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HOW
EVERY
BATURDAY.

A NEAR THING FOR BILLY BUNTER!

(A thrilling incident from the grand school story of Coreyfriers, dinside.)



2 “UPTHE Q' !"

READ THE INTERESTING FOOTER ARTICLE BELOW, GHUMS !

AS it over siruck vou that, genor-
ally speaking. the names of the
big football clubs are what
might he called “dry as dust ™

—lacking in imagination? To this
general summniary there arc one or two
cxeeptions. In Seotland they have a
club called Queen of the Bouth, That's

And in London they

romattic mmugh._ _
rient—a title out of the

have Clapton
ardinary.
How the Orient came to have such a
ngme i85 “wrapt o mysterr.” Two
tales are told as to the why and the
wherefore of it. One tale—wnich T am
most inclined to believe—is that in the
olden days—going back lo 1888—there
was associated with the Clapton Cricket
Ulub, ont of which the football club
grow, & man who was closcly con-
nna:_tud wilth the Orient Line of steam-

zhips,

’Ehe: other story 13 that somebody had
a bhright dea of tacking. the word
Orient on to the title of the club be-
ratze their pround was situated in the
Fast Tud of Jondon—and the Orient
15 the East. Whether this story i3 true
or not, it has given the cartoonists a
handle to work upon, and the Orient
are now genorally depicted in the guise
of a Chinaman.

# Come on the O's!"

We sroe not going to quarrel  about
the orvigmm of the name of Clapton
Oriont, however. What we can say
without any srgument iz that the name
has given the supporters of the club

ong of the fnest
of battle cries. Hesr
fhern from " Spion

Kop,” as they call it,
when the Orient are
hard ot iE: "“Came
on the O's!™ It 13 u
lina battle cry, stir-

ving the players to g5
extra effort, And &
some  such  outside

help is wanted, be-
vause the Orient have
usuelly been among
ihie strugglers of the
feotball world. et
they go forth to
battle week by week,
fnll of faith, of
rourage, of whole-
hearted endeavour. It
liag not been in them
lo command SUCCeEs
ont of the ordinary,
but they have done
their best to deserve

tE.

And the struggle
goes on,  Jusk one
interesting roinet-
denee connected with
the club before T tell
vou of the Oriental
playvers of  fo-day.
This “Spion Kop”
part aof the Orient
fnothall ground to
which T have alluded

Haops, Wood,

i I:tmdlng from |

i

Evans, M,

covers what wasz formerly a whippet-
racing track. It is likely that next
summes there will be greyhound racing

on the ground of the Clapton Orient
foothall club,

Too Good to Last!

In the early daye of the present
season theore was great rejoicing out
Clapton way, for the (s ™ were going
very strongly indeed. They had a
place right at the top of the League
table. It was a giddy height to which
the Orient woere unaccustomed, but
those of us who know football best felt
that it waz too good to last: that the
slender resourees of the elobh, =0 far
a5 reserve plavers goes, would tell when
injuries came along.  And that has
actually come about. They can't talk.
of -:hmiﬁimmhips now around the loca
Bridegs Road, but they are still full of
faith, and it 1s a fact that the “{rs”
thiz seaszon are beiter than the club has
hoasted for same time past.

In some places the club 15 exception-
ally well szevrved, and this certainly
applics to the position beiween the
¥msl¢_ Arthur Wood, who guards the
ort, 15 one of the giants of foothall n
rvery sense. IHe is =0 big that I have
iwcard forwards complain that there is
o room to shoot at either side of hin.
He came from Bouthampton some years
ago, and when I tell you that he had
e spell of well over two hundred
League matches in swecession von will
son that he is a regular fellow. Cap-
tain of the side, too, and a prime

CLAPTON ORIENT'S TEAM

@&1 r

FPowell (trainer), Dufly.

aft to right 1bncl¢_r¢w} photo shows ! érmﬂhant, Mr. T. 8. Ludlord {Director},
Front row : Colline,
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This Week :

Claptml;ac Orient

the East End Club which,
during the early part of the
seasomn, carried all before them.

T TR (R LT B

favourite. “The fincst gozlkeeper who
has never received an  Iulernational
cap,” is one apt description.

Compelled to Sell?

The trouble is thuat, when ithe Orient
get a  player “capped,” they cannob
afford to keep him when other clubs
come along with a fat cheque. Tho
recent caze of Tom Evans illuatratgs
this. Mo sconer had the merits of this
defender been recognized by Wales than
other clubs began to make overtures for
his serviees, and a few weeks back he
was tranaferred to Newcastle United.
In hiz place the " O's " have & former
member of the Tottenham Hotspur Cup.
winning team in Beb McDonald,

As full-back companion McDonald has
FPhilip Hope, a now playver for the
eurrent scasan, whe eame from South-
end, and he highly pleased his new
masters, He and Beb Dennison, the
inside-left, had a ecurious experience.
They nreh started their serious foothall
carcer with Norwich City, and staved
thore until May of 1924, both joining the
“(rs " this seasom.

Tn a team ltke the Orient experiments
muszt be made slmost continmally, ansd
that is why DBrosdhent, originally a
centre-forward with Brentford, is now
figuring with distinetion at right-half.
Eroadhent i3 one of ‘those “ready for
anvthing ** players, the handyman of the
civh

(Continued on pege 28, cal. 3.)
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THE GOOD SAMARITAN !

Bunier, for he goes ont of his wcay to help a homeless wcalf wcho has rendered him o serpice,
ix inore surprizcd af Fis andden showe of grofifude than Willam George Bunter himself!

Evidenily the Christmas spivit still burna sivongly in the podgy form of Willium George

And perhiaps no one

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of the Chums of Greyiriars School, dealing with their
adventures during the Christmas vac. at Wharton Lodge.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton’s Guest !

ik o
R “Now, look lhere, Bunier——"
id }?I{]'ﬂll !.Fl

“I tell yor—"

i Ih_l_ﬁ !J'! ]

Billy Bunter was Harry Wharton's
guest at Wharton Lodge. Some guests
would not have talked to their kind
hosts and entertainers in this style. Dut
William CGreorge DBunter had his own
maenners and customs, which be ecarried
with him wherever he went.

In the Remove passage at Greviriars
Harry Wharton might have taken the
fat junior by the seruff of the neck and
linocked his head against the wall, But
such methods were not suitable for
Wharion Lodge, even with so peculiar
g guest as Billy Bunter,

“Now, look here, vou fat duffer e
broke in Bob Cherry. ,

“You shut up, Cherry U

£ ll'r]!’li'l-l.i.?”

“Bhur up !t -

Bob Cherry breathed hard through his
TOGE,

“In my estecred opinion,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, “ the kick-
fulness 15 the proper caper.”

" Hear, hear! said Johuny Bull.

“Any objeetion fo a fellow kicking
your guest, Wharton®” inguired Frank
Mutgent.

Harry Wharton laughed.

"Mone at all. Dut——"

“ 0O, veslly, Wharton—"'

“Ide have a little sense. Dunter”
weged Wharton, “I tell vou the lake is
nof safe for skating——"

“ Kot I

“There's been a thaw-—"

“Nosh !

“We've given it up.” sawd Harry,
“We're going over to ]{’»'::m-dfurd to see
the football match instecad. Come along
with ws."

“(Catch me tramping three miles fo see
a football match!” said Billy DBunter
contemptuously. “Pifle! You {feliows
:::1::&:1113, and skate, as we zrranged yester-

&yt

“I tell you the lake isn't safe for
skating!” bawled Bob Cherry., *That's
why we've chucked 18"

‘ ‘I:I You're funky,” said DBunter cheer-
ully.

“Wha-a-t "

“ Funky ™ ]

The Famous Five of the Remove

starcd at Willlam George Bunter. For
the faticzt and funkiest fellow at Grey-
friars to accuse them of fnnking was
really a little too thick., Five pars of
hanhds fairly twitched with the longing
to collar William George Bunter and
Lump him. In the Remove passage at
Greyfriars  Bunter most undoubtedly
would have been bumped, and bumped
hard, As it was, he had a very narrow
escape in the hiall of Wharton Lodge.

“What you [fellows want,” pursued
Bunter victorionsly, “is a little pluek.”

" You—you—yvou—--" pasped Bob
Cherry.

“MNow, I've got o little pluck,” soid
Buanter.

“¥ou have—a wvory
Bob Cherry.

“The littlefulness 1s terrific!’ assented
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “It 13 so
terrifically little as to be unobservablo.”

Billy Bunter's fat lip curled in &
SMOET.

“Well, I'm going skating on the lake,
when you fellows funk it, and chance
it,” he answered., “If you mean that
vou don't want to lend me vour skates,
Wharton—""

little ! agreed

By FRANK RICHARDS,

“I'll lend you the skates any time, {at-

head! But I tell you the 1ce won't
bear 1" exclaimed Wharton, "My uncle
looked at it this morning, and i’w told
mae 30"

“1 dare say he's funky, too.” N

*“What? velled Wharton.

“"These old jossers haven't much
nerve, you know,”

"“These old what? said Wharton

almost dazedly.
¥ Jozzers ! sald Bunter cheerfully,
The captain of the Greyfriavs Remove
drew a deep breatl. He pointed to the
open  doorway, which gave a view of
the drive and the leafless lrees in the

park beyand.
“"You see that door, Bunier!" he

asked very guictly,
“Eh? Yes! “‘iat about it®

“If vou speak of my uncle like thut
again you'll go through it, with my
boot belind you ! _

‘There was a geperal grin among the
Co. Harry Wharton™s chums  hed
wondered a little how the captain of the
Remove was able to bear paetiently with
so very peeuliar and original & guest
as Yilliam George Bunter. It realiy
looked as if lis patience was breaking
down aob last,

Duinter blinked at Harry
through his big spectacles.

“Ti that's the way vou talk to a puest.
Wharton, I can't say I think much of
vaour manners,” he said,

“You're rather an  autherity  on
manners, old fat man,” remarked
Johnoy Bull sarcastically.

‘I never speak to a guest like that
at Bunter Court!” said the Owl of the
Remove, with dignity.  “Unless you
apologise, Wharton, I dop't see how
can stay under your roof any longer.”

* Fathead !

Tre Macwer Linrany.—No. 1,0358.
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1 u;:}iting for your apology.”

-l.l I:

Evidently
broken down! @

“atill, I'mr vzed to Jour bad manners,
remarked Buater. “If I can. stand ‘e
a1l the term at Greyfriars, I suppose 1
can stand 'em during the Christmas
holidays. The fact is, it wouldn’t be
convenicnt for me to leave hero sud-
denly. I've turbed down Lord Maule-
vorer's Invitation-————"

“If any.” remarked Nugent.

“And T've told my old pal, D'Arcy
of 8t. Jim’z, that I can’t come to his
place—~" . .

“He muzt have jumped for joy when
he heard that ! remarked Bob.

“ Beast " A

“Took here, Bunter, are you ::':J-u:m'afi
over to Woodfond with us?’ aske
Harey. “YWe've got to start, or we shall
he late _

“I'm going skaiing.”

“You can't, I tell you!”

I.Ilaté!u

“0Oh, let him rip!” growled Johnny
Bull, “Ii he gets drowned it won't be
mnuch loss to anvbody ™

“Look here, you chesky rotier——"
roared Dunter. _

*Como, come ' said o cheery volce, as
(Colonel Wharton came into the hall
“YWhat is the argument about, my
bowsT"

Billy Bunter blinked at the colonel,

“These fellows are funky of skating
on the lake,” he explained. *They've
chucked it up because they're scared.
He. he, hel” _

“The ies iz not s=afa to-day,” said
(‘olonel Wharton eyveing the fat junior
_ra’L’hl:r curionsly. 1 have locked at
it, "

“(h, it"z gl] right ¥ said Bunier. “1'm
pot fumky. I'm chancing if, anyhow.”

The colonel frowned.

“1)o wven mean that vou are going
skating on the lake, Bunter, although I
Lhave told von that the ice is not safe?”
hie demanded.

“You see, I'm &,Fﬂ{’d gskater, and T'm
not muaeh weight,” explained Bunter.
“¥ zhall be all right.”

“Not much weight!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “Oh, my enly hat!”

“The weightiulness is reaily tervifie,
iy esteemed fai Bunter,” murmured the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“*Rats ta you, Inky !

Wharton's patience had
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“¥ou will not go skating this after-
noon, Bunter,” said Colonel Wharion
severaly.

“Oh, realls, sip—>"

“Whrile you are my nephew’s guest
here, I am reﬂmusihla far vou,” zaid the
colonel.  “You may imagine, Bunter,
that vou know better than your clders,
but I forbid you to go near the lake to-
day. Understand that distinetly.”

“ Look hero—="

“You need say no more,” said Colonel
Wharton curtly, and he walked across
the hall and disappeared into the
library. )

Billy Bunter blinked afier him, and
then Eiinked at the Fawwous Five, n
great wrath and indignation,

“Well, of all the thomping cheek”
he ejaculated. o

Wharton compressed his lips.

“Will you come with ns, Bunter "

“MNo, I won't! sonapped Dunter
sulkily.

“Then yon can stay in, or go and cat
coke, and be blowed to vou! Come on,
vou fellows [

And Harry Wharton & Co. walked
out, leaving William George Bunter
glaring after them, with a glare that
almost eracked his big spectacies.

-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Good Tarn !

i IPSIES ¥ remarked Bob
Harry Wharton & Co. were

stepping ont briskiy.,  Tha
road ran along the high park wall of
Wharton Lodge, and onr a belt of grass
beside the road, at a short distanece from
the gates, a gipsy caravan had camped.
The junmiors gave the encampment a
carcless glance as they came up to it.
A dark, rough-looking maon was seated
on the shafts of the van, smoking a
pipe. The door of the van, at the hack,
was closed.

“Hallo, halle, halle!®
EQ‘}J. * Look 1®

“Aly hat!” ejaculated Whartou.

The juniors weuld have passed on,
with & cursory glanee, but for a rather
peeuliar circumstance that drew their
attention as they came up. The litile
window of the van was open, and from
within the caravan a Iazd was climbing
out, The window was small, and tha
gipsy lad was rather hefty in build, so
he was rather squeezing than climbing
ouf. The chums of the Greyiriars
Remove stared at him in surprize. Why
the fellow should be sgu&eziug ot of
the little window instead of leaving the
caravan by the door, was 2 mystery to
them.

They slackened speed a little, watch-
ing the young gipsy oz they drew
nearer the van.

He was making no sound as he
sqtieezed through the little window, and
they could see that his face was set and
tense. The man sitting on the shalts
had his back to the van, and could not
see what the juniors saw, and evidently
had no suspicion of it.

“Bomething’s up here!” mwurmured
Nugent. “That kid's lecked in the van,
vou fellows, and ha's trring to bolt I”

“"Looks like it,” agreed Whartan.

The Famong Five were quite near the
van now, and the gi{}s:f lad heard their
foolsteps, and looked towards them.

Hiz dark eves fized on them with an
imploring look. . .

He did not speak, obviously being
afraid of drawing the attention of tha
man whe was smoking near at hand.
But his leok was eloguent. As plainly
as words could have expressed his mean-
ing, he was beseaching the passing

murmred

schoolboys not to draw 1he gipey's
attention te him and his effort to
escape from the caravan.

Harvy Wharton looked ab the gipsy
on the shaftz. He was a burly, jow-
browed, sullen-faced man, and the
captain of the Remove noticed that a
thiek, heavy stick lay beside him in the
grass. It was not difficult to guess {hat
that stick had been used ou the boy n
the van.

“Don't give the kid away ™ muilercd
Wharton. “It's no business of ours.
Just walk on™

“Yes, rather™

But at that moment the smoking gipsy
looked round, doubiless having heard
the footsteps of the approaching juniors.

He rose to his feet, scowling, and
knocked out his pipe on the van. At
the same instant he sighted the boy.
who was npow out of the little window
and about to drop to the ground. '

A black, savage scowl came over his
dark face.

“Ralph, get back ¥ he shouted.

He stooped amd grasped the stick
from the grass, and came along with
greoat sirides as the boy dropped to the
road.

“Look out, kid ¥ yelled Tob Chorry,
as the heavy stick whirled in the air
over the boy's head.

But the boy was looking out.

He dodged the angry blow, wlich
would certeinly have hurt him very
considerably had it landed on him, and
darted into the road.

“ Stop 1 shouted the man. !

He plunged furiously after the litle
fugitive. striking out Hereely with the
hetivy stick.

The boy dodged round the group of
juniors, who had stopped in the road,
rather nouplussed. They had no desire
to intervens in 8 gipsy shindy, and it
was no affair of theirs; but it was plain
that the boy had been ill-uzed. The
man undoubtedly was a brutal vuffian,
and without stopping fo think about it,
ihe chums of the Reomaove closed op in
the way of the pipsy, to give the lad o
chance to cleav.

“Mind what vou're deing with Lhat
stick, my man!” rapped out Whavton
sharply,  “Dao vou want to erack the
kid's head?”

“I'll do what I lke!” roaved the
gipsy. “Get out of the way!”

“ Btand back ' snapped Wharlon.

The gipsy's breath was laden with the
fumes of liguor, and it was evident Lthaf
the man had been drinking heavily.
Certainly he was not in a state to be
truzted to deal with anyone with that
heavy stick in hiz grip.

“¥es, chuch it!” said DBob Cherry.
Wait till you're sober.”

The gipsy Iad had run a few paces up
the road, and then, as if realising that
he had no chance of escaping by Hight,
he darted aeross the belt of grass and
made a spring at thoe high park wall
that bordered the road. Put the jump
wus Loo high for him, and he missed his
hold and came down into the grass with
& heavy bump and a gasping cry.

The gipsy, avoiding the group of
juniors, ran across the grass towards
Flim as he lay pamiing.

Wharton set his teeth.

“Stop him1” he exclainwed,

“ ¥es, rathor 1

“The stopfulness wiil be tervific.”

The Imavf cundgel was whirling over
ihe Loy as he lay pauting in the grass,
when the Famous Five rushed on the
gipsy. They charged him together, and
the man, musenlar and heavy as he was,
wend spmning. He spat out an angry
oalth as he went staggering and
gprawling.

The boy Ralpl scrambled to his feek.
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Grasping a thick stick, the gipsy came along with great strides, as Ralph dropped o the road.
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* Look out, kid ! " yelled

Bob Cherry. But the huy was looking out. He dodged the angry blow, which would certainly have hurt him very nunmdemhl:f

had it landed, am:l darted into the road.

He gave a wild glance round, and the
Fear in his face went to the hearts of the
schoolbovs, Whatever might be the
dispute between the man and the boy,
all their s}-inpaﬂn Wik with the latter,

“Here, young 'un,’ exclaimed Bob
Cherry, “you’d bettee hook it! L'l
give you a bunk up

He prasped the little f; ipsy and
bunked him up the high wal

“Good man!™ panted Johnny Tull.

The gipsy lad did not lose the chance.
With Bob's hefty aid he serambled like
a cat over the high wall. He threw a
leg over the top, and sat there for a
mement, panting.

“Thank you, sir 1" he gasped.

“All serene, kid” grinned DBob.

“I'm going, Michael 17 shouted the
little gipsy. “ You won't sce me again,
vou beast! You can do vour own
chicken- stealing after this, Michael 1”

The gipsy had scrambled up. Jﬂ-hnm
Bult had wrenched the cudgel from his
hand and tossed 1t over the pack wall
The man, with an infuriated face, stood
fdmmg gt the boy on the summit of the

igh wall, out of the reach of his angry
elntehes.

“ ek down, Ralph ™ he said hoarsely.

Ralph laughed breathlessly. His
fear had left him now that he was our
of the reach of the ruffian.

“T'ir going, Michacl ! he said taunt-

ingly., “I'm going, you brute! You
won't uie that stick o me again! Yon
can steal for yourself mow, you beast,

and I hope vou'll get taught and sent
to chokey 1™
And with that

the hittle gipsy deopped

on the inner side of the high wall and
vamshed from sight.
Michael uttered a savage oath,

“I'll find yon, Ralph!” he yelled
furbcusly.  “*I'll break every bone in
vour body!”

There was no reply from Ralph. The
high wall Lid him from sight as he
vanished through the leafless trecs of
the parl-:

"The gipsy staved up at the wall, as if
thinking of climbing it and taking up
the pursuit of the boy through the park.
But he gave up. that :dea, and turncd
round to the juniors, with bitter fury in
hiz face.

“You helped him to geb away!” he
growled, through his discoloured teeth.
“You helped that whelp get away from
his master, you young hounds!"

“And & jolly geod thing, too!” ex-
claimed Nugent indignantly. “If veu'ro
his master, ho would have to go o long
way to find a worse one!”

“Ii you're not his father, tho kid has
a right to leave you if he chooses!™ said
Harry Wharton. *'It's a free country 1™

“You've holped him to get awayt”
gnarlod Michacl, “He's pot awav afore,
and I've had to hunt for him. I'll makeo
you pay for iti"

And the burly ruffian, clenching Pis
heavy fists, rushed at the Famous iy i,
hiiting out ripht and left,

“Tiack up!” reared Bob Cheorry.

No doubl Michacel, the giper, expected
te knock the schoolboys aboubk at his
own sweet will, Puat in that Michacl
was making rather o mistake. The

Famous Five of Greyfriars were not ro

friars.

(See Chapter 2.)

e handled easily, even by a helir,
burly rufian. Instead of scattering be-
focre his fierce zush, they <losed o on
him, and grasped him on all sides.

