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For Next Monday:

“"THE FELLOW WHO
FUNKED!"

By Frank Richards.

Frank Nugent is one of the most popular characters at
(Greyfriars, but we have not heard a very great deal about
bim of late, the last story in which he played a leading part
having been that very fine yarn, “ A Split in the Study.”
To my mind, that was one bf the finest pieces of work Mr.
Richards has ever done; but I really think next week’s story
equals, if it does not surpass it. ugent was in trouble in
“A Bpht in the Study.” It was not in any way whatever his
fault. Wharton was entirely to blame. This time the
trouble which comes wvon Frank is very largely his own
fault. Pride hampers him, as it hampered Wharton then.
There seems absolutely conclusive prn-::F that he has funked.
He has not, and a fow werde from him would clear up the
whole matter. Those words he will not speak. Rather than
bend -his pride to an explanation, he prefers to turn his back
on those who want to believe in him—on' his oldest friends—
even upon. Harry Wharton! But the truth comes out at last,
and the Remove sees how utterly wrong it has been in putting
upen Framk Nugent the stigma of being

“THE FELLOW WHO FUNKED!"

A PERSONAL NOTE,
My Chat must be short this week., T am back at the office

to write it after spending several days in bed, a victim to
the fashionable complaint of influenza. I never did care
much about fashion, anyway; and in this matter I would
very much have preferred being out of it. But the “flu.” is
the sort of thing that gives yom no more choice than the
[uns are giving to the unfortunate Belgians for whom they
are 30 kindly finding work in Hunland! Better the influenza
than the Huns, however! The worst feature of such an
absence as this is the pile of work that collects while one 11
away. [ feel like shuddering when 1 look at the heap of
letters waiting to be answered. But 1 am glad to have them,
all the same. I know that most of them are testimonies to
the tiec of friendship between my readers and myself, and
they are welecome for that reason. And here—I have not
had an opportunity before—1 should like to offer my thanks
to the manv readers who sent along pretty Christmas and
New Year cards. I assure them that the gpood wishes thus
vonveyed were most heartily reciprocated.

g day. “CHUCKLES,"
Fn':u id., Every

R —

OUR NEW SERIAL.

Owine to circumstances over which I have no control, 1
cannot start publication of

“IN A LAND OF PERIL!"

this week, or possibly for some weeks to come.
be filled with

EXTRACTS FROM “THE GREYFRIARS
HERALD."

Some of my readers would, no doubt, prefer the serial.
Well, this i3 a treat m store. Meanwhile most will, I think,
be satisfied to renew acquaintance with the efforts of Peter
Todd, Mark Linley, and other Greyfriars juniors with a
literary bent.

The gap will

THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

No. 6 of this series will be Johnny Bull. The popularity of
these pen-sketches seems fully proven. Not one reader has
said he does not like them, while a large number of letters
expressing enthusiastic approval has been received. 8o look
out for No. 6 very shortly !

i The Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums, at home or abroad,
i and 1s only too willing to give his best advice to them if they are in
. . Whom to write to : Editer, The * Magnet”
Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.

T mE——— oy

A LIST OF
REMOVE.

Guaranteed up to date,
and supplied by Mr.
Frank Richards himself
—and if he does not
know, who should? 1
know this will be wel.
comed, for many have
been the inquiries as to the occupants of the respective studies
on the Remove passage. So Mr. Richards has been kind

enough to arrange the juniors in the order of their studies
and here is the list :

No. l.—Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent.

No. 2—George Bulstrode, Peter Hazeldene, Tom Brown.
No. 3.—Rebert Donald Ogilvy, Dick Russell.

No. 4.—Herbert ‘Vernon-Smith, Harecld Skinner.

No. 5. —Kipps, Glenn,
Micky Dick Rake,

No. 6.—David Murgnn,
William Wibley.

No. T.—Peter Todd, Alonzo Todd, Tom Dutten, Billy
Bunter,

No. 8.—Treluce, Smith minor.

No. 9.—Monty Newland, Dick Penfold, Trevor.

No. 10.—Bolsover major, Elliott.

No. 11.—Sidney James Snoop, William Stott.

No. 12.—Lord Mauleverer, Piet Delarey,

No. 13,—Bob Cherry, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, Mark
Linley, Wun Lung.

No. 14.—Johnny Bull, 8. Q. 1. Field (8quifi), Fisher T. Fish

As to the rest who are sometimes inquired about—Esmond,
Banthorpe, Leigh, Vane, Carlton, and perhaps one or two
more—they must be understood no longer to be at Greyfriars.
This is on Mr. Richards’ own information, and you will
hardly dispute the authority, I think!

THE

Desmond,

THE ARRIVAL OF HURREE SINGH.

I wish to draw the attention of my readers to the grand, long
complete story dealing with the ecarly adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co. contained in this Friday's issue of the " Penny
Popular.” This story is entitled, ** Aliens at Greyfriars,” and
it deals with the arrival of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh at the
famous school. Order your copy of the “ Penny Pop " to-day !

NOTICES,

Leagues, Correspondence, Etc.

More members wanted for club: and magazine.—Reland
Walker, 92, Oakleigh Rd., New Southgate, N,

Private W. Burns, 8t. Luke's War Hospital, Bradiord,
wishes his hearty thanks to be notilied to readers who sent
him back numbers, ete.

Eric W. MecLean, 53, Manchester Rd., Altrincham, is start-
ing an amateur magazine, Copy sent for 2d.

J. Rateliff, 51, Alexandra 8t., Southend-on-Sea, wants
more members for his league for helping soldiers., Readers
anvwhere eligible. Stamped and addressed envelope, please.
_ North Loendon Branch: 8. Arrowsmith, 1, Ashford 8t.,
Hornsey, N.

(". E. Page. Ferndale, 2, Seymour St., Observatory Rd.,
("ape Town, South Africa, would be glad to correspond with
a boy reader of 16 in Canada or Australia,

(zirls wishing to join a correspondence club should write
to Miss Monica Eagin, Water Hall. Leeds,

Harry Sunter, 8, Vicars Rd., Roundhay, Leeds, wanta
members for n foreign stamp club. Stamped and addressed
envelope, please, .

Willie Wade, 16, S8harp St.. Burnley, would like to corre

spond with another boy reader of 15,
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EThe Editor will be?
j obliged if you wl!l!

jhand this book, |
{ when finished with, !

E toa friend. . . .

&iﬂ“l‘li‘ll‘dm

W 85 5§ §5
! A Complete School-

Story Book, attrac-

!

Ltive to all readers. i
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BUNTER'S BIG BROTHER!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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The juniors lelt it to Pefzr Todd to elucidate the facts. (See Chopter 3.)
THE FIRST CHAPTER. ~ But there lii w:i«'i as pldn as could h|+?. “Ullr Aviles
Bunter’s Brother ! Service " couldn’t be nistuken.  And the envelope
ON ACTIVE ;-{|-'I|.g_1.;[[-1.~ marked “ Field Post Office.” vidently that letter to 1'1:7,

W. G. Bunter. Ke, Diunter had been posted somewhere m France, :
soby (hwerry spotted if, and wlosthed. Nearly evervh iz
at Grevfriars had somebody at the Front —a brolher or couss:
or father or unele. az the cage might be. But 1t had ne
been known hitherto that Billy Bunter enjoved such a di-

HAT was tre addresz an the letter It lav in tha tinction.
rack, waiting for Willlaw George Buourer of the Billv Bunter ecrtainly talked a ‘good dea! about General

Creevleiars Schonl,
kent,
Enelind.

VT II""“”'-L"I* n :‘“'_:'U'JL:E.*I:I at the rack glanrced Bunter, and Colonel Bunter., and Captain Dooter, bul il
ot and teen looked at i a cecond and a thivd tiine, Botnove declined to believe i the exislence of those b
It was news o the Gerevfriars feliows that Billy tenzitahed personages.
Fp b b s et ot 1 . 14 ey rE ' 7 =gl ¥ i I e i S D .
Buntor bad “somelundy at the Feoat, For. 1n apite of the old maxim that certain persons gl

No. 459, Copyright in the Unlicd States of America. February 3rd, 1917.



“  THE BEST 30 LIBRARY ©@&— THE "BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY. "o

have goud memorics, Billy Bunter always mixcd vp his state-
ments in the most reckless way., He had uwssigned his dis-
tinguished 11clatives to at least a doxen differeuat reguments,
and be had bestowed upon them nearly every rank, from
second lhicutenant to field marshal,

Sometinics the warlike Bunter was a colonel in the Guards,
Sometimes he was a captain in the Northumberland Fusihiers.
Occasionally he was a ﬁcutunant in the London Regiment or
the Manchester Regiment, At other times he was a major
in the 17th Lancers.  On special occasions, as 1t were, he was
@ pencral attached to the Staff,

it depended on bow the spirit moved Billy Bunter at the
time,

Bo the sight of a letter, evidently from the Front, for
Bunter made the Remove fellows stare.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!" cjaculated Bob Cherry, as he spotted
it. * Seen this??

“It's for Bunter, and it’s from the Front,” said Harry
Whartan. “The fat bounder must have a relation there,
after all}”

“Must be a bit different {rom our Bunter, if he's at the
Front,” remarked Johnny Bull,

‘5_" Iji;ﬁe diffcrence must be terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Rum
Singh. .

“Is it from the ecaptain, the major, the colonel, or the
generalt asked Frank Nugent,

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bunter!” called out Bob Cherry,

Remove came 1n sight.,

Billy Bunter came up.

There was a peevish and Jdiscontented expression upon his
4t face. .

Money, as usual, was tight with Billy Bunter. The postal-
order he was always expecting had not arrived.  Bunter
senior, too, reemed lo be practising war economy ut the
expenuse of his sons at Greyfriars, and allowances were very
shim. And all the rich and titled rvelations, to whom Bunter
often referred, scemed to have forgotten his existence, so far
as sending remittances was concerned.

“1 eav, vou fellows,” began Bunter, blinking delorously
et the Famous Five through his big spectacles, “1've been
isappointed about a postal-order. [ was going to ask you
[ellows teo tea. 1 suppose, under the circumstances, you
wouldn't mind lending me live bob till my postal-order
rowmes

“There's a letter for you!™ said Harry Wharton, Iaufhing.

“0Oh, good!” Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his glasses,
" Might my postal-order, after alll”

“Are you expecting s postal-order from the Front?” asked
Bob Cherry,

“KEh? XNo, of course not "

“Then there won't be a postal-order in it!” grinned Bob.
Ii's from the Front!”

“h, don't be an as='” “ Look
bere, 1 think you might lend a fellow five bob :

Bob Cherry took the letter from the rack, and tessed it to
Bunter.

“There's your letter, Fatty !” :

Rilly Buuter canght the letter in his fat hands, and blinked
pt 1t

“Ws for vou,” said HHarry Wharton, as Buiter leohed at
the address with evident surprise,

*1t’s from the merry old general ! said Bob,

“Or the cheery old major!” sud Nugent.

“Or the esteemed field-niarshal ! chuckled Hurree Singh,

“By gum'” said Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was plainly puzzled by the letter
'rom the Front. 1t was not dillicalt to see that he had not
been expecting a lotter from that quarter of the world; but
the address was unmistakable. ‘

But William George Banter recovercd from his surprise m a
rery few moments, _

Unexpected as the letter was, the fut junior realised that its
rriival E:Ip«ud to bear out hix swank on the subject of his war-
like relations,

“T'm jolly glad this has come.,” he remarked. "1 was
getling a bit anxious about—about Rupert ™

“ Rupert ! repeated the Famous Five together,

“Yes, my brother at the Front,” said Bunter casualiy,

“Your brother!” yelled Bobh Cherry.,

“Yes: in the Lanea<hire Fusiliers, you knew,”

“Your brother’s at Grevfeiars, in the SBecond Form,” =aind
Nugent., “You baven't any other brother, you fat
bounder !

Bunter gave lwm a loliy look,

“This is v elder brother.” he explained.

“Never heard of bim  before,” zaid Jobnuy Bull sus-
pif:inui-]}'. : ;o

“Jt's generallv an unele or a cousin, whe's a penerzl. &
ealonel. or a major at the Front !V grinned Bob Cherry,

Tre Macurr LIBRARY.—No, &8,

SONESOA “THE INTRUDER!”

WEDNESDAY.

as the Owl of the

said Bunter pecvishly,
§

“'This is from mwy brother Cecil—""

“Ceerl!” howled the juniors.

“¥es; my elder brother Ceam)!™

“You said Rupert a minute ago!” shrieked Bob.
_“Abem! His name 18 Cecil Rupért, and we call him some«
times Cecil and sometimes Rupert,” said Buonter hastily.

“Oh, my hat! George Washington was a fool to you,
Bunter!” said Bob Cherry admiringly, * And Ananpias
wasn't in the same street with you!”

Bunter sneered,

“T suppose you'll suggest next that I went to France and
posted this letter to myself?” he said, with heavy sarcasm,

“Well, no,"" admitted Bob. *You couldn’t have done
that. 1f it were possible 1 should think so. But it i=n’t.”

“I've mentioned lots of times about my relations at the
Fromt. The fact i3, Cherry, yvou're jealous because my
brother’s a colonel, and your father's only a major!"”

“Oh, my hat!”

“1 dare say this means that he's got the V.C.,” said
Bunter.  ** All the Bunters are jollyv brave, and I've been
expecting to hear for some time that—that Herbert bad got
the V.C.*

*Herbert ! gasped Bob.

“I—I mean, Rupcrt—that is to say, Ceeail |

“*Ha, ha, hal”

* His name is Rupert Cecil Herbert !™

“And you call im Ceeil, or Rupert, or Herbert, just to
ring the changes?’ suggested Bob Cherry.  *‘1 =ee, unter,
old chap, you ought to have a good memory. Therce's an old
proverb that Burters should have good memories ™

*“Oh, rats!"”

Rilly Bunter strolled away with the letter.

“Well, be muast have some sgort of a conmection at the
Front to get a letter at all,” remarked Bob Cherry. **All
the Bunters can’t be such worms as our Bunter. DBut why
the dickens he can’t tell the truth about it beats me!"”

“No: letters here for us,” remarked Harry Wharton.
“There's going to be famine in the study. The Boundor's
asked us to tea; we'd better go!”

* Hear, hear!™

And the Famous Five proceeded to Vernon-Smith's study,
which was always a land of plenty, the Bounder being blessed
with a superabundance of that necessary article, cash,

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter hod retired to seclusion under the
elms to read his {etter fromi the Fromt, And as Bunter
perused that waexpected communicaticn [rom the seat of
war, a very peculiar expression eame over his fat face, and a
vory cunning gleam into his round eyes.

Whether the letter wae from his brother the general. the
colonel, or the major, or not, it was very welcome to Wiliiam
George Bunter, and the cunning gleam behind his big glasses
th}}wd that a scheme of some sort was working in las fertile

rain.

And, having read, marked, learned, and inwardly digested
that letter from the Front, Billy Bunter rolled away in search
of his ninor, Sammy Bunter of the Second Form, and for
same time the two Bunters were deep in consultation—a
consultation punctoated by fat ehuckles,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Bunier at the Front !

ERNON-SMITH of the Remove was standing a
‘ f spread 1 his study.

The Famous Five were there, and Squifl, and
Mark Linley.  Skinner, who was Bmithy's study-
mate, had invited hinself to stay,

The study was pretty well hlled, and when the door epened,
and a fut face adorned by a large pair of glasses blinked in,
there was a general chorus;

“PBuzz off. Bunter!”

Billy Bunter came in calmly, and blinked ut the iea-
b LY.

: “Hallo! Having tea?" he rewarked.

" You didn’t know, of course,” grinned Skinner.

“T wasn't thinking about tea, Skinner,” suid
loftily, in a tone more of scrrow than of angor.

“You weren't!” ejaculated Bob Cherrv. * Not thinking
of tea wt tea-time ! Oh, Wilham George!”

“ " thinking about my brother,” said Bunter sadly.

“What'es the matter with Sammy?  Has he burst all his
wiisteoat buttons 7

1 don’t mean Sammy,
the war, vou know,”

“*Which of them " azked Bob,

“Ehi™

*Rupert or Coctl o Herbent ' queried Bob,
ai the wav, you know, and they're @l yonr brothers”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter

I mean my mwsior-—my brother at

“ They're all
1

A Splendid Complete Tale of Tom Merry & Co. In
The "GEM " Library. Prics 1d. !
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“I mean Rupert
(Cectl Herbert, miv elder
brother,” said  Bunter
irmly. *“I haven't
come hers to tea—vou
needv’'t think that. I'd
forgotten all about
teg."”

“Pile ir on!™

“And I haveu't come
to borrow your roften
boba—""

“None to be _ bhor
rowed,”  said  Harry
Wharion., “1Unles= Bob

O

N

Cherry would do. That's
the only bob we've got
left.”

“A few bobs would
be no use to me,” ex-
plained Bunter,

“No good my offer-
ing one or two, then®”
grinned the Bounder,

“None at all,
Erhiﬂ}}‘. i

“Eh!" ejaculuted
Vernon-Sinith,

“1 want a rather con-
siderable sum——--"

“And won't vou be
happy till vou get it¥"
asked Bob ( .i-il'l't'_- 8Vin-
pathetically. “Then
vou're boowked f
sorrewing life.”

or a
“I've come hore be-

oSl
Va

pmEibira i,

T Eid b
RERT RN DS LY}

CilLl s yvou' e hesre,
Wharien—"

NG suid  Whare
tn.‘“.. “Wrony as the

Waiser's heart,”

" Becanse vou'ee cap-
tain of the Romove, I
mean, I think 1t's up
to yvou to take up the
matter, as captain  of
the Form,™

“What patter?”
asked Harvrvy, in
astonizshment,

*About v Lbrothee ™

Y Bul Sammy s i the
second Fornge——"'

“You know I don’t mican Sammyv ! roared Bunter, 1
nieats Mubrev—that s to say, Cectl—my ng brother.”

“Ia he bigeer than you?’ asked Nugent. “My hat!
What o circummierence he must have! Not bigger sideways,
garely ¥

“He's wounded.” zaid Bunter pathetically.

“Whoere?"

At the Front, of course,

sjob Cherey shook Ins head.

“Limpossibic ! If he's vour brother, Bunty, be’s wounded
at the back, tot at the front.”

“You can sit here and make jokes aboul a soldier chap
iving 1n hospital !7 sand Bunter, * DI'm disgusted at you!”

" Bob Cherry's foce changed a little.

“ ook bere, vou fat duffer, il vou've really got a bLrother
in the fightine, vou know- jolly well T shouldun't make jokes
it ' bhe exelanod, “But vou're only spoofing as
usttal,  We've ne heard of vour elder brother before.”

"1 suppo=c 1 oncht to know whether I've an elder brother
ar not?” smffed Dunter,  * You saw the letter from him
voursolf,”

“You've toid us
that,” said Harrs
helieve "

“Ahe pour clap wroto
wonnded,” sand Bunter,
e oa bt sympathetic.”

“Oh, rats!” sad Bob upcasily. “Tf it's true, I'm sovry:
buat I don't bebeve it and that's (Qat!”

“The Hatfulness 1= terrific. 1y esteemed Prussian Bunter.™

“Nell at's e the letter. Yoo saw the letter vourselves
He~s v hozptal now, and he wants me to send him some
g, Brinter. " He lost his razor in the trenches,

LLJ

o ;_1 fagdr

v dozen different yarns :t]l‘ﬁ:';tl]}' about
W lartor. “Which of them are we to

from the hospital where he's lring
“I did thisk wmy own pals would

CHELR
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‘““Every lie you tell I'm going to biff you with this cushion,” said Bolsover. “Now, have
you got an elder brother ? *

(See Chapter 4.)

I"in
I thing there ougiit to lbe

amil hie had some of his things stolen, and—and so on.
rather bard up, as it happens.
a Form fund raised.™

“My hat'"

“ain't every chap in the Remove who's got a hiethee
wonnded fighting the Huns,” said Bunter ln:nl'iﬁ'}-, “1'd hike
}n know where you would be if those chaps weren’t fighting
O Vo,

Mlook  here, 45 it true about your brother? asked
Wharton.
““(h, really Wharton i

“You're such a spoofing bounder,” said Vernon-Smith
“You were telling us a varn once of a cousin in the Bedford
Regiment, and wanting to borrow cash to send him smokes.
And it was all spoof.”

The juniors grinned at the recollection. Billy Bunter—
like the Lonest gentlemen who own ships—looked upon the
war as somcthing from which money was to be made, Ji
money wastt to be made out of it. what was the good of
i, anyway? Not being old enough to be a shipowner, Billy
Bunter had to practise war-profiteering on a humbler seale.
flavieg invented a cousin in the famous Bedford Regiment,
Bunter was smitten by a cousinly desire to send him smokes:
and sought to raise a loan for the purpose. The Bounder
had lent him the necessary five shillings: and, to Bunter’s
mtense exaspecation, had insisted upon seeing the smokes
posted, poersonally.  As Billy Bunter had intended the five
shillings to be war-profits, this was most annoying.

Under the Bounder's supervision, the parcel had been made
up: and then Buuter had forgotten his cousin’s number, and
cven s name—which was not surprising, considering that
Lire cousin had no existence outside Bunter's imagination.

tHe decianded delay in sending the parcel while he ascer-

A QGrand Long Complete Story

of Harry
Wharton & Co.

By FRANK RICHARDS,
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tained the name and number, with the businesslike intention
of selling the smokes cheap among the blades of the Remove.
But the Bounder was not {n be caught napping; and the
parcel was sent to the Bediord Regiment iteelf ; Smithy
assuring Buunter that if his cousin was in that regiment, ‘Le
would get his whack in the smokes.

Bunter had the pleasure, such as it was, of sending a
parcel in his own name to a great fighting regiment. But the
nleasure was not great to Bunter. He regarded the Bounder
ae having robbed him of five shillinys.

