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THE FIBST CHAPTER.

Eunter‘s Flag Dﬂy‘

SAY, vou fellows -

The familisr voie af the Owl
of the Remove flozrea in through
the partially open deor of Noo 1

1

Sluey,
“Baze off " proared  Bouh Cherry.
“We're uot casling  postul-orders

to=tlav.”’

'FThe door continumed to open. but the
fumitiar fuee of William George Dunter
did not appear fer the momsont.  In-
stead, a large tray covered with small
s cann: =-.h-|h!'|,. into the voen, the Owl
aof the Remove, who wus cireving the

'r1"'|_*|r brinring up the rear.

]hga." “-.ug--11|, gasjd. 0 Bunte -
]mung a flag day!”

‘Brown ross Flag Doy, boys!”
Bunter announecd. " Whoe's ging e
buy o Hag*” _

“ A<k me another,” sanl Bob Coerry,

“Tin not—from yon. anvway.’

“Whom have vou kunocked down for
thal little 1ot?? asked Johnny Bull, eve-
ing the tray and the sealed tine Tor ooty
“hu b Bunter carried in lis hand.

O, n-'l!h' Bull!” Banter profested
vir fwonslv. L eouldn’t do such a thing. ™

i the chap faint, then, and did von
decide to help b by earreving 1he
ﬂrlﬁ-'.‘” .fu]th}' ek,

“ Ha, ha. hat”

Bunrer blinked,

PERRIW R,

withe o air of e

" Hl'-l”,‘-'. vorti el ey =, " L
kow tint T oo b tvisted, aned thar ‘l
shelidin e Boe sy a0 rotter 2= 1o do such

ik ||.l-ill;..’- "-t.hr.r-*- :.;-,-'tllu 8] l.l.l:-.' a DBrown
ross ot

*Where o ven et thoae  Pags,
Bunte " Wharton  asked ouoetly.

],||¢-.1.1, 1L = il “:IL ur.n atiil iy ]H”[l]* Wik
L'.'I."HlL Fir =i r.-] e Illr‘ﬁ!l H "'"]JF]"I- Por =8 ”
i thee =cleeesls Dot mndd havimg oo
i thes “re penme”

“rernuire . Bunter  snorled SR
ot T e menuine D My el sent
them to e Fl's o prroper collecion
forediny.  amd be kpnows e all right,
”"-"ifi"“" ther tin Tor Bl toney 1= eyl
iy, #0 thiat vab Fo Ilowes ouppy =ass thal ai'=
gprater omntie.

ETRE ;_‘In'.,ltt'l.l'l.' ik t]ees Liti eikil il
|1 it = hand amd inspecred i, ls ek s 4l

!|'4|.| '--LI]IJ to r_'r"'t. kil lllf I[ i FNEN AR "IJH']I

bl e boen shipped thre el 1k =l

‘ 1 v Bob mprmnredd, as Lie voturnedd
ir, avour wele knows won all vigla,
13oontv, He's notb taking any rigks"

1, ho, lia!™

= 1‘--:1”}'- Bub ™ dhe Dul of the
ey e protestid, WL ven all K
chout Brown (Cvoss Flae Day. Whe's
et ATLAR KT hu_".' a ey’

i vhutis oxelrarfreod e lil apei=.
ander 1l N lapewn o wlal. 1t Lo
"i'nll-'-'ll o For 1'I.'-*ill \ 1! TEROF Tl defad 'yt
hofore.

“Whal are  vou golting out ol o,
Buanty 77 Nueent asked, vencinig 1l
ceperal gnestion. U Woo o want to kioaw
what vou e daing this for"”

“My  omy pater’a pomg 1o seted e oa
Fru-l.;l:ltlll'lll S PR T 1.hl_'||'|!_.”- thie= fut |'rr'|l‘L'
cxplained.

1 thoweht voan said tour onele sent

von the gt Johpey Bull said,

A T e § T T 5, S

“Woll —er-—tliat is, they sent them
lmtﬁw-.'u them,” DBunter  explaiped.

“They know how philanthropic 1 am,
and that I'm awfully sorry for the poor
S riﬁl.um in Belgium who can’t get any
id g1 x ;
" “The who?” demanded Wharton.

‘The people that the ﬂ-l s are being
sold for,” Bunter said. Igfmg-:,r who
they are, but 1 know they're very di-m-h-
ing. LUome on, you chaps, buy a Bag!’

“You're quite sure it's O.K., Bunty?”
Wharton asked.

*Ahsolutely 1" Bunter said. 1 -1
don't nond telling you chaps that—that
[ want that postal-order vather badly,
andb—ane if you'd care to lend me ten
Iwih on it—="

* Nothing doing !
chiorus.

“IT'N have a fag, though,"” 1W]I.lltwn
saul. " Let's put the money in the tin.

Bunter held the tin out, and Wharton
slipped a sixpence lhmugh the slot and
took a flag from the tray. Bob Cherry
followed suwit, and, seeing that things
wore apparontly genuine, the others did
likrwise,  Bunter beamed as the flags
bhegan 1o disappear from his tray  aned

the chums said

the plea-ant rattle of coins enme from
wi=rede: the box,

“1I"m =ure the puce Resstans o Bel
TR LILLT] © i hegan,

“Russtan=2"" aterenptod Bob Chierey,
“1 thougit von saud they were Berbaaps?
You're o fine collector ! You den’t care
what the thime is for as oo as ven get
youir postal- order. 1 hope 1t gets lost
ril L

iy, voally,

Chevey 17 Bunfer  pro-
I‘hqll'hl - Illlt

awlully mterested o 1l
Brown Crass Society, but Uve got o
potten wetewy foe panv s 1 thank, nos
ot rernrid awe, that ot s the Turks"

“Then give me my money back ! s
B Chierey, Wil firhivinge e
bonnder=,

*No,? DBuantey  saud
can't be then, But it
||nTml.l1. !

“Ad that's pretty poor seenrity, ™
Jolinny Bull candidly.,  8nll, )

e
all -

I
O My

TR L |'|,
bt il il T A

satel
efi i 1

v very well how sou can fake this.”

PBonter grinped and widdled  towaros
”hl' Itill"ll'_

ot .II-II"11|I|' ot ol -I|-'|J:||'i:|ll- |.H'..i.=='i*-l " i
cli cliveal ns Lyer |.||rr_rhl the knab. =
ot ek of woe slan’t leasd pie
Mg o ey postaloeder, ™

Waornder what be miean=""" Bolby s

dinrehefolly . o= the dony elosed papaediy
Poocliannel thees €0l ool 0l Hemgpoan e “

sippro=ec 4w wll rrgher ™
“AMust b the Remnovite il |:H-1|;_-'I|.r
fully, "1t Jaorkn goenuie eneirgh
Fhaveled "'vi-.lllllr|r the cad of tae R
e, was standiog ot his Jdoor ahen the
(b alerfied along werh o= teay ol Hoes
and the Tut jurior hailod i,
“Buy oo g, Skinnev ™ e
*Brown Uoss, von koow. ™
T Breown rars D Bkinner veboeiold,
Bunter blinked indignantiy,
“Nomooneght to be pateiotie

=i deti]

ilfllll ].lil.'.i'

o, e sand, Yo' see all alout §
pr e papors, aml Pmoan authorrsed
collevior, ™
DL EE ] i i
-lild'?.' 111 =1 III' ]I:lb'll 1[]11 "l_"ll.{ll'“lr
=kinner, “Almost s haed o nposs v
.'n'l-".“—

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Think of the poor Arabs who are
dying i Germany for want of food!”
Bunter continued pathetically.

“T'd pathor not subseribe,” Skinner
speered. 1 prefer to think of won
starving here. [ can’t afford any cash
for your jam-tart scheme.”

ut 1 tell you I'm not getting any-
thing out of t!" DBunter screamed.
“Look for vourself. Yon put the money
i the tin, und it is dpencd by the people
in London.™

Skinner looked at the tin which Bunter
held out. It looked quite genuine. In
addition, as 1t was a half-day off, and as
he would be certain to go into the
village, Skinner knew that he would be
hedd up sooner or later anid forced to buy
n Hap.

He searched his poeket and found two
}mIfi‘:enuimf which he dropped into the
MK,

“1 don’t mind having one.” he saul
Iaftily, and stuck the little cmble from
Brunter's tray into his coat,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Truth Will Cut !

LUSITED with trivph,
F <iiled into the Hﬂj.:'
“ Flag day, boya ! he sang out,
“Who's gmug to Lu} a Hag?"
“ Buzz off, Bunter! We're hard un !
kb iir 4 chorns. " Go and offer some

Bunter

of “em to Mrs. Munble if you haven's ¢
HE)! '||[E
“1ia. ha, lia !

Really, you fellows,™ Bunter how e,
oo e aosnspicions ot of bheases D ook
b, 1075 o n Cross Flag Thay ILLH
ru- ]u -ip the stars Ilu.'; Lirrian pirsamers |

“Then buze off 2

Kb :".!'f'nlt :':

A chewrns of howls of exceration assailed
iunter's ears,

“ 1 dow’t mvan Geermans,
e Jevwbed. = 1 anecan the
wlb whwonr o dn gl
ant horised collectop,™

vou deffers 7
British ! You'il
papere D e oan

“t3h. v ouddy punt U7 eachaoned P
ctyadde, N o i’ oane ol 1 he sty e
pieasogners ais o well bew sy eloaess, e
L

-Lf}f v agbat2es hidel .F" r||-- ‘.I"I.'li l'l'ill" |
i.||1li|_rn.'1||r13..

“Well, what arpe v wettyeg o ool
v asked Bualstrodee,

*Nothmg.” e Owl ovoplidd ol
_1.r sl I‘Iﬂ; 1.1'-_*’[|'_'t||4_=' A | |'ru=-1':i.' depidel Deidp) paaow

wheir b o= the mia back.
Yool ol yol e lid s VO Wy i b -n.} TILL
half a epuded o i wdl St cone s :

NAthony
cloneck el

r_'|.|||-“'r|1 il

daing, my son ! Bulsape

Rake vanght haold of the v whieh
veseivend the moner, 1o hod o nambeer
stamprd on the bottam, sl eeortann

bvskaodl s sale recoptacle Toe woney,

ST oilink at's quite wenuine los tinee,
v chaps.” he sank. T have o llag. ™

“1 read an the papers that 6 was
Brown §'ross ”111. Ll.:r-tlilj.," nelodind |=|I||
Brown, the :"\ W Zealand junder. 171
b vy g, Lod,

thie o two others followed suit; and,
wotng thoat all was apparvcurty clear, the
“nueprrity of the others Jid the same,



Every Monday.

3o tinkee me buyee Aagee flom velly
Cishonolable Buntel I Wuan Lung saud, in
Liis quaint pidgin Englizh.

“ Disbonourable 17 ]
dignantly, - “ You rotten, yellow heathen
can: keep ! I expect I shali find
your penny's o bad one !”

“Yiou expect vou'll find it 15"
Tom Brown sharply.  *“"What do
mean *'t

“Br—that is,” Bunter explained
quickly, “1 expect my pater will write
and say there was a bad penny in thera!”

“1 thought you said it was your grand-
fathor 77 Bulstrode said.

“ Bo—so 1t is,” Bunter said. ‘' They
sent ma the Aags between them.™

“You told me that your uncle sent
thein,” DBob Cherry said quietly from the
doorwary. .

“Yes; they're all in it,” Bunter said
calmly. He remembered a proverb which
said something about there being safety
in numbers. *“We're a very patriotio
farmily. We all sell Haga”

“1 suppose your pater docs it when
things are not going well at the pawn-
shop ?"" asked Bulstrode sarcastically.

“Of course not!” the Owl of the
Remove said indignantly. * My pator’s
on the Stock Exchange! You're o sus-
picious lot of cads!  But that won't
deter me! I'n working in a good
cauze [

“Faith, an' it must be a good cause
intirely to make Bunter work ! declaread
Micky Desmand,

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“ Anyone else want a flag?" demandoed
Bunter, ignoring the remark.

No one else made a move.

“Would you care to have one, Fish?"
Bunter asked.  “ America always leads

dthook oy
-

aaid
TOU

the way in philanthropy., Remember the |
i That™ wos |

peaca shin iast Christmas.
American, ™

“1 guess there’s nothin' doin® [
Yankee juuior retnrned. 1 guess you
can vamoose the ranch, you mugwuamp!”

“Yah! You haveo't got any mouey !V
Bunter jeered. T won™t lend you any
when Uve op—when 1 gt my postal-
order, I mean!" he added hastily.

Bob Cherry eyed the Owl
Remove suspiciously.

“What were you going to say, you
worm”?  he demanded,

“Nothing,” said DBunler promptiy.
1 pnever even Lthought of opening the tin
and piicling the money, 1 wouldn't do
such a thing !

“You'sl  better
warned himn, as
towarils the door.

of the

entlpr ! Bals
jll-l1|-'-i'r C'llh"ﬂ"ij

lll1'
the [al

“It soemns von fellows Jdon’t think you |

Bunter snorted in-
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“ Absolutely ! declared Squiff. “Dat
what's the excitement ¥V

“Come along and see ITarry!™ said
Bob.

They huarried (o Study No. 1. b
Wharton was not-there. Nugent said he
thought he had gone down to the footor-
pitch,

“Anvthing wrong " azked Squiff, as
the two eet off again to find the Bemove
capiain.

“Yes; 1I'm afvaid there i, Bob said
seriously, “It's that fat beast Bunter
ngain! Wharton was expecting a parcel
of Brown CUross flags this morning, but,
apparently, they never turned up. And
now Bunter's hawlking a supply round
the school.™

“My hat!" gasped Squefl,
he's pinched "em *”

“Shouldn't be surprised,” returned
Bob. “You know, Bunty, don't you?
He'd borrow a chap's skin if he could

“ Think

thie |

can trust me,” Bunter said. “Well, I}
dou't want to stop with =uch ro‘tors,
that's all! I expoct they'll be only too

pleazed to get the opportunity of buying

flags from a handsome chap like me in |

the other Forms!

“Tia, ha, ha!”

“1 can't sec anything to eackle about !™
Buunter declared. " You ain’t fit to deal
with honourable people !

“Hu, ha, ha "

Bunier seowled, and set off down the
passage.  Bob Cherry turncd and fol
lowed Inne, a t]lﬁ'll_i_{lltfu] {fraown ot his
face, Bul i had not Fone very far
before bie ran wto Soquff, the Australian
Y,

i Hallo ! Samson Quincey Ifley Field
hailed him.  * Has Wharton got a birth-
day or something to-day? The postman

brought a b:z parce! for hun this
morning,

Bob shook lus head.

“Harry's got nothing special on
to-day,” he said, “and he's not received

any l]ﬂn‘u‘.!- Fle was 1-};].1-1'.:'[[“[.{ 0T, I
believe, though what it was I don't know.
I've got it, Are vou sure that came this
morning, Squiff 1"

e

get & jam-tart for it !

To Bob's annovance, however, Whar-
ton ecould not be fodnd just when he
was wanted, and it was a good half-hour

later that Bob ran aercss him in the
quad.
*“*Hallo, Beb!” YWharton said, “I've

just helped Bunter ecll his last flag. |
reckon it's a good thiong that the cash is
in a safe tin. I should Why, what's
the matter 77

“Bquiffy's got news for you,” Bob said
hurriedly. *I reckon we've been buving
a rather large-sized pup!”

The Australian junior told Wharton

One Penny. 3

had come for him that morning. and his
words were not without effect. A sudden
ficree Inel sprang into llarrs’s eyos,

“This wants secing into!” he =ad
guickly,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Fough on the Philanthropist!
i OT it !™
G Long experience .of opsning
ting of preserve which did not
belong to him enabled Bunter
to make short work of the money-box,
which eontained the contributions to the
Brown Cross Fund, when he got it to his
I RTTHASS

For the moment he was alone, and it
was of the greatest importance that he
should get the money and dispose of the
tin as quickly as possible if his scheme
for reising the wind was to succeed.
Anyone might come into the study at
any moment, and then all would be lost.

In point of fact, there were footsteps
souuding down the corridor now, and the
sharp ears of the Owl of the Remove
heard them; but before he could get the
tin n]nt of sight they had paused cutside
the ooy,

“(C—can't come in.” Bunter shouted
quickly, as he cast desperately round
him for a hiding-place for the tin. “C—
can t——"

He stopped as the door was snddenl
opened, and Harey Wharton, closely fol-
lowed by Bob Cherry and Squiff, stepped

—————

—_—— e

m a few words about the parcel which | in. The meriminating tin, a large hole
l b 4
‘ [ I II
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“{s anything the maiter, my little Loy 2 " the stranger asked gently.

Eunter

ga:ed at the man in astonishment. (See Chapter 4.)
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m the wop, was still clasped o the fat
junior's hands, and Darr’s eves fell
wecusingly on if.

“Wowhat do yom  wamti” Bunter
mshed, with a poor—a vors povr—attempl
at binff.

“Why have ycu opened that tind’
Whavton asked very (unetly,

“I—=1 wae afraid sodwone night pinchk
it.”" Bunter hazarded. 1 thought it was
piafer Lo take the woney out and keep it
momy pocket,”

“My piddy anmt!™ Bab
therry.

*And wilwre did you get thet tin from,
in the first place ¥ Wharton asked,

“T've already told you that | got it
from my annt,” Bunter said indignanily,
“Can't yon trust a feliow now 7™

“"You oenly told va your pater, uncle,
and grapdfather beflors,” Bob ohscrved
earcastically,

Wharton did wot veply at onee. e
stepped acress the stady to the hreplace,
where a piece of a bornt label was stick-
mg out trom the cinders. He pulled it
oit, and gave a little whistle of eurpeise.

“"How did thiz get in the fire,
Bunter ¥ e asked in o low voiee,

Bunter focked at the piece of label.
Thongh the greater part of it had been
burnt, 1t was still possible o read =11,
Wharton ™ on it,

‘I.'Ll 1]_!:-:'1-'1 kinow,” the Owl sand L'unp]!r.

“But vou jolly well soon will know,
you fat thief 1" Wharton eried angrily.
“Pass that etwmp over, Bob!"”

“Here, you're not going to—-—
conoh 1"

“That's to teach
Wharton Hll&.lilpﬂli.

