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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Fifty Pounds !

(s EGISTERED  letter for  you,
R Toddy "
Billy Bunter muwde that an-

nogneement, rolling into NosT
Stnly in the Remove pussage at Grey-
friors  with an air of great unportance,
min] @ registered enve iﬂ]:c‘ vhasped tightly
i his ].uu!gw Lvaumnel.

“Sure jt's for me, parpeise?  Sure 1f
ain'e for you?"
Bunter had been koown  to  make

virrions mistakes in the matter of letters
whlressed to  other  fellows—espevially
when lie was espeeting o vemittanee,
(), 1{*.1111., Toddy, some fellows hive

1l 'r’n:- Lk ! said e 'l.".lu] Llinkings
lw-hind his biv spectacles i gnite o fesi-
lorn manuer. ** Here huve l beesrt ook e
ont for a postal-order

"But you always ure lanking out for
1 'E‘.Iﬂl‘.i-tﬂ]: order, tubby !

‘For woeks e wooks— —
Bunter, unheeding,

WrIir

“Terms and terms’" amended Poéter
Toildd, grinnming.
".l'l..ml it docen’t come, Bul yono —-"
“Lh? 1 haven't pot any titled  roda-
HHHE vou know, [mr’r*.
“ What's that gab fo doowirh it T wish

vin'd talk sense, Poter vou cuun of vou
vhoese ™ saud the Owl peevishly.

e atill kept hold of the lerter, Tt was
i Ihuﬂrrh he really could not bear to give

JT

“"I."I.'{-lL L'l talls sense. oxvstor ! As that
lotter iz for me. and not for yvow josi
bl it over. and clear ouf 177 .

=i, really, Toddy! [ think s ap

to voir to stand trear, alter me fuesing
all the way up here with tlos too !
Cun’t be did. Banty ! Clean against
Lard Dev nnpml'q rules, and the Defenee
uF the Realm Aet, and
“T wish Lotd Deveanport had never
!:m e born ! said Bunter movesely,
W paght ]mn‘r E0meane olen worse.”

“We  couldn't replied Bunter
pathetically. :
The food-vationing  scheme  had Tt

William George Bunter tervibly havd, i
spite of all his 1ttr-n1pm to ovade if.

“Hand over!™ snapped Peter, looking
towards the corner in which lie lept o
ericket-stump for Buuter's special benefit.

=Srill Bunter temporised,  Thers musl
ber o vemittance o thar  registered
envelope,  Peter Todd could never he so
ernel as to refose to whack oot after
getting a remiftance of such value that
it nesded  regilstration—an  nncomniot
event with Peter, W heze people were not
wealthv,

Peter couldn’t-—it woudd be tao croel!
But, all tl'lrl game, Petor micht.  Toddy
really did not appear to worry abour rhe
fuﬂr] reculations a Lir.

Reulljl.. Toddy, vou neednt be in
sacle a blezsed harev. voo koow 7 spid
Bunter. “You Jidu’t even know 1his
was colne— —-

* How do you know didn’t know. you
f.ﬂ headed tub of inferior marearine!
“ Yot didn't suy anstihing about it

1 don't |!|_-l| vou ull Yy &fciete. Vi

|11

L abling mﬁrm

*That's jusr - what T complain of,

I.{Illt]'l. I..I!I.]
pall™
Poter cot up, ol took a steide to the
corner whore the vricket-stuimp reposed,
“1 can stand a ot of thines” he'esaid

darklv s “ bot there = a i !

You pin't open with an

“Tlere, I say! Ow. dou't, Toddx!
Leave that thiug alome!  Hepe's yoor
letbor 1™

Poter's hund sull hovered over the
stomp.

“If veun vall me vour old pal again

“But 017 the tratln, Toddy—yon know
it's  the trwrt!™  muormured  Bunter
desperately, as Peter Lnd down  the
slunip atul took the letter,

“1f von found i at the hottom of a
well, you'd better coramld look Tor some
more, ' =anl Peter. alirring  open  the
envelope,  * Feteli up a bit betrer brand
this Linmwe, foe"

* Ooooh ™

Mnter eave @ reveifie gasp.

Five-pornl notes! Not ome five-pound
note, bub several otz as it zeemaod to
the  dazelod  eves of Wil George
Bunter.

Perer Tudd loukod iy

* Stll there, by 27 he said.
you hear me tell you ta bunk?’

“(h, 1T say Petor—oh. really ! Who's
‘.'t'Ildi]"lf_, vou all that whack of money "

‘Thut's no bizney of yvours, porpoise

Poter was eountine  the notes now,
hnter conntad, too,

Ten of them—Aty ponruds!

Springs of affection welled op i the
beeast of Bills Bunter,

Mo had alwavs been Tonad “of  Peter
Todd- s0 he told imsell.  And he would
v Knocked down anvene who disputed
the stptemenrs  iF =mall amd weak onoueh
ta be knociced down with ympumty,

Bur  vever  before ool Bumer  fel
within him siuch an overflowing wealth of
affection for Tadidy ws hie falr How,

Fifty poumlds: Fifty ponngs in the
bands of a follow whose term’s pocket-
money aronatod o no o wore than well-
to-do fellaws like Coker or Johnny Bull,
to sav nothinge of vich ones like Maul-
oy erer awod Flhorvres =ineh aod Waon Lune,
conld spend st oue tine withont missing
it

ity powmds i the laonds of o menibor
of the quarter mhnbirme Smdy XNo. 7!

Surelc minst there be profic for Bills
H1|I11l'1‘ ot of o windfall Tike that!

* 1 sav, Poter. old chap—

“ Haven YO o, Vil FIL1 WOt
“Nim—no! Oh, don't be unfriend!s,
Poter! It win't like von, Loolk heve. if
I were yon, T shouldn’t say anxthing to
Lull:-"i o Datton nlmul thiz?®

“Waouldn't von:

"No. You eee. thev—they—weil,
don’t want 1o zay anyrthing agaiust them.
Yo knaw T hate backbiting. But there's
-.||(]'| a thine as lueh principles, and
tuwin't everybady whe's got prineiples
like ming—--"

Dudnce

"1 zhonld jolly well hope nor!  But
['ve vot no =sorr of wee Just now for
cither vour peineiplee—i0 ganv—--ur voar
CRCeEsIVE THDerr= L thilties fhuat oot
voneern you,

Al Poeer carefulle foldod ap the

nates, pub them in his pocket, and moved
towards the door.

Bunter caught him by the arm.

"1 osuv. Toddy ! he almost wailed.

* Lerea, or you'll set—"

Peter  wyeenched  himself  free,
Bunter followed him into the passazo,

g | :l::nu t want veur company, por.

poise !
*Oh, but—olh, really, Toddv—"'
*And, what's more, i ‘nnu'l‘. hiave it!
If o hint ain't suffish, yvou'll wet kicked
downstairs,  Perbaps you'll beoin  to

understand then!”

“Yon ain't grateful, Peter Todd!
Pater stopped, and stared at he Owl,
“What have T got 1o be sgateful to
sou  for. vou lump of blubber?™ he
l'uppl::l'l auf,
“T brought vou that etter, digdn't 1
“You weren't asked to do that, _‘mrl
on the whoele, T'd rather vou left |111.'
letters alone, you unwholesome image !
Peter went on his way, Bunter was
following ; but eter turned and gl;ur-:l
ab him 1 so savage a fashion that the

Owl halted.

He did not emit to wnote,
where Peter went.

I was to No. 12, {he
by Lord Mauleverer, PIF' Uu].ﬂ{*y‘ih:"
South African, and Siv Jimmy Vivian,
the sehioolboy baronect from the slums.
~T'hat struck Bunter as very gueer
mcleed.  Gomg  to Mauly  with  Jifty
pounds was like tuking coul: o New-
castle.  And there was no reasan why
Peter Todd should seek ot Delarexr, ta
tell him of this hit of I||.r~|.~ - while as for
Sie Jimmy, he was quite nut of the
iLestion,

Peter waulked i, afler a inp
door which brought 1o response,

Only AL J_IL]_".' wiz there,
conih, - dozing peacefully,

Hnt

BEe

Liawever,

stinly oesupied

af the

e lag on the

Peter ~hiook him by the shoulder,
"{_]Fl, begad, xou might leave a cliap

slane " murmured  lis Jazy lovdship,
opening his long lazhed evelids with ex-
treme poluctance.

“No business ta be snoozing af
time of the dav, Mauly,
hnsL tanes.

"Why not. hegad? Dut never mand.

Lllt I do :-llnthmg for vou. Toddy ™

“Yes. Take these hack !

And Peter thrust the litile
ivers into Mauly's hand.,.

“()h, H‘H.Im]u if vou sav so! Dur it
wis unh the :iuv hefore upsttpul.r". Ll
borrawed the cash, begad ™

“\Woll, dida’t T tell vou that yau'd get
it Iﬂr*l-. to-day *

"Pon my waord, Toddy,
most surpreizin® fellow 27

' Never mind about that. T den’t ex.
pect vou to understand me-—the mental
strain might be fatal. But I'm ever so
muoch obliged to you, Maunly. Ain't vou
going to count them, von dinnmy *7

thia
" zuid PEEEl, in

wad of

if vou ain't'a

“What for? I suppose I ecan trust
yoll, Toddy **°
"Ilope so, I'm swre. DBuat von're

going to count them all the same—make

no error about that., | [ike to have

thines dune oo businezs like way.”
Mauloverey sighed, sat up, conunted
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tlie potes, and handed them back to
Poiir,

“ Here, I don't want them!” Peter
sa1d,

“Put "em in the drawer, will yonu,
Toddy, if it ain't too much trouble 2%

“1 won't!" enapped Peter. * Where's
yvour pocket-book, vou slacker?"

““In my breast-pocket, [ think, begad !
Or in the drawer, or the cupboard—I
kuow it must be somewhere !

Without ceremony Peter put his hand
into Mauly's breast-pocket. He drew
out o little Russia-leather case, and
placed the ten notes inside 1t

If the eve of George Willilam Bunter
liad been placed to the keyhole a second
earlier it would have been mm time to
zee that action., As it was, 1t was just
in time {o be too late.

Peter Todd moved to the door.
Mauleverer subsided back into
cushiona. ‘

Williain George Bunier beat a strategic
rairont.

Lord
the

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tea in Study No.T!

[IERE were somae additions to the
I usually frugal tea-table in No, 7

Stody- that evening, _

Poter Todd had not much spare
cusii: bt he was prepared to spend all
that he had, if need were, to further his
vengeance upon Ponsonby & Co.

He did not grudge the cost of a couple
of ting of salmon and a box of special
onkeales,

These things were really for Bunter’s
" benefit, though Peter had mo notion of
lotting the Owl have more than his fair
share of them,

For purposes of his own Peter wanted
Bunter to believe in that big remittance,

Bunter would expect something after
seeing it. It was hardly likely that the
small  additions made would meet
Bunter's views as to the extent to which
Peter ought to * whack out.”™

But the Owl knew that Peter Todd
fiold-the Food Centroller 1n respect, And
the salmen and oateakes would keep
YViunter interested, and probably lead him
on to talk—to make a proposition which
Deter wanted him to make, For Dunter’s
cemversation on general topics Peter
Todd had no mighty vearning.

Peter Todd’s desire for vengeance on
the Highelilfe nuts was a burning one.

And small wonder !

Many times before this had Greylriars
Fellows suffered at the hands of the nuts,
And many times had the Higheliffo nuts
been put through it by the Remove.

(n the whole, however, the honours
plainly rested with the Remove. That
famous body had in it far more pluck,
brains, and resource than the nuts of
Higheliffe eould boast.

The Ponsonby-Todd feud had had its
origin on the Greyfriars cricket-ground,
on that memorable da? when the High-
¢liffe Fourth had beaten the Remove—a
red-letter day in the annals of the
virtors !

Ponsonby had been insulting to Peter.
Poter had pulled Ponsonby's nose.

it was the kind of guarrel that might
Lave been settled by a fight.

But fighting was not in Cecil Pon-
sonby's line. He liked to have heavy
odds on his side.

5S¢ he hiad waited his chance, and on
cue  hot E-nndﬂjr afternoon—the «av
hoefore the clection for the captainey of
tlic Remove—that chance had come.

Peter Todd could never think of that
day without bitterness. The nuts had
acized him, They were five to one, and
ail his struggles were unavailing,

They had bound and gagged him.
They lhind anointed his face with raddle

—the red stuff used for marking sheep.
And—worst injury of all—they had
glashed off his famous forelock, with as
much more of his hair as they ecould
hack off with the blade of a penknife!
Then they bad left him—a figure of
derision—lelt him to be found by the
Cliff House girls and by Harry Whar-
ton, his rival for the captainey !

Wharton was captain again now. He
had behaved in that affaic like the
generous, great-hearted fellow he really
was, and Peter had practically withdrawn
in lis favour—which had seemed to Peter
(he least he could do. For Harry Whar-
ton, Peter had none but friendly feelings
—more friendly than ever.

Bui it was natural that Peter should

put to the nccount of Ponsonby & Co. the
very real humiliation he bad gone
through.

For Peter Todd was proud, though he
might deny being so; and his pride had
had a nasty knock.

WNo ordinary vengeance would suffice
him. Merely to put Pon & Co. through
it as he had been put through it by them
—that was not enough !

e intended to show them up for the
mean-spirited rogues and cowards they
were., The trap baited for them should
be the trap of their own greed !

And now the bait was set, and Peter
waited in patience for Bunter to make the
next move,

Bunter rolled in to tea with a emirk on
his fat face.

Ho looked at the additions te the
ordinary fare, and his cyes glistened be-
hind his big spectacles. They were some-
thing, al worst—something to testify to
pnusual affluence in No. 7.

But then his face fell.

They were something, indeed !
they were not much !

With fifty pounds in his pocket Bunter
would have done things i very different
style from this.

“Aren't you salisfied, tubby?"
Peter.

“ Well—er—really, you know, Toddy,
gsalmon ain't much."

But

asked

“There's oatcakes, too, you greedy

worm ! A decent tea, I call it1™

Peter Todd rap Bunter's knuckles with a fork, (See Chapter 2.)

R VR EH AR FLY U A

“There aiu't cnough, I could eat that
little lot myself, and be hungey still.”’,
Alonzo held up his hands i1 expostula-

‘ tlon.

“My dear Buonter!" he =aid. “In
Ligpes like these——"'

“ (Oh, you dry up !” snapped Bunter.

“Jolly good spread—eh, Bunter?" said
Tom Dutton, who, being deaf, had not
heard a word that had passed.,
C “Pretty rotten, I call it!"
Bunter.

“You needn't have any. vou know,
oyster, You can go down and get-your
tea in Iall[" .

Bunter sniffed his contempt, and pulled
his chair to the table.

“I don't see that anything's been for-
gotten,” said Tome Dutton, drawing up.
“8Billy deaf post " muttered Bunter.
“Eh? Toast did you say?! There's no
fire. And, anyway, what do we want
with toast when we've got this ripping

oatcake stnff "
i Bunter drew the dizh of salmon towards
1um,

Peter Todd promptly rapped Bunter's
knuckles with a fork, ;

“Ow-yvow.! Whatier dumg, Toddy,
vou beast 7"

“Manners, porpoise—manners!”™  said
Peter. “I'm going to serve that salmon.
After all, 1 paid for 1t )"

Bunter watehed with greedy eves whila
Peter carefully divided the salmon into
four equal part=. If the stuffi had been
weighed out it could hardly have been
ELFI]-DI‘HGH'E{I more accurately,  Peter
Todd had an excellent eye,

“That is really more than I need,
Couszin Peter,"” saild the gentle Alonzo.
“I am endeavouring to act upon the .ad-
vice given us by the Food Controller,
And I really find that T am the better,
both in body and brain, for rising from
the table without that sense of repletion
which——"’

“What are you at, vou fat thicf?"

But it was hardly necessary for Peter
to ask what Bunter was at.

Bunter's knife and fork had stretched
out towards the plate which Alonzo had
pushed back to Peter, and there would

Tae Macyer LiBraRY.—No. 4186,
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certainly have been no senze of repletion
for Alonzo if Bunter had had his way with
that plate.

“Oh, really, Toddy ! If Lonzy is such
an ass as to take any notice of old——"

“Of Lord Devonport, if you please,
vorpoise !  That nobleman's name s
roing to be treated with proper respect in
shis study, or I'll know the reason why!
Dutton and I may not be so unselfish as
Lonzy; but we wouldn't be so blesscd
piggish and unpatriolic as you for a
pension 1™

“Of course, that was his intention,”
said Tom Dutton. * Trust Bunter to bag
anyone else's grub if he gets half a
rhance |

Peler put & small piece from Alonzo's
plate on his own, a piece a trifle larger on
Duiton’s, and a fragment just percep-
tihle to the naked eye on that of Bunler,

“0f all the stingy beasts! Why, it
ain’t a mouthful !

“ Another word, oyster, and T'll put
vou out of your misery by taking back
what I've given you !”

Bunter was not going to risk any such
catastrophe as that. He scarcely spoke
again until everything eatable on the
table had vanished.

All but the sugar—a commodity very
strictly rationed. Bunter's fingers were
just clusing on a lump—Ifor Bunter could
waolf sugar when nothing else was to be
had—when the teapot descended with
eame farce on those picking digits,

“Yarooogh! I didn’t—I mean I wasu't
—it was pure absence of mind, Toddy !™

*“ Absenen of dirty fingers is what wa
prefer in the sugar-basin, tubby,” said
Petor,

“0Oh, blow the beasily old war!™
Bunter mumbbed, socking his lingoers,

THE TEIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter the Tempter !

FTER tea was over, and the wash-

A ing-up had been done, Alonze

ambled out, and Tom Dutton

stuck his head into a beok

Tom's deafness had made him a great
reader,

Bunter had not helped in the washing-
up. He had merely sat in the one arm-
chair the study boasted, wrapped in deep
and solemn meditation,

At another time Poter Todd wonld have
E?i}‘i«?lled him from the armchair on prin-
ciple.