*Yes, we remcinber that merry cougn,” said Bob Cherry,
with a chuckle: *uand I asked voung Sammy. aid he'd never
evon heard of him. You fat spoofer! Now you ve sprung
i« big brother on us, and if we asked Sammy, I'll bet you a
-f;‘:-uqlmut. that Samny wouldn’t ever have heard of Rupert
v Ueeil or Herbert.™

“If vou doubt my word, Bob Cherry—"

“1 do, rather!” said Bob cheerfully. “You're such a
Pyrussiap, vou kmow. How you came to be borp outside
Berlin-beats me!” _

“ 1 decline to discuss the matter with vou, Cherry! 1 <ay,
Wharton—-"

“Decline to discuss it with me, too, old chap,” implored
Wharton. * Fair play all round, you know.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Billy Bunter's very spectacles glinted with writth, as he
cirveyed the chums of the Remove.  Certaiudy lie had had a
lotter from the Front: Lut on the subject of his heroic big
brother 1the Removites weve all doubting Thomases,

O, very well!” said Bunter, with dignity.  “ My
brother's been out, there since the start, defending yow chaps,
wnd now he's wounded, you can only cackle over it. 1 despise
von!”

" And Bunter turned to the door loftily,

“Hold on!” said Bob Cherry., 1 suppose it's barely
possible that Bunter’s telling the truth for once.

“I'he barefulness is terrilic!” wmwurmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

“Luok here, Bunter, if vouve really got a wounded
brother, amd! he wants unyti]ing. we're the right chaps to
come o, said Bob. *But we don’t take jour word about
it—see?  You've spoofed us too often, with your Llessed
colonels and majors and generals and admirals!”

<11 tell yon what,” said the Bounder. *TLet’s call in
Toddy ; he's a giddy lawyer, and he will get at the facts,”

“ Hear, Licar!”

“ Pl fetch him,” =1id Frank Nugent, and he shpped out
af the study.

“1 don't mind,” said Bunter., * Being a trethiul chap. of
course, 1'm open to answer any reasonable question,  I'll
tave some of that cake while I'm waiting.”

And Bunter did. It was only a few winutes before Nugent
returned with Peter Todd : but 1 those few nunutes Bunter
tnished the cake, and began on the tarts, His wrief for his
wounded brother had not had any perceptible effect upon
liis appetite,

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
The Lawyer on the Case !
T OME in, Toddy '™
Peter Todd of the Kemwove followed Nugeut
into the studv.  Peter had a dab of 10k on his lonyg
nose, and another on his eyebrow. and a pen stuck
behind his car. Peter had evidently been at work.
Veter intended some day to follow in the footsteps of his
father, who was a solicitor, and lie often improved the shining
heor by studying huge law-books, which gave other fellows a
headache simply to look at them. Peters knowledge of the
law and of leval methods was supposed, i the Remove, to
be something really tremendous.

“AWell, what's the game?” demanded Peter grnfily. ' 've
got no Gme for tea; Pm busy. What has this [athead yanked
we here for?”

" I,r-g;lli ACLTICH t'm'lll:-r'l-ﬂ.“ explained the Boonder, “1f you
haven't had your tea. you'd better pile in,  We want you o
get the truth ont of Bunter.”

“1'm not a miracle-worker !”

4 “I_., I"E.HH}’. 'I'mh'l}'——"

“ Buater's had a letter from the Front,7  oxplamed
Wharton, *So hels mvented a big brother in the hehting-
line. and he wants 1o raise a Form Nl to stand hiny thiogs,
1 it’s genuine, we're on. 1N not, not.”’

The schoolboy lawyer glured at Hilly Bunter,

“ 8o you've got a big brother at the Front, Bunty 17

*Yee, 1 have.”

“ Name ¥7

“ Rupert Cecil Herbert,”

“Why haven't you ever mentioned him before t”
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growled Puier.

1illy Bunter paused for a moment. That was a question
that required a carcful answer, Bunter had swanked so much
about relatives at the Front that he did not possess, that it
was certainly very curious he should never have mentioned a
relative that he did poscess there,

* Because—because ? stammered Bunter.

“The becausefulness is terrifie,” murmured.ITurree Singh.

“Qilence in court!” said Peter, frowning. * Now they,
Buuter, don't stop to make up a lie; tell the truth 7

“Oh, really, Toddy! I—I've never mentioned him because
he's a private ! stammered Bunter.

“(Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
to having a private in the family.”

* Not a gencral 77 gasped Peter,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, if you've got a man in khaki belongmg to you, you
go up one step in my estimation,” said Peter. * Mind, 1
don't believe it yet, but it sounds a bit truer than usual this
time. Why didn’t you mention you had a private t”

* Because he hasn’t one !” grinned Skinner.

“Shot up, Skinner! Do you mean to imply, Bunter, that
therve is anything against being a private in the King's Arm‘{,
and that a private soldier's uniform is not a more honourable
parb than the gown of the professor, the frock-coat of the
statesman, or the diadem of an emperor ?” demanded Peter,
in a terrific voice,

“Nunno!” gasped Bunter. ‘‘But—but, you sce, cads like
Skinner wonld have chipped me, you sce !

“Well, you're right about Skinner,” admitted Peter, *The
whole court admits that Skinner is a howling cad.”

“ Look heve, you silly idiot !” roared Skinner.

“Silence in court! Bob Cherry, you can go and feich a
withege, 1f Bunter's got a big brother, his minor must have
heard of him. Fetch Sanuny here.  Tell him he can have
some of Smithy’s tarts, and he’ll come like a shot.”

Bob Cherry chuckled, and quitted the study. The juniors
looked keenly at Bunter. He did not scem disturbed. That
might mean that he had told the truth, or that he had primed
Samuny with answers for questions, They lcft it to Peter
Tudd to elucidate the facts.

Rob came back very aquickly with Bunter minor of the
Sceond Form. ‘The fat fug swooped down on the tea-table

at Oncoe,
satd Peter Todd.

“PBunter owns up

“Jlold on 17
maath full, Sammy.”

“Yes, I can,” =said Sammy.
“¥ say, these ave prime tarts,
Siithy 17
I,““”'"E you got an elder brother as well as Biily 17 asked

vlee,

“EKh? Oh, yes!”

“What's his nane 7"

“ Rupert Ceeil Herbept,®

“Oh, my bat !” exclanmed Nugent,

“Is he at the Front ¥

“Yes: heen there two years or more,”

“*What vegunent {7

“Weet Kenis,”

“ Nomber?”

“Toen sinty-six.”

“Rapk "

“ Private when I last heard of him.”

Peter Todd paused. Sannny Bunter bad cpswered sl his
auestions gqiniie casily—so far as the tare allowed,

B Eﬂl.'ﬁ!&-t"l.i if 11 doesn't ll'nqﬂ{ troe |7 osand Bob.

“Has Bily heen telling you he's a colomel?”  grinned
Sanmay, " Of course, he's bound to get a comtuission.  Yeu
weo. he went without wanting for one. That’s how 1t 5.7

The juniors looked at Peter Todd inguiringly.  Unless the
iwo Bunters had carefully compared notes beforehand, the
statnments could hardly be Joubted. Harry Wharton & Cao,
felt their doubts melt away.  Billy eertainly was a fabricator
who could eastly have beaten Ananias at his own game. But
he toid the truth sometimes.  LEven the Kaiser told the trath
cometimes, as Bob Cherry chserved.

“Well, Toddy 77" said the tea-party in chiorus,

P" The varn seecms to be pretiy well made out,” admitted
el er,

“Well, I'm sorey 1 dwdn’t believe vou, Bunter,” szid Bob.
“ But you're such an awful spoofer, you know.”

“Don't be in a huery !” said Petor Todd grimly. "The
sain's pretty well made out, but it's spoof all the sanze |”

“Oh!" caid the juniors,

*“Look here, Toddy——" began Bunter.

“RBunter's siarted a private because he's found that we
don't swallow his colonels and generals,” aid Peter. “That's
why it's a private this time, He's selected 2 Kentish regiment
for b because Gresfriars s n Kent, so it's eaery to
vemember. He's given him 1066 as a number because 1066
ie the date of the Conguest—a date even Bunter couldn’t [orget

“You can't talk with your

Ilis mouth was a'ready fuil.
'l stay to tea,-if you Lke,
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if he tried. He hasn't mentioned his elder broiher beiure
because he hasu't one. That': kow I work it out.”

Bunter's jaw dropped. The schoolhoy lawyer’s clear erss
saw completely through the carefuliy-concocted iale.

“0Oh, crumbs !” said Beo.

“These two fat rascals have arrsaged it together,” went
on Peter. “That’s as clear as dayught., “Where are you
going, Sammy?"

“J—I've got to see Nugent miner!” slemmered Sammy,
who was making for the door.

“Nugent minor can wait a bit,” said Bob, takinz ihe lat
fag by the ear. * You stay here, my plump pippin!t”

“Own up, Bunter!” said Petor Todd genmialiy, “It's time
to own up, you know !”

“1t's true !” yelled Bunter desperately.

“Well, there’'s one way you can prova it," said Peler
calmly. * SBhow us the lotter,™

“The—the—the letter ?”

“ifear ; the letter from your wounded brother.”

[ 1] ST _I_?l

“The repetition of the first pefsonal pronoun is not evi-
dence,” said Peter. “ Where's the letter *”

“I—I'm not going to show vou a privaie letter!" stam-
merced Bunter., * It mentions all sorts of family matters.”

“Quite 80! You needn’t show it to these chaps. You can
show it to me as your legal adviser,” explained Peter. “Thesa
chaps will take my word for it if it's genuine.”

“I—1 won't!”

Peter Todd rose.

“Gentlemen of the jurv, the varn is spoof from beginning
to end. I sentence those two fat bounders to be bumped three
times as a warning."”

“ Hear, hear!”

"The tea-party fairly rushed to carry out the sentence.
Punter major and Bunter minor rushed for the door, but they
wrre collared before they could cscape.

Bump! Bump! Bump!

“Yah! Yah'! Yocop!"

“Oh, crikey! Yarcoooh!”

Two fat forms rolled out of the study, roaring. Peter Todd
grinned, and went back to his study and his law books, The
Bounder's door slammcd on the two fat juniors gasping on the
passage floor.

Sammy Bunter sat up aud shook s fal fist at his major.

“You silly idiot ! he gasped.

“Yow-ow-ow "

“You frabjous fathead ! "

“Grooh-hcooh "

The fat fag scrambled up and rolled away, snorting. Billy
Bunter followed more slowly. That really masterly scheme
for annexing a share of his Form-fellows' pocket-money had
been a ghastly failure ; and once more William George Bunter
!!Iﬁﬂ h?vn made to realize that the way of the transgressor
is hard,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sticking To It !

UNTER'S big brether was a standing joke in the
Remove during the next day or two.  All the Forry
heard about 1t and about the legal inguiry in the
Bounder's study.  And all the Form chortled over ir.
Bunter was asked endless questions about Cecll

Rupert Herbert, Fellows in other Forms heard the tale.
Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth made merry cver it
(oker of the Fifth indignantly chased Bunter with a cricket.
stump for having told whoppers on sueh a subjeet—Coker of
the Fifth having taken the war under his special, patreuage,
as Il wore,

Good-natured fellows, who were willing to give the Onl of
the Remove every possible chance, asked bim to show ithe
ictter, which would have proved the matter oue way or the
other. Micky Desmond offered him half a remittance he had
just received, if he proved that there was a genuine Bunier
in hospital.  Lord Mauleverer offered o stayd two whaole
quids—on proof being forthcoming.,  Sqgaiff was ready wiih
n pound note.  Monty Newland was prepared to spring a
fiver. Tom Brown had ten shiliings,  Hazeldene half-a-crown,
Rake a fivo-shilling piece.  All at the serviee of the wounded
Bautee, tf he oxisted, but -!L~i'i|]i'1|.|_l.' not at the zorvice of Billv
Duunter for gazzling ai the tuckshop ! ‘

Buatei's only reply was thar rhe lorrer ronched npon private
family matters, which L wonlda't care to let anvone read
abount.  But the juniors wore ready for him.  They offered o
read only that part of the  letter dealing with Bunter's
beother™s war expericnes and sufferings—Bunter to  stick
gimmed paper over the privare family matters before he
showed the letter at all.

Even that offer Bunter Jdid not accept, which left no doubt
that his yarn was spoof, like so many of his varus, from
beginning to end.  He showed the envelope, which certainly
hiad come from the Field Post Office at the Frout. That was

THe Magxer IiBrARY.—No. 469,

NEXT
MONDAY.

“THE FELLOW WHO FUNKED!"

EVERY
MONDAY,

Che “IMagnet ”

LIERARY.

ahpu:zle at first. Eviacntly the fat junior had a eorrespondent
there.

It was Vernoin-Smith who found a so'niion to that puzzle.
‘The Bounder came into the Common-room a couple of even-
ings later, and found the Owl displaying the envelope from
the Front, in the vain hope of convincing the Famous Five
that it had contained a letter from his wounded big brother.

“Trot out the letter, or shut up!” said Bob- Cherry,
“We're fed up, Bunty !”

“1 can’t show you private family matters, Bob Cherry,”
sald Bunter reproachfully. “1'm really surprised at your
asking me !V

“Faith, we've caught you there!” chuckled Micky
Desmond.  * Sure, I've got some stamp-edging here which ye
can stick over the part we mustn’t see!”

““Go it, Bunter!’

“The—the fact is, the letter's rather—rather mixed up—
family matters in nearly every line, vou know,”

“0h, cheeze 1t!” growled Bolsover major. * Look here,
Bunter, I've got a cousin out there, and he's heen wounded,
and I'm not goeing to hear you telling lics about such things.
You'll get a thick ear if you don't thurk it "

“1 guess it's too thin, Bunter,”’ said Fisher T. Fish, the
Yankee junior. “If you'd econzulted me, I calculate I could
have helped you to fix up 'a better yarn—some !”

“Wheére do you fellows think this envelope came from,
then?” demaanded Bunter. “Can’t you sce it's from the
Front?"

“I fancy I can let in gome light on that,” grinned the
Bounder, chipping in. *“I've been thinking that out; you
chaps."

“Go it, Smithy!” said Wharton. “It puzzles me how
Bunter came to huve a letter from the Front at all.  Some
trick about it, of course!”

*Oh, really, Wharton—"

“You remember the time he was spoofing us with the yarn
about his cousin in the Bedfords. I saw to the parcel being

made u]p and sent off. You remember what Bunter's face
looked hike——"

“Ha, ha! Yes."
“ Well, ithc.- parcel was sent in Bunter’'s name,” said Vernon-
Smith. *“Chaps in the Bedford Regiment got the smakes, of

course.”
“Of course. Put what——"

“Well, don’t you sec? Some chap who got some of the
smokes, has written to thank the sender. He thinks Bunter
18 the sender, as Bunter's name was on the parcel.”

“My hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “Of course! One of
them would naturatly write. Bunter, vou fat Prussian, that
letter was from a chap who got some of Smithy's smokes !"

Billy Bunter’s face was a study.

“Oh—oh, really " he gasped.

“Fatheads we werce not to think of it before!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, in disgust.  “That's the explanation, of

course ! We know jolly well that Bunter hasn’t any relations
out there!”
“1—I say, vou fellows——"

) “You're no good as a war-profiteer, Bunier,” grinned Bob.
You must wait till you're old enough to be a ship-owner.”
“I—I say, you fellows, Smithy's only talking out of his

hat, vou know,” mumbled Bunter. *“ My b-b-brother g
“Show us the letter, then,” said the Bounder coolly, *“If

it's from your big brother, I'll stand you a whole fiver to

send him things, ff it's from a chap ii the Bedfords, thanking
you for the smokes, I'll stand you a thick car, Isit a go?"

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you see, I ean’t show you a private lotter—"

“We've had all that,” said Whartoi. “ You're a spoofing
rotter, and if that chap in the Bedfords knew vou, he would:'t
touch yon with a barge-pole !"

“I sav, vou fellows, my brother——"

“Shut up ! roared Bolsover majer. “We've had enovzh
of your crammers.  You sav another word about vour
brother, who doesn’t exist, and we'll froo’s-march you!”

“I suppoze vou're jealous about my brother being at the
IF'ront, Bolsover——"

Billy Bunier got no further.

Bolsover major collared him. Three or four other fellows
lent a hand, and the Owl of the Remove went rcund the
Coinmon-room in the frog’s-march. Nobody had the slightest
doubt that the bounder had hit on the true explanation of
the letter from the Front, and Bunter's persistence in his
varn was exasperating. The Owl of the Remove roared as he
was marched round the Common-room, 1o the accompaniment
of lond lanehter,

“Now,” said Bolsover major, when Bunter was plumped

down at last, “you've been lying, and you've got to own up.
See rlus cushion 7" .
5
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*“Groogh 1"

“*Every he vou tell, I'm going to liff véu with it.
bave vou got an elder brother at all ¥

“Yow-ow--yes!  Yaroooh!™ roared Bunter, as the cushion
mote him forcibly.

“1 warned -vou,”
dlder brother ™

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Yow-ow! No!" roaced Bunter,

“Is he at the Front ?7

“Groagh! XNo!"”

“That’s better,” said Bolsover major, while the Removites
roared. ‘'Stick to that. (Give us any more of your g
brother, and vou get the cushion aguin!”

Billy Bunter gathered himsclf up, erimson and dusty and
gasping. He blinked furiously at the hilarious juniors.

“You can ecackle!” he roared,

“Thanks, wo will! Ila. ha, ha!”

“You wouldn’t cackle if my big brother wore here I

“What!" roared Bolsover major.

“My big brother—— Yaroooop!”

Bolsover major made a rzh, with the cushion whirling
aloft, and the fat junior whipped out of the Common-room
just in time, = And for that evening, at least, nothing more
was heard of Billy Buntei's big brother,

Now,

said Bolsever., “ Now, have you got an

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Two Heads Better Than One !

it GUESS you slipped up on that stunt, just a few,”
Fisher 1. Fish, the Yankee junior, made that re-
mark. It was the following day, and Billy Bunter
was mooching disconsolately in tﬁl‘ quadrangle, while
the Remaove fellows were at football practice.  Bunter
felt down on his luck, That great varn—the most complete
and convineing he had ever spun—had failed to convinece a
single person. KEven the siran_- Lord Mauleverer shook his
heal and grinned over ir. It was hard lines, Bunter felt,
With much less astute spooling, he had raized the wind on
other “occasions.  And here was his most whacking crammer
poing begeing, as it were. -

Whether it was from obstinacy or obtuseness, or whether
he etill cherished a hope of finding believers, Bunter held to
his story, His big brother was lying wounded at the base in
Flanders, in veed of comforts, which Bunter was very anxious
te send him—if he could raise the money, And the worst of
it was, that if the fellows had believed him there would have
been a Form fund for the wounded hero in a «winkling, and
guite a handsome sum would have heen raised quite casily.
BBilly Bunter's mouth watered as he thought of it.

If only his old reputation bad not cling about him so
lovingiy, his fictitious big brother would have been worth
puids and quids to him.  As it was, it seemed that he could
nnly take Bob Cherry’s advice. and put off war profiteering
till he was old enough 1o own ships?

But Fisher T. Fizsh had been thinking the matter ont for
him. Fisher T, Fish was a very keen youth, who elaborated
tndless schemes for transferring other fellows' pocket-money
fo s own pockets, and the keen and astnte Fishy thought
he saw possibilities in Bunter’s stunt, as he called it in the
remarkable Awerican languaee,

Which wae why Ficher T. Fish bore down npon the Owl of
the Remove that afternoon. as Bunter mooched disconsolately
under the leafless elms, thivking ont the problem of eom-
vincing the Remove fellows that his non-existent brother
really existed. A somewhat diffienlt problem to think out.

Bunter gave the Yaukee jundor a cour look, Whether he had a
wounded hero brother or wot, he did not expect to raise any-
thing in the way of cash frem Fisher T. ¥ish. Fisher 1. Fish
rould have borne the sufferings of any number of wounded
berors with great fortita®e,

"I guess you didn't work the rifle in the right wav,” said

hevy T. Fish. ' You slipped up on it, and no mistake "

“Oh, go and ear colke!” growled Bunter,

* But there's something in the stunt,” said Fishy. lowering
his voice and looking round cautiously., “1 guess ['ve done
a think, and I calculate rheve’s <omething in it—just o fow, 1
reckon! And I kinder caleuliie. Buuter, that T coulld show
vem hew toa work the stant :f I pet a percentage on the
durocks,”

“Bpeak English, you pssl™
uye you driving at@’l

“Those jaxs are awlullvy keen an the war, vou know,” sand
Iish. “I guess 1t don't metier a peanmt to me—['m a
veomatral ook at.Beb CUherey, DNiinstance, He'd pawn lis
Sunday socks to help a cobldier or sailar, Why, if thew
Lelieved you had a weunded brother at the Front i need of
tongs, they'dd shell oui all along Gt bne, and raise no ond
o ependalicks !
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siotd Bunter ievitabls, “What

“The rotters won’t helieve me!” growled Bunter.

“1 guess they won't—the way you spin the varn,” said
Fisher T. Fish disdainfullv. “I reckon, mm your place, 1'd
have had the letter all veady to show.”

“But there’s private family reasons——"

“0Oh, don'’t spring that on me!” exclaimed Fisher T. Fish,
in disgust. “I ain't come hyer to hear you {alk outer your
neck, Bunter. I guess I can put you on tg spoofing the jayvs—
and serve 'em right, too! If a galoot’s spoofed, it shows that
he's the kind of galoot who's born to be spoofed, and i yvon
don’t spoof him, somebody else will—that's my idea. Wil
you follow my lay-out?"

“1low 7"’ asked Bunter hopefully.

“Ten per cent. of the takingz; and T guess T'll show won
how,” said Fisher T. Fisli, confidentially, “Of course, don’t
vou inention my name in the matter. The galonts wonuld
sinell & mouse at once,”™

“It's a go!" said Bunter. *“ How, then?”

“1 calenlute T want it in black and white,” said Fish
ceutiously. *“It's going to be an agreement. Not much goad
m law ; but if you tried to dish me, I'd show the guloots ihe
agreement, and they'd soon have the dollars off you agan,
Put it down in black and white, and I'm your mams”

Billy Bunter blinked doubtfully at the Yankee junier.
Fisher T. Kish prided hmseclf upon being cute and all there,
and having his eye-teeth cut; but 1t was true that niost of
IFishy’s cute schemes ended in what, in his own language, he
would have called a fizzle. 8till, Bunter reflected that even
if Fishy couldn’t help him, he couldn’t make matters waorse,
and it was @ chance. Certainly, if roguery could do any good,
that great quality would not be wanting when Fisher T. Fish
took the matter i hand.

