,” he suorted. It Qs disgraceful! I
shall certainly write—-"

What' the master was about te say Skin-
pole und -~ the * Terrible Three will never
know. They saw Mr, Rateld! stop before
hie' had taken half a dozen steps, and eye his
boats it ainuzement. Thep he gnsped audibly.
and, . bending down, gazed as if fascinated
at the green-carpeted road.

“Good gracious!" he ejaculated, in bewil-
derment.  “Good gracious!”

For a full minute he stood thus. Doubt-
less he would have spent longer so oecu-
pied but for the arrival just then of the
postman. And his arrival, though expeeted,
proved most unexpected.

Only a moment before he had cycled down
Rylcombe Lane whistling cheerfully as if he
hadn’t’ a ecare insthe world. A few yards
behind him cycled Cutts, Gilmore, and St.
Leger.

The four cyclists struck Skimpole's pre-
paration at a fair speed. But they didn't
iclcop it up—Skimpole's dust-layer saw to

1at,

The postman stopped whistling, and stared
with gopaly eyes at his iront wheel, which
was scending up a fountain of green slush
After which he turned in his saddle and
subjected his back wheel to a similar absorh-
ing scrutiny. Behind him the three seniors
were also engaged in examining the remark-
able phenomienon,

“Look out!” yelled Tom Merry suddenly.

After that things happened quickly, Tom's
warning shout caused Mr. Ratcliff to look up
suddenly.  The four cyclists brought their
study of the Skimpole dust-layer to an
ahrupt conclusion, and looked round in alarm.
But too late!

The postman jammed on his brakes hard--
too hard, for the hike stopped dead, and its
unfortunate - rider -sonred over the handle-
hars. . Luckily, however—for the postinan—
Mr. Ratelifl stopped his flicht.

“Poof ! gasped Mr. Ratelitf, sitting down
with a thump, *Poof!”

That was all the master said just then,

for Cutts, Gilmore, and 8St. Leger had
arrived. " And all Mr. Ratelift’s time and

energics for the next few moments were ocen

pied _in getting out of the mix-up that
ensued.

“Oh, dear!™ groaned Skimpole, gazing
hielplessly at the confused mass of arms,

1egs, and bicycle wheels. *How exceedingly
unfortunate!”

The Terrible Three realised  from  the
grunts, yells, and gasps that proceeded from
the serum that, someone was getting hurt,
and, brving more practical than Skimpole,
they braved the terrors of the treacly mass
and went to the rescue.

With their belp the  struggling figures
gradually sorted themselves out. Mr, Rat.
eliff, his facc black with fury and his gown

green  with  Skimpole's  preparation, stug-
pered slowly to his [cet. Then be waded—

g0 to sprak—towards the shorg.

There he appeared to find his Lreath, also
his tengue. Aund the three seniors and the
postman got the benefit of both.  For gnite
five minutes the angey anuaster ravéd. Then,
stddenly hecoming aware of Bris undignified
condition,” be ‘was turning to cnter the gate-
wity, when he stopped.

From dovn the road sounded a loud cheer,
and a wagsonctte containing the returning
foothallers, and  escorted by o score of
cyclists, appeared in sight.

“0Oh, my only Bunday tile!
over yot ! groaned Tom Merry,

Thie show isn't
*Good old

Skimmy "
1V,

UE eyclists were the first to become
aware of the state of the road. In
plank astonishment they stared at

the thick, sticky mess as it cluny
tovingly to the revolving whecls. But when
the filthy stuff hegan to bespatter their
machince and clothes they dismounted hur-
riedly, and, with handkerchicfs to noses,
made a bee:lin€ for dry land.

With a final cheer the waggonette rolled
up to the gates. Grundy, who was hanpging
on ‘to the steps behind, was the first to

laughiter of the Terrible !

THE GEM LIBRARY,

"ﬂurmli!
thusiastically,
"

I r———

“ Three goals 1o one! Hur-

Grundy's. .rowerful voice ended in a
snmt‘hc\'cd how! as he jumped from the
steps, > stagaered o conple of paces, anid
mensured his- length on the sticky road.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd the crowd of lordly
sentors in the waggonette. The laughter
tailed off very quickly, however, when they
saw the cause of the great Grundy's down-
full, and found they had to paddle through
the green, sticky mess themselves.