LI e

Y ar-

vour ot 1o tell liee, ™
*And that-—-"

“"Yow! Ooocoer! Ilelp!  Murder!
Yooooop! Yowl!”
“That is to teach vou noil to pineh

parcels belonging to other chaps,”™ the
Hemovite cositinuenad, a5 he lawd the stump
avross the fut Bgure of the Owl. *This
] 1%

1=

“Help! You're  hwtmg.”  yelled
Bunter. " Yow-wow-wow, vou beast!
Yaroooh "

“Thiz is to remind von that it's a
caddigh thing to collier for charity and
scoff the proceeds,” Wharton continned,
unheeding.  ** And ihig-— -7

“Qoo-er ! Oh, erikey, voooow |
pit, you beast ! Leggo '

“Thie s a reminder that you'd better
not do it again!” Whairton finished, as
e threw the stump awary.

“Yarooh I Bunter howled. as he
paggered to lus fect, 1o face the inter-
psted crowd of juniors who had gathered
nitaide. " Yow've half killed e !

“Good thing, toe!” said Nugent, [rom
the doorway. * What's he bevn doing,
Harey 7

“Why, the fur beast pinchied the flugs
and tin that came for me this worning,”
Wharton seplied. “11e sold them roand
the school, and was just pinching the
cash when I came in f]f'n*."

Stop-

A howl of wrath went up from the

Jamiors.

* Bump him !

“Maob the fat bonnder

“ Make Lim ran the gauntles '

“Aud wi'll use our flags to hurey him
wp !:I':! 2

“The pivs, you mean "

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob  Cherry  sciced the Owl,  aml
bundled him to the doerway. Nearly all
the juniors had bought flags, and they
meant 1o let Dunter have them baek in
return for the mean trick he had played
onn them—only they intended to let lim
have them poiut first.

“1—=1 was uvily taking the muney to
keep it safe, vou clap="” Bunter eaid
:u[::i;_uuhnfl}r. “Tt's all les! You want
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“thing of

to mioh Wharton—he's trying to steal it
from me. ™

“Ma, ha, ha!™

““Start him off, Bob.”

“1 say, you fellowe——"  Bunter
started desperately. 1 haveu't really
taken any of the money——"

There was an ironieat langh from the
crowd.

“We'll forgive that little oversight,”
Jobmmy Boll said.  “We koow it ain’t
your fault.”

“Ula, ha, ha!”

* Really, you fellows— Yow!
be so rough ! Oco-er 1"

A sirong paiw of arms propelled Bunter
mto the passage, and the next thing he
knew was that a couple of pins were
stickimg into him.  The sensation was
not  pleasant. When a couple more
prodded Bunter's Jat person he thounght
still less of the enertainment. Tle gave
a wild whoop of pam, and set off down
the corridor, the Removites. with yells
of trivmph, taking up the clase,

Down the passspe Dunter sped, [ear,
and several further pin-points, lending
speed to lns ehort, fat leps, his only
thought  being  to  escape  from  the
Nemesis which followed hiw

As the news was ehoited by the par-
sucrs, felows evervawhers took up the
chase, the idea of the pins being some-
{ a novelty, as well as very effec-

T

Don't

tive,

" You—yvou rrotters!” Bunter gasped
as ho pelted along at fall speed.  ** After
the way I've been working for the Brown
Cross Society, and then thie is how vou
treat me !

“Cheer np, Bunter!" wvelled Jolmny
Bull, who was just on his heels, aud
conld have pj':'ul(fml hine o dozen times,
!:t?‘} a sad heart that never rojolces ! Go
it !’

Bunter “went it 7 as rupuily as he
could. The pins were very painful, and
the Owl of the Reinove had aleeady re-
eolved that the next thinss which he sold
Wﬁnﬂ;:l certainly l;w soteihing softer than
nng !

: Across the Close the Owl sped, and
tien through the gates, Hocing towards
the village. Ouly then did the pursners
draw up. . ;

“Drink our healths,” Nuaegont ealled,
“Don’t spend 1t all on grab [

“Ila, ha, ha!”

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Kind Cld Gentleman !

I1.LY DBUNTER rvolled  discon-
sulately along the pavement of
Friardale.

He was fecling very annaoyed
with the world in general,  To  start
with, he was sore—very sore.  But what
was evenl worse, he was hungry, and
there was no one i the village who would
give im “ tick.” They all knew Bunter,
and they ull wanted spot eash,

There was o object to he achieved in
remaining in Friardale, but there was still
less in gomg back to the school, especially
while the fellows were in their present
mook.  He was =0 utterly dejected that
he quite failed 1o notice dm sudden
imterest which a stranger whn passed him
on the pavement took in him.

Tl man who had paused 10 survey the
retreating figure of the Owl of the Re-
move was pa~t middle age, tall, and very

thin, amnd wearing side-whiskers and a
]mmh-t] rmotistache.  His hair was almost
vellow, and, cousequently, in  striking

contrast to the black hair on his face:
and his eyes, when they looked at one,
were small and very erafly, Al this,
however, Bunier did not motie at the
moment.

But, as he came rolling along the pave-

p ment again, Bunter was vather surprised

awlully

to hear a thin voice hail bim as " mr
little boy,” and, looking round, he was
more surprised to sec the stranger eveing
him narrowly.

“Is anything the matter, my little
boy?” the stranger asked gently.

Bunter gazed at the man in considerable
astonishment. For the moment he was
at a loss what to say; but a sudden
inspiration came to him.

“¥Y.yes, gir,” he eaid. ““ As & matter
of fact, sir, 1I've been expecting a postal-
order for ten shilings from my people,
but it must have gmﬁst in the pwost, =iy,
Bunter was studiously polite.  “I'm
hungry, sir. I—1 wonder if
you'd mind lending me seven-and-six,
sir 7"

The stranger looked at Bunter for an
instant.

“¥You have an honest face, my lad,”

he said. " How much did you say you
wantedi™

“Ten shillings, s, Bunter said
promptly.

“ And how mueh did you say the posial-
order is for?"”

“A pound, sir,” Bunter sad. 1
voi'd mind letting me have the Jifteen
shillings ="’

The stranger thinmst Lis hand in his
pocket and  deew  forth a  one-pound
Treasury note.

“I'H lend vou the full amount, my
boy," he said. 1 think it is a2 very
deserving case.”

“Thank you, #ir!” said Bunier, s
little cyves twinkling behind his rouna
spectacles,  “1 only said a pound, sir,
but they usually make it thirty bob, sir,
when they send to me. In facr, sir, if's
cortain to be thirty bob, sir. ™

“*Then here's tﬁu other ten shillings,”
said the yellow-hdired man, prodocing a
red Treasury note.  * Next time you sec
me will do for the postal-order,”

For the moment Bunter could hardly
murtnur the words of thanks wlieh came
to his lips, <o profound was his astonish-
ment. But the stranger’s next words
quickly brought him back to Limself,

“You look rather hungry, my boy,’
he said,  “Terhaps you would like to
come home and have tea with me?™ '

“T-thank you wvery much, sir!™
the Owl of the Remove.

* Then come thas way,” invited bis pew
fricnd. My nume, by the way, is
Engensen, and 1 am a professor. 1 think
we are going to be friends.”

Bunter stratted along trymmphantly, T
never occurred to hix thick head (o ques-
tion thiz sudden generosity on the part of
a stranger. The conceited Owl put it all
down to his own persanality. and thought
that it must lave becn hix good looka

]

satd

and charming manpbers  which  had
[ fascinated the stranger.
Ouce  outside  Friardale. TFogensen

turned up & lane on the leh, wnd here
Bunter found o Lorse and trap awaiting
them. Clamwbering in, Engenson helpesd
the fat jumior vp: then, whipping up the
horse, ¢et off at a round puce uﬁmg the
lane,

It was lLalf an bour later wheu they

ulled vp before a small houvse at the

ottom of & httle lane which branched
from the main road. Here Engensen
descended, and, with some care, assisted
Bunter again.

Y Go mio the hoose, my lad,” he said.
“We shall be all alone. Aud when I have
put. If,}u: horze in the stable 1 wil! join
Yo,

“Lortainly, «ir!" Bunter replicd.

The frout door of the honse opened at
Bunter's push, and the junior found him-
pelf in a bare passage From which three
doors opetexd.  The first room was piled
with hunber, and smelt strongly of
chemicals, The sccond one, however,
attractid Bunter. Tt contamed listle

furniture, but taat matterad little to
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Bunter. . Piled on a table in thc centre
was a feed which, even to the grecdy eyes
of the fat junior, appeared to be on. a
very lavish scale. _ ,
There was meat on several dishes,
vegetables, two plates of large pastries,
biscuits of every shape and variety, and,
scattered amongst the whole were pots

of jam, cream, and honey, together with |

a vaicicty of stewed: fruits which made
Bunter's mouth water even to look at
them.

The Owl of the Remove gave a satisfied
grunt. He bad fallen on ﬁis feet with a
vengeance, Then ho rolled into the room.

““*Better have a taster,” he muttered,
And, takinz a large jam-tart in each hand,
he commen~ed work without waiting for
the arrival of his generons host.

The jam-tarts were good, and Bunter,
having disposed of them, went on to a
couple of cream-buns, which proved

nally choice. He decuded to make hay
ﬁilu his genercus friend was giving that
same commadity to the horse.  And at
was not until he bad quite cleared the
first plate that Engensen appeared in the
doorway.

“ M-m-m-m—jush shtarted—m-m-m-m,"
Bunter remarked, through a mouthful of
chocolate eclair.

“That is right,” said Engensen.  “ But
before you go any further I've got a
Little drink u% my own concoction which
I'd like you to try.”

Bunter grinned with anticipation,

“Thank you, sir!” he said.

Engensen reached a bottle from a cup-
board in tho wall, and, pouring some of
itz redd contents into a glass, filled it with
goda. He handed it to Bunter.

“Drink that quickly I” he said.

Bunter took the glass and also a good
Fulpb The next moment he pulled a wry

ace and started coughing violently.

“Grooh! Oo-cr, you beast! Nearly
choked me!” he gaszpid.  “ Oo-or, what
horrible stuff !"™

“Goon, drink 1t ! said Engensen, with
a sudden fierce note in his vowee

“1 gin't going to!" declared DBunter,
“1 believe vou're tryving to poison nwe!”

“Noi it will do you good,” Engensen
declarcd ficreely, “*Drnk it!"

“1 wou't " deelared Bunter.

Engensen  paused, His faca  had
Auzhidd, and for a moment it looked as
though he would tl‘f‘ and foree the fat
junior Lo o what he bade hin, ot
apparcutly he mastered his feclings, for
his face suddenly eleared.

It vour loss, then,” e <aid easually,
éCome on, let"s get on with e feed !

Bunter prinned, and looked qaite molli-
fied again.

S INow von're talking, siv,"" he sand,

It wa. un honr later that Bunter pre-
pared {0 leave his host,  He had gorged
till even ln- monstrous capacity sceined
to have veached its limit.  The trap was
waltine aprnn to take him to the r:ll]:!gcr,
and ai hee elambered in he romarked that
ho had bl o decent time.

“You'll come again,
Fongren-on said.

51

won't  you

“You bet!" remarked Bunter, in a
volrs whieh imbimated that there was no
doubt upon the matter, *To-morrow
do?"

“Yos," Engensen zaid., “If vou don't
find the trap waiting, come along the
road to meet me. IUVs only five miles,”

“Oh, really !" said Bunter. * Do you
expect me to walk that?”

“1 may be late with the trap,” the
stranger returned. ' But I will try to

el yol”

Engenzen dropped the Owl of the
Remove just outside the village, and,
with several protestations that he should
have first claim on the postal-order when
it came, Bunter bade farewell to his new
frierul, o fat smila on his face, and two

orinkling Treasury notes in his pocket,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER..
Wharton is Worried !
ILLY BUNTER elbowed hiz way
up to Mrs, Mimble's eounter in
tue school tuckshop,
“T'll bave that dish of tarts, and
dozen ginger-beers ! he saad

B

half a
loftily.

“ Money first, Master Bunter,” Murs.
Mimble said firmly.

Bunter smiled expansively,

“Here it 18," be said, in the same tones;
‘t A pound note, Mrs. Mimble [

“Hullo, hallo, hallo!"” murinured Bob
Cherry, who was standing by. ** Bunter’s
in funds again!"”

“Wonder where he laid his greasy
paws on ' that?" muttered Wharton, in
reply. “1 dorn’t think he hud it out of
the Flug Fund, because, when I came to

count up the number of flags sold-and.

what the fellows said they'd given, i6
tallicd fairly well with what was in the
tin when 1 fecaptured it!”

Bob Cherry nodded, as Bunter retired
to a table with his load, and commenced
operations,

““T wonder where he got it, then?" he
said,

It would not have been a matter of
concern where a fellow's money came

from in another boy's case, but Bunter’s:

reputation for dishonesty made it every-
one’s business to watch bhim. And
Wharton, who had saved the foolish
junior from many serapes, felt genuinely
concerned to see the Owl throwing paper
money about as he was doing.

Ho crossed the lugle tuckshop, and sat
down at the table where the Owl of the
Remove was gorging.

“1 don't want to quiz, Bunter,” he zaid
abruptly, “but 1 should like to know
where you got that money from. You
Lhaven't been selling Aags in Friardale, or
anvthing, have you?®"

‘Of course not!"” Bunter said indig-
nantly.  “I'm not going to tell you
where I got it from!  Ie's no business of
voura if n pal made me an advance on a
postal-order that T'm expecting !”

“Bame  old  fairy-tale!™ Wharton
hreathed.,  “Look ‘here,”” he added.
“yon don't eatch old birds with chaff
now !  There's usually something fishy
when you come into funds., I -expect in
the end vou'll want us to rescue you
from some scrape or other !

“No fear!”  Bunter declared em-
phatically.  “You necdn’t try and scare
me, and get the name of my new pal out
of me! He's tuken a faney to me
because T'm good-looking I

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry, who
had followed Wharton across the shop.

“There's notling to cackle at!” Bunter
said severcly, through a mouthiful of
ereamt bun,  “It's only natural that a
fellow should take a faney to me. ~ And
he'sa a very good sort, too, I'm going to
see him again "

Bunter's mouth suddenly shut like a
trap as he realised that he was saying too
much.

“He must be a rummy =ort to take a
fancy to you!" said Bob, laughing,

iunter glared.

“1 don’t want you fellows hanging
round me just because 1've got some
money "' he said loftily,

Wharton launghed.

“We don't require your charity, por-
poise,”” he said, *1 was only warning
yon for your own good No fellow would
be likely to take a fancey to you unless he
was off his chump. You be careful what
you do, that's allt”

By the time Bunter had swallowed the
mouthful of pastry in the way of the acid
retort which rose to his
had walked away, and the fellow who
confrontod DBunter was Fisher T, Fish,
the Yankce junior.

lipsa, Wharton

l

'i;nu've gat such a real pal,

One Fenny. ]

“Hallo " Bunter said,
want**

Fisher T. Fish rubbed his thin hands
together, and twisted his lean face into
something like a sinile

“1 guess 1'm real glad to see you pros-
pering, old man,’™ he said, with an
attempt at joviality.
¢ 't What do you wampt?”
griddgingly.

“Bav, I don’t mind a pastry or two,
since’ you'rg so  pressing,”  saidd  the
American jumos. I —

“1 didn’t inean that,” Bunter snapped.
*Still, vou can piteh into those. There's
plenty more where they came from, and
plenty of cash to pav-for them! What
do you want me for?"”

“T saw-vou with your pal in Friardale
vesterday,' Fish eaid, as he started on
the feed, “and I guess U'm almighty glad
I guess I saw

im handin’ out the shekels—" :

“Hush!" said Bunter, in a low volce,
“What were you going to say?

“I reckon I wanted to congratulate yqu
on havin® seeh a real pal, thet's all," Fish
anid cunningly.

“Have another cake," invited Bunter,
realising some of his danger. :

“T guess I'm much obhiged,” Fisher T.
Fish returned, as he reachcd over to the
dish again. “Waal, ke's a roal dandy
pal, sura!" .

Bunter eyed the other through his
round spectacles, :

“Well, mum’s the word about it,” ho
said.

“What about giving me an introdue-

“What do you

Bunter said

‘tion?" asked Fish, closing one eye.

Bunter's face coloured furiously, and he
came near to closing Fish's other eye with
his fist, >

“ Fntroduction ! he gasped. “No. T
won't! He'’s my discovery, not yours!”

The American junior smiled eraftily,

“What if I tell Wharton that you're
meeting him again to-night ¥ he asked.

Bunter's eves gogrled. !

“They wouldn’t believe you!™ he zaid
desperately. “*Anyway, how do you
know anything about it? "’ .

Ficher T. Fich smiled. Finding out
ahout things came under the comprehen-
sive . word *“business ' to the Yankee
junior, and a little disereet eavesdropping
had, in the present case, served him in
good stead.

“1 guess it don't eonsarn you ti know
how [ know,” he drawled., “Is 1t a
bargain ¥"

“Nao ! Bunter said desperately,

Fish got up, and started to walk away,
believing that at the last moment Bunter
wotld call him back. No sound came
from the Owl ¢f the Remove beyond that
of his munching jaws. At the door tho
Yankee junior paused.

“ Qtill think the same?” he called over
his shoulder.

“Yes ! said Bunter,

TPish walked out into the open, his brain
working busily. He had never intended
to tell Harry Wharton & Co., for the
very obvious reason that he had every-
thing to loze and nothing to gain by so
doing. And the bluff that he had tried to
work on Bunter had failed. :

He wished that he was still in the tuck-
shop helpiug the fat junior to scoff the
feed.,  He was still bungry, and now

= e
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hunger and disappointment sharpened his
wks,

Faor severa: minutes he strollod ronndd
the Cloge, deep in thought, and saddenly
s face  broyghtened and ke grinned
guictly, - '

“T fruese it's some stunt [™ he mintiered
to hinseli,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Etheltert Engensen, Esj.
“LETTER for Master Bunter !
" Trottor the page looked 1nto
Sindy No. 7 with a small
envelope  just as Billy Buanter
was making the scaniy toilet which he
considered necessary before meeting his
newly-found friend, the scientist,

“That’s me,” said Bunter ungram-
matically ; and. snatching the letter, he
tore it guickly open. Al vight ! he
added,

As the door closedl Bunier gave vent
to a snort of mndygoation,

“That man seems to think I've nothinge
to o but suit his convenience ! e
multered, as he looked at the note agam.
“* Do pot meet mie Ll six o'clock,” " he
readd. 't Your Friend ! 7

Fovidently it was from his firiend of tie
Treasury notes. That was the only
peizon it eould be from, Bunter thonght.
The two facts which wotild have been
very obvious to another fellow at once
never filtered thvough Buntes’s poddy
biain till zome tiine afrer,

The first was that the message was in
a juvenile and very faunbiar handwriting,
which Bunter should have Lknown i e
had his wits about him.  ‘The secoml was
that the stranger did wor even know
Runter's name, let alone his address,
although he mught have guessed the latter
from his cap. Bat Fisher 1. Fish, when
he wrode that note, conld not, of conrse,
gurss that PFunter had never divulged his
rame to the stranger daving the eveniful
wieeting on the previous day.