“It's a go!” satd Bunter at last.

* Hyer vou are, then.”

Fish sat down on a beuch under the elms, opencd his
pocket-book, and took out a fountain-pen. Fishy had par-
chased that fountain-pen for three shillings from Smith
mimor in a stony period of Smith minor’s career, and it was
FFishy's till Smith minor should be able to raise ten slnllings
to repurchase it.

“Write down as I tell you,” said Fish, and Bunter took the
pen. ‘1 hereby agree to pay F. T. Fish ten per cent. of ail
moneys raised on account of my brother in Fll:;n'lrm i eog-
sicleration of receiving F. T. Fish's help to convince the fvl-
lows of the said brother’s existence, Signed, W. G. Bunte:.”

“That's good enough,” grinned Fish, when Bunter had
indited that precious agreement. *“1I reckon that's enough to
make you divvy up afterwards.”

“You haven't told me yet how it's going to be dane!™
crunted Bunter.

“1 guess I've thunk that ou% You produce the letter from
vour brother——"

* But——-"

“Don’t tell me any pifle about private family matiors!”
snorted Fish. “You don't produce that letter, because it's
a letter from a chap thanking you for some smokes, anld
nothing else. That's not the letter you're to produce— yvau'd
better keep that letter dark—but another letter.”

“1 haven't got another letter, fathead!”

“0Oh, carry me home to die!” ejaculated Fish, “Of a1l the
duffers Look hyer, what's the matter with getring
another letter, worded just as you like?”

“How can T get 1t?”

“CGet a chap to write it, of course—a chap whose fist thoce
galoots don’t know.”

“Oh, crumbs !’ said Bunter,

ITe blinked wide-eved at Fisher T. Fisli. Certainly. when it
came to real roscality, the enterprising Fish could give Binner
points, and beat him easily.

“You spot the stunt?"” eaid Fish. *“Chaps at the Frong
write on anything that comes to hand, with a stump of pencil
Well, son know what you want your brother to write—shoug
being wounded and 1 hospital, and wanting things sent him,
and cish—specially cash, vou see, so that vou can be snre of
getting cash in hand.  You produce that letter as the enc that
came in that envelope from the Front. DMat the vignt #ote
on it, and the name of a hospital—any old hospital will a7

“T—TI zav, iz that legal?"” gasped Bunter,

“ Do vou thing the galoots are going to spot it and give
information abont you mnder the Defence of the Realin S:0477
cuorted Fish. = Thev'll swallow it whole, of course !

“I—1 suppose 1 should be justified, as—as of covres iy
brother really 1= at the Front,” sawd Bunter, blinking at b,

“Yep. Well, that’s the stunt; and I want ten per ceni. o f
the takings—see "

1 suppose vou can write the letter for me ™

“No jolly fear!” said Fish promptly. “1t’s gat (o v v &
man's hand. Get a1 man to do it. T know a 1:an wla'd oo
that or anvthing else for two bob.”

1 haven't got two bob!” growled Bunter.
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®Oh, rats!”

“Who's the man?" asked Bunter hesitating.

“There’s a chap in Courtfield now, who plays the piano at
the cinemau,” said Fish, lowering his voice. “His name's
Curll, and he's a boosy bounder—drinks like a fish. He's
tipsy most of his time, and alwavs hard up. He'd do it

“How on earth did you get to kuow him?" said Bunter,
in astonishment.

Fish chucklad.

“I came acrosa him in old Lazarus’ shop one day."

“ Where you jro to buy second-hand things, that you try to
sell to the feilo-  as new?” sniffed Bunter.

“That ain't your bizney, my tulip! Old Curll was there,
Arying to sell an old violin to Mr. Lazarus, and Lazarus wasn't
taking it. It was worth about a bob, 1 suppose. Then, blessed
if tha galoot didn’t turn to me and ask me if T wanted a
violinI"" chuckled Fish. *1I told him I'd give him twoponce
for it, and chance it. He didn't accept the offer. e was
half squiffy then, and he began telling me and Mr. Lazarus,
and the customcers generally, what a great gun he'd been in
his early days, when he sang in some operatic company or
other, and old Lazarus had a dickens of a job to get him out
of the shop, violin and all. T saw him go into the next house
—he lodges there. You go to him  Tell him the letter’s a
sort of joke. He won't ask you many questions if there's a
two-bob-bit at the end of the job. Tell him that to begin
with. Simple as AB(C!"

“I—I say! You go to him——"
“No fear! I guess I'm not appearing in this matter per-
sonally. TIt's your brother, ain't it?*"

ii YE'E‘!H; bﬂt ¥

“Well, that's the stunt.
T. Fish,

And the Yankee junior strolied away, leaving Billy Bunter
in a very thoughtful and somewhat worried mood. Bunter
was very anxious to conviuce the Remove of Rupert Cecil
Herbert’s existence, and to get a Form fund raised for his
behoof, and he was too ebtuse to understand fully the
rascality of his scheme, But even the obtuse Owl of the
Remove felt uneasy at Fishy's amplificetion of lis schemie.
He had a dim idea that 1t was a serious matter—more
especially as Fisher 1. Fish declined to have anything to do
with it personally.

But the vision of & Form fund-—and unlimited tuck in spite
of war prices—dazzled Bunter, and he rose to the bait, as the
keen Yunkee junior was quite convinced that he would. And
having, after some mental debate, decided that 4t would be
justifiable under the circumstances—Bunter always hiked to
feel justified—the Owl of the Remove commenced a round of
borrowing to raise the two shillings which were an indis-

ﬁnsah]a preliminary to securing the caligraphic services of
r. Curll, of the cinema.

Talke it or leave it,” said Fisher

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Takes the Plunge !
bé SAY, vou fellows .
Bob Cherry held up his hand warningly. Billy
Bunter had rolled down to Little Side, where the
juniors were at fuotball practice.

“Not a word about Ceeil Rupert Herbert!" ex-
claimed Bob., *Just one word about him, and you travel
away on vour neck! That's a tip.”

“ Oh, really, Cherry—=—"

“For gooduess’ suke, ring off that subject, Bunter!" said
Harry Wharton impatiently.  “ What's the good of telling
whoppers that nobody believes?"

“Tain’t that ! howled Bunier.
appointed about a postal-order——'

“Oh, erumbs! IHave vou chucked up Brother Ceeil, and
revivad the postal-order?” groaned Bob.

“1'm expecting it by the next post

" Weli, my tip 15, g0 and wait for the postman,” said Bob,
and he went on the field. loaving Bunter to follow his good
advice if he liked.

*Beast!” growled Bunter. 1 may,
want two Lob very hadly.
down on ks lack.”

" Named Dunter D azked Haery, langhing.

“No, you ass! Naned CUnrll—I—T mean—uover mind his

e realised that it would not do

“T.ook licre, I've been dis-

LE )

Harry, old cliap, 1
1!:':5 tu in_-r|p i o ['-|:ﬂp wau}':-l

name ' sand Bunter ha<tiiv,
to tallk about Mr. Cwrll, whose valuable assistance as a letter-
writer was to be obtained for rwo slullings.

But the captain of the Remove bad cancht the name, and
i wlaneed enrvious!y at Bunter,  He bad heavd the namo
before,

“Cwell!™ ho repeated. 1 kuow that name.  Some of the
St Jim's f‘i'l'd!}ﬂ Wero L'.l”{IlH_{ about a {‘Elu_['j aniedd [‘q“'” 1,,1']111“

we were over there. Lowiher knows him, | think., Is it the
:‘LlJ_l:r".’" . ;
“Abem! If vou could sprine two beb. old ¢hap :

“1 could, if it's for that Curll,” said Wharton, with a nod.
“JIs the man in thia neichibourhood **
“Yes, that's the man.” said Buaater, at onca,
Taz MaGgxyrT Timpany.--No, 169,
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nothing whatever about Mr. Curll’a acquaintance with Mouiy
Lowther, of St. Jim's, but he would have said anything
to raise the loan he required, * The very man,' )

" Chap who works in a cinema, and has scen bottor days?”
asked Harry.

“That’s it. He's hard up, you knew, and I'm going to lend
him a lhand,” explained Billy Bunter. * You might make it
half-a-crown, Harry. T'll let you have it back out of my
postal-order, of course.™

Wharton looked very doubtful. He had heard th St. Jind'a
fellows speak of Mr, Curll, an old-time operatic tenor, whao
had run very much to seed, wim had come *“down to tim
Lalls,” and from the halls to the cinema.

He had no objection to expending half-a-crown in helping
the unfortunate gentleman, espocially as he had huad o re.
miftunce that morning. But he doubted very much whetheor
Billy Bunter would convey the said half-crown to him. if
ontrusted with it. Billy Bunter had a way of regarding wuy
money as lus own, if it once got into his fat hands.

“Come on, Wharton!" bawled Bob, from the field.
“Ialf a mo’, Bob!"

Of course, five bob would be better,” went on Bunter,
his hopes rising as.he found that Harry had heard of Mr.
Curll, and was interested in him.  “The chap’s a really good
dort, you know, quite down on his luck. Used to bo a singor
or something, and came down through boozing, 1 suppose
i‘Tf’“ ?Iﬁ“ﬂ'w I can be relied on to take tho money straight to
im

“No, I don't,” eaid Harry bluutly. “ But T'll chanco it, to
the cxtent of half-a-crown. Here you are!™

Billy Bunter's fingers closed greedily on the coin.

“I say, you know, if you made it five bob—-" he began,
“Beast, to walk away while I'm talkitig! Brorp.p!”

The captain of the Remove joined the footballers in tha
field, and Billy Bunter rolled away. He paused as he pasae]
the tuckshop in the corner of the quad. An almost irrcsistib’y
attraction drew Lim thither,

Certainly, if by Mr, Curll's assistance a Form Fund coul|
be raised for his mythical brother, that would amount to a
dazzling™um in comparison with a mere half-crown. On tha
other hand, a bird in hand was worth a whole covey in tha
bush. Morcover, Bunter was Imngr}nﬂ::a was always hungry,
Ho who hesitates is lost—and Bunter waa astarting for the
tuckshop when Fisher T. Fish's bony hand dropped on his
shoulder.

The fat junior blinked round at Fish.

“ Better get off and see Curll while you've got the rocks, "
rinned Fisher T. Fish. “1 saw you aqueeze Wharton for a
oan. Vamoose the ranch, you fat jay, and get to business '™

Bunter hesitated again., .

“You fat clam!" said Fish. “If there’s a fund raised, it
may come to ten guida or more. Have some sensc "

*“Oh, really Fishy d

“I guesa I'll see you out of the pates!” said Fish. “Kim
on!"  And he drew the hesitating Owl away from the
dangerous neighbourhood of the tuckshop.

Billy Bunter grunted, and gave in. Fisher T. Fish started
lim on tho Courtficld-road, giving him final instructions for
finding Mr. Curll,

When the fat  junior reached Courtfield, temptation
assailed him once more as he passed the bunshop ; but he kept
on heroically, and arrived at Mr. Lazarus’ catablishment.
Next to the shop of Mr. Lazarus was a rambling and seed;-
looking building, which was used as a lodging-house: and in
that abode, according to Fish, dwelt Mr: Curll, of the cinema,
the gentleman who dreamt that he had dwelt in marble halls,

Billy Bunter blinked in at the open doorway, with a sniff
of disguat. The house was a good deal like a rabbit-warren,
and Bunter had no idea where to look for Mr. Curll in it
As he stood blinking about the hall, where the paper was
peeling off the wall with damp, a ventleman eamo in with a
paper packet under onc arm. Billy Bunter blinked at him,
wondering if this was My, Curll,

The gentleman was of uncertain age, and dressed in seodv
clothira that had once been good. All his edges were frayed
or shiny, his boots were sadly worn down at heel and his
old frock-coat was carefully buttoned up to his chin, probably
to conceal the absence of linen. His aquiline nose was very
ruddy, hinting that he was in the habit of looking upon
wine when it was red, not wisely Lut too well

Heo glanced at Bunter, and Bunter came up to him. He
suiffed a little as he came up, A strong scent eecaped from
the newspaper folded up under the gentleman’s arm, and
iI:nlmtr_-r did not need telling that the packet contaived fried
iali.

“Exense me!" said Bunter, with as much civility as he
could muster in addresing such a very seedy gentleman.
“Do you know if a Mr. Curll lives here?” v
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The secdy gentleman took off his old silk haf, and executed

bow.

“*You beholld him, voung sir!” sald the seedy centleman.

“Oh! Youre Curll?”

* Horatio Curll, at vour serviee,” suid the secdy pentleman,
“and very Elﬂaami to mcet you, Master-—" &

* Bunter.

“Master Bunter! To what,” continued Mre., Curll, whe
evidently had a highfalutin mode of address—*"to what,
Master Bunter, may T attribute the honour of this visit?”

“T1-.T want to speak to vou,” said Bunter, hesitating.

v. Curll nedded, with a beaming smile.

“I nnderstaidd, You are a patron of the Courifield Cinema,
and vou have 2 musical ear: you have been struck by the
auality of the pianiet’s work. I understand! You desire to
wmake the pereonal acquaintance of the artist who has en-
raptired you. I compreliend pecfectly. Follow me, Master
Bunter. Allow me to receive yon in my own chambers!”
wdded Mr. Curll, with digniry,

And Billy Bunter followed the scedy gentleman up the
rickety etairs,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Complete Letter-Writer !

R. CURLL had asked the fat junior, in his

crandiloquent maunner, to entor his chambers; but,

25 a maiter of fact, he showed him into one little

room, where there were an nnmade bed, two or

three rickety articlee of furmiture, and a little

window that gave an extensive view of chimpeyes and roofe.

But the hospitable wave of Mr, Curll'e giubby hand was
quite princely, as he showed Bunter in,

Mr. Curll dwelt largely in the regions of the imagination,
which coloured hie swrroundings, and he prnhﬂhl_}* did not seo
hie grubby quarters with the same exve as the visitor. From
his manner, he might have been showing hie visitor into a
Laronial hall.

** Pray be seated, Master Bunter!” said Mr, Curll. “ Ahem !
Not that chair—-this one, please; this one has the full
complement of legs.”

Billy Bunter eat down.

Mr. Curll placed hie newspaper-parcel on the table, removed
hia hat, and produced a cigarette. He smiled benignly npon
Bunter. His misund®rstanding of Bunter's motive in visiting
him had put the uwnfortunate rentleman into an exceedingly
rood humour, Like most gentlemen with artistic souls, who

ave not been lucky i the pursmit of art. Mr., Carll was
hungry for flattery. He liked his Hatiery in chunks, but any
kind of admiration was bertter than none,

“So you have been chavined by my playving, young sir,”
eaid Mr. Curll.  * Master Bunter. T do not conceal from you
the fact that this visit is moet fattering, most gratifying !»

"1 say——"" began Bunter,

But Mr. Curll ran on.

“ Qeeing me thus, in humble sarvoundings, Master Buanter,
you would scarcely credit that there wae a time when T sar in
the lap of lvxury,” said My, Curll sadly—""a time, alas! when
ducheszes drove in their maguificent molor-care 1o snatch a
carelesa word from IToratio Curll”

“My hat!"” sanl Buntor,

"Those times"" &atd My, (arll sorvowfully, *are past.”

* Looke like it!” grinned HBuater,

“Yet there was ¢ titue when the lending tenor of the Reszer-
Moeer Company was great and fumons, when andiences hung
Lreathlee<ly wpon every note thar fell from his lips,” said
Carll,  * Miefortune. Master Bounter, dogged my steps. What
cared T for luere? When woalth was mine, it van throush my
fingers like g0 nmch dress. The artisr sonl scorns sueh teagh.
So now vou belold me thos - redoeed i the world, Master
Bunter, to ench an extent that the loan of half-a-soverciemn,
even from a strungzer, would not be unaceeptable.™

Mr. Curell pansged, ke Brotue, for agreply ; perhaps to sive
his visitor an opportunity of prodocime half-g-sovercien, if so
lisposed.  No half-sovereign was forrheoming, bowever, and
AMr. Curll ran on:

“From the '.H'i;_'h'l‘i we fall 1o the 11!11!1.1.-. iy voung frieml,
From the giomons realms of cramd operva, Horatio Corll vame
down to the halls: il ar last- can yoo eredit 17 even the
i'lﬂ“ﬁ ulfered bun no }ll'.!n'f"

“Drink, 1 soppose?” vemnmrked Bonter,

Mr, Curll did por seem 1o hewe that remark,

e xl'l-'ﬂl Mast .EH‘:HJIHI Pale™ i 1'1-'|.i":- lli-ilrl:"'! alt lrll" l."j.“l"'l'li-.l..." ;H‘
said. Yol even e oso dunnble o aphere, the true artistie
ouch makes it=elf felt, Al Conettield  abew '—ecrowds 10
Fl"ﬂl‘ Ll'u:v. ]'lihl‘hFh:'. _-‘1 F:I-I”i'wu. \IrEj,;.'_l'r'_. |1I1'::!|--.‘-|-l'1II'IT'I'[:E Tohal Fraa i oy
&heies That they cotnes Doosee The pectires, Yoor visih teo iy
huu}ir!r' alwnle. Maeter !;'.I.'.t.r"!':_ It s i EWIge, Y oy eur
has Leen charvined and Gecinated by —"
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“Eh! I haven't heard you play,” said Bunter.

Mr. Cumill came down suddenly out of the clouds, as wt
were, and blinked at Billy Bunter,

* You—you have not heard me play?” he ejaculated.

*No. 1 thought they had an orchestra at the Courtlicld
Cinema,” said Bunter. “I've been there lots of timoes,”

" There is an orchestra,” said Mr, Curll coldly. * When the
orchestra is off duty the place is taken by a pianist—tihe relief
pianist. I am the pianist,”

Mr. Curll said “I am the pianist ” as he might have said
“I am the King of England.” But Bunter did not scem
rimpressed,

“Oh, 1 see,” said Bunter. “I remember now, there's a
“ei;]'llf{'a_]-:‘}' prano plays sometimes, I wondered what they did
it for.” i

Mr., Curll stood in an attitude such as Ajax might have
adopted when defving the lightning, and fixed a steely eye
upon Bunter.

“There appears to have been a misapprehension, Master
Bunter,” he said, with icy dignity. *Kindly do net let us
disciss musie. T object to discussing my art with the common
herd. Why have you called upon me?”

“A chap gave me your name,” said Bunter. “Ile said
you'd do me a little scrvice for a couple of bob.”
Alr. Curll passed his hand over his noble hrow. Instead of

an enraptured admirer who had sought his distinguished
acquamtance, his visitor was a person who wanted him to do
a little service for a couple of bob! It was a fall from the
sublime to the ridiculous, and poor Mr. Curll’'s vanity suf-
fered st that moment an anguish that Bunter was far from
compreliending. But Mr, Curll did not fo'low his fivst im-
pulse of waving Bunter forth with an imperious hand. For
the one-time leading light of the Roser-Moser (CCompany could
not afford to be wdifferent even to the humble :um of two
hillings,

* I should be happiy to render you any little serviee in my
power,” said Mr., Curll, with quiet dignity. “If you wish
me to sing at some private entertainment, I should he happy
to oblige. I would accept merely a cab fare. I am not in a
position to dictate terms, But two shillings—ahem——""

“"Tain't that,” said Bunter. “1 want you to write a letter.
The ¢hap I mentioned: said you would do it.”

“Oh!” said Mr. Curll, his conceit stirred again. *‘You
desive a letter to be written—a letter of an impressive natuve,
couched in polished periods——"

“Nothing of the sort! Just a pencil letter.
what to write.”

Mr. Corll looked downeast again,

“The fact i8,” said Bunter, *“it's a joke reallv. I'm making
out that I've had a letter from the Front, Only a joke. It
to take a rise out of some chaps, you know. Just you dab it
down 1 peneil.”

“1 see,” said Mr. Curll, with a curling lip. " You Jesire
to give an impression that you have relations at the Frant
m order to feel in the swim. Well, 1t is a harmless conaoeit,
and 1 do not object te doing you that little service. You
mentioned, I think, the sum of two shillings.”

“That's it."”

1 genevally veceive foes in advance.”

Rilly  Bunter produced the half-erown. Mi. Corll sorted
out three penmies and six halfpeunies, and handed then: aver
in change. e had still a hallpenny left,

“Yon have pencil and paper?” asked Mr. Cuwrll, "1 have
noite. There was a time when—"

“Ye«; a leaf from my pocket-book will do, and T've got a
pencil,” zand Bunter, ruthlessly  interrupting My, Cwll's
vhreatened remiiiscences. ' llere you are,”

“Well, what am 1T to write ¥ asked Mr, Corll mocdily,

“ Lemme see.” Bunter yeflected. ** Dear Billy ! Got ihai #

Meo Corll cevibbled it down.

“tJust a line to tell yvou that T was wounded in the lact
push, and am now in hospital at the base.” Got that:”

My, Curll grinned, and zaid he had got it.

“*1 am expecting to ger the V.U, and have been offeired a
cothission,  I've lost a lot of things up the line, and should
be wlad of yvon conld let me have some cash—a few pounds
would do. "Alse, if you can, send me a new safetv-razor and

some pareels of tuck and smokes, and so on,” "

Mr, Curll wiote it all down without speaking a wond, Tt
seemied ta Mr. Carll that the schoolboy was siply puilty of
d piece of harinless bounce n pretending that he had a vela-
tion at the Front, and, though he did not approve of the
spool, My, Corll felt that he could not afford to quarie]l with
twao u'!'pi!]ing-i_

" Bemd ten pounds if von ean,” 7 went on Bunter. hiv eves
leaming groedily hebind his spectactes, 1 will retiin i
Birtev, swhen T ooet v commmssion.” Got thatt”

“Yoo, bs o that all? asked My, Curll,

*C Kindest cezarvds to all ot home, and emenber me to

T'll tell you

A Splendid Complete Tale of Tom Merry & Co. in
The “QEM" Library. Price 1d.



Sammy.—Your alfectionate Drotirer, Cecil Rupert Llerbert
Buate:” ™

2=, Curll fuished the letter with a flourish.