But Peter left him alone this time.
Bunter was thinking hard, and that suited
Peter,

A silence followed.
lirst to break it.

“T egay, Toddy!"

“Shurrup! I'm reading ™

“Oh, therc's plenty of time for that !
I say, Toddy, you know—abont that
chink, you know !™

“What chink, you fat idiat?”

“That fifty quid.”

“Who said there was fifty cquid ?"

“Well, T couldn’t help seeing that,
could I77

“You see too much, Bunter.™

“I'm a chap that takes a good deal of
notice, of course. Bometimes I think T
rhould make a first-class detective,”

Peter gave an iparticulate growl,

*Toddy !"

“Will vou dey up, vou it ass¥”

. But, Toddy, what are you going to
do with all that chink 1"

“I'm not going to lend any of it te
you, so vou can make vour mind easv
about that.” )

“1 haven't asked vou to, have 17
yot my own dignity, I suppose 7"

“T've never seen any sign of it,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY. —No. 486

Bunter was the

I've

Plenty

of fat, foolish swank; but that’s quite
another thing.”

“I know what I should do with it,”
siid Dunter, in his most mysterious
Manmner.

“Ho do I. You'd scoff it!"

“1 shouldn’t, then! How could & chap
get throngh a whack like that buying
grub, with all these rotien, silly food
regulations about? If you azk for more
than sixpenn’orth the asses begin to look
down their noses at you !"”

“Never heard of your buying any-
thing besides grub!” growled Peter.

“Well, it ain’t exactly buying, There
are other ways of having a good time—
and, for that matter, there are other
things a chap can buy, apart from grub.”

* As, for instance?”

“Cigarettes !" answered Bunter, behind
his fat hand.

“ Fiddlesticks and cabbage-stalks " re-
torted Peter, and went on reading.

i Tﬂdd]" !‘.IJ

“0Oh, get cuat, do!
vou !™

*It wouldn't be half a bad notion to
turn that monew over, you know,*

“I"r'aps not. But I ain't going to
have you turning it ever for me, so you
needn't go prying into my Jdesl. Where-
ever 1t 15, you won't find it theve.”

“If sou don't know me better than
that by this time, Peter Tad ;3
U1 don’t, Bunter! Put 1 know you
just as well as that—and I faney it's a
pretty wseful sort of knowledge, too.”

" Look here, Toddy, do be friendly,
and listen !

“Do play the fly to your spider, eh?
No, thank you, porpoise!”

"I ain't that. I'm the last chap
living to try to do a pal down. Ask any-
bady who knows me "

Tom Deiton lifted his head from his
book and glanced across at them.

“Dutton, Crinstance 7" said Peter.

*Deal w23 " snorted Buntey, who knew
that Tom’s opinion of him was by no
meains an exalted one,

Peter shut his book,

“1f you've got anything to say, oyster,
say 11,7 he said. “‘T can't sit here all the
giddy evening while you work round to
it. ”

“Look here, Toddy,
money, vou know.”

“"You den’t claim that as original, I
hope "

“I don't see why I- shouldn’t. I
thought of it myself.”

“What's your wheeze? Want to take
me into parinership in a money-lending
bizney, me supplying the brass, and you
collecting the intercst "

“Nothing of the sori! T leave that
kind of thing to Fishv,” said Bunter
loftily. ** My titled relations would never
forpive me if I wont in fov anything =o
low 1 .

“Jolly particular people. aren’t they 2"

“(Of course they are! It's a case of
noblesse oblige, you know, and all that
gort of thing,” Bunler said, smiling his
most fatuous smile.

*Ah 7 snid Peter Todd drily.

“My pleasures are the pleasures of o
gentleman,” went on Bunter.

“That's news., 1 thought they were
motc in the prize porker hine.”

“But that's off now. I—I mean, no-
thing of the zort, Peter Todd! You
needn’t be nsulting when I'm thinking
hard for vour benefit !

“Can’t see yet where
cories .’

“Look here, Toddy, rou're jolly sharp,
aren't von ?Y

“Too sharp for you, porpoise, T hope
and trust.”

“That ain't what T mean. Oh. reallr,
Teddy. you might chuck pretending to

I'm fed-up with

money makes

my  honefit

ﬂﬁ@lﬂ:dﬁt‘ﬂﬂllﬂ every Dbleszed word I
say |

“ Right-ho, ovster! We'll have a hegrt-
to-heart tallk, A heart-to-heart talk with
a bladder of lard ought to be quite
amusing.”

“¥You don’t play cards—at least, von
make ont you don’t. But if vou did
you'd play a jolly gooed game, I'm sure,”
said Dunter thoughtfully. “ You're cool,
and you've got no end of nerve !™

“Leading up to a suggestion that it
might be worth my while to throw in
my lot with Skinner and the merry
blades, and pick up their twopence-haif-
penny or 50 to add to my little pile, eli ?
No, thank you, tubby !”

“Nothing of the sort! 8kinner's a
mean beast, and none of that eet ever
have much chink. Except Bolsover, ab
times. And he's no good. He gets as
mae ns a hatter when he starts losing.”

“Of course, there are Loder and
Carne,” said Peter, in a meditative way,
as if e were turning Bunter's suggestion
over in his mind. “I dare say they’d
overlook my erime in being a mere
junior if they knew what a pot of money
I've got. It's an idea, Bunty.”

“T've got a better one!” eaid Bunter
eagerly.

“1lardly likely, I think., This =zcems
to me quite good—for you. If I plaw
with Loder and Carne—and win anything
—wny, you shall bave a share of (he
plunder, tubby 1™

“Look here, Peter, don’t! Den’t o
doing anything so foolish! They zin't
the right sort for you—they'd rock you,
vou know 1™

“I den’t think there's much dangeor of
that,” said Peter.

And indeed there was no danger at all,
for Toddy had not the smallest 1atention
of gambling with the black sheep of the
Bixth,

“1 know of a dodge worth a dozen of
that,” Bunter said.

Tom Dutton locked up again, and
Bunter rudely snid:

“Seat ]’

“What's the valuable dedge?
quired Peter, in an off-hand manner.

“Those Higheliffe chaps are always on
for a HAutter. And they've lieaps of
money, some of them."

“H'm! That don't scem a very con-
vineing reason why I should let “em grab
anty of mine, Bunter.”

“But thev can play E-traight enough—
when they like, you know."”

*They might not be in the mood when
they sat down (o play with me, Bunty.™

“Well, if they started the other gamo,
vou're cute enough to give as good &ds
yvou get, [ suppose?”

Peter felt inclined to take ihe fat
villain by the back of the neck and hurl
him out of the study. But he dizeembled
his wrath,

“BSomething in that, T dare =av;
thongh I'm hanged if I'd do it!” he
replied. ** Anyway, your scheme’s no go,
because Pon and I simply ain’t on speak-
ing terms. The next time I meet Pon I
mean to make the rotter wish he'd never
been born.”

““0Oh, that’s all rot, yvou know, Toddr!
Pon would come round and be [riendly
all zerene if you would.”

“You think the ffty would make ail
the difference, Bunty?"

“Bure it would,” answered the fatuous
Owl.  “I'll try, if you like—there's no
harm in that, anyway.”

Pater looked at him long and lLawd.

““*Shall I try, Toddy?”

“You ecan do precisely as zon like
about that., Bunter.”

But Peter knew that Bunicr wowld
trv, and he had no doubt as to Ponson-
by's answer. One fish had swallowed the
bait, and the other would saoon feilow!

"oin-
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Nuts of Higheliffe !
“ O H, by gad, there that fat cad
It was Cecil Ponsonby who
~ spoke.

A little crowd of the nuts hung abont

Ponsonby and Gadsby and Monson
minor, Vavasour and Drury and Merton
and Tunstall were all there. Bome few
of nuts might be absent. Some of thesc
weak-kneed specimens were even guilty
of playing games at times—conduct
highcst degree reprehensible, The real
nuis despised games—unless of chance,

Bunter rolled towards them. He had

extent  of washing his  neck
thoroughly. His face was adorned by a
fat smirk intended to promote harmony.
rotter?” said Gadsby curionsly.

Mr. Mobbs, the snobbish little master
of tho Fourth, had met the Owl somo
atopped him.

“Better go an’ ask him, dear boy,”
vawned Pon.
rather an acid tone, whether he was on
his way to Highclifie.

Bunter had often visited ITigheliffe
Mr. Mobbs had more than enough
trouble with his Form; and it was rather
a curions fact that the fellows chiefly
whom he was consistently down, but his
cherished pupils, like Ponsonby & Co.

For My, Mobbs was an arrant tuft-
kicked by a lord than have shaken hands
with the most worthy of plebeians, Pon-
sonby and the rest of the nuts were dear
connected. ™

Perhaps Mr. Mobbs had never heard
about Dunter’s aristocratic connections.
meredulity of Greyfriars., Anyway, he
was something short of well-disposed
towards William George,
elaborate politeness. He did not really
respeet My, Mobbs, but he judged it best
to make a show of doing eo.
ledgiwent of the salute.

“Are you going to Highcliffe, er—
Whatsyourname?” he maqp«:d.

Bunter!”

the gates of Higheliffe.
inferior hangers-on of the noble scciety
which Pon & Co. considered in the
tgl;:-t himgelf up for the oceasion—even to

o

“What's Mobby sayin' to the fat
fifty vards from the gates, and had
-~ Mr. Mobbs was asking Bunter, in
before, and thereof had come trouble.
responsible for it were not those upon
hunter., He would rather have been
to his heart because they were ““highly
Or perhaps, having heard, he shared the

Bunter raised his straw hat with

My, Mobbs made no proper acknow-

“Yes, air,” was the Owl's meck reply.

“I think you had better turn back. I
do not regard with approval the inter-
cvourse between the two ichools.”

“Oh, really, sir! I'm sure you can't
object to me, sir ! T can quite understand
that vou're not keen on Wharton and
Cherry and that sort of fellow, but—""'

To some small extent Mr. Mobbs was
propitinted by that traitorous epeech. It
was chicfly to the Famous Five and theip
friends that he took exception. Also, Mr,
Mobbs was in a hurry.

“Well—er—DBunter, I trust that your
visit to my boys will not be productive
of anything in the way of unpleasantness,
as I regret to say 1s all teo often the casc
wheti—or—— Good-morning to you, and
please endeavour fo behave yourself!”

Mr., Mobbs pasacd briskly on. Bunter,
scowling like a Hun, also paseed on.

DBut Bunter straightened out his faco
before he reached the gate. The greet-
ings of the nuts were couched in language
that might have made a worm turn, but
failed to make Bunter,

“Hallo, butter-tub!"

. “Oh, by Jove! How is it you ain't
interned, Bunter? 1 thought they were
interning all the ziddy Fung!"
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“Merry old bladder of lard!
liat, what a tie!"

“ Abso—bally—Iutely the limit!"
,"What was Dlobby yarnin' teo you
about, Fatty ! inquircd Gadsby.

“Mr, Mobbs was inquiring after my
titled relations,” replied Bunter, with
dignity, but without veracity.

“Doea he wanL to pop something,
then?" grinned Monson,

“Don’t let’s hang about here,” said
Ponsonby, with a wink to his cronies.
“Como along a bit favther up the vonad!
Our Head's gettin® a bit particular in his
old age. you know, porpoise. He doesn't
liko to see us talkin® to tag-rag and bob-
tail, like Greyfriars chaps!”

*“Oh, well, of course, I know there are
an awiul lot of howling eads at our
sltow !"" said Bunior, with a lofty toss of
tho head. *‘I often say that 1 wondor
any respectable school can——"" '

“My hat! What's that got to do with
Greyiriars?” sneored Monson, “ Nobody
would bo silly ass enough to cnll Grey-
friars respectable, I should think !

“Oh, yeca, they would, Mon!" said
Moerton. *“ That's just the word for it
Lower middle-class, v'know, an’ all that
sort of thing."

“That'e exnctly how I lock at it,™
answered the Owl, with a heavy sigh. “1
can't think why my people sent me thiere,
It ain'é really at all the sort of place for
a fellow of my tastes.™

“I should have reckoned it mi[;;ht be,
too,” said Gadeby thoughtfully, “1t's a
bit of a pigsty 1"

They were moving away from the gates
now, Bunter, in his greedy folly, went
like a lamb to the slanghter.

“I supposc you'sl raither have bLeen
here, Grunter ¥ remarked Merton.

“1 should jolly well think so!" said
Bunter fervently. “Thia place would
suit me down to the ground. Why,
with my old pal Pon and tho rest of you
¢haps T should be in my clement! Grey-
friars iz a rotten hole. There ain't any
redoect for blue blood there—not a gidd
gserap! And as for spﬂrtsmnnﬂhip—wcl{
there! I—— Yooop!"

Bunter's straw hat—a new one—left
Lia head at that moment, owing to a
doubtiess aceidental movement of Vava-
gour’a elbow. But Bunter was saved the
troublo of picking it up for himself.
Monson picked i€ up.

Monson's intentions wore wood, it is
to be presumed, but he was ccertainly
clumsy,

Hoe made three grabs at the liat Lefore
he managed to get hold of it, and ut each
grab the hat slid alone the road, collect-
ing dust,

And when he attempted to replace it
he mado rathier o bad &nt. For it rolled
off again; and Drury chose the precise
instant in which it fluttered down to give
o kick indicative of the innceent high
spivits within him. It was }'mr-r-ly acei-
dental, of course, that Drurv's fool went
through the crown of Bunter's new stinw,

“Oh, I say, Fatty, I'm afraid that’s
made rather n mess of your hat!" said
Drury, grinning.

“That's the warst of havin'
round head, porpoise ! said Pon,

““A bad sign. Chaps of really rood
family don't have fat, round heads,”
chimed in Tunstall, shaking his head
solemnly.

“It ain't a very good hal, anyway,”
said Monson,

And by that time it most certainly was
not.

. Qh, really, vou fellows, this
is o bit ton thick ! burbled Bunter.
“ Accidents will happen, dear

Pon answered calmly.
* Absolutely "' said Vavasour,
Bunter, sighing, pressed down the

Oh, my

suchh a

b ]
ow,

One Penny 5

ITe was half-inclived to go back with Lis
mission unaccomplished, After all, there
might be othor ways of making his own
profit out of Petor Todd's supposed slice
of Incl. -

But to start back at once only meant an
inatunt raricin,

* Look hore.” i:e said lrastily, lest worse
might befzll lum, “I came over to tell
you chaps scmething= sommothing really
interesting !

"Lﬂt:ﬁ_ﬁ{"ﬂr it, then,” veplied Pon, with
a prodigions yawn., “It's no end of a
giddy thme sinco T hoard anvthin® eeally
intercstin’. What's happened?® Has the
noblo Cheirry been sacked for porket.
pickin’, or the illustrious Wharton been

“It's nothine at all of that sort. Ii's
about Toddy.” :

The uats grinned at onue another, They
seemed to find the very mention of
Poeler's name amusing,

“Has his gizdy hair grown again yot?"”
jeered Gadshy.

“It's nuihing of thal sort. Look here.
il I were vou I abould eut all that ont!
If Toddy can furget ik, [ don't see but
whit you can,”

“Todd can't—not likely! He'll
remember it as lonz as he lives!" said
Ponsonby, wirh a very unpleasant smile,

“And weo don’t want to,” added Vava-
sour, who would not have been sorry to
know that Tadd had fergolten.

Vavasour was very for from being of
the stuflf of which hieroes are made,

“Toddy's come into a whaek of
money " announced  Bunter, swelling
with reflected importance,

“Rats?!™ said the rude Godshy, “He'a
only the son of some measly counkry
solicitor. The chap is a= poor as a church
mouse,”’

“ And if he was fairly rolling in it he'd
take jolly zood care we didn’t touch any
of i, so what the morry dickens does it
matter to 113¥7" sand Monsen.

“1 know what I kunow!” Bunter said
mysteriously.

*“An’ that don’i wecunt to a fat lot!™
growled Merron,  * You're as ignorant
an' fat-headed o bladder of lard as can
be found outside Germany 1™

But Pan appeared to take DBunter's
neas more aerionsly than the other nuts,

“What's the zame. Bunter®"” he aaked.
“PDoes the great Todd want a little
Autter with better sportsmen than Grey-
friars boasts—eli:”

“That's it, Pon!™ anid the Owl cagerly.
“He's ever so lkeen!”

““Is he? Ts he, reallv? Well, vou can
toll him [ forgive him, an' if ho likes
to comn alonz for a hand at nap or
banker he will ba received on a friondly
footin’, by wzad:” replied the mag-
nanimons Pon,

Grood was working in Cocil Ponsonby
just as Peter Todd had been sure it
would, Pon hated Peter, and eould hava
had wvery littla donbr that Petor hated
him. But haiing a [ellow was no reason
why one shiould shy ab the nolion of
polieving  him of his superfluous cash, in
Pon's eyes,

“LI—well. vou know, Pon, old pal,
Toddy max cxpecr o bit of an apoelogy

first. 1'm not sure. but he may, you
know." ) _
“Even  thar might be managed,™

Ponzonby apswerad affably,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
'n Counsil !
‘M
Dick Rake admiringly.
“Can't thick how he doza

Y i, Toddy, if you arou't a
it, ean vou, Rake?" asked Piet Delavey,

ceown of his hat, and shook semo of the i wirth his eynical smile,

dust froes 1%

IT*FLII:II‘ kiock-out ! sad
1'-:I;|Fn+ mi
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T can't think, either,” said Bulstrode.

“Don’'t worry, old scout! You never
eould,” said Tom Brown.

There was quite a council of war in
Btudy No. 7. Peter Todd and Tom
Dutton were there, though Tom mighs
almost as well have been absent for all
that he understood of what was going
on. Tom tried his best to hear; but they
all mumbled so—at least, to his thinking.

The three Colonials wera present—
Squif and Tom Brown and Piet Delarey.

Bulstrode and Rake had come along,
and also Kipps and Wiblay.

Alonzo was not there, He Lad ambled
nll;t' Lonzy was of little use in cases like
this.

And Bunter was not there!

