“IN BORROWED PLUMES!”

A Splendid New, Long, Complete Tale of School Life at Greyfriars.
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Before he knew what was ha.pdpenlng, Lord Mauleverer was collared and flung bodily into the

car. Duval leaped In after him and the chauffeur sprang into his place. There was a shout down
the road—half a dozen Greyfriars fellows had seen the action of the desperate raseal. “Help!”
roared Bolsover. *They're kidnapping Mauly! Help!” The next moment the car leaped forward.
(An exciting incident in the grand, long, complete story contained within.) P
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IN BORROWED PLUMES!

A Splendid, New, Long, Complete School Tale dealing with the

Further Adventures of Harry
By

Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.
FRANK RICHARDS.

There was a furlous yell from the
bungalow. * Stop! Stop!" and the
next instant the two Frenchmen came
racing from the house. They rashed
into the road, just in time to see the
car leap forward like a wild thing,
and dash away! (See Chapter 15).

THE FPIRST CHAPTER,
Mauleverer Declines!

14 AULY !"
* Come out, you bounder!™
Bang, bang!

Lord Mauleverer, sitting in his exiremely casy
easy-chair in his study in the Remove possage at Gre yiriars,
grinned serenely,

The study door was locked.

Outside, the voice of Bob Cherry was resounding, as well
as loud and heavy kicks from Bob's large-sized boots directed
upon the door,

Within, the slacker of the Remove yawned in his easy-chair,
taking it easy,

“ Manly!"™

“ Come ont 1™

“ Do you hear®”

“ Aro you asleop, you slacker?”

Thore were other voices besides Bob Cherry’s.  TTarry
Wharton and Nugent and Johnny Bull and Mark Linley woere
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there, and they were al ealling on the slacker of the Remove
10 show himself. Lord Manleverer remained calm and se rene in
the fortable knowledge that the Ley was turned in the
Tow wl that the lock was too strong to be broken by the
heaviest bangs on the door,

The juniors in the passage were growing impatient. It was
a Wednesday afternoon, a half-hohiday at Greviriars. 1t was
# keen winter's dav, and the sun was shining in the old (lose
of Greyfriars and on the wide plaving-fields. 1Tirry Wharton
& Co. were in their football garb, ready to play. And they
wanted Lord Muauleveres,

Not that Mauly was a footballer,  Anything but that, Tord
Muouleverer had a dislike to exertion in any shape or form.
Sometimes he found energy enough to look on at o foothall
match, and on certain ocersions he had been known to cheer.
But such oecasions were rare.  He was the last fellow Harrey
Wharton wounld have thought of plauving in the Remove team
on any occusion where the resalt of the wateh was not a
foregonoe conelusion,

But he

was watted on this specinl afternoon. There had
December Gth, 1913,
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been o warm argument on the subject of fooibull between
Marry Wharton & Co., and Temple gnd Dabney of the Upper
Fourth. In the heat of the argunment Wharton had rashly
<tated that the Remove could beat the Fourth with Mauly in
goal. Temple had promptly taken him at his word. and as
it was impossible to *“climb down,” Wharton had put
Mauleverer's name on his list for the match.

Most fellows in the Remove would have jumped at the
chance of plaving for the Form team. Not so Mauleverer,
The moment that he heard that his name was in the Remove
list he fled to his study, and locked the door.  And behind the
lockedl door he reposed in security, intending to stay there
until the match was over,

Bob Cherry, who had a great friendship for the champion
slacker of Greyfriars, had hailed the idea of playing him in
the Form mateh.  As Bob said, they were certain of beating
the Fourth, anyway: and it would be a big thing for Mauly,
and perhaps inspire him with a desive to play the grand old
game. But Mauly did not look at it in I‘mt light. He was
quite willing to let the big thing pess him by, Persuasion and
expostulation and diveful threats through the keyhole failed
to produce any effect on Lord Manleverer. e declined to
listen to the voice of the charmer,

Bang, bang, bang!

'l:ho door shovk as Bob Cherry applied his football hoots
to af.

“ Are you there, Mauly ™" he roared throngh the keyhole.

* Yans."

“You know we've gol you
match this afternoon?”

* Yans.”

“ You know it's time for the match to start?”

** Yaas.”

“Then come out!”

“ Yaas—I mean no.”

“ You've gol to cone ! shouted HMarry Wharton. “T've
mndertaken to play you. T told Temple we could beat him
hilh! the biggest uliot at Greyfriars in goal.  So we want
youn.”

‘*Ta, ha, ha!l”

“ Lots of fellows have come round {o see vou play, Mauly 1"
urged Jobnny Bull, ** They know it's going to be a sight if
son keep goal!”

* Yaas.”

* We're waiting for you, Muauly.”

* Yaas.”

“Will you open the door?”

i N(l."

“ Don’t you want to play, you fathead?”

* No."

* Why not?”

¢ Tived.”

“ Aes! Fathead! What have vou heen doing to make yon
tired 7' demanded Bob Cherry.

Lovd Mauleverer rveflected,

“ 1 walked up to the study ! he yveplied, after a pause.

“ You—you burbling jabberwock!  Ave you thinking of
sticking il‘ll the study all the afternoon?”

* Yaas

down as goalkeeper in the

“Do von want to be a beasily, lazy, votten slackert”

“ Yaas." ’

“Oh, mv hat!"” said Bob Cherry. “ 1 T could get through
this door 1'd yank him out by his giddy cars! We've got to
play him.”

“Tomple will say we've hacked out of it if we don’t plax
him,” growled Wharton. ** We must get him out somchow.”™

“ Yes, rather.”

“The ratherfulness is terrifie,”
Singh.

T say, you fellows—""

“ Oh, von buzz off, Bunter! said Beb Cherry crossly.

“ But I <ay, vor fellows, there's a letter for Muuly in tho
rack downstairs.” said Billy Bunter. I dare say there's a
remittance in it.  1le's always getting remittanees. T eame

said Tlurree Jamset Ram
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up to speak to him about it. T happen to be shori of moneg,
and—

* Shurrup! Mauly—Maunly, you lazy villain "

“ Yaas.”

= There's o letter for you downstuirs.”

* Yaas."

* Don’s you wang it

* Yaus."

“Then coma and ges i

* Rats !

1 say, Mauly, there’s very likely a cheque in it," Billy
Bunter squeaked throngh the keyhole. = TF you like, 1I'll open
it for you——""

Bob Cherry shoved the fut junior away from the keyhola,

“ You clear off !"" he said.

“Sha'n't!” roared Bunter.  “If vou fellows aro alter
Mauuly's remittance, I don't see why T shouldu’t have my
whack. Look here, I'm not going to have you sponging on
my pal Mauly.”

“ You fat toad ! grunted Johnny Bull.  ** We're aftee
Mauly, not after his moncy. Wo want him to play in the
mateh.”

Bunter snorted,

“Rot! Mauly can't play! If you're a man short, T don't
mind playing mysclf, if you want a really good man! 1'm os
good a footballer as T am a ventriloguist.”

** Ha, hn, ha!”

* Blessed if T can see anvthing to cackle ak.
jealous of my form.” 1

“ Well, Falstafi might have been jealous of wour form,”
<aid Bob Cherry, with a disparaging glance at the fat junior’s
ample figure. ** You're more like an apple dumpling than he
was. Don’t you worry now, Bunter: wo're busy—-"

“ wans to seo my pal Mauly. Ow. ow, ow! If you kick
mo again, Bob Cherry, Il wipe up the passage with youl
Ow, ow! Don't you do that a third time or Yow-ow-ow 1"

Billy Bunter beat a rapid retreat.  Bob Cherry had done it
for a third time. and was preparing to do it for a fourth when
Bunter fled. Then Bob kicked at the study door again.

“ Mauly, old man, you've gob to come!”

* Sorry.”

“ Will vou open this door or not

* Not.”

“ We'll rag vou baldheaded afterwards, if yon don't 1"

* Begad!™

% You're n votten, lazy, slacking, good-for-nothing, nsclesy
worm !

“Thanks!"”

“ You—you—you—-—"
are we going to do, yon fellows?
and the beast won't come out.”

“ You fellows ever coming? shouted Temple of the Fourth,
up the stoirease. ** We can't wait for you all the alternoon.
If you're funking you'd better say =0.”

“ Mauly, come out, you rotter 1"

“ T say, you might muke a little less row there,” eame Lord
Mauuleverer's plaintive voice. ** I'm trying to go to sleep.”

“8laep!” suid Bob sulphurously. * Tl sleep you! You=s
you—you——"

“Oh, come on,” said Harry Wharton impatiently; ‘‘we
can't waste any more time! We shall have to explain ta
Temple.”

“And he'll say we're gassing!” growled Bob Cherry.
“ And we could beat him with Mauly in goal, or any other
idiot—even Bunter!”

“ By Jove!” exclaimed Ilarry Wharton. That’s all
right—Bunter! Bunter instead of Mauly—he's as big an
idiot at footer!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And bestowing a final shower of kicks upon the study
door, the Remove footballers went their way.

T know you'rd

Words failed Bob Cherry. * What
We can't break in the door,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter is Wanted!

EMPLE, DABNEY & CO., of the Upper Fourth, were
on the junior football.ground.  The Fourth Form
eleven were ready to play, and they were making
little jokes about the non-appearance of the Remove

team.

As a rule, the Remove, though a lower Form, beat the
Fourth hopelessly at the great winter game. llence
Wharton's rash offer to play the Fourth with the slacker of
the Remove in goal, which was very nearly the same thing
as playing with the “ chicken-run ' empty,

emple had closed with that offer with great alaerity,

feeling pretty certain of snatching a victory, which would
count as a win for the Fourth, and would also punish the
Removites for whut Tewple regarded as their **swank.”

““THE PENNY POPULAR.”
Every Friday.
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“ow!

Temple smiled o superior smile as the juniors came down
to the eround,

S Ready 77 he asked.

“ Not quite—our blessed goalkeeper has locked himsell in
bis study, and won't éome out,” said Wharton.

Temple grinned.

“A\Wall, you couldn't have done it. you know,” he
remarkaed. “We o shall beat  you  anyway: but,  with
Mauloverer in goal, vou wouldn’'t have had an earthly !”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

“Thix i~ where vou climb down, and take back your
swank ! arinned Fry, of the Fourth.

“Well, we didn’t know Mauly would dodge us like that.
of conrse.”” =aid larry.

Terple winked at his friends.

“Of convae yon didn't.” he agreed.  “ Oaly, i's very
convenient, ain't it? Saves you from being shown up as a

set of swankers!
SBut ' tell you what we'll do,” suid Wharton, *°1
uggested Mauly a= the biggest idiot at footer. but Bunter
runs him pretty close.  We'll play you with Bunter in
al ™
SO, deaw it mild ™
“That'll come to the same thing,'" said BDob Cherry.
“The same thing —ouly more so!” ‘chuckled Temple,
“ Mauly might have happened to stop a shot by accident.
but Bunter won't.,”
“Then sou agree?”’
*“Yes, rather; we'll call it the same thing!
Tur Macxer Lisranry.—No. 30
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Find your

There was a yell of laughter as Billy Bunter sat up in goal, and groped for his spectacles, which had fallen ofi.

1 say, you fellows, that.doesn't count as a goal, you know!
(See Chapter 3.)

T,

" pe

gasped Billy, * 1 wasn't looking!

porpoise, and put him in goal, and we'll make him hop.”

said Temple cheerily.

*Right-ho! We won't keep you waiting long.”

And IHarry Wharton & Co. rushed away to look for
Bunter,

Quite a crowd had gathered round the junior ground, to
see Lord Mauleverer play football. Fouotball practice was
compulsory at Gresfriars. and so Mauly had been seen on
the footbull-ield —generally with his hands in his pockeis,
and his gaze lixed on anvthing but the ball.  Dut
hita play in a mateh would be, as Fisher 1. Fish expressed
it in the American language. a sight for sore cyes.  Fiher
Fish guessed that it wonld put the lid on, and the other
fellows agreed.

Fellows came from far and near to witness that match.,
Fven seniors condescended to give it a look . Coker and
IPotter and Greene came ont of the House to stroll down
to the footer-ground. The three Fifth-Formers looked quite
conscious of the honour they were doing the “kids" in
looking on at their match.

As Coker & Co. came out of the School Tlonse they p.‘nim(
a man who was coming up the steps, and they glanced at
him enriously.

e was evidently a forcigner—a dark, sallow man, with
a pointed black moustache. ITe was extremely well-dressed,
but he looked, as Coker mentally noted, quite a ** bounder.”

The steanger paused on the steps.

“Pray excuse me, voung gentlemen,” he said., and the
Fifth-Vormers paused. He spoke in perfect English, but

o s

HRISTMAS NUMBER NEXT MONDAY! (See Page 28.)
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his accent was foreign. * There is a voung gentleman in
this school named Lord Mauleverer, I think?”

Coker grinned.

*That's right,” he said.

“| desire to see him—1 have a message for him——"'

I funey you can’t deliver it now, then,” said Coker, still
grinning.  ** But if you want to see him, you'd better follow
us 1o the footer-gronmd.  Mauleverer is keeping goal for the
Remove to-day.™

*Thauk you =o said  the

much ! foreign gentleman.

“There is no hurry—I will wait until after the play. Is it
allowed for strungers to watch the matches?”

“Certninly ; anybody who likes,”

“ Thank you!™

Coker & Co. walked on, and the foreign gentleman

followed them.

* Keeping goal, you said, T think*"* he azked.

“Yes; for the Lower Fourth.”

« And which side is the Lower Fourth ®" asked the French-
man. I mean, how are they distinguished ?™

* They're the kids in red shirts,”” explaived Coker. ** The
Upper Fourth are in blue.”

“Merci bien!”

And the Frenchman raised his hat politely to Coker & Co.
as they left him. Coker looked a little puzzled as he walked
on with Potter and Greene.

I wonder what that foreign johnuie wants with young
Mauleverer.” he remarked. I don't like his looks much—
looks like a well-to-do billiard sharper, or something of that
kind. Some of those Remove kids were mixed up with
a bookmaker the other day. and I felt called upon to
interfere. I think I shall keep an eye on  young
Mauleverer.”

Potter and Greene exchanged a wink, unseen by Coker.
The great Coker was brimming with good-nature, and he
had a wonderful gift for interfering, at the wrong moment,
in matters that did not concern him in the least.

The Frenchman posted himself under a tree near the
football-ground, to look on, and Coker & Co. soon forgot
all about him. The crowd on the ground were beginning
to be impatient at the delay in starting the match. It was
not yet known that Lord Mauleverer was not to play.

Harry Wharton & Co. had not yet succeeded in finding
Bunter. The tuckshop-—where Bunter was very frequently
to be found—had been drawn blank; but the fat junior was
run down at last in the Cloisters.  He was dolefully
examining a threepenny-picce, which already had been
refused at the tuckshop and at most of the shops in the
village, being a very evidently bad one. Bunter was
blinking at it through his big glasses, as if by sheer force of
staring he could change it into a good one,

“ Here the fat bounder is!”" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

And the Famous Five rushed upon Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove backed away in alarm.

“1 say, you fellows——  Don’t you be a beast, Bobh
Cherry——"

“It's not a rag this time, fatty—we want you.”

Buunter's eves glittered behind his glasses,

“Is it a feed?”

“Ha, ha! No; it's a match!”

“ A mateh ! said Bunter. I don't want any matches!
I've got a box of them in my pocket. But I say, you fellows,
vou might change this threepenny-bit for me.  Mrs.
Mimble thinks it's a bad one, and she won't take it—-"

“She's jolly well right, too!” said Nugent, looking at
the coin. ** You'd better save it up for a blind man !’

“T'll let vou have it for twopence,” said Bunter

encrously. " Yon can give it to some beggar, you know.

don't believe in encouraging begezars myself. You chaps
are always giving something away. and you could give
this—""

“We want you. Bunter.

“ Change what —the threepenny-bit ¥

“ Your clothes, fathead !

“ My clothes ! said Bunter. in astonishment.
vou want me to change my clothes for*”
© ¢ For the match. We want you to play."”

Come on and change.”

I've tried—"

“YWhat do

“Oh!" DBunter became important at once. “You've
decided that you can’t do without me—eh 77
“That's it !"" said lHurey Wharton solemnly, “We're

looking for a real tov-noteh, gilt-edged, Al at Lloyd’s goal-
keeper. and we think we can’t do better than you !

“1 ean keep goal, of course,” said Bunter; *“bur I'm
better as contre-forward. You'd better go into goal yoursell,
Wharton, and leave me in the front line.”

“We're not looking for a centre-forward. We think yon
will really distinguish voursell in goal. and we want all
Greviriars to sce you do it. Come on!”

“Well. I'm glad vou've seen it at last,” said Bunter. as
he rolled away with the Famous Five—"jolly glad! TI've
told vou all along that you really couldu’t afford to leave me
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out of the team, but you wouldu’t take anvy notice. Of
course, I quite understand that you don't like being out-
shone by a chap in the team; but you really oughtn’t to let
personal feelings like that influence you. It's not foothall.™

“ T turning over a new leafl to-day,” suid Wharton.
“You're going to have a chance to show the fellows what
yonu can do.”

“ Tl wake things up a bit, T promise you,” said Bunter
fatuously. * But I thought Muuly was kecping goal for
you?”

* Mauly's locked himself up in his study. But you will be
as good as Mauly.”

Bunter sniffed.

A jolly good bit better, 1 hope!™ he said.

“The betterfulness of the esteemed Bunter
terrific !  said  Ilurree Jamset Ram  Singh
“ Simply terrific !

And Bunter, with a great deal of satisfaction. changed
into his feotball rig, looking when he had finished as if he
were going to burst out of it at all points, The Famous
Five marched him down to the ground.

There was a  chuckle as  Bunter appeared.  Lord
Mauleverer in goal would have been a joke, but Bunter in
gaal was a screaming farce, ns Coker gleefully remarked.
And there was a ripple of laughter as Bunter took his place
befween the posts.

Wharton had won the toss, and Temple kicked off.

The red shirts of the Remove were soon in the enemy's
territory, pressing on for goal: and it looked as if the match
would be played out on the Fourth-Form side of the half-
way line. At the other end of the field, in solitary grandeur,
s0 to speak, in the Remove goal, Billy Bunter stamped about
and flapped his fat arms across his chest to keep himself
warm.

Most eyes were turned towards the footballers in the
Fourth-Form half, but one pair of eyes turned fixedly upon
Bunter in goal. They were the eyes of the Frenchman, who
had asked Coker questions,

“So that is he!" the foreign gentleman muttered to him-
self. ** Bien, bien! Now 1 kuow him by sight, and there
can be no mistake! Tres bien!”

And without waiting to see the mateh, which possessed
no interest whatever for him—the foreign gentleman strolled
away,

will L
solemnly.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter in Goall

" LAY up, Remove!”
* On the ball!"
“ Play up, Fourth!”

yoal, goal! Ilurrah!

The lirst goanl came from the foot of ITarry Wharton,
planted fairly in the net. It was first blood for the Remove,
after ten minutes' play.  The Removites grinned as they
lined up again. The Fourth-Formers had been nowhere near
their goal as yet, and Bunter liud not been called upon to
save.  Bunter had lmrfnrnmd nothing but gymnastics to keep
himself warm in Ins citadel.

But mutters did not go so favourably for the Remove after
that. Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyiriars, one of the
finest players in the team, showed unmistakable signs of
*eracking up.”

Smithy was evidently out of condition. He had started
well, but now he had ** bellows to mend ™ before the gane
had gone on for a quarter of an hour. Usually fleet of foot,
he seemed to labour now, and the opposing forwards left him
standing.

Vernon-Smith was outside-right in the Remove team, and
he was opposed by Fry of the Fourth, outside-left, and the
best winger Temple had in his eleven. And the Fourth-
Formers round the ground raised a cheer when Fry cap-
tared the ball Vernon-Smith tried to centre, and escap
with it along the touchline,

*Go it, Fry!”

“On the ball!™

Frv was away like an arrow, and by luck he beat the
backs, and raced for goal. IJarry Wharton & Co. were after
him like lightning, but Fry had time for a kick. Anythin,
like a goalkeeper wounld have saved that hasty, hurri
kick—as Bob Cherry said afterwards, a babe in arms would
have stopped it quite easily. Whether a babe in arms could
have stopped it or not, Billy Bunter cortainly couldn’t. The
ball simote him on his fat chin, and he was spread-eagled in
his goal.

Then there was a roar.

* Bravo, Fry! Goal!"”

** Bravo, goalkeeper!” roared Coker. *‘ Ha, ha, ha!"
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And there was a yell of laughter as Bunter sat up in the
goal and groped for his spectacles, which had fallen off.

“Ow! I—I say, vou fellows, that doesn't count as a goal,
you know!" gasped Bunter. 1 wasn't looking!"”

“ Hau, ha, ha!"

* Chuck that ball out, and shut up!" growled Bob Cherry.
“ And for goodneas’ sake don't let Fry walk over vou again,
Smithy ! Every shot will be a goal, if they get through!"

The Bounder scowled.

** You didn't stop Fry, anyway!" he snapped. * Right-
half is supposed to defend, especially when he knows outside-
right i1s no good, as you scem to do.”’

“ Easy does it!" said Bob amicably. You're off colour
to-day, Smithy. Why don't you leave simoking alone—on
the day before a mateh, anyway!"

“ Mind your own business!"

“ Line up!” said Wharton sharply: and the talk was
stopped—just in time, for Bob's eyes were glittering with
anger.

All the fellows knew what was the matter with Vernon-
Smith, and why the Bounder, who was hard as nails when
he was in form, had ** bellows to mend " to such a hopeless
dogree. Harry Wharton knew that he had had a smoking-
party in his study the evening hefore, and he could now seo
the result of it. For a time Vernon-Smith had seemed to
have done with his old bad ways, and he had been a valuable
member of the Form team. But he had evidently fallen
from grace again, and the results looked like being serious
for the Remove.