“Thanka!" said Punter, taking it. *“It's only a joke, you
undorstana "

“1 quite understand,” said Mre. Curll drily. “ Quite.”

“Good-afternoon !” said Bunter, rising. ;

““Ome moment, voung sir. Youn belong to the school in this
neighbourhood, 1 take it?" svid Me Curll,

Bunter nodded.

“You young gentlemen probubly indulge in
theatricals and such things?” continued Mr, Curll.

“Yes: lots.” .

“Quite so. If vou should desire to reccive instruction in
the theatrical art from a past-master, I trust yvou will remem-
ber me. My terms would be very reasonable. Instruction in
dramatic art——"

“I'Il remember,” said Bunter carclessly.

“Or parts taken in private plays,” said Mre. Curll. “In an
amatceur rendering of * Hainlet,” for instance, I should be very
F]O.’ISP{I to play the role of the Prince of Denmark. One pro-
essional actor in an—ahem—amatenr company might make
all the difference between failure and a dazzling success. 1i
vou -and vour friends are in need of such services, Master

unter, you will not forzet me.”

“* Right-ho!"” said Bunter. * Good-afternocon!”

And the Owl of Greyfriars volled out, and Mr. Curll pro-
ceeded to unpack his fried fish and partake of his frugal com-
bined lunch and dinner,

amatcur

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Prool Positive !

ISIIER T. FISH looked curiously at Bunter when the
F fat junior cume into the Common-room that evening.
Bunter caught his glance, and closed one eye.
Fishy grinned. Evidently his counsel had been
followed, and the Owl of the Remove was provided
with a letter from his Lrother in Flanders.
“1 say, vou fellows,” said Bunter, addressing everybody in
general.
Nobody took the trouble to reply.
“1 say, you know,"” "‘persisted I[)iuntm'.

; “I say, Wharton.”
“Don't!"” said Harry.

“Eh! Don't what?”
" “Don’t say! Don't say anything! You talk too much, you
now."

i The talkfulness is  terrific, my esteemed fat Dunter,”
remarked Hurree Singh.  * The silent tongue goes longest to
the well, and saves a stitch in time, as the Euglish proverb
remarks.”

“ Look here, Wharton. about my brother—

There was a yvell at once,

“Bhut up, Bunter!™

“Are vou beginning that acain?” roared Bolsover major,
jumping up. ‘' Hand e that cushion, Kipps!”

“Hald on!"" gaspeidd Bunter, dodging round the table.
“Keep off, you beast! 1've wade up my mind to show you
mv brother’s lettee.”

“Wha-a-t!"”

Even Bolsover major stopped and stared.

“You're goingz to show us the letter ! roaved Peter Todd,

“ How can you, when you've becn spoofing all the time?”
demanded the Bounder,

“The letter wasn't fiom vour brether, vou fat Ananias!”
said Rake. “It was from a chap who got Smithy's smokes.”

“1 decline to argue about 1t,"” said Bunter, with a great
deal of dignity. ““All I can do iz to show you the letter, and
then 1 expect you to apologize all round.”

“1 guess that's faie and squarve,” said Iisher T, Tish, “1I
it's genmune, I'll say I'm sorey, Bunter,”

Which was really very diplomatic of Fisher T. Fish,

Bunter's announceinent was sufficient to draw all the atten-
tion of the junior Cownwon-room upon him,  Peter Todd
looked very susmicious,

“You're roing to show us the letter after keeping it back
three days?” he exclatmed.  * And why this sudden change?®”

“ 1 dechined to prove my words from a—a sense of dignity,”
said Bunter loftily. *I-—I zhould have rcefused ta take any
notice of vour mweasly deabts, only—only, vou zee, I'm think-
ing of my poor b:other

Y Alas, my poor brother!”
there was a chuckle.

“1e's laid up in hmpit-tl. and wants some money and
thines,"" said Bunter patheticaily. *Owing to being short of
tin, [ can’t send hun what he wants. And he's been fighting
the Iluns, and all that. Keeping the beastly Huns off while
van fellows slack about plaving footer, you know."

b, dry up!” said Wharton, *If vou've gob a wounded
breother in hospital and he wants anvthing, we'll vaise a Form
fund for him i a jiffy. But sou bhaven't.”

“For my brother’s suke, I'in going to prove it to vou,” sail
Bunter loftily., " For thar reason oniy, mind. Otherwise [
should treat vour doubis with the contempt they deserve.”
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“Oh, iy Lat!” ) .

“Well, trot out the letter,” =aid Rake. “If it's genuine,
vou can rcly on us to play up. I'll believe it when I see it]”

“The whenfulness ia terrific.”

Billy Bunter fumbled in his pocket,

All eyes were upon hin. .

Bunter's big brother had been chortled over as a standing
joke, and it was simply incredible that the yarn waa true afted
all, But if Bunter produced proof, that settled the matter.
There wasn't a fellow in the Lower Fourth who wasn't ready
to shell out for a wounded hero if he wanted help—even
Skinner and Snoop would have stoed something in such a
CcANSRe,

Billy Buunter produced the envelope the juniors had seen
before, with *On Active Service ' printed on it, and stamped
with * Field Post-Office.” He handed it to Harry Whartou.

“There you are!" he said loftily,

“We've seen this before, fathead !

“The letter's in 1t,”

& Uh !ﬂ‘

Harry Wharton drew a folded sheet out of the envelope.
Then he hesitated.

“Do you want us to see this, Bunter?” he asked. "1
don’t want to look at your dashed letters, for one.” .

“You've doubted my word,” said Bunter, with crushing
dignity. “The only way to set me right with the Form 1s
for vou to read that letter ont before all the fellows. It's
your duty.” o

“Oh!'” said Harry, quite nonplussed. “If you put it Lke
that 2

“1 do!" said Bunter firmly.

“(Go it, Harry!" said Bob Cherry.

Wharton unfolded the letter,

“Read it out,” said Bunter, as Harry glanced at the
pencilled serawl with astonishment in . his fm:rE&.

“Lend him your cars,” grinned Dob.

“ Listen, you fellows,” said Wharton.

And he read out the letter. And all the juniors in the
Common-room listened with all their ears. KFor the letter,
astounding as it scemed, bore out all Bunter's amazing state-
ments, It ran:

“Dear Billy,—Just a line to tell you that I was wounded
in the last push, and am row in hospital at the base. L am
cxpeeting to get the V.(C., and have been offergd a commis-
gion, I've lost a lot of things up the line, and ehould be
glad if you could let e have some cash; a few pounds would
do. Also, if you can, send me a new safety-razor, and some
parcels of tuek, and some smokes, and so on. Send ten
pounds, if you can. I will return it later, when I get my
commission, Kindest regards te all at home, and remember
me to Samnmy.

“Your afficctionat: brother,
“Cecii Rueerr HerserTt BUNTER.”

A pin might have been heard to drop in the Common-room
as Wharton finished.
~ The silence of amazement had fallen upon the Greylriars
juniors,

They starcd at Bunter, and stared at one ancther,

A bombshell faliing into the Common-room eould not have
surprised them more than that letter from Cecil Rupert
Herbert BDunter,

Bob Cherry rubbed his nose.

“Then—then—then he has got a brother at the Front!"™
he stammered at last, breaking the aroazed silence,

“(Oh, what a surprisc!” ejaculatca Tomi Brown,

“The surpriselulness w—-"

“Terrific!” grinned Bob. *Teprific isu't the word, though,
It's positively stunning !”

Billy Bunter surveyed the Removites through his big
spectacies with a lofty expression.  He had succeeded in
making an impression upon these doubting Thomases at last.
There was no doubt about that., Bunter's big brother was
accepted asz a fact at last,

“Begad!” enid Lord Mauleverer, "I apologise, Bunter,
dear boy ! I take back a lot of the things I've thought about
vou, begad!™

“1 expeet apologies all round,” said Bunter loftily.

“1 suppose Bunter didn’t write that himself!" suggested
YV ernon-Sonth.,

“Oh, really, Smithy——

Harry Wharton shook kis head.

“[ thought of that,” he confessed,
Lool: at it. Bunter couldo’t have written it.”

“Oh, go easy!” exclaimed Fisher T. Fish warmly, 1
guess that's the real goods. I'm: sorry 1 doubted you, Bunter,
1 ask vour pardon, by gum!”

“Ceranged,” saood Bunter,
“Well, ['in osoriy, as it turns out,”” said Wharton frankly.

“It's up to yeu.”

"

“But 1t's a man's fist.

A Grand Long Complete Story o Harry
Wharlon & Co,. By FRANK RICHARDS3.
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Tne seedy gentleman teo: off his oli silk hat, and executed a Low.
(See Chapler 6.)

young sr!’ he said.

'E_:;I .t--.'-.:"l.E
tedling the trath

I "'nl'!'l il

“Bul it was your owne fa Blly, Yaouo
Prussiati : amd how cotad we teill vou wers

for once? 1 don’t see why yon copldn’t luive shown s
better beefore,  Notamg im as chap conldn’t see,  But 1'm
ERVEY, amd pow 1t's |-:UH'1;|, Yo ooan 1'4*]_1, L LR, 1.:!.'[|1.!P5nr'll,

Jwere s roing 16 be a Foru fund radsed for Buater’'s brother,
"”l'.-.r_ ||l.'i5-'_'“
“Broad, we're e tais,

Fourth., *I'd have shelled oat rast enougin 2

' start the fet with a hatfgquid.”
gl TH T ]I-I:!} take joutul tlw nat,’
“Laomd Wdea ! et a Lat,

roing 0 be g

piinned Dob Cherry,

Billy Bunter's faee expanded o a beoad prin ol satisfaction,
Fi<hier 1. Fish stailed with equal expansivenese,  Bunter was
vovked for the Lion's shaie of the junmor subseription; but
fen per eent. of the taking: came to the keen Yankee, The
agvecnent, in black and wiige, sccared that,  Johnny Ball
pushied 1nto the hall for a hat, aud eame back nith a gleawing
tepper Lord "Mauleverer nad tefr there,

“Walh np. rerts!” sang out Johnny Batl,

Peter Todd bad heen looking very thougi i,
speaking.  But be rose up niew and his voice vas

Hlt':';'l.i. b

too Y enclaiined Temple of the
|

: = s
d believed at.

spd v e,
sotcbody,  Berter et a stk hiat,

a9 there s ree wlnr swarm of subseriptione,”

and ot

Bearad -

THE RIRTH CHAPTIER.
Bowled Out !

b QL. oni™

l.‘l"-'!' Terdddd -ul."].-: VOUY Gt il Lyt VR Y

aecidedly,  The ]'-'-!HU:'H Wik A Cie prepaiiigr to
shetl ot paosed and faoked ar S0 aaaivingly,

“Tits all righe, Wodkde,” sobd Frank Nuapent re-

pesarivelv.  C“We don’t nant & fawn)e he jehe Jts a
dloar ease’

Tk Manstr Tapnsany .- ™o, oA

“You do waut a

] ; J lawyer on the ;b ™" saud
l : 1 1l Peter  cahmly. *That
; L letter is spoot 7
U “Qh!”
‘ Y “Draw it mild,
: Toddy ™

“Pash 1t &l  Towldd
begun Harry

= ————
e
s
-

;AR ! [; W harton, _
| “Oh, cheese it suid
| Baolzover major. ' Now
it’s heen  proved,  at’s

-

"'\.\ 2 tnne for vou to riug o,
Todd. You don't kuow
everviling 1™’

“ Acdmitted,”
Peter cheerfully,

\Flil]

* And

vou dom’t know  any-
5 thing, old chap!”
ik “look bhere, yvou
il 5% e
' “J.ouk here, 'i'=1rE[=}',

you shut wp!” huwled
Bihiy Bunter, in greas
alarm  and  dismay,

#: i: 1,1,-“1 Pk ‘fijl-! rrj :Ttil}' l

Ty

wottder ARt A’ t

llﬁll:irl'ﬂ'll UE "f. B ey .“"_'.'!F.

" while my pour brother is
]:,:']‘H__'-':I.

“Yaur poor hrother
waorld be lving, o yon
had one,” sad  Poter,

' “No doubt about that.
I dare say he'd o as
/ l-lll.""il t:l['.lu al ™ 1"|1.|:| 4.:!.}:.}
| “He's lying n hos-
! I pital,"

“Whieh :
dsked Peter., un
“It cdoecsn’t =i to be
menturus] at all i the
letter,™

“By Jove, it
saved Harev,

Fisher T. Fish pgave
Bunter o look., 'Thne Owl
of the Hemove, with s

usnal obtuse carelesenoes,

T

“You behold him, ilu“:c}l.;, overlookad that
divtanl,
“How are raa poing

| fo  seid b
without keowine his adidiess ¥ asked Potei sweotly,
M Thv—-they ain't allowed to tell you where they are, ut
tae Front,” sinmmered Bunter. “It's one of the yiles of
e gaime,  The things will get Lo him all nieht, addressed ta9
i with bis nawe and regiment and suniber,”

"That’s vighat voongh 1 think,” said Wharton.
witnt vou're goiting at, Todds.”
'y getting ot this.” <aid Peter coully,
:«_luu.t'. aned I can brove il L :

“Rats!™ =aid Bolsover maior,

Bolsover having been convineed himself, hie regardid it gae
e check on 1he JEITT oi WLk EJ{J:]}' else to CXPress ARy el |
1ot the schoolbags-lawver did not heed Bulsover 1 jor,

“Giave me the leiter, Wharton IV

The captain of the Remove handed over the letter, Billy
Bunter exed Tadd alinust wollishly, 8o fur as he couhi? spe
there was nothing in the liter to ‘I_t'i'ﬁ.'l': him away., B i i]-.:]{li
a deep dreead of Peted’s acute brain and ool knowlelge,
“laney a chap i omy own study stoking up szainst me
ke thiz ! said Bonter bitterly %
“"Rotten !” sand Boliover major. “Toddy’s a
beast, 1 vore we don't ks any notice of Tm].!,”

“We want the tinip,” said Bob Cherry. " Go it. Toddv!
What's wrong with the lettor? It's not in Bunter's own
li<t, anvwavy.”

oter e iII e

L

winy tigange

“1 don’t
=Ev

lllii'i

aa FpaE s
IJ:.‘:E s C Y om

b i
15
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etter envefully through, and sneled.
I'bis letior wives nself away, if yvou could only soe it
he r--'u:fnr'ln.i. “You'll 2eo when I point it ont,™

" Well, point it out, aud pot so muech gus!” said Bolsover
i Oy,

“Bunter refased to <how us this letter bofore.” il Potee
Tiuled ciilmly. * He gave as a reason that M comained private
:’;nnf}g matters, which be natarally didn’v want anuhy dy to

o I L

= |
3

Fhene Toe ver” suid Mioky Desmond.  “ Aud T o0

; 1'_"-%
hivi s stamp edpine to stk over the femilyv Dige buedra) 1M



Jf.h‘.i::.lc-r'.-j fat ]juw -ilr_um}n-]. [t was Jdaviuing upon Lhim now
what the schoclboy lawyer was driving at. ik "
“Oh, my hat!” said Bob Cheiry, w ith a very changed ME\&EBHA?“ cne “zag“el FEﬂﬂr‘E"L
't"!-'pl'i}mg:iul'l_ LIERARY.

Y ol [ellows ave all heard the letter veuwdd, ' Fesinend
Peter. 1 ask you, where are those private funiiy Jetiils
that Bunter was so particular about?”

TH

“I—T say, you fellows——
“Have you anything to say before sentence is Péis-end oM

“ Keho auswera where!” grinped Rake : :
b e o Ty ] : ot necording to Remove law ™ demanded Peter Todd.
Phere's nothing private mn the letter at all- notling about Jaut Ronorcai W Remove law? ™ demanded Peter Todd
- RY BRIV EH T h-b-brotics r

family matters,” sad  Perer. o Lioys should *have good
miemories; but Bunter isn't litted ot fosr 0 vcareer 28
'l'!liilllli'iﬂll Prussian—the ;_tuf.*:j ICUHIONY Wik le'ft ot of s
il sition, - Hoe to s, abn ' ot <. the 0o s _ : | ]
-I:-::'].'JLTU-; i:;_-: !fi:ﬂ:::]rl'iﬁ “Er:t l.t:.-11'l il11?l'|;_;!:-?ﬂ T.:{'”.Lt:-".t.:-{::ifl I:-HL;‘:TE::{: W harton, ]"'L']HI‘-'”-]LJ:}'T“ “Did you tip some low-dewn bounder
1';Lh1it}' miattoers=, ?‘Jﬂw h!- E-Il-.’]-.".':_-' lis e [Htl'!‘. and T|1!-‘. i ir-!‘:'l, tl'l.:ll'll;:u: .ﬂ rElt "'I':'.l‘ll': _ . 5

ahint of privace family matters moite And the inference, mv Oh, really, Wharton——-
Cldvers. s that Bunter was lying then and i: lying now, and

“Wha wrote that letter for you?" asked Bab.
“ Ay brother Rupert—1 mean, Ceal—"
“ W as that what vou wanted two bob to-day for?” velaimed

* o Uoller him ! roared Bolwover major, in great indignation.
thit Le got somebody to wiite this letter for L, to spool =T say, 1t's all right, vou know. I—1 made a nsuike in
o | —in mentioning those family watters,” groaned Bunter. i

s with ! | :
I‘:-.H:'II'..;'“;-. riir-‘_'_ Wis ik .'::.”{t.';-. L 1 '-|'||'|::.}1_F Jltllhttlﬂ:lir‘ !.!i."!” 5l HE: i [":H“Ti' |:|| ‘l}l"'l' 1-\'!1:‘ :Ii__’l_l,
: 1TV,

1'*"it'lli L' ]I[*-' l..IJ.J..'-:t.1":-‘|]1ll{}1:--|:I'-u--_, IEII‘ (Owl of {_;I]'I"I‘l.'i-'l 1S Wil s k .
“Ii: crunbs !

peally very badly fitted by Nature to play the part of a rogue,
1 = - - . Iy i = ! .
Lle bad quite overlooked the focr that the letter would be What I—I really meant was that mum-mum-my brother

rerpuited Lo hear out his previous stutenients coticerning 1 . | would have written about [amily matters if—if he'd ld
he bid borne that :ilﬂ]ji_:rt'.l.lli fact 1t nnndd, 1t waitld have been time, "’ stuttered Bunter. *That was what I 1‘1’!;1."_],' i
cilsy 'l_!'!l.'.l'l-_L']l for Alr. 1_:41'1] fiy Wrte ,,;txt-,f:lg e wished @ but say, vou know. "

ha had uot thought of it at the time. Mo thougut of it now, The juniors gazed Dblunkly ot Buunter.  Dunter had the

Lot it was o hittle too late, Prossian gift of lying on the grand scale, but lic lickel tho
“Well,” suid Bob Cherry, with a deep biearh, “of all the other Prussian gift of making Wis lies sonmd probable. e

rascaily spoofers! That comes to pretty near lorgery, [ should nover could tell when it was time to stop lying.

e “Well, if he doesn’t take the cake!” said DBob Cherry.
Tt ten't fovgery,” sa1l the = _-H-]--Hu._r -[..“\:_. e “Yau ean't »It's not much wood talkine to Hirt. Hs oty the Eilaos ;it

forge the hend of a nan who dee:=n't exist. Boet in a court his own game. Collar the fat 1oad!”

nf law i wothd be catleal attempting to GUTL I T ey nudey '“\'.u'uuh! [ tell voll- -

false pretenees, and Bunter would Le Lable to anything np to “Buomp him !

Phiree Yueiis Li'IH.-j-J-'-':_LIl'.J.']H_':l'[,“ “Vow-ow! Ielp! I <ay, vou fellows—yow-ow '—my Lvcklics
LN B T s, :-.].il_rt] irunter, ._--}.-H-U”:t: { g Y — “‘Ill‘r Firo! -."Lliﬂ‘{]{'-f! T.‘lrit'l‘lf'i.ﬂi‘rf‘j
Pisher 1% Fish sidled gqnictly oct of the room. There was The indignant Removites did net spare the unfortunate

a thunder-torm abead for Bunter, and there waes no telling spoufer.  Billy Buonter was bumped five thines in suecession on

what migit come out. ‘The Yaukee junior wisely decided not the floor, letting ont a terrific vell with each bump. Then

to beoonoin Lhe next scene, he was rolled over on the floor to the doorway, and tweniy
The Removites

gathered roand the un-
happy speofer with grun
taok s, Mhew bad been
W Ty I.'-:"':i-l']}' tuken .
The Forin  Fuood Tiadd
heen wery nearly started.
But [or the mtel vention
i the sohopiboy lawyer,
4 vousidecable sum woiled
have  been rat=e¢l  for
Ruopert Ol Horb I]t
Bunter, Al thoey  roilli
e ss how Willeem

BT o b Boater ".'H_-'I]ll

have disposesd of
Wl—]-T  =ny, yom
fr”l-_-'ﬁ i —" Prit ".!'l-.l!l'»l

onter f!.'l'Ell} ¥

v You [at votter ! =and
W harton ~scornfuily,
“Y oun =1:11] [§4] jrava
takoen . Lok itin uf
rashiy '8 boos ! This 13
.il.:;f.t ke one of Ins
;‘.'.,:'[][1,::_"'-, W hat Liave
you got to =ay for your-
self 1’

"I-—l =1%, thiat ]l“* r's
fraim my  brother, you

§ T
R L

“\fv hat: He's =11l
skt to !t oex-
L-';';i:|.|-|| Bul '-'!H‘r'!'_'l.', 111
cafntirshnnent, “ Don't
con hnow sou're found
At vou — you — you
I";i.l.%‘.-f'r-:“

“The Kaiseifulness 1s
ieprpiie.”” pricned Horree
H.r:gh, “I'he esteemed
8 'r'._iﬂ r 15 il [i‘hlhﬂtl
pursoil s Gatputed with
toe esteenied aned  loudi
vvous Bunter 17

U Ratten nbbher!™
yrowled Bol=over major.
“Joily neariy swindled
e out of hve bob)
He's pot to Lave &
lesxon 17 Mr. Curll insisted on shaking hands all round with the juniors. (See Chapler 13.)

e Meevury Liseany.—Na, 469, 11




" THE BEST 30 LIBRARY £~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30. LIBRARY, o ow

boovs helped him into the passage. There the unbappy Owl
picked higsell up and fed, in a very dusty and dishevelled
state.  And when he had recovered a little he rollied away to
Fisher T Fish's study, to tell the Yankee junior what he
thought of him.