Crash!

Michael came to the ground with a
concussion that made his senses swim.
lle yelled wildly as he landed:

“Ow, ow!”

The juniors left hum. lyving in the
grass, and went back to the road.
Michael sat up on the grass, and blinked
after them dazedly. But he did not get
on his feet. Apparently he had had
enough of hunr.lhn% the heroes c-i Groy-

A torrent unplea.aau!: anguage
poured from his lips as he starcd
dizzily at the juniors.

“Clome  on, you
Clierry ﬂheenl

Aud the Famous Five walked on their
way. For & h:-ntg distance down tho
road the gipsy's forious voice followsd
them.

“MNice man!” remarked Bob. “I hopoe
he won't get hold of that kid again.
We shall be late for the footer matele.”

“Dut we have done a goad turn, my
esteemed  Bob," said Huarree Jomsed
am Singh, "and the good turniuvlness
1z the execrable duty of honourable and
ridiculous Scouts!'”

“TTear, hear!” chuekled DBob.

And Hoarey Wharten & Ce. wallked on
briskly to Woodford, where they forgd
all sbout Mhichacel, the gipsy., &35 they
watched thoe Soccer mateh.

Tre Magwer Lipkaey.—No. 1,038,

men i

said DBob



5 INTRODUCE A NEW CHUM TO THE " MAGNET" TO-DAY! THANKS!

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
Bunter Looks for Trouble !

13 IEEK " growled Billy Bunter.
Dunter was indignant.

William George Bunter was

not being treated, at Wharton
Lodge, as he considered so agreeablo
and distinguished & guest ought to have
heon treated.

Ho wasz temtpted to shake the dusi of
e Lodge from his feet, and depart
with dignity. —

Baut ha did not think of vielding to
1iab temptation, : :

The fack was that, fascinating fellow
ai Bunter wasg, people did not scem to
searn for hiz socicty as they ought to
have done. Invitations did not pour in
upon him in the vacation as be had a
right to expect that they should. True,
he could always have gone home; and,
from his deseriptions of Bunter Court,
anyone—who Jid not know Bunter—
might have supposed that the home of
the Buualer (ribe was a very attractive

lace.

But William Gemgé: never seemed to
be keen on Bunter Court—and, appar-
sntlv, Bunter Court was not kecn on
William George, for he always obtained
permission io .»jp{.-ml his holidays away
from home without the slightest difh-

enlty, His brother Sammy and  his
sister Buessie bore his absenee with the
wreatest  fortitude, and  his  pavenis

sepmed to thrive on 1t

Sn Dunter did not think soriously of
sheking the dust of Wharton Lodgs
from his fect, and leaving the chums of
the Rentove deprived of his charmuing
company. YWharton Lodge was, 1n fact,
his only refuge from home; it was a
ecaso of any port i a storm. ]

Bunter had io make the best of it.

I3utk he was guile resolved that ho
was not gomz fo stand any check, even
from  Clolonel  Wharton.  He did net
think of saying so to that gentleman
himself; there was something in_the
colonel's eve that guelled even Billy
Bunter's fat impudence. -Still, he was
not going to stand it. Colonel Wharton
had forbidden him to go skating that
afternoon. For that reasom, if for mo
other, Bunter was gowng.

Had Bunter believed that the ice
was not safe, wild horses would not have
dhingged him on the Jake. But Dunter
knew better. Lt was Bunier's peculiar
syitem mever to tell the truth i =
“whopper ? would serve his purpose
ngually well; and he never could under-
dand that other fellows followed any
diflerent system. His view was that the
Famous Five wanted to chuck up the
skating excursion, becauso they pre-
forred to watch the football malch ak
Woodford.

Bunter did not prefer to watch the
feothall match. He would not on any
account have walked three miles to sco
a Saccer mateh, though he would, per-
haps, have walked & greater distance to
avoid playing in one. Having changed
thoir minds E‘L:htl-uta tho skating excunrsion,
the Co. had told him that tha ice was not
«afe; that was how Bunter looked at it.
And he was jolly well going skating if
he jolly well liked} Tt was a case of
fools rushing in where angela feared 4o
tread. Colgnel Wharton's prohibition
culy mado hima the more obstinate!
Juzt as if a fellow couldn’t de as ho
liked, Bunter reflected indignantly.

S0 the Owl of the Remove selected
Wharton's best skates, put them under
his fat arm, and sneaked quictly out of
tha house, anxious to avoid the colonel’s
eya as he went. Determined as he was
to have his own way, and disregard the
old military gentleman’s order, he was
guite awaro that if the colonel’s oyes
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fell vpon him e would crumple up at
orce.

Fortunately—or  unfortunately—Buu-
ter did not come under the colonel's
observation as he left the lodge. The
colonel, in fact, had quiic forgotten his
existence. The old gentlewan allowed
hiz nephew to. bring anyone he liked to
the housd durinﬁ- the holidays, and be
generally liked Wharton's iriends; but
of William George Bunter he saw as
little as he counld.

Billy Bunter grinned, as he followed
& path through the leafiess park, with
Wharlon's skates under his arm.

Bunter rather fancied himself on
skates, and he had had some praclice
since he had been at tho lodge; but even
Bunter realized that he needed some
more practica hefore he became an abso-
lutely perfeet skater.

Later on ithere was {o be a party at
the lodge, and there would be skating,
if the weather permitted. And Bunter
intended to show off his slall and prace
to Marjorie Hazeldene and the other
guests. It was not likely that ho was
going to give up lis skatmg practice in
order to walk three miles to wateh a
rotten Soccer match, No doubt the
other feliows were keen to keep him
from practice, Bunter considered, They
did not want himm to make a great 1m-
pression on Marjorie when she came,
Bunter was sure of that. But he iold
himself complacently that his leg was
not ta be puﬁed so easily.

In his self-satisfied conceit, Bunter
did not give a singio ’rhnu%;ht to the
possibility of danger. The fellows had
been trying to pull his leg, and thab
was all theros was about it, in Bunters
opinion.

Ha reached the lake at lask

1t was o lonely place, at tho oiher
cnd of the park, which was rather
extensive. It was far out of sight of the
house, and thers was no other building
anywhere, and the road was shut off by
high walls in the distanee. A solitary
skater getting into difficultics had no
chance of getting help, It was odd
encugh for a funky fellow like Dunter
to be rushing inte a danger that cven a
plucky fellow wmight have been very
careful to aveid. But there was no limit
to Bunter's self-satisfied obfuseness.

He sat down and put on the skates,
The lake was covered by a sheet of ice
that glistened in the sun, So far as
Bunter could sece—which was nobt very
far, even with the aid of hiz big
spectacles—iho ice was good, and weould
have borno even a heavy fellow,
Other fellows called him  fat; but
Bunter was, as he oiten said, acenstomed
to jealousy of his good looks and his
eraceful figure.

“&@afn as houses!” Punter remarked
to the dosert air. “They can't pull my
lep so easily as all that! Here goes!™

And Duntor glided out on the ice.

With the grace of an clephant or a
rhinoceros, William Georgo DBunfer
glided across the lake.

The ice held, as Bunter knew thet it
would, He glided to and fro and cut
figures, and felt that he was getiing on
splendidly. And then, all of a sudden,
there came o long, grinding, threaten-
ing erack under him.

““ (3h ernmbs I gasped Bunier.

The ice was eracking, and he was a
dozen vards from the bank. Under the
ice the water was deep, as ha knew.

From obtuse seif-confidence to panic
terror was a single step with Dunter.
He lot out a yell of fright, and spun
round towards the bapk, flecing for
gnfety.

Crack ! Cra-a-a-g-ack!

Beforos Bunter fairly knew whaob was
happening, the jca was cracking up oil

s F
ol

vounted him amd he was in ihe water,
He gove o gasping howl as it surged up
reund him and engulfed him up to thoe
armpits. His fal arms were flung out
wildly and gripped at the ice,

“"Yow-ow-ow! (Grooopght
Help '™ spluttered Bunter.

Fortunately, tie ice held where he
was grippimg it, and saved Lhim from
sinking. His fat legs trailed in the icy
water beneath, bub lie kept his head out
and uttered frantie yell after vell

“Yow-ow! Help! Help! Help!"”
roared Banter,

He blinked wildly vound through his
spectacies. The place was utterly soli-
tary, and no one knew that he was
there. He yelled at thoe top of his voice
from zheer terrov, but he knew all the
Lime that there was no one to hear.
The water was freezing his fat limbs,
and hiz arms felt like freezing as he
clung to the jen.

“Help! Help! Help!™

He made an efforl to drag himseif on
the ice, but it cvacked ominously nnder
his weight, and he desisted. The thin
erust over which he had glided on the
shates would not bear anything like his
wiight when he hung on it

“Help! Help!®

He could not elimb cut, and he could
not hang on for long in the ey water.
He yelled and yelled again with frantic
tervor. And suddenly, like musie to his
fat cars, thore cante a voive:

“Hang on, siv! L'm a-coming

Doooch !

Fim
L]
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ralph to the Rescue !

ILLY BUNTER hlinked dazedly

at a tattered figore that came at

a run towards the frozen lake. It

was & lod of about his own age,

with a dark, gipsy face and flashing

black eves. He was dressed almost in

rags, and the bitter wind blew through

the miany rents in his garments. Ho

pame up at a swift run, erossing thae

ground like a deer, and halted on the
odge of the lake, staring at Bunter.

“Hold on, sir!® he shouted. “1'Il
help you!™

“Help I guavered Dunter.

“Hold on!"”

The gipsy lad Aashed 8 guick glance
round him. In one place, where the
bank was steep, 2 wooden paling ran
along the water's edge. The gipsy ran
to it. and, with a strength surprising in
a lad of his age, wrenched off & section
of the fence. Then he came lightly out
on the ice, shiding lightly and swiftly
towards Bunter.

Bunter watched him, hali-frozen with
cold and terror. He knew ihat his life
depended on the voung gipsy who had
appearcd suddenly from nowhere—evi-
dently 2 trespasser in Wharton Park.
The gipsy was & good deal more
powerful than Bunter, but he was not
half Bunter's weight, and the iece held
under his swift feet. e was quickly at
the edpe of the gap in which the Owl of
the Greyiriars Remove was immersed
up to the shoulders,

“* Hang on, sir 1"

“Grooogh! Help!” spluttered Bunter
through his chattering tecth.

“'Arf o mo', sirl”

The gipsy slid the paling acrosz the
gap. It reached from side to side of it
and made a hridge across.

“ Now get hold of that, sirl”

“Groogh 1™ .

Dunter, dreading to let go s hold
for an instant, was unable to help him-
self. The gipsy erawled on the hridge
of palings, and grasped the fat junior
by the collar,
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“Now up with you!® he said
encouragzingly.

And Bunter, dragged by a strong
arm, was safehr landed on the fence.
He lay there and spluttered.

“Grooogh!  Qoooch!?
Ow! Wow!”

“You're all right now, sir.”

“ Qooooach 1™ .

“YXou'll have to crawl acrocss Lhe ice
to the bank,” said the gipsy.

“Groogh! T'm frosen 1™

* H{:u'ﬁ be froze worse, sir, if vou
don't get a4 move on !

“Yow-ow! The ice wiil
through ! stuttered Buanter.

“1'll help you, sic!™

Billy Bunter, sprawling on the fence
that lay across the gan, was loth to
leave its safety. But evidently he could
not remain there, and. with the lithe
gipsy's help, he crawled cautiously on
the ice, shivering and palpitating. Tt
creaked and eracked wunder him, and at
every foot of his progress Bunter let out
a gasp of terror. But the gipsy's strong
hand helped him on, draggzing him

Oh dear!
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along, and sliding him peross the ice till,
close by the steep bank, the thin ice
cracked up wunder them and both
plunged in. But there the water was
shallow, and the gpsy, grasping tho
helpless Owl of the Romove, dragged
him bodily ap the shore,

* Grooooogh ! :

Bunter sank down, gasping, breath-
lezss, half frozen, dreached, and
frightened out of his fat wits by the
narrowness of his escape.

“0Oh dear! Uw! wow!®

“ Detter get thom skates off, sir !” said
the gipsy cheerily. “¥ou want to get
& move on guick, or you'll be froze 1"

“T.t-t-take them off for me!™ chat-
tered Bunter, .

His teeth like
castancts.

* Right-ho, sic 1™

The gipsy quickly unfastened the
skutes and removed them. Bunter stag-

ered to his feet, with a belping hand
rom his rescuer.

were  rattling

“¥You come with me, sir,’" said the
gipsy. “I'll get you warm! T've got a
place "ere——"  He paused. * Look

here, sir, if I take you there, where I've
got a firc, you keep it dark, sir[ *Canse

P
THE MAGNET LIBRARY. TWORENOE, 1
why? T'm trespassing here, and I sticks round the fire to dry, after
should bo turned off 17 wringing the water out of them.
“Groooogh [V “PFeeling all right, sir?” he asked.
“Come on, sir! I'll ecarry the “¥Yes,"” gasped Bunter. “It's warm
skates I here, I say, Colonel Wharton doesn’s
“ Qoooch 1™ know that you're camping like this on

Bunter was too far gone to tell his
rescuer that the skates did not matter.
They did not, of course, matter in the
least, as they did not belong to Bunter.
The gipsy, being unaware of their very
slight importance. carried them under
ane arm, while he helped Bunter with
the other. The fat junior plunged on
dazedly, only dimly aware that the
gipsy was leading him inio the thickest
part of the deserted, frosty park.

“Only a minute now, sir!” said the
g-i%s:.r cheerily.

e lod the way into a deep hollow
between high banks of earth, so shut m
by shrubberies and trees that few eyes
would have observed it. Overhead the
branches were thick and interlacing,
and, though they were mostly leafless,
they shut out the light of the winter
sun. Buanter blinked round him in

e
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astonishment. At the end of the hollow
a camp-fire smouldered, the smoke
spreading and lcsing itself among the
tree-tops as ib ascended.

The gipsy grinned at the astonish-
ment in the face of the Owl of Grey-
friars.

“¥You wouldn't have spotted this 'ere,
sir 7" he chuckled.

* Nunno ! gasped Bunler.

“And 1 'ope Michae! won't if he
comes arter e’ said the gipsy, “ But
I reckon he wonldn't have the nerve to
come hunting for me in & gentleman’s
park. You get your clothes off, siv, and
dry them by the fire. You'll be all right
JEI‘E."

Bunter did as he was told. Qutside it
was bitierlr cold, but in the sheltered
little hollow it was quite warm, The
fire, fed by wood gathered in the park,
gave out a heat that was very grateful
and comforting. In a few minutes
Bunter had stnpped off his wet clothes
and was crouching over the fire for
warmth. The gipsy stirred up the fire
and added more F:.ml from o Liktle stack
of firewood in another corner of the
hollew, and it blazed and crackled
merrily.

He bhung Bunter's clothes on

hiz land—what¥"

“That the owner of this "ere place?"
asked the gipsy. “'Course he don't
know! I'd be turned off fast enough if
anybody knowed. You ain’t telling any-
body, sir, arter I pulled you cut of the
water 7*'

“No fear!" said Bunter.

“¥ou see, I'm hiding,"” explained the

gipsy. “I've run away from Michael
and I ain't showing up any more till
he's gone. Seel?”

“Who's Michael?” asked DBunter.
“"Your father?"”

“He amin't no relation,” eaid the
gipsy. "“He jest took me, when I was

left among our folks without any rela-
tions. My father was a Cooper,” he
added prondly.
“1s that a gipsy name?" zaid Bunter,
“Course, you wouldn't know,' said

™ &
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Ralph. “There's a big family of
Romany folk named Cooper. I've got
an uncle among the Coopers up in York-
shire, and I'm going to him when I get
aafe from Michael. But he won't lot me
go if ho can help it, ’cause why—he
wants & boy to steal for him.,"

S Oh!" gasped Bunter,

“So I run from him,"” said the gipsy.
*“1 found this 'ere place to hide in, and
I'm camping here till Michael's gone,
I ain’t doing any harm; it won't hurt
the gentleman for me to burn some of
his dead wood from the park. I'd freeze
'ere without a fire.”

Bunter blinked at him, William
George Bunter was not of a particularly
grateful nature, but he could not help
realising what the gipsy lad had done
for him. He realised, too, that the
gipsy had saved him from a bad cold,
1f not worse, by letting him into the
sceret of his hiding-place. He was taking
the risk of being turned out, and ex-
posed to the danger of recapture Irom
Michael; and Bunter was not uncon-
seigus of 1t. The fat junior, for once,
felt his heart warm towaerds o person
whose name was not W. . Bunter,

Tue Macrer Lipnapy.—No, 1,038,
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L | . it’s awfully decent af you,
kid,™” Hifg said. “What's your name?"”

*Ralph.”

*Mine's Bunter. I say, I should have
been drowned if you hadn’t pulled me
out of that lake," said Bunler, with a
ehiver,

“I'm feared you would, sir.”

“0f courze, I'm & splendid swimmer,™
explained Bunter. “ But the water was
so jolly cold, you know.” _

“It was that,” agreed the gipsy.
“Jast freezing !V

“That's what did it,"" said Bunter.
“If you come fo swimming, I'm the best
swimmer at Greyfriars.” .

“Greyfriars " repeated the gipsy.

“That's my schecl,” said Bunter,

“ About *ere?" asked Ralph.

Bunter grinned. _

“No; it's in Kent. I'm staying here
for the wvacation—the holidays, you
know—at Colonel Wharton’s house.”

The gipsy looked alarmed,

“Oh, sir| You won't let on that I'm
"ere,” he exzclaimed. “I ain't doing
any harm; I would not steal anything.
The Coopers don’t steal—not like that
beast Michzel. That's why I left him.
You won't let on thet I'm hiding in this
‘ore park ™

“No fear!™ said Bunter.

“Thank you kindly, sir!"

"1 should be a pretty rotter if T did,
after what vou've done for me!" said
Bunter warmly.

“Well, folks don’t like gipsics on
their land,” said Ralph, “an tht:ir‘rc
right ennuﬁ: when it's a man like
Michacl. e would pinch a bloke's
watch, and knock the bloke on the head
for it, too. T won't do any harm here,
sir—] jest want to lie low for a few
tlays Lii}] Michnel %ues on with his cara-
van and gives up looking for me. Last
time I bolted be got me back, and he
kept me locked in the vap, and larruped
me with a stick. I ain’t going back to

him any more !

"What are you deing for grub?”
asked Bunter. To the Owl of the Re-
move, that was the most important of
all matters,

“T'm doing without,” grinned Ralph.
“I've got o clunk of bread, and that is
ull I shall get till I go.”

Bunter Eﬁm‘.ldﬁ[‘&li.

“You must be famished,” he zaad.

“Well, a cove gets hungry,” admitted
Ralph. *“But ﬂa.t ain't so bad as
Michael's stick, 1 can tell you my back’s
black and blue.”

“Look here, I've got some lin,™ said
Bunter, in a burst of generosity. Per-
haps the benign influence of Christmas
had pot yet worn off the Owl of the
Remove.

Ralph shook his head.

“1 ain't begging, sir,” he answered.
“*'Bides, it wouldn’t be any use, 'causc
why—1 don’t dare to get outside the
walls of this ’ere park (il Michael's
gone on ‘with his van.”

“You ean't go without food,
know.™

Ralph grinned agoin.

“I've gone without it often enough
while T was with Michael,” he =aid,
“‘and the ztick into the bargain [

“You're jolly well not going without
#rub, aiter what you've done for me,”’
suid Bunter. “Iancy a fellow %{&HE
withont food! Why, 1t's awful ! ;
here, I'll bring you some grub.”

“PDon’t you trouble, sir,” said Raiph.
cheerily. “I'm all right "ere, and I've
got & huok of hread left. Your clothes
i¥ dry now, sig”

Bunter dressed himself again. The
gipsy had not troubled fo remove his
own rags: they had dried on him as he
eat by the fire. How any fellow could
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keep cheerful in such circumstances, was
a_ mystery to Billy Bunter; but the
ﬁipsy‘ lad seemed cheeriness itself. Fro-

ably his escape from & cruel master
seemed to compensate for his hardshipa,

“This way out, sir,” said the gipsy.
“'Ere's your skates, sir. Duck your
‘ead under that big root.”

Bunter emerged from the hollow, It
had been rather late in the afternoon
when the Owl of the Remove started on
his excursion; and it was decp dusk
now. The winter day was rapidly
drawing to & close. Billy Bunter
blinked round him. In the thickly-
wooded park he was not at all certain
of finding his way back to the Lodge
alter nightfall.

"You know your way, sir?” ashed
the gipsy, ss Bunter stood hesitating.

“Yeaees, of courze,” sald Bunter.
“I'm a Seout at Gre-%fri&rs, and one of
the best scouts, too: I can find my way
gnywhere. Only—only—— Look here,
kid, you walk part of the way with
menll

“Cectainly, sir!” =aid Ralph.

“You know where the house
asked Bunter,

“T'11 soon find it, siv,” said Ralph
confidently.

How the gipsy lad found his way In
the thickening winter dusk among the
bewildering trees, Bunler did not knaw.
Certainly the Owl of the Remove could
never have found it unaided. But for
his misadventure, he wonld have re-
turned to the Lodge before nightfall;
but after dark DBunter was quite help-
less to follow back the way he had come.
But the gipsy lad never even paused.
He did not stop till the lights of Whav-
ton Lodge could be seen shining in the
diztance.