Bunter was in the passage, wandering
disconsolately up and down, like o very
“fat and very disgruntled Peri outside the
gates of Paradise.

It was of no use for Bunter to wander
up and down the passage. He could hear
nothing and see nothing,

Peter Todd had heim-m] with what
Bunter considered worse than his usual
heastliness,

He bad actually covered the kpyhole
mside with a thick sheet of cardboard.
Bunter could see nothing, and the applica-
tion of his fat ear to the orifice brought
him no more than a confused murmur of
voliees,

“0Oh, really! T wouldn’t be =0 sus
picious as thut beast Toddy for all T could
see I” muttered Bunter., “ And after I've
stood his friend with Ponsonby, too! He
wouldin't have got anvone else here to do
that, 1 know !

“1 don't just see how vou worked it
out, Toddy,” said Bulstrode—never quite
the quickest of fellows to sec anything.

“Well, I made a start with Bunter,”
said Peter.  “You can't trust the por-
poise, but you can depend on him.”

1 don't see the merry difference,” said
Kipps.

“There's heaps, You can't trust
Bunter, I say; but you can depend on
him—to be Bunter. And that was all T
wanted of him."

Bulstrode grunted. Bulstrode was ali
for direct and forcible methods,

“8o I borrowed fifty pounds from
Mauly—7"

] hat, you're going it some,
Toddy I” =atd Wibley. “I don’t blame
vou for trying to even up things with
that Highcliffe gang; but if it's going to
b 48 expensive as all that—whew !”

“Oh, dey up, Wib !" said Squiff, “Go
on. Toddy 1"

“And I sent it in a registered letter
addressed to myself to a friend in town,
and he posted it to me. I meant to open
it before the porpoise, anyway: bui what
I had more than half expected happened
—he brought the letter up, Bo when he
saw me take ten fivers out of it he
naturally Tumpnd to the conclusion that I
was =simply rolling in oof.  Shouldn't
waonder if he's had a squint or two in my
desk since, Jnst to sce if I'd been carcless
with them, and they needed his shep-
herding. ™

“I wouldn't leave them there if T were
you, Toddy—not for o blessed Lour 1

“1 didn't, Browney. 1 took them
straight back to Mauly."”

“But 1 den’t see where Pon & Co. come
in,” objected Bulstrode.

“Have a little pationce ! The porpoise
knew—or thought he knew—same thing—
that I'd got lots of oof. What would he
ju::ft neturally hope for it to be spent
II] iy

And as with one veice all present—ex-
cept Tom Dutton—answered :

i Gruh |.”

Bunter—outside—heard that, and [elt
maore discontented than ever. There was
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no feed on in No. T—he was sure of that.
He knew exactly what was in the cup-
board, and if there had been anything
hidden elsewhere in the study he would
have known all about that, too. It was
next door to an impossibility to hide food
from Bunter,

But they were talking about grub,
About some future feed, no doubt! And
that beast Toddy meant to spend all that
whack of money without any help what-
ever from his dear old pal William
George Bunter!

“But if he sees no chance of grub §”
asked Peter, his eyes going from one face
to another.

“He deoesn't care a serap about angy-
thing else in this world!" said Tom
Brown, with intense conviction.

" But what’s he done befare when he's
]_E:Lt‘] more cash than he could eat 7" asked

aiar,

“Eaten 1 !" =zaid Rake.
he bust—"

“*That's the word!" in  Squwff.
fAIn't it, Toddy 1™

“He's gone on the bust. He's rolled
over to Highcliffe, and let the nuts rook
him,"” said Delarey. **It’s happened
more than once in my time, and I dare
say 1t happencd before that.™

“But Bunter hasn’t the chink. Toddy
has 1t,” said Kipps.

“No, Toddy hasn’t,” amended Rake.
“Didn’t you hear him say he’s handed it
to Mauly #7

“Blessed if T can make head or tail of
it 1" said Bulstrode. “ It all seems to me
just about as clear as mud!”

“You'll understand in a minnte,”
Peter Todd said. “It's all easy enough,
to a chap with a little knowledge of
hum;.:t n vature who cares to think things
out.

“You cant call the Owl’s human
naturs,” said Wibley.

“*Near enough, Wib! T guessed that
he'd think the next best thing to having
the money himself to chuck away at
Higheliffe would be te get me to zo over
Hng do likewize, with his help, of course.”

“But he knows yon hate Pon like
poison, Toddy! He can't be off know-
ing that!”

“He doesn’t understand Rake. These
greedy rotters are kind of blinded
when they see a chanee of handling
another chap's chink. Anyway, the
bladder of lard came tempting me almost
ot ones. He was jolly sure Pon didn't
harbour malice, he said; he even pro-
mised an apology on Pon’s behalf for that
little bizney—if Pon saw any chance of
rcoking me.  PBunter's plan was, of
course, that he and I should rook Pon &
Co.—sort of spoiling the Egyptians, yon
know. Bus Pon would look at it the
other way.”

“And did you tell him you were on?"
inguired Tom Brown.

“1 didn't; but T let him fancy I was
weakening, It was all that was needed.
He rolled over to see his dear friends, the
nuts, and T dare say he told them there
was a fine fat pigeon for the plucking.
Anyway, the apology's come [

“"You're not going to aceept
Taddy 7' 49

“You bet T'm not, Delarey ™

“But you can’t make it up with Pon if
vou don’t,” said Bulsirode,

“T'm not going to make it up with
_{-'II:II'['I."‘:|

“But I thought the game was to get
him gaumbling with you somewhere, and
then catch him en the hop, and put paid
to his account?”

“Boit 5. But I conldn’t in deceney do
that if 1 acvepted his lying apology, even
thangh 1 wns over so sure it was false—
written wilh his tongue in his cheel, the
rotter 1"

“¥ou wen't get him to come if you

“Gorged till

ont

it,

don't accept it. He'll smell a rat,” said
Kipps.

"“No,-he won't. ‘Pecunia non olet '—
* Money does not smell’ said some old
Roman johnny., But this money will
smell too loud to Pon for him te twig the
rat. Pon's greedy, Kipps.”

“1t ain’t like Pon to apologise at ail,”
satd Bulstrode. * Noi unless a chap has
the rotter down in the dust with both
hands to the back of his neck. Hc'll
apologise fost enough then,”

“Beems to me, Toddy, that you've fixed
all this up on the principle of * Pull the

string  and the fgure works,’ ™ said
Squatt.

Poter Todd grinned.

“It's only through having studied
human nature, old scout,” he said. *“Of

course, I can make the Dunter figure
work by just pulling the string. But the
rest’s only a matter of knowing what a
chap will do in certain cirenmstances, and
you get that through knowing the chap.”

“And even then vou can’t be sure !
growled Bulstrode.

“Not quite, DBut when you leave off
being sure you chip i, and work thinge,
instead of leaving the chaps to do as they
like.”

“And that's where we come in,™ =zid
Delarey, smiling.

“My dear fellow, you couldn't come in
hefore that,"

“"To do just as you tel] us 7"

“No, Bulstrcde ! T don't want te order
anybody to help. I've asked you to help
—that's all.  Of eourse, I want vou to
help me in my scheme, not to tell me
about one hfty times better.”

“Oh, I'm willing enough to help,
Toddy ! What is the giddy scheme?”

Peter explained.  And nobody inter-
rupted him—which was a most unusuzl
thing in a Greyfriars junior meeting.

It was a good scheme—they all agreed
upon that.

“¥You don't mean to ask Wharton &
Co. to take a hand, Toddy 1" said Soaquiff.

“No, I don't.”

“They'd be willing to,” said Tom
Brown. “Thongh there might be ane or
two things in it that Wharton wouldn't
coiton to.”

“Buch as Toddy gambling with the de-
praved nuts—even as a stratagem,” said
Delarey, with a wry smile playing about
his mouth.

“The only thing T've got apainst
that lot,” said Peter firmly, *“is that
when they come in they want to boes
the show. Let them hoss their own
shows! This is mine, and I'm going to
put it through my way—see? There
ain’t a better ar nicer fellow at Grey-
friars than Wharton. But he it in
this.”

And on that point Peter was firm,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,.
Bunter Talks !

UT if they thought ther  were
goung to carry the thing throngh
without the Famous Five thoy

overlooked the  influence of
chance—and William George Bunter!

It was purtly chance that set Hawry
Wharton & Co. wondering abaut Petey
Tadd. But it was chiefly Bunter.

Buuter rolled into No. T Study after
the visitors had departod.

He gniffed in at the cupboard.
in the =same poverty-stricken
when he had Iast looked.

Nothing had gone. Bet no additions
to stock had been made,

Peter Todd had gone off with the
rest: but Duttor was still theye,

“If T kad all that chink T bet I'd
have something botter to show for it
than that. for all (he Food Centeollers
going ! Bunter suid.

Tt was
state os
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“8owing?  What, potatoes?” asked
Tom Dutton, ** You're too late for that,
Bunter, besides being too beastly lazy!”

#5illy deaf ass!” mutlered DBunter
peevishly,
~ Tom Dutton did not hear, which was
just as well for Bunter.

Bunter was still sniffing about the
cupboard in a lopeless, forlorn kind of
way, when Peter Todd came back.

“YVaorooogh! Leggo my ear, Toddy,
vou beast!” rveared the Owl

“ Presently, porpoise. What are you
LOEINET round after?”

“1f 1 had all the chink you've got,
Poter Todd, T wouldn't waste it in
gambling,” eaid Bunter morosely. The
emptiness of the cupboard made him
feel morose.

“T ain't so sure you wouldn't, oyster,
as vou cam't gorge your fill mowadays.
But I'm jolly sure I'm not going to.
Who said]I was going to gamble at all,
come to that?”

“Oh, really, Toddy! I suppose I don't
go about with my eyes shut?”

“Ng, nor with your mouth shut,
either ! What do you mean, you bladder
of lard?"”

“You're not getting thick with Pon-
sonby for nothing.”

"‘ll'lm not getting thick with Pensonby
at all."

Bunter stared at him.

1 ean't make out how wou ezn stand
there and tell me—— Yoop! That hurts,
vou rotter!”

“Pell vou what? Now, don’t say
“lics,” beeause it isn't a mice word for
inorent lips like yours, Bunty [

Untruthers:s then! So they are,
Toddy! 1 know you've made it up with
Pon, because I've seen his let—I mean
1 haven't seen any letters whatever!
But I know, all the same.”

“ 8o you've been prying inlo my—-

“Yarooogh! T haven't! I wouldn’t!
My high principles—"

b There's Ponsonby and Gadsby, from
Higheliffe, down in the quad, asking to
soe vou, Toddy,"” seid Dicky Nugent,
sticking his head in at the door, *'Let
that fat rotter beil his high principles,
and you cut along down end boil Pon's
and (Gaddy's—if you can find "em!”

*Thore,” Peter Todd! Say wou ain't
getting thick with Pon now !

“J told them I didw't knmow whether
vour hair had grown enough vet for you
to sce visitors. Yooop! All right,
Toddy, I'm going, anyway!”

For Peter Todd was giving the cheeky
Dicky a gentle hint with his boot.

Peter went down. Bunter, feeling
much aggrieved at Toddy's flat rejec-
tion of his company, rolled along to
Study No. 1.

Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, Bob
Cherry, and Mark Linley were all there;
but neither Johnny Bull nor Inky was

present.
“Seat ! said Bob, when Bunter
blinked in.

“I've come to tell you fellows some-
thing,” said the Owl mysteriously.

Y Well, don't tell it and go! We don't
want to hear,"” said Frank Nugent.

“ Harry does, don't you, Harry, old
man "

“1 don’t!"” snapped Wharton,

“0Oh, very well, You'll be sorry later
on, that's all! You reckon yourselves
friends of Toddy's, though 1 don't know
that he is quite so good a friend of yours
as he makes out, A chap may know a
thing, or a chap may not. It depends
upon the chap, and—"

“ His bootlaces 1" grinned Bob.

“ Don’t talkk rot, Bob Cherry!
here. Wharton——-"

_ “TI've seen it before, Bunter, and it
isn't really mice, you know.”

“Eh? Seen what? Blessed U I
know——"

Look
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“That unfortunate face of yours. Take
it away [*

“Oh, very well! I was going to ask
you to help me to get Toddy out of a
nasty hole, but——"'

“Toddy in a nasty hole! Rot!” said
Bob.

“ Perhaps you know all about i, and
perhaps you don’t, Dob Cherry. I'm
not going %o tell you anything about
secret meetings in No, T—"'

“Good reason why," grinned Frank.
“You couldn't have been there!l”

‘“ How do you know that?"”

“Tt wouldn't have been a secreb
meeting if you'd been there, you fat
clam !'"

“What do you mean about Toddy
being io a rasty hole?” asked Harry.

“Ife doesn't really mean anything.
The fat idiot doesn't know what he’s
talking about!” said Bob contemp-
tuously.

“] know what I know. 'Tisn't only
Toddy, either. There's others in it—
Squiff and Bulstrode and Wibley—ob,
and scveral more. DBut I'm not going
to tell you chaps anything, as you're so
rude to me. All T want to know is how
Wharton will like it when Toddy and
that lot get chummy with Pon and his
rotters, and go over to Higheliffe to
gamble &

“Like the fat black sheep of the
flock.™ said Bob.

“Toddy wouldn't touch Pon with a
barge-pole,” said Wharton decidedly.

"%ut he would with a pair of clip-
pers,” said Frank Nugent.

“He's down in the quad with Pon
and CGaddy now!" said Bunter trium-
phantly. “You chaps think you know so
much, but——"

Mark Linley, who had not spoken a
word, was etanding by the window.

Harry looked at him. Mark nodded,
and Harry crossed over to his side.

Three figures were pacing towards the
rates together, It was almost a shock
to the skipper of the Remove to see Peter
Todd walking between Ponsonby and
(Gadsby.

v Whew!” eaid Bob, who had also
maved to the window, *‘ Bunter's told the
truth! And talk about the giddy lion
lying down with the merry lamb !

“Toddy can take care of himself,
Harry," eaid Frank, secing the cloud on
his chum’s brow.

“¥ou know what the old proverb says
about touching pitch,” Wharton replied
thoughtfully.

“71 thought it was raddle the rotters
used,” said Bob. -

It was just because people would not
forget that happening that Peter Todd
felt so determined to wipe out the stain
on his credit by taking exemplary
vengeance on Pon & Co.

a came back from the gates smiling—
“ grinning liko & Cheshire cat,” as Bob
put it. _

They wondered what his game waas,

But Bunter knew.

“T told you eo!” he said. * Toddy's
made an aPpnhtmnnI: with those elm[:l:s.
1 expect he's going to take Squiff and the
rest along. The rotter, when he knows
I would have gone—I mean, when he
knows that nothing would induce me to
have anything Drop it, Cherry!”

Peter Todd had returned, grinning.

Pon and Gaddy were grinning as they
strolled away.

“ What's his game, Pon?” asked
Gadsby. *“He doesn’t really feel friendly,
you kmow—he can’t! But he eays he’ll
come, an’' he seema to mean it."

“Oh. he'll come right enough !" replied
Pon, with an unpleasant smile on_ his
handsome face. * Can't you sec, Gaddy?
You're o bit dull to-day, by gad! The
dear Todd's game is to play us at our own
game, an’ lick us. His notion of revenge
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is to walk off with out dibs, dear boy.
An' not half & bad one, either—if he
could bring it off. Dut he can't, Gaddy—
it ain’t in him! The enfterprisin® Todd
will trot along with his ]itt{n bundle of
notes, an’ Eﬁﬁ hacl without them. He will
come to shear, dear boy, an’ he will go
back shorn!"

arreed

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Peter Among the Nuts !
g APITAL place this—eh, you
fellows?" said Pon.
“0h,  rippin'!”
Gad.-ab?'.

* Absolutely !"" said Vavasour.

“(Glad vou like it,” replied Peter Todd
blandly.

Two days had passed, and Peier was
meeting the nuts at the old ruined Priory.
It was a quiet place, well off the beaten
track. Not a particularly cheerful apot,
perhaps. But that was of small consc-
quence to the morry nuts. They seemed
quite hilarious,

A blazing sun shone from a cloudless
gky, and the lcaves only just rustled 1v
the breeze.

There were four of the nuts—Ponsonby,
Gadsby, Vavasour, and Monson.

As for Peter, he had come alone. Bun-
ter's company might have been had; but
Peter Todd had no yearning for Bunter's
company.

Peter had not shaken hande with the
Highcliffe fellows. They had been rather
effusive in their greetings; but all they
had got in return was a careless nod ‘and
a few cool words.

He was not going to pretend friendli-
ness towards them. It was not their
money Peter wanted—it was his revenge |

“ Nico afternoon for a game—eh,
what?" said Monson

“ Tt is,” answered Peter, thinking of
the cricket-ground.

But the game Mouson meant was nol
cricket, as he well knew.

Ponsonby took out a stylish cigarette
case, and offered it, open, to Peter,

“Ng, thanks!” eaid Toddy. “I don’
smoke !"

“0Oh, by Jove, that’s rot, you know!
Now, then—just in a fl"ien-dfj" way!"

“T,o00k here, Ponsonby! Do you s'ﬂl'

ose my feelings towards you are exactly
riendly? Because you're jolly well off it
if you do!” .

“My dear chap, I say, you know, 1t
isn't  worth while to rake up old

aquabbles, is it? When a man sits down
for a eame with another man, it's tho
usual thing to leave that out,” said Pon,

in quite an aggrieved tone. ’

“ Ag long as they're playing, I take it7"
returned Peter. '

Ponsonby nodded.

“Then f'dun't mind a truce for that
length of time. But I didn't come herc
witﬁ any sort of notion that when you
apologised you meant anything by it, and
I certainly am not going to take that
apology as wiping out things befween us
—aeal” :

“You can't expect anything better
than that from a beastly cad of a poverty-
stricken solicitor's son, you know, Vav!"
murmured Gadsby, in the sympathetic ear
of Vavasour.

“ You look at things in a way I haven’t
been accustomed to, Todd,” said Cecil
Ponsonby, frowning. .