Wharton, full of confidence in his team, had rashly played
Buntor in goal, and it was clear that only the best possible
slay on the part of the rest could save the mateh, with

unter between the sticks. If the Bounder failed him now
tho mwatch was lost, and the Removites would justly have the
lsugh against them. They would have failed to fulfil a reck-
less undertaking, and they would be convicted of ** swank,"”
in addition to losing the mateh.

Temple & Co. were at the top of their form, too, and they
played their hardest. They had discovered the weak spot
m the Remove front line, and they gave the Bounder their
spectal attention.  But Bob Cherry, at right-half, was a hard
nut to crack, and he made good most of the Bounder's fail-
ings. The rushes of the Fourth were stopped all the time,
and they did not succecd in getting near th: Remove goal
again during the remainder of the first half.

Neither did the Removites succeed in
through. Now that the Bounder was failing, Wharton
roalised very clearly how much he depended on him. The
marvellously quick and accurate passes, the brilliant dashes
Smithy was famous for—they were wanting now. Wharton
fnight as well have been playing the veriest duffer in the
Remove on the right wing.

When the teams knocked off for half-time Wharton's face
was clonded. It was a thankless task to find fault with a
slayor, especially with a player who was usually one of the
sest in the team—and the Bounder was evidently in a savago
temper, and ready for trouble.

On the whole, Wharton decided to say nothing till the
match was over, and then to have a plain talk with Vernon-
Smith. He would give him the choice of dropping his
rotten ways or dropping the Form eleven, that was his idea.

But the rest in tho interval seemed to have done the
Bounder good. When the game restarted he played up well,
and scemed quite his old self.

Templo & Co. gave him their attention, as usual; but it
resulted in giving him the ball, and the Bounder Lrought
it mlong the touchline in a fast run, beat the backs hollow,
and slammed it into goal before the goalie knew what was
happening.

“Goal!”

* Bravo, the Bounder!"

And Wharton's face brightened up. That unpleasant talk
with Vernon-Smith might be put off indefinitely after all.

Temple, Dabney & Co. lined up again, looking very deter-
mined.  If they could only get near the Remove goal, Bunter
could not stop them. And they fought hard for a passage:
and at last succeeded in getting through.

Billy Bunter was waving his arms about to keep himsolf
warm, but a yell from the ficld warned him as Temple made
a break for goal, having succeeded in getting through,

* Look out in goal!™

“Wake up!”

“ Play up, Porpoise!"

Bunter's eves glittered behind his spectacles,  This time
e was going to show the Greyfriars’ fellows what goal-
keeping was really like, The ball came whizzing in, and
Bunter made a spring at it, and missed it by about a foot.

The leather ]-x!gml in the net.

Billy Bunter blinked dazedly round the goal in search of
it. Ile had not even scen it pass him, and he wondered
where it was.

“1 say, you follows,' ho stuttered, ** where's that ball? 1
could have sworn I saw it coming !”

Tue Macyer Linrary.—No.

OUR GRAND

utting the ball

The « mag'net R ONE.

EVERY
MONDAY,

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"

*“It's in the net, you frabjous ass!" yelled Bob Cherry.

* Oh, really, Cherry—""

* Goal, goal!"

* 1Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob Cherry strode into the goal, picked up the ball, and
showed it to Bunter. e showed it to him by the simple
process of jamming it against his fat little nose, and Bunter
gave s muffled roar. The ball was very muddy.

*Oh, vou ass!"

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“(an vou seo !!. now?"" demanded Bob.

“Ow! Grooh!
“ Chuek that ball out!” said Wharton, laughing. ** Line
up!"

The score was level again.  The clevens lined up. and
Bunter dabbed furiously at his face with his handkerchief.

“Ten minutes more to play,"” Hazeldene of the Remove
remarked to Bolsover major. * 1 shouldn’t wonder if the
Fourth pull it off."”

The Fourth were doing their best.  But the Remove
defence could not be penctrated again, and Bunter was not
called upon to save any more. And a few minutes before
tho finish, Vernon-Smith brought the ball right up to goal,
centred to Harry Wharton in the nick of time, aml Wharton
slammed it home.

It was the winning goal.

The juniors cheered as the players streamed off the field.
Harry Wharton & Co. had won the mateh, with Bunter in
fﬂa‘li and the Fourth-Formers had to hide their diminished
1eads,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lord Mauleverer Sports His Oak!
ILLY BUNTER rolled off the football-ground with an
B air of importance that made the fellows chuckle
Bunter evidently did not regard his goalkeeping as
being in the nature of a comedy. He had the manner
of afellow who felt that he had deserved well of his country.

“Pretty stiff match, vou fellows,” puffed Bunter. I
didn't give those bounders much chance, did 1?7

**The way the estcemed Bunter kept the honourabli goal
was terrifie,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh solemnly.

“8till, I should have been better in the front line,” said
Bunter, with a wise shake of the head. ** Now I'm a regular
member of the Form team, I think I'd better be played at
centre-forward.”

** Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“T don't sce anything to cackle at. I suppoze Wharton
isn't thinking of leaving me out of the team again, alter
this?" said ﬁunler warmly. * We're playing Redelyffe on
Saturday. We shall want to be up to our full strength.
My opinion is that I'd better be centre-forward. That will
give me plenty of sesape.”

“The Redelyffe match isn't a sereaming farce,” Wharton
cxplained gently. *'That will be real footer. You can look
on, if you like."” -

“Oh, really, vou know——"" protested Bunter. * Why,
look at the form I'm in! There was Smithy simply gasping
like a landed fish all the time! I'm willing to play outside-
richt, if vou'll give me Smithy's place.”

“T'll give you a thick ear, if you don't ring off I growled
Vernon-Smith.

“1 suppose we're going to have tea after the match?”
snid Bunter, changing the subject, ** After what I've done, T
suppose vou're going to stand me a tea? There isn't much
in No. 7 Study. Peter Todd is so jolly mean——"

“What's that?" exclaimed Peter Todd's voice at Bunter's

clbow. The short-sighted junior had not seen him close at
hand _ ’
“Ow! Is that yon, Toddy? T was going to say that I'd

bring my pal Todd to tea with me,"" <aid Bunter hasiily

“Well, Bunter onght 1o be fed after the way he's pla
up,” said Frank Nugent, laughing. = We don't often see
such a goalkeeper—never outside a nightmare.”

And Bunter was entertained to tea in No. 1 Study, when
the juniors had changed. DBut his kind offer to play in the
team against the Redelyffians on Saturday was declined
without thanks. After tea, the Co. went to look for Lord
Mauleverer. They found the study door still locked,

Bob Cherry hammered on it with his fist.

= Mauly, you ass, are you still there?”

There was the sound of a iml‘ll'llil)llﬂ vawn in the study.
Lord Mauleverer had evidently been awakened from a nag
by that loud summons at the door.

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw!"

“ Mauly, you fathead!"

CHRISTMAS NUMBER NEXT MONDAY! (See Page 28)
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“Yaas."

*You can come ont.”

“ Finished the match?”

“ Yes, you slacker!”

“0Oh, good! No larks?"’

“*No; we're only going to bump you,”

*“Ia, ha, ha!”

“I'm not coming out till you make it pax,”
Mauleverer calmly.

“Then you can stay there all night.”

“Yaas.”

“ Your letter's still in the rack downstaivs.”

* Yaas."

“Don't you want it, you duffer

* Yaas."”

“Then open the door.”

“ Rats !’ :

And the avengers refired baflled. It was not until the
pangs of hunger veminded the schoolboy earl that it was
past tea-time that he ventured to open the door and peer
out cautiously into the passage. Bob Cherry put his head
out of his study, and the schoolboy millionaire promptly
jumped back and relocked the door.

 Begad!” murmured Lord Mauleverer, in dismay. “A
fellow must have tea, you know. I'm getting doocid hungry,
begad 1™

There was a tap at the door a few minutes later,

“Oh, go away!" called out Lord Mauleverer. “Yon
worry me.' .

“T say, Mauly, old pal!” Tt was Billy Bunter’s voice.
“1 say, you know, there's that letter for you still down-
stairs. - Don’t you want it?"

*Oh, blow the letter!”

“But there’s most likely a remittance in it, Mauly,”
urged Bunter, through the keyhole, “and as a matter of
fact I want you to make me a little loan. I've been dis-
appointed about a postal-order.”

* Br-r-r-rr!”

“I'll bring the letter up if you'll open the door. Mauly.
1 suppose you don’t mind lending me a few bob till my
postal-order comes?"

“0Oh, buzz off!"

“Will you lend me a few bob if it's a remittance?”

*“ Yaas. Clear off!”

““You'd better come ont, Manly. The chaps are going
to bump you, but you may as well get it over, you know.”

* Rats!

Bunter drifted disconsolately away. He wanted that letter
to be opened. He was pretty certain there was money in
it, and he wanted a * whack™ in the remittance. Lord
Mauleverer was very free with money, and the Owl of the
Remove felt himself fully entitled to share in what was
going. But so Jong as Lord Mauleverer remained locked
up in his study there was evidently no * whack™ in the
remittance for Bunter. The Owl of the Remove turned the
matter over in his mind, and blinked into Bob Cherry's
study. Bob Cherry was there, with Hurrce Singh and Mark
Linley and little Wun Lung. They were roasting chestnuts
aind cating them—a very pleasant occupation on a winter’s
day.

“T say, you feillows, I'll have some of those chestnuts,”
said Bunter, helping himself without waiting for the
formality of permission *‘ Bob, old man——"

*“You can have the chestnuts,” said Bob, “but if you
call me ‘Bob old man’ again, I'll squelch you!"

“ Ahem! I waut you to leave my pal Mauly alone. He's
anxious to come out of his siudy and open a letter. Ho
wants to make me a little loan. Shall I tell him you've made
it pax?’ ;

“ He's going to be bumped?!

““ But really, you know-t—,t—"

“ And so are you, if you don’t stop shoving those chesinuts
into your pockets,”” said Bob indignantly. * Clear out!”

“ But about Mauly, you know—=""

Bob Cherry rose to his feet, and Bunter hastily retired
from the study. Bob passed along to Lord Mauleverer's
door and knocked.

“ Mauly, you chump!”

“Yaas."

“Come out and be bumped.”

“Rats!"”

And Bob bestowed a kick nupon the study door and returned
to his own quarters and his chestnuts,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
My Lord Bunter!

L NDER the civcumstances, [ think T ought to open it

Thus William George Bunter. |
The Owl of the Remove was hovering round Lord
Mauleverer's letter. It was hard  lines, Bunter
thought indignantly, to have the money waiting for him
there and not to be able to touch it because Lord Mauleverer
was locked up in his study.  His lordship had promised him
a whack out of the remittance. The more Bunter thought
it over, the more clear it scomed to him thar he was entitled

to take the matter, and the letter, into his own hands.

“ 1t will be all right.”” Bunter argued to himself. “ I'll tuke
my whack and hand the rest to Mauuly when he comes out.
There can't possibly be any harm in that. He didn’t say
how much 1 was to have; but I'll make it a quid, and hand
him the first postal-order I get for the same amount. Ahem!
That will be all right.”

He hesitated a little longer, and finally made up his mind.
He took down the letter, and puffed upstairs with it to Lord
Mauleverer's study. But outside the door there were now
several juniors, calling emphatically on the schoalboy
millionaire to come out and take his bumping. That Lord
Mauleverer was to be bumped for declining to play in the
Form eleven was a foregone conclusion. Nothing but &
ragging would meet the casze.

Bunter blinked at the juniors in the passage, and slipped
the letter into his pocket.” It was evidently impossible to get
Lord Mauleverer to open it just then. There was nothing
for it but to open it himsell.

Peter Todd and Alonzo and Dutton were in the study,
however, and Bunter did not venture to show the letter
there. He had satisfied himself that he was entitled to open
it. but he knew it would not be so easy to satisfy his study-
mates. Indeed, he was quite well aware that if Peter Taodd
discovered that he had Mauleverer's letter in his possession
that letter would promptly be taken away by force.

Bunter rolled out of the study again, and made his way
to the box-room. There he was eafe from interruption.

He lighted the gas, and sat down on an empty trunk to
open the letter.

He blinked at the superseription. Tt was addressed fo
Lord Mauleverer at Greyfriars; but there was neither seal
nor crest upon it, and so it apparently did not come from
any of Mauly's noble relations. The envelope, indeed, was
cheap and common, and the postmark was the local one of
Courtfield.

A chill of doubt entered Bunter's plump breast.  Perhaps
it wasn't a remittance, after all! The handwriting wws
unfamiliar to him, too. Not that Bunter ought to hive
known anything about the handwriting on other fellows’
ietters; but, as a matter of fact, he rli:f The hand on the
letter was a light and somewhat graceful one, and if Bunter
had known anything about the matter he would have known
that it was a foreign hand—a Latin style of caligraphy.

“Well, I'd better open it,” he murmured, at last. “It
may bo something important, and then I can tell Mauly.
1 shall realiy be doing him a service.”

And he proceeded to do Lord Mauleverer that service at
once by slitting the envelope with his fat thumb.

The letter inside was written in the same foreign hand-
writing, but in perfect English. But there was no remittance
—not a trace of a cheque, a postal-order, or any other form
of remittance. Bunter snorted, and read the letter, IHe had
no scruples on a point like that.

Rut as he read the letter, his little round eyes grew higger
and rounder behind his spectacles with astonishment, and
he gave a low whistle.

*Oh, erumbs!”

The letter was certainly surprising, for it ran:

* Lord Mauleverer,—You are threatened with a danger
of which you are not aware. It has come to my knowledge
and 1 wish to warn you, but I dare not come to your school.
If you will come to eee me, I will tell you. But keep this
secret, or I shall be in peril.

1 shall wait for you this evening at seven o'clock out-
side the gates of the echool, and I hope you will come.
Believe me, 1 am your friend, and wish to serve you.”

The letter was unsigned.

“Well, that beats the band!" muttered Billy Bunter, in
great astonishment, ** Mauly in danger—and this chap
going to warn him! T wonder what it's all about I

Bunter’s euriosity was aroused at once.

The Paul Pry and Peeping Tom of Greyfriavs never could
bear to let anything happen without his knowing all ubout it.

He was intensely eager to know what the unknown
stranger had to say to Lord Muuleverer, and he meant to

know,
e R pEAn
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“Iam gla-d you Iu-u_fe come, my 1orE s;aid lhe stri-nger. in a low voice. Billy Bunter puffed out his chest a

little.

As he sat with the letter in his hand, seven o'clock struck
from the school tower.

Bunter started as he heard it

“Seven! My hat!” Then the man’s there!"

Heo started up.

To take the letter to Lord Mauleverer, and  explain
through the keyhole, with the other juniors looking on, was
evidently impossible.  Bedides, the unknown writer had aaid
expressly that the matter was to be kept secrst.

What was to be done?

There was one way in which the Owl of the Remove coulid
learn the whole of the affair, from beg g to end—and
that was by going to the appointment hie It would be
quite casy to say that Lord Masuleverer was unavoidably
detained, and that he had come in his place, s his elosest
wl.  Indeed, if the stranger did not know Lord Mauleverer
L_\' sight, he might take Buater for his lordship Liunter
flattered himself that he had a noble air, and could quite
easily be mistaken for an carl, or a duke, for that matter.

ST go!” Bunter murmured. "o jolly well going to
know all about this—I mean I'm going to-look after Mauly's
affairs for him, as his pal. T can’t take the letter now—if the
fellows knew I'd opened it, they wouldn’t understand, of
course.  They'd call me names, and very hikely rag me—the
asses!  I'm going to see what danger threatens poor old
Mauly, and look after him."

Tue Maayer Lisrary.—N
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It was evident that the man mistook him for Lord Mauleverer, and the Owl of the Remove was Immensely
flattered. * Yes, here I am,” said Bunter loftily. *Who are you?" (See Chapter 5.) f

And with that virtuous resolve, Billy Bunter put the letter
in his pocket, und left the box-room.

It was quite dark in the Close when he came out of the
School House, The gates were locked at dark, and Bunter
had no choice but to get over the school wall-=in fact, to
break bounds, if he wished to keep the appointment with
Lord Mauleverer's unknown correspondent.

“Hallo! Where ure you off to?”" exclaimed Peter Todd,
who was stunding on the School Houvse steps, and looking
wut,

Bunter started.
“Oh, just taking a
* Exercise, you know.™
Todd stared at him,
“ First time I've ever heard of you taking exercise,” he

satd.  ** What's the matter with you ™

“ N-nenothing !

“You're looking excited about something.” said Petor,
1-_\|>i1|f_; him ||.|1t'in\ll\. * Are you up to some little gome ?
Tell Yo nnele at onee !

“l—=1—1"m only going for a stroll.,” said Bunter, * Don’t
you be so jolly mguisitive, Toddy. 1 don't like fngaisitive

He had not seen Todd,

stroll vound the Close ! he said,

ness !

And Bunter volled away into the shadows,  Peter Todd
clanced after him with a somewhat iiunl--ui expression,  He
could see that the Owl of the Remove was in a etale of

CHRISTMAS NUMBER NEXT MONDAY! (See Page 28)
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mnnsual excitement—buat it might only mean that be had
raised a loan, amd was |}lll')'_\illj.: to the Ikl(".~||-n|| before Muys,
Mimble closed.  And just then Bolsover major called 1o Lim,
and Todd forgot all about Bunter.

The fat junior seuttled across the Close. and yeached the
school wall. It was not casy for the fattest jumor of Grey-
friars to climb it, but he contviv o to do sop and dropped
breathlessly into the road outside.

He waited a few moments, puffing and panting, to recover
his breath, and then toddled along the wall towards the
school gates,

There was a light burning over the gateway, and Bunter
came out into the voad in the light and blinked round for the
expected stranger.

A dark form detached it=elf from the shadows of the
trees on the other side of the rvoad, and crossed quickly
towards Bunter.

“ 1 am glad you have come, iy lord ! ke zaid, in a low
voice,

Bunter puffed out his chest a little. It was evident that
the man mistook him for Lovd Manleverer, and the Owl of
the Remove was immensely flattered. It was clear at once
that his noble manner had impressed it<elf upon this complete
stranger.

“Yes, here T am,"” said Bunter Joftily.
Ave you the l.'hnlp who wrote that letter ™

“ Yes, my lord!”

“ What's it all about ?"”

* Will your lordship walk down the road a few paces with
me " gaid the man respectfully.

* Certainly ! said Bunter willingly, Where he wvae, he
was in danger of being seen, and he did not want to be dis-
covered out of bounds. It would have meant a caning.

*This way, my lord!”

It was the first time that Buly Bunter had ever been
“my-lorded,” and he enjoyed it very much. Ile strutted
il.!!'l'llg h(’ﬁi‘l{_‘ thl' ‘Illrk-rll"f'(l ﬂ'rllllx“f‘, {('(‘lill “l'\'l'rﬂl il]l'lll'\
taller. Indeed, he almost felt that he was really a lord by this
time,

Theve was a motor-car in the road, about a hundred vards
from the school, with the chauffeur in his place. It wus
throbbing eoftly in the silence of the evening.

= Will your lordship step into the car for & moment " saiil
the foreign-looking gentleman, in a smooth and respectful
voiee, * Your lordship might prefer to be seated

Bunter starvted back a little.

Even to his obtuse mind there was something very singular
in this, and he had a vague feeling of alarm.

* Neno ! he muttered.  ** I—1'd rather not. In fact, I—1I
think I'd better be getting back—— Oh! Leggo! Ah!"

The dark-faced man had made a sudden spring, and Bunter
found himself collared and thrown bedily into the car.

= Quick, Louis!"

* Oui, Monsieur Duval !

Monsieur Duval, if that was his name, sprang into the
car after Bunter, and closed the door. In a moment more
the antomobile was in motion. Bunter sat up <Juzedly, and
“tried to shout. i
lelp ™

The cry was choked back by a grip on his throat. A
shudder of fear van through his fat limbs as he felt a cold
round rim pressed to his forehead,

* Silence I"" hissed the Frenchman.,
sound !

Buuter gave a gasp—and fainted with ehecr tervor! The
:’:N‘ll{‘hlnﬂll bent over him, and utteved a scornful exclama-
ion,

* He has fainted ! Sapristi—tant mieux! It is safer !

The motor-car rushed on through the darkness.

“ Who are you?

*“Taisez-vous! Not a

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Bunter ?
" HERE he is!”
** Collar him !
There was a rush, TLord Mauleverer, driven by
hunger, had venturcd out of his stady at last. He
wis spotted at once in the Remove passage, and the juniors
shed upon him, and his unfortunate lord<hip was promptly
collared.
“T say,
yeu know !
Bump!
*Oh dear !
Bump !
“ Yarooh ! yelled his lordship.
bepad !’
Bump !
* Now, will vou do it again? demanded Beb Cherry.
Tue Macxer Lisrary.-—No, 304,
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** Begad,

By Jove! Stop it, you know I

“Help! Rescue! Ow,

Our Companicn Papers.

“Yaas !
B !
“Will you slack any more ¥’

“Yaas—I mean, no!” wailed Lord Mauleverer,
—vyou're spoiling my bags! Ow!"”

Ho struggled ont of the grasp of the avengers, and jumped
up, considerably dishevelled.,

Bob Cherry shook a warning finger at him.

“ Now, if vou're wanted in the Form eleven again, don't
you lock vourself up in your study,” he eaid. ** Not that
vou're likely te be wanted, a< a matter of fact.”

“Ow, ow, ow!" groancd Lord Mauleverer. *If you're
quite sure you're finished, I'll go and get some grub. I'm
hungry I

And Lord Mauleverer was soon in the tuckshop, dispozing
of Mrs. Mimble's good things with an  appetite worthy of
Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. returned to their preparation. which
had been intervupted by the just punishment of the slacker.
Poter Todd looked into the study when they had finished.

“ Seen anything of Bunter?” he asked.

“ Bunter—no ! Look in the tuckshop !™

Peter grinned.

“I've looked there,” he said, **and everywhere else.
The silly ass hasn't done his prep., and it's near bedtime,
He'll get into trouble with Quelchy in the morning. By the
way, do you know what's become of Mauly’s letter?”