* What ever does it all mean?”
dare, stamping up to Mr. Ratcli
astonished Tace and his handkerchief io his
nose. “What is—— O, 1 say, sir, what a
state you arc in!”

“That,” snafled Mr. Ratciiff, his wvoice
quivering with anger, “is what I should like
to discover, Kildare! 1t is outrageous—
simply outrageous! If the District Council
are responsible— Good  gracious!
ever is the matter néw?”

Something evidently

was the

Three-halfpence.

We've won!" he yelled en-:junder the impression that it was hairob

That, sir—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“8ilence!” thundered Mr. Rateliff, glaring
around on the laughing crowd. Then the
inaster turned suddenly to Skimpole, his eyes
gleaming triumphantly.

“Is it possible? Dust-laying preparation?
Do you actually mean to say-—- 1s it pos
sible, Skimpole, you wretclied boy, that you
are responsible for the disgusting state of
the road outside?”

“That,” observed . 8kimpole, “I was also
abont to explain, sir. The result of my ex
periment, is, I admit, most regrettable, and.
a8 You will realise, is a great disappointgw'nt
to me personally. Bufl the present failuretis

i entirely due to o slight error in the mixing

What | terested

of the ingredients. lowever, T hope to—=-"

“Enough!” thundered Mr. Rateliff, “You
will come with me at once, Skimpole! Dr.
Holmes will, I have no doubt, be more in
in your explanations. Trimble,

| Racke, Cooke, Mellish, and Scrope will aleo

matter. | accompany me, when we shall probably get

Across the quad, yelling in terror, his short ! to the bottom of this astounding business.
| What is it. Merry?”

fat legs fairly twinkling under him, came

Mr. Rateliff stopped as Ve Terriblc Three

i stepped forward,

Baggy. Trimble. Behind him, armed with |
cricket-bats  and  stumps, came Ruckc.‘
Crooke, Mellish, and Scrope. They seemed

to be particularly excited about somcthing,

and also to by particularly anxious to get

with the flying Baggy.
eliricked Trimble, taking refuge
stalwart form of Kildaryg *Help!

into touch

“ Help!”
hehind the
Save me!”

“Let me get at him!” reared Racke, Tin-
ning up with slaughter in his eyes. “1H
smash the- filthy heast

Then Racke & Co. stopped swddenly as
they noticed Mr. Ratctif and Kildare. And
just as suddenly a roar of laughter went up
from the crowd of onleokers. Mr, Ratelitf
did not see the reason for 4 moment. When
he did he almost fainted.

For the heads of Racke aud his shady pals
were, if possible, more brilliantly green thau
the surface of the road outside! Their hair
stuck out in inatted clumps, like tofts of
coarse, green grass. They presented a teuly
terrifying appearance,

“Bless my soul! Am I going mad?” mut-

tereit  Mr.  Redeliff, » Green—everything's
green !”

“Look at us! Look at our hair!” raved
Racke, pointing to his head despairingly.

“Look what that fut rotter’s done! And 1t
won't wash oft! And it's all thut fut beast's
fault!”

“Racke, how dare you speak to me like
that!”  thundercd the master.  "Do  you
mean to say that Trimble is responsible for
the filthy condition of your hair? Explain
yourself at once, boy!”

Stuttering with fury, Racke related the
story of his deal in “hair-0il ” with the ras-
cally Trimble. When he had finished, Mr.
Ratelitf, his brain in_a whirl, was turning
to question the still shivering Bagay, wien
au interruption oceurred. Skimpole, who
had been listening in amazement to Racke's
tragic story, stepped forward, his  mild
featnres very pale, but very determined.