IFrom the Yankee junior’s point of
view, however, the scheme worked well.
Biunfer put off his departare for the
mament, and the brief respite enabled
Fish to steal a wmareh on the fat junior,

11e set off for the village directly after
trea, and he had the satisfaction of seeing
that  Williamm  (George  DBuuter  had
evidently acted upon the instructions in
the note,

“Cee, this 15 going o he some casy,”
he muottered (o himeelf as he strode along
fowards the village.  *'1 gness this s
v here braing score !

He knew the man who bhad been
Bunter's benefactor, and whom bLe huad
vocided to mect, because he had witnessed
1 whole pantomime the previons cven-
ing from the opposite =ide ol the road,
anl, though he had not actually heard
anter's words, be had  pretiv well
cuessed what passed between the two.
And if the Ouwl of the Renove could
nke money <o evas=tlv, he argued, it
Jonld be oo sull simpler thing for a
hasinesz gran ke laoself to pel oa few
vollars,

When he reached (be villuge he saw
that the man he was cxpectinge had not
vet arrived, Mo lomngrod abowt, warting,
wiad dookme  constantly  back 1o see
vhether the Owl was vet on the warpath,
Bint. theugh the minutes passed. the
fnvthiar figuee of the far jumaor did not
apuear in sight. and Fish saddenly gave
i sirch of relief as the spare Hgure of
Fiigenzon appearved, walking briskly, {rom
e opposite divection,

['ish turned hi= stepz, amd waiked to
et him,

“Goodevening, «iv ™ he sand, raising
Lite eaq. “Pyvoeo ceme down feam the
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sizhool to say that Bunter's not corning to
SEQ YOU apy moree, sir.

“And who on carih ie Buntert”
sapped the scienbist, glaring at Fieher

I Fish,

“Your—yonur young friend,” sakl Fish,
Fl:"lflll_li':\"r'h.’ll'- talken aback at the tones,
“The fut boy, sir, He's a very vograte-

ful chap, =ir, and he says he ain't coming

to see vou any more,  Butl goess, if vou
want a decent chap's society, sir, that I'm
what you've been looking for.”

The strangere did not auswer., [le was

lookig ahead vacantly, apparently deep |

i thought. Fish did not think that he
had beard the last remark,

“1 guees T don't Lhke to pesh myself
forward, =ir,” he sad. “Hut I'm a
lonely =ort of fellow, siv, withent any
parents, ayb—and 1 guess | hayen’t much
company. 1 thought, sir. as Buuter's go
almighty nngrateful, you nnght be sure
pleased to mect a real, decent fellow, sir,
i s place.”

Engensen st:ll did not speak. “Fisher
Tarleton VFish looked iather perplexed,
The strange man Jdid ot secm in guite
siich a generons mood to-day,

*“I Lkinder calchiate Vve wuken a lancy
to.you, sir,” the Yankee continned after
a fruitless pauvze. 1 veek’n we canld be
pals, sir.”

Nothing Jdoinge, it seemed,

1 guess, too, sir, I'm in a rotten hole,
siv.,”” Vish finished desperately, *I've
dune the styaight thing by you, sir, in
exposing  Dunter’s deceit, 1 wonder if
you'd mind doing me a fellow-service?
1I've been lot downgover a remitiance
from myv pa—trusrees, in Noo York City.
1 wonder il von'd mind doin’ me a gond
tovn by advancem® mae five gquid, siv, ull 1t
comes 77

Engensen  sertned
himself together,

“Ehi™ he snupped.
on the cadge as weil t"

Fish nnilered someihing  inaudible.
There was a terrmble look in the man's
eye—a look as of madness. The Yankee
was too [nightened for the moment to
repeat the harrowing detaila which he
bad alveady concocted about his American
remiitance,

“You!
roared Engensen,
skiny scarccrow ?
boneg ™

Fish did not  answer, He conldu't
think of anyone at the moment who
required a4 bag of bones,

“Confounded  ympertinence thun-
dered Engensen, “*What's the good of a
miscrable creature like you "

“M-mi=erable  creatore |7 slultered
Fish, finding his tongue at last. ** Skinny
scarecrow ! You am't much to talk about
voursell 1"

Biff ! Smack ! Dump!

Y Jecrusulom  cvickets !

suddenly to  pull

“Bn you're out

A measly skeletont hke wou 17
“Whati's the nso of a
Who wants o hag of

.4 |

screannred the

Ameriean juniar, as a tremendous slap

on the head sent him o the ground,
and he saw more stars and stripes in a
second than he bhad seen on s national
Hag in a bLfetime. *Oh, vou Lowlhng
mugwump! Wasscrmarreer you !

“TU teach you, my bay, to conme down
here with your impertipence ! roared
FEngensen,  “'Tell Bunter when von see
hiny that T shall expect him o morrow

night! I don't believe 2 word of your
gtory ! 1 expeet he's been detained,
Halle! Ileve ho comes!”

Fish ivened his head, and saw that
during the ahlieroation the perspiriag
figure of the Owl of the Bemove had
drawn near,  And a= he became aware
of the faet Wish did a b of rapid think-
ing. Ile had wanted 1o siay awnd howl
g {ow choice Awericaniems at thi=s cccen-
irie stranger, but the blow wlich had
knocked himn over had also knoekod the

Plhinde pluck which he pessesced oub of
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him. Ha rosc stealithily to his feel, aml
then, suddenly making a dash for it as
fust s he could, he sped out of reach of
Engenzen,

e stranger did not trouble to pureue,
and, dodging into a shop deorway, Fich
stood so that, by looking at the reflec-
tion in the glass, he could sce what
followed,

TF'rom this point of vantage he watched
Bunter roll np and greet Engensen,
There was no warmth en the part of tha
Owl of the Remave, but he took an ecarly
opportunity 1o intimate that he was
hungry, and that, although he had been
promised a postal-order. for a larger
amount, it had not yet come, but funds
were low again,

Engenzen took the hint. snd passed
over another note, after which Bunter
became quite aﬁnﬁle, and accompanie«d

the scientist back along the road. Fish
emerged from his concealment.

“1 guess there’s somethin’ mighty
fishy going on!” he muttered. “'Thet

mugwump wouldn’t love Bonter Like that
for nethm'. 1 reck'n it'l! bhe worth
followin® this up.”

Ie started stealthily along the road in
pursuit of the pair. It was gquite evident
that there was some secret, and Fish
knew that if he could dizcover it he
might use it to extort blackmail from
Bunter.

In addition, TFish wase suffering strongly
from both resentment and cuariosiiy. flﬂ-
did not like the manner in which he had
been treated, and he was also deeply
curious to know what specially attractive
feature the man could see in DBunter's
fatness.

Arriving at tlie lane, however, Fish
found, lo hia chogrin, that ilie pair were
driving away in a trap. Ie tghook his
list impotently.

“T1 guesa that mugwamp ain't seen the
last of me!™ he muttered.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fish’s Miss-Fortune !

o ALLO, hallo, halle ! eried Bab
Uherry, bursting wto  Stidy

No. 1. “Wherefore that moody
brow, Harry 1"

Wharton lcoked up and grinned, [le
had Lieen vaught in the midst of a brown
study.

“Nothing much,” he eaid; “only 1
was thinking about Bunter. }He worres
me,”

“The worryfulness of the esteemid
Wharton has been terrifie ! ohserved
Hurrce Jamact Ram Singh from an arm-
chair. *The ludierons and ridicolouely
admirable DBunter 13 not worihfullv
worried about "

“'"Course ho
Cherry.

Wharton shiook his head,

“You can't drop it like thai, Db ™
he said. “ Bunter has besn constantir
going out on mysterions loarneye, and
returning with pota of cash for a weck
now, It can’t be above hoard. No one
but n dangerous lunatic would want

Bunter's company for maore than one
jl

in’t!”  agreed Daob

day.

%mnk Nugent grinned.

“Then what do von think Lic's dalpp—
a bit of the Raffles’ tonch "'

Wharton shrugged,

“He's enly being made samncone's
tool,” he s=ad, e hasw't caoagh
brain for ansthing else, Bul 1t's a danu-
gerous thing for him,”

“1 think Harry’s right,”™ obeerved
Johnny Bull, “It's up to us io sea that
e doesn’t get into a serous scrape,
Hallo!” he added, as there came s vap
on the docr. **Come inl"

The door opcued, to admit he figuia
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of Fiaber T. Iish. The Face of Lhe
Yunkee schoolboy had been  badly
damaged in a wikd scrap, and his clothes
wore torn and muddy.

“ Any toa left, you fellows?” Le asked.

“ Heaps in the caddy ! said Wharton.
“There's tons in the London Docks.
Why do vou ask?"”

I'ish scowled.

“I guess you mugwnmps needn't be
fum'l.}' ™ he growled. %I ain't feelin’
like jokes at present!”

“But vou look like anel" saud Jobhnny
Bull. “\What have you been up to?"”

Itz pavsed, and drew a deep breath,

“1'va been trackin® Bunter, 1 guess,”
he said. I puess it's worth a tea.”

“Find out anything?” gueried
Wharton interestedly.

“ Lots,"” remarked Fish dvily.

“&it down, then, and let's have the
varn,” said Bob. “There’s still some tea
i the pot, and there's plenty of grub in
the eupboard.”

F'ish nodded, and helped himself to tea.
The chums waited ii]ll ha had finished.
It was dark now, and Wharton switched
on the light.

“1 gueszs I'm telling vouw chaps this
beeanse 1 know you're interested in
Bunter,” observed Fish. ““I've had a
rough time—some !--an’ it's all throngh
folleein” him home with his new pal.™

“Who's his new pal ¥ asked Wharton
interestedly.

Fish deseribed Bugensen with some
colour,

“I muess he has Bunter up there at his
honan feedin” every nights I found that
outt, and 1 sorter decided to follow "em
to-night. This blighter Engensen eaught |
e otfaide the kitchen window watehin'4
him mixin' op some rod powder in a plate
ik ft-{nir ani the howhin’ IMI{;"I‘-'-]. rlgarl}* !
killed me hefore T enuld do & bunk. ™ !

Wharton whistled thoughtfully,

“Would Buunter eat that food, do youn
think ¥"" he asked,

“1 shouldn't be sgurprised,” sand Fish,
“fle hadnt been there limg thon, 1t
must hayve haen his geoh.”

“1 say,” said Bob Cherry, “itlhis s |
BlrICe,
0 ks very Fizshy.” marmuored

REUOHR

iizhier “Parvleton Figh seowled.

“The Fishylulness of the whale busi
pesn,” observed ITurree Sipgh, 4

“Torrilie !

Thers was another- pavee,

P oauppose it's no gocod ;.}:;i;;g any-
thirg Ao Bonter,” Wharion ohserved at
length., *Ha'd never bolivve i, But I
reciion thia ehap Engensen nivest ho mad,
all the eame, I vate we take a irip to
ihia place Lo-morrow and esplore,””

*“Loownl pdea!” said Johnny Bull.

“ I {noka as though he's experimenting
with Thter,” pursued Wharton. " He
nasn’l dona hum any harm wel, appa-
vently, but things don't leok any too
brtgel "

“Think we'd better tcll Quelchy 2™
pa'ced IPeank Nogent.

Wharton shook his head.

“No: we've really got nothing to go
on vet.” ho said. * Qﬁu Yank may be
romaancing, for all we know.”

“You silly mugwump!” howled Fish.
b I-}'I.:; _l_ I.DDEE na t-i'l.".HI'HI]. I Wi ['Qmun{_'-in' T"

Johuny Bull langhed.

“Hut you'rs euch a bright Iad,” he
gaid. “*Never know what vou will do to
rai=e the wind."”

“{ guess you can go to Jericho, then 1"
hooted Fish. It don't matter to me,
Only I'd like to see that Lhowhn' jackass
jumped on,”

Wharton did not speak [or a moment.

“¥ou kauw where this place is, I sup-
nan ? ' e askerd Fish.

“OF course T do,” he said, T gueas
weet cn ey bike, Tt ain’t a very long
run—abaar five wiles,”

o T e
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HThen we'll toddle over thore on our
bikes to-motrow.” axid Wharton. t:Jllinri
we'll call on the worthy gentleman.’

There was a sudden grunt outside the
door, and the nest moment the subject of
their conversation—Bunter  himself--
rolled joto the room.

“1 say, vou fellows— he bLiegan,
when Wharten interrupted him.

“Who's vour new pal, Bunter?” he
asked.

“What do you know about him 1™ de-
manded Bunter auspiciously.

“I mean,” satd Wharton, *“the one you
go and grub with, and the one who lends
you your cash.”

Bunter directed a fieree look at Fish.

“Mr. Ingersoll, you mean,” he saud.
“Oh, he's a Iriend of my pater's.”

“Phew!”  myttered Fiah. e
guesa———

“T don’t care what yon guess, Fishy,”
said the Owl of the Remove. *] ecan
choose what friends I like. You've been
telling these chaps a lot of lics.”

One Penny. 4

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Madman's Confidence !

ik ALLO, my httle boy, IHers we
are again!”
Bunter looked up as he sud-

doenly confronted Fugensen,
1“ Yes," eald Bunter. “llow do you
do #"”

ITe didn’t speak with much enthusiasm,
He didn't care. as a matter of fact, how
Faygrenaen did.  Bot he asked the guestion
because he was hard uwp, and it would
cause his friend to ask how lie himself
was, Lipon which Bunter would say that
his postal-order had not come,

Such was the simple system that the
Owl of the Remove had developed,

But to-day hie Frievd did et ask how
he wad, Bunter was rather nonplussed,

“M-my postal-order hasn't come yet,”
he saiwd at length. “T find things are
getting rather tight."

Engensen smiled genially

Bunter took the plate, and, to the surprise of the fellows s‘anding, he did not
offer to pay. (Sece Chapter 13.)

“Juat a minute, Bunty,” said Wharlon
serviously, “Do you krow that your
friend's trying an experiment on yvou ¥

“No, I don't,” ssud Bunter calmly,
“hecause he's not,  He says T remind
him of bis own dead, beautiful son. 1
don't wonder.”

“Don't  you
Wharton.

“I know you're jealoas,” anid the Owl
spitefuliy, " You can go and cat coke!”

The pext ionstant the deor had slammed
behind Lan,

believe it——"" began

“Cheer up!” he said. “IIl come

before long, "™

* B-but cenld von lend me another guid
Lill it ecomest” asked Bunter, “Ein
awfully hard up, sir. I'm baviog a dog’s
time of it.”

““As a matter of fact, I'm hard wp.
too,” Fngensen said. “I'm afraid that
it ran’t be doue to-day.”™

“But I'll pay it all back out of wy
postal-order.,” said Bunter indignantly.

““(0h, that's all rvight,” said the othe:
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light!y. *“TIt's been rather a long time
coming now. The chances are that you'll
find 1t waiting for you when you get
back."”

Bunter relapsed into moody silence. Tt

was on the tip of his tongue to say that]

he knew it wouldn't be there; but he
checked himself in time.

They had reached the trap by now, and
Bunter chimbed moodily . Even to lis
obtuse brain it seemed rather evident

that his ready-money supply, unlike the'

widow's cruse of old, was beginning to
dry up. e had still the feed, however,
to look forward to. _

The drive to the house passed In
silence.  Engensen might have told
Bunter, for purpoeca of diplomacy, that
he reminded him of his own dead, beau-
tiful eon, but he always used to think, at
the same time, that if he ever had had a
“beautiful son ' like Bunter e would
have been best dead.

He was friendly with Bunter for a pur-
pose, and to-day he had decuded that it
was time that gﬂ revealed something of
that purpose to his tool.

The greedy eyes of the Owl of the Re-
move danced with pleasure when he
witrfessed the feed which had been pre-
pared for to-day's bangquet, and, without
wasting much time on formalitics, he sat
down to begin. Engensen took a place

oppoeite him. ‘ _
“It's a nice dinner, isn't it?" he
gueried. )
“Yes,” munched DBunter. “Very

decent, &ir."

“But I've got a fine treat for you in a
minute. Bunter, 1've got a question to
ask you. Have you always becn fat like
that?’’

“Yes,” returned the Owl of the Re-
move proudly. “It's a family gift.”

“But wouldn’t you like to become
glim and gracefual 27

...Nﬂ‘-!”

“Wouldn't you like te become like
other boys ("

IIND!"

Bunter, busy on a tender piece of
chicken, did not sce the object of the
apparently aimless questioning.

Engensen glared across the table,

“You're not listening to what I'm say-
ing,” he said ebruptly. “I'm going to
make vou a sporting offcr. I'll muke you
thin, if you like.”

Bunter suddenly paused in his {feeding.

“You'll make me thin?" he eaid.
aghast.

Engensen nodded.

*Think how you'll be able to get about
like other boys,” he said alluringly.
“Bee haw handsome you'll become! See
how fine it will be!™

“1 ain't going to get thin!"
Bunter dnﬁafﬂy. : .

Engensgen glared again.

“"You don’t know what you're talking
about,” he said, *“ A fat, ungainly lout
like vou i1s not it to be about.”

“Eh?"” said Bunter horrified. He eould
hardly believe his own cars.

Engensen got more excited at his
opposition,

“T1 don’t care what you want,” he
said. *It’s for yvour own good that yon
ought to get thin. And whether you like
it or not, I'm going to mrake you thin!”

Bunter's eyes gopgled.

“Y-y-y-you're g.ggpgoing—" he re
marked unintelligibly.

“Yes,” remarked Engensen,  “It's
best to understand cach other. 1'd better
ﬂi}p]ﬁ&lﬂ things fullv. 1I'm a chemist, and
I have made obesity a life study. Some
people have said I'm mad., but I'm not.
It's onlv that T specialise in nne thing.
Now, I've resolved to cure vou of vonr
fat. 1 sha'n’t hurt vou.”

Bunter's remarks were still more un-
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sated

intelligible. He was more frightened
than he had ever becn before in iia life.
Inwardly he found himself agreeing very
strongly with the people who said that
Engensen was mad. But that did nat
help matters.

“I—1 don’'t w-w-want toc be th-thin,”
he stammered,

“Veoery well, then, I shall start treat.
ment on you I.n-night,” the madman re.
turned. “ You won’t be allowed to go
home any more till T have cured your fat.
And as 1 have decided to keep you here,
there will be no further need for these
inducements. ™ '

The madman caught the edge of the

tablecloth as he spoke, and, with one{

powerful movement, dashed its appetising
spread on the floor. Bunter jumped from
his chair, and stood, panting dnd
terrificd, against the wall.