* Hasn't he had it?" asked Nugent.

“ Well, he's inquiring for it, so 1 suppose he hasn’t,” said
Todd. ** It's queer that Mauly's letter and Bunter should
disappear at the same time. If that fat bounder has taken
it, I'm going to scalp him.”

And Peter Todd walked away to search for Bunter. But he
dici not find him.  And when bed-time came, and the Remove
prepared to go to their dormitory, the fat junior was still
absent.

Wingate of the Sixth came to the Remove dormitory to see
lizhts out, and he noticed Bunter’s absence at once.

* Where's Bunter?”' he inquired.

* He's not here,” said Wharton.

Ow 1"
1

“ Leggo

“1 can see that. Does anybody know where he is?” said
Wingate, frowning. “ Doesn't the ass know it's  bed-
time?””

“ Haven't seen him for some time,” said Peter Todd. ** He
wint out into the Close about scven o'clock, and he doesn’t
=cein to have been seen since.’”

Wingate stared.

* 1 suppose he can’t have stayed in the Close for two
Lours and a half,’”” he said. ** Some of you had better go and
hunt him up.”

The juniors were not at all sorry to have bedtime left a
little later, They left the dormitory to look for Bunter, with
alacrity. But they came back one by one with the informa-
tion that they could not find him.

Wingate was extremely annoyed.

“The fat duffer!” he exelaimed. “ T can't waste my time
here. Do you know if he went out?”

** Well, he couldn’t go out after locking up,” said Todd.

** You chaps arve in his study. Do you know if he had
any idea of getting out of bounds?”’ Wingate asked.

f‘uter shook his head.

“1 fear that 1 am unable to throw any
matter, my dear Wingate,”" said Alonzo Todd.
Bunter has not broken bounds,
would be very deplorable.”

* Pile it on, Alonzo,” said Bob Cheery admiringly. ** He
makes it up out of his head as he goes alorg, you know.
Wonderful, ain’t it?"”

“ My dear Cherry, I trust my meaning is penctrable by
any pereon of average perspicacity,” said Alonzo.

* Oh, cheese it!” said Wingate. ** Do you know where

Bunter is, Dutton?”’

Tom Dutton, the deaf junior, who had the honour of
sharing Study No. 7 with Bunter and the two Todds, went
on unlacing his boots, quite unconscious of the fact that the
Greyfriars captain had spoken to him,

Wingate raised his voice.

* Dutton!”

* Hallo!"" said Dutton, looking up.
Wingate ™’

* Yes, Do you know where Bunter is?”

¥

"

light on the
** But 1 trust
Such an act of delinquency

“ Did you epeak to me,

* Do you know if Bunter has gone out

*“Oh, I dou’t know about that!” said Dutton. “ He's a
bit of an a-s, but I shouldn’t call him a lout, Wingate. It's
not a nice word.”

**Ha, bha, ha!"

** Have you seen Buuter this evening?”
* Do you know where he has gone?™

** Nearly fifteen ycars ago, I should think.”
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“ What?"

“ It depends on his present age, I suppose,’ said Dutton, in
surprise,

“Eh? What? What—what depends on his present age?”

“ PDid you ask me if I knew when Bunter was born?"’

The juniors yelled; and Wingate frowned.

“ Do you know where he has gone*” roarcd Wingate, with
a voice that could be heard at the cnd of the dormitory
p]"‘:-l\‘_.{l'.

“Oh! No, I don't."”

“Well, you kids had better turn in." said the prefect.
“I'll make it warm for that voung duffer when he comes in,
wherever he is.  Get to bed ™

The Removites turned in, greatly surprised by the absence
of Bunter. The general belief was that he had broken bounds,
though wiih what object no one could guess. Peter Todd
remembered his suppressed excitement, when he had seen
him leaving the house, and that seemed to indicate that he
had something “ on,” but Peter knew no more than that.
Most of the juniors were inclined to connect his disappearance
with the fact that Lord Mauleverer's letter was missing.
Bunter’'s keen interest in other fellows' correspondence was
well known.

“ Was there a postil-order in your letter, Mauly?" Bul-
strode asked,

“ Begad, 1 don't know!" said Mauleverer. “ 1 haven't
seen the letter, you seo. The fellows said it was in the rack,
but when I went down it wasn't there, and I haven't seen
anything of it.”

“ Even Bunter wouldn’t take Mauly's postal-order to cash
it," said Peter Todd. ** Besides, the post-office has been
closed a long time. And Mauly doesn't get postal-orders;
]ﬁu-lilulltl\'n_\'a has whacking big cheques on the bank at Court-

eld.

* Yaas, that's so."

“ Then where on earth is Bunter?”* said Bob Cherry.

* Goodness knows!"

It was a long time before tho Removites alept—they dis-
cus:eil the remarkable absence of the Owl of the Remove till
nearly cleven o'clock. By that time the fat junior had not
made his appearance, and the fellows dropped off to sleep.

The amazing absence of Bunter was causing alarm down-
stairs before that. As he had not returned by half-past ten,
Wingate reported his absence to the Head. "But the Head
could do nothing. The school had already been searched for
him, and it was certain that the junior was not within the
walls of Greyfriars. At cleven o'clock the Head telephoned
to the policestation in Friardale; but he could learn nothing
of any accident in the vicinity. Billy Bunter scemed to
have disappeared without leaving a trace behind.

It was almost inconeeivable that he had run away from
school.  But if he had not, where was he?

It was a mystery.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In Borrowed Plumes!
ILLY BUNTER opened his eyes,
He was in darkness, and he had a sensation of rapid
motion.
Where was he?”

His mind was too confused for the moment to remembler
what had hariwnml. Round him was dirkiess, as he sat
up und panted. *

From the darkness a hand stretched out and grasped him
by the shoulder, in a’ grasp that scemed like the clutch of a
vice,

* Keep quict ™

At the sound of the smooth, silky voice, with the foreign
accent, Bunter remembered.

A gasp of terror left his lips.

He was mside a motor-car, with the blinds closely drawn,
and beside him on the seat was o man he could not see, but
whom he knew to be a Fronchman who had met him outside
the school gates, and whom the chauffeur had addressed as
Monsicur Duval.

Who was he? Why had he scized the fat junior in this
lawless manner, and carvied him off in the swiftly-rushing
cur?

Bunter was dazed by it

“ -1 say,” he murmured, * what's the game, vou know?
Is this a lurk?"”

“ Don't talk!"

* But I—I say, I can’t go off like this, yvou know.
to get back to Greyfriars. I shall be late for bed.”

]l(‘rﬂ Was A (:|Ill(‘k[u in th(‘ llarkfll‘!l.'i,

“ Yon will not see Greyfrinrs amiin for some time, my
lord,” said the silky voice. * You are going to be my
guest for some time,”

“ What?"

* You need not be afraid; you will not be hurt.  But vou
are my prisoner, and if you attempt to cry out, 1 shall blow
your brains out.”
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“ Keep quict, and you will not be hurt.™

“ But 11 say, you know, what do you mean? You ain't
allowed to take a chap away in this way, you know. It's
against tho law."”

** Vreaiment?” said the mocking voice in the darkness,

“Look here, you blessed forcigner, you let me out of
this car!” growled Bunter. “ I say, where are my glasses?
Have you got my spectacles?”

** Probably you have dropped them.”

“ Look here, I can’t sce without my glusses,” protested
Bunter.

“ It is not necessary for you to see.”

“I've got to get back to Greyfriars. There will be a row
if I'm late for bed. What have you shoved me into this
rotten car for?”

“ Silence !" .

“I'm not going to stand it,”" growled Bunter. * This is
a free country, you foreign beast, and you can’t take a chap
away like this. " I'll yell for help if you don't stop the car.
Stop it at once! Do you hear!”

“ Taisez-vous!” ’

“ I don't understand your rotten forcign lingo. Stop this
car at once!"”

“ Listen to me, Lord Mauleverer. You will not be hurt
if you do not give trouble. If you raise your volce, I"shall
stun you with the butt of my revolver. Take wurning.

Lord Mauleverer!

Billy Bunter understood at last.

He had been kidnapped, in mistake for the schoolboy
earl. It was Lord Mauleverer whom this rascal had intended
to carry off in the motor-car. But Biily Bunter's keen
interest in another fellow's affairs had lunded him in the
scrape instead of the schoolboy millionaire. It was clear
to him at last, and ho gave a gasp of relief as he realised
it. He had only to explain that he was not really Lord
Mauleverer, and all woulld be well: at all events, he flattered

imsell so.

h'T You came to kidnap Mauly 7" he exclaimed.

“Kidnap! Yes—that is the word!"

“PBut I am not Lord Mauleverer!" said Dunter cagerly.

“ Don't lic to me!” said the Frenchman harshly. = I

- who you are!”
k“'r'w]‘iullI “swear I'm not: I'm Bunter—William George
Bunter, of the Lower Fourth. Mauly’s my pal."

* Liar!"

“1 tell vou it's so!" gasped Bunter. **I—I happened to
read the lotter, you know, and, as Mauly couldn’t come, 1
came instead.”

“ That is fulse!”

“1 swear it's so!”
found that his statement was not believed.
Greyfriars will tell yvou I'm Bunter.”

“Hal! Do vou think T am a child to be deceived? How
did von come to open the letter unless you are Lord
'.\ .I‘\'|'r('r?.'

Ii"‘ull-—l just opened it, as—as Mauly's pal, you know."

“ Nonsense !

“ Mauly couldn’t come, so I came, you know——

“Pah ! Listen to me. It is useless to lie, for [ know
who vou are. I was on the school footbull-ground this after-
noon when you were playing, and I was told who yvou were.
As I did not know you by sight, I came to Greyxfviars under
pretence of bringing a message, in order to see you prersonally.
I was told that Lord Mauleverer was keeping goal in the
mateh, and [ watched vou keeping goal. Naow, vou will
understand that it is uscless to deny your identity.’

“ But—but it isn't so—it was all changed at  the last
moment, and I kept goal instead of Mauly—""

© Silence!”

The Frenchman evidently did not believe him, and Bunter
relupsed into dismayed silence.  As a matter of fact. his
gtory sounded very feeble.  The Frenchman could L'l}mv
nothing of the events that had taken place at Greyfriars
that afterncon. He had been told that the goulkeeper for
the Remove was to be Lord Mauleverer, and he had seen
Bunter between the posta.

Bunter had met him in reply to the letter sent to Lord
Mauleverer, and which in the natural course would only
have been opened by the schoolboy earl. And Bunter had
accepted the name and title when the Frenchman had met
him outside the school gates.  Chanee, aided by the fat
junior’s own imquisitiveness and duplicity, had made tho
evidenee too strong for him.  1le had not the slighteat
prospect of convineing Monsicur Duval that he was not in
reality the schoolboy millionaire.

The car rushed on through the night.

said Bunter, in great dismay, as he
* Any fellow at
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Where they were going—how far they had gone—the Owl
of the Remove had not the faintest idea.

A loud, heavy sound eame to his cars above the rushing of
the car, and he knew that it was the sound of the surf break-
ing on the rocky shore.

The car was following the cliff road, the loncliest in the
nl.'iglllhll.lrlxtmd.

Once Bunter heard a market-cart hmber by, but he dared
not call out, for the hand gripped him again m the darkness,
and that cold, round vim was pressed to his fat fuce. He sat
quivering like a jelly with terror, in the grasp of the kid-
napper, ll the cart was left far behind.

Then the Frenchman released him.

“ I—I say, where are we going?” Bunter stammered at last.
* You will see scon!”

“ What are you going to do with me
“You will see!”

“ This—this is against the law, you know!" Bunter mut-
wed feebly,

* Bah!"

Still the car rushed on.

Bunter sat in utter dismay. The unfortunate daw in the
fable, who had reason to repent having dressed himself in
peacock’s feathers, probably felt something like William
George Bunter, Bunter would very gladly have shorn himself
of his borrowed plumes, but it was impossible. He had allowed
himself to be taken for Lord Mauleverer, and now there was
no getting out of it.

What did the Frenchman want? It was a case of the most
audacious kidnapping, and it could have only one object.
Lord Mauleverer's wealth was well known, and this hardy
adventurer tended holding the schoolboy earl to ransom.
What would he do when he discovered—as he must discover
in the long run—that he had captured the wrong person—
that he had shown his hand, betrayed his purpose, without
laying hands on the real Lord Mauleverer? It occurred to
Bunter that if he succeeded in convincing the rascal that he
was not Mauleverer the consequences might be very dangerous
to him If Duval found himself disappointed of his prey he
was quite likely to take vengeance upon the fellow whose
meddling had been the means of disappointing him.

In either case, with his true identity established or not,
Bunter’s position was not an enviable one.

The car came to a halt at last. The chauffeur descended,
and opened the door, and there was a rapid whisper in
Freneh, of which Bunter understood hardly a word.

The Frenchman stepped out of the car.

“Come!" he said.

** I—I say—where are we?"

** Step out—and silence "'

Billy Bunter stepped out of the car. The stars were
sleaming in a cold, clear sky. In the distance Bunter caught
a glimpse of the sea, and he could hear the murmur of the
surfl on the shore.

Close at haxd was a house, built back against a cliff. It
was a bungalow—one of the single-storied buildings occupied
by summer visitors—shut up and deserted in the winter.

The windows were covered with shutters, the garden was
bleak and dusty with drifting sand, and there was not =«
glimmer of light to be seen. The Frenchman grasped
his arm, and led him towards the door.

The chauffeur remounted to his scat, and the car buzzed
away down the road, and disappeared into the shadows.

The bungalow lay well back from the road. So far as the
Owl of the Remove could see, there was not another house
in sight.  On the gate was: the name of the house—Locarno—
one of those gorgeous names that builders love to bestow
upon their shoddy edifices.

Locarno !

Billy Bunter knew where he was now. He had passed that
bungalow on his bicyele in the summer—he remembered
some joke of Bob Cherry's about the name. The bungalow
was about a mile out of the village of Pegg—the journey
of the motorcar, therefore, had not been a very long one.
In tho summer the coast was alive with visitors—in the winter
it was bare and deserted—and Bunter realised that the kid-
napper lad chosen a very safe hiding-place. -Buf it wus a
comfort to know that he was not at a great distance from
Grevfriars.

Monsicur Duval unlocked the door and pushed Bunter into
the dark damp hall. He closed the door after them, and
relocked it. Then he lighted a lamp.

* Come!" he said.

Bunter followed him meekly into a room. The shutters
on the window were closed and secured.  The room was barely
furnished.

Duval pointed to a bed.

“You may go to bed,” he said.
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morning. You will have time to think over your :-ilu:llinn=
and you will be reasonable, I hope. Do you know my name?’
* I—I seem to have heard it before ! stamimered 13
“Have you read of the motor-car bandits in Paris?
“ Yee-cs!”
“1 was one of them,” said Duval, his brows knitting in a
threatening frown.  * Now you know that, you know that I
am not to be trifled with. Unless your liberty is well paid

for, you will never leave this house alive.  Think of
that !"

And he turned towards ihe door.

“Bat, I say!" shricked Bunter. *“I—I ain't Lerd

Mauleverer!”

* Cease your lies! I know who you arve!”

“1—1"m hungry ! said Bunter. 1 can’t go to sleep when
I'm hungry!"”

* You must do the best you can. To-morrow morning you
shall eat. At present I have nothing for you!”

The Frenchman quitted the room and locked the door on
the outside.

* Oh, erumbs!" groaned Bunter.

He had been left in the dark. He felt his way to the bed,
and laid down in his clothes, and pulled the bidelothes over
him. It was very cold in the deserted bungalow; and that
was the easiest way to keep warm. For a long time his
terrificd thoughts kept the fat junior awake—but ﬁc slept at
last—and; mingling with the distant murmur of the sea for
the remainder of the night, there sounded the deep, bass snore
of the Owl of the Remove.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Missing |

e HERE'S Bunter?"” :
That was the question all Greyfriars was asking

the next morning.

Harry Wharton & Co. had awakened at the clang
of the rising-bell, to -find that Billy Bunter's bed in the
Remove dormitory was empty, and had not been slept in.

Bunter had not returned.

“ Something’s happened 7 said Bob Cherry sapiently.

1t was only po certain that something had illlil[u'l'llﬂl, Billy
Bunter could not possibly have remained out all night of his
own accord. Something had happened to the fat junior out-
side the walls of Greyfriars—but what?

“What on earth’s become of him?” Peter Todd exclaimed.
“ He can't have run away from school to become a profes-
sional ventriloquist. He said once he was going to.”

“1 have heard of schoolboys running away to become
pirates,” said Alonzo. **I trust Bunter has done nothing so
rash !”’

“No: I don't think he's done that!” said Bob Cherry sar-
castically. 1 can’t quite imagine Bunty with a rakish
schooner flying the skull and cross-bones!"”

The Removites grinned at the idea. But one thing was
certain—Billy Bunter was not to be found!

The juniors made anxious inquiries when they came down.

But nothing was known.

Mr. Quelch had alrcady gone down to the police-station
nlﬁuut the matter; and the Head had been busy at the tele-
phone.

But nothing had been discovered.

Bunter scemed to have vanished into thin air.

Peter Todd, as the last person who had seen Bunter the
wevious night, was sent for by the Head, and questioned.

ut he could tell little. He had scen the [at jumor go out
into the Close, and DBunter secmed unusually excited about
something—that was all.

Todd joined the Famous Five when he came back from the
Head's study. They were discussing the matter in the Close.
There was a thoughtful shade upon Peter Todd’s brow.

* Mauly hasn't heard anything of his letter yet, you
chaps,” he remarked.
““0Oh, blow Mauly's letter!” said Bob Cherry. * We're

!hfnlfjng about poor old Bunter. Something’s Lappened to
him,

“It's queer that Mauly’s letter and Billy should disappear
at the same time,” said Todd quietly. I can’t help think-
ing that Bunter collared it. Though T don’t see why it
should have made him leave Greyiviars, Still, it looks to mo
as if there were some connection there. If Mauly could tell
us what was in the letter—"

“ A cheque, most likely.””

“ Phew ! said Johnny Bull, with a whistle. ** Mauly got
a cheque once for a big sum, when he was going to buy a
motor-bike. Is it possible Bunter's sloped with the cash—if
it were a big cheque?”

“Oh, draw it mild?" said Wharton. * Even Bunter
wouldn't do that.  Still, we'll ask Mauly about the letter, It
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Wil y.our lordship step into the car for a moment ? "
voice. * Your lordship might prefer to be seated?"

_s-ald tﬁe loreign_}entlel-n-an, in a smooth iﬁ_dmrespeclful
And then he suddenly sprang forward, and Billy Bunter

found himself collared and thrown bodlly into the waiting moior, (Ses Chapler 5.) i

may let in some light on the matter. We know Bunter
wauan’t too particular about opening other people’s letters.””

They looked for Lord Mauleverer, and found him warming
his toes before the fire in the dining-room.

“ We want to know about that letter, Muuly,” said Whar-
Inrz. “Weo think Bunter may have taken it, What was in
] g

Lord Mauleverer shook his head

“ Begad, I don't know! I haven’t seen it."

*“ Might there have been a big remittance in it?

“1 shouldn’t wonder."”

“ Did you tell Bunter he could open it?"”

“No. I told him he could have a whack in the remit-
tance, if there was one in it."”

“ That would be enough to make Bunter open it. as yvou
were locked up in your study. But why should it make him
clear out?”

* T don't know."

Skinner of the Remove came into the dining-room, wish
an cxcited look on his face, and a letter in his hand.

“1 hear vou've lost a letter, Mauleverer!" he exclaimed.

“ Yaas.”

*Is this it?"

rd Mauleverer yawned, and took the letter from Skinner
and looked at it. An expression of astonishment came over
hi‘s {ﬂl.'o.

“ This must be a giddy jape,” he said. ** Where did you
get it, Skinner?"
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* Picked it up close to the wall,” said Skinner. I was
looking for traces of Bunter to sece if he had got over the
wali last night. He couldn't have gone out by the gates—-
ﬂ‘lo‘t' were locked, you know. 1 found the letter there. Looks
as ]llt' it had been dropped there by someone getting over the
wall.”

“TIs it yours, Mauly?"' asked Wharton.

“Well, my name's on it,” said Lord Mauleverer in pei-
plexity. *“ But I don’t see why anybody should write such
pifio to me. Read it!"”

The juniors looked at the letter. It was the letter Billy
Bunter had perused with such keen curiosity in the box-room
the previons evening. The Owl of the Remove had evidently
dropped it in getting over the school wall.

* My hat,” said Wharton, with a deep breath, ** that ex-
phiins 1t !"

 How does it. my dear chap?”’

“ Bunter read this letter. The writer asks you to meet
him outside the school gates at seven o'clock. It was at
seven o'clock Todd saw Bunter going out, looking excited
about something. He was going to sce the man who wrotc
this letter.”

“Right on the nail,” soid Peter Todd, with conviction:
“ that’s it. Bunter cpened the letter to see if there was a
remittance in it, and found this, and went to see the man,
and find out all about it. That's just like him. He never
could mind his own busincas.”

OUR GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER NEXT MONDAY! (See Page 28.)
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“ And then something happened to him,"” said Wharton.
“If you'd had this letter, Mauly, would you have gone?”

** Yaas, I suppose so.”

“1It's & trick of some sort,” said Todd. ** The man, who-
cver he is, wanted Mauly outside the school. Bunter went
mstead, and Bunter's got what was intended for Mauly, It
looks to me like n case of kidnapping. Bunter couldn’t dis-
appear into thin aiv.  He met the chap who wrote this letter,
and the chap has collared him, for some reason.”

It seemed pretty clear. - <

The finding of the letter had et in a flood of light on the
subject. e

Coker of the Fifth came in while the juniors were ex-
citedly discussing the new discovery, and he joined them at
once.  Coker was very much interested in the matter,

“You kids found something out?” he asked.

Lord Mauleverer showed him the letter.

* Phew ! said Coker, cxamining it.
danger, arc you?*" : :

** Not that I know_of,” yawned his lordship. *'I suppose
it's a jape of some sort. Chap wanted to get me outside the
gates to make a fool of me, 1 suppose.”