“J] ghould say that’s very likely in-
deed,” answered Poter coolly.

#1 should have thought, feeling that
way, you would have preferred to have
your little flutter among your own rottera!
Greyfriara ain’'t lackin’ them!” sneered
Ponsonby.

“That's so, unfortunately. But I hap-
pen to have a preference at-the moment
for the Highcliffe brand!”
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“If vou're under the delusion that
you'll get your revenge by walking off
with our dibs—"

“I koow I sha'n't do that if veu can
find any way of stopping me, Ponsonby !’
* What do you mean, you bounder?”

“Exactly what I say, you sweep! I'm
willing to play with you—why I am
willing is no affnir of vours that 1 can soe!
You chaps are not my friends: but I'm
ready to play., Take it or leave iL17
~The nute did not like the <ituation a
littlo bit,

They had coma there prepared to win
Peoter Todd'a money,

They would play stiff, fuke the cards,
treat thia fellow as they had morve than
oncn  treated the hapless Banter. It
would need to be done with more care, of
vcourse; but they did no: doubt being
ablo to da it.

Poter's attitude made them feel un.
casy, bowever, What had he up lus
sleeve?

He muet surely have something, or he
would not talk in this way! They were
four to one—they did not forget that,
And if Peter had veserves in the back-
ground, Pon had made  certain pre-
parations also, :

They had suspected a trap--a trap of
the ordinary kond.  Against that they
were, as they believed, sufficiently
prapared.

. But Peter's manner made theny suspect

something more now—something out of
the ordinary.  For none of them could
mmagine limeel? talking as Poeler Todd
had talked to fellows he had hoped to
wnfrap.

They would have been smocth and
weasant—4ill the trap fell!

But that was nol Poeler’s way. Even
now, with evervthing in train’ for his
vengeanee, a8 ho believed, lie would hayo
deferred it had these fellows shown a
gpark of deconcy—=had their resentment
at his cool treatment of them proven
stronper than their greed.

It did not.  And he had not expected that
it would. Heo was sure he knew Ponsonby
& Co. too well,

“Oh, wo muy as well play, thongh I'm
hanged if T like vour manner, Teodd!”
eaid Ponsonby eullenly.

“ After all, Pou, vou can’t expect every-
one who las the dibs 1o posscas the
manners of o pentleman!”  remarked
Gadsby.

“Of a whati” asked Peler,
Gadsby with a stony glare. )

“0f a gentleman, I sad,” rephed
Gadsby, Hoshing redly.

“What o you know alwout gentle
men 17 Peter inguired sweetly,

“Oh, led's play stiff againgt the swank-
in' rotler from the start, Pon!"™ wlnis-
pered Gadsby 1o his leader,

Peter was not Tom Duotton, He heard
that. But it was nothing more than he
was prepared for, And he geve no sign
that he had heard,

When once the nuts had begun to at-
fempt {eickeirs the eap of their iniquities
would be full, anil the hour of vengeanee
would strike !

* Nap, Todd 77" said Ponsonbr,

“As vou like,” answered Peter,

They sat down uvpon blocks of fallen
masonry, nsing a’big block a= the table,
Monson’s first position would have given
him quite a useful view of each hand
Peter took up. Bt Peler quietly shifted,
The nuts all noticed it, apd with upraised
cyebrows signalled their conclusions to
one another,

Peter was not gomg to be 2o epsy o
vietim as Buniey !

“Shillin® points " asked Pon.

Peter nodded.

*An’ a kitty "

* I it suits you."
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fixing

Peter Todd had far more at sloke than
any of the nuts, lor the moeney he had in
his pocket, small though itg amount
might be, wag all he could count upon for
the tern..  And if he lost it all he wonld
pey up and smile—as long as he could not
convict them of cheating,

He was pitting his wits against theirs.
His wits were sharper than theirs, he
believed. But they had the advantage of
knowing the game fur better than he did.

Monson went three to start with, and
got thenmt,  Vavasour tried three, and
lost.  Tousonby and Gadsby tock two
cach. So far Deter had net called at all.

“ Playin' snfo¥" snecered Gadshy,

il &7 w:iiifn% till the cards come my
way, replied Peier.

For three hands after that cach call was
lost. The thivg is eoommon enough with
five players, and some of them plunging.
The little pile of money i front of Peter
Todd was increasing ; but he felt none of
the exultation of the gambler. The
game, as n game, rather bored him than
atherwise,

The pool was increasing, too.
hand fell to Peter—a real nap hand.
called ““nap.”

Now the nuts were all on the alert.

Ace of hearts—king of hearts—knave of
hearts! Three of the nuis were out of
trumps after the fivet romd, Pousonby
put the forr an the king, the siz on the
knave,  The queen had already fallen,
Peter had the ten of trminps and the wee
of spudes left,

Unless Pon had still two {rumps, it
was impossible for Peler to go down,
provided he played his cards as they
should be played.

The mnext card io be played was
obviously the tem of wumps.  If Pen
iad bub one tromp loft. the thing wes a
certainty then.

But Peter did net play the trump.
And he had o reason tor not doing so.

He lknew that Gadsby, on his right, had
stolen a lock at his cards. And he had
secn (Gadshy ﬁigr..znnl to Pon. Iu quite a
negligent way Gaddy’s hand had gone to
his left side, and then Gaddy's foot hial
been lilted ecasuallv—as it seemod—aimnd
brought down again. Tt was not & very
good inttation of the act of dirging ; but
then digging was havdly likeiv 1o bo a
hobby of Gadsliy’s, and no doubt the
signals had been arranged ia advanee,

Peter understond them., Gadshy hnd
told Pon that their intended vietim held
n heart—a trump—and a spade, Peter
uoted the very slicht corrugation of Pon's
brow, and deduced thercfrom that Pun
rizo held a Trump and a spade,

But neither Gadsby nor Ponsonby liad
the least idea that Todd had scen throuph
their game. . They had thought of him as
B8 novico; in two or three cases he hal
played cards cavelessly, not as an old hand
woitld have plaved them,

And now it seemedd that he was playing
carelessly again, in the flush of a suppesed
eazy triumph. For he threw down the
ave of spades,

“Got vou, by gad !” said Pon, and dis-
plaved the seven of tronmps,

“Rough Inck for me, bat my own
fanlt,” said Peter goolly. “1 plaved the
wrong card,"”

“Oh, it'=s too late to talk about that
now,” saild Gadsby hurriediy,

Peter's eves were upon the back of the
eard which still lay under Ponzonby’s
hand. I'en had made & movement o
thrust it among the pack. But something
in Peter's steady glanece had restrained
him,

“Mistakoes will happon.' snid DPeter,
“I'm not asking to be allowed to play the
hanid over again.  But haw would it have
Leen if 1'd played correetly, Ponsenby ?
You esuldn’t hove como down upon me
wiih another trvinp, 1 supposc ¥™

A goad
He
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“No such luck! But you'll have fo
stand by your mistake, Todd, of course !

“Oh, of course!” replied DPeter
cheerily. * By the way, what was your
last eard, Ponsonby ¥

“1I don’t know that vou've entitled to
ask that,” said Pen coolly. “Catch hold
of the cards, Mon !™

But before he could thrust that last
card into the heap Peter’s fingers were
upon it

“0h, I really think I am—even if only
as & matter of courtesy!” said Peter.
“I'md not the only chap capable of a
mistake,”

“Confound you !
=ult me ¥

As Pon roared that he snatched at the
card.

But Peter Todd was quicker than he.

The ecard was turned up. It was the
ten of spades!

“Two of us making mistakes,” said
Peter calmly. “1I rather think you will
have to admit, though, that yours was the
really bad one, Pousonby, for you were
bound to follow suit, and I've won that
nap "

Tho nute smiled in sickly fashion, and
Ponsonby mumbled something which
might have been an expression of regret
for his error—or for its discovery.
_Peter arose. He took the money from
the poal.

*I'll trouble you chaps to eash up,” he
snid, trangferring all the money in fronk
of him to his pockets,

“Do you mean to say you're going to
quit #** snapped Pons

“Uertainly ! I've had enough,”

“But—but—— Oh, 1 say, Todd, that's
hardly sportsmanlike 1

“Thionk not, Ponsonby? Dut I'm not
vour sort of sportsman, yon know. I'm
nol the sort who ean pretend civility to a
fellow in order to rook him !"
th*'h ::::;:u rotter ! I'll make you smart for

g !’

A whistle went to Peter's lips, and a
a ?1}1)1‘][ blast rang }uut.

*Ob, two can play that game ! eried
Cecil Ponsonby, and he yelled at the ion
of his voice, ** Higheliffe 1"

Into the ruins rushed Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and
Inky and Frank Nugent.

Peter Todd gasped. These were not
the fellows he had expected to son!

“0Oh, rczeue, Higheliffe!” vyelled
Gadsby desperately. i ’

But not a High<oliffe nose showed.
Jusi as Peter Todd's plans seemed o

Do you mean to in-

have gone wrong, so d Ceeill Pon-
sonby’s !
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Friory Woods !
i E eaveful, you fellows!” said
Squili.

*“Oh, I don’t believe there are
any of 'em hanging around!"
replied Bulstrode,

“Toddy was jolly sure there would be,”
remarked Delarvey,

“0ld Toddy's jolly sure about the
whole h:znc-i,' 1" zaid Dick Rake, grinning.
“Toddy pulls the strings, sou know, and
the figures work !"

“And they have, so far.”

“0Oh, bless you, Browney, I'm not
denying it! Toddy’s a regular ol
miracle-worker. I'm almosi afraid {o go
near him when I've got a secret to keep,
for fear he should read my brains,”

“You needn’'t worry  about
Dicky,” drily abserved Wibley,

“0Oh, dry up!” growled Bquifi.
“We're gotting jolly close now, I guess
vou'd better E!!]I out, Wib. It mighe
make the nuts suznish i you turned wp in
our company.”

that,



Every Monday.

Wibley fell out at once. Ile did not
laok like William Wibley in the least;
‘and there certainly was something that
might have made even an uninterested
ohserver staro in the contrast between
him and his company. _

Tor Wibley—as on & previous occasion
well remembered by the Remove—was
made up to rvepresent Mr, Mobbs, the
snobbish little master of the Higheliffe
Fourth Form.

It was all part of Peter Todd's scheme.

Peter not only felt sure that the nuis
would try to cheat him if they [lailed to
win his money by fair means, but he elso
falt sure that, being themselves treacher-
ons, they wonld not trust him.

Tharefore, he argued, while three or
four of them would be seen at the tryst-
ing-place, at least as many more would
probably be in ambush somewhere near,
unseen, bont ready to throw in  their
weight if Peter nﬂnu]d prove, after all,
not to have come alone,

It was for Wibley to deal wiih these
when found., The rest of Peter's sup-
porters were to help him in putting Pon
& Co, through it in the old Priory ruins.

They were drawing near now.

“Bee here,"” said SBquiff, who was in
command, “you chaps liec low while I
scout forward a bit, and don’t move till 1
come back,"

“And suppose the nuts capture you,
old man?" =aid Delarcy.

“Buppese your great-srandmother were
appointed commander-in-chief "

It was not very likely the nuts would
capture Squiff. The Australian junior
wid s good o acout as Greylriars could
boast.

He went off now, silently, stealthily,
through the tangled undergrowth of the
woods that encireled the Priory.

The vest lay down and waited. Thore
ware half a dozen of them—Tom Brown,
Bulstrode, Delarey, Rake, Kipps, and
Tom Dulton,

Buletrodo lay full length on his back
under a big tree, clasped hiz hands under
his head, and gazed up at the patches of
blue sky visible here and there among the
groon leaves, Kipps, scated like a tailor,
cross-legend, took a couple of old billiard-
balls from lis poecket, and began to juggle
with them in an absent-minded way.

Tom Dutton pulled out a dpnpm--cumred
book and s&tarted to read, The New
Zealand junior sat on a fallen log and
whittled a stick. Rake and Piet Delarey
lay on their stomachs, watching intently
the undergrowth into which Squiff had
disappeared.

Not ten minutes had paszed when
Sampson Quiney Ififley Ficld surprised
them by emerging from the wood.in their
reav,

“Had to mako a bit of a ecirenm-
hendibus,” he said, “They'ro there—
half a dozen of them--within eall. 1
apotted Merton and Tunetall; the rest I
couldn’t be dead sure of, but it's pretiy
casy guessing,”

“There would be threa, at least, with
Pon,” said Tom Brown thoughtiully.
*2ny, ten altogether—and that's about
as many a3 the nuts can muster at best.
We're eight, counting Toddy and leaving
out Wib,"

“Lot's ambush the ambush, and just
wade in and mop them wp ns soon as
Toddy-—-or Pon—signals!” said Bulstrode,

“Yes, we could mop them up,” eaid
Sanitfi.  ** But—-"

"It would mean a free Asht and

ozsibly some of them eseaping,”
interjected Delarey,

“ Besides, old Wib would never forgive
s if wo did him out of his little part,”
said Rake, _

“Buare he wouldn't!” aoreed Kl{r ,
“Ho could bear to miss a scrap—Wib
ain't g0 keen on that sord of thing—but
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he's fairly mustard an o enoof, and this
ought to be a gorgeous ciiet”

“It's risky,” objeclod Bulsirode. *1]
believe my plan’s hest, after all.”

“Well, go and carry it out!™ said
St

“ But don't expect Toddy to be grate.
ful," added Delarey.

Bulstrode growled ae he got up.

“1 don’t care a hang whether Toddy's
grateful or not!™ he said. *“But have
it your own way. 1 suppose every guldy
aes among wvou tminke he knows beiter
than I do!”

As everyone present was very much of
this opinion, no arsument arose,

“No need to move yer,” Squiff smid

“Tho game i3 (0 set Wib at then, ™
“T'll go and feteh him!" velunteered
Rake,

As Wibley wis behind ihem, mot in
front and in the neighbourhood of the
anemy, Squiff let Rako po.

A few minutes passed.  Above thoeir
heads the leaves rustled pleasantly in the
breeze, and arcund them the wooils lay
still and slumbrous.
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Peter Todd and the Nuls.

Dick Rake returneld.

“Wib's off " he aaid, with a grin. *'1
twigged him pacing up and down the

th over there, and he looked so miueh

ike Mobby that 'my hanged if 1 wasi't
half nervous about speaking te Lim for
fear it really was Mobhby !™

“ Jiaaior to take in vou than the nutse
about that!"” growled Buletrode,

“Wib will take in the uuts all serene !
said Kipps, returning the billiard-balls to
his pocket. .

“Wake up, Dutton!" eaid Delarey.

“Eh? Cake? XNo, I dew't know that 1
want any cake just now—at lJeast, not
particularly.”

“1 didn't say——""

“Are you chaps poing to make a
move? Has anythine happened?” .

“Oh, my aunt!" crcaned Squifl.
“Why didn't we leave Liim at home?”

But Tom Dutton asked no mors
questions. He followed the rest se they
cavtiovaly drew nezrer the path throvghn
the woods.

By that path Wikley, if his epool
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paued out all right, should in a few
minutes be leading the Higheliffo reseue:
party—the six who had been waiting m
ambush—away.

THE EINTH CHAPTER.
Mobbs the First and Mobbs the Second 1

W]LLI:‘-. M WIBLEY was in his
eloment. 2
The part in Potor Tadd's pran

assigned to him suiled him to a
hair. For Wibley's one absorbing passion
was acting : and he held himeell capable
of playing any role whatevar that did nes
demamd too many inches.

He imitated cxactly the walk of Mr.
Mobbs—a mixturs of strut and mince—as
ho made his way towards the place where
Merton and the rast were hidden.

Mow, through a screen of bushes, he
zot a glimpse of the nuts’ reserve forces.

They were occupied as might have been
axpected of them.

Silver wae scattered about the turf and
cards were in their hands, Pon & Co,

(See Chapter 7.)

were presumably rooking Peter Todd.
Merton, Drury & Co., having no one to
rook, wero chasing ono another’s small
gilver in the olovating and skilful game

of banker. _

“Drury!" ana the [false Alr.
Maobbe, in the higﬂ, squeaky tones of the
true ono, .

“ My hat!" gasped one of the less held
epirits of the nut brigade. .

" “It'sa only Mobby,"” said Merton, m
a low voice. * Who cares abont Mobliy ¥

“Vea, sir?"” eaid Dreury, without any
hurry to reply. ‘

The nuts, while enjoying the liberty
My, Mobbs’ snobbish spirit made poasiblo
to them, wero not in the habil of regard-
ing him as a persen who really mattered
much,

But Wibley turncd from Drnry to Mer-
ton, aud a portentous frown wae on his
face. .

* “Yon appear to imaging, Mq:-l:lml."that

my eenzo of hearing s defective!” he

enid, i :
Tue MAGNET LIBRARY,~—No. 480.
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Alerton staved. The morry nuts knew
awell enoush that Mr. Mabbs was nol
ey in tlie way of hearing anything that
it «lid nol sait lvn: to hear: and he was
often willully deal to such impertinences
is this, ; . -

“1 refuae to be trepted in this dis-
respectful manner!” rapped oul the sup-

aseil mmster.  “Stand up, all of you!

Vhat do vou mean by lounging in that
way befare mo?"”

Sulkily the nuts stood up. They could
hardly believe their eavs

Gut Mr. Mobbs liasl authority. if he
chose o exert ik, So the nuts stood up.

“What docs this mean?” snapped the
false Mr. AMobbs, pointing toe the scattered
siiver coins and tho cards.

“Just a—a little game, sl
Tunstall.

“ For money "

The nuts stared harder, aid wondered
more Laan ever,

Officially, Me. Molbs mizht be quite
unaware of their little labit of fpin}'mg for
money. Actually, he know of it as well
as they did, and winked at it. beeauso
they wera highly connected and he was a
suob and a toady.

* Br—not exactly for money, sir,” said
Driey.  “ You eer, we had no counters,
and—well, you know, one must mark the
gamo with something.”

“You are telling me untraths, Drury !

“ O, veally, sir, 111 not going to stand
that! You know that’s not my line!”