Once more Billy Buntcr's geeat scheme had gone awry, and
the dazzling vision of a Form Fund, to be expended in tuck,
was gone from his gaze like a beautiful dream.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Noi Eeaten Yet !

OR two or three days nething more was Leard in the
Remove.of Billy Bunter's ng brother. Even yet the

Owl of Greyfriars had not admitted thai the said

big brother was non-existent. Bunter had aszerted

the existence of Ceell Rupert Hoerbert so ofton that

he had perhaps begun to believe in Cecil Bupert Herberet
him=elf. But he did not venture to speak about him. The
exposure of the fraud of the pretended letter had been ecom-
plete, and the Removites were fed up. The mere mention
of Cecil Rupert Herbert was enough to bring a cushion
hurtling across the Commonsroom, or a boot whizzing in the
dormitory, and Bunter realised that it was not good enough.

FProbably Bunter's big brother would never more have been
heard of; but there was a much euter brain than Bunter's
thinking the matter out. And after a few days had clapsed
that cute brain had solved the problesns, to it: own satisfaction
at least. And Bunter received a visit from Fisher T. Fish 1n
his study, Fishy cerefully sclecting a moment when Peter
Todd and Tom Dutton were not there,

Bunter gave him a ferocious blink. So far, he had not
profited by the cute Yankee's assistance, unless a bumping
in the Common-réom could be countled as profit,

“1 guess: I've thought 1t out for you,” announ:ed Tisher
T. Fish.

“Q0Oh, get out!” said Bunter.

Fish carefully closed the door.

“Look hyer, you jay!” he saud. “* You slipped up on Lhat
letter bizney; it was vour own fanlt. 1 could have worked
the rifle slicker than that. You've only made matters worse
with your bungling. But that idea of a Form Fund is the
real goods, and it's too good to be lost. Look hyer, there's
one way you can clinch ‘em. Your brother’'s got to come to
Greviriars. ™

Bunter's spectaclos almost fell off in his a-tonishment.

“(l-c-ecome to Greviriars!” he stuttered,

“Yep.”

“But he can’t; he—he—=be's in Flanders !

“h, don't give me that!” growled Fish. * Keep that for
chose jays. TI've had my eye-stecth oot long ago. Your
brother won't have to come from Flanders, as voun haven't
got a brother there. He'll come from Courtfield.”

“Courtlield?”" yelled Bunter.

“Bure!”

::B'-_tt I haven't got a brother at Conrtficld, vou silly ass!™

- Yep ou have—Cull!” -

“lfr'k 4 t-ki-k-Curll ! stammered the astounded Buntoee,
ep.

Bill

Bunter blinked at the Yankee junicr in some alarm.
It really scemed to him that Fisher T. Fish was taking leave
of his sen:es—such as they were.

“Don’t you bite?” asked Fish impatiently. *That galoot
Curll i1s an old actor. He could do the bizney on his head,
and nobody at Greyfriars has ever scen him.” You told me
what he said to you the other day, about coming here to help
the amateur theatricals, if he could get the job. Well, he
could dig up an old khaki suit from somewhere, and put on a
moustache, and there you are. What's the matter with his
dropping in at Greyfriars as your brother iupert, on leave
from the Front?"

“Oh, erumbs!" gasped Punter,

“It's a real cinch,” said Fisher T. Fish, with groeat sakis-
faction. “If your brother actually comes to see you, they
can’t doubt his exi:stence any longer. He just drops in for
half an honr——"

“But TI've told them he's wounded.
wounded "

“He's been transferred to a home hospital, and recovered
enough to make visits,” said Fish. * He could coine with his
arm in a sling.”

_ " But—but people ain’t allowed to wear khaki unless they're
in the Army or got a military job of some sort. You get put
in prison for it. Curll wouldn't tuke the risk.”

“Hum! Well, being a wounded soldier, he necdn’t be in
khaki,” said Fish. *“He could be allowed out of the hospital
in plain clothes. They are sometimes.”

Billy Bunter looked very thoughtful, and a fat grin over-
spread his face. Now that he understood the stunt, it quite
appealed to him.  Even Peter Todd couldn't doubt the
existence of his big brother, when that gentleman stood
before him in flesh and blood. Mr. Curll was a stranger to
everybody at Greyfriars: and he could put on a mulitary
moustache and bandage his armi. There was no doubt that
he would play the part—for a consideration. Some yarn
could be tokd him to hush his scruples, if he had any.

“It's a cinch—what?” asked Fish.

“I—I suppose it could be worked. Curll would want a
quid at least.”

Fisher T. Fish nodded.

“I guess that can be fixed. We'll have a new agreement,
and I go halves in the plunder, instead of ten per cent. That
will see me clear. I'll sec Curll this time, and flix it with
him; you'd only make another bungle. You can come with
me, as he's going to be your brother. I'll stand the quid,
and take it out of the fund before we divey up.”

“ Look here, yvon greedy rotter i

“Halves, and all exes paid before the divey!”

I mean, he is

said Fizhee

- For Sellirg or

; Using 12Large 1d.
Pa-kets of Se:ds.
Tu foriher advorbise o

Famous Kew Heeds wo give
every readse of this paper a wavni: cent
present absolutely FREE alialy o selling
ur using 13 pukits at Ld, ench.  Our
II*--_L mdate Priee List containg bevnrazieonila «of
1!-:!-'rrr‘|t Einda of free gifia, ine wihing 225
ljlri:llea enl Gent's Cyces. Cold and =

ilver Watches Fur Sety, Clozks, Chains,
E:n:is, Tea Seta, Phomo:ranks, Gra ao
pLones, Air Guns Fcotballs, Toys eto,

- 'ﬂ.'_'l"" h".—.l"-;-_-i.—;\-—h—
= -

Al wor need do s to send
& gaor Neme and Adidress (a2 po teary
W lE o), and we wlll tend won a celeetiog
of Flower wind Vegelable Seeds fo sell or
e qt Ld, prr lurge packel, Wihon sold zend
Lhe e ney ulodadned an? we will 4! enee ovw el iy
] - vaeeenl Accuriling ‘o the grand hst whi b wosendd you,
- . E R ipt 1'.'1;.!".1.. Hetuild i proston: d now -

K W SEED CO, Ltd. (pept. 9), KEW CAEDENS, LOKDCH.

e I8 =T [ Er— e =

THE “"TITAN” AIR PISTOL.

A Magrnificent Litile Weapon. BRITISH MADZ FAOM START TO FINISH.

Guaranteed to e the
+trongest shooting and
moust accurate Air listol on the
marset. Will shoot any kindol No. 1 ST e
I'ilets, Daris, or Round Shot., Just the thing for
indoor or entdoor practice. 1,000 charges may he
fired with “Titanic” fores at o cost of 1/- only.
'_fi‘fli!lﬂ the #ve and cultivatea the jndement. P:l-:'.l-;;'l;l ol
instroug box, with supply of Slug<and I'arts, price 12/6 each ;
postage Cd. extra. May be obtain d from any Gunsmith or
tron nonger, ‘or di:2ct from the maker—FRANK CLARKE,
Livn Manufaeturer, G, Whittall Street, BIRMINUGHAM,

IF YOU “fANT Good Cheap Pholographic Material

or Cameras, send posteacd for Samplea
end Coatalogus SRES,.—-Works: JULY RO 1D, LI‘I.‘.-"EHP--.JIE}?.H

ARE YOU SHORT?

If so, lat ma kelp you to Increase your Loeight.
Mr. Briggs reporta an ipcrense of 5 inches; Mr.
Hay 5 inches; Miss Davies 3} inches; Mr. Lin-
don 3 inches; Mr. Heck 3 inches; Mirs Legdall
{ inches, My aystem reqguirez only ten minules
morriug and evoning, and greatly improves the
health, phy=sique, and cerrizge. No applhiances
or drugs. Send thres panny stampa lor further
gﬂrl-i:'-ulnr;i and my £100 Guarantes.— ARTHUR

IRVAN, Specialist in the Increase of Ifetght,
Dept. A M 1", 17, Stroud Green Rd., Londou, N.

BROOKS’ NEW GURE

FOR

Brosks' Appliance. New Discovery.

Wonderful. No obnoxious springs or
pads. Automatic Air Cushions.

Binds and draws the broken parts together as ko™
you would a broken limb,

No Salves. No Lies. Duruble, Gheap.

SENT ON TRIAL.

Cataloguc Free.

BROOKS’ APPLIANCE COMPANY,
187C, Banl Buildings, Kingsway, London, W.C,
IMusions, ete., with Illustrations and

Eu MAGIG TRIGK 9 Ipsiructions Also 40 Tricka with Cards.

The lot post free 1/-.—T, W. HARRISON 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N,

Te= =
vEHTRlLGQ“ISH' expliiined at laat. Ad. (PP.0O.). Hundroda aston

i=hed. Valualile Bock of Conjuring included fron —IDEAL PUBLISHINU
C0.. CLEVERON. (50 Comic Soi:gs. Riddles, Witly Toaats, ete., 84.).

3 Large Look conlairs le:zsons iun Baging [photo illtuatrationd:

i d %'lv't':'r'l: Methods of Pra’s, efe,, 1 Siaular book, Ju Jitay and
i I -

23

T S S T AT S e e -
Th> Seeret of thiz wonderfal and laughable Ari

sl restilue, The inv. 1 6 PO, pisi pd -BELL & ('O
, HARTIXGTON TERRACE, BRtabPoRD, YORKS



T. Fish firmly. = And vou'll put it in black ard white.
Otherwise, the game’s off.” .

Bunter gave him a glare, but he had no choice n the
matter. He could not carry out the scheme without Fishy's
financial assistance, and the Yankee's termns bud to be
agrecd to,

“Is it 2 go?” demanded Fish. _ "

“T supposc so,” growled Bunter. * You blessed Shylock !

“Well, vou got half the loor for nothing,” said Fish
irdiguantly.  © 1t’s my stunt, too, and I've got to hx up the
whole caboodle.” _

“1 say, Curll’s too jolly old,” said Bunter dubiously. H" He
must be over military age, or he'd be in the Army now.

“That don’t matter a cent. He looks old because he’s
been through awful hardships and been wounded, you seé,
explained Fish, with a chuckle. Ll '}*IIE}? won't expect a
wounded hero to look young and fresh.”

“*Well, that's so0.” . )

“Besides, there are lots of jolinnies over military age in
the Army, They take a man of any ﬂﬁﬂ if he’s fit. Ile’s one
of those patriotic chaps over age who don’t belicve n leaving
it all to the young men, vou know,” E:rilm-r-d Fish.

“1 don’t see why it shouldu’t work,” said Bunter. “ But—
but supnose Curll thinks it’s a swindle—"

“I’ve thought that out, You tell him—or, rather, T guess
I tell him—that this is, a practical joke on the chaps, and
we're going to see whether he can ]Jf&l}' the part, ta put him
to the test as an actor, with a view to giving him a job after-
wards in our private theatricals.” |

Bunter gazed at Fisher T, Fish in great adiirauon,

Certainly, if the matter was put to Horatio Curil in that
light, there was no doubt that Horatio Curll would jump
at it,

“Well, you're jolly deep,” said Bunter.  * Of course, Curll
mustn’t know anything aE{:ut the Form Fund.”

‘““*No fear! I
refuse to touch the bizney at all: depends on the kind of
galoot he 1s. We keep that Fﬂrt dark.”

Bunter jumped up out of the armchair.

“Jlat’s go!” he said. 1 )

“Y puezs I’'m ready. And on Wednesday, when he’s going
to come along, you get a telephone call from your brother

i1

“Do 17" ejaculated Bunter.

“Yoe. He rings up Grevfriars to tell you he’s got leave
from the hospital, and is going to look you up.”

“ But—but—" s

T shall give you the call from Courtfield post-cfiice, fat-
head !™

“Oh, T sen!”

“There's two receivers on the ‘phone in Quelchiv's stly.
You can get Wharton or Bob Cherry to take the other, and
hear vour brother speak,” grinved Fish,

“0Oh. my Lat! But they'll know vour voice: vou ialk
through tour nose. yon know, and vou den’t speak English.”

Fislier T. Fish glaved at Bunter as if he could eat lum.

“You sitlly jay !” he roared. _

“Well, you do,” said Bunter obstinately.  ** Anmabody at
(Greyfriars would know your noscy voice, and youd begin
pucesing and calculating too——"

*Curll can do the telephone trick,” =aid Fish, after a pause,
perhaps realising that there was something m  Bunter’s
objecticon,  “Come on: let’s go and sce lum.

e broke off suddenly as the study door opened, and Peter
Todd came in,

“Well, can vou lend me that grammar, Bunter?” sand Fish
casually,

This was intended as a very cunning stroke, (o give Todd
ihe impression that Fish had sunply dropped into the study to
borrow a grammar.  Unfortunately Hilly Bunter was pot
quite keen enough to play up.  He blinked st Fish in
Eui'lﬂ'lm.

“Eh! What gravimar?!” he asked.

“That Tatin gramumar,” grunted Fi<h,

“ 1o you want a Latin grammar?”

“MHaven't T said so, fathead?”

“You didn't say so before,” suid Bunter.  And whii the
dickens do rvon want with a Latin granunar if we're going
io Courtfield 7

Fish suppressed his feelings with a very great effort. His
wonderful cunning was quite thrown away, with Bunter &8s a
partuor i rascality. _

“Hallo! Going to Conrtlield?” said Peter Tedd.
rou fakon ta w.zlLing i Your oibd age. Bunter?”

O, come on, Bunter 1 growled Fizh and be clutched the
fat jumor by the arn, and led him our of the study.

“Here's a Latin grammar, if vou want one, Fishy!” called

vt Peter Todd.
- Fish did not ceply. but Jeel Bunter away to the staive, He
wis afraid of what the it junior eogit blmvt out nexs,
Todds, who had picked up his Latin gramumar, lz2id it down
again, soinew hat puzzed,
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Startling News !

o HARTON!”
Mr. Queleh ealled out from his study door-
way, as the Famous Iive were going dowyn the

passage on Wednesday afiernoon. Wharton
stopped at once,

“Yes, sir,”

“Will you find Bunter. please, and send him here? Tel}
him his brother has spoken to me on the telephone, and
wisies to speak to him.” Mr. Quelch started. * Rless iy
soul ! What is the matter with you, Wharton ¥

Wiarton had almost fallen down.

:‘ %’li“}hiﬁ‘"hi.ﬁ brother, sir!” he stutiered.

i 'E'-E..!

“ Do—do—do you mean Bunter minor, sir?”

“Uertainly not. What an extraordinary question,
Wharton !” said Mr. Quelch sharply. “His elder brother,
who informs me that he has leave from the hospital to pay
him a =hort visit liere. Kindly call Bunter without delay.”

“Yos, sir!” gasped Harry. :
~ The Famous Five went out into the quadrangle like fellows
in a dream.  They were utterly astounded. It had been
settlgd beyond the shadow of a doubt that Bunter's elder
brother existed only in Bunter’s fervid imagination. And
here he was t-ﬂlethuiu to Mr., Quelch !

“It's a trrck!” growled Johmny Bull.  * Another dodge

of the fat rotter to make us believe in his blessed
brother !” *
“He could get 2 man to telephone—same as to write the

leiter,” safd Nugent sagely.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Well, we'd better find Bunter,” he said.

Bunter was found in the quadrangle, talking to Peter
Todd. He was secking to raise a small loan from Peter, to
be repaid out of a postal-order he was expecting hourly.

“You're wanted, Bunter,” said Wharton.  “ You've heen
asked for on Quelchy’s telephone.”

“(h, don’t be funny!” said Bunter peevishly.

“Fact, mny fat tuhp,” said Bob Cherry.
brother.™

“Eh??

“What?”" yelled Peter Todd.

“Bo Quelchy says,” said Harry., “Ceecil Rupert Herbert
has leave from the hozpiial, and he wants to speak to Bunter
on the 'phone.”

" UGanmon!”

“(h, really, Toddy——"

“What sort of spoof are vou
bounder 7”7 demanded Peter severely.

Biily Bunter bhinked at hiin with great dignity.

“I've been expecting to hear from my brother,” he suid
calmily, *“He's been transferred to a home heospital, yon
know. Look here, vou come with me and hear what he
says, Toddy. You may believe a pal's word, then.”

“h, I'll come!” said Peter grimly,

He aceompanied Bunter to Mr. Quelch's study. The Form-
master gave Bunter a very kind nod. It was the liest he hadl
heard of Bunter's big brother at the Front, and the pews
disposed him kindly towards the Owl of the Remove,

“*You may use the telephone to speak to your brother,
Buuter,” he zaid.  *“1 zhall retwrn in five minutes.”

Mr. Quelch quitted the =tudy. DBunter took np ane
receiver, and Peter Todd the other, and Bunter spoke into
the transmitter:

“Hullo! Are vou there?”

“Yes, Iz that iy brother Billy ¥

It was the rich, rolhng vowe of My, Curll, und Bunter
grinned as he heard it.  Mr. Curll, under the impression that
he was helping 1 a hurmless practical joke, which was tn e«
his powers as an actor, aurld perhaps afford himm a job m heip-
ing 1n amateur theatrical=, had entered into the scheme with
great heartiness, cncouraged by lifteen shillings down, anl
the promise of a further hall-sovereign afterwards,

“Yes,  Are you Cecil Bunter?”’

“1 am."

“Jolly glud to hear vou're up againg Ceedl ™ <uid Banti =,
with & trivmphant blink over the reéceivor at Peter Todd.

Poeter, with the other veeciver at his ear. listened with a
puzsled expressiop.  He hardly knew what to think.

“How 1> yvour wound?” went on Bunter.

* Better—much better,” saxd Mre, Curll,  “T1 have to wear
tuy arm in a sling, that's all. 've gol a short leave from dhe
hospital, Billy, so I’ve rung Hnp Grevirviars to ask you whether
I can sec yoon f 1 call to-day?”

Peter almost dropped the receiver,

*Certainly ! said Bunfer at once,

“You won't be at lessons®”

“1It's only some more spoof)’

“It's your

playing now, you fa#
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Mr. Curll was enjoying himseli,

“No; it's a half-holiday to-day—Wednesday, you know !

“Yes, yes; I ought to have remembered that, Billy, ‘I'hat’s
lucky. Then it will be all vight if 1 come along?""

“Right as ramn!"

“You can expect me in about an hour, then.”

“Right-ho!"

“T'll have tea in the study with you, Billy.  You've told
meo a ot about your feeds in the study in your letters to me
out at the Front.  1'm quite keen on at!"”

“We'll have a stunniug spread all ready '™ said Duater.
“Mpy friends will rally round on an occasion like this "

“How's Sammy "

“Quite clnppy,

“Kapeet me m about an hour. then.’

“Right!"”

Bunter put the receiver on the hooks. He
Poetor Todd, who slowly laid down his recetver.

“Well, my hat " said Peter,

“Perbaps you believe in my brother now ™" sneered Buntoe.

“I'll believe in him when 1 see him, " said Peter deily.

“You'll see hum this afternoon.™ ‘

The two juniors quitted the study.  Petor laoked like one
i a diecan., IZven the keen-witted selwoiboy lawver was
puzzled. ' '

If Bunter's brother came to Grexvfriars, that disposed  of
the theory that Buunter had tipped a man to teleplion: to him

-at least, Peter thounghic 1t did, Peter  was quite non
Plussed,

“Well, what's e spoof this time?” asked Tiob (herry. as
they joined the 195 wois Five in the goad.

",‘_“P':-'-."-.I'“{I If I hlli.ﬁ-f 1% [1|"|||'"T' |-T'-. ;-.Ijl_::’]jl ar nnot '’ :«-.1.:1]' -["|ri_.i'|‘_
witie Bunter gave a scornful snort.  “ Romebody's telephoned
as Bunter's brothor——"' -

“Same chap that wrote that lettee for him, very higely,
remarked Nugent, : :

“But he's conung here,”

.r.lHi"f!."'-" villed the Famons Five, with one voice.
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He wul be jully glad to see you, Ceerl !

blinked at

W

(See Chapter 13.)

* 8o he says, at least,”
“Well, my hat!™
1
I say, you fellows, I
sUDpose you're going to
stand by me when my
brother comes?”  said
Buunter.  “I happen to
be short of money to-
any, owing to a diap-
pantment abut a pos-al-

arder. Cecil wants to
have tea in the s'udy.
] .

I've told Lim lots of

times how 1'd like to en
tertain him in the study
i my leiters out to him
in Flanders 1"

“1I kuow the rarme!™

growled Johnny Bull,
“We're to stand »
whacking feed wm Bun-
ter’'s study, and some-
thing prevents the
biessed  brother from
turning up at the last
minute ! Spoof [rom

beginuing to cnd ™
“Oh, really, Bull!”
“The spool-[uincss ia
terrvific!" remarked
Hurree Bingh, shzking
his dusky head. It 13
a dodge to get a feed
swindlefully |
* Look here, Inicy, you
black bounder E
“Blessed 1if 1
what to think!™ con-
fessed Peter Todd, *“ 1f
this chap on the 'phoue
is genuine, [ suppose
the letter was genuine,
If there's really a chap
from the IFront coming
here, 1t's up to. us to
ireat him decently !
“Oh, yes, rather!"”
“1 say, you [cllows,
he'li be hcere in an

hour !

“Rata!"

_ Johnny Bull,

“T'll tell you what,” said Harry Wharton, *“ We'll get a
decent tea ready, and if the chap comes we'll do him as hand-
somely as we can, 1f he doesn't come—for any reason what-
ever—we'll duck Bunter in the fountain, and he won't get a
glimpse at the feed!”

*Good egg!”

“Done!" said Bunter at once.

“Eh? You're willing to agree to that, Bunter®"' cjaculated
Johnny Itull.

“Of course Tam! My brother will be here in an hour ™

“Well, I'm blowed ! said Johnny.