“There you are, sir,” said Ralph. “1
won't come any further, becauzc some
covey might se¢ me, You won't say
nothing about having secn me, will vou,
sie§™

“Wot o syllable!"™ =aid  Duonter,
“Look here, kid—I couldn't find my
way back to that den of yours—I—
mean, 1t would be a long walk, and
jolly cold. But I'm going to gel you
zome grub.” He blinked round him.
“There’s & summer-house somewhere
npar here; you can Bnd it easily
cnough. Nobody ever goes into it after
dark. ¥ou wait for me there, amd as
soon as 1 can, I'll come out and bring
yvou some tuck, sce?”

The gipsy heszitated.

“¥ou can’t po without grub,” argued
Bunter. “It's not sense, I can tell you,
I'm joliy particular to have pleniy of

¥

st

grub., Its that that’s made me such
an athlete.”
“Oh1™ gasped Ralph. TPossibly

William Geoorge Bunter had
him as an sthlete.

“¥You get to that summer-house and
wait for me,” sald Bunter. * There's
one thing about YWharton Lodge—they
don’t treat a guest really well, bub you
can always have as much grub as you
like., I'Hl bring you out a jolly good
supper, old chap.”

“You're vory kind, stv,” said Ralph,
The look on his face showed Liow much
& “jolly good supper " appealed to him.

“That's all right,” said Bunter. “You
just wait, and T'll get along as soon as
I can with the tuck., BSee?®”

“Right-ho, sie, I'll wait and thank-
ful 1" said HB.'}]I}.

And Billy Bunter, with o zlow of un-
accustomed hespitality and kindness
Lhis podgy breast, left the waif in the
Jdusky summer-house and relled on {o
Wharton Lodge.

not struck

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Becret to Keep !

{ ALTD, hallo, halla!”

Harry Wharton & Co. had
returned, and they arrived
at the door of the Lodge

at the same time as Billy Bunter.

Bob Cherry's cheery voice hailed the
Owl of the Reniove, snd he blinked
round.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoying life 7™

boomed Hob. *Yon should have come
over to Woodford, Bunter, It iwes a
ripping match.™

“Rot " said Bunter.

JiBeen out for a walk?"  asked
Nugent,

“Eh? Oh! Yes, Sort of," assented
Bunter. “I'm irightfull;,- hungry. You

fellows are late for tea.”

“So are you,” grinned Johnny Ball,
“and that’s muech more surprising. You
don't mean fo say that you forgot a
meal i

“0h, really, Bull—*

“Such forgetfulness would he a reo-
markable record,” remarked Hurreo
Jamset Ram Bingh as the juniors come
inte the lighted hall. “What has hap-
pened to you this efternoon, my
osteemed Bunter 7

Billy Bunter did not snswer,

Colonel Wharton was in the hall, and
he greeted the juniors with a kind smilo
and a nod

I as they crowded reund the
big log fire, In the presence of the
colonel Bunter did not want it fo trans-

pire that he had been to the lako tg
cskate. It was true, as he told himself
indignantly, that a fellow could jolly
well do as he jolly well liked; but at
the same time, t}hu fet junior's nerve was

not equal to telling tha grim old
military  gentleman that he lad
directly disregarded his command.

What ihe cglonel wounld do in such =a
case Bunter did not know; but he
thought it very probable that his stay
at the Lodge would come to an abrupt
fermination. And Bunter was not pre-
pared to exchange the Lodge, with all
s shoricomings, for the delights of
Bunter Court.

The juniors regarded Bunter rather
euriously.

Clortainly he looked as if something
had hn%pened to him. His clothes looked
as if they had been soaked in water
and dried—as, indeed, was the cage. His
collar was a limp rag, and stained with
some of the eolours that had washed out
of his gorgeous tie, The same susplcion
occurred to all the juniors at once—thet
Bunter had had a duocking and had
dried himself somehow beloro returning
io the house.

Harry Wharien's face grew stern.

30 far as Wharton was concerned,
Bunter could do exactly as he liked, and
hag as many duckings as he p}easad;
but dizregarding the authority of
Colonel Wharton was another matter,
That matfer appesrcd much more Im
portant {o Harry than it did to the Owl
of the Remove, A scrious accident to
one of the schoolboys staying st his
house would have placed the colonel in
a very disagrecable position; and his
order to Bunter had becn gquite distinet
and wmnistakzble, I Bunter had chosen
to disregard it, it was time for DBunter
to look oul a train, in Harry Wharton's
opinion. : ;

Nothing, however, was said while ihe
colonel was present. The old gentleman
exchanged a [ew cheery words with the
juniorz and then left them, warming
themselves at the leg fire in the hall,
When e was gone Harry Wharton
spoke quietly to Bunter,

“Where have you been, Bunteri™

“ Oy, really, Wharton—--"
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" You look as if vouw've Liad a duck-
T i 7
“You're jolly iInguisitive, you
kuow,’” said Bunter, blinking at him
Flerowgle his big spectacles. *When I

have & guest at Bunter Court, I don't
keep on asking him guestions.”

“Never rund that,” said YWharton,
compressing  his lips.  “This is my
unele’s house, and I can't have a feliow
liere who disregards his authority. You
know that, as well as I do. My uncle
told you that the lake was not safe for
skating, and told you not to go there,
I you've been, in gpite of what he said

Wharton paused.

*Oh, really, you know—

tanter feebly.

Beflection generally came too late to
Billy DBanter, when it came at all. Ilo

3

murmured

Bunter let out & yell of fright, and spun round towards the bank, fleeing for safely. Crack ! Cr-a-a-a-ack !
junior knew what was happening the ice cracked and he was in the

had landed himself on the little party
at Wharton Lodge, relying on Harry
Wharton's pgood nature and patienece.
More than onee he had had a hint that
there was o limit: and now that fact
waz Dborne in wvery clearly upon his
triggdd,

“Well?™ said Harey, curtly.

“I=I've been for a walk, you konow,"”
stammered Bunter. Ha was thankiul
that he had left the skates in the
snminer-bouse in the grounds, IHad he
come in with the skates under las arm,
even Bunter could scarveely lhimve hoped
io get away with the slory that Lhe had
merely been out for o walk,

“You look as if you've been ducked in
water,” said ITarry.

Y That--that was the rain, vou know.™

“Phe rain? exclaimed larry.

“Yes: 1 osay, vou fellows, let': po o in
o tea™

“It hasn't been raining,”™ said Dob
{leerry, staring at the Owl of the
tewove, “There wasn't & spol of rain
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ali the bine we were watching the footer
match at Woodford, ™

“That—that was at Woodford,
Lnow,” stammercd Dunter. It was
raining Like—like anything here.”

“It  wa: not raining here”
Harry quielly.

“Well, not exactly rain,” admiticd
Bunter.  *The dew, you know—there's
keen a very heavy dew in the park.”

“You got soaked with dew in the
park I gasped DBob.

“ Exactly! Let's go in to tea. I say,
you fellows, it’s not very good manners
ta keep Miss Wharton waiting for us.™

“How did you get wel, DBunter?™

you

said

asked YWharton grimly.
T'va told yon,™
irritabiy.
“Have vou been on the lake ™

TF

answered DBunter

“0h. veally, Wharton——

o

R om

— li tl'l!"r J;E: » P

“ Look hete, Bunter,” he said guictly,
T won't ask vou sny more gquestions—
you'll only tell mwe lies, anvhow. DBut
you sl understand this. This is my
unele's bouse, amd what he says must be
obeyed., A decent Iellow wouldn't neod
telling that. I can't have a fellow here
who treats my wnele with coniempt. 1f
it comes ont that yon havo goue on the
lake, after he told vou net to do so.
vou must leave. Nobody bub you weuld
need telling that, I think, Buab 25 you
need to be told, I'm telling you. I
shan't say anvthing more aboll it, but
if 1t comes ta my uncle's knowledge Foat
vou have disobeyed his order you must
take the next irain home,"”

*0Oh, reallv, Wharton-——

“That's all,” zaid Harev.
let's get some toa, vou fellows”

“Tu the cireminstanees, Wharion, ™ said

“ Now

Ere

el P A
in "I ";.! 1

L ;
- \ f i -~ g
: e

“Tf vouw've been on the lake you've
had a duckiug. for the ice won't bear,”
gaid Harrv. *Is that the case?™

" The fact 1=, I—I—1 fell down !™ zaid

Bunter, ;
“"Fell down?” _
“Yes: there's a big puddle on the

road near the gates, and, coming back
from the village, I stumbled and fell
wte i ]
“You said you'd been 1n the parck.™
“I—=I moant the village.”
“0Oh, my hat!"” ejaculated Bob.
“Now let's go in to tea,” said Bunler,
"1 can tell von that I'm jolly hungry.
It's frightfully keen in the park.”
“The park ™™

“I meau the village. IHow you keep
bothering o  fellow,” said Bunter
peevishly,  “This 1sn't the way to treat
a rucsi, Wharton.”

“You're such a jolly gueer sork of
guest, Dunty,” grinmed. Bob Cherry,

“The oqueeerfulness is terrific™

Whavkan sel his lips

Before the fat
water | (Secc Chapler 3.)

Dunter, with dignity, “I hardly zee bhow
I oan remain your guest any longer.”

“Please yourself about that™ .

“] shall. do s0. I shall write 10.night
~—at least, to-morrow—to iy old pal,
Mauleverer, As soon as I get his answer
I sholl leave here for Mauleverer Towers,
Until then, plerse let the natter
drop.™

Bob Cherry chuckled. )

“You'll gpo to Mauvleverer Towers if
you got a letter from Mauly 7" he asked,

“#ertainly 1™

“Then I'll bet you ten to one
donghnuts that you don’t gel an answer
from Mauly.™

“QOh, really, Cherry—'

“Let's go in to tea” snid Harry.

And the Greyiriars juniors went in ta
tea, af which meal, which was a sub-
stantial one, Bunter guite forgot his mis.
adventure of the afternoon, and the had
manners of his host, and even the
taltered gipsy walting and shivering in
the dark summer-house,

Tur Magwer Lisrary.—No, 1,038
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Very Kind of Bunier !

IS5 WHARTON presided over
M the tea-table, with her kind
and  smiling  face.  Miss

Wharton was very fond of her
nephew, and she liked all his friends,
and even to William George Bunter
she was unvarvingly kind and gracious,
Bunter liked her ever so much better
than her rather stern  brother, the
colonel. He was glad that the eolonel
did not come in to tea.  For omee
Bunter was rather sileni. In erdinary
circmmstances he wonld have taken pos-
session of the conversation, and related,
with many details, s thrilling adven-
ture oh the frozem lake. But for many
reasons Bunter realized that that had to
be kept a strict seerch

e was quite well aware that Harry
Wharton meant every word he had
gaid, and that his paticnee was wearing

very thin, Wharton was willing to let
the matier drop without inquiry. Dut
tf it came out that Bunter had ¢on-

disregarded hiz  unele,
Bunter had to depart. And Bunter did
not want to depart. Indeed, had the
matier come to the colonel's knowledge
Wharton would have had no choice in
the matter. ‘The colonel would have
taken it for granted that Bunter was
going, and would have seen to it thak
he wont. The Owl of the FRemove
realised that he had to walk wvery
warily.

30 ke said little or nothing, and in-
demnitied himself by making an
elfective altack on the exeellent things

rovided for tea by Wharton's aunt,

1] after ihe other fellows had
finished, Bunter was still going strong.
Harry Wharion & Co. cleared off, leav-
ing the kind and patient Miss Wharton
keeping him company, Miss Wharton's
kindnesz and paticnce were inexhausti-
Ble, evon by Bunter, though she was
perhap:  beginning to feel a  little
alarmed for the fat junior, Where
William (George .*_-mweci away all the
supplics he took in was a great myslery
which nobody had ever been able to
elucidate. HKwven his ample eircumfer-
ence geemed hardly to afford sofficient
accommodation,

But even Bunter was finished at last.

Then ho remembered Ralph,

The gipsy was waiting in the sunmer-
house for the jolly good supper that
Bunter had promised him. Dunter was
not much given to thinking of others,
but he could feel for a fellow who was
hungry., That was, to Dunter's mind,
the greatest of ealamiiies, There had
been meal-times in Bunter's experience
when he had been able to obtain only
gnough for three or four fellows. So
he knew what 1t was like to sulfer want,
Moreover, Bunter really was grateful
to the gipsy. Ho was well aware that
but for Ralph he would never have
ernerged from the frozen lake alive.
That was a service that impressed
even William George DBunter’s mind.

“I'm feeling rather tired,” he told
Miss Wharton,

“Dear me. Did you have a very
long walk 7" asked the good lady.

“(Oh, miles and miles ! =aid Bunker,
“I'm a good walker, of course, Miss
Wharton. The fellows at Greyfriars
think I'm about the hest walker in the

temptuously

school,  Still, & follow gets tired. I
think I'Hl go and lic down in my room
for a bit.’

“That is quite & good idea if you are
fatigued,” assonted Miss Wharton,

“¥You wouldn't mind if I take a snack
“si to my roomi" sugpested DBunter.
“1 never eat much at meals, but [
THe Magxer Lierary.—No, 1,038,

sometimes foel that I'd like a ifrifling
snack.”

“Oh! Ah! Yes, cervtainly.
thing you like, my dear boy.” A

Bunter seleeted a snock to take to his
roonl, 1t was a substantial snack, Tle
filled all his pockets, under Miss Whar-
ton's wondering gaze, with good things
from the table, and put a large cake
under his arm.  Thus laden, he de-
parted for his room, leaving Miss
Wharton fecling a litile concerned for
him. If Bunter disposed of that snack
in his room, after the tea he
negotiated, Miss Wharton enuld not
help thinking that she would be re
c}uirﬁd to telephone for the doctor
during the evening.

Dut for once, as it happened, Bunier
was not taking hiz prey to his den to
devour. He had been liying in supplies
for the gipsy waif,

He nscended the stairs rather slowly.
He passed Wharton’s reom, and heard
a cheery sound of voices and tra.r_r:p!:ng‘
feet. A boxing match was going on
there. Walking to Woodford and back
did not seem to have exhausted the
energies of the heroes of the Remove.
Bunter sniffed and passed on his way
rather hurriedly., He did not want to
be obsorved by the chums of the
Remove just then,

His own room was an the aame floor,
but at rather a distance from the rooms
oceupied by the Famous Five. Bunter,
though he was generally keen to scent
a prievance, did not suspect that his
muzical snore had boen iatentionally
placed at a distance from the other
guests, The Famous Five had enough
of it in the Remove dormitory at Grey-
friars,

Bunter had a voom at the end of the
corridor, looking cut on a little wooden
baleony with steps down to the garden,
There was a dressing-room atteched to
it, which Bunter, however, did not use,
A checrful log fre burned on the
hearth in his room, and Bunter's first
procecding was to sprawl in a deop
armchair before the five. After his sub-
stantial tea he felt disposed fo take a
little rest. Sitting in that comfortable
chair before the warm five, he was spon
dozing, and once more the gipsy waif
Eas&m from bhis mind. It was a good

our later that Bunter stivred and re-
memberaed the gipsy.

0Oh dear!" he murmured, rubbing
his eyes. .

He opened the french windows on the
hittle baleony, and blinked out inte the
winter eveming

It was dark, with scarcely a star in
the sky., and a bitter wind moaned
through the trees, Dark eclonds were
banked over the sky, and it looked liko
rain. Bunter shivered.

He was extromely reluctant to leave
that cosy room and that glowing fire
to grope his way through the dark
rardens to the summer-house, which
was at quite o distance, He groaned
at the thought of it. The temptation
assailed him to stay where he was and
leave the wati to take his chanee., DBut
even Bunter was not quite capable of
that., Morcover, the fact that the ?‘ip‘d-}‘
;l;aa hungry s&till appealed strongly to

Hm.

He made up his mind at last, grum-
bling, but with a complacent focling
that he was a really unecommonly kind-
hearted and charitable fellow. He made
up a bundle of the good things he had
brought to his room. IE made quile a
considerabla bundle.  He had already
decided to leave the house by the
balcony steps when he went to find the
gipsy. It was not only hiz promise to
keep Ralph®s presenee on the estate a
secret that troubled hima, He had to

Any-

had j

keep hiz adventure o the lake o secret
for his own =zake, and hiz conncction
with his rescuer had, therefore, io be
kept very {‘H'I.'i_‘fll“k’ diark alsa. And he
remembered  having  heard  Colonel
Wharton make some very grim remarks
about gipsies who trespassed on his
land, and poached and cut the trees for
firewood,

Bunter did not expect the colonel to
approve of his present cheedinga if
he heard of them. Ralph had assured
him earnesily that he was doing no
arm, but a landowner was likely to
take & differcnt view of a zipsy who
camped jn his park ard lighted camp-
fires theve.  Fortunately, %untcr wis
not troubled by any undue regard for
his host's views on that subject, or any
other. It was only a question of keep-
ing the affair a secret, irom DBunter's
point of view,

The bundle of food having been pre-
paved, Bunter's charitable thoughts
went  furtler, The pipsy was in
tatiers, and Bunter had scen him shiver
in the cold. A warm coat was what the
kid wanted.  Bunter had a nice warm
coat, but ke did not think, of conrse,
of giving that away. Ile wanted it
himself. He turned over in his fat
mind the coats that belonged to  the
other fellows in the house. Wharton
had plenty of coats, but Wharton and

his friends were pow  in Wharton's
room,.  YWharton's wardrobe was out of
reach.

Bob Cherry had two coats widh him
ona heavy and thick, which he had
worn that afterncon, and left down-
stairs when he eame in, as Bunter re-
membered ; tho other, a lighter coat of
a mice grey, would doubtless be in his
room. Lt was not so warm as the big
coat, but 1t would be a godsend to the
freczing gipsy, and Bunter decided on
it at once. Bunter was not accus-
tomed to leoking ahead, and he did not
even constder what Bob would think
and sey when he found his grey coat
migsinz. Dunter was gomg to be kind
to the wair, and giving away one of his
own coats was not to be thought of, At
all events, Bunter did net think of it
It was Bob's coat or nothing.

i Bunter left his room almost en tip-
s,

 There was still a. cheery din procoed-
g from Wharton’s den, whers the
Fanious Five were gathered.  Bunter
went inte Bob's room and found the
grey cost hanging up thore, as he
expected. A minule later it was in
Bunter’s room, aund Bunter was grin-
ning over it.

All was ready now for his
tion.,

He locked his door, in case anyome
zshould butt in during his absence, and
wonder where he was gone, Then ha
passed out on the hitle baleony and
groped his way te the ground,

“Oh erikey I gproaned Dunter,

Rain was beginming to fall,

Billy Bunter had not bargained for
that. Onee more the temptation
assailed lum powerfully 1o return to
his cosy room and leave the gipsy waif

expaodi-

to walt unheeded, Onece more he
struggled with the temptation and
overcame it. Hain or no rain, he was
going.

He plunged into the darkness of the
gardens, with the rain falling steadily
upon him, It was a light downfall at

vesent, but evidently it was going to
EE worse. There was every sign of a
wild and stormy night. But Dunter
plunged on  manfully, occasionally
losing his wa"{ in the dark and tramp-
ling over flower-beds and through
shrubberics, f{ortunately not worryving
ahout the damage thus done. Unee he
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put his foot through & glass frame with
a crash; bat as he did not eut himself
that did not matter. Hea was Iglad
when he reached, ab last, tho hittle
summer-houze in a szecluded cornor of
the grounds under a group of osks and
beecgr_is. He rolled into it, gasping.

A shadow moved in the darkness of
the iaterior. . .

“That you, sir?” said 8 husky volee.

Ralph, the gipsy, was there.

S

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
Bunter, the Good Samaritan !

ILLY BUNTER blinked at the
B gipsy.

In the gloom, hc could only
dimly make out

the
figure, .

t was dry in the little building, but
the ¢old wind blew in through the open
doorway and window-frames, and it was
bitterly cold, Qutside, the rain was
falling thickly. It ran in streams off
Bunter’s coat and hat as he stepped in.
Tho fat junior felt & twinge of remorse,
He had kept the waifl waiting for hours
in that freezing spot; and 1t oeccurred
to Bunter—rather late, as most things
oceurred to him—that he might have
hurried himseli a little. He could hear
the gipsy’s teeth chattering, as the pale
dusky face peered at him in the gloom.

“I say, I'm sorry I'm so late,” said
Bunter. “I was delayed, von know—
something kept me!” e did not add
that he ﬁad been delayed by taking a
nap before a five.

“That's all right, sir,”” said Ralph.
“Ti's vory kind of vou to come at all,
s1T. I thought p'rlaps you was pre-
vented: but I stayed snd waited ‘causo
you might come arter all.” .

The gipsy appeared to be a little
move pariicular about keeping appoint-
mentz, than William CGeoorge LDunter
wWas.

“Tve gob the grub” said Bunter.
“There's & seat here—Dblessed if I can
sec it in the dark—"

“Here you arve, sic!”

Bunter sab down. Then he gave =
howl,

“ Vow-ow-ow [V )

“What's the matter, sir?" asked the
gipsy, in o startled tone, ]

*Ow! wow! I've sat on something I

Bunter groped over the seat, e had
sat down on Wharton's skates, and he
?itcimr[ them 55.'.’11]{;&}' under the seat.
‘Only those beastly skates!”

“I zay, sir, you'll damage
skates,™ said Ralph, as the
clattered down on the Boor. ‘

“That's all right; they ain't mine!”