“ A little bread-and-butter, with good
wholesome  water containing  xylpos-
dine," remarked Engensen slowly, *is
what vou'll have. Sit down there, while
I fetch vour new diet.”

Bunter sat down. - The power of move-
ment seemed to go out of him under the
madman’s searching glare. But the
moment the man's back was turned
Bunter's {ear reasserted itself. He rose
stealthily and tiptoed towards the door,
" The coast was clear. Dunter slipped
stealthily along. There was nothing very
heroic in Bunter's move. It was the onl
plan which suggested itself tu his mint{

He reached the back door in zafety.
Engensen had gone into the front part of
the house. Bunter's hand mugflt the
knchb of the door and turned it. It
n[}r:lwd ut the touch, but just as he was
sliipping through it he saw Engensen
apprar down the other end of the passage,
returning with the supply of food.

Fach became aware of the other at the
same moment, and Engenren, with a
furions rear, dropped everything that he
was carrving except the kmife, and dushed
im pursuit.

Bunter tare through the litile garden.
There was a fence all round, and the Owl

made for the single small gate in it.
“Help, help!” he velled in abject
LerTor.

He could hear the quick breathing of
his pursuer and the strangled caths which
tumbled over each other out of his lips.
He was very mear the gate, and he
reached it by a desperate sprint,

Thien Bunter had some reason to apree
that, after all, a little fat reducing might
have done him good. The gate was onlx
r small ome, and though it allowed
Bunter to get half-way through, he could
go no farther.

He turned desperate, gogeling eves
back slong the path. He saw no hope
of escape. The madman was very near
him, his eves bloodshot, and his face dis-
torted with passion.

Bunter felt himself go celd all over.
For a brief, terrible second he gazed at
the glinting kmfe. And Wharton's
timely advice suddenly came back to him.

“]1—1 wish he was hcre now!” Bunter
muttered.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
To the Rescue!

b E3CUE, you chaps!™
R The voice which DBunter had

haped to hear was  swddenly
raised, and the junior saw six
fellows dart from where they had been
hiding in an angle of the house and desh
at the madman. The eight of help so
near infused a little fresh spirit anto
Buuter. He left the gate, and, running
in o circle, managed to Jdodge the mad-
matt. The next moment Harry Wharton
& o, hadd eloged with Engensen.
They had arrived in the very nick of

‘alone  before you find yourselves

time. TFor they had only had time to
hide their cyeles and creep round to the
side of the house when DBunter's shout
for help had come to them, and they saw
him ruosh across the garden with the
madman behind him,

Engensen fought furiously, but once
the knife had heen wrenched from him
he was powerless in the grasp of the
Remaovites,

It was obvious to anyene, however, that
he was mentally unsound. As Bob l’.ﬂmrry
knelt on his chest while he lay en the
rass, the man swore and cursed furiously.

‘harton shcok his head elowly as he
looked at him.

“We ghall have to give the fcllow in
charge,” he said. “He's gone clean off
hig chump! Fanecy Bunter being in the
hands of a fellow like that for a week!
I gaid the chap must be potty tg pal up
with Bunter!" '

Bob Cherry nodded,

“Let's yank him up,” le said.

He took his knee off the man's chest,
and together th;f bhauled the fellow to his
feet. He ecemed suddenly to have grown
quite normal again. The flush had left
hia face, and his eyes, as he gazed at
Wharton, were cold and hard

“I'don't know what fool’'s game you
are playing,” he said acidly. *“If you
think you're mhmlhnér brigands, or some-
thing like that, you'd better leave me
I
trouble 1"

Wharton's breath was taken away for
the moment.

“Do vou deny that you were chasing
that fellow just now with a knife*” he
asked,

Engensen did not reply for a moment,

“¥es,” he said at length,

“Oh, my aunt!™ muttered Bob.
“What a whopper "

“We were merely playing,” Engensen
continued coolly,  *“ Bunter is a friend
of mine.™

Wharton exchanged glances with his
chums,

“We'd better get Bunter's opinion
about that,” he eaild. " Where is
Bunter?"”

The danger ever, however, the Owl, of
the Remove was nowhere to be scen,. He
had not made it his first task to come
i::rf'ul thank the Removites for =aving his
ma,

Az zoon a3 he had seen that Engensen
was in safe hands he had elipped into the
house again to gather up any still edible
remnants of the feast. which had been
scattered on the floor when the madman
jerked the cloth from the table,

Az he entered the room, however, the
Owl spotted a small, brown, leather-
bound book lving on the floor. His first
idea was that it might contain banknotes,
and with cager [ngers Bunter picked it
up.
To his disappointment, it proved to he
nothing more than a diary; but as the
Owl] glanced through it he canght sight
of a few words which interested him, and
the next moment he had forgotten all
about the food which lay s=cattered om
the floor as he stood reasding, with
bulging eves, what was written in the
boolk.

It told in a few words the story of
Engensen's dealings with Bunter, and
deseribed him as an ' unintelligent, over-
fed little pig,” from their first meeting
up to that night.

Trom the moment Engensen clapped
oyes upon him in Friardale, it appeared
that he had selected him as a subjeet on
which to try a new anti-fat medicine he
had invented,.

| he succceding pages told of the doses
which had been administered to the uag-
witting Buonter, and their probable effcets,
By the time that Bunter got to the lust
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pate he waz In a state bordering upon
eollapae.
- T'hat le should have fzllen into such a
trap was very annoying. but the kunow-
ledge of the amount of stuff which
Buunter had apparently taken with his
food filled that vouth with dread.
Bunter wonderad dimly why something
extraordinarily horrible had not already
happened to him.

* On the last page, however, he read the

explanation of tlus. It was contained on
a leaf by itself, and conpsisted of only a
few words. As Bunter read them, a smile
slowly overspread his face,

* Bunter, where are you?

The Owl pricked up bis ears as he
heard bis name shouted from somewhere
outside. Iootsteps were comming his way.
He paused for a moment, undecided what
to do.  Then he opencd the diars, and,
tearing oub the last weitten page, screwed
1 up and stuffed 1t quickly 1n his pocket.

The mnext moment Harry Wharton
appeared in the doorway,

“I'va been looking for von.” he said
severely, " Your friend tells me that

ou were only having a game to-night.
{.f- that right ™

“Game!” groaned Bunter, with « roll
of his eves. “Oh, crikeyv! Game! He
triedl to murder me! 1 knocked him
down three times befors he got hold of
that kaoife, and tricd 1o col iy throst

from ear to ear! And I believe hie's
poisoned me as well! Grook! 1 do fecl
bad !

Wharton laoked at the Owl in alarm,

“Poisoned von?" he nsked, * What
o yonn mean "

Hunter extended the diary.

“‘Reacd that!"™ he groaned.

Wharton scanned the writing.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Polsoned !

ILLY BUNTER emitted a hollow
B gronn,
Wharton, startlrd by what he
was reading, failed Lo notice it,
Bunter emitt ancther and Jowdler

roan., This had the desired effect. for

harton looked np with an anxions
expression,

M Not feeling bad, are you®" hie asked
kindly.

“Oh, ernikev ' Bunter replied, “T

feel horribly 1Y I think 'm going to

die!”  Tle dropped Limply inte o ehair.
“L feel ' ogoing all (0 pieces!  TI'm
washing away ! (W, dear "

“dust a minte,  Buanty ! said

Wharlon, going out inte the passago
sgaiil.

As the quick foolsteps sounded along
the passuge, Bunter secwed to recover
huoselt in a remarkable manner, He
ol b s feet, and crossed thoe romn.
‘rom the debris on the floor he selected o
large and tasty cake, and, taking a huge
bite out of it, returned with it to his seat.
He had nearly consumed the cake before
Wharton, accompnuied by Bob Cherry.
returned,

“allo!”  saill  Wharton  cheerily,
“Youwre not z0 bud that you can’™ eat?"”

“No" said Bunier, in g hollow voice.
“1t seems to rclieve me. I think I'm
T‘_;:.wring away, and if T don't eat [ shall
ciee !

Bob Cherry eyl the Owl steadily.
After reading the diarv, he could not
tloubt that Doenter had been in serious
danger at the hands of the madman, but,
al the same time, hiz illness seemed to
have developad very rapidly.

“A walk will do you good,” he sug-
grsted. Y Yon're probably faint from
fright !"

“T1 ean't walk,' said Bonfer miserably,

“Haw do you know " said Bob., * You
baven't tried vet™
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“I—=1 feel my legs
Bunter said pathetically.
“Gammon ' said Bob tersely.
on and see what you can do!"”
1 think you're verv hard-hearted,
Bob!” growled Bunter.  “I hope you
get poisoned as well !
“Thanke!" laughed the
“ Anything else vou'd like!"

giving way.”

“Come

Removite,

“You neecdn’t make fun! growled

Bunter. *““Grooh! [ do feel awful!”
“Well, try to walk,” said Harry
Wharton,

Bunter got up. It was no use piling

ou the agony too thickly all at once. He.

advanced with faltering steps along the
passage to the open air, where the others,
with Kogensen as a prisoner. waited,
Bunter scowled at his former ally, but
he =aid nothing. He did not wish to
ratse the topic of hig being poisoned in

frout of the ““seientist.’”” lest something
anight come  out  which

he was most
anxious should not be revealed, _

“How do von feel vow?” asked Bob
{‘herry.

“Oh, better!” said Bunter auickly,
Good ! said Bob, *“'Then we can
start away. Mr., Engenson, you'll have
to come as far as the nearest police-
station gnds be charged.
wasn't a game "

Engensen eyed the fat junior halefullv,

“8Bo yvou want to deny that we were
huving u bit of sport?”

“Bport ! sereamed Bunier.  Why,
voil duffer. vou nearly killed sne  with
that knife !”

“And haven’t 1 been a good friend to
voul"” saitl Engensen,

“*No, vou min't "7 said Buntor,
nearly poisonml wet™

“And serve vou right. too!™ sud the
other bitterly,

“We don't want to waste tine.”
Wharton quickly. * Uome on!”

“Yon yvoung fools shall pay for this!™
cried Engensen, with a splendid show of
indignation.  * You shniFImF for seizing
a man in his own house in thie manner !

“Yah!" smid Bunter deliantly, safe
bolind the crowd., “ You ain't fit to be
ol large! We're going to ron you m!”

They had reached the road by now,
anud. geltting  their eveles out from the
hedgrs, the juniors =et off with thewr
nrisoner.  Bunter was prevailed npon te
wheel a couple of cyeles, so that the
others might have their hands free for
Kngensen.

There was no station nearer than Friar-
dale where the madmon conkl bhe given
iy charge, and long before they got as

“X}ou

said

far their prisoner Lad anoiher of his fits

of fury. His eaptors had their work cut
ont Lo master jum.

Most obligingly. too, he had another
aittbreak just as they reached the polies-
<tation. so no  long - explanations were
needed, as his condition was very evident,
Put scarcely was he off their hauds befure
the party found themsclves with fresh
troubles, :

Bunter felt bad again,

“T—I don't think 1 can
farther. Wharton,” he said,  “1've got
that sinking fecling again.  1'd betier
have something to eat. Il you fellows
will lend me five boby, I'll get my people
to return it after I'm dead. I'm sure
vouw'd hke to think that you did cvery-
thing possible for me!”

Wﬁmrtnn grinned in spite of himself,

“ Here you are, then!" he said.

“Thanks'" said the Owl. *“1 sha'n't
be long, you chaps!”

“Think you can get back alone?®™

“Nunno!” said Bunter.

“ All right, then!” said Bob. *“We'll
wait for vou!”

Bunter proceeded to stuff lamself at
Unecle Clegg’s, and, considering how bad
he had felt, he took his *cure " man-

go  much

' fully. The pastries vanished ai lightning

Bunter says it

-

l
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rute, and within ten minutes Bunter waa
put again, :

“Not much the matter with vou,” saild
Johnny Bull tersely,

“ Oh, r:m]li;, Bull ! protested Bunter.
e | feel awful 1"

“It doesn’'t affect your ecating powers

mueh,” observed Nugent.

“The greedifulness of the esteemed
und ludicrous Bunter 18 still terrmifie,”
added Hurree Singh. )

“You fellows don’t know how 1 feel!"
=aid Bunter, with a groan. “I—I don’t
think T can walk back, really !"

“You haven't tried vet,” said Squilff.
“You always get that feeling after eat-
ing too much!” _

. I tell you 'm poisoned!” said the
Owl.  “1 know you beasts would like
to see me drop down dead in the streets!
I don't care! Tl overstrain myself or

‘something, and then my blood will be on

your heads ! .
“Oh, shut up; Bunter!™ snapped Bob
Cherry. . _
“Cowme on'”™ said Wharton. *Let's
t back! T'm sure a walk will do
unter i ) :
Bunter emitted a hollow groan, and
started to walk slowly and painfully.
It was a miserable procession that
passed through Friardale, and everyone
rame onut to have a look at the Owl of the

“Remove, qoite convineed that something

tecrible had happened to Bunter.

Long before Grevfriars was reached.
however, Bunter began to get rapidly
worse, He stop in the road, and
declared that La conld not walk at all.

“1{'s no good, vou fellows!” the Dwl
aaid. “I'm sure I'm Tnin to die !
‘arry me back to the old school to do
i1

The Famous Five looked at Bunter.
He did not seem to have any of the usual
symptoms of a dying person. In fact, he
looked quite -normal, and, as they knew,
his appetite was still of the best. -

“Stick i, Bunier!” said “E_ari'ﬁn
encouragingly. “It's not far now. "

“Tt's no good!™ said Bunter faintly.
“1'm done up!"

The Removites exchanged looks. They
acarcely knew what to do. They had
only Bunter's werd that he was bad;
and. after all, Bunter was not exactly a
George Washington. j _

e might easily be shamming; wyet.
the face of the diary, there was also a
reasonable chance that he really was
poisoned, And appearances are proverbi-
allv decoptive,

“Climls on my ake,” said Bol Chervy,
“We'll push you.” _

Bunter. with some difficulty, did so,
and the Removites commenced to wheel
himn along the road.

Fifty varde had not been covered, how-
ever, before Bunter's voice rose once
T,

“I'm feeling awiully hungry again, von
chaps,” he said, “and the old feeling is
coming back.”

Bob Cherey groaned.

“Well. we can't give you anvithing.
Bunty.” ho said, rather shortly, * We've

got no jam-tarts hidden in onr pockets !
“Unsympathetic  Dbeast!”  growled
Buanter,

The miserable procession moved on ta
the gates of the school. Tf anything,
Bunter grew worse, A series dof hollow
groand came continuously from the [ar
vouth on the bicycle,

“Sha'v’t be long now,” Wharton said
testily.

For the Owl was rather getting on his
nerves, Hé& know that the biggest part
of the agonv was hmagination, and the
ingratitnde of the Owl was gettiry a
tittle too much for him,

The party passed through the gates
and Bunter gave a spﬂcilﬂg deep groan.
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Nr. Quclch, who was walking towards | fricnds with & mad scientist in  the

the gote, heard 1t, and looked curionals
a2t the procession.

" Good gracious!” he exclaimed. “1:
—i% anything wrong with Bonter ™
“I'm poisoned!” groaned the Owl,

* Grooooh !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Lr. Locke Is Alarmed !
M OISONED !? gasped the Form-

P master,

“I'm afraid something serious

has happrned to Bunter, sir,”

eaid Wharton, * Ile has been keeping
rompany with a madman ™

“Oh, really, Wharton—" proiesied
the €wl

“That 18 cnough, Buntor!™ said My,
Quelch, with a feown., 1 will hear you
in a minute, Come this way, all of

ou1”

The Form-master led the way to his
study, and then, 1in a few words, Wharton
told the whole story as he knew it.  Mr.
Quelch took the diary from him when he

had finished, and read it quickly., There |

lines his [ace lin

e

Wero Erim
leoked up.
“I zec!” he said shortly. “ And when
were you taken 1ll, Bunter?™
“T—I've not felt well for some darvs,
gir, the Owl sawd, “ bat it eame on worse
th:s afternoon,”™
Mr. Quelch nodded slowly, and Bunter,
add to the nnpression,

11

io

groaticd
heavily.
“Do von feel very bad?” (he Form-
master asked,

“Horrble ! said Dunter.
I'm going to die!"

Mr. Quelch looked distresscd.

“Bunter, yon had better accompany
me to Dr. Locke imincdiately 7 Mr.
Queleh  said, “This—this 18 very
gerions !

““Yes, sir,” satd Bunter. “QGroooh !

“And vou had better come as woll,
Wharton,” added the Form-master,

“Grooh ! said Bunter again,

“Bunter, 1 wish sou would siop
making  that  noise ! snapped  Mr.
Quelch, ** It iz quite unnecezsary |

1 feel awful, sir!" protested the Ownl,

Mr. Quelch did not reply. He lod the
way straight to Dr. Locke’s studs o Jiege
he tapped sharply on the door,

“Come in!” said a voice,

Mr. Quelech entered, and shut the Jdaor
rehind him. A faint groan from the
sufferer followed himn.

Dr. Locke was not alone. e had a
visitor—a smart-looking voung an, in
the uniform of a naval officer —and Alr,
‘Quelch noted at once the thin ring of
red between the two gold ones on his
arm, which denoted that he was
surgean.

“1 hope I'm not Intruding, =ir®" said
the Remove Form-master.  * Dut rather
a serious thing has happened.”

“That is all right, Queleh,” said the
Head. *“This is a nephew of v
straight from H.M.8. Bomething, * some-
whera in the North Sea.'  Rurgeon
Neville Locke—Mr. Quelch!™

“How do vou do?” eaid the Form-
masier mrdi&]iy, as he gripped hands,

“First rate!” replied the naval
eurgeoir.  *Im—— But what on earth
1s that row outside the door 7™

The trio paused to listen. Bunter was
obliging with a solo of groana in his best
gt¥le. They seemcd to tumble over cach
other in their eagerness to penctrate the
studv.

“ Good gracious ! exclaimed the Head.
“It sounds like some poor animal in
Fﬂln .!'.!l

“It's Bunter, sir,” expliined the
Form-master. “Je seems to have made
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“T belicve !

a |

|
/
1

village, and he has been the subject of

b some experiments for fat-reducing !

Dr. Locke gove vent to a gasp of
amazement,

“The madman was capiured by
Wharton and some othcor juniors,” the
Form-master continned. ** He is now in
custody, and 1 have a record here of
what he has done,” he added, extending
the diary which Bunter had picked up.
“It is a very amazing document. Per-
haps you would like to look through it
before you see Bunter®”

“Certainly ! said the 1lead, in some
alarm. *“*Yes, yves, of course!”