** Just had this letter?” asked Coker. -

Skinner explained how he had found it. Skinner was eon-
siderably clated at having been the means of letting in light
on the ‘mystery. Coker examined the letter with renewed
attention. iy .

“That isn't English writing,” he said.  *“It's what they
call a Latin fist, It was written by a foreigner.”

* Yes, we'd spotted that already,” said Wharton,

“ 1 wonder if it was that foreien chap who was asking for
Mauleverer yesterday ?' said Coker. * Your French friend,
Mauleverer.™ y :

* Haven't any French friends, dear boy."”

** But the man who came to sce you yesterday afternoon.”

“1 didn’t see any man." J

* Who was it, Coker?”’ exclaimed all the jubiors together.

*“ A French chap,” said Coker. *' I was just going down
to the footer-match when he asked me if Lord Mauleverer
was here. He was a dark-faced chap—a Frenchman, though
ho spoke jolly good English. He savd he had a message for
Mauleverer. I told him Mauleverer was keeping goal for
ou,’

ol By Jove, and we put Bunter in goal at the last moment
Wharton exclaimed. ** Is it possible he has taken Bunter for
Mauleverer?”

* Oh, draw it mild, you know !"" protested Lord Mauleverer,
not at all flattered by the suggestion.

“ But if he didn’t know you by sight,” said Wharton.
* You say you don’t know tl,lc man, #o the chances are he
doesn't know you. Mauly, old man, my belief is that you've
had a narrow escape. There's some scheme to get hold of
sou, and Bunter has walked mto the trap instead of you.”

* Begad, I must say I'm much obliged to Bunter !”

“We ought to tell the Head about this,’]! said Wharton.
* It may help the police if they know what’s happened.”

And that being agreed to, Lord Mauleverer and Skinner

and Coker proceeded to the Head's study to explain what had
been discovered,  Dr. Locke listened with great interest; and
when he dismissed them. he telephoned immediately to the
wilice-station in Courttield. And during morning lessons,
nspector Grimes arrived from Courtiield, and Lord Mauul-
everer and Coker were closely questioned ; and the inspeetor
departed with a complete deseription of the unknown French-
wan, as Coker and Potter and Greene remembered him,

There was little doubt now that it was a case of kid-
napping, and that Billy Bunter had fallen a victim to it
instead of the schoolboy millionaire.

“So you're in

1"

e iy

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Tries Ventriloquism!

ILLY BUNTER awcke and yawned.

B There was a giimmer of light through the closed
shutters of the room, showing him that another day had
dawned.

The fat junior sat up in bed, and blinked round him.

* Oh, erumbs!" he murmured, as he surveyed his un-
accustomed surroundings, and remembered what had Rap-
pened the previous night. ** Oh, crumbs! I'm in for it!"”

He had lost his spectacles in the car, but he had a second
parr in his pocket, and he promptly donned them, and blinked
vound his prison.  He rolled out of bed and shivered. It was
very cold. There was no sign of the Frenchman, and no
sound n the deserted bungalow, save the far-off booming of
the sea.  Bunter examined the shutters on the window, but
they were thick and strong. and fastened outside with a pad-
lock.  There was no escape that way. He tried the door, but
the door was locked on the outside.

Bunter’s chief feeling just then was hunger.  He would
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have been glad to see the kidnapper, if the hl(ln;qllpvr haed

brought him some breakfast. He thumped on the door, andd

a few minutes later it oponed and the Frenchman stepped

into the room.

* Ro you are awake,” he said,

Bunter blinked at him,

“T'in jolly hungry " he exclaimed.  ** T suppose you're not
;.;uing to stirve me to death here, are _\'ul.l?"

The Frenchman laid a lbaf upon the table.
lis hig spevtacles upon it, and <norted.

I can’t cat dry bread!” he exclaimed indignantly.

“ 1 fear you will get nothing else while you are here,”
said Duval, with a grin, ** and if you have thist, there is
water—eoll water,”

Bunter shiversd,

* Look here, you can’t treat a chap like that, you know
he mutrered.

“You will get nothing better here. Listen to me, Lord
Mauleverer.  If you Eun- w1y sense,  you must know
vou are here. You are a millionaire. You are very well
nown to me—by name, I mean. You can afford to pay for
our liberty.  Your guardian, Sir Reginald Brooke, will
il:lml over the price of your liberty. Do you understand ™

Bunter groaned.

* Don't I Keep on telling you that I ain't Lord Maul-
everer?” he demanded peevishly. “ I'm Billy Bunter.”

*“ Don't waste time!"” said Duval, frowning. ** You are
to write to your guardian, and tell him that you are a
prisoner in the hands of a man who will shoot you through
the head unless live wbousand pounds are paid for your
liberty !

* Five thousand pounds!"” gasped Bunter.

* Exactly !" :

“ 1 don’t suppose my pater could raise five thousand quid
to save the whole fanuly !” groaned Bunter.

* It is a snall sum to a millionaire.”

“But I ain't a millionaire !"

**Here are pen and ink,” said Duval
write I"”

*But Mauiy’s uncle will only laugh if he gets a letter
from me !" said Bunter. ** Why should he pay five thousand
quid for a chap he doesn’t know?”

“If you refuse to write the letter you will be kept twenty-
four hours without food,” said the Frenchman calmly,

*Oh, Great Scott!”

* 8it down and write !

Billy Bunter collansed into a chair and took up the pen.
He would have written whole reams of letters to anybody
after that threat.

“Write as I dictate !

“ Ye-ps.”

My dear uncle—"'
“He ain'g my nncle, you know ! said Bunter feehly.
“Silence! ‘My dear uncle, 1 have been kidnapped by a

man, who threatens mw lfe unless he is paid five thousand

pot It must be paid. 1 am quite at his mercy. Put
ord * Willing " in the personal colunn of the ** Daily

Mail ” on Saturday, and then the man will communicate

with you.—MAULEVERER. " !

Bunter wrote it in his sprawling hand.

* Good " said Duval, scanning the letter.
the l‘rl\'l-lopt'."

“I—I don't know the address of Mauly's uncle!”

mured Bunter.

“Silence! Do you think T believe your falsehoods?
Write, * Sir Reginald Brooke, Brooke I.odge, Grosvenor
Square, London.” ™

Billy Bunter wro'te it.

“He will know your writing,” said Duval, with consider-
able satisfaction, * and wou had better hope that he will
answer through the newspaper. Otherwise, your grave is
already dug in the cellar beneath ‘this house, Lord Maul-
cverer.”

“T aint .

*“This letter will be posted to-day,” said Duval. *‘S8ir
Reginald will reccive it in time to insert the reply in the
*Daily Mail," if he so chooses. Unless he does so he will
receive your ear by post as a reminder ‘that I am in earnest.”

* Oh, crikey!”

“T leave you to your breakfast,” said Duval, with a mock-
ing grin; and he took the letter and the addressed envelope
and quitted the room.

Bunter felt desperate.

That the man would carry out his blood-curdling threats
he did not really believe, but there was a possibility of it.

Now that the davlight had come, too, he did not feel quite
believe that the Frenchmun was really a member of the
famous—or infamouns—gang of motor-car bandits of Paris.
It had seemed probable ecnough in the darkness and terror
of the night, but the daylight made a difference. The man
was extremely well-dressed, with a neatness and care thad
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scemed to smack of the “gentleman’s gentleman.” Bunter
was a duffer in some things, but not in all, and upon a closc
examination he would have tuken Monsicur Duval for a
French valet, or perhaps a waiter. And at that thought he
did not fecl nearly so much afraid of the man.

“I—I wonder if I could diddle him into opening the door,
and then make a bolt for it.,” Bunter muttered. ** [Te doesn’t
know that I'm a veutriloquist.” A

Bunter's vemtrilogquism had ecarned him more bumpings
than anything else at Grevfriars, but it was quite pos:ible
that it would be more useful now. At all events, there was
0o _harm in trying.

The Frenchman had olosed the door and locked it on the
outside, and Bunter understood that he was to be left alone
for the day. Probably the man would go to a distance in
the motor-car to post the letter, in order that the postmark
should not give a hint of his real whereabouts.

The thought of being shut up dn that lonely place for a
whole day, with nothing but a loaf of bread and a jug of
cold water, made Bunter desperate. He was almost prepared
for a struggle for liberty, though not quite.

He tiptoed to the door and listened. He could hear the
Frenchman moving about in the little hall of the bungalow,
apparently putting his coat on. Outside, Bunter heard the
sound of the car. Louis had returned. Duval intended io
depart in the car, aund leave the fat junior locked up a

elpless prisoner in the bungalow. The building was too far
back from the road for Bunter's cries to be heard, even if
anyone had passed that lonely way to hear them.. There
were deserted and locked-up bungalows dotted along the
coast for miles outside Pegg, and no likelihood of any of
them being visited.

“ Here, you open this door!" Bunter suddenly rapped out,
assuming a dcep. heavy voice, utterly unlike his own.

He heard a sharp exclamation in the hall.

“ Mon Dieu!"

In @ moment the door of the room was unlocked again,
and Duval strode in, his eyes glittering.

“Wiho is here?"” he exclaimed.

Bunter blinked at him.

“1 am,” he replied, *“and——"

“ There is someonoe else! T heard a voice!" exclaimed the
Frenchman, glaring angrily about the room. ** Mon Dien!
Is it possible——"

e broke off suddenly.

From under the bed there seemed to come the sound of a
gasp, as of a man squeczing himsell out of sight in the narrow
space,

Duval gritted his teeth and sprang towards the bed. ITe
tore a revolver from his pocket. Whether he was a motor-
bandit or a * sacked " valet, there was no doubt that the
man was a desperate character, As he plunged towards the
bed Bunter slipped out of the room. He ran towards ahe
house-door. It was half open; the Frenchman had been
about to go out.

Bunter simply bolted through the doorway and rolled into

1w garden.  Another second, and he would have been

ceding towards the road. But it was not to be. Lonis, the
chauffeur, was waiting beside his car, and he couglt sight of
the jumior, and sprang to intercept him. Ilis grasp closed
on Bunter's collar, and swung him back.

“Stop!"” he exclaimed.

Bunter struggled.

“Leggo—leggo! Ow!"

Duval came panting out of the lhouse.

“You have him? Bien! Drag the brute in!"

And the uanfortunate Bunter was hustled into the house
between the two men, and the door was slammed.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Bid for Liberty!

o IIERE is someone in the hounse, Louis!"
The chauffeur looked incredulous.
Duval panted out the words.
“T heard his voice. He was in the room with this
Loy, but I cannot find him!"” the Frenchman exclaimed.
“Guard this boy while I search for him!™

“ But it is impossible !

“1 tell you there is someone !"

Louis shrugged his shoulders, but he stood with his grip
on Bunter's shoulders while Duval began do search the
bungalow for the sup}xhsr-d stranger.

There ‘were only four rooms in the little building, and
Duval was soon finished with them. Ile came back into the
hall with fhis eyes glittering restlessly.

“Have you found anyone!™ said Louis, with a sarcastie

mn.

“Non! Yet there is someone!” The Frencliman turned
fiercely to Bunter. “ Garcon, who was in the room with
you? How did he get out? Answer me!”

“I—I—1—"

“There must be some seccet door in the place " Duval
muttered hurrviedly.  “1 know nothing of the house. I
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simply took it as being the loneliest on the coast. The

house-agent told me nothing of such a thing. But there is

something of the sort. There wis a man in the yoom, and
is gone! How1?"”

* Make the brat explain!”

Duval pressed the muzzle of the revolver fo Bunter's
forchead.

“Tell me who it was, you young tiound!" he said between
his teeth. “Tell me, or you die this moment!"”

Bunter shrank back. 'Bhe ferocity in Duval’s face startled
him, though he was not frightened enough to believe that
Duval would carry out his threat. The man had not taken
the trouble to kidnap him merely for the purpose of putting
his neck into @ noose. But it suited the cunning Owl of the
Remove to affect to be overcome with terror. Obtuse as
Bunter was, he had a great gift of cunning, as dunces often
-}:a\'e. And the Frenchman's own words had given him a

ine.

“ D—d—don"t ! stuttered Bunter. * I-I'll tell you—
I'll tell you everything! Only take that pistol away.”

Duval lowered the weapon.

“Tell me, then! Who was it?”

* It—it was Inspector Grimes ! faltered Bunter.

*“ What! Who is Le?”

“ He belongs to the police-station in Courtfield.”

“ He is lving !"" said Louis. * How could a police-inspector
be here?”’

“ Bur there was someone,” muttered Duval, ** and it was
« deep voice, like that of a police-inspector, perhaps.  How
did this inspector get out, Lord Mauleverer?’

* There's a door in the wall.” stammered Bunter.

1 thought so. 1 guessed it,  Come, you shall show it
to us!"

Bunter was dragged into the room again

“ Now, where is the door?" demanded Duval,

Bunter pointed to the wall which separated the room from
the next. Duval examined it quickly with glittering eyes.

*There is no door here!” he exclaimed,

Tt opened with a spring,” Bunter explained, drawing
upon his imagination. * He just vanished, you know.”

Louis examined the wall in his turn, and shook his head.
There was certainly no trace of a seeret doer i the wooden
partition, for that was all it was. If there was a secret door,
it was a very secret, one indeed.

The two rascals muttered together quickly in their own
language. They were still muttering when a deep threaten-
ing voice came from the hall,

* We've got them!”

*That is he!” exclaimed Duval, and Louis started violently,
The two men rushed into the hall. But there was no one to
be seen, and the door was closed and fast.

The two Frenchmen looked at one- another in bewilder-
ment,

** Is the house haunted " exclaimed Duval.

** Sapristi! T heard him myself " exclaimed the chauffenr,
* But where is he?”

“ Open, in the name of the law !

It was the deep voice again, this time outside the house-
door. The kidnappers looked at one another in terror.

* Trapped ! muttered Louis.

“ Caught! Mon Dieu!"”

“' .;\re you going to open this door? Open, in the name of
the law !’

Duval sprang towards the window of the hall, and looked
out through a chink in the shutter. There was no one in
sight. The car stood in the road, outside the gate; but there
was no human being to be seen. The litile garden in front
of the bungalow was deserted.

“There 15 no one!" shricked Duval,

* Mon Dieu!”

“ What can it mean? Where is he?
I will scarch about the house.” said Duval hurriedly.
may be hidden in one of the sheds.™

Duval rushed out of the house at the back.

A minute later there was a loud yell in Duval's tones,

“A moi! Louis, a moi!”

It was a call for help in Fren:h in Duval's voice. Louis
let go Bunter at once, and dashed out of the back of the
house.

Bunter's chance had come; his ventrilogquism had served
him well,  Louis, under the impression that Duval had dis-
covered the inspector, and was struggling with him, had
doshed to his aid]. Bunter had a minute at least,

He ran to the house-door, unlocked it, and dashed into the
garden. A moment more, and he was in the road, The
long white road ran along the top of the cliffs; there was no
human being, no habitation in sight. Bunter’s beart sank.
If he ran. he knew that the two rascals would so.n be after

Wait here Louis, and
* o

OUR GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER NEXT MBNDAY! (See Page 28)
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him, and the fat junior was no sprinter, His capture would
be a matter only of minutes,

But there was the car!

It was_standing ready, throbbing—the chauffeur had been

repared to start. Bunter knew very little about motor-cars.
Eul he knew how to stait one, and he had a vague idea that

by holding the steering-wheel he could drive it,  Without
stopping to think, the excited junior leaped into the
chauffeur’s seat.

’I'Fg'rc was & furious yell [rom the bungalow,

“ Stop I’

“ 1le has the car!™

The two Frenchmen came raciiig round the honse.  Theyw

rushed into the road, just in time to see the car leap forward
like a wild thing and dath away.

Duval smote his forehead.

** Thousand curses! He is gonc!"

** Shoot I"” yelled Louis,

Crack, crack!

Two bullets from Duval's revolver knocked up the Jdust on
the road. Bunter gave a gasp of tervor, and let go the
steering-wheel.  To his terrified imagination, the bullets were
whistling past his fat cars, though. as a matter of fact, Duval
had taken care that they should miss him by a dozen feet or

more. The motor-car plunged madly into tho mass of rocks
beside the road, and there was a terrific crash us it turned
over, Bunter flew through the air; and landed in the roed,
with all the breath knocked out of him,

Duval dashed forward, and his grasp closed upon the terri-
ficd junior as he sprawled in the dust.

2 11 have him!" he shouted.

* Ow!" panted Bunter,
you'll be hung—ow !

* Come, come, you young hound!”

Duval ran the fat junior buck to the bungalow with an iron
urip on his collar, ~ Bunter was thrown into the prisen
chamber and locked in there, and then the Frenchman joincd
his confederate in the road, The chauffeur was looking in
dismay at the smashed car. Duval ground lns teeth with
1age.

Tt is o owreek " he exclaimed,

Louis nodded dismally.

“And 1 cannot repair it!" he said., between his teeth,
“ 1t cannot be used to-day, Duval. Look. The wheel is
twisted, the brake is smashed. We shall have to get help to
wet it removed for repaie.”

Duval ground his teeth.

*“You must do that, Louis,

* Yow—d-d-don’t you sheot me—
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|« Have you read of the motor-car bandits in Paris?” * Ye—e—es!" stuttered Bunter. * 1T was one of them,"”
continued Duval, his brows knltting in a threatening frown.

* Now you know that, you know that I am not to

be trifled with, Unless your Ilberty is well paid for, you will never leave this house alive! Think of that!”
(See Chapter 10.)

traveller—there will be no suspicion—and lose mno time.
Lay nothmg, of course, about the bungalow. I will remain
there to guard the boy. After what has happened, he cannot
be left alone. When the car is repaired we will remove him
to a safer phu-l.‘."'

And Duval, in a furious iemper, returned to the bungalow,
#till puzzled and mystified by the mysterious voice that had
alarmed him,

PES—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly's Uncle!
B EGAD, it's nunky 1"

The buzz of a big automobile in the quadrangle
drew many eyes towards the handsome old gentleman
who stepped down in front of the School House.

Tt was Friday afternoon, and the Greyfriars fellows were
Tue Macxer Liprany.—No. 304,

about to go into the Form-rooms for lessons, when the cat
airrived,

“ Mauly’s uncle!”” suid Bob Cherry.
Remove knew the baronet well by sight.

“ Yaas, it's nunky,” said Mauleverer,
the row? He looks excited.”

“ Mauleverer!” excluimed the cld gentleman, as the schools
boy earl came towards him, raising his hat gracefully, ** You
aro here!”

“ Yaas, nunky.™

“ You are quito safe "

" Yaas, 1 believe so0.”

“ Thank Heaven!” exclaimed Sir Reginald Brooke, "y
was certain that the letter was a hoax, as it was not in
vour handwriting; but 1 came down in.-ilunll_y to make sure
that you wero safe.”

** Did you really, nunky? That was jolly kind of you,” said
Mauleverer, ** But what is it all about?™

The chums of the

“T wonder what's
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** Huve you seen that letter before?”
tﬂir Reginald held out a letter, and Lord Mauleverer blinked
Bt it
* Never, nunks. But I know the writing.™
“Indeed! Then it is probably a foolish joke of one of the
boys in the school!" the baronct exclaimed.

“It's Bunter's fist.”

“Who is Bunter?"

** Chap in my Form—that fat chap. You saw him when
Fou were down here about the Cottage Hospital, nunky.”

** Ah, yes, I remember! Thea he has written this foolish
letter. Where is he? I shall speak to him very severely!”

“I'm afraid that's imposs., nunks.”

“ Why impossible?"* |

** Because Bunter disappeared on Wednesday cvening, and
hasn't been heard of since.”

** Bless my soul !"

Lord Mauleveres held out the lotter to his chums. Thev
read it with keen interest.  They knew Billy Bunter’s sprawl-
ing hand at once. It was the letter Bunter had written at
the kidnapper's dictation in the lonely bungalow.

. “Poor old Bunter,”” said Harry Wharton; ** that settles
it! The kidnapper thinks that he's Mauly, and Bunter seems
to be keeping it up.”

“ Pray explain what you mean?’ excluimed the bewildered
baronet.

Wharton quickly explained.

“ Bless my soul!” exclaimed Sir Reginald. * You have
hiad a narrow escape, my boy. This rascal who has kidnapped
Bunter evidently intended ‘to kidnap you, but by a provi-
dential chance he captured Bunter instead.”

“ Very ﬁrovidl-ntiu] for Bunter." murmured Bob Cherry.

* And Bunter must be letting him think that he is Lord
Mauleverer, or, ];r'rhup.-, he will not believe Bunter's denials.”
said Sir Reginald * Now, you have mentioned that a
Frenchman was here inquiring for Lord Mauleverer that dav.
Can_you give me his deseription?’ :

‘“ Coker's given it to the police,” said Wharton. * It's
published in the papers now. The police want to find him, in
vase he had anything to do with the kidnapping. It looks
a5 if he is the party.”

“I have a_very strong suspicion that that is so. T have
my reasons. Give me the description as near as you remember

it.

“ A Frenchman, speaks good English but with a slight
accent, about thirty-five, medium size, =allow complexion,
black hair, pointed black moustache, black eves,” said Harry
Wharton, quoting from the published deseription of the
Frenchman.

Sir Reginald uttered an exclamation.

“It is he!"

“You know him, sir?" exclaimed the juniors.

“Yes, yes. I am sure that he is no other than a certain
Gaston Duval, a French valet, who entered my employ a
few weeks' ago. He was discharged for dishonesty, along
with a chauffeur named Louis Blanc. Duval—if that is his
real name, which I doubt now—proved to have forged his
recommendation to me, and the police want him now, ‘but
he has disappeared. As soon as you mentioned a Frenchman
in connection with the case, I thought of him at once. And
nothing has been heard of Bunter since he disappeared?”

* Nothing, sir. The police have discovered that a closed
motor-car was seen on l‘l(‘ cliff road on Wednesday night-—it
passed a market cart coming into Pegg, and the carman
noticed it. But it isn't known whether it has any connection
with the kidnapping."