“‘Pir:k up those carde! Give them to
mB‘-".

Drury and “Merton and Tunstall all
stood still, almost ready to mutiny. Buat
two of the others picked up the cards, and
the pretended Mr., Mobbe: tock out a
sharp penlknife and alit the pack acrosa

"'FnEn up the money, or leave it there
—I am indifferent!"

But the nuta were not, and Drury and
Morton and Tunstall did uot leave all
the picking-np to others this time.

* Now, follow me!™

Wibley strutted down the lealy glade,
and the six followed enlkily—away from
the Priory! .

They had no suepicion at all. They
wurunﬁa]f-mimltd to rchel, but suspicious
they were not.

T say, eir! Mr. Mobbs!™ called Mer-
ton, erced on by the rest to protest.

“Do not address me. Mertoan!™

“Dut, sir, that's all very well, you
know ; but where are yon takin' ua?”

“To the detention-room!™

“You can't do that, sir! Wa haven't
done anxvthing to be punished for!"™ eaid
Drury,

“I am not propared to arguae the case
with yvou, Drury ! eame the vy anewer.
“You will have the goolness to follow
me in silence !

If looks had been docoers Wibley's
back would havo feli very uncomfortable
at that moment,

Wibley's back felt quite ecomfortable;
and aue!ur: Wibley's m:ind, it was almost
in a etule of beatitude,

“My hat! Isu't the bounder just carry-
igfl it off to rights?" whispermf Kippe to

alke,

“0ld Wib'e a knock-out!" chuckled
Delavey. *“Just dook at these sulky
rotlora!"

“And if they ouly knew it, wouldn't
they just rag him!” zaid Tom Brown.

‘ibley had no fear of & ragging. Liko
an Eastern shepherd, who poes ahead of
lis flock, he took the nute—no longer
merry—past  lis hidden comrades, Ho
guessed they would be watching some-
whaore, and he oxulted.

But pride goeth beforo a [all!

“My hat!™ gasped Squiff, *“IF there
ain't Maobby himself!”

Thiere was nothimg particularly unlikely
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enttored
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in Mr. Mobba' chosasinx to baite a steoll !

enapped Alr. Mobbs, who beran to

through the woods on thet beautifnl after-! remember things,

neon; but, somoiiow, pe ana ol '.L-J:_';::h':
of the posaibility of it

Yot, there he waal

Even Squiff. ready in emerzencies—
aven Piet Delurey, the Robel, whom some
held the coolest follaw in all Greyfriare—
:I'raa dumbfounded, and kuow

0.

Tho Greslriara jasiors had no reapect

whatever for My, i'l-.lubhs.
Hirhelife master, amd, as sach., could
not be dealt with like a Higheliifo junior.
Their own Head would bhold them to a
heavy reckoning if they tried that aort of
thing.

It wag too late ro warn Wibley.
indeed, he needed 5o warning now.

Wibley had seen. But so had A
Mobbs, and 80 had the nuts,

Mr. Mobbs knew that he was Limeelf,
and, consequently, was guite surs that
tho ficure ho saw was not lemsell, In
fact, he did not at first sight connect it
with himsell, In Mr, Mobbs" eycs, Mr,
Mobbs was a much pmore handsome and
stylish figure than this double of his.

“Hang it all, Mobby must have a
twin !" gasped Tunstall,

“Rats!" replied DMerton.  “Such
horrible things as that don't happen—
they can’t, you know "

“It'e spoof—ona of rhia two's a =iddy
epoofer!™ sasd Diurs, * But I'm dashad
it I know—"

* Ass! It'a this one, of conrse!™ howled
Merton.  “*We might bhave—"

Wibley heard that. He would have
bolted then, but he had no ehance.

Mr. Mobbs was upon hLim-—a

A ]'.’l'[l,

VOry

faco weirdly contorted.

“ How—how dare vou!"” he spluttered.

The game was vp. Wibley did not
know how near his chume were. Dut
even had ho known he would not have
called to them for help.

He Enew—as they knew—that 2 rescue
would mean the bizeest sort of a row. It
would not in the lone run save him, and
it would invelve tho others in his fate.

So he faced Mr. Mobba coolly, ready
to pluy a lone hand with all the audacity
he p , and wait on chance.

*How dare you!" repeated Mr. Mobba
furiously.

“1I'm afraid I do not understand vou,
sir!"” said Wiblev, in a stiff, grown-up
manner.

“¥You—you utter viliain!

LRI

you masgquerade a8 e’
“ibley looked at Mr. Mobha as if that
idea was completely now to hum,

Then he looked at the nuta,

Theyv knew now., Would they give Lim
awny?¥

Pon and Gadsby and Vavasour would
have dona it—like a shot.

But Merton and Drury and Tunstall
had been known to be auite decent at
times, Perhaps, angry aa ther were, they
might prove decent now,

" Maaquerade!” repeated Wibley, in a
half-dazed way.

And Morton giceled.

“Who are you, fellow?™" anapped Mr,
Mobbs.

“1 really do not see, sir, that T am
called upon to submit to your inauisi-
tion!" replicd Wibley, in more deeided
tones.

* It's that bounder Wibley !" whispered
Merton to Drury, " What a nerve the
rotter has!"™

“Ho did us down pretty well,” said
Drury eulkily.

“Yez:, but wo can’t give Lim away: it
wouldn't be the clea potato—vyon ses
that. dear boy?"

“I believo you ara a Goeyfriars boy!"

How dars

ot whatl to]

But o wos a |

But ho did not recognise Wibley. That
youth had not forced himself upon Mr.
Mobbe' notice since his previous escapade
in the discuise of the Higheliffe master.

“ 1f you can believe that, &ir, you would
have lietle difficulty in believing any-
thing ! replicd Wibley calmly.

“And what might your nume bLo?™
snapped My, Mobhs,

* Brownjohn,” Wibley
prompily.

The form of the question had given him
his chance. TITis name might have been
Brownjohn: but it was not, because it
lmmfrnml to be Wibley,

“Is there a bov of that name at Grey-
Eriaﬁs'.‘" asked Mr. Mobbs of his hopeful

ock. .

“ Not that I ever heard of, sir,” said
Tunstall. He also had twigged Wibley
now.,

_ “Do_you deny that you are a Grey-
friars junior®”

Wibley couid not deny it point-blank,
Hao temporised.

“T deny your vizht to ask me fatile
questions !’ he said.

“Do you refuso tc come with me fo
Greyfriars, and answer for yourself
there?" asked the master,

Wibley lLpsitated. He would have
refused, 17 hoe had felt sure he could trust
the nuts. But he did not feel sure.

“As it is not far out of my way, I will
comply with vour wish, &r,” he said
stiffly. “ At the same time, I consider
that 1 miwht have been couched 1 more
polite terms!"

Mr. Mobbs peered at him in somo
puzzloment. Tllm fellow talked like n

answoerod

angry Mr. Mobba, who understaod now— : man, and he looked like one.

a Mr. Mobbs with flaming oycs and a

But tho nuts were grinning. The Higlh
clife waster noted that, and felt sure
they could make the impostor’s guilt
clear,

“Two of vou will come with me,” he
said. “You, Maorton and Tunstall. 1
shall necd evidence at Greyfriars as to the
motive of this masquerade.”

“0Oh, dash it!" mutiered Merton,

“Hang it all!l” said Tunstall.

But they had to go. Mobby was not
to be disobeved with impunity on the rare
occasions when he chose to put his foot
dowrn.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Score for the Nuis !

HE encounter between Mobbs the

I First and Mobbs the Second had

taken place out of carshot of the

soven Greyfriars juniors in hiding.
Or, rather, out of earshot of eix of them.
For a moment Saquiff was missing from
amonyg tho rest, and he did not return
antil the procession had moved on.

Then he camo gliding back through
the tangled undergrowth,

He had heard practically all that had
assed, and already he had made his plans
or dealing with the situation, .

“ Only four of the nuts:-left,” he said.
“We must split up our forces. Enough
to deal with them, and the rest to follow
up Mobby and watch out for a chance
to rescun Wib,"

“Three would be enocugh for that
gang," said Bulstrode. “I'll undertake

to mop up the Aoor with any two of
them!'

“*Dare say you would,” returned
Bouiff. “ Dut mopping up the Aoor with
them ain’t the game. We must collar
themi at once. for il they join up with
Pon & Co. they'll be eight to four, count-
'mg Toddy, or to five if four of us go."”
“We ean't begin to rescue Wib by
force of arms,"” said Tom Brown.

“WNo; that would only make the case
blacker,” agreed Squiff, “It’s strategy
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that's needed. Now then, Pict, here’s a
chance for you! And Rake, I think, and
Kipps.” .

“Right-ho!"” said Delarey. I won't
,-;,rruml:ﬁe, though I ghould have liked the
ather job better. Come on, you fel-
lows 1™ | ;

Ruke and Kipps followed him,  Squiff,
Tom Brown, Bulstrode, and Tom Dutton
started nt once on the track of the four
remaining nute, who were making their
way back to the Priory. .

‘Numbers were even; but Greyirars
always counted on having the whip-hund
over Highcliffe with even numbers., And
the four Removites were all capable fight-
ing-men.

They were close upon Drury and the
rest before the nuts were aware of their
nearness, and while they were still some
distance from the old Priory.

“Rush tham " yelled Squitl.

The nuts swung round. Their first im-
pulse was to fce, )

Bul they gave a whoop of delight as
Bulstrode caught a foot ngammst an out-
aropping rvoot, and tumbled, and Tom
Dutton sprawled over him.

Squiff and Tom Brown ran on. Bul, to
their intense surprise, the nuts, instead of
rqz-t]real,ing, came towards them, showing
light.

i Yarocoogh!™ howled Tom Dutton.
But Bulstrode was silent. His head hod
struck a tree, and he was quite stunned,

“Siick it, Browney!” shouted Squiff,
and he drove his fist hard at Drury’s face,
For it meant lighting now, not merely
. tumbling the nuts over and tyving them
np.

“ Right-ho ! said Tom Brown cheerily,
and he let Iy at Rothamley,

Tom Dutton picked himself up. Bur
he limped as he made in to the combat.
Me had given his right aukle a nasty
twist.

Two to one is longish odds av best
5 11.11ﬂ and Tom Brown foond their hands
fFull,

Over [ull, indeed! Tom Brown was
down now, and two of the enemy sat on
him at once.

And now, just as Dutton limped up,
Squiff was lugged over.  Druory and
Blades hung on to him iike grizzly bears.

Tom Dutton glanced back. Bulstrode
luy where he had fallen. He had not
stirred. A horiid fear assailed Tom.

He was ready encugh to fight, lame]
though he was. DBut what was the use of
it if something serious had happened to

Bulstrode ? Suppose he had broken his
neck ?

“Pax 1" eried Ton.

“0Oh, you funky reotier!™ howled
Squiff,

YOE course I've pot to!” answered
Tom, misunderstanding. as usual. ** Jus
look at Bulstrode !

“Here, let me get up!l”
wriggling hard.

“Not till von make 1t
Dirury, grinning.

“Don't be an idict )" snapoed Tom
Brown. * Look at ;

“That's all very well; but you piied
on us without any reason, an' vou dashed
well ain’t goin® to get upp tunless you make
it pax for the sfterpoon, an® leave us
wlone 1" satd Druvy Brinly,

Squiff and Tem Brown
Dutton stood irresolure,
and limped back to where Bulstrade lay,
Bulstrode’s secident seemed o himi too
sorious for maore argunent,

“We'll make it pax.” satd Senif,

“There's nothing else  for 1,
Brown said.

*“An' you'll give us your word thar you
won't interfere with ns again 1o-davw, an’
won't follow us when we ged up?™ saud
Drury.

There was no wav cit,

caid Squift,

pax !” returned

1o

groancd, |
Then he turned |
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not particularly anxicus about Bulstroda.
Judging him by their own measure, they
were inclined to faney that he bad not
got up because he had seen his side get-
ting the worse of the scrap, and had no
taste for forlorm hopes. PBut Squiff and
Tem Brown knew beiter, Funking wos
not in Buolstrode’s line. 1le was badly
hurt, they were sure. ‘

To give in was ke betraying Petor
Todd, they felt.

But it had to be dene.  And Peter was
a cocl hand, and could take pretty good
care of himeelf. :

“We agree,”’ sard Hquiff morosely,

“ Honest Injun®”

“Yes, We ain't liars, like you chaps !

“You teo, Brown!"™

“Yes: bopest Injun!”
Browi.

They were suffercd to get up. They
hareied ab once to Bulstrode, over whom
Tor Dattesr was bending.

The nuts did not follow., But they had
the grace to wait and sce whether the
damage was serious. I any cass, they
could net be held 10 hilame, of course !

growled Tom

Bulstrade gave a hesvy groan, and
looked up dazedly.
“YWhat happenad @7 he  ashked.

“Where am [37 .

*You tumibled over. old chap, and yon
must have bargad into that tree with youy
head,” said Torn Browi.

“PBat ir's all riehs” sa1d Squiff. “ No
need to be afruid of concussion of the
brain—not wilth old Bulstrode!”

It really had beeir somcthing hike con-
cuszion of the brain, thongh, luckily, a
slight vne—for Bulstrade's head was not
at all of the eggshell type, DBulstrode was
plainly out of setion for the day, end =o
waa 1'cin Dutton,

“The best thing for vou chaps to do,”
said Squiff, “ie 1o bunk home—and sharp
abount it 1

“And what are we going to do, old
ceout 7' asked Tom Brown, “We can't
help Toddy—that’s dead off. And there
ga these hounders to the Priory again !”

“Let 'em go. I'd trust Toddy to keep
up his end against o score like that, un-
less they took him by surprise.  We'd
better cut along after the rest, and cee
if  wo  can anvthing for Wib,
Browney.”

el

— —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Fate ef Ponsonby & Co.

ANT any help, Toddy " in-
quirerd Harry Wharton
cheeriv.,

“He could have done wilh
some 1ha last thne he ran against these
merchants " growled Johony Buoll

It wns tyue, a1d o [ow hoars earlior it
might have weomed to Poter offensive.
But 1t did nob gectn s0 nosw,

o Peter's sehmnes ind worked o
quite uicely up te this poing, and he did
TRCL s Pest l'.'IJ]':q'lh R WEEg [hi.'lﬂ e TROTCR-

(1]

| tary ch

LI o was ratnes onrnriaed that Sowfl &
Ce, Bad failed 14 ~cqise 14 i eall,

Al Pan wes  watinr  siucprised
Merton, Drary & Un, laared,

B boti Poetoy and Pon oxpeeted 1o
se reinfurenmonts 21 tve at any moment,
(i the whaole, Peior wus the more certain
of the 1w, 7o Prn had a suspicion tha
his erev might Fepg Lack if they knew
that the Famous Frio were there,

that

“Tl%e dwewn granhoausy SWharton,” sanl
Preoy oas '--f:.-'_
R T ogee,” & aered ary, with

twiikling eyes

And Pon's boen
Perer

“Huila, bLall-,
stv, Telely 277

“T ain't envpeiscd o hear 0T growled

hirntiug,” went on

Falia! Yeun Jon't soy

The nuls were ¥ Jebrny Busl,

One Penny. 11

“The smrprizcfulioss 1> net terrilie, my
venerated and absurd Todd [

“What are you going to do about it
Toddy 1" inquired Frank Nugent.

“They'll have to be taught a lessen,”
replied Peter, shaking his head gravely,
“It's wrong to cheat—and beastly clumsy
to lat the other chap see ™

“Ha, ha, hat”

The nuts were scowlng. DBui their
scowls only scemed to add to the amuse-
ment of the Greyfriars juniors,

“DBesides, I owe them zomcthing,”
Pater.

“Oh, by gad, Todd, that’s o rotten
thing to do!™ zaid Pousonby,

“What's the votten thing? The trick
vou played with that small tramp, do you
mean

“That was a rmstaks! Dash it all, a
chap can't help makin' mistakes, can he?
But it’s a caul’s trick (o ask os here 1o
play with you, 2i' then bring in a crowd
of these sweeps to pile m on ns!™

“You'd better pick your language a bit
more earcinlly, Ponsonby, or we shall
have somothing (o say,” said Wharton,
Az a matter of fact. T wasn't expect
ing to see theze centlemen,” Taddy said,
with a polite bow to the Famony Five,
“But as they are here, aud the fvllows |
expected arcn’l—any more than  the
bounders you welled to for resene, Pon-
sonby—well, it vests with them, T sha™n's
rcfuso help if thev offer it.”

“We're on, Toddy '™ =aid Bab Cherry
promprly. * We camo along in cuse yan
cun!niir.z't run this ehow quite on your little
QWi

“And woe zeam to have come in the nick
ef time,"” Johnny Bull remarked.

“Well, that's a fact!"” admitted Peter.
“ Thore would have boen four to one, ancl
I really don’t think I could have carrieil
out my plans fully. DBut now I can, with
your help.  And the first thing to he done
is to tie these four rotters up 1™

“You talk as if there wore a score of
you. You've gob the odds, but I'm
dashed if you'll find us 8o casy to handle
as all that!"” roared Ponscnby.

And, eceing that blows would inevit-
ably be struck, Pon struck the first blow.

Harry Wharton took it on his arm, and
replied with 2 jab under the chin  that
rattled all Pon's teeth,

For about a minute and a half there
was a wild, whirling tumult in the Priary
ruina.

“Yooop!" howled Voavasour. “0Oh,
cheeso it! I'm done!”

But Pon and Gadsby and Moinzon were
not 80 soon done with.

They hit out as hard as they krew how.
The Greyfriurs juniovs, for the most part,
sought to greip rather than to punch, and
dicd not hit except when they had to,

vavasour's carly exic from the Iray lefls
two of the Remove to deal with each
Hirheliflinn,

hlonson went dewn under Johnny Bull
and TFrank NMuyeut., Harry and Inky
lowered Gadsby to earth, and eat npon
himi. Peter Todd and Bob Cherry
attended to Pon.

Cecil Pousonby [ought desperately, for
he had an inkling of what waa coming.