JﬁhIJﬂ}‘ Bull, hke Thomas of IJllI.‘“r."I.‘- of a :]utll_:iiug turn of
mind, but even he was almost convinecd now.

“It's a go, then," said Harry Wharton. “And if it’s
gunl.ulrll:*, we'll see about that Form Fund when tha chap's
gono !

And so it was scttlad.

know

grunted

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Brother Arrives !
‘4 UNTER'S brother's coming !
The news spread like wildfire in the Bemiova
There waz not a single believer at fiest,  Dunter's
spoofling  proclivitios were too  well known, Tha
| general opinion was that the promi-od visitor would
fail to turn up at the sppointed time, and thas the telephona
call would turn out to be one more trick.
it Bunter's confident manner staggored o
doubters, If the big bLrother didn't come, Bunter would
not touch a ceumb of the feed that was preparing in Mo, 7
Stoady, : :

That was onderstond, He was ta be duckedd 1n the
fountain, in addition. Yot Bunter displaved no unessine:a, -
and was evidently looking forward to the arrival of the wae
worn hero, Sammy Bunter, of the Secomd Forng, was eopraily

ki,

cn tie hardioss
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Sammyv, of course, was to he in the festive-party at No. 7
E!;udy, and he was bringing Nvgent minor and Gatty with

i,

As the time for Cecil Rupert Herbert's arrival drew near
and Bunter showed no sign of nervousness, the Removites
simply had to be convinced that the thing was genuine, and
that Bunter for once had bern done an injustice,

Fisher 1. ¥ish, who was generally suspicious, professed to
be quite eonvinced of the genunineness of the affair,  Fishy
was coming to the feed, All was grist that came to the
cute Yankee's mall,

No. T Study presented a very unustally festive appearance,
Everything gut table and ghairs had heen cleared ount to
accommodate the large party, and the good things had been
laid in on a lavish scale.  When it was a question of enter-
taining a man from the Front, it was no time for war
cconomy ; the juniors were agread on that.

Bunter, having been disappointed about his postal-order,
could not make any cash contribution; but he hclped in the
<hopping and the ecooking, and liberal contributions were
forthcoming from the Famous Five, and the Bounder, and
Squiff, and Tord Mavleverer, and several other fellows.
Bunter’s big brother was to be entertaincid on a princely
scale, if he came.  And Billy Bunter's kecnness banished the
last doubt that he would come.

Quite a erowd of Remove fellows waited at the sthool gates
for the first appearance of Bunter's brother. There was a
howl when a man, with his arm in a sling, was seen coming
up the road.

“ Buniter's brother, by gum!™ said Bolsover major.

“He ain't in khaki,” said Wibley.

“Well, they don’t wear khaki in hospital.”

“They wear blue, though, and he ain’t in Lospital blue.
That can’t be the chap.”

“He's got his arm in a shneg.”
“Well, we'll soon see,” remarked Bob Cherry.  * Here he
is!"

The stranger halted at the gates.  He was dressed in
ordinary clothes, with a big overcoat and a somewhat worn
silk hat.  His faee was very ruddy. and a military moustache
adorned his upper lip.

He did not earry himself much like a sollier, but perhaps
the straightness had been taken out of his back in hospital.
His right arm was in a sling, but he raiscd bhis topper very
gracefully to the juniors with his left hand.  ‘There was a
slight uncertainty in his carriage, which might have been
due to his suffersngs, or—though the juniors did not suspect it
—to the cup that ehecrs,

“Young gentlemen.” said the stranger, in a rich and rolling
voice, “is this Greyfriars School?”

“Right on the wicket!” said Bob Cherry.

“Thank you! 1 have called to see my brother.”

“ What name?"’ asked Squift.

L1 Hun..l-pr :I?

Ok

“(‘ome right in," said Bob Cherry, more than convineed
now, and very repentant of his many doubts, W'l take
vou to Bunter, sirl”

“I'hank vou, voung sir!” The new-comer marched in
the midst of & crowd of juniors and a buzz of voices,

“Ry gad!? eaid Tewple of the Fourth, i wemder, *lt's
right enongh ! Looke a bit shabby. poor begpar o W ¢l make
that all vight with the fund—whuatt”

“Oh. rather!” said Dabney,

“We'll jolly well see him through his tronbles,™ rand Bl
cover major, quite touched. " Bunter caid something aboit
his having lost his things. W'l joliy well raise twenty uid
for him up and dovwn the schooi.”

The new-comer paused in the quadrangle and locked about
him. It weuld not have been Me, Curll if he had not played
hig pert in teaiy dramatic style,

“Qg pow. at last, I bebeld Grevfriars!” caid Bunter's

hrother, * These grev olid walls-— this green and prassy quad-
vangle. How well Billy has desevibod them in ki letters 1o
me 1

“Has he really 77 ejaenlated Boh,

“ PBeen cat there long, sir?’’ asked Nupent,

“Pawo vears, said Bunter's brother, " You young fellows
bere in qoiet ol England licile deeani what we go throngh
aut there,  Shells falling oday and pight, ronddy dog-onte,
i ronninge shorr sometinies, and  the Boches always

L

there. My voung friends, it cooms Hhe a decam to be stand.
; .

mr., A, DANES, Worlld's Champd o atid
Britiskh Atk ete, wizhes to snnounce for the
Teneit of thewe who have not =1ail o them-
veyvels oo lvie ecent off v thut ithe ofer wall
te kept apen ooly ant) the wenaibmng  {pee
sirength Developerm have Lesn dptribantad,
W A ptianteaspenld therefope apply nonsdiately,
The frevgift-stvenat -developer nill le riven
entiv dy wiitheut cost 1o ali buve of Biuitish
vaticratity nle send 24 foy 20r, Daoky wulaly

Rucwn Dali-uaiues Uourse of Lo=v o and who
gromise to practise regularly. Send 26 aud 41 for
postage and the wageificvnt Desve'oper will he inciaded
froe=nheglutely im e Abowad, 1 - oxlia. - A DANKS
(Dept.L 50, Crescent Rd., Alexanira Park, Londor, H.
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ing here amid these peaceful surroundings. I almost think
T shall wake up and hear the guns roaring.”

Mi. Curll was really born for the theatre. When he was
playing a part he more than half belicved that he was the
character he represented. Mr, Curll had never been neaver
to the Front than Folkestone; but he had read the paprus,
and he had a vivid imagination.

ITe walked on in the midst of the juniors, who were mnch
impressed. There wasn't a fellow in the erowd who was not
eager to do anything he could to make that war-worn veteran
as comfortable as possible. Even Skinner was leoking kind
and sympathetic. Billy Bunter was rising in the estima‘ion
of his Form-fellows. It was something io have a brother whe
had been fighting the IHuns for two years. Bob Cherry, if
he could, would have given one of his own sound limbs to
replace the wounded arm reposing in the sling. . He nced not
have worried, as it happened,

Private Bunter was escorted in great state into the Schacl
House. Quite an army of juniors marched him up the broad
staircase and into the Remove passage. Bob Cherry threw
open the door of Bunter's study.

“He's come!"” he announced.

Billy Bunter turned a ruddy face from the fire. ITe had
been giving the final touches to a really andsome spread.

“My hat !"" said Wharton. “Ile’s here !”

Private Bunter marched in,

“ Hallo, Billy !

“ Hallo, Ceal 1"

They shook hands.

“ Here's Sammy !” added Billy Bunter, and Bunter minor
came forward, grinning.

“Ilow you've grown. Sammy!’ said Bunter's brother,
shaking hands with the far fag. By gad, 1 should harely
have known vou!”

As a matter of fact. Mr. Curll would not have known Bammny
at all but for Billy Bunwr's introduction.

“Ripping to see you here, Ceall !” smd Sammy.

“What does it -feel like to be home again, Ceeil 77 asked
Rilly.

“Tt thrills my bosom,” said Mr. Curll impressively, “to
he once more amid the familiar haunts of my youth—--"

“Were you a Greviriars chap, sir!” asked the Bounder
curiously.

“ Ahem! No. 1 was speaking generaily,” said Mr. Curll,
a little taken aback. When Mr. Curll was on the dramaiw
tack he was not to be stemmed by such trifles as facts, and
he was in danger of putting his foot in it.

“These are my pals, Ceecil,”” =aid Billy Bunter hasiily.
*Wharton, Cherry. Nugent, Inky, Bull, Vernon-8mith, Tod«dy

“ Delighted to meect vou ! said Mr. Curll, “This reception
touches my heart, my voung friends. 1t reminds me of the
old davs when the Roser-Moser Company—ahem [

“The what?"” ejaculated Bob.

“1 guess tea’s ready, Mr. Bunter!” said Fisher T. Ivsh
hurriedly. He was a hittle anxious as to what Private Bunter
might say next.

“*Hungry, Ceeil 7" asked Billy,

“1 could eat a litdle,” said Mv. Curll. * We sre not allowed
heavv mieals when on leave from the—the hospital.  But
hreathing my native air has given me an appetite. TIs this
my chair? Thanks!”

The distinguished vizsitor sat down.

There was quite a keen competition among the juniors o
wait on him. Had Mr. Cuzll consumed a quarter of the good
things pressed upon him he would probably have been sericusly
il in No. T Study. But he did very well. The unforinnate
gentleman was accustomed to very short eommons, and the
focd in the study was a feast of the gods 1o him.

Harcy Wharton & Co. scarcely troubled about their own
few 3 that was a matrer of hrtle importance. DBut Billy Bunter
and Sammy and Fisher T. Fish did not miss anything tbhat
was going. 1t was the chance of a lifetime for Bunter mainr
and Bunter minor, and they did not let it pass; and Fishy
was on the make as usuval,

Outeide the study feliows gathered to look in—quite respect-
fullv.  The news had spread far and wide that Bunter's
hecther had come, and eversbody wanted to see him. ISven
the great Coker of the Fifth came along with Potter awnl
(Irecne to see the distinguished visitor, and Wingate, the cip-
tan of Greyfriars, came in to shake hands with him.

M. Curll evidently enjoyed the fnss that was made of him,
vl he rose to the vecasion. e {alked as fast as he ate, and
his ctories of trench-life and hardshirs and perils at the Frous
were thritling.  Me, Curll was uwnder the impression that the
wheie affair was a schoolbov joke. which was to be expleingld
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afterwards to the fellows ha was spesfing. ¥le had wot the
faintest suspicion that he was being used in a money-making
scheme. Mr. Curll did not see any harm in playiag a2 Sctitious
part for an hour or so, and he plaved it with zest. But the
zeneral excitement on the subject of Dunter's brotker did
not wholly please Fish and Billy Bunter and Sammy. They
were afraid that Mr. Queleh might hear of the distinguished
gfranger, and come in to speak to him—or even the Head.
And they were uneasy as to Mr. Curll’s nerve in such an
CIMCTEencey.

But tca went off ri[}}lingl}', as Bob Cherry put it. The war-
waorn warrior evidently enjoved himself, and his one hand
did quite as much service as two. DBut the time came when
Mr. Curll could cat no more.

“Would you young gentlemen object to a little smoke "
he asked,

“Naot at all, Mr. Punter !"'

“Not a bat !

“We get uscd to it 1n the trenches, vou know,' said Mr,
Curll.

“Of course!” said Wharton.
anyvthing to smoke here, though.

I’rout for some cigars.”

“I guess not!” exclaimed Fisher T. Fish hastily.

“Thank you! 1 have my own amokes,” eaid Mr. Curll.
“Hand me over my overcoat, Dilly.”

Billy Bunter was too busy to move, and Vernon-Smith
handed Me. Curll his overcoat. From the pocket Mr. Curll
produced a shabby ecigar-case, aund, as it happencd, a flask
came to light at the same moment,

Fisher T. Fish blinked at the flask in some alarm. Mr.
Curll had received fifteen shillings in advance, and it was
pretty clear that he had not expended the money in settling
with his landladv. Mr. Curll had expensive tastes, He had
laid in half a dozen shilling cigars and had his flask filled,
and a faint aroma that clung lovingly about him hinted that
he had also inspired himself for the part he had to play by
several drinks.

To Fish's relief, however, Me. Curll slipped the flask back
into his pocket. He opened the case and took ont a cigar.
Bob Cherry brought a light, and the visitor puffed at his
cigar with great enjoyment. It was months since poor Mr,
Clurll had smoked anything but a cheap cigarette, The study
was soon thick with smoke, but the juniors suppressed their
coughs, and hercically kept up an appearance of quite liking it.

“I—I'm afraid we haven't

I'll cut off and ask Mr.

1HE THIRTEENTH CHAPIER,
Exit Bunter’s Brother !

R. CURLL wzs enjoying himself. ‘
Seldom or never had the poor gentleman such
en opportunity of expanding himself—<{ tzking

up the whole of the conversation and being listenad

to with respect and attention and admiration. It
worried him a little not to be able to tell his kind audicnée
all about his early triumphs as a tenor in the Roser-Moser
Company, and how duchesses had hung upon the golden notes
that dropped from his lips.

But he indemnified himself by relating thriliing varns of his
supposed experiences at the Front. Talking and smoking
tﬂlgothf-r made Mr, Cuorll thirsty, e had suffered from thirst
al! his life. The Arab in the sandy desert was not more thirsty
than Horatio Curll. For some time Mr. Curll bore that thirst
with quiet fortitude, but it was growing uwpon him.

He found himself so comfortable that he was in no hurry
to move. Fisher T. Fish and Biily Bunter gave him signifi-
cant looks, but he did not sce. Now that his visit had proved
the existence of Private Bunter, the schemers were anxious
for him to go while all was s'fe. And. moreover, there was
the business of raising the Form Fund to be scen to. Bu
Mr. Curll was too comfortable to move, and evervbody excent-
ing the schemers was anxious for him to stay longer. So
Mr. Curll was blind to significant glances, whether he saw
them or not.

“This is happiness!” said Mr. Curll dreamily. “I shall
think about this visit when I am back in the cin—in the
trenches. I shall dream of it. I—I feel a bit thirsty, if you
don't mind my mentioning it.”

“Right-ho!” said Bob. “Would you like ginger-beer **

“Ahem! I have to take my drink according to medical
orders,” explained Mr. Curll. “While on leave I must not
disregard the—ahem !—instrutcions of my doctor. Owing to
the nature of my—my wound, I have to take a certain quantiry
of stimulating liquor daily. Anything of a gpic fuons nature
wouid do.”

Harry Wharton looked rather grave,

“I'm afraid we've nothing of that sort,”” Le said. * And—
and 1t's against the law to give anything of that kind to
wonnded soldiers, sir.”

“I guess so!" cxelaimed Fisher T. Fish., in great alarm.
“Don't think of it for a moment "

“I—I say, Cecil," stammered Bunter, “ain't it about time
you have to get back to the—the hospital 2”

%

SOOI IN NI I I IO IS D
Feady on Friday, February 2nd. gj"

= IN THE

¥
! “BOYS’ FRIEND” LIBRARY
;
o

TS

C

Another Story of Martin Dals— Dester ive.
By MAXWELL SCOTT.

No. 366. THE TEMPLE OF FIRE.

A Wonderful Ta'e of Mystery and Adven:ure.
By FENTON ASH.

S S SE

£ No. 365. THE SILVER KEY.
§
§
&

. 367, COUSIN ETHEL'S SCHOOLDAYS,

A Crend School Yarn, By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

No
No. 368. DICK SANDS, the BOY CAPTAIN. |

")
5"

@l
? The Story of a1 Exz'ting Sea-Vovage.
By JULES VERNE.
9

At

: “SEXTON BLAKE" LIBRARY |

© No. 25. THE SECRET OF DRAKER'S [
& FOLLY ; Or, THE MISER'S HOARD.

S S S Sa S

A Tale of Count Carluc and Pro eisor Kew. By the Au'hor LL?
. of “ His Excellency’s Secret,” ete. ele, °{1
No. 26. THE EMBASSY DETEC TIVE, f‘%

&%‘ A Dramet’'c Story of Sexten Blake in London and A.nzrica. )
L7

"% By the Author of " My Triple D :guise.” eic. etc. ‘

o 2
ON SALE EVERYWHERE, ‘ljj
Price Threepence per Volume. é":?

LTHE MAGNET LIBRARY. —No. 459,

4

§

Q2T I I IN S DD S S5O s~ D

IN BOOK FORM!

“COUSIN ETHEL’S
SCHOOLDAYS!”

- This Famous Story will be on Sale

SCER

i

’
]

S S S SeaSe S lrlale

' on Friday, February 2ud,
IN COMPLETE BOOK FORM.

P

Ask for No. 387 of
“The Boys’ Friend” |
+ 3d. Complete Library ;

258 SIS S S5 S S A B
S N e o T

[

255 E5

|

ai

SEESeSe S S Se S Ul SeSs D

N



“There is no hurry,” said Mr. Curll calmly. “ You don’t
want to get rid of me, Biy "

“ Nunno. Bui—" ‘ L

“I guess it's about time you got along, Mr. Bunter, said
Fieh uneasily. i} =y

“Dry up, vou cheeky ass!” growled Bob Cherry indig-
nantly, **Hold vour silly tongue, Fishy ! -

Fisher T. Fish had to shut up. 'The hospitable jutiors were
not likely to allow him to hurry the distinguished visitor “off.

“Don’t tronble aboui getting me anvything, voung gentle-
men,”’ s=aid Mr. Curll graciously. "I am alua:@'a,pmwded
with the refreshment I requive, by—by my Joctor’s orders.
1 have it here.”

'The flask came inio view again. _

“ May 1 trouble someone for a glass?” asked Mr. Curll.

“J—I say, don’t give him a ?I&E! " mumbled Bunter. But
Bunter was not hecded. A glass was produced at once, ?f
Private Bunter was taking spirituous hquors by his doctor's
orders, he was to have his way. .

The juniors could not help thinking that the medical man
who had ordered such refreshment for a wounded warrior
must have had rather unusual ideas for a medical man. But
that was no business ol ‘heirs,

The liquor gurgled from the flask into the glass.

“* Hot water?"” asked Bob Cherry.

% Pleasc !” said Mr, Curll, snifing at the aroma [rom the
glase as if lic loved it—ag no doubt ﬁc did,

“T'he water added by Mr. Curll did not make much differ-
wnce to the brandv. The fiery liquor was almost ncat when
Mr. Curll 10ssed it ofi—frem a tumbler. How any man, let
alone a wounded man, could stand such a drink, was a
niystery, But, as a matter of fact, Mr. Curll could not stand
it, IHis face flushed, his eyes became fishy, and he held on to
the armchair he was seated in. Ilis cigar dropped on the
hearthrug, and burned there unnoticed by Mr. Curll, till Bob
Cherry thoughtfully put his foot on it

“I—I say, iv's vime to get off, Ceeil,” said Bunter, for-
getting even to continue his attack on the.cake i his alarm.
There was no telling what Mr. Curll might say or do under
the imfuence of liguor. Fisher I, Fish had not considered
that possibility in advance—ihe flask had not entered into his
sharp caleulations at all.

My. Curll gazed at Bunter with a fixed and ishy eye,

“Did vou address me ?” he asked.

“Yes, C-c-cecall—-"

“My name iz IToratio ! said My, Curll,

“What!” ejaculated Peter Todd. _

“As for you,” vesumed Mr. Curll, still with hig cyes fixed
npon Bunier's dismaved face, I despise you 7

*I—I—1J sav. you know— "

* “You fancy,” said Mr. Curll, in tones of the deepest scorn,
*“you imagine, petty trifler that you ave, that the people come
to the cineina to see your absurd pictwres,  The fuintest glim-
mering of common intelligence, sir, shoukl apprise you that
ihey comme for the pianist—that if T left your wretched cinema,
sir, the pnblic would follow me, az the multitude, sir, always
fullow men of geniuns”

Mr. Curll. under the influcnee of neerly a tuinbler of sirong
figuor, was Horatio Curll again, and he supposed that he was
tallang to the manager of the Courtfield Uincma,

The juuiors listened in dead silence.

Bunter's face was a study. Fisher T. Fish gazed longingly
at the door. Sammy Bunter. who happencd to be near the
Jdoor, slipped ont and vanished.  Sammy could sce that
trouble was coming, and Sannuy sagely cousidered it time to
vlear.

1 rrust,” said Mr. Curll, *that 1 shall see you all in front
this evening, 1 regret that 1 cannot offer you passez. A soul-
lees manager, pentlemen. believes that the public come to see
his absurd movies, and he declines to give me passcss for my
friends. Gentlemen, the pietures are poor, and the orchestra
e not Gret-rate: but the relicf pianist comes on at six o'clock,
and the relicf pianist, seniemen, is a genius. Gentlemen, [
am the pianist 7 )

“You—vou-—vou're the pianist ! stammered Wharton,

*"Wlhere?”" asked Peier Todd very quictly.

“ At the Courtheld Cinema, gentlemen. Deoubtless,” said
My, Cwrll wournfully, “wvou ave surprised. loratic Corll,
who sang to crowded houses in the great Jays of the Roser-
Moser Company, whose door was crowded by the motor-cars
of the nobility, plays the piano i a cinema! To such base
uses WAy we comne, as Shalospeare very truly remarks, Im.
perial Cewsar, dead and twrncd o clay, may stop a hole to
keeop the wind away ! And 1. gtl'*rlth“tl'tﬂl'l_._l—Hill‘ﬂlln Curll, of
the Roser-Moser Company—play the pianc in a hole-and-
cOFRer clnemna in a country mown !’

“Curll " exclaimed Wharton, “ That's the namne!
chap Lowther mentioned to me at 8t. Jim's!”

“He's not Bunier's brother ! 10ared Johnny Bull,

“ Bump that fat spoofer !”

“J1 -1 say, you fellows, it was only a Ijukﬂ ' velled Bunuer,
“ And it was Fishy'e idea, He did 1t all. He gave the boozy
heast fifteen bob—— Yarooh!”
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Fishey T. Iish was struggling through the crowded sindy
to the door. Pecler Todd promptly shut the door and put h:s
biack o it,

“* Not so fast, Fishy !” he gaid grinly.

“I—1 zuess 2

“ Do not break np the merry party,” said Mr. Curll, blink-
ing round genially. * It is.not yet mudmight. Come, land-
lord, fill the Aowing bowl until it does flow over.”