“#0h 1"

“Here's the

tattered

your
skatea

rub,” said Bunter,
He unpankedg the parcel on the seat,
and struck a match. The gipsy's face
brightened up wenderfully at the sight
of the stack of food. There was no
doubt that Realph was hungry.
“Looks all right, what?™ grinned
Bunter. ] .
“What-ho, sir!” said Ralph heartily.
“I've got a cont for you, too,” said
Bunter., *Here you are—szhove 1t on.”
“0h, sir ! gazped Ralph, almost over-
come. “1 say, sir, that coat's loo good
for me, sir!™ He stared at it in the
light of & motch, *1I1 =ay, sir, you
mustn't give me that coat.
thet coat cost pounds.”
“Very Lkely,” aszented Dunter.
" Bhove it onl”
“But, sir "—Ralph hesitated—" your
father won't like you giving that coat

away, sir.” . .
Bunter grinned, He did not think
that Mr. Williame Bamuel Bunter was

likely to concern Rhimself much aboub

I reckon

Bob Cherry’s coat, if he ever knew that
Bunter had given it away.

“That's alf right, kid,” said Bunter
“My father's rich, you koow. He
would never miss-that eoat.”

That was true enough, considering to
whom the coat belonged.

Ralph made o further demur, but
slipped on the coat. Undﬂuhtﬂdfy itz
warmth

was very grateful and com-
forting to the shivering wail.
“Fgel better in it, whaet? asked
Bunter.

“Oh, yes, sir! I den't know how to
thank you for your kindness, zir,” said
the waif gratefully. _

“My dear chap, that's all right”
snid Bunter, *“the fact is, I'm a kind-
hearted chap. I always was”

“I'm sure you are, sir,” said Ralph.

“Tuck into the grub,” said Bunter.
“Begin on the ham patties—they’'re
good, and solid, too, TI'Il have a nibble
at the cake to keop you cOmpany.
There's lots of cake; I've bronght you
2 whole one, and & jolly big one, too.
Go it "

Ralph was already going it.

As a matter of fact, the gipsy was
almost famished, having had nothing
but a ¢rust of bread during the last
twenty-four hours, Undoubtedly he
found the ham patties good:; and they
vanished at & rate that could not have
been beaten by Billy Bunter himself.

Bunter was feeliog quite a glow of
charity and hospitality. The heart-felt
thanks of the wail were very pleasant
to his fat ears, Thiz episode recalled
to his fat mind his experiences al
Christmnas, when he had induiged—for
once, and for a short time—in un-
acenstomed benevalence,  Billy Bunter
had been very fed up on philanthropy;
fed right up to his fat chin, Dut per-
haps the cffeet of that nwnaccustomed
experience had not whelly worn off.
Certainly he found a: much enjoyment
in watching the gipsy feed, as In nibb-
hng at the plum cake himself.

“1 say, sir, thls is prime!” gasped
Ralph, st last.

“'E!lud vou like it, old <hap™
Bunter. _

“It must be nice to be rich!™
marked Ralph. _ ‘

“Oh, a fellow gets used to it,” saldl
Bunter airily. “I get quite fed up at
times with all the grandeur at Dunter
Court.”™

“Do wou really,
Ralph, in amazement.

“Oh, yes,” said Bunter carelestly.
“That's really why I'm staving et
Wharton Lodge now. The place isn't
réally up to my style”

“T thought 1t was quite a grand
house, sir,” said Ralph humbly.

Bunter laughed.

“Wait till you see Buuter Courf!” he
answerad,

He did not add how long Ralph was
likely fo have to walt.

Ralph's supper was finished at last,
and there stil remained some of the
supplies. It was fortunate that Bunter
had partaken of so extensive a tea with
Mizz ‘Wharton: otherwisze, certamnly
nothing would have remained.

“Had enough, kid!™ asked Bunicr.

*¥Yeg, sir, thank yon!™ !

“Shove the rest in vour pockeis.”

“Thank you kindly, sir!"” .

“My hat! How it's raining!”
grunted Bunter, blinking out of the
Euyn_mer-hﬂusfi into the drenched and

ripping gardens,

“JIt iz that, sir,” said Ralph. “You
came out in this rain for my sake, air.
1 don't know how to thank you!™

“Well, it 15 rather Deastly,” saild
Bunter. “I shall have to make & dash
through it to get back. Dut I say, it's
nearly a mile to that den of yours near
the lake. You'll get drenched.”

“7 ain't going back there, sir”
answered Ralph. " That hollow will be
full of water, reining like this”

antd

T

LA

gir ¥ exclaimed

(Continuwed en next pagtl)
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of course it will,” said

“Why, .
e What are you going to do

Bunter.
then " ) :
“(Oh, I'll manage somechaw, sir,” said
Ralph cheerily, “I've had & square
mea! and I've got a good coat on. I'm
afl right. I can get under a tree.

“Botter stay here,” sald Bunten
“It's dry here, anyhow.”

“I might be found, sir, and the gen-
tleman at ’&ha hovse wouldn't like &

i here,’ o
. Eﬁ“ﬂ?nhnﬂy over comes here at might,”
answered Bunter., “You'll ba safe as
houses. But, look here, you can't stay
out all night in this weather.  ¥ou
might get pnenmenia, or plunbage, or
somcthing.”

Ralph smiled. o

“I’vo roughed it afore, sir, In wolse
weather than this.  Don't you worry
about me, sir.”

Bunter regavded him  doubtfully.
There was something about the gipsy's
gratitude, and his evidenily genuine
admiration and respect for Bunter, that
touched the fat junior in a very um-
accustomed way. e had never felt so
kindly disposed towards any human
heing, as he did towards this tettered
waif. ] )

“Yook here, you're not staying out in
this woeather ¥’ said Bunter determinedly.
“1f wa were at Bunter Court, I'd joliy
well take you in with me, Only we—
we ain’'t there. I should get 1nto a row
hers if it came out sbout this. Old
Wharton is rather & beast!”

Possibly Ralph wondered a little why
his benefactor, who had so gorgeous a
home, stayed in the house of & man who
was rather & beast. But Je sald
nothing. y

“ [ ook hers,” went on Bunter, T can
fix it. I've got two rooms at the Lodge,
and I usc only one. The other’s a
dressing-room, and therc's no bed in 1t
but I can give you some things, an
you can eleep on a couch or something,

L;qulﬂi vou sleep on & couch, do you
think ™ .
“T'va slep’ on the ground often

ammﬁh, sir,” grinned Ralph. ;
“Well, then, that's all right,” said
Bunter. “There's wooden steps up to &
balcony outside my room. You can gel
in all right without being seen, on
come round there when they've gone to
bed, and I'll let you in. Sec? Keep an
eye on the house, and when the lights
ro out you come round io my window,
It's at the back of the house, and there’s
a big oak-treg near it. I'll burn. a light
till you come. You can whistle, and I'll
hear you and lot you in. What?”
Bunter was faicly bursting with bene-
voleneg now. It was quite like his
Christmas expericnceé over again.

“Ob, sir!” said Ra][l]h" “"DBut yon
might get into trouble letting me into
the houwse—"

“That's all right,” zaid Bunter. “ ¥You
can slip away in the morning befove
anybody's about. I'll fix up some clothes
for you, and some grub for you o take
as well. See?”

“Tut ihe colonel what you've spoke
of, sir—"

“0Oh, blow him!" =ald Bunter reck-
lessly.

“ But, sip=—"

“ Now, don't you argue,” said Dunter
peevishly, " You just do as T tell you.
Zoe? It's all right.”

“IF you think I'd Dletter,
Ralph humbly.
best, sir.™

“1 should jolly
assented Bunter.
cloar,

DLI..”

“1'll do as you zay, eir, and thankiul,
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sir,”  said
“1 suppose vou know

well  think  s0.”
“Now, you've got it
haven't wyou? I shall expeet

It will be a wild night out of doors,”
sitid Ralph, with an involuntary shiver.

“Thuat's all right, then,” said Bunter.
“Etick here till 1t's safo to come round
to my reom ; yvou'ra out of the rain here,
at lcast, Now I shall have to make a
dash for it. I mustn’t be late for
suppet; that's important.”

And, leaving the gipsy lad loocking
alfter him with eyes that were moist with
gratitude, Billy Bunter plunged out into
the rain and groped and fumbled and
blundered his way back to the Lodge.

T S S

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Mysterious !

e OOKS like skating to-morrow—I
don’t think ™
Bob Cherry made that re-
~ mark as the rain dashed on
the window-panes under a heavy gust
of wind.

* Mora like swimming ! said Nugent,
with a laugh,

“The esteemod wetfulness is terrifie,™
Hurrce Jamset Ram Ringh remarked,
“But what is happiness so long as yon
are odd, as the English proverb says.”

“"What's the odds o long as you're
happy, fathead?* roared Bob Cherry.

"My esteomed Cherry, my knowledge
of English proverbial wisdom iz deep
and ridienlous,” assured the Nabob of
Bhanipur. “In my early nipperful
days 1 studied such ludicrous subjects
under the wise and sage moonshee Mook
Mookerjee, and my rememberfulness of
his absurd instructions is—"

“Terrific!” grinned DBob. "1 know,
old man. Along with the esteemed
Brglish proverbs, ha scems to lave
tazght you an excellent and execrable
lot of piddy adjectives. 1 say, this
ridiculous rainfulness iz coming down
tervifically, you men!”

“He, ha, ha!"

“Sorry [or any chap whe's out in it
sald Nugent.
gipsy chap is?"

*A dozen miles away, most likely,™
zatd Johnny Bulll “He seemed in
rathor o hurry to get clear of that man
Michael. That brute’s van was still by
the roadside when we came back from
Woodford, What are yvou looking for,
Harry "

Four juntors were galhered about the
erackling fire in  Wharton's “den.”
Harry Wharion was moving about the
room, and scemed to be in search of
something,

My skates™ szaid Harry. " They
don't seem to be here, I wonder—"
He pauzed and frowned.

“ DBunter !” said Bob,

“He said that he never went skating.”

“Which 13 presumptive evidence f.}g:lat
he did,” remarked Johnny Bull.

" But even that fat 1diot wouldn't have
left my skates out of doors if he
borrawed them,” szaid Harry., “Dut he
must have bagged them, as they're gone,
I ithink I'l ask him. Awybedy know
where he 153

“Look in the pantry,” advised Dob.
“If he isn't there, trv the larder. If
he's not there he's most likely gone to
sleep somewhere.”

“T'H o and see if he's in hiz room.
I shall want the szkates if we get ice
on the lake again; and it would he just
like that fat dummy to leave them any-
where! They were a Christmas present
from my uncle; but Dunler wouldn's
bother about that.”

Harry Wharton went  along  the
passage to Dunter’'s room.  Whether
Butiter had gone skating on the lake or
not that afternoon, it was faivly certain
that he had borrowed the skates, and

“I wonder where that

Bunter's carelessness with other people’s
property  was  well known to  the
Removites, Wharton fapped at the fat
junior’s door and turned the handle, bue
the door did not open. It was locked on
the inside. Wharton tapped again,

" Bunter I ho called out,

?here was no reply.

‘Bunter ' shouted Wharton,

Still no answer,

Wharton listened.

If DBunter was
asleep, as he often was at all hours, a
knock at his devor wasn't likely to
awaken him; a thunderclap at least

would be required for that. But there
wis no sound of snoring from the room;
and Dunter never slept without a nasal
obligato. Evidently the fat junior was
not usleep; but it was clear that he
muzt be i his room, as the doar was
locked on the inside. Certeinly there
was a way into the gardens from lis
baleony, bLut it scomed improbable, if
nok ympassible, that Bunter was out of
doors in the drenching downpour of
rain,

" Bunter!” shouted Wharton,

He knocked and knocked again.

“Hallo, halle, halle! Dob Cherry
and the ather fellows came along the
passape. " Anything up?”

“Bunter doesn’t seem to hear,” said
Harry,

“ Asleep,” suggested Nugent.

” He's not snoring.™

I withdraw the
F:;?nl'-r. lauglungiu

The snorcfulness would be terrifie”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Bi[ll-ﬁh.
“Is it possible; my esteemed chums, that
th;:: nnhappy Bunter haz burst at last?”

Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Dob, “I
rather thought he was going to burst at
t-ea:hr;m. Ln{?e caive up here to burst
out of an 's way, it was un i
thﬂughtfuf af hine,” ? HARAILY

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Let's all bang fogether,” said Bob.

Bang, bang, bang!

Therc was ng answer from the locked
roont. Kithor BDunter was not there, or
he was refusing to answer for some in-
cxplicable  veason, Wharton's face
became grave.

" He may be ill” he said. “He can’t
have gone down into the gardens in this
a.w!ful_ rain. "

“ Not likely.”

“Bunter ! showted Bob, through the
kevhale, “If you'ra there, ‘vou fat
duffer, answer, you peod ¥ porpoise !”

“Y can hear something,” muttered
Johnny DBull,

The juniors listened, From the locked
room came the sound of a grunt, un-
mistakably Bunter's.

“Bunter ™ shouted Harry.

“0Oh, what—— You can ecome in,
Wharton ! said Bunter's volce at last.

“The door's locked, fathead !™

“0Oh, 1 forgat!”

Bunter unlocked the door. A gleam
under 1t showed that he had  just
switched on the hight.

“Why on earth didn't you speak
Lefore?”  demanded Wharlon, as he
entered the room,

“1 didn't hear you."

* Deaf i asked Bob Cherry.

“0h, really, Cherry 25

The juniors stared at Bunter. His
ovorcoes lay where he had just thrown
it off, and it was almost sfreaming with
water, His trousers were drenched up
to the knces and his boots slreaming.
Uhqigus]y, Bunter had been out in the
rain., His fat faece glistencd with
water, and his hat lay on a chair in a
epaked state, i

“You'vo bDoen out!” exelaimed Harry
in astonishment,

“Eh? OQh, no!”

“Why, you're soaked with raini” ex-
claimed Bab.

suggestion,”™ said




EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE

TWOPENCE, 13

m) {’(’

e

Bunter unpacked the

things.

“0Oh, ah! Yes! I've—I've been
taking a turn on_the balcony,” ox-
plained Buuter., “Fresh nir. you know.
I'm a whale on frosh air.’

“You've been taking a turn on the
balcony in this heavy rain!” ejaculated

Harry Whartoh.

*That's it, old chap. I'm not afraid
of a little rain, like vou fellows,” said
Bunter, "'\ﬁthmg soft about me.”

Cxcopt your brain,” remarked Bol.

“Oh, really, Cherpy——r»"

That William George Bunter Was
lying, as usual, was qute clear to the
juniors. Ior bﬂﬂlﬂ mysterious reason
he had been oub in tlu. rain, and for
some still more mysterious reazon Lo
denied the obvious fact. It was clear
cnough that he was Iyving, though why
e was doing so was not at al clear,
unless it was from force of habif.

"Beﬁldt_t-. I suppose T can go out n
the rain if I like,” added Bunicr inde-
pendently,

“Certainly vou can. though goodness
knows w svou should want  bo”
answered YWharten. “You'd betier get
those wet things off hefore vou cateh a
cold, What have you done with my
skates, Bunter ¥

“Skates!” repeated Bunter.

He had forgotten all about the
skates, As he had mentioned to Balph,
they were not his; so he was not likely
to bother his fat mind about them.

“Yes, my skates,” said Harvy.
“Where are they 'V

“Oh, really, Wharion! Yon zaid you
elidin't mind leadin e your slates-—
you =ald so distinctls

\w Lo

),‘#
o

iy '!J'ﬂ-lt,":'

** Looks all right, what 2 ** grinned Bunter.
too," sald Bunter.

% m‘i‘( (

LE——— LR
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e i

e

% Yes, oss; but I want to know what's
become of them.”

“Mot that I went skating,” added
Dunter cautiously., “I've told you that
I never went skating this alternooo,
and I suppose you can take a fellow's
ward. It's a bit caddizh to doubt a
chiap's word.”

“dNoever mind that.,  Where are the
skates ™ said Harry, “If vou never
went skating, [ don’t see what you
wanted with them at all™

“YWell, 1 just. tried them on, you see,”
snid Bunter. “No harm in trying oh
vour skates, that I know of.”

“Nonc at all; but where are they
exclaimed Wharton impatiently, « It
would ke like xvou to leave them ﬂut of
doors and forget all about them,”

Az a matter of fact, that was exactly
what Bunter had done. The X IrEES10H
ogn his fat face showed as much plainly.

“Tdid you leave them by the lake®™
asleed W hEu fon, veéry qum*["

“MNunno.”

“MWell, then, where® snapped  the
caplain of the Remove.

“1 ecan't remember for a minute,’
sajdd DBunter, “They're not in the
summer-house, of course.”

“In the summer-house!” cxclaimed
Wharton, “Did you try rthem oo

there, yvou fab duffer vV

“Of course not. I've just said that
thes're not there,” said Banter. ©1
nover sat down on them: in the dark,
aprele == T—T mezn-—u>"

“You sat down on them in the dark
in  Lthe summer-house Y exclaimed
Wharton, really hc-glnmng o wonder
whother the Owl of the Eemove was

{ g(((M‘“ 4‘ \

3
S

parcel of grub and struck a mateh, The gipsy’s face brightened up wonderfully at the sight of the good
* What-ho, sir [ ** sald Ralph hearﬂjj
** Here you are—shove if on ! _{See Chapler 7.)

“I*'ve got & coat for you,

‘Hm:dermg in  his mind.,  “Is that
where you've ]LlEl: been ¥

“Clertainly ot,”  said Dunter
promptly. “I hm[‘:u t been anywhers
neur the eanimer-house. In faet, 1
don’t know where the sunnonoer-house
e L

-I-:F Et!?”

1 pever knew thoere was a sumnmer-
house in the garden at all, if you come
to that,” said Dunter,

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Dob
Cherry.

“ All I know is that the skates ain’t
there,” sald Bunter. “I'u ubsolutely
cortain on that point, apd you would
be a silly ass to go out to the sunmer-
house in this rain lecking for xour
skatoe™ . ]

“You born idiet,” xmd Harry
Wharlon in measurcd tones, ©if youve
taken my skates to the summer- -howise,
and lelt them there, say so. I won't
ask you t:} go and Fotol, them in; L'l
zo myself.”

“I've said that I haven't,” suapped
Dunter. “I don’t know my way to the
sninmer-house in the dark. I feli over
# dozen times going there.”

“Then you've been there

“MNo!” howled Bunter. ”"'Hl:mlu.-rt'
near it. Besides, why shouldn't a fellow
step inlo @ summer-house out of the rain
if he likes? I ean tell you I jolly well
hurt myself when I zat on those beastly
skates in the dark. Any fellow would
have pitched them under the seal. Nol
that I did, you know,” added Bunfer
cautiously. * As I've said I haven't been

(Continged on poage 16.)
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anywhere near the summer-housze, Why
should T 7"

The juniors gazed at Wilham George
Buntor. Bob Cherry tapped his fore.
head significantly.

“Has thizs been coming on long,
Buanter ¥ he asked.

“Oh, really, Cherry H

Harry Wharton turned and left

Bunter's room. That the Owl of the
Remove bad, for zome inexplicable
reazon, taken the skates to the summer-
house and left them there, was clear,
though why he was ling so extensively
an  the subjéet wes &  mystery.
Whartoen's chums followed him, and
Bunter grinned and shut the door after
them. He was satisficd that he had
pulled the wool over Wharton's eyes,
and blissfully uwrneonscious of the fact
that Harry had left him with the
intention of going directly to the sum-
mer-housa to recover the skates

“T'm blessed if I can inake Bunter
aut,” Wharton remarked, as the juniors
vent back to his room. “He's been up
to something, I:hnugh goodness knows
what. I suppose he's not wandering in
his mind.”

“If any ! grinned Bob,

“Anvhow, it's pretty clear that hLe
left the skates In the summer-house.
The fat idiot may have taken them
there to tey on, I'll shove on o mae
and ent out and got them™

“T'Il come with you, if you like,™ said

Baob.

Wharton shook hiz head.

“No need for two of us to gelt wet,
old chap., I shan’t be long.™

And Wharton went downstairs! put
on 4 cap and a macintosh, and let him-
self out of the house.

e

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
A Blow in the Dark!

ALPH, the gipsy, started.
Ha was crouched in the most

sheltered ecorner of the little
summer-housa in the dark gar-
dons, safe from the rain, and snuggled
up 1n the warm grey coat against the
cold. From the rain and the darkness
ounfside there camc the sound of foot-

s TepS.

E?nr the moment Ral sl%lppused that
it was his kind and beneficent friend
Bunter returning,  DBuf hiz keen enr
dquickly distimpuished  the difference
between the Grm tread he heard now
and the shufiling, shambling footsteps of
the fat junior,

Ho rose silently from the seat, his
heart beating, and his eyves gleaming in
the dark. Someone was coming to the
summer-house, and Ralph's thoughts ran
on Michael, the gipsy. That his brutal
mastcr would never allow him to escape,
if ke could help it, the waif knew, and
the ruffian had zeen him clamber over
the hig park wall inle Colonel Whar-
ron's seat,  Rulph had believed that
the disrcpufable ruffian would never
“wave the nerve to follow him inlo &
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- “gentleman's pavk,” but ot the sound

of that tread his fears revived. Bunter
had told him that no one belonging io
the lodpe ever came to that summer-
houze after dark, and in such 2 down-
pour of rain it was a thing extremely
unlikely in itaglf,

Ralph's heart was beating hard as he
stood crouching in the dark corner, and
his fists were elenched. He did not
mean to bo recaptured if he could help
it, but in o struggle with Michael he
knew that he had no chance at all. His
only hope was to dodge in the dark and
escape by Hight.