“Grooh ! cane fram anrside the door.
“Oaooo-er! Groooh !

“The bay scems to be n some pain,”
obzerved Surveon Locke.

“Yes; I fear he is,” zaild the Form-
master, “Hut Fm afrand that he is
rather prone to exaggerate his troubles,””

Dr. Locke read the amazing story of
Engensen's experiment, with pursed lips.

“Neville, this is something in vour
line,” ha sa:d,

And at his invitation the naval officer
Jotned him,

“Yes " the latter remarked at length;
it 13 a euricus affair. It will be rather
sarious for the school, too, won't it 7"

Dr. Locke nodded gravely,

“Yes,” he snid; “if anything happens
to this boy it will be distinetly a bad
thing for Grevfriars, Quelch, you had
better call Bunter in at once. T will sea

l Wharton aftevwards to thank Lim for his

I timely  action in  eapturing  this—this
datgercne Jupatie 1™

| Mr. le:d.h =1y |:1':r-d aelvks el {.I'_H"III_'I'I

|
1
!
|

i
]
!
|
|
I
|

the doowr,

“Uome ., Bunter ™ he sagd,

“Mro Quelch has told e of  your
expericnco,  DBunter,”  said the Head.
“*How do vou fcel nowt”?

“Horrible, sir!" said Bunter. *“I1
think I'my going to die!”

Surgeon  Locke looked the fat boy
over, His appearance was not that of a

person who hud been polzoned. His eves
woere normal, and his eolour, for one so
fat, was good,

“Excuse me, vnele,” e said caddenly -
“hut I should ke tooaek this buv a fow
q-:irrT:ifr:ln-.,"

T ¥es, ves ! aprend the Head.
taand v D By all meays !
Before the davs ol
Loeke” had lean p promising young
[Lirley  Btreet  doctor, specialising  in

iroubles of the stomach.

“When did vou fivet fool iil. Bunter "
he asked,

“I—I haven't felt well for some davs.
air,” said Boanter, T fely very bad this
afterncon.”

“ After vov read the diary—el 2

Bunter blinked indignantly,

“I don’t think—" he beguan.

“1 want a straight answer, please |”
said Surgeon Locke quickly,

“Y-ver, #=ir!Y  sanl  Bunter,
taken back.

“And have you had any food since
then ™ asked the naval man.

“Oh, ves, sie ! egaid the Owl of the
Retnove., “In fact. eir, focd seems io
give me relief, I alwuvs fvel better
after 1t ™

'The corners of the s=urgeen’s mouth
twitched.

It would be unfair 1o sav that he was
used to dealing with malingerers; but,
like every fold, the Navy has its black
sheep, and Sorgeon Locke was reputed
for having a very short way with them.
If he had had Bunter on board a ship, he
would have cured the fat vouth within
five munutes.  But he realised that a
different procedure had to be followed
here,

Ile asked a few more questions of the

id "' Il"l'"

the war Neville

rather

——r

e

Owl, all of them worded so carefully that
the Owl flatly contradicted himself three
times. gor absolutely lost for words once,
and sunply gaped and said * Crikey "
another time, The slow brain of the fat
Junior was no match for that of the smart
young naval man,

“That will do!™ he said at leugth.
“Bunter, vou lind betier go outside
again !”

Bunier, with several more deep groans,
went out. A faint howl came from him
a moment later as Harry Wharton seized
him hE the car and hauled him away
from the keyhole,

“T hardly know what to ddvise, uncle,"”
sald the surgeon, “My treatment of
such a case would be different from
yours. You see, I am handicapped by
not knowing what this wretched man has
becn  giving  Bunter in the way of
medicine. "

Dr. Locke nodded.

" Bo far as 1 can see, there are no signe
of poisening whatever,” he continued.
“Bunter might be suffering from a very
obscure ailment which did not show
itself, but the chapees, in my opinion,
are u  hundred to one that he is
shanuning,

“If he is not, however—and we had
better act on that assumption—the only
treatiment will be to supply him with
plenty of food. His tissues may have
been wasted by the stuff he has taken.
and, consequently, they need building up
wEan.

The Head nedded again.

“Persemally, if 1 had Bunter in my
rharge,” adided Newille, “1 should pivit,
hitn on a nice, low diet, with plenty of
nasty medicine, and he would be cured
within a very short gpace of time if the
case was not genuine,

“1 could never do that," Dr. Locke
sald. It would be very—very inhuman,
Bunter appears to be in great pain, and,
as his headmaster, 1 cannot ignore his
obwvious distress, "

“Quite &0 !" agreed Neville, “T fore-
siw that difficylty,™

“But there isoalao another reason
T could nat b Larsl with Huanter, even
T owanted ta)" continned the Headd.
“ Bunter would write to his parents, and
frdeavour (o cause a scandal, Quile
regardless of the fact that Greyiriars was
m no way responsible for the foolish boy's
trouble, people would cast a slur on the
good old name.”

“Yee; that is what you would naturally
want to avoid,” said Neville,

“Well, my only course,” eaid Dr.
Locke, * iz to allow Bunter to be fod up
until he feels better.  If he gots worse
he will, of course, requive further medinni
treatinent. But if 1 allow him the run
of the echool tuckshop for a fow weeks, 1t
should root cut any effects of this mad-
man’s drugs, and Bunter will not seek
to do anything lo injure the echool's
good name,"

“That 18 & good idea, eir,” said Mr,

uelch,

“Well, Quelch,” replied the Head, “1I
will ask you to convey my decision to
Bunter,™

Dr. Locke had put it delicately, but
Mr. Queleh understood. He shook hands
with Neville Locke again, and then left
the study, to inform the fat junior of the
good fortune which waa the sequel to his
adventure with the madian,

why

THE TWELFIH CHAPIER,
The Fat of the Land!

PLATE of tarts, Mrs. Mimbhilc '
said Bunter,
“ Yes, Master Bunter,” said
the good lady of the tuckshop.
Bunter took the plate, and, to the sur-
prise of the fellows standing there, he
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did not offer to pay for them. What was
move curious, Mrs. Munble just noted
the amount on a scrap of paper, and then
went on gerving the next customer,

Bunter despatched the tarts in vecord
time, and came again. Once more Mrs,
Mimble handed over a plate without
question,

“0Oh, mv giddy aunt!” muttered Bob
Cherry, who happened to be standing by.
“Wonders will never cease!”

Several fellows were watching Bunler,
but that fat wvouth continued stolidly
munching.

When Bunter came for a third plate,
however, Ilob Cherry’s eyes opened, and
he looked across the counter at Mrs.
Mimble.
~ “Bunter on the free list?" he asked
jestingly.

“Yes,” sard Mrs. Mimble quietly. -

“Who on earth is paying?' gasped
Bob.

“A friend,” said Mre. Mimble,

“What's his name!"” queried Skinner.

“1 don’t think that concerns you,
Master Skinner !" snapped Mrs. Mimble,

SBkinner retired, bafHed.

Bunter eontinued to eat stolidly, and
two or three of the fellows who were
fasting for lack of money approached
him.

* Hallo, Bunter " said S8noop affection-
ately., * Let'e have an invitation to the
fﬂeCf.’”

“Can't,” said Bunter.

“Can't!” gasped Stott, who was wait-
ing to be invited as well. ** What do yon
mean? What's the giddy dodge? You
might just as well put us up to it.”

unter did not reply.

“Bao a sport "’ urge

Munch! Crunch! _

“I guess I've often done you a good
turn, Bunty,” said Fisher 1. Fish, join-
ing the group.

Bunter attacked a large cream horn
He wasa not intereeted in the erowil
around him.

“ Just cut along and get a plate of tarts
for us, old chap !” urged Btott winningly.

“And ask for a couple of cream bunes
for me, old sport,” added Treluce,

“And a jam-roll for me,”  added
Trevor.

Bunter started on a jam-tart.

“1 guess you know low to be a real
brick to vour pals,’ swid Fisher T. Fish,

Snoop.

Aashing a killing lovk at the other
hangers-o.
“And yor won't forget yonr wold

friends,” said Stott and Snoup.

Bunter looked up. .

“Go away |” he said, in a tired voen

“ Don't be a beast "' protested Trelues,
“ Why—why, man, you can get as much
as you want! It wouldn't huri you to
get a plate for us”

“(Go away !" repeated Bunter loftily.

“1 guess " began Iish.

“There's no need for you to guess any-
thing,” Bunter said, not troubling to
stop munching. “You ain't going to get
any 1"

“But—hut yon can get as much as you
want !" eaid Treluce again. That seemed
the great argument to him. IHe was
determined to drive it into Bunter.
“ You can get as much as you want "

“ And I'm going to get as much as [
want !" said Bunter meaningly.

There was a pause. Bunpter made no
| F 4 LA LN

Fish brought thinge to a head.

*Then I guess you're & rotten jay !" he
eaid.

Bunter grunted.

“] reckon that you're a roiten, fat,
greedy hog!” Fish snorted. *1 guess
I hope you choke right now !

Bunter locked up pityingly.

“(Clear away, vou fellows!” he gaid.
“I'm an invalid. 1 want more air when

T

I'm having my food!

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“ Invalid "

*“0Oh, my sainted aunt!"

“Look at the sick man!"

“Bunter ain't well! Look at the poor
fellow !

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter's statoment awoke the interest
of the whole tuckshop. The idea aof
Bunter being an invalid, when it was
evident that he was in his very best
form, to judge by the way he scoffed the
pastries, was too funny for words.

“Come and hdve a look at
cripple " shouted Stott vindictively,
“ Every picture tells a story ™
“ Ha, ha, ha ¥

Bunter went on eating.

“What's the matter, Bunty ! asked a
voice.

“Bomething
deaply.

“Corna !’ suggested another voice.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Bunter scowled, but said nothing.

“You seem to be losing your appetite,
porpoise,”  eaid Rkinner, grinning.
“8hall I fetch a doctor "

Still no reply. A jam-tart started
rapidly disappearing, cornerwise, down
| Bunter's throat.

As a matter of fact, one of Mr.
Queleh's mstructions to Bunter had been
that he shonld not say a word of what
had happened to him to any of the other
juniors or the tuckshep allowance would
coase,

Bob CTherry, however, who had also
been sworn to silence, saw through the
secret of Bunter's eudden plenty. He
slipped off quietly to tell his chume.

the

awful!” said Bunter

R s

b

=

One Penny. 11

He met Wharton in the Close,

“I say, Harry,” he eaid, "“have vod
geen the latest?”

“No,"” said the captain of the Remove,
“What's in the wind now {”

“ Bunter,” said Bob. “He'a in the
tuckshop scoffing plate after plate of
grub, All he has to do is to ask for it,
and he gets it from Mre. Mimble. 1
reckon the Head must be paying out of
hia own pocket.”

Wharton looked thoughtful.

“What do you think of Bunter'a ill-
nees ! he asked suddenly.

“Spoof-!” said Bob shortly.

“I hardly know what to think,” said
Wharton,

“1 don't reckon there's any doubt
about it,” said Bob. * It doesn't seem
to affect him in any way—we've only gob
hie word that he's 1]l. Anyone can groan
like he does. Grooooooh! How's that?"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Yea,”” he said. “I don't believe
there's any more the matter with him
than there ia with us. But we can’t
prove it, can wel"

“T wish we could,” eaid Bob Chersy
savagely., “There’s no earthly reason
why that fat. spoofer should eit there and
grub at the Head's expenee !”

“None at all!” agreed Wharton.

He etood with a moody brow for
several seconds, then finally seemed to
make up hie mind.

“Come acrosa to the tuckshop,” he
said. ** We'll see how he'a going now."

They arrived just as Bunter was com-
mencing on a fresh plate of food. His
pace wae slackening, and the majority of

<] |
Jll -_'tll.;L-.if_I "- i .

o

Eunter made a hurried exit from the study. (See Chapter 13.)
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hi= “ Frtends,”” who Jiad T;-:irﬂ:.' songht
advobiance o the feast, Lind lefo b,

Trelnee was still endeavouring to drive
fiome the pomnt that Bunter could ger aa
minch as he wanted.

“Hallo, Bunter ™ satd Wharton, cross
ing over. * How are you feeling @™

Hunter looked up haggardly,

“Rotten ! e =aid. *1 rlank
coming on woree. 1 sha'n’t be well
aoine tima, ™

“Not while this game laste.” said Bob
Chierry.

“Really, Clierrs!™ Bunter protested.
#1 think you're an unfeeling boast '

He chose a cream bun, and as Le had
warted several scconds in addressing Bob.
crammed the whole of 1lie pastry o at
onee to make up for ir

“Don’t vou think s plaving a rather
IH'I-"I-"['IFH"{H ERae N tiie Head *" H:'I;_p:i
Whiarton.

Bunter apparently did nat hear lLim.

"Ite a pretty caddish thing  von're
'l.'lufﬂ,g!'.‘ added H‘;:jl:l_ '

Tlhe (hal of the Reinove Jooked up.

“1I wish von Fellows wonld move off *
ha said.

:T.'F.
FaEr

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Seeret Qut'

T SAY., von [ellows o
It was  during the evening

following Bunter's entiryv into the
land of plenty that he locked into
No. 1 Bindy,

“*1 say, vou fellows,” he :aid. as he
came into the study, T feeling——"

“Rather pshaned of vour-elfr" aid
Hob quickly.

“The ashwmedfulies: of the csteenied
Bunter shonld be tevrific ' sdded Hurree
Singh.

*I1 wish vou fellows. wonlih't [nter-
rupt ! growled Bunter, “F was pgoing
to say that 1'mm fecling rather had again,
and I'm very hungry. So I've come m
to have tea with yow chaps.”

“Have wyou?" eaid Johnne  Bull
awedtly,

“Yes," beamed Bunter., “T know it'a
vather an hononr for van chaps 1o think
that vou're prelonging e hife a little
longer. but 1've come in-—"

“For the purpose of going ant apain ™
fnished Johnny,

SO0, reallv, Bull™ said Bonter, @1

“acat oAl Nogent,

* Really——"

“Ulear off 17 roared Bob Chorey,

“But I SH N ——

“IE ovon don’t buzz off.” said Marry
Wharton, picking up an old  ericket-
stump out of the corner, 1 shall help
yon !

“1—1 said.” repeated Bunter dis
belhievingly, *that I'd come in 1o have
tea with you, ™

“Then scoot!”
don’t warnd you, ™

“*The unwelecomeness of the hindicrans
Bunter is terrific!”

Bunter stood in the doorway,

“T'm hun[e:r_r." he savd pathetieally,

“We don't care!” said Bobe

“1 think I'mi going to die'™ added
Bunter, groaning,

“Well. donu’t do it here!™
mercilessly,  “Uo out into the passage !

“l-1 thivk you fellows are very
hearttess,” wailed Bunter. “ [—I haven't
hadl any 1ep ver,”

YU down te Me-, Muuble.” sand
Wharion, " You can ger plenty ihepe,™

“I—1 ean't!” groaned Bunter.

“Why "

“Bhe's sold out.” said the Owl,

“You mean vou've eaten it-all.” suid
Johnny Bull, ' 'Well, then, vou've had
as muech as 15 good for vou. We haven't
Kol any. ™

ke I_ L
M Bugz oft 7 said Wharton, fondling
the stumn.

“Rotten beasts ' shoatord Bunter, na
he cetreated.  “ You wait il P well
again'" he shomted through (he key-
hole,  “ Fl lick vou all for ihi- '™

“Hau. hin, ha”

Himter rolled discansolately down the
IESETT He cotered No. T, Vetor
il Alonse Todd and Tom Dutlon lLad
frntshedd theiy tea,

“Auv tep bejr "

said Nugent, YW

ﬂi.lil] HIIHI"II[

asked the Owl of Lthe

Remove,

“No, maud Peer Tadd, “CGo down
too Mra. Mimble.  Yon said von weres
going to, <0 we adni’t keep any for
ALl P

“Beasts ! growled TSonter,

“Uan't hielp vour  troubles. " said
Pvier cheorily, It vonr own funl,

Whe don’i vou go dowti te the tuck-
shop, anyway r”

“Hhe's sold ont,” said Bunter shortly,

Peter didn’t sav anyvtlhing.

“Well, what about some tea?” Bunter
a=ked presently.

“Nothing  doing  here.” gaid Peter
rmly.  * Yon're late. for one thing, and
for another we've nothing left,”

“ Rotter !

Bunter  volled out. searching for
hospitality somewhere else.  But there
gsermed to be nothimg domng anvwhere.

Stott and  Snoop  found w welcome
opportunity for venting some of their
spite upon the Owl for lus refusal to

respond  to their entreaties  of  the
POV EONS  1IHOCinNg.
Treluce  repeated, onece more, that

Parater conld wet as much a8 he wanted
in the tuckshop, and added. after a
braji-wave, that he would get a jolly
sight roore than he wanted in that study.
Bunter inwardly agreed that  this  was
correct when a rather heavy boot helped
him into the passage once more,

There was a goodly spread i Neo. 13
when Bunter looked wm, The Owl's eves
ghnted with Plﬂmurt: when he saw i,
Chily  Fisher 1. Fish and  Squif were
there: Johmny Bull being 10 No. 1.

“1 say., you fellows”" Bunter said.
“T've just popped i to tea ™

* Reallv?” gaid Bouifl.

“ 1= verv good of I'I.'I}H..: Bunier said:

“oad T zaid Sguiff., ' What de you
mean i

“To tuvite me to tea, of course,”
Bunter,

“orievan
gl Soporfl el
fe-rp—a

Yoo U said Bunter eagerly,

“Yon might just ol agawn '™

WO
“ith, really, :-luuifii',' said Bunter,
45

ap il
auied anvihing about that ™
Bt while you are

l.l.I

“1 guesa von can vamoose the randh
right now, " ioterposed Fish. laking a
hand in the conversation.  “ Go down to

-"."l’fil'_ﬁ. Muinhle ™

L oaint going 1o, sad  Poanter
defiantiy,
W hvt T asked S,
Crhe's o osold oot Buuter  replied
sy,
Fo-hier T, Fish grinned,
Y oguess youwve sold, teo.” he saul

“And b gorss vou're going onl as well”

Y. et
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“1 eay, Fishy,” said Bunier, cyeing |

the feed, “be a sport. old chap!  You
may be hungry one dey, and then yvon'll
come to me.”
"1 guess I sha'n't get much more
when 1 do come than you're going to
get out of me,” replied the Yankee
junior, He had bitter memories of the
pl‘E‘\'lﬂ“ﬂ‘ lI:I'.H.'.IZI.']'.I:I.I‘I.E'.