“You've got the needful repe, 1 sup-
pose, Toddy?" sald Wharton,

Peter undid his blazer, and wnwound
irom his lean body guite a coil of thin,
ebrang rope.

It did not take mary ecconds Lo tie up
the MigheliTo four.  Vavasour had at-
tompted to make eait; but Johnny Bull
zaw to him,

Then Deter Todd produced from his
pockers a suerp palr of sciesors and a
smoll box of painte, _

I thonght sbent a raror,”” he Eﬂild-
“But I dare say I ean give the beautics
a fairly close cut with these, 1 ain't a

Tuz Maexer Lisrary —No, 488,

sa1d



12 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY B&~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY. "giov

ekilled barber; but I don't think I'm as
clumsy as Pon.”

“You'ro gomyg to cut off their hair?”
aaked Wharton,

“That's the ides,” replied Peter
cheerily. * Any objection®”

“None at all!” said Harry, huﬁhing.
“They did worse than that to you!™

“*Todd, if you try that =

“There ain't any *if’ about it, and
thero ain’t any trying, Pon—except that
I dare say you'll find it rather trying. It's
going to be done!™

“You beastly cad!” howled Pon.
“Oh. vou shall emart for this!"

“You rotters! You ecowarda!"
bellowed Gadsby.

“Look here! You Lnow, Todd, it
ain't fair to lreat me like that!" pro-
tested Monsen, “ 1 didn't——"

“Nor yeb. me! Obh, 1 say, I can’t have
it done! Tt's dead off—absclutely—"

* Not yel, Vavasour.

But it's gomng to
be!" said Peter grimly.

And he sct to work. He dealt with
Pon firat, of courge. Pon could not be
left to the chance of what might happen.

Pon roved, - Pon used lunguage that
might have como from the lips of a
bargee. Pon fairly foamed at the mouth,

HBut all he eaid failed to disturb Peter
a *H'111|l. or cven to break down his
gravity. While the Famous Five sat and
voarcd until the tears ran down their
cheeke, Peter went on with his work with
@ faco na sulemn s an owl's.

“Quite a nice crop!™ ho said at
length. * And so suvitable to this warm
weathier—and fo sueh hot-headed fight-
ing-men as von Higheliffe fellows! Come
on, Gadshy, or would anv of yvou fellows
like to tuke the next turn? I've got my
hand in uow, and I think 1 ean puarantee
an_up-to-dato etyle!” _ _

But the Famous Five declined as with
one voice,

“You am't gol ue tied up, you Lnow,
Toddy,” said Johuny Bull,

Gadsby would also have declined—in
fact, Gadsby did decline. Only, in his
cage, il made no differcnce,

Tho language of Gadsby was nol much
beliind thmt of Ponsonby ; but his breath
gave oul a little sconer.

Vavazour, who was takcn next, did nal
awecar. Dul he whined and whimpered,
and finally blubbered outrizht. Pon and
Gaddy worn sitting in bonds before him,
and thz knowledge that he was being
Ir!ud? like unto them was too much for
wim.

Monson went through it in sullen
silence, Dhaving liad time lo say all he
could think of before hie turn came,

- Then Peter Todd etarted to work with
the paint-box.

“8orry I haven't any raddle, Pon!”
e said politely. *“This is the best 1
could do for you, Not so beastly, but
more variety, you know!"

' There wus certainly more variety.
Poter used every colour in the box on the
angry face of Ponsonby. Streak after
gtreak was added. Not anly was the face
of the nuts' leader vend as o eanvas, but
his closely-cropped head was adorned
with alternate etreake of blue and green.

“You look like a Futurist painting,
Pon," said Peter, stepping hucﬂ to pot
the Inll effeet of his handiwork,
you chaps suggest any improvement?”

“It's bevon that,” said Harry,

“Ougil to be exhibited at the Royal
Academy " grinned Franl.

“It would surefully muko the fame-
fulness of tho exalted and ludicrous Todd
Hahib if tho exhibitfulness were well and
truly  eccomphlishiully doie!™  purred
Hurrep Jamset Ram Singh.

“I'll tako Vav next,” said Peter,

“Ila. ha, ha! Vav will be abeolutely
IT when you've finished, old scout!'”
shueklud Bob.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Helping ‘Wibley !

[BLEY had not given up hope.
Thore did pot seern much

room for hope, certainly. But

_ uncxpected things happen; and
Wibley trosted tha! something unex-
pected would come between him and the
angor of Dy, Locke.

But the four—tihe ansry Mr. Mobbs,
the sulky DMecton and Tunstall, and
Wibley, with his hopes falling with every
hundred yards—wers gotting very noar
[;l;-n;'frmrs before they met anyone at
all.

It was Bunter they met then.

Bunter was mooching aleng with a
docidedly disrruntled lock on his fat
cotntenance.,

He looked at them. Mr, Mobbs glared
at him. Bunter vaieed his r.:npl:;

Wibler expected him to blurt out,
“Hallo, Wib! Whar are you after?”
or something to that effect. It would not
matter much, Wibley thoughi—the Head
would not be likely to accept him as
* Brownjohn."

Bar Bunter
]IIEIHL Heo store
all,

Theo he sang our something that made
Wibley'a heart leap.

“Hallo, Ruke! Hallo, Rebel! T say,
have your seon Wharton and that lot?
Thoey went off without me—quite by mis-
take, vou know. They'll be wondering
where I've woi to.  But that rotter
Litdey won't tell me—the beastly factory

wite failed to l‘l;.‘l:l'.l;;"l'liﬂﬂ
and blinked, that was

ead!"”
“Comoe Tore, Dunter!”  shouted
Deaiarey.
Wibley did not even look round,

thongh it cost tum an efort to keep
from cdoing so.

Delarey and Rake! Tt was not for
nothing thesa two had followed him up!
He did not know that there wore three
active brains, not two, for Bunter had
not hailed Kipps by name. But he knew
thnt Rake and the Rebel were guite the
right fellows for an emergency.

Whatever they meant fo do, though,
they muat do it quickly !

Delarey knew that. The sight of
Buntee put a notion into his mind at once.
He told Rake and Kipps, and both agreed
that it was a good notion.

“I say, no rvoiting!" said Bunpler
suspiciously.

Merton and Tunstall grinned. My,
Mobba frowned., He considered it taking
a liberty that these Greyfriars juniors
should call to each other past him.

Y Howest  Injun!™  snid  Delarey.
“Took sharp, oc you'll never ecatch
Wharton.

Bunter volied wp. Wibley stopped, and
ticd up vory carefully a bootlies that did
not need tying. He goessed that all the
delay he counld contrive would be to the
goodl,

Mr. BMobbs Fumad. Buot Merton and
Tunatall did not mind. They had no
special wish Lo interview the Head of
Crewfrars,

“Ulan you imitage Quelchy 2 asked
Delarey sharply of HBunter.

“Ma? OF course I can! What a silly
gaestion ! Everybody knows what a frest-

clags ventriloguist 1 am !™

“Then you've got 1o do it now! Wib
tanst be resoued 7 anawered the Rebel,
Wikt I haven't seen Wib! Whoere
i3 hie ¥ gaspede Danter.

“*Never mind that ! Come along with
me ! Iloist the fat asz over that EriTn, YOl
chapa—quick !

11 Lok here! T'm not going
to b jolly well ordered about like this, so
don't yaun Ehink it, Rebel! I— Ow-
yaw "

ghuntor found himaolf on the other side

of the stile. Rake and Kipps had seized
his fat legs and bundled him over,

Delarey clapped a hand over his mouth,

“Don't make another sound, and don’y
bite, or I'll make you sorry for it!” he
rapped out.  “We've got to get along-
side that lot without Mobby twigging us.
and before they've gone another hundred
yards, too! You'll want all ¥our breath,
so don’'t wasic any now.”™

“He'll never jﬂ it, old chap!" said
Kipps. * Unless I can stop them, to give
you a chanee of coming vp with him.
I've got it, by j'mgn! Just the
thing ! That scarecrow!”

Kipps mado o wild dagh at the scare
erow, throwing off his blazer as he went,
He snatched from the scarecrow the
ragged ccab and battered hat, which
chiefiy composed it, and in a memoent had
completely changc-ni his appearance. His
cap was chucked down anywhera—it was
of no consequence,

He sprinted along the inner side of the
high hedge, passed the proccssion, and
walted a moment to get breath. He saw
Rolie and Delarey—one each side of
Bunter—rushing that fat vouth along
after him. But Bunter was alrcady blow-
mg so heavily that it was evident Le could
not be counted upon for any ventriloguin!
effort the moment he stopped,

Delarey’s dodge was to hali the proces-
sion by the voice of Mr. Queleh—pro.
duced by Dunter, of course. That ought
to give Wibley a chance to make a bolt,
for Delarey and Rake would take good
care that Merton and Tunstall should not
run him down—as they could easily do if
not hampered, - for Wibley's disguise
would slow him up.

Kipps' plan was all his own. Tt
seemed even to him a protty wild one,
But it was not because of any nervous-
ness about earvying it out that he halted.

Now or never!

. Kipps clambered over a gate, and burs!
right into the midet of the procession.
His head was down; he did not appear
te have the lenst idea where he was
going. One might bave imegined him
pursued by savages thirsting for his
blood.

But Kipps did not make the mistake of
colliding with the wrong Mr, Mobbs,

He barged right into the snobbish little
Mighcliffe master, and bowled him clean
over.

“Yooop!” yelled Mr. Mobbs, * What
are you—"

Kipps had tumbled on top of him. His
hands touched the heavy watchchain Mr.
Mobbs wore. Kipps could not resist the
temptation.

He whipped watch and chain out with

a dexterity that the most cxpert of pick-

pockets might have envied, and thrust
them into the inner breast-pocket of their
owner. It was all done in a second, and
nobody saw. It can hardly be said that
it was done with any dvﬂnih: purpose,
save that Kipps vaguely glim}:aed a
%I;u_gﬁm of further delay that might help

"ibley.

No one recognised Kipps as he went
down on top of Mr. Mobbs. No one saw
his eleight.of-hand trick. But when he
arose not only Wibley, but the two High-
clifie fellows knew him., Tor the bal-
Ltered hat had fallen off, and the coat had
been wrenched from his back by Mr,
Mobbs® furious elutch,

“Why, it's young Kipps!" velled
Merton, * What on earth are you after,

burgin® about like that, you silly—"

“Do you mean to say that this aban-
doned scoundrel is another Greyiriors
boy ¥ pantrd Mr. Mobbs, rising with
Merton's help. “Ah, I see! This is an
attempt to——"

He ic;rnl:hc-d Wibley. Wibley had de-
layed his bolt just a second too long., 1f
he had recognised Kipps before the
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collision he \."[n;l}ll[[] have been well on his
way before this.

‘;‘F[Iuld him, Merton! Hold him, Tun-
stall 1”7 shouted Mr. Mobbs, * Do not let
the rascal escape "

Merton and Tunstall both clutched
Kipps. That was not at all what Mr,
Mobbs meant, and probably l'.}_le1' knew it
was not. It was Wibley the little master
wanted made secure.  Notlun __renl'l:.r
definite could be proved against Kipps—
nothing worse than clumsiness. And,
really, clumsiness was about the last fault
of which Oliver Kipps was likely to be
goilty !

But Mobby's grip on Wibley was too
frantic to be put aside easily, and it was
not Wibley's gume even now to struggle
desperately,

Now Bunter, prompted by the Rebel,

chipped in.

“Good gracious! What does this
mean? Iam amazed! Wibley—IKipps!
Will you be kind enough to inform
me, Mr. Mobbs, what these boys have
been doing 7™

“Ass!™ hissed Delarcy. * What did
vou want to mention names for 7"

#[—]—— Didn't you—" )

‘“T didn't say give their names, idiot 7"

“Tt doesn’t matter. Mohby can’t be off
knowing 1" sawd Rake.

Mr. Mobbs did not notice the namcs,
however. The sound of Mr. Quelch's
voice—-for Bunter's imitation was rcally
lirst-cluss—had set him gazing wildly
around him. Up the road and down the
road he looked, and saw no one. The
hedge hid Delarey and Rake and Bunter.

“J]—J]—— Is that you, Mr, Quelch?"

“Don't ask absurd questions! Of
course it 1s me ! thundered the voice.

“Quelchy would say ‘IL'" whispered
Dick Rake.

“(0Oh, rats!" zaid Bunter.

“Where are you, Mr. Queclch?™ de-
manded Mr, Mﬂih! heatedly. ‘' Be good

enough to show yourself, please! T have
—— Oh, stop him—stop him ™
Wibley had bolted !

Merton and Tunstall hnr-:ll*'vt_nnde even
a pretence of trying to stop Wibley. All
they did was to let go of Kipps. Butl
Kipps did not bolt. He knew better.

“Where are you, Mr. Quelch? I—
Oh. that scoundrel has stolen my walch
and chain! It has gone. Ho must have
stolen it! He is a pickpocket, not a
Grey—— Oh, pursue him, Merton—
pursue him, Tunstall ! "

And Mr. Mobbs, without waiting to see
whether the two Higheliffie juniors
cheyed, dashed after the flecing Wibley,

Next moment Delarey and Rake had
joined Kipps. Bunter came rolling after

them, . . ‘

“1 did that jolly well!” he said, with
a fat smirk. “There ain’t—""

" Wasn't it old Queleh " asked Merton,
his eyes wide open.

“No. It was this fat lout, Bit of a
ventriloquist, you know——"

“0Oh, really, Rebel ! I must say you're
not very grateful!™

“It was jolly well done!" said Tun-
stall, “Of course, that was Wibley

i up like our little rotler of a
lﬁ:ﬁi?ﬁ

“Yes," answered Delarey, “But you
chaps aren’t giving him away if Mnghy
docen’t know %"

“He doesn't. We won't,” replied Tun-
stall, with commendable hrt".*il;, “T zay,
though, what about Mobbs' ticker?"

Kipps grinned,

“That's all right,” he said. “T tucked
it into his breast-pocket. You needn’t
tell him so; but you might give him a
hint to lock there.”

“My hatl™ gasped Mexton. “For
sheer cheek you fellows beat all 1 ever

w1
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Pool !

AVASOUR, Gadsby, and Monson

‘/ were duly dealt wni:, the Famous

Five looking on with interest and

broad grins. But Peter Todd
did not grin. He did his work with a
deadly seriousncss, )

Hardly had the last streak of paint
been applied to Monson when the voiee
of Drury was heard,

Drury and the three with him had
watched the painting operations—them-
selves unseen. They might have at-
tempted a heroic reseue, but on the whole
they =carcely saw the foree of trying any-
thing of the kind.

They would be enly four to six, and
even if the odds had been the other way
ubout the venture would have seemed to
Drury & Co. too risky.

“Pax!" said Drory, coming [orward,
while the others hung back, rcady to bolt
if need be.

* Oh, you rotten funk !" snarled Pon.

“You're not going to have pax, so
don’t you think it!” said Johnny Bull
decidedly.

** That's for Toddy lo say,” said Harry.
“Do vou want this lot, Toddy 7"

“I'd have had Drury if he'd beep with
these sweet lambs,” gaid Peter., “Buot [
won't trouble about him now. He wasn't
quite such a sweep as the rest.”

“0Oh, all serenc!”™ growled Johnny
Bull, “Feeling happy, Pon?"

The other nuts came forward a trifle

sheepishly.

“Deastly slackers!"” said Gadsby
furiously. “ Why didn't you come when
Pon yelled to you?! Funked it, I
suppose "

“We couldn’t come,” answered Drury.
*“Mobby dropped on to us—at least, we
thought it was Mobby!”

Peter Todd grinned now. 8o Wibley's

wheeze had worked !
*“ Thought it was Mobby ?” said Frank
Nugent. " You're a hriggt gong, I must
unﬁ- ! Don't you know your own masters
when you zee them?"

‘Do you mean to say you let your-
selves—"

“8o would you have done, Pon! So
would anyone! It was that bounder
Wibley ; but he looked for all the world
like Mobby, and talked like him, too.
And he was marching us off back as cool
as J"ﬂ‘ll I ¥ "

“When who should come along but
Mobby himself,” chipped in Bludes. E“'Ms
hit! Even when you saw the two to
gether I'm hanged if you could be dead

certain——"

“But Wibley's going to get it in the
neck,” went on Drury. *“ Mobby has
marched him off to Greyfriars. He made
Tunstall and Merton go with him to give
evidenee.”

“What licks me," &aid Peter Tadd,
;‘ n';"whern Squiffl and his little lot got

0!

“0Oh, we settled them!" eaid Drury

calmly. “They wero only too glad to
make it pax!”
“What! You four wasters settled

scven of our chaps?®™ howled Peter. ** Tell
mE"—"",I

“There were only four—TField and
Brown and Bulstrode and that deaf
chap,” said Dladea

In fact, there had only been two to
deal with., But tho nuta did

20 into detaila aa that.

“We'd best bo making o move, vou
chaps,” said Peter “This is serions
about old Wib. Hang it all! Who
could have thought of Mobby coming on
the scene®”

The Famoua Five had only half.under-

gtood. Peter was about to explain as
they moved away, when it struck him

not care to | 6

One Penny. 3

that there was something clee that called
for an cxplanation, i

“By the way, did yon cnaps como
along quite by accident?” he demanded
sharply.

Inky smiled . lus
Harry looked at Bob.

“Pell him, Harry,” chiackled Dob,
“No good trying to deaw the weol ever
old Toddy’s cyes!™ .

“[t wasn't an aceiden!,” said Whartan,
“I supposo weo ought to apologise for
butting in, Toddy——"

“Juh:,f glad you did!" said Peter
beartily, ** Lucky for me, it was!"

“Well, as vou take it like that—I
thought you might et on your car about
it, you know, Todds—I den't mind tell-
ing you that we followed you because
we reckoned you might need our heln.”

“Oh!" said Peter Tedd.

“And you did,"” said Johnny Rull.

" ';l!l'ﬂ. Thinze went wrongz, somehow

“Sure to—without litiie us!” suid Dob,

Peter laughed. His venceance had
been accomplished, and he felt happy.
There was no room in him for jealousy.