He stpod 1n guivering silence and
listened., ;

In thoe darkness he could see nothmg
but the faintest glimpse of & dark,
moving shadow in the doorway of the
summer-house.

That the newcomer was one of tha
schoolboys who had helped him to elude
Michael that day, and that he was therc
to feteh in the skates that Bunter had
fmfotteu, naturally, did not ocour to
Ra Iph. 3 :

Harry Wharton groped his way iaoto
the summer-house, _%lad to get out of
the splashing rain. Well as he knew his
way about the prounds of the lodge,
where his boyhood had been passed. he
had found himself bafled by the dark-
ness, and hed stumbled a good many
times among the paths in the dark
shrubberies, and twice taken a wrong
dircction, But he found himself in the
little secluded building, ot last, and
stopd inside it, tghmpm in his pockets
for & box of matches. He went through
pocket after pocket, only to make the
discovery that he had no matches,

Not for a moment did it occur to him
that the building was tenanted.

Az he had no matches, he proceeded
t> prope for the skates. From what
Bunter had said, he knew that tho fat
junigr had pitched themm under the seat,
which ran round two sides of the build-
ing. So ik was only a question of grop-
g his way along f1ll he found them.

He started at the end of the scat near-
est the doorway, and groped along,
utterly unconscious of the fact that every
stepr brought him nearer and nearcr to
& crouching, quivering figure 1 the
farthest corner.

Ralph suppressed his breathing.

13 heart was beating almost to
suffocation. e could see nothing but
the dimmest of black shadows moving
in the blackness: but that dim, black
shadow was groping in the darkness
towarda him, silently greping—and com-
ing directly towards the corner where
he ecrouched against the angle of the
walls. That it was Michael, and that
Bblichael knew or suspected that he was
there, seemed clear to the gipsy waif:
why should anyone else be groping his
way to him io the dark, or indeed be
in the zummer-house at all?

Halph's fists clenched hard.

He was cornered; but he was pre-
p]armg for a desperate atlempt to get
clear.

The moving shadow suddenly stopped.

Wharton ‘?:md suddenly  discerned a
grey glimmer in the darlk corner. Tt
was Dob Cherry's light grey coat which
Bunter had so generously presented io
the waif. Even in the darkness he could
see it, now that he was close. It ecame
into Wharton's mind with a rush that
there was zomeone in the building, and
he was so startled that his  heart
thumped painfully.

It was at that moment that Ralpﬁ
siirred. Wharton was so close to him
now that he could almost have touched
him by stretching out his hand.

The gipsy set his teeth, and made a
desperate spring.

—r

A violent shove sent Wharton spin-
ning to one gide, and the gipsy darted
past him.

*Oh [”dgaspnd Wharton.

Startled and alarmed as he was,
Wharton turned instantly on the unsesn
fellow whe had shoved him aside. He
clutched at the fugitive, and his grasp
closed on the grey overcoat

Ralph, with an inarticulate ecry,
turned on him. He felt himself in the
grasp of Michael, and in sheer terror
he siruck out frantically.

Wharton gave & gasp as a clenched
fist crashed on hiz mouth, and he stag-
gered back.

But hia held on gamely 1o the over-
coat he had grasped. Who his unseen
azsailant was he had not the faintest
idea; butk he was determined not to let
him get awav.

He dragged at the coat; and sud-
denly felt it loose in his hands. “There
was & patter of rapid footsteps in the
rain, and then silence. Wharton, half-
dazed by the suddenness of the strange
happening, found himself alone, with
an overcoat in his grasp. The gipsy
had slipped out of it and fled, leaving
tha emply coat in Wharton’s hands,

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Wharton.

He stood staring dizzily into the rain.
It was useless to think of Lﬁ“muiﬂs hiz
assailant in the rain and the darkness:
the gegﬂw, whoever he , wa3, hed
vanished. Still mechanieallly graspin
the coat with one hand, Wharton pasaeg
the other over his mouth, where the
blow had fallen. His ﬁngﬂm CAIne
away wet—not with rain, Hiz lip had
been cut by the fierce blow, and waa
bleading freely.

T 0Oh, erumbs!” he repeatod,

He took oubt his handkerchief and
dabbed hiz mouth dazedly, He wa-
hurt, and more puzzled than hurt. Who
the fellow was, unless it was some tramp
who had taken refuge in the Little buld-
ing, he could not imagine. Dut the
warm coat he was holding certainly did
not seern like o tramp’s coat. Indeed,
even i the darkness, there secmed some-
thing familiar about that grey overcoat
to Wharton.

. The fellow was gone, and pursuit was
impossible; Wharton, ﬂngtrg_'l as he fell.
gave the matter up. a  Tresumed
groping under the seat for the skates,
and found them in a few minules.

Ha left the summer-house carrying
the skates, and with the grey overcoat
hanging over his arm. It was possible
that that cost, when examined in the
light, might ﬂgi‘m some clue to the
owner; and Wharton, with his mounth
tingling from a fierce blow, waz natur-
ally anxious to get within hitting dis-
tance of the unknown [fellow who had
struck him, :

He tramped back to the lodge in the
rain and gloom. It was a good distance
to the house, and the rain was coming
down more thickly than ever; and he
was glad wheo he arrived.

He let himself in by the door by
which he had left, in a lobby opening
off the hall. There he laid down the
skates, and proceeded to look at the
grey overcoat in the light. .

A startling change came over his face.

In the light, there was no mistaking
that coat. It was Bob Cherry’s. Harry
Wharton stared nt it like & fellow 1n o
dream.

Bob Cherry!

It was impossible! 5

He pazaed hiz hand over his mouih,
still bleeding from the fierce blow tha
had been struck in the dark.

What did it mean? DBob might have
hidden himself in the summer-house, {or
startle Wharton when he got thore—i
was utterly unlike him to play suel: a
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foolish trick, but it was possible: and Wharton remembered
that he had missed his way going there, and lost time—Hoh
had had time to got there first, if he wanted to. But—

Dut that savage blow was no joke! )

It seemed to Wharton that his brain was in o whirl, as
he stood gazing at the coat that was Dob Cherry's, and
that he had dragged [rom ile fellow who had struck him,

“¥You've been out in this rain, Masier Harry.”

Wadham, the lodge butler, came into the lobby., Wharten
hurriedly hung the grey coat on & peg, and began to take
off his own macintosh, ™

Whatever this strange affair might mean, he did nod
intend to let the houschold know that his friend had struck
him down in the dark.

Wadham took the wet raincoat from him, his eyes linger-
ing on the cut on Wharton's mouth, which was still bleeding.

You've had an accident, Master Harry.”

“I—1I had a knnck——"" stammered Wharton.

“You've had a blow, sir,” said Wadham quietly, *Ihd
you come on anvbody in the grounds, sir? There are -gip:_iir:z:
camped by the park—I saw one of them to-day hanging
about the park gates—a lovw-browed puffian, siv—he was
hanging about for no good—-"

Wharton's fice was Rushed.

Wadham was evidently sorprised and curious, and he
could not fail to know what had ecansed the cut on the
junior's mouth. It was the blow of a clenched fist and
nothing else,

“TIf that gipsv's gob inio the grounds, sir—" said Wad-
ham, as the junior did not spenk.

“No, no!'"” zaid Harry.

“But you've had o blow, sir,” =aid the astonished
Wadham.

" Yes—but—T didn't sea the fellow in the dark,” stam-
mered Wharton, “I's all right., Nothing to make a fuss
about, Wadham."

He hurried away, leaving Wadham staring. If Colonel
Wharton's nepliew had been struck by some vagrant in the
grounds, it seemed to Wadham that it was far from being
“all right!” and that it was an occasion for a very con-
sidderable fuss to be made, ) .

Harry Wharton went upsteirs. His face was pale and
set, and his oyes burning. He did not intend to tell Wad-
ham, but it was the wearer of the grey overcoal who had
strueck him, and that matter had to be zeliled without »
fuss—hut it had to ke zettled.

e—————t

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble !

"t ARRY! What on ecarth’s happened "

H Frank Nugent was the only fellow in Wharton's
den when Harry arrived there. He was locking
over & Holiday Annual, in an armchair by the

fire, when Wharton came in. He glanced round carclessly ;

but started to his feet with an exclamation a: he saw his

chum's face.

“Where's Bob Cherry?™

“{ione to hiz room, I think," answered Frank. ‘“Johnny
and Ink;,r have gono down to the bilhards-room. DBut
what—"

“TI've ot to sce him.

“Eh? Of course!"”

“He didn't go out after I did?” exclaimed YWharten,

“Not that I know of.”

“Waoll, he must have!™ said Harry,
him.”

Heo was turning away, when Nugent crossed the room
swiftly and caught him by the arm. '

“Wiat’s the matter, Harry " he asked,

" Bomething I must settle with Cherry.™

“Hold on & nunute!” said Frank quielly. “You can’t
have a row with Bob under your own roof, Wharton, Tell
me what's happened.”

Nugent knew only too well what that look on hiz chum’s
faco meant. He had seen it there before, when there had
been trouble among the Famous Five of Greyiriars.

Wharton sct his lips,

“1'd rather not speak about it,” he muttered. “It's zome-
that's gof to be zettled between Dob and me™

Frank Nugent drvew Wharlon almost forcibly into the
room and shut the door. His face was very gravo.

“You can fell me,” he said. “ It won't be the first time
that I've saved you from making o fool of yourself, Harry.
It would be bad enough to guarrel with Bob ac Grevfriars,
but you can’t row with him vwnder your own roof. Have a
little sense !

Wharton gave him a fierce look. His temper was at boil-
ing point.

‘Let go my arm, Nugent ™ =

(Continued on the wext page.)
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#1 won't!” answered Frank coolly.
“Ff von want & fow you can row with
rae first. I'm n bit more vzed to your
teenper thon DBob 15, as I'm in your
study at Greviriars, Go iti”

Whaeton jerked his arm away by
main force.

Frank Nugent put his back {o the
deor., Hiz eves were rather angry, but
his face qnite cdlm as he faced his
chum,

“Stop playing the fool, Frank!”
snapped Wharton. “Let me pass! 1
tell von I've got to sce Cherryt”

“ Not till you're in o humour to call
him Dob, instead of Cherry,” ansyercd
Frank.

“You dummy!” ;

“ 3o it—if it relicves your feelings,”
said Nugent.

Wharton breathed. hard.

T tell you what's happened, then.
Den't let it peb over the house. My
unele musin’t hear of it. You know I
went to the sswmmer-house to get my
skates. Bob Chorry was there—he got
there first—and he strock me—"

“Aré vou mad?’

“ Look at my mouth!™

“You're mad!” said Nugent, aghast.
“Yeou mean to tell me that youn saw
Bob there, and he struck you——"

“T'm not 2 cat to see in the dark!”
spapped Wharton, 1t was as black as
pitch in tha suminer-house, and I had
no matehes.”

“You idict!" =zuid MNugent. * Some-
body struck you in the dark. It was
oo more Bob than it was myself 1™

“He was wearing Bob's overcoat.”

“Rubbizh! Overcoats  are much

alike; and if you're nok a cat to see in
the Elurl:, vou couldn't identify the
coat.”

“He shpped out of it and ran, and
left 1t in my hands. 1 didn't know it
was Bob's eoat till I got back to the
house and looked at it in the light.”

Nugent stared at him blankly.

#You've got the coat?”

“Yez, It's hanging up in the lobhy
now.”

“You're sure it's Bob's coat—>""

“ Yoz, asst”

“1 don't beliove i, TTarry,
making an idiotic mistake!”

“Will yon come down and look at the
coat " asked Wharton angrily.

“Yesy and you'll be joliy glad that T
stopped vou in time, before you made a
thundering fool of yourself ! snappod

You're

N u‘gr:*nt.

“(lome on, then!™

The two juniors went downstalrs
Logether,

SThere's  the  eont!™  grunied
Wharten,

Frank XNogent's fuce was very starkled
as he examined it. He knew at once
that 1t was Bol Cherry's coat. Dut to
make assurance {quhli sure, he felt in
the pockets and found there a pocket-
knife which hoe knew belonged io Bob,
as well a8z an envelope addressed to Bab
ifi the handwriting of Major Cherry.
There could be no further possible
doubt o5 to the ownecship of the coat,
Wharton watched him with an angry,
:grcaati{: look as he made the examina-
10

“YWell. arc you satisfied now?” he
demanded.

“It's DBob's
slowly.

“Well, then—-"

“I can't make it out.. You're sura
you pulled this coat off the fellow who
struck yvou in the summer-house **

T'o vou think U'm dreaming?' ex-
claimed Wharton angeily,

Tar Macxer Lineary.—No, 1,038,

coal,” said Nugent

"Homebody else may have pot on
Bob's coat!” muttered Nugent, though
even as lhe made the supgestion he
reatized how feeble it was.

“Who!” growled Wharton. “You,
or Johnny, or Inlky? Don't ba g silly
asz! A man couldn’t get into the coat;
it was a Boyl"”

“I—1 can’t make it out? Nugent
was quito staggered, “I can’'t believe
Jf:hiﬁ* Bob did as you say. Why should
el

“I don't know why he should; I anly
know that he did.”

“"I—I suppose Bunter—"

“Bunter couldn't get into the coat—
he's too fat. And do vou think a fat
frump like Bunter could knock me
spinnipg 1™

“Well, no.”

“It's rotten ito think of puiting it
on Bunter, too!” growled Wharton.
“He's a fat little beast, but that's
unjust,”

“1'd rather put it on Bunter, or any-
body else, than Bob,” answered Frank
guietly, *“DBut T admit that it couldn't
have becn Bunter. It beats me hollow.
Look here, Harry, I ¢an’t understand
thiz. But it wasn’t Bob who hit you; I
know. that!™

“Oh, don't be a silly idiot "

“Anyhow, Fou can’t row
fellow 1 your own house.”

Whartor's eyes flashed.

“Da you think I'm going to take this

wietly? I shan’t row with him, but

m going to see him about it. It's got
to be settled.”

“Let me seo him first and azk him
i‘f__!l

with a

11 Rﬂt 11,
Wharton tramped away up the stair-
case again. Trank Mugent followed

him, with deep misgivings in his brenst.
He took the grey overesat coer his
AT, The aftair utierly  mystifiad
Frank, but it was impossible for kim
te  believe that Beb Cherry, for no
unaginable reazon, had acted like a
Irrutal hoolizan towards his [riend and
his bost. Ie felt fhat there must he
some explanation, though lhe had to
confess that he conld net cven begin to
imagine what it waz, Ho hoveled ofter
Wharton and arrived witiv him ai Bob
Cherry's door,

W E—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Guest !

ILLY BUNTER vawned,

It was very cosy and comfort-
able in the big chair hefore the
crackling log fire. Bunter had

changed his wet olothes, and he was
now clad in a flowing, gorgeous dress
uugv%l:nﬂr::. which displayed nelirly all
the hwes of the peacock, t was a
magnilicent. gown of Orientel manufoc-
ture, and. its value was fabumlous. Need-
less to =ay, it did not belong o William
(GGeorge Bunter. He had found it in
Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh's room, and
borrowed it, in the agreeable little way
e had. It was warm and comfeortable,
and that was all that the Owl of the
Remove  thought  ib necessary Lo
consider.

Bunter was taking hiz case while he
waited for the supper-betl. Bupper was
the next important event in the history
of the wniverse.

Tap, tap, tap!

For some miniutes Bunter did nok
notice the light tapping at his window.
The rain was still falling and the wind
howling ‘through leafless branches, and
the tapping at the window was light
and eautioas. But he noticed it at last
and stared round.

Tap, tap, fap!

Bunter blinked at the window. From
the darkness without a white facc was
preszod to the pane,

Billy Dunter's fat heart
startled jump.

There was something strange and
eerie in that white face pressed fo the
glass and the dark, wild eyes staring
into the rocm.

“Ow 1" gjaculated Bunter.

But in a moment or two he realised
what it was—what it muat be, IE was
the face of Ralph, the gipsy.

Bunter grunted.

In the kindness of his podgy heart he
had told the gipsy to come to his bal-
cony that night, and told him how to
find it. But he had not expected the
waif so early. He had told him di--
tinctly not to come till a late hour when
the lights were out in the house.

Tep, lap, tap!

It was a Jight tep like » woodpecker.
Bunter grunted again, and detached
himself from the srmchair. He was
wrritated, and his hospitality was at =
low ebb. Dut it was evidently neeessary
to let the gipsy in. Standing on the
little wooden balcony agaimst the
brightly lighted window, Ralph would
have heen a conspicuous objeet to any-
one who had been out in the grounds in
the rear of the house—not that anyone
was likely to be out there in the dark
and the rain.

Bunter rolled across to ihe window
and unfastened it, and opened one side.
The gipsy stepped in lightly, panting.

“Taook here——" began DBunter.

“QOh, sir, he's after me!™ panted
Ralph.

“What? He? Who!”

“Michael ¥ panted Ralph,

L [} Dh !hi

“He came to thoe summer-honse, and
nearly had me " breathed the waif, “1
gobt awar, but he's sure to hunt for me,
sit. I—1I thought wou'd let me hide
here for a bit, sir, 1ill he's gone! Ta
won't dare to come near the house—a
fellow like that! He wouldn't dare {o
let the servants see him  hangine
about—" Ralph broke off as b«
caught the expression on Buntor's fui
face, “I—I know I ought not to have
come, siv, but I'm feared of him! IIe'l!
nearly kill me if he gets hold of me!
But--bat 1'll go, sir! I'll go—=—"*

The terrified look that the waif cast
info  the darkness outside moved
Bunter. His frritation passed.

Bunter rather fancied himself in the
role of protector, and his gratitude to
the waif who had saved hia life had not
vot faded away.

“That's all right,
kid,” =ald Bunter.
awkward, but I'll
Keep where

He pushed the hesitating
farther inte the room, closed and
fastened the french windows, and drow
the heavy, dark hangings across them.

Then he blinked dubiously at Ralph.

The tattered gipsy was drenched and
dripping with rain, and panting witl
haste and terror.

“Where's the eoat I gave youl”
asked Bunter, "

“I slipped out of it when he got hold
of it, sir!” hreathed Relph. “I lef
him holding it. Butb for that I'd never
have pot away [

*“(h, Tl get you another some time
said Bunter. “ Look here, get yourself
dr&r by the fire! You're soaked !

I don't care ahout that so long a-
I keep clear of Michael-!™ sald the waifl,
shivering.

“PDry yvourself " said DBunter,

He led the gipsy to the wide heartin
wheie the log-fire crackled ond biazed

BA&VE &

¥ou stay herc.

“It's a bit
manage somehow.
on are.”

g1y
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Wharion held on gamely fo the overcoat he had grasped until he suddenly feli it loose in his hands. Hali-d4zed by the sudden=
ness of the strange happening, Wharton found himself alore, with an overcoat in his grasp. His assailant had slipped out of

it and fled, leaving the empty coat in Wharton's hands.

cheerily. The shivering waif held out
his half-frozen hands to the heat.

Bunter locked the door of his room.
Then he opened the door that gave
admittance to the dressing-room.
It secmed a safe refuge for the waif.
As Bunter did not use the dressing-
room, the communicating door was kept
locked, end the maids did not go into
the room, so far as Bunter knew, Any-
how, it would be easy for him to keep
the key in his pocket, and in case of
inquiry he counld say that he had lost
it, Bunter being happily untrammelled
by any consideration for the truth.

“Here's a towel, kid!" said DBuntier,
once more the compassionate benefactor.
“Rub yourself dry. By pum, you'ro
jolly muddy! I'll get you some dry
clothes later when the fellows are down-
stairs—— JI—I mean—— Never mind.
Dry yourself, and get into this dressing-
gown. It's jolly warm, and there’s no
fire in the next room., Feeling better
now 1"

“Yes, sir!” pasped Ralph.

He rubbed himself into & warm glow
with the towel, standing before the
blazing fire. Dut his dark, startled eyes
turned continually upon the hangings
at the window. Bunter smiled.

“¥ou'ra s=afe here, ki, he said.
“You've +:_mli,r got to keep quiet, and
nobody will have any idea that you're
in the house ot all, As for that beastly
gipsy, he won't dare to coma near. The
servants would take him for a thief ov.

a burglar if they saw him Jurking
apout.  ¥You needn’t worry abount
Michael. I can't understand how he

found you in the smnmer-howse. ™

The walf trembled.

“Ha found me, sir, in the dark-—"

“The beast!” said Bunter sym-
{:athettqaliy. “But he wen’t find you
were, kid, ¥ou rely on me. I'll pro-

tect vou i

“T can't thank you as I oughi, sir,
for all your kindness ! Faltered Ralph.

“That's all right,” said Bunter, with
a wave of his fat hand. " I'm a kind-
hearted chap. you know. I can jolly
well tell you that I spent most of my
Christmas holiday going round among
the poor and helping them in London,
you know—in the East End.”

"That was ke you, sir [ said Ralph,

Bunter coughed,

His ouibreak of philanthropy that
Chreistmastide had been, as a matier of
fact, vary unlike him, and Bunter was
rather conscious of the fact, DBut he
was, ab least, fecling extremely philan-
thropic towards this hapless waif, whose
gratitude and admiration gave him a
very pleasant feeling of complacency.