“Bouuf, old man,” Bunter said,
realising that there would not be much
forthcoming . from the  American;
“Bauiff, old man,. I'm [eeling bad
: ;1‘1’11. I believe that 1'm going to be
iy

Fish, not in the secret of Bunter's syp-
posed ailment, grinned with anticipation.

“That’s through eating too much,” he
gaid. 1 calc’late it will serve you right
to be real right-down bad., 1 guess I
hope vou're plumb ill !”

“Beast!” retorted Bunter.

“I'm afraid. you'll have to be 1l
Bunter,” said. Squiff. “But you can't
be i}] ]]ETE‘S!,q ﬁt'fﬂ.tl“n

“1 say, Squi

“Clear out!”

“Vamoosd !

Bunter edged towards the door as
Squiff started to rise.

“My death will be at your door,
Squiff,” said Bunter, with much pathes.

“It won't,” said the Australian junior,
with a grin. “1 shall move you on
before you expire!”

“Oh, really—"

“ Buzz off |

Bunter slammed the door just as a
large boot thudded against it. He rolled
down the passage drearily.

The only place left was No. 1 Study.
They usually had compassion on the Owl
in the end. Bunter looked in. at the
door again.

“I'm nearly dead, you fellows,” he
said, with a groan.

“Thanks for letting us know,” said
WJohnny Bull, with a grin., " I'll come
out and watch the final stages.™

“But you might save my life if you
could give me some tea,” the OQOwl
explained. _

“Here's something to go on  with,
then,” said Bob Cherry suddenly.

He caught up a jam-tart which had
been left, and hurled it at the Owl. The
aim wag god, and the jammy surface
flattened on Bunter's face.

“Oo-er!” ejaculated the Owl,

He pulled a handkerclief {from his
pocket, and dabbed the jam off. As he
-did so, a screwed-up paper fell from his
pocket. But the Owl had not time to
notice that, He saw something else

coming his way, and he made a discreet
and hurried exit from the study.

“He's dropped something !” said Bob,
catching sight of the paper.

Bob stepped across to pick it up, in-
tending to return it to the fat youth;
but, as he noticed the colour and make
of the paper, he stopped short, and
slowly straightened the sheet out.

“As I thought!™ he muttered a
moment later,

“What's up?” asked Harry inter-
estedly.

“You chaps remember that there was
a missing page in the madman's diary,
don’t you?” Bob asked quickly. It
looked as though it had been torn out
by someone in 2 hurry.”

“Yes,"” said Nugent.
wondered what 1t was.” :

“Well, I've got it here,” said Boh.
M Listen "

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cherry's Certain Cure !

“T've often

Y ING it out!” .
S “Let's have it!"" said the
Removites eagerly,

“Well, histen here,” said Baob.
“I¢'s in the madman’s own writing,
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“ *T find through a chemist's error

 that 1 have been administering an abso-

Iutely harmless mixture to the fat boy
(Bunter). I intend te tell him my plans
to-day, and then give him a real strong
dose of the Xylpomdine,” "

i M} Il-llllt!“

" Bo—so Bunter's never been poisoned

at all!” murmured Wharton.
M 0f course he hasn't!” sawd Bob.
“He's been shamming from beginning
to end. - Anyvone with half an eye could
see that!”

Wharton nodded.

“But it's a good thing that we've got
the proof at last,” he sand. * We'll roon
write ‘finis' to the free tarts at the
Head's expense.”

“And the groans,” said Johnny Bull,
laughing.

There was a short pause.

“T've got it!" gaid Bob Cherry sud-
denly. “We'll give Bunty something to
groan about!™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

- “How are you going to do it 7" asked
Nugent.

Bob explained quickly, and there was
another burst of laughter.

“Mind,” Bob eaid. “It's got to be &
great feed. Clamn we manage 1t to-

“Mrs.

| night ¥"

“ Afraid not,” said Wharton,
Mimble's sold out.
Bunty another day of grace, but we'll go
and order all Mrs. Munble’'s tarts n
advance, so that there won't be much
doing when Busty rolls down there to-
I"nl.‘['ﬂw.” :

Preparations for Cherry's great cure
of Bunter's ailment were rapidly pushed
forward. Squiff, who had been the sixth
of the party engaged in the skirmish
with the madman, was called into the
study and let ipto the wheeze, He
laugﬂed heartily when the plan was ex-
plained to him.

Next day the Rcemovites were busy
carting eatables up to Biudy No. 1.
They passed Bunter several times, and
each time he saw them he gave a groan.

The groan was to impress them with
the notion that he was feeling bad. He
certainly had good reason, after his
recent gorging, to fecl hungry, for, to
his amazement, Mrs. Mimble was prac-
tically sold out as soon as the tuckshop
opened.

“It's a plot!” Bunter shouted de-
fiantly. *“*You:ain't wot no right to re-
fuse me as much as I want! 1 shall go
to the Head !”

“Then you can go to the Head, you
impudent little boy "™ Mrs. Mimble
retorted.

On second thoughts Bupter did not go
to the Head, but he eyed the prepara-

tions for the feed in Study No. 1
greedily.

Just before afterncon school, however,
Bunter saw Bob Cherry  approaching
him. There was a friendly smile on his
face.

“Hallo, Bunter!” he said. ' Fecling
all right 1"

“No, I ain't!” said the Owl peevishly.
“T'm feeling rotten! 1'm starving!
That dreadful poison i3 eating my
system away!”’

“Could you do a good feed to-night 7
asked Hob, ‘

The Owl's face brightened.

“Rather ! he said,

“¥ou can wire in &8 hard as you like,”
said Bob., “It's a feed we're getting up
ty celebrate the capture of your friend
Engengen.™

“1'll be there,” said Bunter. "1 ex-
peet it'll do e good.”

“It will,” said Bob eryptically. " 1t'll
do you a lot of good, my son. In fact, it

will cure yon,”

“1 wouldn't go so far as to say thet,”

We'd better give

One Penny. 13

replied the unsuspecting Owl, “But Tl

come,”

“Good !" grinned Bob.

There were a number of smiles ex-
changed between the famous Co, during
the afternoon,

Bunter had swallowed the bait splen-
didly. He came up to Study No. 1
smlhnic and genial.

Early though he was, he found the six
chums waiting for him. There was only
one vacant .chair. The short-sighted
Ow] advanced and sat down in it, and
then he saw, for the first time, that on
his plate was 'j:ﬂerl a large number .of
picces of bread, .while a huge bowl of
water stood beside it

“W-what's this?” he demanded in-
credulously. _ _

“Your share of the feed,” grinued Bob
Cherry.

“Mum-mum-iny  sharel” gasped
Dunter.

“Yes,” said Wharton, . ‘

“I s-say, you fellows," said Bunter,
with a feeble grin, “1 d-don't miind =
joke, you know, but I'm hungry. Let's
get on with the grub [ '

“Get on with it, then,” urged Johuny
Bull. “There's plenty there to build up
our fading tissues. - Good, wholesome

read and plenty -of wholesome -water.
The fincst cure for -poisoning and anti-
fat treatment.”

“But—but—"

“Get on with it.” Nugent said.
“We're waiting for you to fimish eo that
weo can start,”

“The speediness of the Indicrous
Bunter should be terrific!” observed
Hurree Singh, his dusky face breaking
into a broad grin,. .

“I—1 think I'm feeling better, yon
chaps,” gasped Bunter, geeing the detor-
mination on the faces of the Remavites,

“Do you good all the same,” said
Wharton. * Eat it!”

“1 ain’t going to ¥’ said Bunter,

Wharton put his hand in his pocket,
and brought out the torn page of the
diary,

“This is what you left in here yester-
day,” he explained. * You know what it
!

Bunter looked up, and his Little eyes
goggled as he saw what the Remove cap-
tain held in his hand,

“Wh-where did you get thaty” the
Owl stuttered.

- You dmlapgd it

Wharton, *Now, we're --gﬂinﬁ, to ,offer
vou one .of two alternatives, ' Kither you
vat that bread and water and then %u and
tell Quelchy that you're eured, or else weo
take that page to the Head] You can
please yourself.”

Bunter was quite nonplussed. :

“1—1I.only did it for a lark,” .he said
at length, *“ You chaps can share my
tarts with me if you promise not to say
anz'thmg' about that.”

“ Nothing doing, Bunty, my boy!"”
grinned Bob Cherry. “You've got to
choose between the royal feast we ve in-
\itudd ou to, and an interview with the
Head !"

“1—I'l eat the bread and water,” said
Bunter at length. The very thought of
the interview which must result were the
document to get into the Head's hands
was too terrfble to be entertained.

. “That's the way, my lad,” said Bol
encouragingly, as Bunter fell on to the
bread and water. ;

Bunter did not eat his feast with any
relish, He palizéd between every two
mouthfuls to say what he thought of the
Removites. Onece he got so excited that
he swallowed a-large picce of crust tod
quickly, and nearly choked. After that,
Harry Wharton - brought the. crickes-
stump into play to prevent such accidents
happening again.
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For a solid Lali-howr Bunter dealt with
the frugal spread. When he got tired of
the iaste of hread he tried the water, and
whoa Lie tired of water he tried the bread
again, It was a dazzling choice that he
had, and he made the most of it

Dut the Removites permitted of no
dallving. They were anxious to get on
with their own feast, and they intended
Bunier's cure to be l&ﬁﬂﬂg. .

When Bunter got to the last slice of
the stale bread he felt considerably fuller
thaw he had dope for many a dav. The
bl'FJr__',hl. oven, of the pastrics mado him fecl
il

* Finshed.
kindly.

“Ciroolh !

“4lad enough v

“Tieh! You lwasta!™

“Hua. ha, ha '

“Then vou can sit i the eoruer oy er
there, Bunty.” said Bob Cherry. “1'mi
awfuliy glad to. think I'sa been able to
cure your illlnees.  Now we're going to
have our own frast ta celebrate your
recovery.”

“Beasts {7 said Duunter egai

Ha seemed to find 1b rather uncom-
furtable to move, but tho gentln hands of

[The Baitor' Chat.|

For Next Monday :
#“THE HERLOCK SHOLMES OF
ZREYFRIARS i **

By Frank Riohards,

Hovace Coker 1a the Herlock Sholines,
Al the wildest imaginl of Peter
Todd, in his humorous luniihutinns to
the “Greyfrinra Herald.” are scarcely
equal ta the doings of the muagestic Coker
when he takes up the detective role.
Neither Groen nor Potter makies a quite
satisfactory Jotzon; both serm to have
the strangest: distrust of tho deductive
powers of their chict,  Coker cannot
understand it all, of ecurse. He reasons
vut  for himsclf the theory that the
burglar who had visited Greyivisrs must
be a certain man at Prardalg, and he
gors to yisit tho suspoected person, fecl
ing sure that afellow of his wonderful
tact and great penctration ean get from
himm  incriminiiting  admis=ions.  The
Tamons Five take a hand, and the result
i: not exnclly pleasant to

“THE HERLOCK SHOLMES OF
GREYFRIARS >

AMATEUR MAGAZINES,

T promised Lo return to this subject if
htiy readers. would let me have their
balance-sheels of expenditure and income
in_gonnection with such journals, as some
comment upon these might be an aid to
others why are contemplating running
magazines,

No one has forwarded me particulars
with rcference to a printed magarine,
oud ¥ am still firmly of opinion that no
puch paper can be run under present con-
ditions without loee.

One reader claims to bave made a smal]
profit en s printed sheet,  Tle dors nat
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Buniy a<ked Wharton

the Bemovites placed him in the corner:
aud then, drawing up theie chairs, the
juniors started on their fred.

Buntér sat and watched them with
glaring eyes.  He was o fall that he
could not have eaten ansthing if it had
been offered to him, but the position was |
galling almost bevord enduranee to the

],

“Have o few tarts?” Dob aszked
pleasantly, after a while,

“Ueh! No!  (Grooh!  Beasis!”

groaned Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

It was an hour later that Bunter, ably
supportsd by Wharton and Bob Churr}'.
knocked at Mr. Queleh’s door,

YOomo in!” said the voice of the
Form-master,

The trio entored,

CWell 7 demanded Mre. Queleh, some-
what lmpatiently, as no one gpoke.
“What do you want?”

Bunter's ceanlution fatled him at the

last minute, but Wharton saved the'
sritea ki,

“Bunter'a just dhscoversd  that  he's
:tuih‘ all right agaiu, sir,"" he said,

Hle's <0 overjoyed that Ge can hardly
epralil’

give details, and he adds that his father
is a printer and dors the work for him
very cheaply, which would hayve rendered
hiz balavre-shect of little usc as & gnide
even had he given it,

But it W. Randall, of 108, Whinbush
Road, Hitrlhun, who has no objection Lo
tis narne and address being given, has
sent me on the balanceshect for a full
year of a Ditile stencilled paper which he
has now run at a profit since Scptember,
1915 -a highly creditable achiovement.’
Ho st have put in a lot of really hard
work onal, and in one sense the balance-
sheet rany bo sald to be defective, as
nothing 14 sllowed in it for his time and
labour, whirh would cortainly have to
be reckoned in if the paper were anything
but a labour of loee,

During the eightoen waonth< the little
paper < Tha Choie Journsl " —has spld
coptea of ita monthly 1200y to the value
of £3 4+ 3d.. an nvernge of 66 copies per
month. This is the only iterr om the
erodit side. Feidently ovr feiond Randall
has had no advertispment revenun: but
most of those who think of starting such

prpers dream of getting this=—a (delusive
d.ff'i.irll.

On the other side are itews of 148, odd
for paper, 184, odd for stencil-sheeta, and
Ts. b for sundries, such us ink, paper-
fusteners, and the ike, There 11 a credit
balance_of 243, of which 13s. fligures a«
a donation fo Messra, U, Arthur Pearson's
Fresh Aie Pund.  But, of course, this
donation must be veckoned in with the
profit balance.

r———

A FRIENDLY OFFER.

Randall, who appears to be o [ellow
of the right sort, tells me, in response
to & rogquest, that ho would not a bit
mind anawering  lettera  from  other
readers who are inferested in the subject
and would like some advice as to how
they can go about producing a paper on
the lines of hia.

Mind »on, theae lines are in no sense
ambiticus, Moast of those who write me
on the subject seem t2 have a notion that
for a fow shillings they can bave printed
R paper somewhat of the tvpe of tha
* Muagnuet, " :

ik “Oem,"”  or “Greyfriars
I vl Flis is aleoed. A single issun
of uny e of thee papers cosis a sum

“T« that ao, Bunter 2™

“Nun-no—I mean ves, sie!"

“Good!” paid the Form-maaler, “I
will tell the Head., He will be verg
pleased to think that you are ant of
danger,'”

The party marched out of the study
again,  Dunter was in & very bad
hnmour. He had not even been shalien
by the hand and congratulated,

The only souvenir, in fact, that he had
nt the moment, was a very uncomfort-
able internal feeling.

“I sha'n't forget this, you beasts 1™ ke
gritted between his teeth.

“ Neither shall we ! laughed Bob and
Harry iogether,

And gquite certainly the Famous Five
were not in the least likely to [orget
Bunter's IFat Cure!

THE END.

(Don't miss *“"THE HERLOCK
SHOLMES OF CREYFRIARS !
next Monday's grand story of
Harry Wharton & Co., by FRANK
RICHARDS.)

whiclhh would make them open  their
mouths in astonishment. But, they By,
they only want a hundred or two copics,
not hundreds of thousands. The eost of
composing—typesetting—one of the maosi
expensive items of all, is as great for onn
copy as for ever 8o many. They forget
thia, or don't know it

if you write to our feland Rangdall,
please enclose a stamped and addressed
enyelope, kue:il dtfmlr letter short and tn
the pomnt, and don't expeet him to send
vou m reply going into the most minute
details. Be satistied if you get answers
to the direct queries you ask,

NOTICES.
Re Leagues, Eie.
Lawrenco  Iibbert, 72, Main 81,
Frodshamm, wanta mora members - ulie

ngents—for his “Gem ™ and “ Magnet ™
League.

Members wanted for the Junior Staing
Exchange. ol stamped addressvl
envelopa  for particulars to  Bertesin
Dowle, 53, Aldurson Rd., Great Yae-
mouth,

Dougias Leggait, 38, Wighbury 11,
N., is starting 4 “Ciem " unj “ Maguel "
League,

Stamp-collectors should join this Stamp
Fixchange.  Stamped  and  addressed
i nvelopa for particulars, —W. G. Phillips,
114, Liantarnam Rd., Cwmbran, Mon,

Tom L. Mullins, 6, Main 2t., Kinsale,
will forwurd Irish readers particulars of
Correapondence  Clab  on application,
Ether sex. Magazine.

_ Mias Cooper, 12, Culmore Rd., Bulham,
S5.W., wants more members for her
“hem " and  “Magnet"”  League,
Stamped and addressed envelope, pleass,

Members wanted, bioth sexes, for the
League of Magnetites, Torquay.—Apply,
Becretary, 82, Ellecombe Church R,

Torquay.  Stamped and addressed
envilope, pleass,
Members wanted for the Patriotic

League for sending reading matter o
roldiers and sailors.—Lewis Corley, 8,
Sharp 8t., Grimesthorpe, Shofficld,
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to give him his full name. And

it 1= rather a mistake to omit

the George, for it only needs
ane letter dropped to have a considerable
bearing upon what may be styled
Bunter's principal industry.

It is not too much to r-fnim that Bally
Bunter’'s name has penetrated wherever
the English language is spoken. Those
who doubt tlis only need to see the
Jetters which pour into our office. They
come from the trenches, they eomo from
Moroceo, from Singapore, from Janmiea,
from Canada, Auwetralin, New Healand,
the States, the Argentine, China, Japan,
and many another far land. And scarcely
ane of them addressed (o the Mac¥ET
bhut pays a iribute to Bunter !

I{e must be ranked with Bherlock
Holmes, Captain Kettle, Sexton Blake,
Don Q. and other characters who have
captured the popular imaginaton.
Among the vounger generation he is
hetter known than Sam Weller or Robin-
won Crusec. A doctor, just home from a
lung Aretic vovage, writes: * When I an
away like this, I always fell my people
that every number of the MAGRET must
bhe eaved for me. 1 can’t afford to miss
even vne story of lilly Bunter ! A
reader of the mature age of seven weighs
i with: ' Ain’t Billy Bunter fat?” OUne
pirtures liis admiring awe hefore ench a
rolossus of stoutness, sach o shifter of
tuek ! The mother of vtwo Anzace soldiers
telle ns that the last thing they asked for
was that *““thewr Billy Bunter 7 should
wot bhe forgoiten when ihe hiudget ol
jipers was seni along. ' Let's have more
about olid Bunter tyiig up his bootlace
s hic {"Hpr:-l_ill,i: that ]!n::-_T.ﬂl-l'ln]m‘ that
never eomoes,” writes a cheerful sapper
fram the Front.