» [xcuse me, sir,” .he began politely buat
, 1 believe 1 am in a position to eluci-
date what at present appears to he some-
what of a mystery to you. Possibly yon
have observed that tlie colour and consis-
teney of the preparation with  whieh

firm

my
anfortunate »choolfeltows’ heads are anointed
resembles the solution at present eovering a
portion of the roud outside the gates. The
—ahem l—effluvium also, 1 would peint out,
is somewhat-—"

“That, you foolish boy, is obvious to any-

an  idiot ! snapped  Mre. Ratelift
testily,  “Tell me at onee what you know of
this extraordinary busin and pray do not
be so ridiculousty lopg-winded !”

“Certainly, sir! L witl endeavour to he
as precise and explicit as possible,  Possibly
you are upaware that for some considerable
time 1 have bten engaged upon a new inven-
tion—namely, a patent preparation for lay-
juyg dust. However, this afternoon, my in:
vestigutions and  experiments  being  com-
pleted, 1 empticd a quantity of the solution
—in the absence of a more suituble recep-
tacle—into a hottle, which, from the inserip-
tion on the label, had previously contained
hair-oil. The bottle,  however, unsccount-
ably disappeared from the ‘study during my
absence. After listening to Racke's narra-
tive, 1 am compelled to the obvious conclu-

on¢ but

ecome into todch with Skimpole’s invention. | sion that my unfortunaté scheolfellows have
Teust Grundy to find any trouble that's| become possessed of the bottle of dust-laying

knocking around!

solution, and have applied it to their hair

*Skimpole is not alone to blame for whaf,
has happened, sir,” said Tom Merry meekly.
“We also had a hand—that is, we helped
him, and are as much to blame as he.”
_“Oh, indeed!" replied Mr. Rateliff in mali-
cious exultation. “Al, I might have sus
pected as much!  Three of My, Railton’s
nmaost promising  pupils, too! Yery good!
You three hoys will also acecompany me.”.
* With dignitied stride—the effect of whieh
was somewbat spoiled by hiz green-bespat-
tored attice—Mr. Ratelift led the way indnors,
fallowed by the unfortunate eight juniors,
and followed also by a. yell' of laughtcy
which Xildare tried in vain to quell.

To relate in fnll the proceedings of that
court of inquiry—what the Head said, what
Mr. Rateliif suid, what Tom Merry & Co.
siid, what Trimble said—the frozen truth, of
course—what Racke & Co, said, and in parti
cular what Skimpole =aid—would fill  con
siderably more than the rationed columns of
the * Weekly,” or-even of the GeMm.

Qufficient it is to say that Dr. Holmes
did get very nearly to the bottem of the
business, And as it happened, and to Mr,
Ratelitf*s utter disgust, the Head took a far
more lenient vicw of Skimpole's dittle experi-
ment than was expected. Possibly, had the
Head known then that there was hardly an
inch of St. Jim’s—class-rooms, studies, dor-
mitories, and even his own study carpet—
where the Skimpole Patent Dust-Layer had
not already penetrated,  the punishments
would have been more severe.

Anyhow, poor Skimpole got a good half-

dozen of the best, and was gated for a
month. Trimble got four stiff ones—more for
telling lies than for anything . else—while

Racke & Co. were let off with a lecture-on
the advisability of looking before leaping.
Afl the same, there is no doubt they came
oft worst of all,

Ag for Tom Merry & Co.—wcll, they re-
ccived ‘four strokes each, despite the fact
that Skimpole—gond old Skimmy !—protested
vigorousty - against their punishment, and
pleaded in vain to take the full responsibility
for the business upon his  own  puny
shoulders. Good old Skimmy!

The Editor's Chat

For Next Wednesday:
1 BUNTER IN SEARCH OF
A STUDY!"
By Mariin Clifford.

This week's story tells how  Banter,
wangled out of No. 6, finds but a very,
temporaty resting-place in No. 2.

Next week's will tell of his desperate
endeavours to get a footing elsewhere.  He
trics Tom Merry & Co.—N.G. Julian & Co.
are not having any. In No. © he ig kindly
allowed to stick to the armchair; but that
is all. Mulvaney minor and Tompking are
gurprised by his gencrosity; but there is a
catch about that, of course, “~There always
is a catch about it when Bunter makes a
display of good gualities. )

At the end of the story Bunter is still an

outcast !
YOUR EDITOR.
N