“¥You can jolly well stay here as long
as yvou like, kid,” he zaid., " TI°ll keep
an eye open to-morrow for that man
Michael, and if he's heen in the grounds
Colonel Wharton wilt anly need a word
fto make him have the fellow run in for
trespass. Then you'll have a chance to

{See Chapler 9.)

get clear and pet away fo that uncle
of yours up in Yorkshire. What's his
name-—Hooper or Snooper?™

“Cooper, sir,” said Ralph.

“Yes, Cooper. I krnew it was some-

thing. Now you get into this dressing-
gown and go inlo your room. The
fellows might come here, and 1t

wouldn't do lor yvou te be spotied.”

Ralph obediantly cufelded himself in
the ample folds of Hurree Jamsct Ram
Bingh's gorgeous gown. Undoubtedly
that warm and ample gown was very
grateful and comlerting lo ihe gipsy
waif, DBunter led him inte fhe dressing-
room. ‘There was a couch in the room,
and Bunter gencrously carried in the
ciderdown from his own bed. _

“Take a rest, kid,” he said. “I'll
lock tho door, and if yon hear any-
body, don't muke a8 sound.”

“1'll be careful, sir.”

“You see, T should get inlo a row if
vou were found here, and you'd be
chucked out, of course,” said DBunter.
" The people here are rather beasts—
not my style at all. I only stay in the
place out of good nature. Mind, nob
a sound

“Yes, sir.”

“1'l] wangle you some supper later,”
added Bunter, “ Depend on me nob to
forget that.”™

And, leaving the gipsy snoggled up
warm ot Lhe couch under the eiderdown,
Hilly Bunter returned to his own rooni,

T Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1,038.
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leched the coumnunieating door, and pul
tae key in his pocket, Then he sat
down in kis armnchair again before the
fire, fo wait, with growing impatience,
for the sound of the supper-hell,

e -

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Test of Faith !

i ALLO, halls, hallo!

H old beanlets!™

Bob Cherry's manner was
hearty and unsuspicious. He
veeeled Wharton snd Nugent in his
Hseal cheery manner when they presented
themselves at his door. Beb had been
making himself tidy for supper, being
rather more particular on such points
ut Wharton Lodge than he was at Grey-
friars School. His mop of flaxen hair
vas almost stnooth and his Lic noarly
straight.

Nugent smiled faintly. Bol's manner
was enough to convinee him, if he had
needed  econviuecing, that the cheery
suntor had had nothing to do with the
slrange cpisode in the summer-house,
xud 'knew nothing of it, Even Wharton,
passionately angry as he was, was stag-
gored. Tt seemmed imposzsible that this
cheery, ruddy.cheeked fellow, in high
good humour as usual, ecould have Leen
guilty of a wanton and bratal atlack
on his friend in the dark. But the evi-
tlence of the overcoat was overwhclining,

. r“L Haﬁlin, halle, hallo!™ repeated Bob.
Ihat’s iy eoat! What on earth are
you larking with my eoat for, Franky "
You admit il's your coat?™ said
Harry.

Lol stared at lim.

“Eh? OFf course iUs iy coat! T sup-
poze I know iy own overcoat, that the
pater gave me new this Christimas?
What do vou mean?

:: You know where I got ihat coal*"

You must have taken it from 1lis
rootn, I suppose?” zaid the presded Bol.
3 Irhﬂ%'Fn'{: ﬂii.'i-!iu-d it, ],n.il,i L left it here
vestorday, wore 1y heavy ¢
Woodiord fo-day.” ¥ Abtattie

"I've just brought it in from the
sammmer-house in the gardens,”  said
Harry, his eyes fixed on Dob's face, to
vead there the signs of conscious euilt.

But there was no sign of guilt in
Boly's face,  His looks only expressed
utier bewilderment.

“From the summer-house?™ he re
peated.,

“Yeu”

“You wint there for vour shales?
Mean to zay vou found my coal there?
[ suppose that fat 1diot Bunter wasn't
irying on my coat there when he was
frving on your skates¥"

Bob broke off, as he noted the cut
on Wharton's mouth, from which a few
drops of erimson were still cozing,

“Had an accident?” he asked,

"1 have been struck 1n ihe face in thie
dack by a rotter who got away, leaving
bis eoat in my hands,” said Wharten
deliberately.

“INot that coat?” cjaculated Bob.

“Yeg, that coal—your coal!”

“Mean to say that some fellow was
wearing my coat? Who?”

“Phat's what I want to know,” sald
Harry,

Bob leoked at him, and then lecked al
~ugent. A change came over g ruddy
{aee. He looked rather grim.

Now that e gave Wharton his atien-
tion he could read the look on his fave
wrigink.

“hid you gee liwe fellow P hie asked
guietly.

ll'*“ "li

“You gof hold of him ™
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“Yeu; and he slipped out of the coat,
leaving ma holding it.”

“You don't know who it was?”

“1 mean to know 17

Bob Cherry locked the captain of the
Remove fairly and sguarely in the eyes.

“I think I catch on,” he szaid, and
there was something like ice in his
voiee, “You look as if you think that
I wazs the fellow in the summer-house.
You think that T hit you in the dark
ancd bolted—is that iti*”

“What else am T to think®"” acked
Wharton, between lig feeth., “I was
struck in the face by whoever was wear-
iug this epat. It's your coat!”

ob's biue eves glintad.

“That will do,” he said. 1 needn’d
tell you, Franky, that I know nothing
about the matter. You're a decent
chap.”

“Does that mean thal T'm not?”
flamed oul Wharton furiously.

“Yeos”

“Wlhy, you rvoiter, after what you've
dotig——"

"Held on!” zaid Bob, "IFve doae
nothing. If T wanted to hit wou, I
shouldn't hit you in the dark, and you
can depond on it that I shouldn't bolt
alterwards. When you're cool you'll
know that just as well as Nugent knows
ib wow; you always come round when
you geb ond of vour beastly tempers!
But you can't talk lo me, Wharton, as
if I was a fellow like Bunter, butting
1t a house where I'm not wanted !
' going down now to telephone to my
fulbher that I coming hotne to-night,
ang you needn't trouble to spesk to me
when we meet apain at (irevfriars !

“Bob I exclaimed Nugent, in dismay,

“Lan't be helped, Franky, There's o
linmit, you know., DBesides, Wharkon can
hardly want to enlertain a guest whom
he suspects of lving in wait for him in
darvk corners and punching his month 17
added BDob, a glinmer of amusernent in
biis eyes, in spite of his anger.

“If it was not yom, wlho had vour
coal " 2aid Wharlon savagely,

“Find gut !” auswered Bob coolly,

i .“r]'IELL r:..r:

“Find oul! Xo Dusiness of mine,
excepl that I'd like to punch the fellow
who had {he neck to borrow my Lest
E T

“ Nobody could have borrowed yvour
eosl. You say yourself that it was heve
e your room; i couwld enly have been
taken by somebody in the bouse™

* Looks Tike thal,” agrecd Bob.,

“ Well, then, who——:"

“I've told you to find anl if vou wanl
frr know, NWo good asking me. Have a
row with Iranky here 1f he's slaying to
cujoy 161" said Bob scornfully. “I'm
going ! 1've had cnough of your hospi-
talily ! IP'mu a it more particular thau
Bunter ™

Bob sirode to the door. There was a
fap on 1t before he reached i, and il
opened,  and  Furree Joumset Ram
Singh's smiling, dousky face looked in.
Johnny Ball was: with the nabob,

"My estecmed friends and lodicrous
chums,” said the nabol, *J——" 1o
broke off as he chserved the Iooks of the
three juniors. " What's the trouble?
You are not having an eslecemed and
vidiculous row "

" Anything ap ™ asked Johnny DBulk

And he followad the vabeb into the
root o closed the door ;

Nothing muel,” said Harey, biting
Beix fip.

“The upfulness appears fo be {or-
rifie,” said 1he nabol genily. * Let dog-
delipht te bark Betelully, my csbteemcd
clemins, bat the cisefnlness of vour angry
passions would he stopped by a =liich
i L™

“You came in to speak to me, 1 sup-
pose, Inky." zaid Bol. *“Uet it ofl your
chest, old black bean! I'm just going
down,”

“1 was poing to ask if any estecmel
az3 had been larking with my beautiful
and absurd dressing-gown ™ explained
the nabob, “It is missing from my
elegant room.”
~ “0h, zomebody borrowed your dress
ing-gown, oo !” ejaculated Bob, © Weli,
if the f,'ilcld:; horrower puts it on, and
taps Wharton on the nose, he will come
and accuse you of dong 1t! Then you
can come along to my place, Inky, and
keep me company for the rest of the
vacation

“You're not going home '™ exclaimed
Johuny Bull,

“Yes, T am 1™

“ But what the thunp—.--*

“Somebody pinched my overcoal,'
vxplained Bob. “He put it on, and
tapped Wharten's mouth, and he think-
I did it! Not being guite so casy-
gmng‘ a chap as Bunter, I'in leaving !
Good-bye, everybody 1™

Bob went to the door, and Johnny
Bull prompily placed himself against
and pushed him back.

“We'd Letter clear thiz up,™ le said.
“No good poing off in a Lemper, Hol
You're making a mistake. Wharton
doezn’t think anything of 1he kipd."”

“He says he does!” answered Dol
curtly.

“What amm T 1o thiok?” exclanned
Wharten passionately.

“Anything vou ke excopt that,” =aid
Johnoy Bull, * if {hat's how the malter
stands you're not geing  alone, Bob!
I'll go with you!™

Wharlton's cves gloamed wilh aoger.

“¥ou ean suit yoarsell ! e snapped.
“You don't know what's happened yel,
and rou take sides againgt e 1

“T know {hat vou're accusing DBob of
a dirky triek, and that's ecoough for
e ! answered DBull stoludiyv. " You
ought to be jolly well ashamed o
youraeit I

“When you knew what Lhappencd-—

“Well, what hoppened, then?” de-
manded Johnny groflly,

Wharion explained once more whal
had occurred in the swinmer-house.
Both  Johany Dull  and  the nabol
looked startled.

“The cstcemed Bob says 1b owas nol
he," said IMurree Jamwset Ram Singh
gently., “That settles the maetter, my
estoemed chumn, As it was not Bob, it
was somobody else.” R

“Somoebedy else wearing Dol Cherry's
voat, which must have been taken from
thiz room ! exclaimed Harry. “Well,

~r
slhiook his

11

who?
The Naboh of Blanipar
hicad.

“The knowfulness iz nol greatl,” he
admitied, “*but the trustfulness of o
chum's word should be lerrifie!”

“Yon didn™ gel thal thump on {he
mouth ! said Wharton bitterly. “Yon
might think differently if you had ™

But Wharten's anger was already
pazsing, and he was assatled by doubls,
If Bol hud done as he suspected, the
aclion was almost inexplicable. There
was no misfaking lhe angry scorn in
Bob's honest fuce. Vet if the assailant
had net been Bob Cherry, who had i

becen®  Wharton felt his brain in =
whirl, DBut his chums' unhesitaling

faith in Bob made kim feel that he had
been hasty and nngencrous,

“We can find out who did it, sonw
how,” suid Johuny Bull. “My belict
i5 fhat Bunter has borrowed Inky'-
dresing-pown,  and  he may  biave
Lorrowed Tlob's eoal as 'l."!.'l:'."—'--—"

“unter coubldn't gol indo the coal™
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“Y know that: but he may know
something about it. If he had it out

of doors, somebody may have found it

and put it on.’ .

e ¢ siranger, wandering about the
grounds in this weather!” soapped
Wharton,

“Jolly unlikely, T know,” zaid Johony
Bull wvomoved. " But more likely than
thot Bob has played a dirty trick, as
vou ought to know yourself.”

Wharton bit his lip.

“You're all against me, 1 can see
that,” he said.

“What the thump do you expecti”
snapped Johnny Bull, “You're not
acting decently.”

*Look here, Bull—"

“You won't gei anything but plein
Fnglish from me,™ growled Johnny.
“If my coat had been taken instead of
Beb's, T suppose you'd he accusing me
instead of him. I call that rotten. We
can find out who had the coat, and we
ran find out who wore it when you
woera puniched in the dark, very likoly
hitt before we do anything of the kind,
it's up to you to apclogise to Bob for
suspecting him.™

“No need for that,” said Beb, “1'm
going. Let a [ellow pass, Johnny.”

“Not yet,” answered Johnny Bull
grimly, “If Wharton doesn't do the
tlecent thing, yow're nob going alone—
I'm going with yon. And I think these
olher fellows ought io come, too.™

Wharton looked at the other feliows.

There was no misteking the ox-
pressions on their faces. Their support
was wholly for Bob Cherry in ihiz dis-
pute, If there was a split in the Co.,
Harey Wharton wonld stand  alone.
Fven his nearest and deavest chum,
IPrank Nugent, was against him in this,
And yot the evidenee was nverwhelmin
that 1t was Boby Cherry who had strue
him in the dark.

Wharton™s eyves famed.

He opened his lips, and upon them
trembled words of passionate anger and
~rorn. Never had the Tamouz TFive
of Greyiriars heen so near to a hopeless
Lireach in their ranks, DBut with a great
cfiort, Wharlon checked the hot words.

Bob Cherry's eyes were upon  hin.
B3ob was angry and reseniful, as was not
to be wondered at. But friendship,
after all, was strong.

“Wharton, old man,™ zaid Bob, very
nuictly, “Think it over! I wouldn's
have believed such a thing against you
on any ovidence. It's not sense.”

Wharton made no answer: he was
sirnggling with himsell,  Johnny Bu!l
wailod a few moments, and as Harry did
not. speak, he put hiz hand an the knoh
of the door,

"Come on, Bob,” he said quictly,
“Wa'd better clear.™

“ Btop 1

Wharton spoke al lask,

It hed been a struggle, but his better
nature had won: against all the
evidenes, apainst his own sepnse as it
sdeemed, his faith in his chum won the

&Y.

“"Hold 8n, 1ok
I—I'm sorry.”

Bob Cherry’s face brightened.

“Now you put it like that, Wharion,
T'll =ay on my word of honour that I
know nolhing whatever about 18, I—I
don’t know that I blame you for
thinking so, either, though I wish you'd
trusted a fellow a bit move.”

“I do trust you,™ said Hamry. “I'm
gorry—I suppose I was a fool to think
anything of the kind for & moment.
But—but——" His faco was crimson,
“I'm quite bewildered—I can’t make it
out at all.”

“We'll find out who it was,” said Boh.

“You're not poing, old chap?™

Lol smiled faintly.

“Xot if you want me to stay—if you
feel surg—*

“I do fesl sure—quite sure. TI'm
ashamed of having suspecied von for
a minute,” said Harry. His mind was
guite clear on that point now, though
the matter was still an uiter mystery.

“That does it,” said Bob. *“Let's
forget all about it, and keep our little
tempeors.”

“Hear, hear!™ said Joheny Bull.

“The hear-hearfulness s Lerrifie,™
said Hurree Singh.  “"Now that the
clowdiulness of distrusi has rolled away
under the benign sunshinefulness of
friendship, let ws find ant whoa was {he
esteemed and cxecrable rotter who wore
Bob's elegant and disgusting coat.™

“Bunter knows something abount if,"
sald Johnny Bull, with conviction. " Ha
bagged Wharton's skates, and he bagged
yvour gorgeous gown, Inky, and he
bagred that coat, though goodness
knows who got hold of if afierwards.
Let's go and see Bunter,”

“Lot's " said Nugent.

The Famous Five left Bob's room
together, harmony once more happily
restored.  In the passage, as ithe othop
fellows went ahead, Wharton spoke in a
low voiee to DBoh.
"Borry, old fellow [
i you like™

Boeb grinned.

AU sereno: wash it oul,” he zaid.
“I'll kick Bunter.”

Wharton laughod, am:d they went on
together to the end of the corridor—
whore to their savpreise, they foumd a
erowd galhierod.

I—I heclieve you.

You can kick me

P h'i ™
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Search

QLONEL  WHARTON was
standing at the door of Bunter's
rocm, tapping. No reply ceme
to dhis tap from  within

Wadham, the butler, was near at hand,
and behind him stood John, the foot-
man, and (Giles, the keeper. All of them
showed traces of having been out in the
rein, and Giles had a gun under his
arm. YEvidently something very unusual
was going on.

The colonel glanced at the juniors a3
they came up.

“*Bunter is in his resmn, I suppose,
Harry 1" asked Colonel Wharton, 7 Tha
door appears to be locked,”

“He was there zome time ago, unele,
answered Wharton, “He wont ont. after
tea, by way of the balcony, but he camo
back. He's not likely to have gone ont
again in this rain.”

*I am afraid =omething may havo
happened to him,” said the colonel.
“There is some unknown person lurking
in the grovnds—or was. Wadham thinks
he got into the house ™

The juniors all started, and exchanged
glances.  An unknown porson hucking in
the grounds let in a littlo light upon the
mysterious happenings in the summer-
hause. Harry Wharlon was glad, at that
moment, with a hearificlt thankfulness,
that his faith in his cloen had siood the
test. He felt thas he was sbont to learn
somothing of the teoth of what lLad
happened.

Wadham gave an apolopetic litile
congzlr

“1 was aware, Mastor Ilarry, that vou
had been attacked by somo poerzon, w]}*.en
you came in, =ir,” he said. ¥ Althoagh
vou did nol desire 8 fuss to he wmade, as
you saul, I felt it my duly to make a
zgoarch of the gronmls, ™

“TDerfectly right,” =aid the colonel
“1I do not quite understand this, Harry,
I can see the mark eof a blow on yonr
face, and it appears that {he blow was
steuck in the groouds of chas hense,
Is that the caset™

*Yeoos, uncle”

"Yon should have lold me al anco
what Dad occurred,”  execlanmed 1o
colonel, “There may bhe some
dangorous charactor hanging abont ihe
house, A very vulfanly-looking gipsy
fras becn eamped by the roadside for 1ho
last day or bwo”

Tt was nobk o man who struck we,
said Tlarry, HAushing uncomflortalily.

“T3id you see him

“No: it was loo dark.”

HWhore did it happew??

“In the summer-house in the west
rarden, I went there fo feteh - my

{Cantinurd on next page.)
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skates: that ass Bunter had left them
theore.™

“If vou did not see him, how did you
know it was a boy and not a man?”
azked his uncle.

Wharton's calour deepened, and he
did not answer. Bob Cherry chimed in,
to save him from the difficulty of
replying.
_"“i'hc fellow was wearing my coat,
ﬁ-lh”

“What?" exelaimed the coloncl, in
amazement. “Harry! Tell me at once
what happened?”

Once more the strange tale was told,
Colonel  Wharton listened in  blank
astonishment,

“1 cannot imagine how this person
can have obtained possession of Cherry's
cout,” he exclaimed. “ It is incxplicable.
Xou know nothing of it, Cherry ?”

“Nothing, =zir, except that the coat
was bapged from my room.”

“It is extraordinary. However, Wad
ham thinks that the person concerned
gained admitiance to the house, and if
that is the case we shall find him.

_ The colonel knocked again, loudly and
impatiently, on Bunter's door.

“You don't think he conld be in
Buntere's room, uncle?®”

“Yes, from what Wadham says,”

“You see, Master Harry, I saw him as
I was searching the ground with Giles,”
explained Wadham. *1 distinetly saw
hiin against the light of Master Bunter's
window, standing on the balcony.”

“0Oh ! exelaimed Harry.

“We saw him from a distance, sir,”
sald Giles. Y PBot T gquite eoriain of
it=—a ragged-loocking chap.”

“He wias gone when we reached the
Baleeny,”  econticued Wadham, “He
may have slinped away, but I am
gure not—I feel sure that he foond the
french windows unfasiencd and enterved,
But the window was fastened, and
covered by the curtain when we reached
it. 1 am surc that the porson s inside
the houswe™

“Joyee iz watching the baleeny, so he
cannol ezcape that wavy,” sald Colone!
Wharton, *It is clearly the same person
who struck yvou in the summer-house,
Harry. You must have surprised him
hiding there, though how he came info
possession  of  (Cherry's eoat is a
mystery, '

“You think he is in Donter’s voom

now I exclnimed Harry.

“It appears so, if Wadham iz not mis-
taken. I'romn Bunter not answering my
knocking, I am beginning {o {fear that
some harin may have happened te him,
The door muzt he faveed open.”™

There was a sound of a movement in
the room.

“ Bunter’s there 1Y pxclaimed Bob.

“DBunter?! Are yvou there?” exclaimed
the colone! sharply.

“IEh? Yes. It's all vight. I heard
all you were saying, and there's pobody
here,” stammered Bunter.

“Why did you not answer me, if you
heard me?" exclaimed the colonel.

“I--1I was asleep.”

“What?"

“ Fast asleep.™

*“0h, wy hot ! ejoealatod Bob in-

voluntarily.
“ The esteemed Bunter takes the whole
osbeomed  eake,” remarked Hurres

Jamzel Ram Singh.

It waz evident that Dunter, for somo
myzterious reason of los own, did not
desiee to let anyvene enter his room, and
he had hitherto kept silence in the hope
that they wonld go away. It was tho
colonel's decizion to force the door that
had brought an answer from him.

Tee Maicwer Tosrany.--NWo, 1,038

“Is the boy out of his senses?" ax-
elaimed Colonel Wharton., * Bunter, let
me in at once !"