Mr. Curll began to sing, in a voice which showed ihat he
must have sung very diﬂ%:rcnil;l,' in his early days, if he had
really been a great tenor:

" “For tlo-might we'll merry be—for to-night wc'll meiry
'E — 3

" Lemime pass, Peter Todd, you jay!”

“J—1 say, you fellows—"

“ Bles=ed 1f 1 think he’s ever =ober !"" growled Jolhinny Buil
“Look here, you boozy image, what have vou cvome here
spoofing us for? You're not Bunter's broiher.”

“Bunter !|” repeated the dazed Mr. Curll, catehing the
name, ** Master Bunter, 1 trust you are satiehied? 1 trust
Master Fish is satistied 77

“They look it,” grinned the Bounder.

*“ Rely upon me to play the part to the very life,” resumed
My, Curll dreamily. * 1 have played * Hamlet ' and * Brutus’
to crammed houses, The part of a wounded hero, sentlenion,
is pie to me, Roly upon me. I guarantee to bring dowi:
the house. I accept your assurance, gentlemen, that it is
sumply a little joke upon vour éuhnuifﬂﬁlﬂwg. Horatio Cuell
has come down in the \-.'m*'[d, but he 1s not capable of deceit
for any ulterior objeet. - I accept your assurance. I accopt,
alen, the small sum of fifteen shillings, which I require to
setile with my landladv. My fees, gentlemen, are reason-

able.”
“1 knew

~ “The rotten spoofers!™ growled Johuny Bull
jofly well Bunter hadn’t a brother at the Front!”

‘Gentlemen, I trust you ave satisfied; and if you are pleased
with the way I have carvied out this liitle, harmilcss decep-
tion, I trust yen will be able to offer me an engagement
to assist in your school theatricals. You may rely upon me—a
past-master in the deamatic art, reliable and sober—above
ll, sober and steady, gentlemen. Where's that flask

“We must get lim away somehow,” said Wharton, with a
deep breath.  **Don’t be rough on the poor beast. Thase
rotiers =eem to have spoofed him as well as us.  But he must
be got away before he's seen. If Quelchy got on 10 this—'"

Portunately, Mr, Curll was not quarrelsome in his evp.,
e allowed humsell to be raised from the avmnchair, and
wilked out of the study. Fishy and Bunter would gladiy
have followed, but Todd and Bob Cherry remained on guard.
The exposed spoolers were not to escape just vet,

1arry Wharton & Co, gathered in a growd round My, Cuel!,
sl walked Jum away 1o the gates, Forlunately he wens
quictly, lle was in a dizzy and dreamy state of mind, but
overflowing with good-humour and jollity. He was got safe
out of gates at lazt, and 1n the road he insisted upon shaking
hands all round wuh the juniors, and inviting thenm ail to
the Courtficld Cinecina to hear a really wﬂudm'{u{!pianitt. Bus
e departed at last, and zigzagged away along the road to
Courttield, with his hat on the side of his head, and pouring
forth wheeczy melody,

Then Harry Wharton & Co. revurned to Study No. 7. They
found Fisher T. Fish and Bunier quaking with apprehension,

“1—1 say, you fellows, 1t was only a joke,” groancd Bunter,
“"We—we never meant to raise 2 Formi Fund, reallv, vog
kovow ; and—and it was Fishy's idca all along. 1le told me
about that boozy beast, and got lim to write that lctier—-"

*1 guess ' yell of you touch me !” howled Fisher T. Fizh,
as the jumors closed round hnn grimly.

“Yell away,” said Bob Chernry. "We're guing to toucd
vou hard, you spoohug, swindling rotrer !

“Yow-ow-ow ! ITelp!™ _

" "fﬂn;;rﬁll! I guees I'll make potato-serapings of you! Ow,
W, W

Fisher T. Fish and Billy Bunter velled in good carnest,
But yelling could not save them. The mmdignant juniors in-
tended 1o give them a lessan, and thew gave it, For ten
minutes the scene i Study No. 7 was what Hurrce Singh
jusitly deseribed as terrificc. 'When the wrathful Removites
departed at last, Buuter and Fish sprawled on the Boor, gasp-
iz for breath, and groaning diemally. They bhad had such a
vagging that they were not likely to forget it for the rest «f
the term, and neither were they likely to concoet another
echeme for some time to come,

The Form Fund was never raised, after all. FEven Fishien
T. Fish gave up the idea of rounding up his Form-fellows’
pocket-money by that means. And nothing mcre was heard
at Greyfriare of Bunter's Big Brother.

THE END.

L

A Grand Long Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK H‘ﬂl‘llﬂﬂl.
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THE CASE OF HIS LORDSHIP’S
ENGAGEMENT.

An Adventure of Herlock Sholmes,
By PETER TODD,.

e

:
I1F amazing flight of Lord Stony de Broke was a nine
davs’ wonder.

As all the world knew, his lordship had been in
considerable financial diffienltics for some time, and
his disappearance at any earlier period would not

have cecasioned surprizc.

But it was when his financial dificulties came to an end,
¢, his engagement to the daughter and heiress of Ebenezer
K, Sprouts of New York, that the voung nobleman vanished
from the aristoeratic circles that knew hum.

The engagement bad been aunounced m the Society papers,
and hiz lordship’s crveditors were rubbing their hands with
satizfaction, when the news of his mexplicable fight burst
upon an astonished West End.

SBeotland Yard Dbaving proved, as usual, helpless in the
matt>r, I was not surprised when Mr. Sprouts called upon my
amaziug friend Herlock Sholmes to enlist his services. His
lordsehip’s prospective father-in-law was greatly distressed by
the extraordinary conduet of the young man.

I was somewhat interested to sec Mr. Sprouts, of whose
sitlden and giddy vise to fortune, due to the war, everyvone
was talking, In 1914 My, Sprouts had begn a paper manu-
fucturee on a small seale in New York. Then the war had
comne, and all was changed. The enormous export of Notes
by the American President bad caused a run on paper pro-
duets of all kinds, and Mr. Sprouts' fortune was made. At
the prescnt hounr he owned a line of steamers exelusively
ciiploved 10 the couvevance of wood-pulp to his factories,
and the factories themselves, working 1n shifts might and
day, poisoned the atmosphere of his native ecity for scorcs
of miles.

With the immense inerease in the export of Notes My,
Sprouts’ business expauded, il now he hardly knew how
many millions of dollars liec was worth. Ilis daughter and
heiress, Miss Selevcia Sprouts, was sought by scions of the
oldest families in New York, men whose names had beon
krrown for months, and even years; some of whoin, indeed,
cven huew who their grandfathers were. But, like many
gentiemen of his kind, Mr. Ebenczer K. Sprouts had decided
Loy invest his money in a pecrage,

For this purposc he had visited London, where he had
made the acquaintance of Lord Stony de Broke. An agree-
meni, naturally, was soon arrived at. His lordship was in
need of dollars, and Mr. Sprouts was in need of a son-in-law,
and Lord Stony de Broke consented to accept the dollars,
with Seleucia thrown in.  Selencia. who was still in New
York, siguified her consent by cable, and the engagement
was announced, much to the satisfaction of his Jordship's
iatler and hatter and jewellor and wine-merchant,.  Miss
Sprouts had taken the niext steamer for Eureope, aud then-—--

Then the unexpected had happened!  His lordship had
called at the Hotel d'Ocf, where the Sprouts were staviug,
to be presented to his Haucee. He had been presented, and
had been noticed to turn suddenly pale. He had made an
exeuse for quitting the room, and had—vanished !

“Clean vamoosed ! said Mr. 8prous. detailing the strange
aflair to Herlock Bholmes. ** Absquatulated—lit out—simply
vigricd ! Not a word, and not a line since! All we veerd
about him was that he had jumped into a taxi, and told the
driver to drive like thunder., 1 guess it beats me. Mr,
Sholmes, and T calenlate 1 want you to find his lordship,

Herlock Sholmes rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“1lis lordship is staying away of lus own accord®” e
remarked.

“T guess so."

“1e has given uo reason "

“Nope! It simply stumps me.” said Mr. Sprouts.  *That
morning he was looking jest the same as usual till 1 intro.
duced ham to 8Sclencia.  Then he absquatulated—wwent off on
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his ear, T guess. T reckon, Mr. Sholmes, that I'm not letting
him clear off like that. I want him found.”

“And thoe engagement——""

“That mi?ngc-nmnt still goes!” said Mr. Sprouts emphatic-
ally. “So far as I'mm concerned, or Seleucia, any old lord
would answer the purpose. But, you see, I've already paid
out cash. I've gettled with that young man’s tailor to stop
an action, and I've paid his wine-merchant—a tidy bill, sir!
All that was before he met Seleucia. Then, sir, he bolts—-
absquatulates—vamooses—buzzes off, sir, in this hyer way,
leaving e and Seleucia stranded. I guess, sir, that oung
man’s got to be found, and he's going to marry Seleucia
right away, sir!”

“If you place the case in my hands, Mr, Sprouts, T will da
my best to find him,"” said Herlock Sholmes. *“1I promise
no more than that.”

"I guess that's a dcal, Mr. Sholmes. You trot that young
ia:r back to be married to Scleucia, and name your figure.

guess, =ir, that Ebenezer K. Sprouts will never be short ol
?{T’mtrldlﬂwke so long as Woodrow Wilson keeps on sending

otes,

And Mr. Sprouts was shown out.

Herlock Sholmes lighted his pipe in a thoughtful way.

“A peculiar case, Jotson!” Le remarked, “How wounid
you account for the sudden flight of Lord Stony de Broke ou
meeting his fiancee ¥

I shook my head.

“I cannot account for it, Sholmes. TUnless, perhaps, he
may have heard a rumour that the American President is no
longer too proud to fight; in which case, of course, the Notes
will ceaze to be sent, and Mr. Sprouts’ contract will fall
through and his huge profits ccase.”

“That 1z hardly lii!{l_'l,}', Jotson, This export of Notes has
now grown into a confirmed habit, and is not likely to cease
oven when peace breaks out, Probably it will be continued
by subsequent Presidents, with an ever-increasing demant
upon the resources of the United States for the supply of
paper. No; Mr. Sprouts' fortune is secure. It is not that.”

*Then what motive, Mr. Sholmes, can the unfortunate
voung man have had? Although his tailor and his wine-
merchant have becen paid, therve are many other creditors
still unsatisfied, so he caunot be supposed to have any objee-
tion to the match.”

“It is a mystery at present, Jotson, but we shall unravel it.
We shall find the fugitive nobleman, and then——"

“You will hand him over to his fiancee 7"

Sholmes reflected.

“I shall judge by civcumstances.” he said.  * His lordship
may have an explanation to make. We shall sec ! But now,
Jotson, the search begins!”

e

1L

NEED not give the details of the scarcl for the fugitive
nobleman, The tale would be too lengthy. Lord Stonv
de Droke was deing his utmost to keep concealed:
Herlock Sholmes was doing Lis utmost to find him
~ But the contest was not long: Sholmes was not to bLe
denied.  Within a fortnight he called for me in Shaker Sireet.

and T knew by his expression that he had succceded,

“You have found him, Sholmes®"

e nodded.

“Yeos. Cuwe, Jotson. You shalli be in at the death, mv
dear feliow. Not a new experience for you, doctor—what "

We walked down Shaker Street together and turned inte
Oxford Street.  After a walk of some duration Sholmes Ralted
at a public-house,

“We have arrived, Jotson,”

I started.

“Hore, Sholmes 7"

“Heee,” he veplied, w*h a smile. * We shall ind his loril-
ship, I fancy, in the billiniJ-room. You see, my deasr fellow,
the unfortunate man was thrown guite upon his uppers by
mizzling out of his engagement with the American heiress,
IHe was cowpelled to turn to work to support himself, s
iraining at the pubiic schoel and the University, Jotson. had
litted hime for only oue possible profession—that of a billiard-
warker, Come "

[ foliowed Sholmes into the billiard rocm. Tt waa un-

A Bplendid Complete Tale of Tom Merry & Ca. in
The ‘“QEM " Library. Price 1d.



tenanted save by the marker. The marker came towards us,
gnd Sholmes fixed his eyes upon the noble, aristocratic
features, the strikingly hooked nose, which, at the first glance
to a trained eye, betrayed the young man as a member of the
nobility,

“Good-evenin’, gentlemen ! =aid the marker.

*Good-evening, Lord Stony de Broke!l”
Sholmes calmly.

His lordship staggered back.

‘then, recovering himself, he grasped a cue and stood at bay.

“You have found me!" he said hoarsely. ‘“*Ha! I see here
the hand of Ebenczer K. Sprouts! But I will not be taken
aiive! Let Seleucia Sprouts return whence she came—or let
Ebenezer K. scek a blind nobleman to become his son-in-law !
Though her dollars were as numerous as President Wilson's
Notes. I would not return!”

“Calm yourself !” s=aid Sholmes soothingly. *I am pre-
pared to hear the reason of vour flight. I shall not necessarily
hand you over to the tender. mercies of Seleucia Sprouts,
Explain !”

Lord Stony de Broke thrust his hand into his pocket, and
drew out a photograph.

*I have her photograph here,” he said. “*She handed it to
me that—that fatal day when first I looked upon her face! 1
have kept it, and when myv courage has failed at the thought
of doing honest work for the rest of my days, and I have
allowed my mind to linger upon the dollars of Ebenezer K.
Sprouts, I have looked upon this picture, and have been
sirengthened. Look at it, Mr. Sholmes—one look will be
enough—and you will know why I fled like a madman from
the Hotel d’Oof on that fatal day !

He held up the photograph.

Sholmes sank feebly into a chair as he gazed upon the pie-
tured features of the heiress of Ebenezer K. Sprouts,

“Enough!™” he zaid faintly. *“Take it away!”

said Ilerlock

ITI.

T was some time before Herlock Sholmes recovered
sufficiently to leave the billiard-room, and he leaned
heavily upon my arm as we walked home to Shaker
Street. Needless to say, he threw up the case, and Lord
Stony de Broke remained concealed, in fear and

tremubling, but safe. A few weeks later a fresh diplomatic
crisis in Washington led to an immensge increase in the export
nf Notes, and Ebenezer K. Sprouts was called home to super-
intend the erection of gigantic new paper mills to meet the
Presidential demand. Then—and not till then—wae Lord
Stony de Broke seen once more by his anxious friends and
creditors |
THE EXD.

DOGGY DEAR.

A Story of Marlingbury School.
By MARK LINLEY.

CHAPTER 1.
The Poet.

“ ¢ Oh, doggy dear, whose limpid eyes
l.ook up at me with sad surprise,
1 can’t sufficiently explain
The matter to your canine miul.
1t’s not because 1'm not melined
To roam the woods and fields to-day,
With vou to run, with you to play,
That studying hard 1 here remain.™

“Oh, shat up, Barnett! Do shut up!” yelled Wragg., *“I
never heard such pifle in my life!”

“It 1s pretty thick, 1sn't 1t? llorrid drivel!” answered
Barnett, looking up from the slim, blue-covered magazine he
held. “My own notion is that old Anderson’s gone dotty.”

“What? You don’t mean to say Anderson wrote that
etuff 7' exclaimed Wilson.

“Of course I don’t. He 1sn't so far gone as that.
let it into the mag,” Barnett rephed.

-lhh. [I}]]:’ well, I suppose Lie had a corner to fill up,” suggested
nrlby,

“Miygi:tr have filled 1t up with: * Marlingbury was [ounded
in 1843, It was originally intended for the sons of doctors,
but now takes m the offspring of respectable parents also.
1ts leading ass at time of writing is Thiulby '—aund other true
itoms of that sort.”

Tiharlby, doubly wounded, for e was a doctor's son, huarled
a4 book at the speaker’s head. Barnett ducked, and the blue-
covered magazine flurtered from his hand te the floor,

Donuny stooped to pick 1t up, but straightened his back
apiain without doing so.

Dommy had been writhing for the last five minutes. 1t had
never occurred to him when he dropped those lines secretly
iwto the box in Anderson’s den devoted to the receipt of con-
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tributions for the * Marlingburian,” that they were quite so
bad as they sounded when read ocut in that shrill tone of
ridicule by Barnett. IHe had thought them rather good,
imdeed.

No one at Marlingbury knew that he wrote verses. e had
kept the secret up to this time, but he had not intended to
keep it much longer. On the whole, he had expected applause.
A poet at heart, though his verse might be pretty poor stuff—
some pretty poor stuff has been perpetrated by men whose
names are now written high on the roll of fame at Roger
Dominy’s age—he had not realized the feeling of the average
boy towards poets and poeiry.

“Is there very much of 1t?" asked Wragg, in a hollow
voice,

*“Three verses, 1 {ancy,’
magazine,

“Go on! Let's get it over! T believe I'm doomed to an
early death, anyway—the good die young, and I'm frightfully
good,” said Wragg, the despair of his Form-master and a
marked man by the prefects. * But I never expected to die
of a dose of poetry. Go on, Barndoor, if you must. I can’t
think what you see in the drivel, but—"

“Oh, you idiot! It's just because it 1s such drivel—because
it's so beastly funny to think that any chap at Marlingbury
should write such—such guff—that I enjoy 1t. Fancy sitting
down in cold blood and writing * Oh, dﬂ%gy dear!" ”’

Dominy turned his flushed face away from the crowd. Ilo
would have left the day-room if he could have summoned up
resolution to go. But he felt that he must stay ; he must hear
all the cruel things they said about his verses. He was senst-
tive, as the poet, however small his gifts, is apt to be: but he
was plucky, too—how plucky Marlingbury had not yet dis-
covered.

He could bear it, whatever they said; but he no longer
cherished his dream of earning a small portion of fame by
the modes: admission that he, and no other, had written those
verses. Nobody knew—not even Anderson. Nobody should
know if he could help it.

Barnett read on to the end, amid jeers, catcalls, and com-
ments that were far sillier than the lines—though, as the
comments were prose, no one suﬂEmuted-tlmL

“Well, I'm jn}ly well jiggered!” said Thirlby.

“That's all very well, old man,” yelled the irrepressible
Wragg, whose voice seemed incapable of anything between a
shout and a whisper; “but I wouldn’t mind betting a trifle
vou wrote them! You made excuses for Anderson’s putting
them in; you lung a book at.old Barndoor’s liead—-"

“He said I was an ass, and my people weren't respectable !
Write such tosh as that! I'd see myself—see myself—oh,-any-
where first ! I never made a rhyme in my life, and I'm never
going to!”

“Then it was you, Barndoor!” said Wragg. “ All that taik
about them being drivel was just to put us off the scent!”

Wragg did not believe—not the least bit in the world—that
cither Thirlby or Barnett was the poet. But he had caught
a glimpse of Dominy's flushed face, and he suspected its
OAWner.

There was no real malice in Wragg's mind against Nominy :
but someliow the two had never quite hit it. They had not
the same tastes, and once or twice it had happened that
Dominy’'s temper had been aroused bE the other feliow’s
ragging. It is easier for the ragger to kecp his temper than
for the ragged. Wragg—Marlingbury called him the
“Ragger "—inflicted torture, physical or mental, with cheer-
ful face and mind, and, being himself rather a thick-skinned
animal, never could understand why his victims objected.

“1f 1t's neceszary, I'll make an affidavit that I didn't do
it,” said Barnett, whose father was a lawyer. “T'm not
going to have a crime like this saddled on me. But it isn't
likely any fellow in the Fourth did it. Who would?”

“What senior would? * Doggy dear ' is real kids’ talk. But
the grammar's all serene, so it can’t have been any of the very
small kids. Guilty or not guilty, Wilson?"

“Not guilty, you bet!” answered Wilson.

“Guilly or not guilty, Keene?"”

“Oh, gzo to Bath, Ragger!”

“So I will, and have a little mustard in it, dear boy.

— S
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[ acquit you. Didn't T say the thing was grammatical? Is it
youra, Dominy?"”

Roger would net Lave lied, in any case. But it seemed to
him that denial, even evasion, was simply impossible. His
fuce must give him away.

“Yes!" he blurted out.

[Iis eyes flashed, and his hands clenched themsclves. He
felt at odds with all the world. Who were these fellows that
they should scorn him for doing—badly, perhaps, but as well
as he could—what thousands had done before him, what men
had been honoured for doing in the past, would be honoured
for doing in the future, for the world will never quite outgrow
poctry?  Dolts like Keene and Thirlby, empty-headed scape-
graces like Wragg, swankers like Wilson and Barnett—who
were they that they should despise him?

The mood would have passed quickly, for Roger Dominy's
wis not a sulky nature; but Wragg went beyond the limits
of chaffi—so it seemed to Roger.

) *Carlo, Carlo!” he called, and whistled as if to a dog.
“Oh, doggy dear!'”

And then Wilson, who had the sweetest voice at Marling-
bury, and took solos in the choir, fitted the strain of a
droning tune to those unlucky words:

“*Oh, doggy dear, whose himpid eyes
ok up at me with sad surprize—""

And they sang, all of them. They conldn’t all sing, really :
but that did not matter. Kecne's croak did not blend well
with Wilson's clear notes, and some of the voices were
cracked, and others were not voices at all in a singing sensc.
But all uplifted the strain:

“*0h, doggy dear, whose limpid eyes
Look up at mc with sad surprise——""

A mist was before Dominy's vision, and red rage was in
his heart as he fronted the mocking faces. - No one gave him
credit at the time for pluck in fronting them.  Afterwards
they remembered that even in this hour of his bitterest
hmmiliation—though how bitter it was porhaps none of them
could guess—at Marlingbary he had kept up his end like a

man.
¥R

“¢0Oh, doggy dear

Would they rever stop? Dominy felt like going mad. The
lines might be silly—he did not believe they were entirely
silly, for they hud been the expression of actual feeling; but
however silly thex were, the fellows had no right to torture
him like this. They were persecutors. bullies, cads, every
one of them. '

Roche put his head in at the door.

“Drop it!” he zaid authoritatively, for Roche was a prefect.
" Singing—if you call it singing—can’t be allowed to that
extent at this hour., Why. what's the matter, kid?"

The chanting had ceased. Dominy turned to the big fellow
a scarlet face. with angry exes and quivering lips, He could
noet speak.