* Probably ! They would naturally use a car, Louis Blanc
being a chauffeur. And it is supposed that they are together?
Thank you, my boy! Mauleverer, you must keep within
gates until that rascal is captured by the police. I have no
doubt whatever that he learned about you while he was in
my house, and then laid the plan for kidnapping vou and
obtaining money for your release. As soon as he discovers
his mistake about Bunter, he may make another attempt,
You must be very careful.”

“ Yaas, nunky.”

“ We'll look after him, sir,” ssid Bob Cherry.

The baronet looked very anxious,

*“ Do not go out, Mauleverer; and keep yvour friends with
vou as much as you can. Until that man is arrested you are
not safe.”

“ Right-ho, nunky!"”

“Now, I must go in and see the Head."

Sir Reginald hurried to the Head's study. There was
little doubt that the Frenchman who had questioned Coker
of the Fifth was in fact Gaston Duval, the ex-valet, and
that was an additional item of information for the police.

The Head telephoned at once to Iuspector Grimes, at Court-

field, who had official charge of the case of Bunter's dis-

appearance.
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As the police would want the letter thut had been seul by
the kidnapper, Sir Reginald motored to Courtfield when he
left Greyfriars,

Bunter's Form-fellows were left in u state of great excite.
ment,

There was no possible doubt now that Billy Bunter had been
kidnapped in mistake for Lord Mauleverer, and that the
kidnapper was still under the delusion that he held the school-
boy carl in his hands,

* Bunter will get a swelled head at being taken for a giddy,
belted earl,” grinned Bob Cherry. ** He will want a larger
size in hats when he comes home."

“ I don’t suppose he's enjoying it,”" said Nugent.

“ Well, he has only himsclf to thank for it,”" grunted
Johnny Bull. * If he hadn't taken Mauly's letter, he wouldn't
have walked into the trap instead of Mauly. The way of
the giddy transgressor is hard.”

“1 wish we could do something to find him," said Wharton
thoughtfully, * It's rotten to think of the fat duffer being
held a prisoner by a rascally kiduapper. But he may be
miles and miles away from here. If t!’lu‘\-’ really had a motor-
car, they may have taken him into the next county.’

** That letter had the London postmark, my dear fellows,”
Lord Mauleverer remarked.

* Well, couldn’t we go to London*"

“If the letter had the London postmark, it's pretty certain
that Bunter isn't in London,” said Mark Linley thoughtfully.
* The kidnapper would go pretty far afield to post the letter,
I should thiuf::'

* Yes, rather! He might be anywhere."”

Most of the Remove fellows felt the desive to do something
or other towards effecting Billy Bunter's rescue.  But there
was evidently nothing they could do. There was no trace
by which the fat junior and his kidnappers could be followed.

The police were doing all that could be done, and the
Greyiriars fellows could only wait and hope for news.

** But there’s one thing,”” Bob Cherry remarked that even-
ing. when the juniors were discussing the matter again.
* The rotter must find out his mistake about Bunter sooner
or later, and then may come here and try for the real Mauly.”

* Begad ! murmured Lord Mauleverer,

* And when he comes, we'll be ready for him,” said Bob.
“We'll keep our giddy peepers open, and if a Frenchman
comes nosing round Greyfriare, we'll deop on him at once.”

“ Good egg!" said Harry Wharton heartily, * Duval is
not likely to come here aguin. as he's most likely scon his
description published in tho papers. And his name will be
pmblished along with it to-morvow, if Sir Reginald Brooke is
right. But the other rotter—Louis Blanc—he may come.'

*We'll keep an exve on Mauly !

** Like the apple of our eye,” said Bob Cheery. “ Mauly's
not going to be kidnapped, vou can bet yvour hat.”

“ Thanks," yawned Lord Mauleverer.

“ Just keep your eyes open for that beastly Frenchman,
that's all, yon fellows!" exclaimed Bob.

“ Vat! Sherry, vat do yvou say?"

Monsicur Charpentier, the French master of Grevfriars,
looked in at the open door of the common-room, with a face
like a turkey-cock. He had been passing the door just in
time to hear Bob Cherry’s remark.

“You vicked boy, Sherry! How dare you allude you to
vour master like zat®!" exclaimed the French master, in-
dignantly.

* Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob.

“Vy for you laugh? I take you to ze¢ Head—"

“ Excuse me, sir Ha, ha, ha!™

* Sherry, you vicked boy—-"

“Sorry, sir!” gasped Bob. “1 wasn't u.'llmlilu:_to von,
sir. I was speaking of the French bounder who's kidnapped
Bunter, sir."” )

“ Oh. is zat s0?"" Mossoo's face cleared. ** Zat is diferent.
Zen it is all right, and 1 have been too hasty viz myself,"

And Monsieur Charpentier walked away satisfied, leaving
the juniors chuckling.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Makes a Capture!
OB CHERRY'S idea was earried out.

Lord Mauleverer being evidently in dunger from the
kidnapper, as soon as he should discover his mistake,
the juniors resolved to keep an eye upon him, and to

watch warily for any suspicions Frenchwen who might be
seen lurking about Greyfriars. )

Duval, the ex-valet, might come in some disguise: or the
other man, Blane, might come to spy out the ground, being
unknown personally to the Greyfriars fellows. If they came,
they would find plenty of fellows ready to spot them.

Lord Mauleverer did not scem impressed by the idea of
his danger. He was an extremely easy-going fellow, and given

“Twe praw coreLan



to taking things very casily, and leiting matters slide. The
danger of being kidnapped did not disturb the smooth tenor
of his way. But the other fellows took eare of him.

. They constituted themselves his body-pusrd, and vetoed the
idlea of his going outside the gates of Greyfriars at all. One
or two walked with him if he walked in the Close. When he
was in_his study, one or two of his friends kept him company.
Lord Mauleverer had a study to himself at Greyfriars, but
I'e dul not have it to himself any more. In the evening, lllm-ry
Wharton & Co. did their meparation there, W‘i‘mn the
Remove went up to bed that night, Lord Mauleverer's friends
were still thking cave of him, and his lordshin was getting a
little bored with their solicitude.

** What about keeping watch to-night?’ Bob Cherry asked,
as he sat on the side of his bed to unlace his ts.

* Oh, rats!” said Vernon-Smith promptly. ** What rot!”

1 L \\Sll, that kidnapper chap might come for Mauly, you
Now.

“1 know I'm going to sleep,” said the Bounder, with a
shrug of the shoulders.

* Yaas, and so mn 1,

** Cherry can keep watch, if he likes,”” chuckled Skinner.
* You can sit with your feet in a basin of cold water to kecp
you awake, Cherry!”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ahem!  On second thoughts, I don’t know that it's a
good idex to keep watceh,”” said Bob, * 1 should be sleepy
over my lessons in the morning, and that would cauee trouble
with old Quelchy.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

And Bob turncd in with the rest.

But he resolved to slecp with one ear open, so to speak;
and though he was generally a sound slecper, continual
thinking about the danger to flis noble chum caused him to
sleep more lightly that night. He dreamed of kidnappers,
and in the midst of a terrific nightmare, in which Lord
Mauleverer was being carried off in a motor-car, shricking
for help, Bob Cherry awoke in a cold perspiration.

*Groo! It was only a blessed dream!” murmured Bob.
* Groo!"

It was very dark in the dormitory.

As he lay in bed awake, settling down to sleep again, he
heard twelve strike from the clock tower. Following the
last stroke of midnight, there wus a sound in the dormitory.
It was the sound of someone moving.

Job Cherry heard it clearly enough, and in an instant all
Iis senses were on the alert. Someone was moving in the
darkness of the dormitory.

Who was it?’

The kidnapper?

Bob Cherry sat up in bed, straining his eyes through the
dense darkness.

There was a faint glimmer of starlight from the high
windows, but it was not sufficient to dispel the gloom in l}l!’.‘
ong, lofty room.

But as his eyes became accustomed to the darkness, the
junior caught sight of a moving shadow.

Was it one of the Removites out of bed?

It was not likely. Dimly as Bob could see the dark figure,
he could see that it was stealing along in a stealthy manner,
evidently for the purpose of making no sound that could
alarm the sleeping juniors.

Bob's heart beat like a hammer.

There was no doubt in his mind that it was the kidnapper.
Who else could be stealing across the Remove dormitory in
that stealthy manner, in the dead, silent hour of midnight?
The dark figure had entered at the door, and was stealing
towards the beds.

Bob Cherry set his teeth. X )

The rascal had ventured into the dormitory, and Bob did
not mean him to get away again. His plan was laid at once—
to spring upon the scoundrel, and yell for help, and hold him
fast till the other fellows could turn out, and help secure
him.

Bob silently pushed back the bedclothes, and stepped out of

1

.

The dark figure had passed the foot of his bed, and was
swallowed up in the gloom; but Bob knew just where he must
be

The junior made a sudden spring.

His outstretched hands eame in contact with an unseen
form, and in an instant he grasped it, and brought it with a
erash to the floor.

There was a sudden startled exelamation, and hands closed
on Bob Cherry, and his found himself struggling with a
furious antagonist.

“Help!” gasped Bob. *T've got him!”

The bump of the struggling pair on the floor, and Bob's

nting shout, roused the Removites at once. Fellows sat up
in bed on all sides, and voices demanded to know what was
the matter.

““Help!" panted Bob.

*“Great Scott!”

“What is 1t?”
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. Harry Wharton was out of bed in a twinkling. He rushed
in the direction of the sounds of the struggle, and stumbled
over the two wildly-struggling forms that were sprawled on
the floor. He knocked his head against the leg of a bed,
and gave a wild yell.

“ Glot & Tigh bod

" Get a light, somebody !” cried Nugent.

Scratch | . 4 -

A match flared out, and Johnny Bull lighted a candle-end.

The juniors, swarming out of bed, surrounded the strug-
gling combatants, and the flickering light glimmered down
upon them,

“I've got him!" panted Bob. * Lend a hand.”

i GroD l,,

“Pile in, you chalas!"

“ Yowowowowow !"’ came in muffled tones from the crushed
figure struggling under Bob Cherry’'s weight. *Ow—owl
Gerroff I &

Harry Wharton gave a shout.

“ Smithy 1

“What ! yelled Bob Cherry stupefied.

*“Smithy! Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s the Bounder!”

“ You've collared Vernon-Smith, you ass!"

*“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.

He released his victim, and jumped up. Vernon-Smith,
fulilly dressed, but very much dishevelled, sprawled breathless
an ugns(?mg on the floor.

B 'herry gazed down at him, too amazed for wards.

*“Smithy!” he stuttered.

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Vernon-Smith sat up. His face was convulsed with rage.

“You—you idiot !"

** Smithy, I didn't know—""

“You imbecile!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, what were you sneaking about in the dark for—
dressed, too?” demanded Bob Cherry. 1 took you for the
kidnapper, of course. You rotter, you've been out of
bounds !

Vernon-Smith staggered to his fect. With his teeth grit-
ting, he sprang at Bob Cherry, evidently feeling nothing at
that moment but a strong desire for vengeance upon the
junior who had handled him so roughly.

Harry Wharton grasped him by the shonlder, and swung
himn savagely back.

“Stop . that!” he said sharply. *““ Where have you been,
Smithy 1

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
In Broad Daylight !
VEII.\'UN-SMITH turned upon Wharton with clenched

hands, and blazing eyes.
For a moment it looked as if he would spring upon
the captain of the Remove. But he controlled him-
self just in time.

“Where have you been?”
“You're dressed, and you've been out.
ing bounds.”

“What if T have?' snarled the Bounder,

“Then I'm jolly well not sorry that I handled you,” said
Bob Cherry. * You've been out of bounds, and you've come
in past midnight, and you're playing in a footer-match to-
morrow. You ought to be ashamed of yourself 1"

“1 suppose you ve been to the Cross Keys, Sinithy? said
Harry Wharton, his eyes glittering.

* Suppose I have " snarled the Bounder. * 1 suppose they
haven't made you a prefect by any chance. What business
is it of yours?’

“TIt's my business as captain of the footer team. You've
been in rotten bad form for footer lately, and now T know
the reason. Do you think you'll be fit to play Redelyffe
to-morrow, after a night like this.”

““ Hang Redelyffe!™

The Bounder’s face was fushed, his eyes glittering un-
naturally.  Wharton looked at him closely.  That the
Bounder had been smoking and playing cards he knew; but
now he could see that he had been drinking as well. Tt was
no time, and Vernon-Smith was in no condition, for argu-
ment then. Wharton pointed to his bed.

“You'd beter turn in,” he said curtly.
about this+sthe-morning.”

“You can go and eat coke,” said the Bounder sullenly.

And he began to undress, with unsteady hands,

Johnny Bull blew out the candle, and the Removites

repeated  Wharton sternly.
You've been break-

]

“T'Il talk to you
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returned to their beds. Bob Cherry's watchfulness had had
the effect of exposing Vernon-Smith; but that was all.

The kidnapper evidently was not there.

When the rising-bell clanged out in the morning, Vernon-
Smith opened duﬁ and heavy eyes.

His head was aching, he had a dry, parched tongue, and
his sight was dizzy.

He had had a * night out’ with a vengeance.

For some time it had seemed that the Bounder had said
good-bye to his old blackguardly ways; but he had broken
out again, and seemed to have broken out worse than
vver, as if the evil spirit within him urged him on to make
up for lost time.

His pale, wretched, scowling face warned the other fellows
that he was in an ugly temper. as he dressed himself, and
the fellows who had intended to chip him about his night
out decided to reserve their little jokes for another occasion.
The Bounder was in a mood of trouble,

Harry Wharton glanced at him, but did not speak.

The {!oundrr was in no state to play footbal that day, un-
less he picked up wonderfully during the morning. Yet to
exclude him from the team that was to meet Redelyfle was
a serious matter, and all the more difficult, because of the
bad terms Wharton was usually on with him. The captain
of the Remove naturally shrnni from appearing to pick up
the first opportunity of being down upon his old rival, and he
shrank, too, from appearing in the role of a virtuous youth
lecturing his schoolfellow. There was nothing of the good
little Georgie about Wharton, and disgusted as he was with
the] Bounder’s conduct, he did not feel called upon to preach
to him.

Wharton thought it over durin% the morning, and after
morning lessons ghe consulted the football committee on the
subject.

The Bounder was such a brilliant player that, even out of
condition, he was useful in a team, unless he was very far
gone indeed.

The idea of dropping one of their best players on the eve
of the toughest match of the season, seemed risky enough
to the jumiors.

“@Give him a chance!” was Bulstrode's verdict. ** After
all, Smithy's as hard as nails, you khow, He was out of sorts
last Wednesday, but he played up rippingly at the finish.”

“ And suppose he cracks up, and lets the side down, and
Redelyffe walk all over us,”" said Wharton.

1 don't think it will be so bad as that!"”

“He looks awfully green and yellow to-day,” Bob Cherry
remarked. * But—'

“T'1l leave it to the committee,”” said Wharton shortly.
“1 think he ought to be left out, but you fellows know I
never liked him. I'll leave it to you.”

“@Give him a chance!” was the verdict.

“Very well."”

And after dinner Harry Wharton sEoke to the Bounder on
the subject. Vernon-Smith was looking much better than
when he rose in the morning, but he was still pale and sickly-
looking, and there were dark rings under his eyes.

“Do you feel fit for the match this afternoon, Smithy?"
Wharton asked, abruptly.

" guite fit,” said Vernon-Smith.

“You're sure?"”

“ Quite sure. If you're looking for an excuse to drop
me—"" began the Bounder, with a sneer.

“I'm not. li you assure me that you're fit to play, I'll
play you.

“1'm quite fit."

“ Then it's settled."”

Harry Wharton had agreed to abide by the decision of the
committee, but he had many misgivings on the subjeet.

But there was nothing to do now but to hope for the best.

In the interest of the football match, however, the juniors
did not forget their intention of looking after Lord Maul-
everer. Bob Cherry impressed upon him ﬁmt he was to be on
the ground to watch the match.

“ But it will be cold standing there, my dear fellow,” the
dismayed schoolboy millionaire protested.

“You can do some gymnastics to keep yourself warm,”
said Bob.

“ But there's a fire in my study.”

“ You're not going to slack over a fire in your study. How
do we know that that blessed Frenchman won't sneak in while
we're playing and kidnap you?" demanded Bob.

“ My dear chap——"

“ Do vou want to go and join Bunter, wherever he is?"’
snid Frank Nugent severcly. ** Poor old Bunter's getting it
in the neck now. Do you want the same?”

“ Begad, no! But——"

“1If you hadn't been slacking in your study last Wednes-
day Bunter would never have been kidnapped,” said Johnny
Bull sternly.
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““ Yaas, but if I hadn't been slacking T should have been
kidnapped myself, you know, and that would have been worse,
wouldn't it?

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

_“Well, you're not going to sluck to-day.” said Bob de-
cidedly. “If 1 miss you fion the ground Tl come aftore
ou. I've chucked away the key of your study, so you can't
ock yoursell in again."

“Oh, begad "

“ You chaps!” excluimed Peter Todd, dushing up breath-
lessly. * Comoe on!”

“ Hallo, hullo. hallo!

“1've spotted him."

“Eh! Whom?"

“The Frenchman!" yelled Peter cxcitedly.
napper! He's come!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Where is he?™

“ Walked in at the gates, as bold as bras<-!" gasped Todd
“(ome on! Yle's speaking ta Gosling now.  We'll collar him
before he knows where he s,

_ And Peter roshed off towards the gates, with the excilel
juniors at his heels. Even the coming football match was
forgotten in the excitement,

“There he i<

A little far gentleman. evidentls 3 ¥renchman, was stunding
by the porter’s ludue, speaking to Gosling.  Ile was speaking
in French, appurently having no knowledge of English, and
Gosling was looking naturally scornful of a person who cculd
not even understand plain English.

“Ere, will you young gentlemen speak to “im?” said Gos-
ling. * Wot I says is this "ere. "Ow them blessed furriners
can go on speaking their silly lingo, when they might be
speakin® Henglish, beats me! Fools. s “em !

The Frenchman turned to the juniors, gesticulating, 1larry
YWharton & Co. exchanged glances, and drew round him iu a
cirele. They did not intend to give the villain a chanee to
escape.  The fact that he was o Frenchman pointed in-
dubitably to his guilt. Frenchmen never came to Greyfriors.
What could one want there? Evidently he was the kidnapper,
or one of the kidnapping gang, pretending that he could not
speak English for the purpose of throwing dust in their eyes,
It was quite clear; at all events, it was quite clear 10 the
Jjuniors. ;

** Bonjour, monsicur !"" said Bob Cherry.
kelkun.”

That was Lower Fourth French for
quel-gu'un.”’

“Oui, oui! exclaimed tie foreign gentleman eagerly,
ovidently delighted at finding somecone who spoke his
language, even with a Remove accent.  * C'est ca—je cherche
quelqu’un ici—"

* Looking for somebody here!” murmured Nugent. ** The
awful cheek, to admit it. He's simply asking for trouble."”
h’“ Jl}‘nd he's going to get it,"" said Wharton grimly. * Collar

i

There was a rush, and the Frenchman was struggling the

next moment in the clutches of a dozen pairs of hands.

Wlhat's the matter?™”

“The kid-

“ Vous shuirshay

“ Yous cherchez

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not the Right Frenchman|

K OWN with him!"”
‘“ Hold him!"
“ We've got him!"
“ Mind he doesn't get away!"”

* Tho scoundrel !”

“Thoe kidnapping villain!"

There wasn't much danger of the Frenchman getting away.
He was sprawling on his back on the ground, and the juniors
were alrnpl heaped over him. The Frenchmun was sereaming
like a frightened fowl, and struggling violently. His silk hat
had rolled off, his coat came up over his ears, and his collae
was torn out. But he was secnred.

“ A moi!" shricked the Frenchman., ** A moi! Mon Dien!
Qu’_o:'t. que’ c’est, ca? Je suis tue—je suis tue. A moi!
moi !

“ Bring him in to the Head!" exclaizied Wharton jubilantly.
“Wo'vo got him!”

“ Take his arms and legs!™”

“ March!"

“ Hurray!"

Clutched up in the grasp of the triumphant Removites, the
Frenchman was rushed across the Close towards the house.

Crowds of fellows gathered from far and ncar at the sight,
and there was a roar of excited voices as the news spread
that the kidnapper had been captured.

Dr. Locke, as he saw the terrific disturbance from his
window, hurried out into the Close to see what was thoe
matter.

“THE PENNY POPULAR™
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The crowd stopped in front of the alurmed Flesd, with the
Frenchman kicking and struggling and shricking in the midst
of them.

* Bless my soul ! the Head exelaimad.
mean?

“ We've got him, sir,

* The Frenchman, sir,

“The rotten kidnapper !

*We'll make him confess what he's done with Bunter, sir,”

* He came here for Mnu[v. sir, aml .Jl'|l|-'IH'\' adnntted it.”

Y Dear me!" said the Head,  ** This i< most extraordinary.

* What does 1Elis

Wharton, I'hf-r:'_y, tell me at onee, what—what—"

I hope that a mistake has not been made,”

* Oh, no, sir! Ho admitted it.”

“Is it possible? Then there ean be no doubt.  However,
you may allow him to rise. Keep hold of him so that he
cannot cscape.”

“ Yos, sir.”

** Get up, you rasecalI”

“ Get up, you terrific and ludicrous sconndrel!” exclaimed
t!Iurr-w.- Singh, yanking the anfortunate Frenchman to his
ect,

The French gentleman certainly looked a most disreputable
vharacter, as he stood up, panting in the midst of the juniors.
1o might have been a kidnapper or & pirate or a scarccrow
Seldom had so tatterdemalion a fizures been seen in the old
lose of Greyfriars,

He began stuttering rapid French, but Dr. Locke held up
his hand sternly.

* Explain yourself " he said sternly.
why are you here?"

“Mon Dieu! Je suis tue!

“ Who aro you?"

“ Je suis Monsicur Charpeniier " gasped the Frenchman,

There was a yell of derision from the juniors.