None of us admives him. Or, if any
Jdoecs, he shows a very perverted togte,
There ig nothing 1o admire in hint.  But
he amneer ps—angd that counte {or a preatl
deal,

'W ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

No. 8.—BILLY BUNTER.

It would
Bunter's redeeming qualities.
other hand, it would be quite casy to
make a long list of hie faults,

He is greedy, vain, dishonest, cowardly,

pick eut
On the

not bao

i

FEaFY

anobhish, foolishi, Perhaps it 18 becanse
he 18 so foolsh that one Linds it lese diffi-
cult to forgive ham,

The Remove generally eavy that he is
maore fool than kuave. So he mav he;
but he 18 knave enough to trade on their
long-suffering !

Yet they are probably®ight. There are
many people like Banter, shongh, when
thnse Ewnplﬂ- get before o judge and

t

l'mr;-’_. 10y find themselves treatea with
88 leniency than Bunter gets at Grey-
friars. Some lars talk themselves mto

believing their own hes, as he does,
George the Fourth was one of those, He
told the story of the part Le played in
the Battle of Waterloo—at which he was
not pregent at all—until e believed that
he lwid been there, And thousands of
graeping natures have persuaded them-
arlves fhat what they wanted was right-
fully theire—if only they could get their
hands on it. And the unlucky oneg have
gone to prison, and the luacky ones have
bevome millionaires
It 15 hopelezs to attemipt to el 1the full
story of W. G. B.'s carerr at Gresfriars,
even in the baldest of ontline, Hn
appears in the stories from the very first—
as less of a seamp and miore of an absalute
ass theu, for it eannot be eaid that his
virtues—if auny—have grown, Bul always
e was insufferably gready, = good deal
of a eneak, and an abomipable nuisance.
He shared Study No, 1 at ane time, Later
he posed as the head of No, 14, Bui for
a long time past he has heen an inmate of
No. T, and has had the benefit of being
looked alter by Peter Todd--with a
cricket-stump !
Anyone but Tadids wenud have pgiven
»a, that s not amte

him vwp long ago. .
AP PECT. '1‘&‘0 are 1w crhiers who have

One Penny. 10
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far more patience with him than he de-
gerves—Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent. And Harry especially hae stoosd
his friend many a time, and saved lim
from disaster. Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull,
and Inky cannot stand so thuch of him
| a3 these two. They don't try.  Deb's
methods are, indeed, itclined to tho
drastic where, Bunter is coneerncd,
lunter has nourishéd ambitions in hia
time. The chief and least worthy of
them ig that of wanting to he thought
ssessed of ‘‘very hié}: connections, '
i3 fabrications na to the Bunter De
}Hunterﬂ, who came over with the Con-
gqueror, have been of positively Prussian
calibre,

He has aspired 0 be ranked amang the
- blades, has made himself 1l with tobacco,
and rolled over to Highecliffe to be reoked
by the merry nuts. Ile has tried
mesmerisn—ay, even upon Mr, Queleh !
t He really believed that he had mesmer-
L isod Mrs. Mimble, of the tuckshop; and
it is doubtful whether he was ever pou-
' vinoed of the truth—which was that ihe
poor old dame thought lie had gone mad,
and let him take away tuck becavse she
dared not refuse him. He blundered, so
to speak, into ventriloguism-—his one real
accomplishment. He fanciea himself an
excellent  footballer and -a capable
cricketer ; whereas to call him a duffer
at either game s to flatter him !

He is quite convinced that he posscsses
a strong fascination for the fair =ex, and
fancies that the Cliff Houee girls all adore
him, whereas even gentle Marjorie Hazel-
dene has been known to admit {hat she
cannot bear him. * Bunter the Masher ™
and * Bunter the Blade " make a pawr
of pictures of unspeakable seM-conceit.

His somnambulimnm 12 not his fault, =ave
in g0 far as it may be due to his greed-
iness, Sleepwalking, Bunter is the same
old Bunter. He raiuds pantries, and
takes that which, in the words of the &l
rhyme, *jen’t hian.” But when eaugirt
he does not *‘go to prmson !

Above all things elee, even above s
entirely  fictitious pedigree and  his
entirely imaginary charms of manner and
person, he puts—egrub! Grub s lus
passion. For it he will scheme, lie, in-
trigue, horrow—even eteal, or at Teast
convey to his own personal use the money
or the property ef others, Tor it he
might—if he could—even tell the truth !

Yet he has had his better moments,
Love has stirred the heart in  Billy
Bunter's fat bosom, and for Cora Qnelﬂf‘s
fair sake he haa shown real pluck, has
even tried to be decent., Cdru is fat an
well as fair; she seems like the destined
mate of Billy Bunter—but not, let us
hope, unlees his efforts at reform prove
less fleeting.

It is hard to guess whether he has a
really friendly feeling for auyone ameng
the fellows who have stood by him o
often and so well. For Peter Todd?
Perhaps. For Harry Wharton? There i
little to show it, For Mark lanley?
Certainly not; he thinks he can afford to
despise  Mark, whose boots he 13 not
worthy to black, He despises Alonuo,
who 15 miinitely his supeiior in every-
thing that really matters. He ean always
be got round by flattery and a loan; the
fellows who refuse him oither he c¢lagses
together as * Beasts "' |

e will come to a bad end, one fears,
But not for a long while vet, onie hopes.
It is easier to despise Billy Buntor than
to do witheut him !

THE MaioxeT Lisrany.—No. 472,
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An Adventure of Herlock Sholmes.
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THE CLUE OF THE CHANTING
By PETER TODD.
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LANCG, clang, clang!
Thi latest up-to-date telephonic

arrangement 1N our room  In-

formed me that someone dosired
a communication with either myself or
Sholmes.

“Jotson, my dear. fellow,” said
Sholmes, laung:mdly pushing his shapely
feet further up the chimney,  that is our
patent telephone-bell ringing.™

*Sholmes,” I exclaimed, * how

“Merely dednction, my dear Jotson,”
he said modestly. * The telephone is on
the table near my clbow, the bell of the
telephone, I perceive, 15 vibrating, and
the sound comess from that direction,
thevefora "—he shrugged his  powerful
shoulders—* the conclusion s obvious,”

Clang, clang, clang, clung!

*It was a wonderful irdea of mine, Jot.
scn!”  murmured Sholmes  dreamily,
“Who would have thought of having a
church-bell attached to u telephone in-
stead of the commaonplace hittle toy ones
which everyvone uses?” The police would
laugh at the idea.” He smiled scornfully,
and threw a handful of margarine at me
to show his contempt for the police force
in general, '

Clang, clang, clang!

**Ah, the bell is ringing yet, my dear
Jotzon ! remarked Sholmes, glancing up
at the huge church-bell proudly. ' Any of
my enemies listening outside would never
dream that someone was ringing me up
on the telephone, Even if they looked
in  they would probably net notice &
church-bell, whereas a teliphone——m"

Clang, clang, clang!

“*The persan at ﬁm other el seems
to be in a hurry, my dear Jotson, Do
not look surprised. ¥ deduced thut from
the number of clangs there are per hali-
second. In that invaluable penny ready-
reckoner wou see in tho wastepaper
basket——"

Clang, clangty, clang}

“I wonder why they are ringing so
hard?" muormuored Sholmes, placing his
right thumb against his nose andl vxtenl
ing his fingers—his usual attitude when
thinking deeply.

“ Perbaps they want someone to answoer
the telephone,” I ventured.

“An  excellent souggestion, Jotson!™
exclaimed my friend, jabbing a fork intu
my ril}a approvingly.

Ho took up the receiver, which was
macde to represent a grandfather’s clock,
s0 ns not to attract attention—another of

Sholmes'  ingenious  ideas—and  called
down.

“Hallo! Did you ring®”

*“Is that that idiotic imbeecile of «

Sholmes speaking?” raved a voice,
i 'f’lt is,"" replied Sholmes, raising his
ar.

“Don't go out, pothead! I'll be round
in a brace of shakes. Infernal mystery
to be cleared up. Coming round in my
acroplane. Pip, pip!"

Clang, clang, clang |

The amiable gentleman had rung off.
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“I am expecting a visitor—from some-
where in the vicinitr of Colney Hatch, 1
bineve,” yawned Sholmes, by way of
cxplanation.

A few minntes later there came a crash
as the door downstairs was flung open,
closely followed by oa lowd bump and a
femimine shrick,

“Oar visitor  1s vsing violence, and
quite  possibly  strong language,”  re-
marked Sholres.

I could not help giving vent to a gasp
of astonishment ar this marvellous piece
of reasoning on my friend's part.

Before sSholmes had time to  utter
another chapter, the sound of heavy, hob-
nailed boots could be distinetly heard
ascending the stuirs. Even to my un-
tratmed ears the sound was evident, but
perhaps my study of Sholmes' methods
accounted for this,

Sholmes lirdy wok o pair of handeufT-
from behind L

“They may he needed,” he said,

A motuent [ater a4 gentleman burst it
the room.

“Take & acat, my dear sir!'” said
Sholmes, waving lis han. towards the
coal-senttle.

Chur visitor «id not secem to hear. He
appeared to be in a rather uneasy frame
of mind.

“You are the chop who answercd the
‘phone, eh ™ b inepaired,

“T hon ! N, pleace ™ said Sholmes,
jotting dowu own b shirt-enff the man’s
_-"s..r.r-_ apt, AT araleei nhitl bank balance.

gl Bt it. H. !'rr:[:_” ar=woered  the
vi-itor, hgehting a Wild West Woodbine
with an ampitation five-poooned note,

“T ary o8 what?" cxchivnod Sholimes,
picking up the fender, and wgeling his
cars in A warlike manner,

“Uglyface  Rotteadizee Iaschrayne
Uip, " repeated the gentleman, ctoring
the: fire with the hobnailisd cod of  his
CAMlEI Ve :::il]ﬁr;r'-wn{ui walloimg-stie be, anel
at the some fime carefully wiping  hos
boots on the tableelath, which eould L,
af never having  been  washed
Sholmes vescoed 1t from a dustheap, 'l
atn the Margnis of Muadville.”

“Pleased  to mweet you, m o lord
warbled  Sholnws,  rubbing  his  hand.
vorether, and purring with satisfaction,

“fhere ds shill a chanee of keeping the
instulinents gomyg, my  dear Jotson-—
what !

.
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“Look here, Sholmes!”™ began the
marquis.  © And don't shade yvour eyes,
either, The faiouna Mudville Emerald

has been stolen! It 13 worth twooand-
sixpence-halfpenny if it 15 worth a penny,
which is doubtful, We can’t afford such
a logs, althongh we are cxecedingly rich

five millions a year or less, My grand-
mother 15 dreadfully cut up. She feara
that if the thief gets away, the stone will
soon be eut up, ton! That'sa pun!” And
he gleved round threateningly, raising
the reapot sloft, prepared to shy it if we
did not appreciate his witty efiort.

“Ho, ho, ha!*' I hellowed.

“Hi, he, he!” smiled Sholmes
muswally, I will take my {fee n

don't mind, Tord

advance, if
Frump."

“Ump, my name 13!" scowled the
marquis, handing him a cheque for one
shilling. :

The fee was not exorbitant, howevet,
as the muarguois had nothing but un over-
draft at the banl.

“I shall expect you to recover that
emerald or leave me the cquivalent in

your will,” snorted the Marquis of Mud-

you

ville. “ You had better make your Wi!t
before you ecome to my house to investis.
gate. Ha, ha! Yon sce, [ want to be

married before the ecopiury 13 out, and
['m rather short of eash.”

“T understand,” aaudd
was in the same pasition

“You know the way to Muodville, 1T
aippase ™ growled the marguis, Ity
on the outskirts of Mudville, Don’t fail
to turn ip hetween now and the end of
thee war.  So-le Mg e

“Hoh reservoir!” returncd Sholmes in
perfert French, and our client had gone.
Sholmes' fountain-pen had gone also.

“Rather an appetising case,”’ con-
mented Sholmes, storting upon his tea,
which Mrs. Spudson had just brought in.

e hiad barely eaten tjt:-r{-a pounds of
Linr, o tin of sardinea, a nnuplﬂ of loaves,
1l _li!'LI eof M battle of p:{_'.]{lpa._ and n
dozen jarn tarts when a lady was shown
into Kb rooaran.

Sholoes caleulvted she could boast of
baing a centeoarian, but her modesty
intervened.

Shalmes, who

“Mr. Sholines,” she sobbed, 1 wmn
spvoenteen, '

Sholmes nenly  swallowed his  clay
P,

“0Oh, erikey ! 1 gazped,

A sad ense!T my fetend murmurod.
ITe: told me afterwards that the good buly
hail probably 1o the Might of time for
the List ninety yenr

“My name s Fooneline Avrloome,
D snid, Lireakine it o Aood of tears
which soon coversd the floor,

We were compellidd to rest our feet on
the table, and Sholmes had the pleasure
of secing his new washtub -uili“-g ont of
AITE lllﬂ'lf,

The tears subsided at last, and the lady
o= inrraie]

“Mr. Sholnes,” she soid, in a lond
voree, 1 have been shamefully trepted !
I have been the maid-afall work at the
Margnis of Mudville's Tor smty—ahem!
—au year at least, and now 1 am  dis-

chareed ! Boohoo !
“Tlu=h,

Emmelineg !
softly,

He had o tender heart had Sholmies,
especinlly where women were concerned.

Miss Ayvrloome dried her tears on the
tublecloth.

“T will tell yon all about the terrible
affair,” she exelaimed. My mistress—
the grandmother of the terrible marquis—
had just receivedd an emerald by parcel-
post froin Mr. Folstone Fakem, the great

Sholmes
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diamond dealer of Paste Court. *Twas he
who made the Depaste Dianionds,”

“I have heard of him,” put in
Sholmes, " He was invited to stay at a
certain abode in Dartmoor for a couple
of years by Yearshard, the magistrate,
aflter haviug been bowled out by In-
spector Pinkeye™

“Yes, that is he,” agreed the young
lady. **Well, my mistress placed the
sione npon the table whilst she swept the
Aoor and washed the crockery—she did

mot leave the roomy onee, and was sure]

no one enteved—and when she went to
the table the stone was gone! She few
out of the room in terror and dismay,
and while she was out, 1, koowing
nothing of the theft, entered the room to
tidy it up a little. I had just commenced
when in rushed my lady, her grandson,
and the butler. They eould not find the
stoue, and the rascally niarquis said she
mst have deopped it and 1 must have
picked 1t up.

"Ho I V—she eiphasised her statement
by breaking a plate over Sholmes' head
—*1 am secused of the theft, and 1 have
been disnnissed |

Sholmes woke up.

*Piay calm vourself, my dear lady!"
he eaid soothingly, tossing the broken
erockery down the back of my neck. ]
widl go to Mudville immediately, and 1
it sire my [riend Jotzon will accompany
e,

“ Most assuredly ! T replied promptly.
A visit to the houvse of a marquis appealed
to my aristocratic instincts.

“1 had decided upon going wut,
wiether or no,"” yvawned Sholmes, when
our lady chent had gone. “1 am cxpect-
g the gentleman for the instalments
any nunute now, and, unless my dedue-
tiens arve at fault, that is he knockmg ot
the door. Let us depart by the back
way, my dear Jotson.”
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i ERE we are, my dear Jotson!
This gallant eraft will take us

across to Mudville, s0, as you
are paying the fare, we may as
well step in.”

How Bholmes discovered ihat 1 was
pauying the fare across I am at a loes to
mmagine, But, as Sholmes had predicted,
I did pay, for he had left all lus spare
“thange i our room.

“1 don’t trust that fellow,” murmured

Bholmes, eveing  the ferryman  sus-
prerously.  ** Lend me the money, 1 will
pay him."”

I handed wy friend hall-a-crown, and
the ferryman gave Shalmes the change,
Sholmes counted it earefully and slipped
it into s pocket.

“Now, gub across as quickly as you
can!™ my friend ordered.

We were about half-way across when
the boat sprang a leak.

The fercyman, by way of encovrage.
ment, informed us that the ship would

be at the bottomn of the occan in five
minutes,
3
Sholmes, who was a good hand at

cheeving people up, remarked that theq

engine might burst any minute.

And HIHE}T]]:IL‘:-, as wsual, was right.

I first became aware of the eatustrophe
when we were about twesity feet in the
air, amnd iy head cannoned violently
against the learned crapium of Sholmes,
Thuen 1 folt my cars canght in a vieelike
grip, and Sholmes nittered, as he gritted
lis back teeth:

“Jaotgon, never mind the weather!

If we die, we die together !™

The nest moment we were swimming
for our lives in fuily four foet of un-
filiered water.

After swimming for
miles by the side of

about a dozen
Sholmes, T was
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altnost exhausted. But Shalines, who
had won his third-class swimming cer.
tiicate at school, edopted the famous
overheel stroke, and held me up, and
after anctlier score miles or so we reached
the shore.

Later we dmscovered we had been swim-
ming in circles; but as wo had no time
to waste in language, we ofitered a neigh-
bouring farmhouse and obtained o change
of attire,

The well-kuit figure of Sholmes was
seen to advantage in the kilts of a High-
lander, and:- he spoke highly of my
appearance in the garb of & cowboy,

“We'll visit our friend the marquis
now,” sail Sholmes precizely., *Put on
your top-hat, my dear Jotson, and keep
this backfire blunderbuss—the wondesful
work of the great German inventor,
Karl Krackt—within easy reach of your
trusty hand. "

We reached Owte House, and were
greeted profusely by © the margms,
Sholmes, however, did nobt appear to
trust him., There also seemid some
reason to fear that: the mavqguis did not
trust Sholmes,

“This, I presume, is your fat-headed
friend and dotty disciple, Shotson?!” he
sicid gemially, scowling at me the while.

I bowed low. Fortinalely the sound
of rending c<loth from the rear passed

~unnoticed.

“Have o cigar, Sholmes?’ aid the
marquis, holding out the box to Sholmes,

“Cortamnly 1" | replicd | Sholmes, con-
deseendingly taking o handful.

“A famous .and noteworthy brand,
these,”  apid - the . marquis, grinning
devilishly, *“ My butler tried one this
morning, and 13 now seriously i1l in bed.
They are the wonderful Dan-de-Lion leaf
brand. Ever heard of them?”

Sholmes nodded, but 1 noticed that for
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gome reason he did not place a couple in
hiiz mouth, as was his custom.

The murguis oftered me one, but 1
infoctned him that lignid refreshment was
miore in my line. However, I ignored
the glass of meddy water he brougnt me.
The botile T diew from my inside pocket
contmined something more to my taste.