“Did you sce those putrid verses labelled * A Four-legoed
Chum " the mag, Roche?” Jiouted Wragg.

“Yes. Didn't think they were so putrid.  1've scen worse.”
replied the prefeat, appechending the state of affairs. As he
spoke he let his hand drop on to Roger Dominy’s shoulder :
and to the end of Lis time at’ Marlingburvy—yea, and bevond
that—Wilfred Roche, in reslity only a keen athlete and a
decent, simple-minded fellow, was, in Roger Dominy's eves,
the very ideal of u grear-heavted gentleman, So much does a
touch of -ympathy mean to the really sensitive fellow !

“Don't let’s have any more of this eaterwauling! And
chuck ragging Dominy. T don’t suppose there's another
fellow in the wlhole brainless crowd of vou who could have
done anything 111411f asz good,” ~and Roche.

Then he wengt. Thev did not =sing again: but, of course,
they did not drop the ragging of Dominy. Perhaps Roche
had hordly e<pected they would: but he eould do no more
to help the voungs=ter.

“Doggy Dear,” said Wilson, stepping up to Roger and
taking him gently by a button, ** what does limpid mean?”

“I'l Yt vou kuow what a punch—""

“He fean’t sufficiontly explain,” "™ broke in Wragg's high
valiee. " Hi, Carlo—Carlo!  Dogev Dear, do come here:
have po fear: take some beer. No, of course, dogs don't
drink becr. DBut old Roche said none of the rest of us eould
do it, and vou oll see I can. Here's some more! My canine
friend, fear wot vour end: against all foez T'll you defend.
Munch ai your bone. and do not moan. I've got the mumps,
but T don’t geoan. How's that. Doggy Dear?"”

Wragz's impudent, freckled face was thrust within an ineh
;-f ];ngvr'ﬁ. Roger took a step backwards, and slapped it
aro.

He foueht Wrage next morning. and, to evervone's surprise,
theazhed him. weénty-four hours later he fought Wilson,

e ——— — i —

ey s w i ———

and this time took a beating. But Wilson had two black eves,
and was not allowed to sing the anthem in chapel next day.
Thercafter Dominy fought Keene, and came out on top;
fought Thirlby, and had none the worse of an honourable
draw; fought Smith tertius, Windebank, Hall, Jennings—in

short, fought every fellow who called him “Doggy Dear” to
his face and did not back out when challenged to ordeal of
bnl:ﬂﬁ And these were few, for Marlingbury was a. fighting
school.

One fellow who was not afraid he did not fight, for after
that evening Barnett never called him “Doggy Dear.”
Barnett would have apologised if Dominy had given him the
chance, for he liked Roger, and was honestly sorry for what
he had done.

But Roger never gave him the chance. He was a young
Ishmael in those days. his hand against every man, and every
man’s hand against him.

But the Forin was beginning to discover that Doggy Dear,
the é:mr.:t, had no end of pluck; and perhaps that fortnight or
so, during which he never went to bed without aching bruises
on face and body, did Roger Dominy less harm than might
be thought—possibly even did him good. Anyway, he learned
later on to laugh at it.

CHAPTER 2.
The Willersby Run.

66 Y word! If Doggy Dear hasn't entered!” shouted
Wragg.

M The list of the entrants for the great event .of
the athletic year at Marlingbury, as far as the
juniors were concerned, haj just been posted,

and Roger Dominy’s name figured therein.

Roger was only in his second term at Marlingbury, and thus
far had not distinguished himself particularly on the athletic
side. He played a plucky but not specially clever game at
footer. His cricket as yet was an unknown quantity. He had
the right build for running, but no one appeared to have
thought of him as a runner.

Except Barnett, it seemed.

“Why shouldn’t he? The fellow's got some pace. T've seen
him sprint down the side line all serene, though he sometimes
leaves the ball behind,” said Barnett. ‘“And he's sound in
the wind. Shouldn't wonder if he wins."

“Oh, rot, Barndoor! You're going to win it; or if you
don’t, I shall,” answered the Ragger. “Can’t make out what
vou sec in doggy Dear. Nasty-tempered little slacker, 1 call

T

“I don’t think he's nasty-tempered. T'm jolly sure he isn’t
a slacker. And 1 hate the way you fellows continually rag
him.” said Barnett quietly.

“Someone had better tell Doggy Dear that the Barndeor
wants to chum up with him,” scoffed Keene.

* Someone had better not!” Barnett returned meaningly.

He wasn't quite sure whether he wanted that. But he was
very sure indeced that the Fourth was not treating Dominy
quite fairlv, and that Dominy had pluck. He knew that the
voungster had been doing practice spins alone along the roads
and over the clayey plough-lands, and he guessed that Domiuny
meant to put in all he knew to win the Willersby Run. When
he had done something that counted, perhaps ther would
leave off tormenting him about those unlucky verses.

Nobody did tell Dominy, for Barnett could thrash any
fellow in the Form, and nobody wanted Doggy Dear to have
such a chum. They had agreed among themselvez that he
was a sulky beggar who could not stand chaff. At least, they
said so. Perhaps Barnett was not the only one among them
who felt at heart that Dominy had scarcely deserved all the
persecution he got. 3

The great day came. with a bleak north-caster blowing
high. grey clonds across the sky, and occasional glimpszes of
sun that scemed to have no warmth in it.  The minefron
juniors—under fifteen, one and all—who lined up outside the
great serollwork gate were shivering as the wind blew shrilly
around their bare ecalves and up their shorts. ’

Barnett, Wrage, Keene. Thirlby, Windebank, and Doming
were all in tha line. and the first-named two were reckoned
the likeliest ta win the race. They had both pace and staving
power.

But Roclie, acting as starter, thought as he seanned the
line that voung Dominy might have at least an outside chance.
The vonngster's calves were slim, but they were hard. ks
chest was broad. He looked a runner. Roche hoped he wnjlld
win. He had a vague idea that the kid had been having
rather a rough time of it lately. :

They were off to the erack of the pi<tol, and some of thrm
started as though for a sprint race. But among these were
not the fancied candidates, and among them was not Roger
Dominy. A week before he had covered the ten-mile course,

(Continued on page it of corer.)
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all alone, not taking it at racing speed, but jogging along and
noting the different places. The going had been very heavy
indeed; but he had found himselt with a sprint left in him
at the finish, though he reckoned that he must do the distance
in from thirty to forty minutes better time on the day of
the race if he was to have a chance.

A crowd of eight, all reckoned outsiders, led the field at the
end of a mile, where the course turned off the road across
low-lying meadows. The flag planted by a five-barred gate
was scarcely needed; Marlingbury knew by heart the
Willersby Run.

" Behind the eight Keene and Thirlby ran together. Between
them and the next band came Dominy, running alone, and
running, as those behind him noted, in good style and :well

within himself. )
Wragg and Windebank were the nearest to him. Three or
four others straggled out behind them. Last of all came

Barnett, looking as if the race did not concern him in the
least. But just so had he looked early in the run last year,
when at the end he had fought out the finish with Smath
secundus, the favourite, and had been beaten by five yards

“Doggy Dear’s no duffer,” said Windebank.

“We haven't fairly started yet,’”” returned Wragg.

The heavy meadows thinned out the leaders. With only
a mile-and-a-half covered Hall got “an awful stitch in his
side,”” and fell out. Sdmith tertius, Jgon.m}:]tgaf, Banks all
d back. Dominy drew up nearer to the four remain-
inrz;:;;e;ld while they were pluggfug hard he still looked to be
going easily. o ‘

An easy jump across a brook, and then a stiff rise frnnte;d
the runnere—plough-land this, where the clay clung to ones
feet, heavier going even than the soggy meadows.

At the further hedge of the second ploughed field—two
miles or 8o from the start—Dominy took the lead. He had
made no struggle for it; the leaders had fallen back to him,
that was all. He ran easily, with a tireless, lnpms_strlde, and
his chest rose and fell regularly, with no sign of distress.

Now, Barnett, whose style was of much the same kind, had
drawn up to Wragg and Windebank, who had passed both
Thirlby and Keene, and were seeing the others drop one by
one behind them.

The condition of the run that day was such as to try the
mettle of the candidates. The cold wind did not matter, one
soon forgot about that; but the heavy going after lota of
rain thinned the field quickly. ;

If the first home did the distance within twenty minutes of
the usual time taken, he would have proved himself a
runner of more than average ability; and it was likely that
more than half the entrants would not finish the course at
all,

“Doggy Dear's getting too far ahead. I'm going to clap
on the pace,” said Wragg, as they left the third ploughed
field and reached half a mile or so of macadamised road.
“ Coming, you two?!” )

“I'm game!” anewered Windebank.

Barnett shook his head, wasting no breath.

Wragg and Windebank sprinted. Barnett watched from
behind, running strongly, but without overtaxing himself,

And he eaw that, though Dominy did not appear to have
increased his pace, the two were not drawing up to him very
fast. When EE' reached the flag by the corner of the path
through Hallows Wood they were still a hundred yards
behind. That is to say, they had gained about fifty yards in
half a mile while trying to catch Dominy up, whereas he had
never even looked round for them, and had maintained the
same level pace. ) ' -

“Runs like a blessed steam-engine!”™ said Windebank,
puffing a trifle. ‘

“VYou won't finish, Windy,” said Wragg.

“You be hanged, Ragger! I'll finish, if I do it on hands
and knees!”

Through Hallows Wood Dominy ran on, the fallen dead
loaves soft and squashy under his feet, and Wragg and
Windebank pursued, and Barnett came a hundred yards or
so in rear of them, and behind Barnett—a goodich way
behind—were Keene and Thirlby, still together. Some of
the others might finish; but it was very unlikely that any of
them would finish in the first three.

Beyond the wood, the course ran over rising ground again,
a sandy heath dotted with gorse-clumps, and up on the highest
ridge of the heath a red flag flapped in the breeze, and by
the red fayg stood a tall fizure in oilskins. That was Roche,
who had ridden out on his motor-bike, to see how the runners
fared at the half-way point.

Still nearly a hundred yards ahead of Wragg and Winde-
bank, Dominy cantered up to Roche; and still Dominv's broad
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young chest rose and fzll regularly, and he breathed easilypy
and those staunch young muscles of his felt but little strain,

“Bravo, kid!” cried Roche. *“1It’s early for shouting, buf,
upon my word, you've more than a decenf chance!”

Dominy’s hand went up in the military salute that he had
learmed from the old gardener at home, eergeant in hig
fathir'a regiment once on a time, bat Dominy did ndé
speak.

Up came Wragg and Windebank—the former going well
gtill, the latter looking, to Roche's experienced eye,  very
nearly cooked.” Wragg said, “ What cheer, Roche!” but
Windebank only gasped inarticulately.

“ Young Dominy’s going to win,” said Roche.

“Rats!” retorted Wragy.

And Roche did not feel so sure when Barnett came up
twenty seconds or so later, There was half the course to
cover yet, and Barnett was marked down a hot candidate, and
Barnett was also a cool customer. Like Dominy, he was
tl:aﬁﬂlﬁng his own gait, and the fact that others were ahead
did not trouble him in the least.

“1 think you've only young Dominy to fear,” said Roche.

Barnett emiled, and swept on.

Roche stood and watched the young figures as they moved
swiftly across the heath and down towards Revelbrook and
the turn for home. Even Barnett was growing emall in the
distance—and Barnett was_last of the four, and a big fellow
for his age—when Keene and Thirlby came up.

They said no word ; they scarcely looked at Roche. Keene's
tongme was stuck curiously out of a eorner of his mouth, and
Thirlby-staggered in his stride ; but they were both holding on
like the true Marlingbury breed, and Roche nodded
approvingly.

o glanced out over the way they had come. No one else
appeared from. the end of the woodland path. Perhaps no
more would come. Anyway, these six would supply the first
three. In another moment Roche’s moter-engine was hum-
ming, and he was bumping down the heath towards the
Hallows road, going back to Marlingbury for the finish.

CHAPTER 3.
The Finish.

TILL Roger Dominy held en. To his right was a covert,
to his left the ground fell away. For the first time
he glanced round, and saw Wragg not eo far behind,
and Windebank slightly in Wragg’s rear.

Then upon his ears there fell a piteous mewing
sound, and Wragg, to his utter astonishment, saw the leader
}n &:ha run go suddenly down om his knees by the side of the
edge.

Wragg eprinted again, scarcely knowing that he did so, but
full of curiosity.

Dominy looked round over his shoulder. He would not
ask Wragg for help in words: but his eyes were appealing.
Roger loved all animals, and he could not pass that fino
tabby tom-cat, caught by one leg in a cruel trap, and halt
dead with fear and pain. He simply had to release it.

“Don't be an ass, Doggy!” ehouted Wragg. “ You're
throwing away your chance. Other chaps coming up behind;
they've no chance at all, let them see to the thing!™

The trap wase strong. Try as he might Roger could not
force it sufficiently to liberate the cat. Wragg ran on a dozen
vards, then stopped, and turned.

“Oh, don't be an ass!"” he called, with a note of appeal in
his voice, for somehow he felt ashamed, and yet he was not
willing to throw awav his hope of winning the Willersby run
for the sake of a cat that had been poaching, and got trapped.

Dominy answered no word, but his blazing eyes and crimson
face spoke wrath and contempt. For a moment Wragg
lingered, then shrugged his shoulders and ran on.

Windebank, staggering past with his head down, barely
realised the situation, and the singing in his ears prevented
his catching the sharp, little cry of pain that Roger gave as
the cruel trap caught his hand, squeezing it horribly.

But next moment Barnett was o6n his knees by Dominy’s
side.

“ Don’t, Barnett!” gasped Roger. *“Go on!
out. They say you're sure to win. Go on!”

““ Hang the race! Hang winning! Why, man, the blood's
oozing out of your finger-nails! Here, let me help!”

Between them they foreed the strong spring of the trap
back, and Dominy picked up the half-insensible cat in his
arms.

“Leave it there, I should eay! I believe the thing’s as near
dead as iz no odds,” said Barnett.

The look Roger gave him made him feel ashamed.

“1 couldn’t ﬁmve him. No, he isn’t dead. Takes a lot to
kill 2 cat. And I know where he belongs; stopped and
stroked him the other day when I was round here. It's only
about a quarter of a mile. But yon go on.”

Keene, with his tongue out still farther nmow, ran past
them; and after Keene limped Thirlby, gone lame, but still

(Continued on page iv of cover.)
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elicking to it. Barneli stayed by Dominy. slowing pace to his,
necessarily slower because of hie burden.

They saw with reliel an open gate. That was TI:irlhy'?
doing ; he had understond, though he had said nothing, anc
he had dropped vet farthe: behind Keene to opcn that gate
for themn,

“Oh!" cried a girl's voice. And the two had a vision of a
fineshed face ana a flowing mane of black hair, a short blue
serge skirt, and brown stockings and shoes, all remembered

afterwards as belonging to a particularly pretty girl. “ Oh,
I've beeh locking for him everywhere! Poor Tab! Thank
vou so very much!” ‘ '

“Can't stop, He isn't dead.” &aid Dominy. *“And his

leg isn’t broken, only etrained.” _

Past the garden-pate, whence the girl had darted, with a
glimpse . of a creeper-covered liouse inside, the two ramr’on.
They overhauled Thiclhy; ‘they were drawing up to Keeune,
But Dominy’s face bad grown suddenly pale. and the blood
was trickling fast from his fingeré. The trap bad given them
a horrible eqirceze, _

Barnett saw, bu: said nothing. Only he still ran side by
sido with Domniny. He did 10t want to win the Willersby
Run now. -“He would farrather have seen it won by * Dogzy
Dear.” And he had quite made up his mind that if * Doggr
Dear " cared to cluun up with him after this, he wanted
nothing befter. )

Keene was passed. Windebevk could be seen aliead. toil-
ing up a stiff, grassy incline. They were now off the road
again, with still three miles or so to go. How far in front
Wragg might be they could only guess. .

‘Dominy held on. but Barnett vead in his face the offort it
cost him. Could he hold out to the finish?

““Hurrah! ‘There's Wragg'!’ cried DBaraett,
reached the crest of the upland. :

And he spoke as one spraks to a chum. And Dominy
heard, and understood, and smiled wanly.

Windebank groaned as they left him behind. and Wreagg
was not €0 far ahead now. After all, the two favourites and
the outsider would fight vut the finich—unless th: outsider
collapsed first,

The little Marling. swollen by the rains. ran throagh the
vallev -before ‘them. Wragg had a lead of barely a Bundred
vards as, he reached the bridge of a single plank (hat
spanned 1. : : ‘

e was halfway acrose when ther saw hun afip and plunge
mto the yellow water. Both sprinted then,

“It's—all —right.” said Baruett, a trifle winded et last,
“The Ragger--can swini—well”

But a crs for help vang ont—a cry that struck a chill to
their heavts, so full of fear it was,

Dominy was iivst at the river—ouly zome ten vards or so
wide here, but deop, and veaning fast, Ho saw that the
plank had stipped from ns place infe the steeam, and n
seemed likely that in slippice it had atcuck Wragg; for
eemethiing had made hita helades,

Into the vollow water plunged Dominy. and wto i, n his
walie, '|'|'.||15_"1'l|r Baria v, And ll'!El.'[h"l' l!’l'.'_‘,-' Byt 'ﬁ’ragg Pis
the ba:ak,

“ae-don- ! e gasped. having oot nd of a gollon or
s of water. My avm's=brokeu-—-1 ek, Sceves o
vight—for noi--belpiug yeu—Doggy 17

“Others voming up bhehind,” soid Barneir,

Tt ==t 1don'L
Doggy 1™
Domiiny started off. no! péroviving ihad Thavnent Lingesed,
“Ragger, I doa’t wast 1o win . T want Dondiny (o el

AR Hmlr

. . -
gL i .l.:'.'—iu.'J His . {.,.-: nilf,

it off ! s aleserves 017

Windelbauk e )b, a ot lJ'.!'L_;.':i i, mvdl wad 1 HET,
WieT=ss,

“_il.iiui i A=Wl I"4-"':1';11._::_'. “H'l! [TTaL CAre =gl
winnie =lthe that ] ol =ttt osort ! Trer—all VAN kiuyw =
ther——-"

Barnet wailtee, fur ao jnoere. e knew II|.:1 “'1.1:_-;1_-; A
right, To theew vp the race 0 Dominy's favonr was 10

deprive him of "all the glory of . OFf be went. a0 his s
pace, alier Donciny

G oo, Windv! You may come i oa bl shiiced oot ™
saiil the Ragter. grinuing even i his pain,
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hefore he had beru alece.
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others, at the gate of the lasl field, half a mile from the
school.

“Go _it, Barndoor! Lick the beggar! Mustn't
I}nggaf Dear win!” yelled Smith tertis.

And Barnett did all he knew to win. Wragg was right.
There must be no giving the race to “‘Doggy Dear.” Hae
was not thoe sort to care for that!

Shoulder to shoulder ran the two, with only a quarter of
a mile left to go. Now and then a drop of blood fell from
the smaller boy's crushed fingers; but he did not seem tu
heed the pain, and whilo Barnett staggered, his gait was
steady, though his face was white and strangely rawIL.
~The school gate was in sight, and &till they ran side by
side, both with ciriously dulled brains that needed some
stimulus from outside to quicken them. One might almost
have thought that they had arranged to make a dead heat
of the race. Yet, in truth, each was trying all ho kncw.

Then Roche's voice rang out.

1"‘213111& along, young Dominy! Sprint now, and you'll do
iim !

And Dominy’s brain answered to the call, snd his hard
young leg-muscles answered, too. He sprinfed gallantly.

Barnett tried his best. But there wae no power to sprint
left in him. His chin fell on his chest. He gasped. He
held on still; but Dominy shot ahead, and won the race by
a clear twenty yards, and fell in a heap the moment he had
broken the tape. -

It was Thirlby who finished third, twenty minutes behind
Barnett, limping, but holding on still.  Windcbank™ had
collapsed half a mile from home, and Keene, a poor swimmer,
I:aic‘l not dared the passage of the Marling.

Did ‘Doggy Dear win?” was Wragg's inquiry when he
came up, scarcely in” worse case than h's companion, Winde-
I}lﬂk&; nrDlH hi.anhmlifu arm, & 54

es; Doggy Dear. won,” answered Wil=on, with a wry
face. . He h:_u:F':ﬂen the finish from afer.

“Jolly good job!" answered Wragg, to Wilsou's intense
surprise.

And thereafter *Doggy Dear' had only one closer chum
at Marlingbury than Wragg. That ore was Barnett, of

let

course. From the -dn? of the run Dominy and Barnett were
inseparables, and Wragg was a frequent third in the
company.

_The 1nost curious thing about it was that the Fourth con.
tinied to call Dominy “Doggy Dear,” and that he didn't
mind. But perhaps that was because the mgnner of the
nickname’s use had altered. The poet hed proved his mettie,
had won his spurs.” And if he ever wrote verses again whils
at Marlingbury, he showed them to none. but Barnett—
certainly not”to the Ragger, though he held the Ragger »
stavich ehwn !
THE EXD.

HE NEVER SMILED AGAIN'
(With apologies to the Shade of Mrs. Heman:.)

By DICK PENFOLD. ‘

Tha hoat that Lore the pic went down
Amd fonndered in the Sark

Aud Bunter, full of wild dewpaci,
Seavehed for it abier dark.,

He failed to fied it anywheoo,
Avdd gave a ga:p of pain.

“My rabbii-pie 13 goue!™ he gocaned,
Aud never suied agadn !

They brenght bage Jumplings vp to his,
Ml barta in vl arvay
A waggaulond of sausage-rolis
o himn to stow away.
v brought lom pastries of the Tees
The famey and the plain

T
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Bot, ol His vabbitple was ioef |
[T pever simaled again !
L1l 2! vhers epping calie wept pour .

Al every sert of sweet ;

A=t Ir wesu't any good
L'er Buavter waoldn't eat !

Thiey heard Yar mouen that rabbit-pie
T zervowiul refrain:

“What potten ekt T've lost mr tuck !™
e pever souled agun !

A wauy o rare and ripping spooad
The ginger-pop was poured :
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o1 Pty Dupter’s rabbit-pia
Fiod Laatennd on his bysing

110 ava-bed his teetl, and pioed itie pes,
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