That sharp, suthoritative woice was
not to be demed. William George
Bunter reluctantly opened the door of
his room and Colongl Wharton strode
in, followed by the juniors, and Wad-
ham, and John, and les,  Dilly
Bunter blinked at them peevishly., He
had heard every word that had been
sgoker_n outside his door and knew that
the dglpaf had heen seen entering his
window. But if prevarication could save
the situation the game was not up yet.

Colonel Wharton looked sharply about
the room.

“1s anyone here with you, Bunter?”

“How could anyone be here?”
grunted Bunter.

“Wadham and Ciles saw someone on
vour balecony, and he entered by the
window."

“What rot!” said Bunter. *Perhaps
they have been drinking, sir.”

(1] What?'l}

* Drinking—secing double, vou know,"
suggested Bunter cheerfully.

Giles stared at Dunter, and Wadham
give him a most expredsive look, It
was the first tiinz that anyone had ever
suggesied that the staid, middle-aged
butler of Wharton Lodge was capable
of drinking and seeing double.

“Do not be absurd, Bunter,” snapped
the colonel. * Did you see anyone enter
by vour window?"

“I've been fast azleep, sir.”

“Then somconc may have entered
without yvour knowledge.”

“Oh, no, sir!"™ oxclaimed DBunler, in
a great hurry. “I—1 mean I've been
wide awake, sir.”

“You mean that wou've been wide
awake!"  ejaculated Colonel Whar-
ton, almost dazedly,

“Just that,” assented Dunter. I
haven't closed my eves since lunch, I'm
not a fellow for napping.™

“The window i5 locked, =ir,” said
Wadham, examining the fastening.
“The person must have locked 1F afler
entering,”

Y Anyone can scarcely have entored
without Bunter sceing him, if he was
awnke,” said Colouel Wharton, *“How-
ever, he may have boen asleep. If the
vagrant came in and locked the window
lie st be in the room now.”

“1 locked the window,” exclaimed
Bunter., "“"In fact, 1t's been locked all
day., I keep it locked. ¥—I'm nervous
Eui[ burglars. It hasn't been unlocked all

y.

“You fat duffer!” exclaimed Whar-
ton. “¥Youw went out that way ihis
a[mrﬁﬂﬂn. and came back the samd
WAY.

“1—I—I mcan it's been locked ever
gince 1  came bhack,” stammered
Buniee. “That's what I meant to 5AY.
Nobody could have got in through a
locked window., ‘That stands to reason.”™

“Bomeonc has been in here quite
recently, sir,” said Wadham., “ There
are wet and muddy footmarks; you can
goo them, siv.”

“Cortainly " seid the colonel.

"Thev're my fodtmarks,” stammered
Bunter. 1 went out for n walk, and
—and came in, and—and that's how it
was, sir."

“You fat chump!” exclaimed Harey.
“IWhat arc vou gammoning for now "

“Qh, really, Wharton——"

" Your shoegs are guite dry, fathend !™

“I—I changed them after I came in"

“Whore are the wet ones, thent™

o (1 A

“If you changed vour wet shoes where
did you put them?®”

“I—I forget."

Colonel Wharton stared at Bunter

and then at his nephew. It was growing
clear that scineone had entercd by the
french windows on Bunier's cony,
and that the fat junior was trying to
conceal that obvipus faet.  Why he
should want to concen] it was o mystery.
. " Blessed if I don't think he's wander-
ing in his mind,” said Beb Cherry,
staring ob Bunter in wonder. * Some-
one has been here. What are you trying
te keep it dark for, Bunter?’

““Oh, really, Cherry——"

"1 cannot understand this st all, Bun-
ter ! rapped out Colonel Wharton, knit-
ting his brows. *‘Bomeone has been
hoere, and you desire to keep it from my
knowledge. Whyt"

“Oh, really, sir—"

“Bearch the room!” rapped out the
colonel.

And the whole party, unheeding
Bunter further, proceeded to search the

o,
ot

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Discovery !

ILLY BUNTER watched the
search with a covert grin. He
had no objection to his room
being scarched, so long as the

adjoining dressing-room was left alone.
And the key of that room was safe in
Bunter's pocket.

*1 say, you fellows, look under the
bed,” prinned DBunter. “Look up the

chimnerl I'll eat anybody you find
hare. He, he, he !™
The juniors did net look up the

chimney, but they locked under Lhe bed
and searched every other corner of the
big room. But nothing came fo light.

The outcome of the scarch was the
assurance that no siranger was within
the room.

Wadham turned the bandle of the
dreszing-room door,

“The person must be in here, sir”
he said. “The door is locked. No
dovbt he hid himself in the dressing-
rooin while Master Bunter was asleep
aned locked the door.™

“No doubt,” assented the colonel
“He cannot have czeaped, as Joyce 13
watching the baleony.”

“He's not in  there!”™ exclaimed
Bunter in alarm. “ Nebody's in there,
Celonel Wharton, I locked that door
mvself.

“Give me the key, then.”

“I—F've lost it.’

“ You have lost the key of this doar?"

“Yes, sir. I—1 dropped it when I
went out for a walk”

Colonel Wharton fixed his eyes upon
Bunter. -

“This passes my comprehension,” he
said. * Cannot you umderstand, baoy,
that the persen who has enfered the
house must be some thief, and probably
a dangerous charactor ™

“Nothing of the kind, sir. I can
assure vou on that point. I's all right.”

“Ip you mean to say that you kuow
the person?’ exclaimed the astonished
old gentleman.

“(Oh, no, sir! Not at all'” gasped
Bunter. “There iso't anybody. Nobody
at all, sir!”

*“Iz this boy qguite right in his head,
Harry 1" :

“0Oh, really, Colonel Wharton—"

“Tie's an utter fool, uncle,” angswered
Wharton. “I can't imagine what he's
playing this silly game for. He knows
as woﬁ as we do that somcbody got in
here, and must be in the dressing-room
at this moment,"”

“That is perfectly clear,” said the
colonels “and the person must be found
at onee, It is clearly the person who
struck you in the summer-house, and
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** Oh, crikey !
leaped up from the couch.

what ? ** exclaimed Colonel Wharton.
boy before ¢ **

who musl have stolen Cherry's over-
oat,

“MNothing  of the kind!™  hooted
Bunter. “He never Lknew that ik was

Cherey's overcoat.”

“Then you know that thecre is zome-
oue in that reom?

“h, no! There's nobody there.”

“"ood gad!™ ejaculated the colonel.
" Wadham, stand aside gnd let Giles
foree the door,”

“Look lere—" gasped DBunter,

“Silence 17

The burly keeper approached the
11_ru35i1|g-rumul door. The lock was a
light one, and the heavy impact of the
keeper's shoulder sent the door Aying
wide oper. Billy Buntev gasped with
dismay,

*Oh, crikey ™

I'he game was
COTraance !

"There was a startled oxzclamation in
the dressing-room. Az the scarchers
crowded in, a figure in a pgorgeous
dreszsing-gown leaped up from the couch,
and stood facing them with wild,
~tartled, dark eyes, darzled by the
electrio light that the colonel had turned
on as he entered,

“*Halla, hallo, halls! Here he i3t

“Collar him ™

“Groat pip!”  yelled Johnny Bull
Iz the gipsy kid ™

"What—what ™ exclaimed

with o

np  NOWw,

Colonel

Wharlon. “Have you scen this  boy
before, Bulli®

“Yes,  rather!” said Johnny Bull
“We've all geon him.”

Ralph, the gipsy, backed 1o ihe
farthest wall of the room, a strange

figure in the gorgeous folds of the
Oriental gown. Hiz dosky face was
tense and scared.

1 mentioned him to you, uncle,” said
Haorry Wharton. “It's the kid who was
vunning away from the brute of & gipsy
ou the road this alternoan.”

There was a startled exclamation in the
dressing-room, and a figure in a gorgeous dressing-gown
** Hallo, halio, hallo !
he is ! ** ¢ried Bob Cherry. ** It's the gipsy kid ! 7 ** What—

(See Chapler 14.)
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Here

“ Have you seen this

Ralph

He
recognjsed them now as the party of

staved at the Jjuniors.

sehoolbovs  who  lLad bim Lo

escape from Michael.

“I'm doing no harm here, sir!™ he
panted. "1y mot a thicf!l  Master
Bunter wiil toll you so, sir.”

Colonel  Wharton stared at  him
blankly. 'The discovery of the young

ipsy 1n thoe roon uitterly astounded him,

b owas as great 4 surprise to Harry
Wharton & Co.

“What are you de-
manded the colonel,

“Hiding, sir!” stammered Ralph.

“IMiding-—from what—{rom whom ™

“ Michael, sir,”

“Good gad!™

*Don't you blame Master Buntor, sir,”
stammered Ralph. “ He gave we shelter,
like the kind-hearted yvoung gentleman
he 15, sir. I wouldn't have come into
the house, only that brute Michael founid
me in the summer-house where I was,
and I had {o run for it, sir”

“Michael found yon in the =ummer-
house ¥ exclaimed Wharton,

“¥Yes, sir. You remembeyr that brute
what you helped me {o got away from.
He came on mwe thore in the dark, and
I only got away by slipping out of the
coat what Master Bunter gave me, sir,
awd leaving it in his hands.”

“0Ob, my only hat!” gasped Wharten.

He understood now,

Wharlon passed his band over Lis
mouth,

“You punched Michacl
dodged him ™ he asked.

“X hit him and got clear; sir—leaving
him the coat—--"

“My coat!” grivned Bob Cherey.

“You young ass! exclaimed Harry
Wharton, laughing. “It wasn't Michael
who camo inlo the summer-hovse. Tt
waa L'

“You, sir!” stuttercd Ralph,

hielped

doing  here?™

when  you

EFES N——— ]

“Yesz; and I've pot the mark of your
fist on my mouth now,”

Rulph stared at him,

“Oh, sir, I'm sorry; T'mm awfolly
sorry ! I thought it was Michael afier
me. e was groping towards we in the
dark, and—and—"

YOf eourse, you coulds'l see wme; ]
couldn't see you,” said Harrs. 1 was
there to get my skates, and T hadn't
any matches. It was I who had hold
u;:tfui!m coat when you slipped out of
1L,

0, sir !

Ralph stood overwhelmed wiith con-
fusion.  Colonel Wharton was staviug
at the scene like a man in & dream.

“Bunter 1" he rapped oot

-I'-I'nh dﬁ&]‘!"

“Come here &t once, Bunter:”

Billy Bunter reluctantly eniered il
dressing-room.  His fut face was the
piectere of dismay. The game was up
now ; and Bunter could already =ce him-
solf, in his mind’s eye, calching a {yrain
for home.

“Yeou hid that Doy in the sununer-
house in the west garden® demended
the colonel.

“Well, you see, sir, it was raining——"

“You gave him Cherry's coat®”

“Well, he hadn't a2 coat, and it was
jolly cold,” argued DBunter, “I'm a
kind-bearted chan, sive I was bound 1o
give him a coat.”

“"Why did you not give hun one of
your own coats, thent"

“Eh! I want my own coals!” gasped
Bunter. The question sppeared 1o him
ublerly frivelous.

“Ha, ha, hat" . _

“ Upon wmy word!” ejaculated Colonel
Wharton, “S¢ you  exercise your
charitable feelings by pgiving away

olher people’s property 17
“1 dm:tt thﬁlk Cherry ought 1o be
Tae Macxer Lismary.—No. 1,038
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selfish about that coat, =ir, 1 can say
that I never was selfish.”

“The unselfishness of the esteemed
Bunter is terrific,” remarked Hurree
Jamset. Ram Sivgh, “ He has also given
the excellent and execrable gipsy my
dressing-gown,”

“Ha, ha, hal” )

“Oh, Fve only lent him that!” said
Bunter. “I was wearing it myself, and
I lent it to him, I'm: always doing these
unselfish things, though aeldom geb
any thanks."

“You let this boy into the house®
demanded Colonel Wharton, eyeing the
Owl of the Remove grimly. “For all
you know, bhe may be a thicl, or the
accomplice of burglars.”

“Oh lor't You—you see, sic—"
gtuttered Dunter,

“What is the boy to you? What do
you know of him?" rapped out the
colonel,

“ ¥You—you see, =ir, lie—he shaved my
wife—" stuttered Bunter,

' “hﬁ.t -!-.:n:n

“1—1 mean, he saved my life!™ gasped
Bunter. “ He shaved—I mean saved my
life, sir, so—* .

. How did the boy save your life?
Vwhat do you mean?’

“Ile got me out when I went througl
the ice on the lake—" groaned Buntcr.
“¥ou have not been on the lake!”

“Nummo! Of—of course not! That's
what I meant to =ay, 1 haven't been
near the lake,”

“Then how did the boy save your
hfe? What absurd story are you telling
e npow T snapped the colonel,

“1 helped the young gentleman out of
the lake this afternoor, sir,’” said Ralph,
Colonel Wharton knitted his brows,

“Am I to understand, Bunter, that
you weot skating on the lake this after-
noot, after [ had strictly forbidden yvou
to do z0! he exclaimed,

i C B

HAnswer me Y

"MNot—not exactly skating, =sir!”

voanied DBunter. “I—I just took
‘harton’s skates there, to—to—to——"
“To what?™

"To—to admire the scenery, sirl”

gasped Bunter., * The—the beauties of
—of Nature, and-—and that sort of
thing.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Oh, really, you fellows—"

“Good gad!” said the colonel, staring
at Bunter, “8So you went shating on
the lake, and fell through the ice, and
this gipsy boy soved wou. Ol aTC &
dizobedient and disrespectful young
razcal; but 1t 15 fortunate that the iad
was there, And from gratitude, I pre-
sume, you befriended him. That, aof
least, is to vour credit. DBut why have
you acted in this absurdly surreptitious
manner? I this boy is in any danger
from a ruffianly character, bhe will be
safe under my protection, and you
should have told mo so0.”

£ Eh?ﬂ

“Cannot you understand that T should
have hefriended the boy #"

“Wha-at? Ain't you going to kick
him  out, sir?"” gazped Bunter, in
astonishment.

“You stupid young rascal! Do you
think that T would turn the boy from
my doors in such weather as thisi”
enapped the colonel angrily,

“Eh! Yes™

“Shut up, you fat idiet!” breathed
Bob Cherry.

“(0Oh, really, Cherry—'

“"Why did you not tell me, Dunter 7
rappoed the colonel.

“Well, sir, you're such a gruff old
hoapa=—"

“Wha-z-at?"

“I—I mean—I don't mean o gruff old
bear—I—I inean, such o kind-hearted
old chap! gasped Bunter, in o great
hurry.

Colonel Wharton stared at him,

“¥Yeou had better say no more, Dun-

¥

Trust old Bil]jr to run

| into another adventure.
This is a Christmas
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ter,” he zaid. *“You appear to have
acted kindly and chavitably towards this
unfertunate boy, though in an absurdly
deceitful and surreptitious way, 1 ean,
however, excuse your disrespect and
deceitfulness, in view of your kind
action.”

“Oh lor’ | gasped Bunter, in & state
of the greatest astonishment. “I—I
suppose you ain't pulling my leg, sir?”

“Be silent, for goodness’ sake, you
absurd boy! Ralph-—if that iz your
name—take off that dressing-gown and
follow me. If matters are as you have
told Bunter, yvou shall have food and
shelter heére, and full protestion from
the man you seem to fear, Come, lad!”

“Yes, siv,” said Ralph respectfully,

He followed the mﬁ:rne:l. Wadham
and Jolin and Giles had already zone,
The exciting bunt for a dangerous
character had ended in the discovery
of the gipsy waif; and there was ovi-
dently no oceasion, alter all, for alarm,
 Billy Bunter was left alone with the
Famous Five, who looked at him cxpres.
sively. Dunter's proceedings had been
weird and mystorious, and the juniors
had wondered what they could possibly
mean; but certainly they had not ex-
weeted 1o find Bunter befriending tho
welpless, and taking the stranger in.
_t:;ﬁ’eii," said Bob Cherry, *thiz beala
it!

“The beatfulness is terrific! agreced
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I say.' you f[cllows—-"

“You fat idiot!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “If we'd known that that kid was
hiding from Michael, we'd have lookad
after him.  ¥You never do the riglt
thing; but if you do, you're bound to
do it in the wrong way.”

“0h, really, Wharton——"

“ Buntor can't really be such an aliso-
Iute rotter as he makes cut!” romacked
Frank Nugont.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I say, you fellows—'

"W-;?!l'f ass ¥

“What about supper?”

* Bupper ! repeated Wharton,

The juntors had fargotten supper; but
that important function was uppermost
in Bunter's mind.

it l'h'li.'e

“Yes, supper,” said Buntber.
never have meals late ot Bunter Court,
I can tell you. I don’t want to criticiso
vour hozpitality, Wharton; but if you
kecp a fu!ijinw walting for hiz meals——"'

“Ha, ha, hal®?

“Blessed if T ean see anything 1o
eackle at! I tell you that I'm jolly
hungry!” said Bunter warmly.

“Hallo, halle, halle! There's
bell ™ chuckled Bob Cherry,

“Oh, good!" gasped Bunter, in groat
reliof,

And all was calm and bricht!

tha

- - L w L]

Ralph, the ripsy, staved some days at
Wharton Lodge; and when he left, it
was & well-dressed snd well-fed Ralph
who tock the train for the north, Lo
join his uncle in Yorkshire; safe now
from Michael, the gipsy.

Billy Bunter, much to his surprise,
found that, instead of gelting nto a
fearful row, as he had [ully expected,
his peeuliar proceedings had raised him
in the estimation of evervone at Wharton

Lodge.

The Famous Five, who had been feel-
ing a natural anxiety to know when
Bunter intended to catch a train for
home, resolved to bear with him  as
checrfully as possible until the end of
the Christmas vacation, and, needless
to  stato, before that date arrived
William George DBunter had put their
cheorfulness to a vory sovere strain.

TIIT. EXTn



CONCLUDING CHAPTERS OF THIS GREAT ADVENTURE STORY!

The Story of a Thrilling Gold Rush to the Land of the Midnight Sun!

Light at Last |

AVIE ORCHARID is arrested on a
charge of having absconded with
a bag of gold, but makes 2 bold
bid for freedomm and joins his
uﬂﬂmw, Jack Orchard and Tetry
(¥Hara, his chym, Jack determines to
prove hiz uncle’'s innoeence, for he hes
een park of the stolen gold—a * bear's
claw "—suspponded round the neck of
Bull Morgan, a rascally camp follower.
Before Jack can succeed in his purpose,
however, Uncle Dave is “dropped on ”
again by the poliea in a cabin where the
irip are sheliering from a snow blizzard,
I'her, !1!'1133}}&(![{.;%{‘.1, Loefty Bimons, a
confederate of Bull Morgan, staggers
into the cabin and informs Jack that
Morgan is lying helpless 1in the snow
outzide. With Terry at his hecls, Jack
dashes from ihe hut,

Sergeant  Curtis hurled  himaself
through the blinding snow which swept
round the interior of the cabin and
ilunged after the two boys, whose bent
torms he could fainily see like wraiths
in the white chaos without,

An  execited Dbarking, and gallant
=kookum left the other dogs and the
vosy warmth of the snow trench in the
lee of the cabin and sprang after them.
{nly an zente instinet could have mado
himy sware that they had left the cabin,
for 1t was immpossible that he could have
hicard their exit amid the shricking
Labol of the slorm,

In a few seconds the cabin was as
complotely lozt as though it had been a
mile awav.

I'n the blinding white storm the three
vutlant rescowers, with Shkookum follow-
ing hard behind, reeled onward s few
more  paces. while, as  if zeemed,
thousands of invizible hammers wero
bealing at them. Speech was oub of the
guostion; they tould =carce broathe.
They felt tho frost strike into their
lieeks like knives, but ihey heeded
uoither the pain nor the dread results
which might be in store, in their reso-
lute determination to Ond !31:!1 Morgan.

Twenty yards from the eabin the ser.
geant was within arm's-reach of the two
chums, avd was about to give furigns
vent Lo his opinion of their folly, when
& cry =wung up on the wind from just

ahead of themn. It came—one word-—mn
a tone of croezy exultation through the
rhrill, demonizeal volees of the gpale--
“(Geld!™ Then 1t rose, again and
again,- in a frenzied crescende  of
repetition:  “Gold!  Gold! Geld!™
And Skookum gave tongue vociferously
11 &ANSWer,

There, on hands and knees, was Bull
Morgan, heedloss of tho ﬁ]mhin& knives
of the wind, as he frantically delved o
hole with soine zmall object gripped n
his right hand.

Exuiting that they had found Bull
Morgan, Jack and Terry laid hold upon
him, and the sergeant who bad stag-
goered up, hoarsely gazped an order as
e cpme to o halt, facing the way he
had been going.

For only BSergeant Curtis realised
that though they were not more than
twenty or thirty vards from the eabin,
neither thoy nor coven Blkookum might
ocver fiud 16 again in that blinding spow-
storm. ‘There was nothing by which
they could take a direction, and even
their footsteps in the snow were obliter-
ated Immediately by the sweaping
seveniy-mile-an-hour wind, By remaju-
ing where he was and turning righl-
about-face, theve was just a chaneco that
the sorpoant might tind the way back.

“Quick! Drag him up, Terryl”
panted Jack.