“* My hat! What awful cheek "

“ Does the silly ass think he can pass himself off on us as
our own French master?” chuckled Bob Cherry,  ** He must
bo potty !”

*“Je cherche mon frere ici—""

*“ What 1"

 Je suis ici pour fairg une visite—"'

“ Bless my soul!” said the Head, in consternation. “ You
foolish, foolish boys, you have made a dreadful mistake. The
gentleman says that he is Monsicur Charpentier’s brother,
and has come to pay him a visit,”

** Oh, crikey!" .

There was a sudden exclamution of horror from Monsieur
Charpentier as he rushed upon the seene.  The uproar had
drawn him out of the house.

“ Mon frere! Mon pauvre frere!”

 Alas! my poor brother!” murmured Bob.

“ Ha, ha, ha!?

“ Silence ! exclaimed the Hend.
is this your brother?" i}

“Oui, oui, oui!” exclaimed the French master, rushing
upon the tattered gentleman and embracing him with Gallie
offusion. * Mon pauvre frere. It iz zat he come to pay me
onn visit zis afternoon. Ah! Brigands, villains, scoundrels
zat have use my poor bruzzer like zis!”

*“ Oh, earry me away, somcbody ! murmured Johony Bull.
“We've put our giddy feet into it this time.”

The Removites looked quito sickly. , e

Tt was only too clear that they had put their foot in it.
Certainly they had jumped to conclusions rather qm(-k!{; The
only evidence against the stranger was the fact that he was
a Frenchman, and the other fact that he had come to Gl'l‘_'f"
friars looking for somebody.  And both facts were easily
explained by the circumstance that he was Monsicur Char-
pentier’s brother. - 2

Dr. Locke looked at the culprits sternly, as they hung their
diminished heads. .

** Boys, you have been guilty of an unparalleled outrage in
assaulting this gentleman. What made you suppose that he
was the kidnapper?” o

“ Well, he's—he's a Frenchman, sir,”" stammered Peter
Todd. * The kidnapper is a Frenchman, sir, so we put two
and two together i

* And mgdv five of it!" groancd Bob Cherry.

“ But he said he had come here looking for somebody !
stammered Nugent. ]

“ Nuturally, if he came here to see his brother.”

“Well, he didn’t explain that he wasn't the kidnapper
murmured Tom Brown.

“ How could he explain, you foolish boy, when he has
probably never even heard of the kidnapping occurrence?”
explained the Head.

“ Ahem! Well, sir—

“You will all be punished severely,” said Dr. Locke,
frowning. ** This is most outrageous. First of all you will
explain to Monsieur Charpentier and apologise to him !

The juniors were only too willing to do that. They were
veally sorry for their mistake. Monsicur Charpentier led his
-injured ** bruzzer " into the ITouse, and the too-zealous
] ?ullowtd the Head into his study; and from that apart-
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ment loud sounds of anguish might have been heard proceed-
mg dircetly afterwards.

Harry Wharton & Co. came out of the Head's study rubbing
thewr hands dolefully. Bob Cherry shook lus ligst at Lord
Mauleverer as he met him in the Close,

* You ass!" he roared.

“ Begad! What's the matter, iy dear fellow ™ exclaimed
Lovd Mauleverer, in surprise.

“You chump!”

* Begad, you know——

“This is what we get for looking after you!' roared
Bob.  *This is the last time I collur any kidnappers. You
can be kidnapped twice a day in future, for all I care, and I
sha'vn't interfere! Brrerorr!”

And Bob marched off, rubbing his hands.  The Remove
fellows were still l(-ll(ir-ri)' |'|ll||}ing their hands when the Red-
clyfie footballers arrived.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Chance!

i ON Dieu! Thousand thunders!”
The angry voice of the Frenchman ponetrated

into the room where Billy Bunter was confined.

It was Saturday, and Billy Bunter was still a
prisoner in the lonely bungalow on the shore. The fat junior
was looking thinner in the face, and very pale and worried.
He had been kept for three days now on the shortest of short
commons, and he was storing up.a hunger that would take a
great deal of satisfiying when he returned to Greylriars,
Bread and cheese and water formed his diet, and even of those
there was not enough for Bunter,

As a matter of fact, the spare dict was doing him good.
In spite of the confinement in the bungalow, he was in better
health than when he was captured, owing to the cessation
of unlmited feeding on pastry and cakes. But Bunter was
not willing to purchase physical fitnoss at the price of denye
ing his Gargantuan appetite.  He sighed for the fleshpots of
Egypt as bitterly as the Israclites of old.

Mysterious voices had been heard in the bungulow several
times but Bunter had not found an opportunity of getting
out of the building again. Both Duval and Louis Blane were
puzzled and troubled by the phenomenon—and they did not
suspeet Bunter of ventriloquism.  The fat junior looked so
stupid, and so searved, that it was impossible to suspect him of
playing tricks on them—even if ventriloquism had eros
their minds as a solution of the mystery, which it did not.

But for the fact that Bunter had wrecked the motor-car
in his attempt to escape, the kidnappers would have removed
him to a more secure sput—thougl'l. is they had known it—
the mysterious voices would certainly have followed them, so
long as the Greyfriars ventriloguist had the use of his tongue.

Duval and his comrade were greatly troubled in mind, and
very uneasy. One of them now remained continunlly about
the place. Duval had made the journey to London on Wed-
nesday to post the letter, and Louis had remained—and since
then Duval had taken up the watch, while Louis was attend-
ing to the smashed car. The Frenchmen kept themselves
supplied with papers, and they knew how much had been
discovered by the police—that it was Sir Reginald Brooke's
ex-valet and ex-chauffeur who were being looked for—that
they were suspected of having a motor-car in their possession
—and their uncasiness was growing.

They did not venture to have the smashed car taken to
Courtfield, and Louis laboured upon it in the garage attached
to the bungalow, but it was a long tazk to repair the damage
the collision with the rocks had caused.

It was not till Saturday that the ear was in condition again
for use, Duval having made several journeys to a distant town
for parts, while Louis was at work on 'it.

And on Saturday Duval's veiee rang through the little
building in angry tones, and Bunter heard it, and quaked.
He heard Louis Blane inguiring in French what was the
matter.

* Name of a pig!” “We
cheated 1"

* Qu-est—oue-clest !

* We have the wrong pig by the esr. after all!”

“What! It is not the young milord?”

" Look at the paper!”

Billy Bunter heard it all, and he shivered. The tones of
the infuriated Frenchiman boded him no good.  In their dise
appointient and rage, what were they likely to do.

True, Bunter had told them all along that he was not Lord
Mauleverer, but they had not believed him,

But they could not doubt it now.

Sir Reginald Drooke, acting on the advice of the poliee,

yelled  Duval. have  been
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had inserted the demanded advertisement in the persona
column of the ““ Daily Mail," in order to get into communica-
tion with the kidnﬂswm

It was not intended to allow them to discover that the
wrong boy had been captured if it could be avoided.

But some enterprising journalist had found out the facts—
the case of the kiduapping having crept into the newspapers
by this time.

And in the paper in Duval's hand that Saturday afternoon
was the information that Lord Mauleverer was safe at Grey-
friars, and that another boy namcd William G. Bunter had
been kidna ;}:(‘d by mistake in his place.

The two ]l'ronchmen looked at one another in dismay.

* It is infernal luck !" said Louis.

Duval passed his hand over his brow.

*1 cannot understand it," he said. *‘ The boy was pointed
out to me at the school itself as Lord Mauleverer—did I not
risk a personal visit there in order to see him? Then he
received the letter I wrote to Mauleverer, and came to keep
the appointment? How can it be that he is after all another
toy, and not Mauleverer at all?"”

1 do not know how it can be, but it is so—unless the paper
i lying !" said Louis. ** You have made a bungle.”

*“And the brat declared that he was not Lord Mauleverer!"
Puval muttered, clenching his hands. “ I did not believe
bim, of course.”

“And now?"’

“ Now,”" Duval snarled, ** we have wasted our time, and
our money for the car, and we have risked our liberty, to
capture a fat fool who probably has not a franc to his name.
We shall go to prison like a pair of fools, mon ami—
unless——""

*‘ Perhaps it is not too late 1"

“That 18 what I am thinking. Listen! This hiding-place
s not safe. Someone has been playing us tricks here—I am
uneasy every moment. We intended to leave as soon as
the car was repaired—it is repaired now. We will make
another attempt, and seize upon the real Mauleverer and fly
at top speed to a distant part of the country. I had thought
that this place was the safest I could find—but it is not so.
We must get out!"”

“ And this ganrcon—this unspeakable Bunter?”

“1 have a mind to fling him into the sca, but—but——"

* But you have only one neck, and you do not want to have
it stretched !"" grinned the ex-chauffeur.

“We can take him with us. He can lie bound and gagged
in the bottom of the car,” said Duval. ** There will be no
danger. Besides, we do not know the real Lord Mauleverer
by sight, apres tout. Perhaps this brat may be useful in
lelping us to get hold of him. Tt is a half-holiday to-day at
the school, as always on Saturday—many of the boys will be
out of gates—it is possible that we may find some oppor-
tunity——""

“ It is fearfully risky !"" said Louis, with a shake of the head.

“ Thousand thunders! Are we going to throw it up, then?
We have already done enough to carn penal servitude, and
we have gained nothing !"

: '}'l But E. we should find the boy—to seize him in broad day-
ight—

& And trust to the speed of the car!” said Duval. * Yes,
ves, I know that it is desperate, but we are in a desperate
position. It is all or nothing. 1 will assume some disguise, as
I have been seen at the school; you also ean wear a beard,
and the ear can be halted near the school on pretence of a
puncture. Then, if we get a chance—""

** As you like!"

Duval unlocked Bunter's door and strode in. The Owl
of the Ilemove shrank away from his fieree, scowling look.

“You are not Lord Mauleverer, you fat rascal!" the
Frencliman exclaimed furiously.

Well, I—I told you I wasn't, you know!" stammered
Bunter ‘* Mauly is my best pal, you know—but I ain’t
Mauly! I told you so, didn't 17"

“You fool! You are coming away now—a prisoner! You

e I‘Il

'

I

will ba hurt if you give me trouble—take care!”

“1—I say, you needn't tie me!" stammered Bunter.
give you my word '

““Buh! Taisez-vous!"

Bunter was bound hand and foot, and gagged carefully,
and then carried out into the ear. He cast a wild glance
round him—at the lonely road and the sounding sea. But
there was no one in sight; the kidnappers had taken care of
that before they brought him out of the house.

Duval locked up the bungalow, and threw away the key.
He wa: finished there. The house agent who had let him the
place had supposed that he was a foreign visitor with a taste
for the bleak beauties of the seashore in winter—little dream-
ing of the real nse to which the bungalow was to be put.
A quarter’s rent in advance had made the matter quite easy
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for Duval; but by the time the next quarter was due the
agent was likely to have a long task before him in finding his
tenant.

The car moved away.

Louis, in motor-goggles, with a black beard fastened upon
his clean-shaven chin, was quite unrecognisable; and Duval
had also donned a false beard. The two desperate men wore
resolved to set everything upon that lust throw of the dice.
They knew that their enterprise was desperate, but it was
all that remained to be done after the mistake that had
delivered Bunter into their hands instead of Lord Maul-
everer.  Either that, or the abandonment of the wild
s('hyme. If fortune favourcd them, success might vet be
theirs; and if not, the speed of the car would save them
Bunter could be tossed into some field as they fled. The
fat junior, palpitating with terror, lay in the bottom of the
car, hidden by a rug, as the two raseals started. More than
ever the Owl of the Remove repented him that he had ever
appearcd in borrowed plumes: and if he had been in fact a
belted earl, he would have given up his carldom cheerfully
to get out of his present terrible predicament.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Smithy's Fault!
L N the ball !
* Play up, Remove 1"
On the junior football-.ground at Gregfrinrs the
struggle was keen and hardly conrested.

Harry Wharton & Co. were fighting hard.

It was the hardest match of the scuson for the Remove,
and they were finding it very hard indeed.

Redelyffe were in great form.

Harry Wharton's eleven, too, were in great forin—with one
exception,

That exception was the Bounder.

His excesses of the previons night were telling terribly
upon Vernon-Smith. The Bounder of Greyfriars had a
constitution of ivon, and he could afford to Le recklioss,
After expericnces that would have knocked up ang
Junior, he always scemed to pull round, somehow.  But this
time he could not. Want of lesp, drinking, and smokine,
had put him into such a thoroughly * votten " state that he
was not himself, and with all his ¢fforts he conld not play.

On  previous  oceasioans,  although out of condition, the
Baunder had played up with marked sneesss by sheer foree
of will, quickness of ey and foot, aud mastery of the game.

But now he was all at seq.

His head was aching, his cves were dizzy, his breath was
short and painful.

The keen stroggle on the foothall field was almost anguish
to him. To his evedit be it <aid he did his best,  He played
up as well as he eould. Bur he was useless—worse than
uscless.  Ile failed in speed. he fumbled with the ball when
it came his way, he passed Dblindly  and  erratically, he
blundered intn the way of the other forwards and the halves,
The crowd of fellows watehime the matel were soon quite
awarc that Smithy wos a passenger, and they let him know it,

“ Bellows to mend ! Bellows 1o mend ! welled the fags,
as Smithy came panting along the ropes: and the Bounder
scowled furiously.

The struggle was hard, but in o quarter of an hour Red-
clyffo had scored their lirst goal.

As the teams walked bk to the eentee of the field Harry
Wharton touched the Bowder on the shouldier,

“You can elear off, if voun like.”" he said.

Vernon-Smith gave him o fie look.  Tlis temper was
sulfering, as well a< his body. 1T waes inoa dangerous mood.

* What do vou mean ™ he demanded.

T mean that you are no good, and vou might as well be
off the fickd nx on it. You had betrer go and take a rest.”

“I'm quite fit!"

“Tot!" saidd Wharton tersely. ** You haven't a run left
in you! You have been pa  like a clumsy fag!”

“ Are you thinking of plaving o team like WRedelyife a man
short?" the Bounder de . with a sneor.

“We're plaging them a man short already !
good."

Vernon-Smith ground his teeth.

_"]'.[ admit I'm feeling a bit rotten, bur it will pass off,”" he
said.

Wharton shruged his shoulders.

“That's all rot ! You'll be seedy all day, and all to-morrow,
too, by the look of yon. You are simply a passenger in the
team, and you know it !

“ Do you mean to say that I'm ordered off, then?" said
tho Bounder between his teeth,

““No: you can stay on if you like. only don’t get into the
way, that’s all."

"o

You're no
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Vernon-Smith's face was pale with fury as the teams lined
up, and he took his place on the right wing.

He knew that was quite true—he was only o passenger,
utterly useless to his side. In the mateh that the Remove
had specially set their hearts upon winving he was failing
them, owing to his own folly and wickedness,

But he resolved that he would do better.  11e wounld show
the Remove—and Wharton above all—that he was not on his
last |l'|.:-'.

And when the game restarted Vernon-Smith made v:l"_\r
boroie cefforts to play up, and for some minutes he seemed
quite his old self

The Grexfr forwards brought the ball up the field, and
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Nugent, tackled by the enemy, passed out to Vernon-Smith,
and Smith executed o brilliant run along the touch-line with
the ball at his feet. Wharton was kn:l-[lillg wall up, and as
the back tackled the Bounder there was o good chanee for one
of Smithy's brilliant centres, and Harry Wharton was all ready
to slam 1t home.

But the Bounder’s bolt was shot.  11e miss-kicked, and the
}nr}. moment the left-back had cleared right away to mid-
ield,

Wharton gritted his tecth,

It had been a splendid  chance of  equalising, and  the
Bounder had failed—failed in what would. under ordinary
circumstanecs, have been quite casy to him.

(See Page 28.)
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Tho game surged away in the Remove half, and there
was a herce attack upon goal: and Bulstrode, between the
posts, was called upon to do his best. He did well, very
well, but the leather found its way into the net at last, and
Redelylfo were two up.

The first half ended
gowd,

While they rested in the interval there wis a grim silenee
amone the Remove foothallers,

The two teams were so equally matehed that a feather-
wuigln tl!ight have turned the scale on either side, and the
Bounder’s unfitr was the straw that gave the camel the
hump, as Bob Cherry expressed it,

1f the Bounder had been in form the balanee would have
inclined in favour of the Hemove: but Wharton was praeti-
t".lll_\«’ ]Jlu_\'illg ten meén :Ignil:-l cleven, and the chances of a
victory were reduced to zero.

All the team knew that tlln-}' Wiere ;:uilu.: to be difeated,
and all of them knew that it was Vernon-Smith's fault, and
the looks they gave him were not pleasant.

The Bounder knew it, too, and too late he repented of his
folly. But repentance came too late, as it generally does,
He had a keen desire to distinguish himself in that mateh,
a keener desire to silence his eritics by brilliant play—as he
had done often enongh before—but he was not capable of
it now. And he had a more generous desire to play well
for his Form, and help the Remove to a coveted victory, but
it was an impossihility.

With a lowering brow and a sullen heart the Bounder
observed the dark looks of his comrades and heard theic
muttered remarks.

Wharton said nothing.

He had resolved that the DBounder, after this exhibition,
should not play for tho Remove again; but he did not want
to rub it in. A word to him after the match was over
would be enough.  And there was still o possibility that
Vernon-Smith might show a glimpse of his old form. e
had wonderful powers of recuperation.  But Smithy himself
knew by this time that it was not to be. His heart was
thumping and throbbing irregularly, and it was only by shecr
will-power that he kept himself gomng at all,

But he would not retire from the game. At any cost he
would stick it out to the finish, and hope for the best,

The whistle went, and the second half started,

Redelyffe were flushed with success, and they pressed their
opponents hard.  But though thers was a weak spot in tho
line, a flaw in the armour, the Remove gave them a good
fight. The crowd cheered loudly as a goal came at last to
the Remove from the foot of Hurry Wharton.,

But it was the last flicker of the candle before extinction,
so to speak.

The Remove did not have a second chance, Redelyffe
sressed them too hard.  And Wharton was driven to packing
is goal, with no better prospect than keeping down  the
score, and no chanee even of equalising.  And even that was
not to be granted, for just before time the Redelyflians broke
through and slammed the leather into the net, and when the
whistle went the score stood at three to one for Redelyffe.

The Remove footballers looked glum enough as they came
off. They did not mind a defeat in the natural order of
things. They were good sportsmen. But to be beaten by
the reckless folly of one of t‘n-ir own men was too bitter.

And when they changed, and were diseussing the mateh
with gloomy brows, after the departure of the Redelvife
team, Wharton looked for Vernon-Smith, and found him,
and spoke straight to the point.

T suppose you know you've lost us the match!" he said
bluntly.

“*1 suppose you
DBonnder.

“ All the fellows say so, too.”

* Mang them!™

“Well, hang them or not, you won't play for the Remove
any more, so long as I'm ecaptain! That's all I've got to
say.”

% You've been wanting to get an excuse for this for a long
time " said Smith bitterly

“That i=n’t true, Vernon-Smith. T wanted voun in the
team. But after what you've done to-day the Remove
eleven is finished with you, and you've ovly got vourself to
thank.”

And  Wharton
Bonnder to reply.

Bob Cherry came up to him excitedly in the Close.
wis 11|'|ki| 'S \\'nrriml.

* Have you seen Manly?"" he asked.

Wharton shook his head,

“Wasn't he watehing the mateh? he asked,

“1 told him to,” growled Bob, “T1 gave him strict in-
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struetions that he wasn’t to leave the field till it was over.
You heard me, didn't you?”

“Yes," said Ilarry, with a smile. * Bat 1 didn't really
think that Mauly would stand theve for an hour and o half”

Bob grunted angrily.

“Well, he didn't,” he agresd.
where, the '-1”\ HERS IalH!i‘\illg for a chane s to e Ki ""'I‘l""l- 1
suppose. He's not in his stuedy, and 1 shonbilu’t wonder if
he's gone out. We'd better look for him.”

I he's gone ont, we'll give him a joliy good bumping
when we find him,"” said Harry,

* Yos, rather.”

And the Co.

S Tets wanderod off some-

started  immediately  to look for Lord
Mauleverer.  Dut he was not 1o be fonmd within the school
walls.  Bob Cherry’s threat of ** vauking ™ him oot if he went
to his study to slack during the mateh had evidently impressed
itself upon the mind of the =choolboy carl, and he had gone
ofl 1o slack somewherns else

Coker of the Fifth was vatside the gates of Greyfriars with
his motor-bike, e was peesuading it to get in order to start.
The juniors questioned him.

“ Iave you seen Mauly go out?”

Coker nodded.

* Yos, he came out some time back—half an hour, 1 should
think."

* Oh, the ass! Which way il ho go?”

“ Daown towards the villige.”

“ Como on!" said Harry Wharton,

And the juniors strode away towards Frinrdale.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Hot Chase!

" ET up, you fat fool I
G Guston Duval addressed Billy Bunter in that dis-

respectful manner. The prisoner of the kidnappers
wus no longer ** my lord.”  11is lordship had vanished,

Duval dragged him to his feet in the ca The car was
halted by the roadside, under a group of leafless trees.  Lounia
was making an elaborate pretence of examining the gear, as
if the car had stopped on account of some defect. but, as a
matter of fact, it was quite in order to start at onee if neeces-
sary. Inside the ear Bunter was dragged up, the grip of the
Frenchman on his shoulder,

here were a goosd many of the Greviriars juniors to be
seen on the road. Duval had eonsidered that upon a half-
holiday many of them would be out of the gates, and he was
ri;:]l!. Jn!liul‘h \\'Im ]‘l;u] been idow n to the vi |:|L:1'. and \‘\'llo
had been for cross-country walks, came along  the road in
ones and twos and thrl‘("s, gl:lm'illg {‘nr|<||.-:'~':s|_\' at the h:lhvd
motor-car as they passed.

Was Lord Mauleverer among them?