“Nover saw euch fellows as you are
for being in at the death !" he remarked.
“I suppose Buniy gave the ehow away "

“Heo told us that you—and a lot_more
—woro lalling into bad ways with Pon,™
eaid Frank Nugent, lavghing, )

“ And you didi’t believe it, Whazlon®™
asked Peter. _—

“Not when I'd thought over 13,7 au-
mitted Harry frankly. ‘

"] That's a compliment!" Peter replied
drily.

“I'm not going to bo in such a hurry
again to suspect chaps I know to bo
decent 1" mf Harry, flushing.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” ericd Bob.
“What Lho mnerry dickens dJoes this
mrean?”

Well might Bob exclaim!

They were clear of the rotus now,
Coming at fuli-speed towards them waa
Mr. Mobbs. Not one of them all had
ever imagined the snobbish littde High-
cliffe .master could havo run at such a

ce. It was tho more creditablo to his
athletic abilitics, as hoe had already run
farther than they gucssed. 1y

But Mr, Mnhgu believed that Wibley
was ahead of him, seeking refuce in the
ruins; and he also helicvmi' that his watch
and chain were in Wibley's passcesion.
No, not in Wibley's—the [ugitive wae
now a pickpocket in Mr. Mobbs™ imagina-
tion. Mo had had no time to think, It
had not struck him yet that it woa

mesernizbie  emnie,

searcely likely a pickporke: would have
dinguiaﬂd himsclf as Mr. Mobbs  of
Highelife.

Wibley had dodired.  Rounding a bend,
he had feund himsell out of Mobby's
sight, and had promptly ecuttled into the
underFruwth. )

“Jt'a Mobby !"" said .']'{ahnu{ Buil.

“Wil, von mean,” Dol Cherre said
"Et"ﬂpj wih!!l )

Now, ahead, appeared Squiff and Tom
Brown and Rake and Delarey and Kippe.
They had left Bunter toiling in the rear,

“Stop, Wibley !" welled Frank Nugent,

Mr. Mobbs gave the six a baleful
glance as he darted past ihem, blowing
hard enough for ten. but holding on still

The nuts still within the ruins heard
tho shouts. Next moment Mr. Mobbe
was among them. o

Pon & Co. did not hear ITarry Wharton

?‘Duﬂa'sf It's Moblby—not Wib!
What on earth does this mean:”

Drury had just released Pon from lhis
bonds. The rest of the late-comera were
busy with Gadsby and Monson and Vava-
sour. But Pon was the only one of tho
four free.

“That’s the rotter who messad

e
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whole  dushod  seheme 1™ Pon,
“Sling bim into the pool !
And e went for Mobbs like a tiger.

Poor Mr. Mobbe! Ile could not get

yelled

ont a word—he was {oo utterly breath-
loez,  And his equirming did not tell the
nuts  anything.,  Wibley  would have

saquirmed, naturally.

They rushed the unfortunate little
master ont of the ruine, The Greyiriars
crowd were on the sapob now,

“Stop t!"™ shouted MHarry. “You
aszes! (M, stop 2 !™

Too late! The nuts had done it!

Into the pool floundered Mr, Mabbs,
and almost before he had disappeared
beneath the water, info the pool dived
Ilarey Wharlon and Beb Cherry and
Peter Todd.

“Dashed if I'm going in!" said Johnny
Bull, “Three's enaugh !

Three were none too many, My, Mobba
struggeled  madly.  He might  have
drowned one vesener.  Bul the three
inanaged to deal with Jom somehow,

“ Yousilly aeses! You awful chumps ™
roared Wrank Nugent,  “It's Mobby
vou've chucked ini™

"Whin-at " gasped Ponsonby.

His fuce could not co white, because of
its variegaled huoes ; but the countenances
of those who had aided him were like
chalk.

Now Squilf and the rest camo up.
Bulsirade and Tom Duiton were not
ihere, And Wibley was scooting back to
tho barn he had chinoed in,

“ila. ha, ha! If this izn't the funniest
thing I've ever struck ™ chuckled Squiff,
us ljzzn hielped to land Mobby and his
FOSCIIOYS.

“We'd better elegg,” seid Johnny Bull.
“Tt's Pon who's got to settle with
Mobby, not ne” .

“And a jolly good thing too!™ eaid
Tom Rrown,

It was not a iolly good thing for Pon
& Co. They had vo casy task 1 talking
vound the half-drowned Me, Mobbs, after
bringing lum rvound. The explanations
seomad neverending,

Put these explanations did not all take
place at the Priory. Scme of them were
made later, at Highelifle

Pousouby zot out, of it at lust by giving
My, Mobbs a definite invitution to spend
a fortnight at Pow's aristocratic home
during the holidave, And vwhen the time
came Pon would doubtless manage to ot
otit of thal, too!

Me, Mobbs held much mental debate
wirth himeelf na to how ho vould bring to
heok the Greyfriars juniore. Bul he had
to give up the notion after all. His story
was not one that he cared to tell in full
to Dr, Loclke!

But lie was vesolved that, if the chaneo
of making them smart ever came his
wayv, theve should be no merey.

Peter Todd was satishied. Dut  he
emiled in rather o wry way whenever he
thought of how hopelessly his welllaid
schemes would have collapsed had it not
been for the Famous Five, whom he had
meant to keep out of them—and, in-
cidentally., Buuter, whom he had intended
to use only us a tool

Buuler had only been a tool through.
out, it iz true—but he had been o useful
one, and hoe was very much exalted by
the part he had played.

“Wiihout me, Toddy,”" lhe saul
solemuly, “you'd bave been nowhere—
that's where you'd have heen!”

(Don’t miss ““THE FALL OF THE
"OUNDER ! ’—next Monday’s grand
1tory of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

-
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No. 22.—TOM DUTTON:

H--u--lm:m:‘n‘nmlmnmmmnmlﬁnﬁn‘uﬁﬁ

O3 DUTTHN cap hardly De reckoned
among the principal characters of the
Giroyfriars storics; bubt Lo may fairly
be said Lo rank high among the minor

oncs, iz chiel distinguishing feature is, in
a sense, his deafness, 16 05 by bthis infirmity
that he 3 apt to Lo remembered.,

But one coanngt classify people by their
infirmibiea. Such things bave their bearing
upon <¢huracter: but they are not in them-
gelves character. Tom Dutton is “the deal
fnnior,” Yes—bLut whoat sort of a fellow is
he apart from his deafness? That i3 what
really matters.

A very pood sort of feliow indeed! OF
the same stafl as Moarry Wharton amd his
gpecinl eliumes, as Hake and Ogilvy and Tom
Brown and Squill in  essentials. His deal-
ness makes bim o beife impatient. 1t may
even makoe lmm o triile quernlous at times,

Somc of bhe conversations between Tom
and others are quite comie. Lle misunder-
atands a0 completely; and he is so gure that
there is no noccesity to shout at him—he is
“not deal, only a little hard of licaring.”
And fellows will mumble so! Very few are
able to hit the happy mediom hetween shout-
ing ani whet Tom calls mumbling.

Hareg Wharkon pudd Frank Nugemt were
the first of the Greylriars juniors to mect
Tom. - They were at the gatea wlhen he

arcived,  And, of covrce, misunderstondings

=I5

. grave trouhble,

¥ that.

Quelch recognises this, and as a rule has oo
great difficulty in making Tom hear as much
a8 is necessary. Anyway, the deaf boy keepa
up very well with the rest in classes.

Tom Dutton's fNirst serap at Creyleiars was
with the Innocent Alonzo. But that was all
tdue to o mistake, and Alonzo has no better
friend than the deaf junior now.

It was all through a mistake that Tom
fonght with Johnny Bull, too. And Tom 15
no feeble fighting-man, for he held his own
with the sturdy, hard-hitting Johnny, That
cpndid  yonth'zs cousin, Miss Fiuffy—other-
wise Lhe Samdow Girl—visited Grevfriars, and
While in_search of her cousin ran fgainst
T'om. He understood that she had been
frightencdsby Bull—whereas, slie was not at
all the sort of young Ilndy to be frightencd
by anyope—and in real, thovgh mistaken,
chivalry, rushed off to hring Johnny to
aceountl.  Afterwards he rushed off to Court-
field on a bike to get o sprend for the
entertainment of Miss Fluify, and was tobbed
of it all on the way back—poor Tom !

When Study No. 7.-a8 now  constituteod.
was arranged, Lhree of the four in it hadd
vicions of being head of the study. Tom
Dutton put a stopper on Bonter's ambitions
by Enocking him down—not withont provo-
cation, be it added. But Peter Todd showed
Tom that his own ambition was too high.
They fought out the question. Tom fought
well, but Peter better. Thenceforward Peter
was the unquestioned head, with Tom zecond
in  command. Bunler, Peter said, might
wait on them. But ik is not on record that
Bunter ever did much waiting—exeept, o1

course, for his postal-order.

_ Brought up amongz horses, as he says, Tom
13 a really good rider, as Lie proved at the
Courtfield Flower S8how. It was in the days
when Study No. 7 had high hopes of achiev-
ing renown, and Peter Todd concidered that
it would be quite a good move for all four
of them to enter in the pony race. The
Higheliffe nuts were also entering, and ol
that came tronble—it might have been very
for a blackguardly trick
Mayed by the nuts cost Tom a heavy fall.
ut this was not in the race, and he won
with Peter sccond, Alonzo third, and

* the Higheliffe fellows nowhere.
: TPeter and Dutton have alwavs been good
e clhiums,. When Mr. Capper, the Upper Fourth
master, a somewhat peppery individual, took
2 the Remove in Mr. Quelch's nhsence, he did
& not pgive Tom fair play. Mr. Capper would
v nol belleve that he was as deaf as he geemed,
nnd caned him for hizs failure to inderstand.
Peter protested stromgly—and rightly !
Riding is not Tom Dutton's only fccom-
plishment. He is a footballer of more than

Win

Lung's fanther and
Tom's father had known each other in the
Par East: and consmquently the little Chinee
wag ready to atamd Tom's friend, to give him

hegan  ab  onee.

A welooma. He gtopped  Bulstrode from
giving him a weleome of the wrong sort—
with a pail of whitewazhi, Through Wun
Lung's intervention Bulstrode got that palil
of whitewash himecli, 30 it was not wasted.
Billy Bunter was ulso prepared to he Kind.
He toek Tom along to the teckshop, to stand
him n feed. It i3 true that Bunter"s proe
gramme included fAnding that he had left
his wad of bankootes on the grand piano—
or something to that cifect—so that Dutton
might Lo indoced to shell out.  But that
went wrong., for Dutton could not be made
to understand *

Mr. Queleh found Tom very trying al the
outact. Tom assurcd the Forme-muster that
he could always hoar guite well il people
only spoke clearlyr—an assurance which made
it all the mors difficult for Mr. Quclell to
belicve that the new Loy meant no imperii-
nence at all when he protesied again and
again his perfeet willingness to feteh beer
for the master—a thing he had not been
asked to do, of eourse. DButb one Tancics that
nownilaye Mr. Queleh fnds Tom by no mecns
among his most broublesome pupila. For it
im mob mere obstinocy which makes denf
persong object to poopls whe muinble or talk

into their beards, or seem to be discoursing
with plams n  their mouths.  And Mr.

== -——
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average ability, and a skater of specd and
skill.  The story in which he lgures most
prominently s that in which he wor the
prize of £10 offecred in a skating race, and
g wis able tn help his cousin out of
serape. In thut story is told how Harry
Wharton wanted Tom [or o mateh against
8t. Woide's: but Tom, though as Keen as
aniyone on footer, refused the honour offered
him because he was expecting  the seape-
grace cousin, and knew him to be in dilli-
culty. Dulton’z refusal made no difference ;
lie was lured oub of the gates by Peter Todd,
and that worthy, with the help of Tom
Brown. Bulstrode, and Yernon-Smith, practi-
cally Kidnapped him for the match. He
played w rare good game, toos

The DBounder wanted him for his Grey-
[riars Crusaders team, but could not make
hime understand. But. of courze, he played
in Peter Todd's team for Lhe Coker Cup.

Tom has no patience with Dunter. and that
fut voulh dislikes him heartily. Peter Todd
may believe that he will make a man of
Bunicr some day; Tom Dutton considers any
chnnge of the sort too near & miracle to ba
likely. Dut Tom has plenty of patience with
Alonzo, whose gomld lEliIﬂ-].iﬂE.l lic can see
through the simplicity that disguises them to
gsome, Thosc two spend a good many quict
and peacelul lours together, reading. But
we have never heard that Tom's taste bhab

way has induced him to borrow  thab
enthralling work, “The History of =&
Potato!™

—mm =
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By BEVERLEY KENT,
Author of ' Officer and Trooper,” “Cornstalk Bob,"” “A Son ot the Sza,"” etc., etc. !

IN A LAND OF PERIL! !
!
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

Bob  Mustersa il Ted O°Brien, an Irizh
hoy, escape from  Che clutehes of Faik, o
rugcally mwilventurer who s in pursnit of o
geerel treasure in the African wilds.  Faik
is working in collugsion with Josper Orme,
Bab's cousin, at Cape Town.  The two luds
are caplured by the natives of the Inroli
tribe, who alse surround Falk's party.  Faik
has done the clilel of the tribe a bad Lurn
in the old days, and trics to place the guilt
on Bob: but. thanks to a Fealehmuan mamed
MacGregor, amd a fricndly native—Mendi—hie
fails in his plot. Bob is acelaimed chiel on
the death of Kazna, the former leader. The
comrades zave Failk from the vengeance of
the tribe, then push on after the Lreasure,
bt are wayvlaid by Mopo amd a strong Torce,
Mopo. who iz Bab's ddeadly rival, 12 heaten
off, with his braves, amld Galza, o messenger
from the Inrobd, comes to Lheir camp.

He brings tidings of Mopo, who is8 in pur-
suit. The companiong  eluds  Mope by
diving nto the lake, and they fOond a4 won-
derful undergronmd ecountry, inhabited hy a
tribe of weird people unlike the human race,
These strangers they owereonie. secure the
gold, anpd then, afler amazing adventures,
find thoemeelves buek i the world Lhey Dl

quitted,
I::":HII" piutl wn, )

S —

Mopo Reappears,

“And ta think that we've done all we
attempted ! Ted  resmehed,. =1 knew |
would never hve ld the pluek to face It
caould T linve (orescen,  We've heén through
much. Boh, sinee (hal  cvening when  Faik
trical to track you, and we gave hiim the

chock.  That all svems now like a far-away
dream ™
“Its  ull like a0 lrcam,”  Bob  peplicd,

“It's not o year yeb sinee [ lelt Englonid.
But out here one can see more in months
than in o lifetime ot home,  And that day
whien 1 landed at Cope Town! 1T remember
it well, and my leclings when T met my
rascally coustn, Joasper Orme. Well, the
crooked game dosan't pay. He's as poor, |
euess, s the day e tried ta play me down,
it we've sl manle fortmes ™

“Ye've told me that story, nand oft 've
wonderad why he wanted Lo be il of ye,”
Mactiregor remarked, = There's something
Behibnd that, amd happen in time e will o
oot.  Amd ey et us stop for the night.
We've come n long way 2nve the start, |
reckon another woeek sttghit to bring us to the
mountain "

But in thiz comjecture the old Seateliman
was mistaken. The river turned away from
the mountain. sing hiz pockel compass,
MaeGregor zaw that. from Lraveling north,
the river hiad changed its eourse Lo the cast.

"Why, that's bringing uws  round  nicely,
instecad of toking us farther from Cape
Town ! Ted clinekled, “ It means that we'll
have the lesz distanve lo 20 when we start
the long trek.”

But MacGregor il not answer.  He sat
in deep Lhought. and from thut time on. a
certain restlessness came over him.  Every
day be looked at the compass hall a dozen
timer, and every day the river Kept turning
alightly. At lenzth, working round from the
vasl, it began to -go south. Haoh, ohserving
the sun. wpoticed Lhis, but id not speak ahout
it.  And at last they altogether lost sight of
the snow-clad mountain which for 20 loug had
been their landmark.

Then the river hegan to grow  shallow.
They had to keep carefully to the middle to
prevent the raft going aground.  And a few
days later it grew narfrow, until at last only
twenty yards separated bank from hank.
By this time the old Seotchman could not
hide his inereasing anxicty.,  Bob saw that
something was  on his wmbul, but  the Tl
waited to question hiny until they eonld speak
without the others hearing them.  The climee
came one evening.

“You're waorrying

abhout  something, Mr.
MacGregor,” he sail. - SRR

“1 am,”™ Muetiregor said.  “Amd more and

more every day 2

“What's the ecause?™

The uld man tlumzhtfully strakod hiz hesnd.

“We've been g2odng ronpd in o eirele for o
gooid time pow,” he said. Al doesn’t o
cirele always brning you to the point (romw
which you started:™

Bab nodded,

“Amd from where did
Gregor contimmed.

“From wlhich peint do von mean?” the lad
tonuired.

“When we took that dive by which we got
into that wonderful place undergrounsd.”

“We started from the lake”

“Ay. that's it, med its that that makes me
uncasy,” Mactrezor murmared. = Dinna for-
et what we lett heliind tlhivre ™

In a flash Bob undersioml, But there was
no time for further conversation, for they
were joincid hy the othiwers. Nor did a chanee
come next day, sl that evening they wepe
forced to lamd.  The hed of the river was

almost dry.