“1 will show vou vour bed-room now,’
remarked the marquiz. “*Stay a moment,
though! I will risg up the vndertaker.
Wo may pecd him to-morrow, ™

And he chivokled again

I obszerved that SBholmes gave the
margids o suspicions  look, although 1
must conless that at the time I saw no
cause for it.

We passed along a corridor, and sud-
deuly from a passage on the right there
came a homming sound, accompanied by
the vnmustakable odour of antique
cheese.

“Don’t go down there!" exclaimed the
marquis suddenly, catehing Sholmes by
the haiv and e by the collar. It is
only some cheese we have placed in the
cellar to asphyxiate the mice!™

He showed us to onr bed-room, which
contained only oue narrow bed.

It was still only afternoon, but the
marquis said he liked plenty of slecp, and
five o'clock was his bectime,

“I'm off to bed!” he announced. ™1
don't suppose you will retire yet. Good-
night, or, to be more appropriate, good-
bye '™

And, with a brutal guffaw, he left the
o0,

“1 have my suspicions of that man,”
remarked Sholmes.  * The cigars ho gave
mo are the most notorious brand on the
market, and the fect that he rang for
an undeitaker does not sugpest  real
hospitality. I will make a thorough
search of this room.”

He produced fiom his pocket a pair
of powerful spectacles which he had dis-
covered in the foot of his stocking after
hanging it up on Christmas Eve,

i IIIL- donned them and peered under the
MM

“As I thovelt, Jotson 1™ he murmured,
arawing from beneath the bed an infernal
machine tined to go ofl at cleven o' clock
in the morning.  The marrps evidently
knew Sholmes™ habits. At that hour he
would be sound asleep.

The villain had laid his schiemes well
Even if we [ailed to sinoke the poisonans
cigars, wo suould go up in unpleasent
i = T
fragmoeuts at 11 a.m. pruﬂlﬂ:l:j.r. T hat was

T

why L summoned an undertaker, a0
Sholmes dodoeed.
Sholmes  tossed  the villainous con-

trivanece out of the window, and logked
il fmoe "l."l'it.h il EIIIiIE".

“Let us go downstairs, my dear Jot-
son,” he sawd. I have already formed
a deduetion.”

“Bholwes ! T exclaimed. “1In this
short time, with absolutely notlung to
g0 apon—-—-""

Sholmes held up his hand warningly.

“Iwh, o my dear Jotson!” he murmured.
“The marquis may hear you, and we
don't want him to suspect anything., DBut
I muv sav., Jotson, i strict eonlidence,
that 1 sugpect him of trying to take our
lives. Do not express yvour admiration in
words, Jotzann, To a tramed, deduetive
mund, my dear Jotzom, that 1s the obrions
conclusion to be derived from the facts”

We dezeondid the statrs, and a sound
like the sawing of wood caused me to
believe that the scheming marguis was
asleop,

“We will now make inguiries in the
city,” proposed Sholmes, and ton minutes
later found us in the heart of Mudville.

L LER

“ My questioning will bLegin at this
shop,” remarked Sholmes.  “1 notice
’Irh?r}' sell cheese, althongh 1 cannot see
It

I was aware of that fact, too, although
che semse which led him to this con-
clusion was not as highly trained in me
as 1n the great Sholmes,

That genins entered the establishment.

“One holfpennyworth of Spanish tele-
phoues,” he crdered briskly,

The old lady kanded him the goeds and
the bill, and ©s she was rather short-
sightod he paid her with a bad halfpenny.

“Has the Marguis of Mudville made

any  purchases  here  lately?”  .asked
Sholmes, in mysterious tones,
“0Oh, the mad marguis! e pets

madder the longer he lives. A few days
ago he came for a pennyworth of cheese,
and bought the oldest 1 had in the shop.
He said he wanted it az a memento of the
days before the Flood. Goodness knows
now he keepa it in captivity—I don't. I
hivd to hold it down with a huge anchor-
Illi'mlin“ and cover it with a thick glass
dish.

M Execllent ! murmured Sholmes, rub-
Ising his hands together. * Good-after-
nocit, my good woman'!"

We left the shop, and Sholuies made a
bee-line  for the establishment of Mr,
Popshop, the pawnbroker of Mudville,

“Good-alternoon, Mr.  Popshap
grected Sholmes. 1 see vou deal in
secondhand respirators.  Have vou sold
one to the marguis recently 2™

“Yes, the mad marguis bought one,
and, as usual, he did not pay for it.”

“ Lt me have one, please,”

Sholmes took the vespacator, and started
to leave the shop.

“Here, I want three slullings for that |
roarcd the pawnbroker,

“Ob, guite so!” apgreed Sholmes, tak-
ing the hint and handing the man three
hallpennies,

Sholiees hurriedly  retived, heedless of
any thunks or words of praiso the pawn-
broker mnght wish to utter,

“Jotson," said Sholmes, when we were
safely within the walls of Owle House,
“the margus s rnpirﬂ_ﬁr nearving the end
rf:[ilh‘i? tother, To-nyght will be Tiis down-
all.

That night Sholmes,
staved awako,

Hi did not need much sleep, nied of
he had, he would not have Lhieen able to
et at, for 1 am slightly addicted  to
SIOEIngE.

I slept soundly all night, and during
that tirne the mystery was solved.

|'II

nnlike  mysclf,

L] L u - L L]

When T ot down the next morning 1
was astonnded to find Sholmes sceated in
a chair, ani 1 another chair the marquis,
hondeutfod,

“No need to sk the
Jotson,” he saud, on observing me. U1
will explam. "T'he redour from the cheise
arouscd my susiicions in the first place.
A piece of cheese whih possessaed a pe-
fume like that one does 15 8 safe hiding-
place for an cmerald,  To approach it a
hero's heart—or a desf nose—ia needad.
The question was: How econld the thie
himself get at the cheese? 1 deduced a
respirator.

“The marvguis and his butler were in
league together. The emerald is ingured
im  twenty  different companies against
theft, and the marquis is heavily in debt;
therefore " —he shrugged his shoulders—
“he sueenmbed to the temptation.  He
deliberately tricd to kill the butler by
giving him cne of these cigars, in order
to keep his all-gotten gains to himself."

usnal question,
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“¥ou are the devil himself, Sholmes!"
suarled the I_I!ut‘qni:-..

sholmes did not blash. He had long
been prool egainst compliments.

“He wanted me out of the way as well,
for while T lived he felt himsclf inzecure.
That 15 why he asked me to look into
the case. But he did not know that
thereby he was sealing his doom! He
seuttled the ferrvbout, but did not veclkon
on my marvellous swimming prowess,

“1 have ealled in a vet ta the butler,
and he is rapidly recovering.  He eoon-
frsaed that he was hiding under the table
atidd stole his mistresa’ emerald, and the
marguis here embedded it in the cheese,
Miss Ayrloome, as I surmised all along.
13 innocent.

“The marquis went to bed carly last
night so that he could remove the cmerald
from the cheese and disappear. He in-
tended, doubtless, to return when  the
commotion caused by three deaths—yours,
mine, and the butler's—had died down,
and to deceive the bungling police with
some plausible excuse. Hg&! Hore 13
Pinkeye! Take your man, inspector !

“You excel yourself, my dear
Sholmes !” I exclaimed. “ But why did
the marquis not dispose—"

“Enough!” interrupted Sholmes im-
peratively. * Pass the cocaine-barrel 1"

THE END.

DALE’'S BIRTHDAY

PRESENT.
By RICHARD PENFOLD,

e

CHAPTER 1.
A Weicome Birthday Giit,

i ANY happy returns of the
d-ﬂ-,?!”
" Fourteen, eh? Dy George,

Dale, you'll soon be drawing
your old-age pension !
“Cood luck, Dala!
never grow whiskers!™

It was in the dormitory of the Fourth
Form at Mookhouse  that  this good-
natured chafl was heard. The OCCAsIoN
wias Sidiney Dale's fourlecenth birthday.
How it had got aboul that this was one
nf the anniversarics «of his uneventful
life, Dale himself diul not know, but it
haul, Every fellow in thoe Form seemed
to know about it, and Lo be anxious to
shiow him his goodwill.

Dale was a quiet, rather
fellone, but quite J.nl_mlu,m He was a
ool tackling hahl-bm'k. a fair bat, a
poenl  half-miler, and something of a
“swobler,” having ambitions for the
future as a barrister,

His frank, genial face lighted up as
he looked into the grinning countenances
wround hin.

“Thank you, my =wms'" he cried.
“One of these days, when you're ol
fogies ltke myself, I'H wizh you the same.
Sorry 1 haven’t any wine 1o offer you,
but there’s plenty of water 1 the jug if
vini care to drink my health.”

A lanch went up.

“*Whiat about the presents*™
sullow, durk-hatred jumr,

The spraker was Willox, a suriy, bad.
fempered Tellow, who belioved evervbod,
had a grudee against him, and seemed to
hiave a grudge against everybody.

* A fat lot you'd give away!” retortod
Webb, Dale's stude-mate.

“ And what do vou know about it, any-
wav!" snapped Paget, another of Dale's
friends,

((Corntinued on page 19.})
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Dile scanned the faces of the juniors |
arownd him.

“What's this about presents?” he
asked.  * Look here, yom ?EHG“‘H, I hope
vou haven't been spending money for
me.  I'm' sureg—"

“Wait and see!”
with twinkling eyes,

“shouldn’'t be surprised if our study
<1t ehock full of hampers and boxes, en-
vlosing  spanking gifts,” said Brooks.
“(oue I].E{}[!H before eall-over and sece
if anvthing's turned up "

“You all scem jolly anxious about the
presents, © said Dale, smelling a rat.
“PPorhaps I shall have to make a few
preseits—of  thick  ears—before  I've
done 17

About a dozen fellows, with Willox
hringing up the rear, trooped downstairs
to Study 9.

Paget opened the door, and the rest
stood i double file for Dale to pass
through into the room.

“ My word! Is this some jape, kids?™
sked Dale susniciously.

)n the table by the window was quite
p heap of pawkages. Most of them were
done up i brown paper. Some were
very large, others HH':HTI,

o oon s open them ! eried Willox, as
they all crowded round the doorway.
“Daon't keep v in suspense!”

“71 ran't see what 1t's got to do with
any of you!” declared Dale. *“This is
a private affair.”

But none of the juniors moved. All
had grinning, expectant faces. Dale was
a Int puzeled. He toock up the fivst of
tho parcels.  With difficulty he un-
fustened the knotted string. A pair of

mterrupted Paget,

| up the scrap of paper that had f{Sl\EIl

vory oll and absolutely uscless footer.
boots tumibled ont of the paper wrapping !

There was a message on a scrap of |

exnercise paper. but Dale did not bother
o pick it up and read it.  Tustead, he
picked up the boots, turned to the crowd
at the door, gud took aim.

There was an  instant  coanper for
cover,  Dale came out into the corridor,

1 gnessed yon fellows were up to

RIS fu'i-.:h-1 in‘ anncd ﬂfl!‘H]-’il!HﬂJﬁ*‘FFtH}'il
Sl oven don’t cateh e any more at
it game !

“Oh. ol
l]]"'.ll:.ll'.‘d_ _

“There's hownd {o be something decent
swongst  them,” suggested  Willox,
“They ean't all be votten fakes.”

“ Y seem (o be shoving your nose
i o Jot toaday,” Taget rebuked Inm.
“Buer off Y We've had enough of you!”

Dale was perauaded to re-enter the
duds, and to esannne the pareels Tt
wus rather a weak juke now that the
woeret was ont, but he entered into the
banghipg that went ap as each article
s wpeovered,

Viany useless articles, such as o worn
kettle, @ moth-eaten waistcoat, an
wanplty preserve Lin, were disclosed. Some
of the smaller * gifts,” such as the birth-
davecards, designed and painted at Monk-
house on esercise papoer, hiad been sent
thirenrrh the post.

The study varpet soon looked like the
ffoani of the school dustbon.  Buar av last,
whon neavly all the parecls had  been
oprened, =anmething of real valwe was dis-
AR r:'j'n_'d.

It wrs o small, rounmd package, abiout
win Inichies loage,

“peols ke a stick of  blacklead
wrapped  ap. " wrinned  Dale, Yo
fedlows mu=t have heen badly in want of
4 joby when vou staried on this!”

apen =olie ore DT they

R

e ztripped off the paper, and 1then
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starcd with parted lips.  In his fingers
was a gold-mounted L::untain 11 |
“*A Bwan, by Jove!” erniad Dale, his
eves brightening, *“ Just what TI've
wanted for months! Come by post, too!
I'd have been zorrv if I'd missed this.”
Ome of the juniors bent down to pick

from the packet’s imtenor.

“!To dear Sidney, with love, "
read, amidst a chortle,

“My mster must have sent it," said
Dale, turning red. “ She knew I wanted

he

one. Doesn’'t look like hec writing,
though.”

He thrust the s«lip of puper in his
pocket, '

“By George!” Dale went on, trying
hie present on a piece of paper. “It’s
got nk in it all ready, and it simply flies
along !’

“I've seen a pen like that somewhere,”
declared Weldp.  *1 remember!  The
Head's got one!”

“What of that?” retorted Paget. * The
Head's not the only one in the world to
us¢ a gold-mounted Swan. There are
thousands of "em about.”

“Oh, I'm not saying
pen!” said Webb tartly.

“(if course you're not,” interposed
Dale, smiling : * because it’s mine. Now
you fellows who have so kindly pre-
sented me with thig rubbish had better
take it out with you again!” ‘

And before they had tinished clearing
up the mess the bell was ringing for
call-over,

that it's his

CHAPTER 2.

Dr. Griffith’s Discovery.

FEW davs later there was the
A usual term exam in Big Hall
As  was eustomary, ithe onl
master preseint was the Head,
Dr. Griffith, a tall, thip, austere man,
who now and again left the table on the
dnis to march between the rows of desks
at which the Fourth-Formers sat, dili-
geutly seribbling, or biting the ends of
their penholders in the offort to obtain
inspiration.
Sidney Dale, in his place, sat hard at
worl, He was keen own gaining high

warks, and, to his delight, had found that,

the questions suited him down to the
ground.

Aud the new fountain-pen flew over
ihe paper like a magic wand. It gave
him Jots of coulidence. Certainly it was
an excellent one, and just as certainly
he had an advantape over the ather
fellows, who had to be everlastingly dip-
p'mlf their old-fashioned uibs in the ink
wells,

The gold Swan was a bit of u wystery,
though. e had writien heome to thank
Lawra for it.  His sister had rephed that
she had not sent 1t. Dale had tried in
vain to discover the donor.  Stull, 1t had
been addreased to him, and he had no
gualms about keeping :it, more cspecially
as he valued it so highly.

He was just finishing the answer to the
last yuestion when he suddenly became
conscious of the Head's tall form stand-
ing beside him,

“Pov,” eried Dr. Griffich shorply, and
s huzhed was the hall that his voiee
sounded across it with clardon notes
“where did vou get that pom¥?

Pale lovked up.  The Head’s aspec
was more than usuuily stern.  His oyes,
peering at Dale over the gold pince-nes.
were [ierce and questioning,

“1t was sent me as a prezent an my
birthday, =, answered the jumior
readily,

“Let e look at it!"
]:l"“l!,

Prte handed it to hun, and the Head
took it acress to the window, where lg

comtnanded the
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exanined it for several moments. The
cves of all the Pourth-Formers were fixed
on him. :

“Dale,” said the Head gravely, “do
vou know that this is my pen?”

“1 didn’t know,” answered the junior,
with a heart suddenly turned to Jead. =1
didn't even know vou had lozt one, sie.”

“1 lost it over a week agf!," sanl D,
Griffith. “T was expecting semeooene,
some servant, some boy who put honesty
higher than covetousness, tnd find it and
bring it te me. Why did yon not do so
when vou fourdd i, Dale ¥

Dale felt bis cheicks growing hot, He
rescnled the Head's attitude, 1t was
ke an accusation of theft before all the

Forin.

“Because 1 Jdide't find 1, sir!™ he
retorted hotly.  * It was sent me throwgh
the post a few diys ago as a birtheay-
present |

“YWhat proof
snapped the Head.

At this Paget and Webb and several
othiers got up from their places.

“I was there wheui Iju?a apencd the
packet it camc Paget
stoutly.

“Thai's right, ir!”
““1 was there, too."

Others made similar slatemonts

“Well, sinee that is the case,” sand the
doctor, relenting, “1 am ready to admit
a mistake must have been made. Nover-
theless, this 18 indubitably wy pen. It
hears the number of the ene I purchased.
If it really was sent to Dale, the person
who sent it had po right to begtow what
iz berond dispute my property. This
matter must be inquired into thoroughly.,
Cun any boy throw light uwpon it1"

There was tense silence for a few
moments. A shuffling of feel tuened all
eves to the side desks. Willox; locking
very uncomfortable, was standing ereet.

“ Please, sir,” he stammered, ‘' Dale
might have sent it to himself !”

There was a quick indrawing of breath.
Dale sprang to his feet.

“It's a lie!” he cricd fierecly, *“I'm
pot a.cad ! I wouldn't do such a thing 1™

Dr. Griffith stood midway boetween tha
boys, and looked from gpe w the other.
He had not been Head of Monkhouse for
s0 many vears without becoming a pretly
shrewd judge of character,

“(h, since yvou two bevs seem to be
the only ones who kuow anything at all
about the matter,” he exclaimed, “Tll
ask vou to come along to my study as
soott us the examination 13 over! I'ml
sorry, Dale, that you wust finish your
work with an ordinary sechool pen.”

As soon as the papers werve gathered
up, and the Head lefr Big ITall. and the
juniors were free to leave thor scals,
wraih descended upon Willox,

“You utter outsider!” ocmed Paget.

have vou of that?”

in, sir,  -sand

chimed in Webb,

“I've a Jolly good mind to punch your
ugly, fat head !™

"“What do vou know about it, any-
wav " demanded Webh, warng info
Willox's face, and tvgging av the fapd
of his coat.

“Let him be.” auggested Dale, ealm

and cool now, " The IHead will Gnd out
soon epough !

Willox lookcd sheepish wnd surly, and
said nothing. [He [ellowed Dale to the
Head's study.

“I found this slip of paper in v
pocket, sir,” said Dale, un approaching
the Hedd's desk. “It was sent nte with
ihe pen. The wrapper T dide’t keep, ao
[ did not think it was of value,™

The Head examined the paper care.
fully, and then turned over a heap of the
XAl Papers,

“Willox,” he.said quietly, leoking up
into the surly face, “vou'd betier maka
a clean breost of it! Do you deny that

(Coxtinucd on page 20.)
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