Duval knew well enough that he was plaving bis lust stake
on a bare chance: that only of Fortune favoured him could
he ]mpl- to score. But he would not gi\l' upr the warmse till
the last chance had been tried.  There was always a possibility
of success.

“ Listen to me, Bunter, if that is your name!”
Frenchman, in a fiecree whisper. * Look at the
they pass! When you see Lord Mauleverer, tell me!

Bunter mumbled with his gag.

© Close your eye as a sign if you see him,” said Duval.
“ Mind, if we do not find him, you will be taken buck to the
bungalow, and kept without food. You are useless to me,
vou fat fool, and it will ngt concern me if you starve to death.
I shall leave you locked up in the bungalow, and cscape to
France. Do you understand?”

Bunter shuddered.  The Frenchman, in his savage dis-
appointment at missing his prize. was quite capable of carry
ing out his threat. At least, Bunter thought so. And the
fat junior fervently hoped that Lord Maulevsrer woukd he
among the Greyfriars fellows who passed down the road. Tt
was probable enough. . Mauleverer was not in the foothall
team. and he rezarded it as a fag to watel, matelies, and it
was more than likely that he gone cut for a stroll on that
keen invigorating afternoon,

If he was ontside the school, the car was near enough to the
school gates for Bunter to see him, from whatever direction
ll‘l CaImie.

Bunter kept his oyes fixed upon the window,

Duval had pulled a large cap well down over the junior's
face. and mufled his chin in a scarf, so that only the tip of
his rose and his big spectacles were visible, and it was im-
possible for any passer-by to recognise him.

Buuter Jonged to yell for help as he watehed fellows he
knew passing by, and at moments caught the sound of
fumiliar voices,

But the gag in his mouth prt-v-‘-ni--ll that.

Suddenly Bunter gave a start, The keen eyes of the French-
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man noted it at onee, and he gave a quick, interrogating lasi
at the fat junior. Bunter closed one cye.

Buval looked ont quickly into the road.

A slim junior was sauntering alomg by himself, lazily swing-
ing a gold-headed cane,  1le pavsed in the road for a moment
to glunce at ihe chauffenr bending beside the ecar.

“TIs it he?" whispered . Duval.

Bunter nodded. It did not even ocenr to Bunter that he
W= .-u-riu_q rnttmlI.\‘ in thus ll("!‘dl\‘illg Lord Mauleverer into
the hands of the kidnappers. Billy Bunter was thinking at
that moment only of one person, and that one person was
William Georze Bunter,
ro0d ! muttered Duval,

1l throast Bunter into the bottom of the ear again, and
threw the rug over him, completely concealing him from
sight,

“ Not a sound—not a movement ! he =aid, in a fierce
whisper. * On your life!”

Bunter layv as still as a mouse when a eat is near.

Duval opened the door of the car, and stepped out.  Lord
Mauleverer was possing on, when the Frenchiman spoke to
him suavely.

“ Pray, excuse me, voung gentleman,
that school yonder is Greyfriars?”

* Yaus, certainly,” said Lord Mauleverer politely.

can you tell me if

* You belong to the school, perhaps?
“Yass" Then Lord Mauleverer uttered a sudden yell.
Begad, what's the game? Hands off! Oh, my hat!”

The Frenchman was upon him with the spring of a tiger.
Lord Mauleverer, before he knew what was happening, was
;\t}!lurod. and flung bodily into the car. Duval leaped in after
nni.

The chauffeur sprang to his place.

There was a shout down the road. Half a dozen Greyfriars
fellows had seen the action of the desperate rascal,

Bolsover major and Skinner eame runming up.

“Help!" voared Bolsover.  ** Mauly's been kidnapped !
My hat! Help!™”

“ Quick, Louis!™

The motor-car leaped forward,

The astonnded juniors in the road dushed after it, wildly
excited, The sight of Lokd Mauleverer scized and bundled
into the ear in broad daylight simply took their breath away.
The ear tushed on past the gzates of Greyfriars.  Bolsover
velled to Harey Wharton & Co. -as he caught sight of them
i the road.

“ Look out! Mauly's in that car!”

* What "

“Phey've got him !

“ Mauly ! Got Mauly!”

* Yes:in that car!” yelled Bolsover major,

“ Stop them ! roared Bob Cherry.

Dut tho car hud rushed pust, and was speeding on in the
direction of Courtficld. The juniors broke into a desperate
run after it, but it was hopeless, The zug-zug-zug of Coker’s
motor-bike struck Wharton's car, and he ran towards the
Fifth-Former. Coker’s ** stink-bike ™ was going at last, and
the Fifth-Former was hopping along after it, prepering to
mount.

* Coker!" yelled Wharton,

“Hallo ™

* Mauly's in that car. They've kidnapped him! TLend me
your bike.”

“CRats!" said Coker. It'N all right.”

Zug-eng-zug-zug !

Coker was i the saddle, and the motor-bike rushed on.

Away went the car, and away went Coker of the Fifth in
hot pursuit. Harry Wharton stood in the road, and clenched
his hands,

 Oh, for a bike now !" he said savagely.

“ My kingdom for a horse!” lllill‘llll.ll'l_'(f Nugent.

Fortunately, just then a party of Remove eyelists were
coming home. They had dismounted at the school gates to
wheel their machines in, when Harry Wharton & Co. rushed
upon them. The Co. did not stop to explain. There was no
tiun-i They simply borrowed the bikes without saying a
waordl,

 ere, what are you doing with my hike" howled Russell.

“ Bring my jigger back, Cherey, von beast " roarved Ogilvy.

But the juniors did not heed, :

There were four bikes, and in a  twinkling  Wharton,
Nugent. Johnny Bull, and Bob Cherry were mounted upon
them, and  pedalling away  after Coker as i their hves
depended vpon it

The motor-car was almost out of sight now. Coker could be
woen gng-engging away gallantly in pursuit.  Coker was able
tn keep pace with the ear, unless Lounis should put on a
tesperate specd,. The eyelists behind were at a disadvantage,
bt they were good ric . and they were making a desperate
spurt, aned the wheels fuirly flew, Strang out in a fine, heads
doan over the handle-bars, they seorched ap the long white
yoaed as thev had never seorched on the evele-track.

In the motor- Lord Manleverer sat an amazement, Inrt
without any trace of fear in his ealm, cheerful faee.  The
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Frenchman had a revolver in his hand. but it did not scem to
disturb the schoolboy's nerves at all,

“ Begad I said Lord Mauleverer.  ** You've got me, Mossoo
Frog-cater! I remember now my nunky told me not to go
ontside the gates. 1 forgot all abont it. begad! 1 say, you're
exceeding the speed limit, you know., If you mect Tozer,
he will be down on you, begad!™”

The Frenchman did not speak.

e looked out behind the ear, and a haggard look camo
over his face as he saw the motor-cyelist in hot pursuit,

11e signalled to Louis to put on full - |

The ear leaped forward. and the wheels scemed scareely to
seareh the ground s they flew.

But suddenly there was a jarring of brakes, and the cae
rocked and jumped as it was dragged to halt.

Duval uttered a yell.

“ Madman, what are vou stopping for?”

“Vovez!" muttered the chaufienr. * Look ™

The Frenchman looked, and his face went ghastly.  Acroed
the road shead stretehed the gates of the level-erossing—
locked! Tn the distance a tran was steaming towards the
ievel-crossing, and until it had passed the gates would not be
lll)t'lll'(l‘

Duval raved with rage.

Two minutes at least to wait and no turning at hand into
which the car could dodge, To veach a turn it was necessary
to return upon their tracks for a quarter of a mile, and then
to plunge into a country lane leading he did not know where,
And the zug-zug-zug of the stink-bike was audible in the
cistance already.

“ Begad,” murmurcd Lord Mauleverer, with perfect calm-
ness, ** looks to me as if you're caught, my dear fellow! It
was a dreadfully risky bisnai. you know. Good old Coker!
ITere he comes on his smell-tunk."

Zug-rug-zug!

“ What is to be done? muttercd Duval.
thunders! Name of a dog. what shall we do?

“You'd better hop it.” suggested Lord Mauleverer cheer-
fully. ** This is where yon get it in the neck. I warn you
that Coker hits like a giddy stear-hammer.”

Duval turned a murderous look upon him. and gripped the
vevolver. Lord Mauleverer vawned. In spite of 'Inn casy
waye, he was made of sterner stuff than Billy Bunter. and the
Kidnapper's ferocious looks and threatening weapon did not
frighten him.

* That's no good,” he remarked.
hung instead of being sent to prison. surely,
Hop it while you've got time.”

Louis the chauffeur had already scttled the matter for him-
self.  He looked back., and saw the motor-cyclist -pelting
on, and now in the distance the four juniors on push-bikes
could be secen pedalling away franticallv. And a couple of
carters who had stopped at the level-crossing gates were
looking curiously at the car, and would certainly lend a hand
#s soon as Coker arvived and called on them for help  And
the signalman had come out of his box. The kidnappers had
stuked all on a chance. and the chanee hud failed them, or,
vather, another chance had intervened.  The chauffeur leaped
down from the ear, ran through a gap in the hedge, and dis-
appeared across the fields,

* One gone !’ vemarked Lord Mauleverer.,  ** Begad, that’s
a mood example to follow, Monsieur Froggzy! You haven't
much time, either,”

“ Name of a dog ! hissed the Frenchiman.  “Nom dn
chien! Name of a name!” The French expletives sounded
utterly absurd to Lord Manleverer. and he burst into a
langh, The Frenchman, witl a las* furious look at the vietim
who had escaped him, leaped out of the car, and took to the
woods just as Coker raced up.

Coker of the Fifth leaped off his bike. and let it go
whirling into the hedge, and made a tervific spring after
Duival.

The Frenchman stumbled in the hedee, and Coker almost
fell over him, coming after him with that sudden leap, and
they rolled down a slope into the dicli tozether,  Uoker
promptly collaved the Kidnapper.

“elp ™ e roared.

The Frenchman had dropped his vevolver in the  fall.
Pevhaps that was just as well for Coker, though it s donb-
fui whether the ex-valet wonld bBave ventured to nse the
weapon,  [le fonsht vl ok bur  the  well-
groomed ** gentleman’s an " wis noathing ke a mateh
for the burly, powerful Filth-Former of (2 wiriars,  UCoker
volled him into the damp ervass, and ploted hinsell npon his
panting c¢hest,

Lend a hand here U voured Coker, a= e heard the bikes
vinging in the veadd,

Harry Wharten & Coo vushied on the seenes and the French-
man, in spite of his savage struzeles was promptly sed nred,

* Oh, thousand

"

“ You don't want to be
Take it culmly,

OUR GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER NEXT MONDAY! (See Page 28.)
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His wrists were fastened with pump-straps from the bikes,
and he was i}’nnked out into the road.

‘* Mauly!"" shouted Bob.

Lord Mauleverer looked out of the car.

“Here I am,” he said cheerfully. * Begad, it was jolly
decent of you fellows to come after me like that! Rather a
run, wasn't it?"”

“ Oh, you ass!" said Bob Cherry.

“ There's something alive under this rug,” went on Maul-
everer, pushing it with his foot. ** I wonder what it is?"

“ Groooooh I

Lord Maulevorer dragged the rug aside. Billy Bunter,
bound hand and foot and gagged, lay underncath it

* Begad, it's Bunter!"

““ Bunter! What luck!”

The juniors seized Bunter, and dragged him out of the car.
Bunter groped for his spectacles, and set them straight on his
fat Iittle nose, and gasped.

* Oh, crumbs! 1 say, you fellows—ow! I'm hungry!"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 can drive this car,”’ said Coker. ** We'll take this
scoundrel to Greyfriars in his own car, and the bobbics can
come for him.”

“Good egg!”

*1 say, you fellows, I suppose you haven't got a sandwich
about you?" groaned Billy Bunter. *‘I've had an awful
time. They starved me to death, you know—I mean, nearly
to death—all because I let them take me instead of Mauly.
f felt T was bound to take Mauly's place and save him
rom—""

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed if I ace anything to cackle at.

’

I'm the only pal

Mauly’s got who would have allowed himself to be kid-
napped instead of Mauly, out of pure friendship.”

* Oh, cheese it said Bob Cherry. ** We know how you
came to be kidnapped—through sneaking Mauly's letter and
reading it.  We'd bump you for it, only—=""

“ Yaas, you are a rotten cad. Bunter, dear boy !"" said Lord
Mauleverer. ** But I'll stund you a feed when we get back
to Greyfriars, ail the same.”

* Just like my old pal Mauly !" said Bunter affectionately.

Tol which his old pal Mauly replied cheerfully:

“ Rats !

There was amazement at Greyiriars when the car arrived,
with Horace Coker looking very important in charge of it.

Duval was promptly handed over to the police, in whoso
kindly charge he was likely to remain for some years to
cemn.

The next day the chauffens was eaught, and he joined his
confederate in a place where, in the intervals of stone-break-
ing and turning the crank, he had plenty of time to wish that
he had not entered into the scheme of kidnapping Lord
Mauleverer.

Billy Bunter made a most heroic and determined attempt
to make the fellows believe that he had deliberately allowed
himself to be kidnapped to save Lord Mauleverer from the
danger of falling into Duval’s hands But his explanations
were only met with roars of laughter, and at last he gave it
up. But the fact that be had {_mlmrd himself off for a short
time as a noble lord was not forzotten. and for many days
afterwards the Owl of the Remove was addressed as Lord
Bunter.

THE END.

| YARNS TO TELL.

THE BUSINESS INSTINCT.

Mr. Isancs had had a busy day, what with lending money
at ninety per cent. and discounting bills at fifty, and he was
annoyed on returning home to find the apple of his eye
howling the house down.

That child would not be quict—not even when his fond
papa took him in his arms. Then the parent tried walking
up and down the room, sinmm§ songs; but after lmvinf sung
every song from ' Baa, Baa, Black Sheep to ** Hey Diddle
Diddle,” Ee thought of giving it up.

However, he tried one more song. It was “ Sing a Song
of Sixpence."” Hardly had he started, when there was an
instant hush, and a tiny voice cried ont:

“ Make it two shillings, fader; I'll be athleep in thirty
seconds !”

Bride: * Here is a telegram from parn,"
Bridegroom (eagerly): ** What does he nn{?"
Bride (reads): ** * Do not return, and all will be forgiven.” "

PRACTICAL MATHEMATICS.

“ Now, children,” said the school-teacher, as she glanced
in a despairing manner around the young hopefuls in her
charge, *“I want you to think very carefully before you
answer my next question.”

The young hopefuls stopped pinching cach other, and
awaited her question open-eyed and full of interest.

“ Which would you rather have—three bags with two
apples in each, or two bags with three apples in each bag?”
asked tho teacher.

The children thought, and at last one bright specimen put
up his hand.

“Yes, Tommy? What's the answer?”

“ Three bags, miss, with two apples in them, 'cos there'd
be one more bag to bust!”

“ What are you going to name the baby 1
“ We thought of calling her * Scandal "1

“ But wh‘y i

“We can't

hush her up!

MOTHER'S LITTLE PET.

The hpmn was in an uproar; everybody and everything
was upside-down. The IJlnlil‘l' had been sont for, and the
firealarm rung. Little Willie, the apple of his mother's
eye, was missing—lost, stolen, or stm_w-d‘?

_But, joy—oh, joy!—he is seen coming down the road, and
his mother rushes out, and clasps him to her bosom.
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lamb?"

“Whero have vyon  been, little
demanded his mother,

*“Oh, I've been playing postman!" replied her * pet.”
“1 gave a letter to all the houses in our road—and they
were real letters, too!”

His mother heaved a sigh of relief; she feared her darling
had been getting into mischief.

“ Where did you get them,
amusement.

“1 found them in your wardrobe drawer, tied up with
ribbon," replied the dear boy, in innocent tones.

Littlo Wiilie still finds it more comfortable to stand up, for
they were mother's and father's old love-letters!

WHAT'S IN AN AIM?

She was a Suffragette—a gentle, sad-cyed lady, as a rule,
but now bristling with battle, for she had been deputed by
the committee to do a doughty decd.

The local post-office, being a’ Government stronghold, was
the scene of hostilities. Its windows were the target. and in
a bag the lady carried the ammunition—nice hard stones.

** S0 now for fame and women's rights !" eried she, selecting
a hefty brickbat.

She threw the first stone.

And the second stone.

And the third stone,

But nothing happened. Six other stones were vengefully
hurtled through the air without result.  Still the window
remained whole.

Just then a passing postman langhed, and the lady, in her
anger, threw the tenth stone at him.

It missed the man, but it broke the window.
victory for freedom!

my pet—my

my love?’ she asked, in

Another

Professor: “ What bone is this?
Pupil: ** Er—um—the bone of something dead.”
CHANGE OF TACTICS.

His name was Froderick,. His hair was red, and wanted
cutting. His coat and vest would have shamed {heir maker,
and the less said about his boots and trousers the botter,
His Sunday eollar was in the wash, its substitute a SOTTY

rag.
?1_\' profession he was a tramp, and he called at a farm-
bonse, ostensibly in search of meat and drink

The w who opened the door was sweet and comely,
and Frederiek thonght he had conguered at last. .

* Madam,” said he, broshing the snuff from  his
“you'd best give me o drink ngmilk i

“Yes®' she queried,

0 else—""

He was interrupted again.  Farmer John. big and burly,
('mrlm l’lnru::nl Just at that moment, riding-crop in hand, dog
at heel,

“Or clse water,
sir.”’

coat,

continued Frederick, *if vou pleasa,
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Our Grand Serial Story!

By SIDNEY DREW, Prince of Adventure Story-tellers.
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READ THIS FIRST.
Ferrers Lord, the famous multi-millionaire, is surrounded in his magnificent London residence by his friends Ching-Lung, Barry 0'Roor

Gan-Wags, the Eskimo, and Prout
there is & rumour aflo
d ing all his attention to & curiously carved narw

al that Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of his great expeditions again.

& Co.—the stalwarts of the millionaire’s famous submarine, the Lord of the Deep. Atter a period of Inac
1 Meantime, the milllonaire himsell
hal's tusk which he has picked up in an East-End curio-dealer's shop, The tusk pre

christens the

1o be hollow, and to contain some gold coins and a small wed of parchment, which bears a sirange muﬂgoh from ‘the sea. This tells of &

mysterious floating island inhabited by strange monsters, which Ferrers Lord determines to go in search of.
All hands board the Lord of the Deep, and the adventurers at last catch sight o

hl:ntom island ‘* Mysteria ** in_ advance.

never & mirage without a substance. The mill

mysterlons island—bare and ¢huuy~lwkinx—l?§;:1r': t:al:: m?:::‘l:g j::at.rliel:lk"

urston immediatel
“ Mysteria,’.
Itis a mlrl:o, but, as Ferrers Lord points out, :I.i! oad

ursuit of the floating island at once, but a te v

eruption occurs, in the course of which a blazing fireball falls on the Lord of the ?. passing through her trom deck to keel. The million
an

runs the submarine aground in the bay of the nearest island, and sends Ching-Lung

Thurston with a party ol men in the launch to cut some

logs. On landing the party are confronted by a curious figure in a red tam-o’-shanter, who warns them that the island belongs to Germany,
They ignore the warning, and Redcap—by name Julius Faber—returns witk a party of ragged-looking ruffians, and lorces them to leave

jsland by swimming, under cover of the log. thoxuenuy. Ferrers Lord le
ard work, Hal Honour, the engineer, succeeds in repairing the Lord of the Deep sufficiently.

As they are steamin

the launch. By dint of his unparalleled ingenuity and
to allow her to leave her dangerous situation in the island harbour.

from the floating island, whic

a night expedition on to the island, and succeeds in recapt

along one day the bank of log ahead suddenly paris,

The landing-party find the island to be an evil-smelling swamp, with little sign of life. They catch a glimpse ol a terrifying monster w

and there, not & league away, ars Mysteria—the weird island. A continuous booming, caused by the cracking of shrivelled weeds, co
il‘l’i.l’: gives forth a disagreeable odour. Before sunrise the next morning, & move is made to explore l‘nlﬁ
0
like

inhabits a black lake, and then Barry creates a diversion b{ falling down & deep tunnel, and injuring his head. Ching-Lung and the millionaire,

Barry, explore the tunnel, while the res

after extricati
““'What was it P What did you see P "’

frightencd rabbits.

Told in the G I'ey—Gan-Waga on the Warpa'h.

“1 can only give you a hazy idea,” said Ferrers Lord
“ We first of all found the tracks of a monster that is a
mystery to me in every way. Ching, with a somewhat
unusual display of wisdom and caution—"

*“Oh, go easy there!” +anterrupted Ching- Lung.
unusnal, please !

* Advised a retreat. A few hundred yards further in 1
sighted a scries of what I tock for natural columms, sup-
porting the roof. Believe me, ov belicve me not, those
pillars were alive the moment the light tonched them. Then
we heard a rear and—well, we departed hurriedly.”

* As per official programme, which you witnessed,” added
Ching-Lung. ** And we're not going back.”

“To-day at least,”” said Ferrers Lord. ** But we shall go
back. We have had enough adventures for one day.”

The pool still lay black and slent as they passed it. It
was casy enough to find the path, for it was marked out by
their axes. The sea, flashing in the sunlight, came into view,

“Jello!” said Pront. ** Where's the Lord of the Deep, by
hokey? T don’t make her out nowhere!”

Presently they saw her coming along from the north, and
Benjamin Maddock waved his hat from the deck. The
launch danced into the creck and the boards were pushed
ashore,

“The silly old island turned clean rowd, and now she's
droppin’ back, souse me!” said the jovial bo'snn.  ** Come
steady, Barry. That bank don’t look very soramd.  Ain't the
emell delicions 7"
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** Not so

wait outside,
(Now go on with the story.)

Suddenly the two explorers come scuttling out of the tunnel

They were soon safe and sound aboard the submarine,
astonished to find that they had been nearly seven hours away,
Barry had his head patched up, und was snugly ensconced,
with a glass of grog and a pipe, ina snug corner of the galley.
The crew were highly curious to know what had eccurred,
and crowded in. We may also be sure that Barry O'Roone
did not forget to use his magnificent imagination, though it
is safe to say that even Barry's imagination did not greatly
exceed the facts.  But when Barry began to deecribe the
monster of the black pool, Maddock kicked.