They pulled the rait o the bank, and
secured it there. MacGregor whispered o
Mendi, who =hpped away in the gathering
gloom. They hud supper, and the boys and
Galga fell asleep: but the old man sat wile

awnke, waiting for Mendi to return,

we sbarl#™ © Mac-

Prisently he stretched out his hand  and
totiched Bob, whio was dozing close hy.
“I'm uncoe' uneasy,” he said.,  “Rut not

a word lo the others!
want to talk to vel”
Bab jumped to his Tfeet and fallowed him,
1 gent Mendi to reconnoitre,” MacGregor
explained, *and he has been g long  LiThe

Come away a bit; 1

awiny. He has lfound out something, amd is
following it up. It's my helicl we are in
danger.  Help me to get the treasure out of

the raft and hide itl”

*Faik?" Rob asked,

"o ¥eu, | think so, so let uz loak sharp ™

They set to work to carey the zobd on to
the bank. Being apprehiensive, MaclGregor
had =elected a hiding-place during daylight,
and now  they earricd the treasure to it
There was a hollow close to Lhe bank. some
hundred yards forther up, which the old
Scotehman had noticedd o3 they passed. In
thia they put the gold. It dropped down
soveral feet, amd they eovered 1t with =oil
and bushes.

The work tonk quite twa hours. and evin
then Mendi had not come back. They satl
waiting his return, mostly silent. aml grow-
ing more anxious every moment.

“Whut can have happened?” Bob asked ot
lnst. “Do you think Faik has  eaught
lim #™*

“Faik conld never catch him.” MacGregor
allirmed.  ~“Bul there are those who—
Ha! Listen!™

A hoot rang out. It was repealed in ten
secomds.  MaeGregor struceled to his feet.

“That™> Memli, and he’s ranning fast.” he
sald, in great agitation. " The second ery
wis much nearer than the first, and there it
goes  oZaln. nearer - still. Wake up Uose
fellows! Get the rifle! Mendi i= being pur-
sued ™

In a moment Ted and @aiza were astir.
Bobh jumped on to the rafl Lo get the rifle.
Mendi came rushing np.

“Lo. they come!™ he eried,
his men!™

“How many?" MuacGresor askol.

“A great throne.™

'L;I'w ot the ride!™ Bob shouled from the
rult,

“Too Jate!" MuaceGreoor  shouted
“We must clear ont! Galen ! Golza '™

Galza ran to him, wul the old Scolchman
whispered in his ear. Galza bore away
swiltly to the richt along the river-hank.

"XNao, away all of ye to the left,” Mae-
Geregar said,

But o terrific yoll sounded only  twenty
vards away,  There came the rush of feet,
They =aw pleaming eyes el the zlint of
battlesaes,  Next ipstant  they were sur-
rotinaded.

“ Mopwn ol

hack.

ob, with the rifle in his hand, bad jumped
from thee raft.

“Drop the rifle!™ Mactiregor orged. *If
You fire we lose all chuncel”

The rifle clattered down,

Mopo strode forward, - His evil fuce was
full of trinmph, Leaning on his battleaxe, he
gloated over Lis priconers.

“Hoogh ™ I grunted.* “S¢ the young
white chiel am) ye of hiz race have come
bhack from the dead to face death again!
Who vow shall rule over my people? For in
an bour you all shall be with the-spirita’™

He flung up his axe, and langhed harshly.

“The torture Hrst!” he cried, “Drag
themm away!™ The torture by fire!  Anl
then the axel™

Swinging his axe areund his head, Mopo
langhed mockingly. Before him the Britishers
and Mendi stood helpless. Galza bad aped
away. Ar Mopo's bidding the other ravages
daghal tarwanl,

E—

Frisoners to Mopo.

“We canna do onything,” Maclregor ralil,
“Don’t put up a fight, lads. They wad only
ot us ‘down at once if ye did. But I've
gumething to say to that black rascal.”

He stepped forward, cool and determined.

“Oh, Mopo, son of Zinda, hearken while* 1
gpeak!™ he hegan. “For do 1 not know the
praphecies, and were they not that a white
chief should reign over the Jnrobi?™

Mopo laughed again.

“That was mere folly ! he sneered.

“Hn say you, bnt do all others ray so¥"
Mactregor asked, " Are not now In the huta
al the Inrobl those who awfit the return of
the young white chief?"—and he pointed to
Haoh. *And have they not chosen: him. know-
ing that therehy the prophecy will be fol-
flled? M what nﬂti{l then would it be to
vou to return and say that he was - dead.
Wie would heliove you? Would they not
wait through the yeara?”

Mopo lowered his axe and leaned upon it

“Thou art cunning, but thon feilest here,”
he replied, 1 have thanght of that,  Is
thire need that the wlitefaee should return-
alive?

“Amd Il yom earr
reward  do yom
demanded.

Mapa startal,

“Is not Kampa, the great medicine-man.
lis ‘friend?™ the old Seot continued. = Amd
your followers are few, and how many can
hampa snmmon at his hidding? And if you
torture the white claef, will not vengeance
he demanded ™

“Yet he would reign’ In my place,” Mopo
Answened.

MacGregor smiled.

“And for how long, think you?" he asked.
“Aml iz it hia wish that he thas shoald
reign?  Have a eare lest Lrouble hefall you.
I have spoken!™

He turned and walked back a couple of
paces. Looking at Mopo, Bob and Ted saw
that he was thinking «eeply. Presently
Mopo pulled himselil vp, and pui his axe-
handle across his shoulder.

“Thou hast gpoken with the wisdom of a
apake, amd muel iz false, hot some is troe”
he said. Il the young whiteface dies, but
ot by my commund, then how can 1 be held
to hlame? And if my wrath iz great, will it
he the weaker that 1 have time to norae itY
Pooh! Much will e scen before dawn !™

He mutlered Lo his followers. They
gathered closer round the NHritishers nna
Memdi.  Mopo had begun to stalk ahead, and
it was clear that the captives muast follow.
They did not atltempl.to resist,

“We have gained time,” MacGrégor whis-
pered Lo Baolb, _

“Yes. You've given him somelhing to
think ahout. DBut for your resonrce the ¢ni
would have come very auickly,” the lad re-
plied,  * But what did he mean, do you
think. by those last words? Thére was a
threat in them.”

“*We winnn have long to walt to ind oot

(Continued wn page 16.)

him hack dead, what
wipe  for?”  MacGregor
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IN A LAND OF PERIL.

(Continwed from page 15.)
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b said thet el wonld be seen hiofore the
:I:nun,' the olil Seot answercd. “Ho INCALS
to ilest Fy s, aind put-the Bame on anither.”
Mopo "was walking swiftly on ahead. The
pbhor #avages made the prigoners press on.
Atter hald an honr or se they ecame to A
widie guily, sml poassed throngh it. On the
Tt =hde was o pluin, wd here they entered
aonrovi of trecs

The “savaces hald prepared o eamp.  Fires
were sl bmeniege, aed  the prisoncrs were
sllowed - to sit dovwn Dy oone in the ecntre.
whilst  their captors gathered  before  the
others,  Wilh o siglh, Ted dropped to the
HAR L L IR

“This iz a fair Knock-out,” he sad, "adler
all we'se come throngh! Do you think that
seonndrel  Mope means to carry ont his
thriat '™

“1 mive him & hint that Dol o ng wish
to reden over the tribe, nmd 1 think that may

fiave  imfuenecid imo oo hit,”™ MacGregor
answercd. TBnt soemothine is poing to hap-
prctl masiilg,

Xl where 6 Galen? Me clcarcl ol

pewbty snenrt,” Ted continged.

"1 thought it woll that ;e at least shieaid

b oreee o help ns, i possible,” the old seot
nnswerml.

Al the Prensnre ™ Ted groaned. " They 'l
tiied 10 o the ratt, and Yrocee on to i, or
wlae aleop il in the viver!"”

S treasure is 0 sare,” Bobo explalned.
“Mr. Mactrregor amd 1 oearcicd dnd hid it
whil=l you wore asleep. It onee we get ot

of L=, we'll bieve no troalde aboab thint ™
The <aviges hud Inin down to sleep, exoepl
Tt o Tow suartds who wore postal ot eiortain
points, amd Mopo, who sl stalked abont the
et After o while Bolr spoke mseain,
“Mendiowenubd not have much ditfeully in
ding a0 hunk.” he suescstod,
thesie fellows, ad knows how to ereep dlong.
Wonhda' it e a good Lhing to seaid hing oot
lu MSATILLTTITA S (g
“Why do yvoar Chinds thal?? Ted askd,
“Bocause 1 el sere that Mopo st by
waibins I.n et oomessaee ol some s=orl,” Hob
veopedied, How clse con wie expdoin s voagoe
flireal that wweli wonld be secn betore tho
down? He's waifing Yor it te happen.”
“1 think so, ton,” RMactiecser avroed, * Aand
Ll al=o we st remember liis other threat,
that 10 BRob dicd, but et by his coomnand, Lo

cotibil wet he held to blame.  Someonc is on
1 (TR TS I chucklid, amil stroked his
benril,  “Yes, by all moang et Mondi go.”

poly turnial o the Back boyv. At the samde

mwiemend Ted atbored ane exclamstinng,

“Mbhat’s Mopn ap to nowdT he asHed,
"I lenving  the eamte aned duoa lineey,
Illll 2

“1||| *-l'i:-"l'i{ .llll":lli'“-:- 1'|."|'ii.—'!.

i, Moeweds, veiened o0 whiite e Wirle =l
heart as Hreave a8 o T, yoar enn belpe Lo

Phiwart Chese jackols, who woulid comnpiess onr
et ruetion,” he said, spoeaking et " Ko
boo. Muspwy s dlistarled dne libs i, aowd, sei,
Tier i+ leaving his people? ” Why thns does e
aag? M ois not [or our goodd,  Follow  Bim.
tloetn, st hiringe bk fhe Lihdings= we
i':1'l.'!":.-1 |

"'liI:ll|'|"|.'

k=

Uondien,” Moenddi siti=wierisel, s oyes
ahifntine.  “Amd wore Chan that swoulid 1ok
for oy elide . For oy heart is sore that |
failedd to warn thee in thoae. Bal o pow | owadl
tesl tail, of that he sure. Dol fie ye all
down, amd et e lie nexte the fire so that
these jackials may =ec. Thew wiil thiy thiok
I oamt =6l Iying hidden feonr thweir coze when
I owne T pway.”

“Good votion '™

Ted sl jumping

“He's ome ol
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up. “Let's ol walk abeut o bit first to
attract their attention. They'll pet on the
alert, thinking we mean to make o break for
irecdom. They won't toke their cyes off us,
amnd then when we Iie down they 14 sure to
notiee for certain where Meoadi s

They ot up, amd began to stroll about.
At oned the zuards called to one another,
e the obther savages sprang ta their feet,
Teworing the hinbbab, ie idventurers movedl
around the lire, stomping  theie  feet, atul
swinging their arme a5 0 oeohl, After live
minutes o &0 they lay down aml pretended
to acltle for sleep.  SBilence spread over the
catp meain.

They did not stir.  Bub from where Bob
lay he econld see Mendi; and drom thae to
time the L opeoned his eyes amd gianced b
him. At last Bob began to wonder it the
Ilaek Loy bl not fallen asteep. Bug when

next hwe looked hie had mone! Without the
slizhtost, sownd he bad lett.

Thoey lay still, nnd prescutly Toed spoke.

“Did  yon lwar  anything?”  Le  asked
anedilenly.

“Wo," Robe replivid.

“I'm eertoin I heard o cry, bul very far

WY
“lact us hape
Ehine.” Bol said,
“ihe Galza ! MacGregor niurinrad,

Momdi b= foumld ont some-

o Bl

astonishment of botl lads, who thooght he
witd asleep. ] ; 3
“[ forgot about Galen,” Ted sabd, ©Did

you hear that ery, Mr.o MucGregor:”

“No"

“Phen [ suppose 1 omust bave becen nis-
Laken.. Thiz sort of thing gct= a1 o fellow
somehow, -Awl 1'in fﬁirilrll\ hangey, 1 oalo
hopes these scoundrels will have the decency
Lo give us hreakfast, anyhow.™

He groaned so vunm..:.kh Lliak 1w
baed to stifle u laugh,

S Ped’s always np or down,”
“Now that he's not going to be
he's thinking of his grul.”

= A true Irishman,” :

“He's either all of n fizzle, or ¢l he's as
melancholy as an old erow on i Lreg 10
winter, They'll give ve wealies, Ted, il ye
tulk to them very mice.  Amd alter that
Lhey'll =tart sharpening their axes, nanl
Halla! Ye were right, thongh. There goes
a rry for certonin.  But Jdinnn =tir—dinne
=tir "

“ Mendi Dhas gol  the rifle
drojpied it hy the raft i7 Lok
Listen to that oweain!™

A =econd shol, sharp il eleae, canpe il--
tinetly to thum. Tha huulr_u wiste: shouting

ulhers

Bk remnarked, |
Frtrmt livee,

Muelireoor  saifd.

e
whore |1
AN

freei
g:q-.in-il,

and vogning to and fro, Baet the jdven-
turera lay atill.

w Itaise yourself o hil, Bob, amd Bayve o
look,” MoeGregor suggested, =W a0 thi-
going an they winnn wobiee ye”

ady ant s, anld drew o :—’rl:||'p ITEATR IR

“They ' re rinning abont on every shle,” b
ufl. = They™ve been thrown milo o patie,
I think, sl withoul Mopa they don'l ko
what to do.”

vt wir holt fore §1 4= Fiald

“Nol yet. One Foelloww =
thicne,  Hao oy aifeveisil. Al
rife segin, owd aoaother =hiol,
Mewdi can't he the ouly o
iloisa tliis mean ¥

sithinl g
rying
1 e
Al
firing

[ov  Fally
(SLRLARS i e
st ber !

W hal

The swvaoes by thil (i wete pladnls in
a s=tate of oreat plovm.  ANaadn =hobs were
firied in gnick succession,

SXemlE ean’t vse onorile,” Teal =aiel. = e
always been alrnid of ome”

=Thirett enw a0 Writish hunting ports L
caming thi= way, anmd s Galen live 1ol
this of one pecdienment 2 Boboashed.

“That's hawdly feasilile,” Mactircem -z
vesbal, S We arve wlwere o white nain ey

{rld baefone.™

CXNert wea s Jesgpe gl comadiidn digad fpag
hriskly sprleivadied foabaloernd of Phis eaceiting =torg.}
= =

NOTICE.
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In future we shall only print the actual number of copies
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you order your copy in advant:, disappointment is certain.
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I:F""“' g e, e e ] e B e ¥ 5 e i

For Next Monday :
“THE FALL OF THE BOUNDER!"™
By Frank Richards.

It is nob casy bo imagine Herbert Vernon-
smikl, whom  we havie known &n long s
the strojghtest-going of fellows, returning Lo
Ll .old ways that earned him the T1]t1.‘ll‘|’iilil|1.'
nickname of thoe “ Bowmder” il e goes
bitca to thew in Whis story, and lhds hinsely
al onee up against Harry Wharlon & Co., Lis
heste Triends.  There is some excuse for him,
but not emongh to amount Lo justification,
Yit he never wholly Ekills one’s sympathy.
Hi: may be the Bounder of old—erafty, un-
seruplons, dissipated—but it i with o dilles-
forget the debt he

cnee. Ho cannob guite A 1
owes to Wharton, or the real  ifriendship
between  them. Amd Marjorie Iascldenc’™s

friendship connts, too,  In nest week's story,
ol some others which will follow it ong sces
him tueged both ways, but kept from the
worst by his own better pature aud the
remmants of the inlluenee which these wae
have over him,

Every rveader ©f 1lne
[fhese serivs. 1 oame sope.

MaGgxer will enjoy

ANOTHER LETTER FROM THE
MESOPOTAMIAN FRONT.

Alaster Fisher and Master Boyd comie in loar
it again this week. The letter ol theirs
which 1 printed in a4 Chat some little ~time
Hgo has aroused decp indignation among my
service readers. From near and far hmve
comp  seathing  rebukes of these two over
weening youths, who took it upon themselves
to sneer ot the notion of soldicrs and szailors
really caring anything about our puper.

“A. T. D" writes from the Mesopotnmi
Front to say thuat if Fisher and Boyd were
out theee they “would not worry themselves
about  Teagues  amd - back  numibers. They
wonld b "I:-l.:I: of the snnounvement that the
mails were in, so that they could have
good resd. That's whint soldicrs wnd sailors
want the Mawaner for!  As for your notices,
that cannot have been any more to any o
theem than o side-line —-!I{:IHIIH" at. all to W
in 1,000, T should sav.” | |IJ|'||"L never written
tiv won belore, s bave never ashod for
tobice s hut ever sinee [ left Englapd the
papiers linve been senb e by my mother every
week., T think this litthe advice will ahout
it Fizsher .m:l Boyd—' nevp your ]u.nmv:'h in

vimr pockets! As lor me, and for TTHY IR
nnother man serving  lis lifllr_ aied Ueninlrey,
weo =av . Moy the MAagsED prospers &

CAN'T BE HELPED !

Tlae preper slioebage las lH[itIH.”l"li u- Lo yut
down the number of pages ngoin. Noo ol
srnmbling—we sre on el shorter lﬂi-illluf-
of puper than of food!  In ovder to give as
ineh s possibde in the space, thie proprietors
of the paper have resolvesd to reiase all alver-
tisemenls for the |lj'|,‘--l'H|:—:I:I|li this is o ligeer
awerifice thun some of my reade rs iy ntrnlm

—ail 1 have had part of the issuc aet in &
smullor type. which gives nearly half as much
acoin o p gerge, 1o not thionk it woulid T
wige to sel the long story in thas type. fesw-
L1 '

Peobably mo=t ol my rewders et Throngh

that lomg <tory gl o =ingle =itting,  In thi-
type it u.mllni b s strain on their eyes,  Baod
the = Gresteinrs Gallers,”™ Lhe serial l:lhl.a|
mient, sd the Chal ecan be pead one at™
Cimne, sl opeh dn oo Few piinnfes mtlmu'
nny @reid =SLomin. '
My loval readers will oot cromdde, 1 ogim
S, I they Deel dispeecd to, bt them
o re whal we are 2iving—in gquantity o
rpuelit vy —withe whal ofher papers oive, and |
alm sure thes will gee thot we still =tod

alicaed, hoth points conziskered, As or Those
whioo g2rimble  abwout 1'1-'|1,1.'l|.1hl}.’."[hil','r will
Srose eew, ol conrse ! int thoere, it can't
L Beelpresl,  Floere's a0 owar o, vonl know !
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