“'Ow many cyes ulill you say it had, souse me?” he asked,

** Noine, yez spalpeen! Whoy don't yez listhen? Four on
aich soide of uts bliseid head and wan big oie in the middle.”

1 thought you said six just now, souse me!!"

At the yells of “*Shut up!” *Turn him out!” and “Go
ahead, Barry, old boy !"" Maddock sighed and relapsed into a
weary silence of unbelief.

Gan-Waga, his eyes dilated and his checks puffed ont,
drank in every word.

“ And what's yo' does, Barry, when him opens hims moufs
and spits fires, hunk ¥ he gasped, carried away by Barry’s
story.

“* Phwat did Oi do, is ut?" said Barry. * ITavin’ wance,
in my beautiful youth, narrowly escaped a tirrible death by
foire through puttin’® u kig of doynamite in the kitchen oven
in mistake for a barrel of oysthers, Oi have since that day
always carried a hand-grenade about wid me.”

* What sand-grenades, hunk? Not knows him, Barrys?”

*0i didn't ixpict yez wud know, so Oi'll explain. A hand-
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grenade is a bottle covered wid woire, as a rule, and il wid
sartin chimicals that extinguish flames,  Av yez carry wan in
vour hip-poccket, and happen 1o stand near the grate, Gan,
and get your coat-tails aloight, all yez have to do is to sit
down harrd, and your precions Life is saved.

< Will, the moment the tirrible apparition shoved his dial
which is Rooshian for mug— ont of the wather, he opened
his jaws and let out enough foire to cook a herd of bullocks.
“Bedad, Oi'm baked!" yells Misther Rupert.  *Oi'm done
bLrown on both =oides! squeals his Hoighness.  * And, by
hokey, Oi'm cooked ridy to sarve up!” hollers Tommy, who's
there yonder to till whether Oi spake truth or not, though
ut isn't wan of his wakenesses to do ut often hisself,

“oq make a shorrt story a thrifle lesa in soize, Of sazed
my dismond-loived  carrd-case, wid the gold spout, opened
ut, and took out the hand-grenade.  Beded, and didn’t O
whizz ut a bit! Ut shot clane between the flaming jaws of
the tirrible monsther! e uttered wan awful groan of
azony, turrned as pale as sloiced cucumber, and sank to the
bottom wid a full-svized attack of indigestion. And that’s
how Barry O'Rooney, the dauntless. won the battle of
Bunker's TN

A roar of laaghter rang through the gallery, and that
burst of mirth told Gan-Waga that once again he had been
made a fool of. He looked round at the grinning faces, amd
listened to the laughing cries of “Go on, Barry!  Keep it
up, old man!" Even Mr. Schwartz wax convulsed with
merriment. Gan got up.  On the shelf above the clectrie
cooking-stove stood a large pepper-castor. Gan snatched it
and whirled it round his head, filling the galley with fiery
dust.  As he fled to the door, he yvelled:

S Puts dats outs wid  sand - grenades ! o, ho, ho,
hoo-go-00 ! Dats hots, hunks, Ha, ha, ha, ha, aa-na-anh !

Coughing, snorting. sneezing =ailors recled our of the httle
inferno of pepper with burning palates and watering eyes.

© By hokey, U'll—atichoo-shoo-sha-aa-ishoo '—T'll ate—a-na-
aa-n-aticheo ! — the a-a-ar-atit-cha.cho ! — the—the—the—
ati-na-ati-cha-choosco-aa ™ epdutrered Prout, = Ll
aow-choo-oo-tishoc

“ Cha-oo! Ab-cha-oo!
the carpenter, musically.

And a ehorus from the noses of a dozen squirming, cough-
ing seamen replied:

“ A-a-a-a-acho ! Aa-a-a-achoo ! A-a-
atit-a-a-atit-atishoo !

Secure behind the locked door of the billiard-room, Gan lay
on the earpet and writhed gleefully to the rhythm of the duleet
melody. Gan was happy, for he had avenged the plot upon
Jiia innocence and avenged it nobly.

“Deys not laughs at me now,” he gurgled.  * Sund-
grenades nots puts dats out so quick! IHa, ha, ho, hoo,
hoo-00!"

“Ilast thou a pain, dear child? If so, whenr, why, how,
who, which, what, wherefore, whereaway, wheretofore.
whither, whence, and whysome ?" asked a famliar voice.

* Dev bluffs me sbout sands-grenades, and 1 peppers dems,
Chingy ! gurgled the Eskimo rapturously. *Oh, harks!”

“A-nea-a-achoo ! A-a-a-a-a-atchoo ! Chew-a-chew-aah !
A-a-a-atit-a-n-n-atishoo !

Ching-Lung was sitting cross-leziged on the top of the book-
s, Ins eyes fixed learnedly on ssive volume,

“What vo' readings, Chiuy:" tittered the delighted
F-kuo,

A treatise on pepper, child”
miost magnilicent tome.”’

Sy ot betters comes down 'fores vo' falls off, hunk !"

1 cannot fall off.” said Ching-Lung. “ You must not
speak about me as if I were an over ripe tomato. I resem
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f-a-nt-a-

Cha-cha cha-oo-00 7 remacked Joe,

Chew-chew-ah !

saidd his Ihighnesa, A

Our Gompanion Papers.

snch language strongly.  How the peppered ones pipe.
Where was 17 Ahl, just here! I will now read to you what
the idiot who wrote his book says on the subject of pepper:
¢ Pepper is found in a ped in the shape of corna.” "

““ Nots bunions, hunk, Chingy?" giggled the son of the
North.  * Sure hims corns?™

“ 4 The pods are of o red colour,” " went on Ching-Taing,
‘sometimes amounting to a maost brillinnt scarvleg hoe” ™

** Cha-a ha-cha-oo-aa-atichoo I sneezed the vietins,

* 8o deir noseses, Chingy.” gurgled the joyful Fikimo,
“ Mosi brilliants searlets, Chingy. Harks at de butterfuls
suneezes, Chingy! Oh, 1 laughs my ribs tired ! 1o, ha,
hoo-o.00! TIla, ha, haa-a-aah! He-he-hee-e-hee [

“If you smile so loudly, Eskimoses,' said Ching-Lung with
severity, ** I shall read to you no longer."”

“ Den reads some shorters ‘bout peppers, Chingy. Go and
reads to de pepper-smellers, Chingy.  Dey wants to know bl
‘nough 'bouts peppers.  Oheooh! 1 laugh! Tt was too
funny-fuls! I calls dem de snceezle brigades,  Dat's a jokes!
Hp-o00-000 !

Gan-Waga's wild langhter betrayed him. A thunderstorm
—if such a thing were possible—taking place in a boiler
factory when all hands were at work would not have drowned
that gentle chuckle. A salvo of guns, had Gan been muzaled
at the time, might have mufled it slightly ; but Gan-Waga's
laugh, like himself, was something unique.

Several people have stated that this is a great blessing con
ferred on humanity, but these are only rude, jealous peopls
like Prout and Maddock.

The peppercd ones made a raid on the fresh-water tap.
Gan-Waga had not used the condiment so sparingly as he
niight have done. The pepper-castor held half a pound when
full, and the wasteful and extravagant Eskimo had not left
quite half an ounce in it.

Ching-Lung closed the book with a snap, and descended
from his clevated perch. Gan, in an ecstacy of enjoyment,
was hopping about on ore leg, and waving lus corpulent
arms. e was supremely happy.

“Qo-ooh! I peppers dem, Chings.
dems ! Oh-ooh ! L
Chingy ! he carolled.

“Why didn't you sealt "em while you were about it, wou
hopping plan-tigrade from Sloppmgham ™

Gan-Waga checked his dance mdignantly.  1le did not like
the sound of the word *‘ plantigrade,” though it was quite
harmless.

“ Yo' nots call me no names, Chingy,” he said.
like rudeneases!”

“Oh, you needn’t get so pep-pep-pep-peppery,’”’ grinned
the prince. “ I apologise for my——- Now, what the the
Here, what’s up?"’

Whatever was up, it was not Gan-Waga, for Gan was down.
A mop—a wet, wet mop—carefully gmded, carefully timed,
and with the full force of a wrathful secaman’s arm behind .
shot through the open port-hole. - It patted Gan on the back
of his fat neck, and Gan went down with a thump to study
the pattern of the carpet.

“I've pep-pep-pep-pep-peppered it, souse me!" crowed
the tender voice of the bo'sun—** pep-peppered it !"

“What's it doing, by hokey !’ growled the thundrous voice
of Prout.

“ Digging holcs in the carpet wi' its face, the reptile. T
got it in the neck !

“ And downed 1?7

“Flat as a  steaw-rollered
Maddock,

There were eight portholes ta light the billiard-room, and
in a moment each of them was darkened by an inverted face,
the owners of these eight grinning faces being held by the
heels by their comrades above in this perilous position.
Bight shrill and lusty **1Ia, ha, ha's!” roused Gan from
ignominious position.

“ Pep-pep-pep-pep-pepper ! eried the eight sightseess.

Gun uttered a savage yell, and went for the one Lie recog
nised in itz upeide-down pesition—Joe.  The Eskimo v
scconds too late.  'The carpenter was jerked out of danger:
and, as Gan leaned out of the open port, trying frantically
to get one 'mrling blow home, the full flood from a hose-
pipe struck him on the same spot as the mop had done, and
brought his lower jaw in such vielent contact with the hard
steel rim of the porthole that Gan-Waga thonght he had lost
half his teeth.  He velled out *Aah-oueh ! and stagegersd
back into the prince’s arme, 3

The Eskimo nursed his lower jaw tearfully. Tle was no
longer mirthful, and his peppery joke had lost its halo of
genius.  Taking o little round looking-glass, Gan carefully
counted his splendid set of molars. They were all there, but,
l]ll‘y WEre VOry nOre. i

“I hope this will be a lesson to yvou.” eaid Ching Lung
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I pep-pep-pep-peppers
pep pep-peppers  dems  butterfuls,

“1 nots

plum-deff, souse me!"” said




aternly. ¥ You are aware that T have always set my face
against practical joking.”

1 wishes yo' sets yo' faces agansts de bortom ol dat bad
nourh portholes steads of me,” moaned Gan-Waga.

Shortly after, hearing a whirring noise emanating from the
swimming-bath as he passed it on his way to the store-room,
Herr Sehwartz, of the cmrly loche, felt covions, and stepped
1.

tian was furionsly working the treadle of o grindstone
with his foot, and his two thumbs pressed the cdge of a huge
walrus spear, the spinming stone making sparks fly frion the
steel,  And, as the grindstone buzzed and whireed, with fire
in his eyes, Gan-Waga hissed foirth a blood-curdling song @

* Dey breakees my teefs, hunk? g !
I carves dems to mincements
I chopses dems to chip=es

I tearses dems to

-
ow-nr-r-rr !
rug=es—lL-wow-r-rr "

Tt was plain to the chef that if Gan succeeded in executing
any of the statements expressed in his song, there would be
checiful and exciting  times for somebody.  Gan's  foot
happened to elip off the treadle, and his warlike orbs rested
on the chef. He did not wait to sharpen the other edgze of
the spear, bt came like a tiger. Herr Schwartz discharged
a yell of terror, and raced for the galley., expecting every
instant to be spitted from behind.

A hand shot round the door of IHal Honour's cabin, It
was a shapely, delicate-looking hand, and it held a pin. As
the horrified chef flew wildly past, the hand flew down, and
Herr Schwartz felt the prick, and imagined himsell mortally
wounded.  With another shrick of dread and agony, he volled
into the galley, and collapsed across the table with a thud
that sent several caps and sancers fiving into space, to be
chattered to atoms :lguilmi I|n~ wteel-covered floor.

The astonished Mr. Barry O'Rooney almost swallowed his
pipe at a gulp.

* By the g‘]hn:sf of MeGinty,” he said, * phwat’s gol yez at
all, ar all?”

IMerr Schwartz, lving  acrees the table, lhis
pillowed in a roll of butter, kicked spasmodically.

“ Ach, 1 was sdubbed, is ut?” he wailed. T vas murder py
dot Esgimo! Dunder, T was deadt! T vas sdab mit ein

greadt sbear drough der pack of me! 1 tie at vonce—yes!

forchead
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T :&gnet ”

Oh, jd. j;l‘ j.‘if Id vaz all over! T !}lm"t to death! Derx
vicket Esgimo he haf murder poor Fritz!™

Ching-Lung and Maddock entered, and gazed in bewilder-
went from the babbling chefl to the astonished Irishman.

“ What's all this fuss about? Ilas the poor fellow drunk
poison m mistake ™" Ching-Lung asKed, in pretended alarm.,

“ Faith, 01 don't know, sor! Just this blissid minute in ho
comes loike a brick through a skoyhight and stharrts howlin®
that he’s stabbed throngh the hearrt, and bleedin’® to dith.”

* He must have suddenly gone crazy.  The heat, perhaps."

 Nein, nein! 1 vas sdab py der Esgimo ! whimpered the
chef. ** Dot vicket Esgimo he hal murder der prave Fritz.
Ach, T tie—I pleet to teath! Der gowardt do sdab me ven
I ned look. Oo-coh! 1 vas all over soon, ammdt ui ¥

“1 should reckon it was lager beer, sonse me!”
the bo'sun,

* 0i can't see no thrace of a wound or a single dhrop of
Wood, sor,” said Barry, shaking with suppressed mrth,
“Oi think he'd betther be put in a padded eell, bedad, and
chamed up llri,{hf‘..

(et up, souse me!”
frovd. Get up, T says!”

e seized tllw cook by the collar, twisted him rvouund, and
left him in a sitting posture on the galley table, with the
butter melting on his fevered brow and running down his
checks, They left him wondering who lic was, where he was,
when he was, why he was, and how he did it.  Ones ont-
side, Ching-Lung winked again,

“ It is marvellons,” he d, * what a long way a small
thing like a pin. and a smaller thing like the cook’s imagina-
tion, will go, wasn't it?"’

Barry and Maddock wade no  definite  reply.  They
shricked. A ligure armed with a gleaming spear whizzed
vound the corner, and the bo’sun and the Lishman left the
district post-haste, with Gan-Waga and a razor-cdged spear
behind them.

(Another splendid, long Instalment of this grand
Serial next Monday. Please order early.)

grinned

roared Maddock. ** You're a holler

OUR WINTER EVENING PROBLEM CORNER.

‘The Problem set this week will form another excellent test
of skill for my ingenious chums, Below you will find a list
of twelve jumbled names. What my chums have to do is
to re-arrange the letters so as to form the name of a well-
known character at Greyfriars School from each jumble
(see Example). The eorrect solutions of the jumbled names
will appear on this page next week, Meantime seec how
many you ¢an get correct,

Example : RODEL LODER
1. CORCEE TINWACE
0BB HERCRY
ROBLOVES
ILLBY RUNBET
. ROTCOD COKLE
NUW UNCL
YARRH WONHART
RM CHQUEL
NFKRA TENGUN
ROLD LEVERRAMUE
. NOYNJH LULB
12. LENDZEHAE

™

— — T -
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OUR CRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER
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This is how last week's puzzle-leticr should appear
when the missing words have been correctly filled in.

No. 8 PROBLEM NEXT MONDAY.
NEXT MONDAY! (See Page 28.)
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Next Monday will be marked by the issue of the
GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF
“THE MAGNET" LIBRARY,

The cover will

which will this year be better than ever!
consist of a

SPLENDID COLOURED PLATE
in the most beautiful tints, depicting the Greyfriars’ boys,
amid a scene of cheery bustle, going off for the Christmas
holidays. Our great ** star’ author, Frank Richards, has
scored a bullseye with

“THE FOUR HEROES!"

a wonderful 50,000-word long school story, dealing, of course,
with our favourites, Hurry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars

Schoaol.
“THE FOUR HEROES!"
is an exceptionally fine yarn, which will be thoroughly
appreciated by all.
The next item is a
entitled:

“THE SPECTRE OF Nq, | STUDY!"

This cleverly-written playlet introduces soven of the most
prominent characters in the Greyfrinrs Remove, and, being
wiitken in vhyming verse, lends itself admirably to the pur-
pose of amateur actors for home theatricals, l}n-sidos being
very entertaining reading.

“THE SPECTRE OF No. 1 STUDY!"

was specially written for this Grand Christmas Issue, and
is something quite new, which is bound to make a great hir.

“BY SHEER GRIT!"
is another splendid, long, complete story of a British boy's
amazing adventures in the great world. The aunthor, Frank
Witty, has himself had many thrilling experiences in foreign
patts in the course of his world-wide travels, and the chief
ancident= of his absorbing story

“BY SHEER GRIT!"
are founded upon his own adventures. Interest, incident.
and excitement are the keynotes of this grand story, which
never flag a moment from start to fimish. 5

The usual popular features, including a long instalment of

“MYSTERIAL"
our grand Ferrers Lord serial, complete this Great Christmas
Number, which will be casily distingnishable on every
bookstall and in every newsagent's shop by its bright and
attractive coloured cover. The price willl be twopence, and
#he value better than ever!

splendid Greyfriars’ School Play,

THAT PLEASANT SURPRISE!

“ Voling Posteards ™ from readers in every quarter of the
globe, dealing with the suggestion made recently by
“ Londoner " an these columns, continue to figure largely
in my weekly postbag, and the preparation of that pleasant
surprise I promised my chums in last week's Chat is occupy-
ing my abtention more and more. With the voice of the
great body of my readers—expressed through the * postcard
vote "'—urging me on, 1 find task, heavy as it is, a more
than congemial one. It is my aim to make this * grand
surprise " one that will appeal to every individual one of
my chums, and to that end I have carefully analysed the
very small percentage of dissentient posteards I have received,
80 a5 10 find out exactly what these chums find to object to

FARRINGDON STHREET. LONDONEC

EVIELLY FIRIDAY.

in “Lendoner’s ™ suggested idea of publishing a separata
Companion Paper to * The Magnet’ Library, l'flll’o{t\"l\ll!{
a Comic Supplement, among other popular features. The
result. of my dnvestigation reveals that in practically every
case it is not the idea itself that these out:ipu.'l.vll readers
disagree with, but it is the thought of paying another penny
a week, which does not appeal to them. There's the rub—
it's a question of money. Well, with many people this is
naturally a very serious question too, and it is one that 1
cannot possibly get over altogether. But this much 1 can
do, and I mean to do it: I can meet my chums half-way by
making the
Price One Halfpenny Only,

instead of the penny suggested by “ Londoner.” T shall
have more to say about this t‘x(rt'lm-!_\ muportant matler
next week.,

HOW TO SAVE MONEY.—No. 1.
(Special Article.)

A very suceessful friend of mine is very fond of quoting the
old maxim: ** Any fool can make money ; it takes a wis¢ man
to save it.”" It has the merit and demerit of most maxims,
in that it has some trath in it, but it is not entirely true.
am well aware that men who, mostly I.]lr{mgh sheer luck, have
acquired thonsands, are in the habit of telling their less
fortunate fellows that “ merit will tell.”  In such a matter
one can only speak from personal experience, and I can
ll-niif}' to the fact that I know many men who are not com-
mercinlly suceessful, and yet have any amount of ** merit.”
For the purposes of this article, however, T will take it for
granted that my readers are bovs und girls who are in the
habit of having money passing through their hands; they
--:r:rlrz money, and would much like to know how to keep some
of k.

Yearly Expenses.

Now, there are various kinds of men and women who want
to save. I knew a man once who went to a considerable
amount of trouble in order to save cnough money to pay
his way. his may secm absurd, but the stateenent is quite
true, and-a little consideration will show you that the man
was not so foolish as you may think. Ile was in the habit
of receiving payment for his work at all times. ITis money
came to him in lomps. The consequence was that he was
always in difficulties. When any demand for a big sumn.—
vent, taxes, and so on—came to him he conld not meer it
without borrowing. This method of living went on for scme
years, until one day he went to the trouble of finding a few
old tobacco tins and labelling each one. One was marked
“rent,” another * rates,” another ** insurance,” and so on.

Iaving done this he said, in effect, to himself: * Rent
box is empty; this won't do." When he received his next
payment he went to the *‘ rent " box and paid in the next
quarter’s rent, or as much of it as he could afford. e
adopted the same plan with his other boxes, and I may say
that his previous methods of arranging his money matters
had been so bad that it took him some little time even to
complete the number of boxes he required for his new plan.
Ile would suddenly find himself confronted with a demand
for a payment, the existence of which he had entirely for-
gotten—hfe insurance premium, or club subscription, or
something of the kind.

It will be seen, therefore, that for a long time this plan
of putting his money away in little boxes was not successful,
because not having any capital to start with he oocasionally
had to borrow from one box to make up a deficiency in
another. In time, however, he succecded in getting the right
number of boxes in his cupboard and in filling them all up,
so that one day he found himself in the happy position of
having provided for all future payments that could be
demanded from him in the ensuing three months.

Another of this Series of
Special Articles Next '
Monday.
H
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An Amusing Incident in the Splendid Complete Tale of Jack, Sam, An Exciting Scene in the Long, Complete Schpol Tale of the Chums
and Pete, entitled  PETE'S STRATAGEM!" of St. Jim's, entitled “JACK BLAKE'S TRIBE!”
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A Dramatic Incident in the Complete Tale of Sexton Blake, “ THE PRINCE'S ORDEAL!”
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I THREE NEW ADDITIONS TO

Hlll “THE BOYS' FRIEND"
3> COMPLETE LIBRARY.

Now on Sale at all Newsagenis’,

No. 247: “THE WORST FELLOW AT BURNSIDE.”

A Story of Public 8chool Life. By HORACE PHILLIPS.

248: “THE GHOST OF RUPERT FORBES.”

A Magnificent 80,000-word Story of Sexton Blake.

] l* No. 249: “FOR GREED OF COLD;

i
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Or, THE MAN WHO DEFIED THE WORLD." By CECIL HAYTER.
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