But Morgzan was & dead weight, and
in hLis madness still seratehed deeper
inta the snow search
phantom gold. ; -

In his frenzy he was quite oblivious
of the presence of his would-be rescuers,
until, munbling lnmhﬂranIgI', he rolled
heavily over on his side and gazed wvp-
ward, with glazed, blood-shot eyes. And
for the first time the sergeant and the
boys =aw, to their amazement, that
frozen in the palm of his right mitf was
a great claw-shaped nugget of pold,
with a broken picee of frost-rited string
attached !

i CIBEY for

“Sofferin’ Mike!” pasped Terry.
“It's the Bear's Claw !
30 astounded were the boys aund

butfcted by the weather (hat no more
comment was mode, nor was anything
suid by the cqually amazed sergeant.
All Enew thal the long search for the

dolen gold was ended, for Lere was iLe
great nugget frozen fast in Morgan's
oriph.

By this time Morgan was inun;ab]r
of bolping himself, and Jack and Torpey
half-raised him by lifting under lns
massive shoulders; the sergeant turned
right-about-face, bent down, snd hoisted
his idegs. Then wilth their  heavy
burden the three staggered drunkenly
through the snow, back in the direction
the police-officer conceived the cabin 1o
ba: while Skookum, barking loudly, as
thouph in the hopo of altracting atten-
}ifm kept hard at his younz master's
1eels.

In the Liinding snow they would Lave
missed the shack compietely, bLut hai
they luckily heard the voice of the con-
stable in a momentary lall n the
Llizzard, shouling te them {rom  tle
door.

They turned in the direction of the
sound, and the sorgeant almost barged
into a side wall of Lhe cabin, whicl was
not more than twe or three vards: away
and wvet had Deen invizible in the
maclstrom of snow.

In renowed hope and strengil, they
dragged Morgan round to the door amd
got him inside with the aid of the con-
siable, and Bkookuin seized the oppor-
{funity of darting i, instead of yoturn-
ing 1o the other huskies.

Ta close the door was a titanic
task against the blizzard, and it took
their combined offorts before they vould
shut out the feree, snow-laden wind
which threatencd to lift the heavy roof
clean off the cabin. DBy the tine ihe
balts weore securely shot, snow {ovy and
five feet deep was piled in cornors of the
rooin and ti')h:r sledege and Uncle Dave
were almost buried in it

“Never mind him," whined Lefty
Simmons, whe had recovered suomewhat,
“lngk afler me! Do you want mo to
die? (lan't you see I'm hall-frozen?
Heven't yon got a heart? llaven't yvou
got a flask ™ s

The coward's sclfish whinings caused
the sergeant to turn sharply on him and
ﬂmvg him contemptucusly away .'f“l]t his

ook,
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“Your turn will come ot last, ¥
skonk!"” ho snapped angrily. " Come
on, vou fellows, there’s much work to be
donie here! Lets geb this poor bruto
thawed out, if it's possible!

The deadiy white fingee of the frost
had set its mark both ou Bull Morgen's
face and the cheghs of the boys.

The chums and the sergeant, low-
over, wera heedlpss of themselves in the
more pressing need of restoring the civ
culation into the crook’s partly froecn
frame. First, they dragged off his fue
milts wikth the golden nugget still
adhearing to the ice of one of them, and
afterwards his knee-bools, mocassing,
and twe pairs of thick grey socks., Both
his hands and legs were badly frost
bitien, ag werp his fcatures.

Then began a task which was destineod
to go on for the best part of an hour.

At first Morgan was practically un-
conscious, and made no movement oz
the sergeant started to rub handfuls of
snow  arainst hiz frozen cheeks, nose,
and chin., The constable attended 1o
his hands, and Jack and Terry eoach
massaged a chill-whiie foot with the
snow scraped from the cabin floor.

Inele Dave, too weak to help,
watelwed from  the sledge, and Lefty
Simons slunk up and down fhe cabin
as restive p3 a caged bear, pansing
every litkle while to beat his hands
across his chest and moan distressively.

Slowly, slowly the blood began to run
in Morgan's extremities.  Like molten
fire it Aowed again in hiz frozen veins.
The sweat burst in cold beads from his
forehead, and streamed over his dis-
toricd fact as he writhed in the most
terrible anguisl that any buman soul
can endure,

Roused from his lethargy, he kicked
and screamed and fought hke a mad-
man with these who were striving to
save him. Buat the powerlul sergeant
and constable held him down while
Jack and Terry went on with the work
unaided.

Mothing could mitigate that agony,
and Jack and Terry knew that for
Morgan’s own sake they must go on with

the task, or gangrene would set in, and
his lifo might pay the forfeit. 3

Though Morgan had been their
deadliest  cnemy, they would have
spared him every bit of that pamn, had
it been in their power. Dut they had
o carry on to the bitter end, while
Lefey Simons eringed in a corner, pross-
intg his mitts over hiz fur car flap: and
shivering at the thought that he, too,
in & lesser degree, would have to pass
through that liery valley pain.

When at lazt the eirculation had been
fully restored to AMorgan, the hig{‘ fellow,
hageard with the ordeal thiough which
he had passed, collapsed, shivering,
upon the floor. Those who had worked
on bhim were themselves in a state of
exhaustion.

“Tle—he'l be all right now,”
mumbled the sergeant, *except for those
legs of his. T don't like the look of
them. We shall have to get him fo
hospital in Dawson as soon as  this
blizzard blows itself out.”

Aficr o briel rest the sergeant and
the boys atiended to their own frosi-
bite, while the cowardly Simons was
imbibing Duteh courage Ifrom a flask
which the constable econtemptuously
tossod” him.

All bore the pain of returning ecircu-
lation in their faces without a murmur,
but when, finally, Simons underwent the
ordeal of being rubbed out he made
almost as much [onss as Morgan, though
he had not been affected by frosthite to
anything like the same extent.

Meanwhile, Bull Morgan sat propped
up on  the floor, half delirious, &nd
obviously holding the belief that he was
on the verge of dym%.

“LCome, pull yourzelf together, man "
ihe sergeant ordered sternly. ¥ You're
oul of danger now, and there’s a matter
we have to deal with that affecls the
wellare of another. The Bear's Claw
nugget—ihow did it come in yvour pos-
session I

A snarl like that of a suddenly-
aroused animal proceeded from Lefty
Simons, and he turned towards his
arony.

“Aw, doit't sFiil the beans, Bull,” he
warned. “Don't ot "em trick yvou into
saying things you'll be sorry for alter-
wiirds. ™

“&Bilonce, wyou halibreed dog!”
thundered Sergeant Curtis,

Ile turped to Morgan and repeated
his question, amd the big, cowardly
rogue, believing that he was well on his
way to the happy hunting grounds.
stammered a fu]anf&sa:m of hii past
nigquiticos,

In the old doays in 'Frisco, when he
and Lefty Smoons had becn pan_ln-.‘;t'ﬁ
in the Rea Rat dosshouse in Bpanish
Causeway, they had employed & small
gang of sandbag men.  Une of these
rogues laid out Dave QOrchard in the
waterside distriet and brought in the
stolen gold, including the famous Dear's
Claw, to the crooked pardners, who paid
him handsomely for the haul.

Bubsequenily, Mergan ond Simons dis.
posed of the smaller nuggets, bug
becanse Morgan held a superstitious
beliel that the big golden claw was o
talisman of good fortune he had re-
tained it in spite of the protests of
Sunons, who claimed a half interest in
ik, After the fire in the High Life, in
Dawson, the golden claw had been
cached in o secret hiding-place, and
ouly recently Morgan had deemed no
safe to secure his mascot and wear it
o5 fovmerly.

The sorgeant and the eonstable heard
out the confession without comment, and
only Terry, who was inwardly seething
with exciternent, interpolated a few
breathless exclamations,

Directly Morgan had finished, the
sergeant walked across to the impro-
visol bed and sought 1nele Dave's hand
under the thick covertngs.

“POrchard,” he said aquictly, *I guess
this puts vou right with the law. I
never believed your statement about
being waylaiud in "Frisco, and now I
freely admit I was wrong. I'm glad for
vour sake, and for the sake of these two
gallant boys, who are your pardners,
and who've believed 1n you and stuck
by vou.”

-,

a— b

Mumbling incoherently Morgan rolled heavily over on hils slde; and for the first fime Sergeant Curtis and the boys saw,
to their amazement, ike great claw-shaped nugget of gold frozen in the palm of his right mitt. (See pags 23.)
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Jack could enly mumble incoherently
in bis joy 03 he strove (o congraiulate
his unele, and the exeited Terrey did
wowikd Trish jlg in celebration.

“Thank Ieaven! Thank Heaven!”
was all that old Unele Dave could keep
mmittering.  Atd the knowledge that his
invocenee hud been proved revived him
= nothing clse could have done.

Evon Skookum sensed that something
of jovful fmportance had come about.
He rubbed his long, vulpine muzzle in
the =oft snow which covered the pilad-
up blankets, and wageed his tail until
it sacimed rhat it must surely come un-
nroored from its fastenings.

The Clean Up!

HE ice was breaking up on ihe
rvivers of the Yukan, and the sun
and warm winds of spring were
melting the snow in the valleyvs

and the lower slopes of the rugped Hills.
A new world, pulsating with life<and
hope, was emerging from the dead white
wilderness of snow and ice. Men every-
where took fresh heart and weleomed
joyfully the change of season, and none
more s than Jack Orcharvd, Terry
O'Haorz, apd old Uncle Dave.

Dawson had elaimed hwir presence
for many days afler their refurn from
Lone Cabin, in company with Sergeant
Curtis, ke constable, and the two
prisoners.  Gond food, good sleep, and
frecdomt frone worry worked wonders
with Lincle Dave, and soon he was as
it and stroug asz ever.

His old cerl in the Dawson gaol was
now oecupicd by Buoll Morgan, who firse
spent a2 period in hospital owing to the
result of severe frosthbite in his foel, and

lfﬁaf{.i,' Sunors had another exactly
similar apartment close by.
Az might he supposed, the nes

“squealed ¥ on the members of their
formoer gang o “Frisco. Later, two or
throe of then, ineluding the sandbag-
man who had aclwally committed the
robbery of the Bear's Claw from Trnele
Dave, were canght and sent to the peni-
tentiary. So, subzeguently, wore Morgan
and Bimons, s receivers of stolen pro-
perty, and it is to be hoped that t{:eir
term of confinement bronght  them
remorse and the desire for reformation.

Instead of poing to. Ketile Cresk,
which hitherto had proved o sorc disap-
pointment, Jack. Terry, and Uncle Dave
veturned te the Yellow Horseshoe, on
Stervation Creek, having first sold all
the huskies, with the ecxzception of
Bkookum.

Theve, piles of divi burned out in the
rarly winter, wore awaiting washing,
and in the elean-up they ohtained twa
or threo thousand dellars’ worth of gold,
This coarse gold and dust they took to
Dawszan and hanked,  Then, this done,
they hit the teail for Keorle Creek, alzo
i make a2 clean-np, thoueh they did not
rxpect to gei much for theiv labony,

On the waw, their hopes were sont
sparing skv-high by a vomonr that a bag
stretke had boon made somewhere an ihe
oreels, and that the camp was srething
with  exciterient and acilviniy in con-
sequrenee. They hurried faster fo the
diggings, and found rhat ihe mumone
wis not only eorrect, but actually was an
ancher-sratomeont of the facts,

The man who had made the lucky
strike waz none other than Washington
K. Gellibrand, whe had boaght clammes
Gve and six from Morgan and Simons
for a more <ong. He hed boen working
getting ont divt near roek-bottom as
naial on the previons daw, when, to his
wlter surprise and jor, he “siruck i
rieh "—n vein of “ved gold a foot deep
afid -almost a yard across!

Tardly had Jack, Tevev, and Unela
IDave arvived in their calin on claims

we g =]
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Eighteen thousand feet above the earth and all around a dense curtain of
Of a sudden the anﬁ-m:‘cmft‘ batteries
death-dealing cnslaught and, speeding acrozs the sky like grey-
heunds, come four of the hated Fokker planes, _
spit fire and death to the intrepid Britisher who. laughs and snaps his fingers
at these German foes and promptly engages them in a battle to the death.

black smeke and bursting shrapnel !
cease their

Four against one |

Those arc the odds the Britisher likes; that fighting aiiéi.rit pulled him
through the fateful years of 1914-1918—THE BUL DOG

Here's a story that will thrill you ; here’s a story that will make you

Boys ! a sto
feel proud that Britain's your country.

See that you read the opening chapters next Saturday!

three and four, when the youthiul dis-
coverer of the pay-streak burst in upon
them, followed by soveral oiher excited
miners. Yigoronsly Washington
Ciellibrand shook their hands, and, pac-
ing like w cot on hot bricks round the
shack, narrated for the fiftieth time
ginca the previous day, how he had come
to make his strike.

“Gee, I wa3s working just as usual,
boys,” he eried, " when my piek struck
through the dirt to solid metal.  And
there it was—tha gold—the rezl red
goods 1 came up here to get! It means
a fortune—a fortune to me !

The three partners heartily congratu-
lated him, and turned to welcome old
Jock MeLennan, whe strode intoe the
cabin,

“ And thiz may mean a fortune to
others of us, too,” remarked Jock.
“PThat vein may ron through other
claimz beside Gellibrand’s.”

It was this possibility which &ima.df;
had twned the camp at Kettle Cree
into a seething hive of industry  Claims
three and {our were only just above dig-
covery, and mumber {wo—Jock's own
claim—was, of conrse, higher, i

That very day, Jack, Terry, and Unele
Dave examined the gold in Gellibrand’s
workings, and Jock McLeunan gave his
cxpert opinion as to the dircction he
helioved the vein might take,

Yot it took nearly a fortnight of hard
work to prove that the vein acteally did
penetrate elaims three and four, and
aleo one and two, wovked respectively by
Shorly Gibbs and Jock McLennan,
Near the edpe of the creck, in elaim
number six, the gold petered oub alto-
gether, and although the majorily of the
prospactors wore disappointed, the lucky
owneras of the claims in which gold was
sitnated, were able to provide highlr-

‘_f_;.nl-' 5
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Their synchronized guns
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paid, all-the-supmmer work for them

By the late summer, Jack, Terry, and
Uncle Dave had cach mined a golden
fortune, and finally they =old all the
claims for a handsome =um to a big
syndicate, ) .

Then, wealthy beyond their wildest
dreams, they hit the trail for the out-
side, iaking Skackum, the [faithful
husky, with them, and reluctantly leav-
ing tha gold-maddencd Washington K.
Gellibrand flinging away his own for-
tune among & number of riotous
“friends ¥ i Dawsaon.

In their caso, the words of the old
‘Frisco oyster pirato had proved frue.
There had been * goid for the getting ™
in the Yukon, as they and a few more
had discovered. But they were among
the vory few favourites of fortuna who
had kept their heads. and, incidenially,
their earnings.

Ta Jack, the monay seemed to mean
lezs than ta hLis twe pards. Chicflly he
rejoiced that in the wild wastes of the
Narthland he had found his uncle, whom
long before ha had sct ont from England
to join, and, secondly, his uncle’s inmo-
cence had been proved. ;

Terry's greas idea was not {o stay in
the sunny warmth of 'Friseo long, and
on the voyage sowth from Ekagwu§ o
the Californian ceast he weged on Jack
and Unecle Dave that they must spend
somo of their fortune m “secing fthe
world.” ]

By which Terry was eavefu] o explain
that ho meant the Lakes of Killarney,
the Clant's Canseway, the lovely Bhan-
non, Kilkenny, where tho cats come
from: and, most important of all. Mae-
gillieuddy’s Teeks, m County Kerry,
the birthplace of Tervy O"Haval

THE B¥D.
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THE TERROR OF THE
H.GEWAY!

(Condinued from page 153

my wateh-—my perfectly priceless, poer-
lows, gyghtect-carrot gold wateh 'Y

“And ey bali.grown—all the munny
I had in tho werld ' 77 eried Mr. Lickham,

“And my Uerman sossidges, which
were being specislly savedfor my supper 1"
greancd Herr Gugponbeimer.

“Tt was a garstly eppsporience, air,”
zaicl Mr. Justiss, ** It would have seared
vout stiff—frozen the marre in your bones !
Jusk picture the sceng to yourseli—a lonely
road late ab night, and o fecrce storm
raging., Suwddenly, from o clump of trees,
crierges 8 stelthy and sinnister figger,
armed to the teeth, Thore is a shout of
torand and deliver ! and we find owr-
zelves gazing down the barrels of & couple
of blundorlmiszses ! Such an ordeal, Doetor
Birchemall, would striko terrer into the
hartes of the boldest !

The Head stared at the masters in blank
amazement for & moment. Then he threw
back his head and roarccd with larfter.

“ Ha, ha, ha ! Held up st the cross-roads
by 2 highwayman, and forced to turn oyt
vaur pocliets at the point of the pistle—or
rather, blunderbuss ! Do you scpipusly
epgspect me to swallow a cock-and-bull
yarn of that sort t"

“Tt ian't a cock.and-bull yern!™
criod Mr. Lickham irL-Lli,FIi&mI:_-'. It s the
sollum, avber trooth !’

“Rattz 1" said  Doetor  Biveliemall,
ghornfully. “T refuse ta beleeve a word of
it-1 It is an insult to my inteoligenee, to
chhspect me to swsllow 2 tail like thet”

“It wna der trooth!' cvied Herr
Gugpenheimer.

* Go along with you. Guggy ! The fact is
you have sl been to the Pietures, and seen
a thrilling highwayman film, amd it fired
vour imazinations. On your way home
vou wore worked up to such a pitch that
vot were prepared to imagine anything.
Every shadow was o footpad ; every buzh
epongealed o brigand.  Your rnagmmation,
jentlemen, has been playing you trix 1V

“ Nothing of the sort ! " said Mr. Justiss
indignantly. Do I imagine that my
pockets hnve been picked ! Look !
And the speaker turned out lus pockets,
revealing them to bo Rl of empliness.
* Does Licklwam merely fancy that he has
peen robhed of hoalis.crown; and Gugey

‘Dick’s father is a

of his Cerman sossidges, and Tyzer of his
gold ticker ¥ OF corse not | The hold-up
was & grim reality s and I sugpest, sir,
that you tellyfone at once to the perlice,
and put them on the track of this seountdrel
who calls himself Deadshot Diek '™

But Doctor Birchiemall Aatly refused to
beleeve the masters’ story, or to take any
action in tle matter. He promptly ordered
them off to bed, and they reluctantly went,

-And their shunbers were roodly disturbed

by gorstly nightmares, in which they
again came face to face with the Terror
of the Higlway !

TIE EXD.

(Look ounl for next week's e nEing
yern of ST, Sam’s, eatitled : 4 PRICE
ON HIS HEAD!” [U's a corker,
clinms !

A STORY OF THE
ROYAL NAVY.

Magser readers all appreciate the
stirring varns *of Stanton Hope, and
without o doubt they will be intorested
to hear that this writer has just pub-
lished a grabd new romance of the sea
and the glitlering Liast, entitled, " Dero-
lictk Gold ! [T'homas Nelson). The tale

starts off in grand style, and the ivter-

est nover Rags from the moment young
Dick Crenville '&iufm aboard the Cyclone.

irned professor, who
in the course of his investigations in the
East, has discovered a [abulous treasure
which dates back fo a century before
Nebuchadhezzar, 'Then the news reaches
Dick that his father has perished in the
mighty storm which wrecked the Baby-
lonian, the ship on which the gold is
being brought to Englamd.

After a prodigious sequonce of thrill-
ing happenings, the achion of the story
is btransferred from the white decks of
the Cyelone (o a certain dreary old hulk
which is slumping lazily off the coast of
Persia, 'The gold of ancient Chaldea is
on board, and =0, ton, 15 & gang of the
most  ill-begotten rogues who ever
cheated prison, The story sweeps to a
culmination of real dramatic intensity,
with a picture of heroism characteristio
of the Serviee of which this story gives
5o accurate a picture, with its humour,
its pluck, and seli-forgetting chivalry.

FAMOUS FOOTBALL CLUBS.

(Continued from page 2.)

Workers, Everyone !

Sonje little ilne ago fll'lﬂl'l'l'-'.'iﬂ:!il wtress
cavsidd the directors to part with Jack
Townraw, tiéir International contre-
half, to Chelsea. James Galbraith has
stepped inte the breach, but he has not
had good luck this season, and imjuries
to Galbraih left an opportunity of try-
ing a provusing youngster in Spence,
With expericnee, this lad may turn ouk
to bo *the goods.”

Left half-back Duffy is a Scot ~lho-
was first heard about at DBlantyre.
From Bellshill he joined Chelsca, but
was later induced to asist the Orient,
He ean show a Scottish Junipr Cup
medal, as well as other decorations.

It is almost an entirely new forward
Yine which is working with a will on
behalf of the “('s " this scason. Out-
side-right Collins comes from Cardifl
lity, but the man who can best bo
deseribed as the brains of the attack ia
inside-right Perey Whipp, He was an
Orient player vears ago, but like many
other “finds ” was alowed to go elsc-
where, Among his other cxploits was
thal of assisting materially to get Lecds
United into the First Division, Now he
has rotormend to Clapton, his first love,
and he found the word “ Welcome!™
written on the map in large letters.

For the contre-forward position there
are iwo men of about el merit,
Hoboert Kerr, formerly of Wolverhamp-
ton Wanderers, and Jamos Gardwer, a
Loudouer, by birth, who picked up
much kuowledge of fhe game . with
Ipswich Town  Cutside-left Corkin

abe is & flyer who eame from Swansea

The manaper of the team 12 Petor
TProndfoot, a wise Scot with o lot
actial experietnce on the football field.
He certainly has to be ecareful of the
bawhbees, beeaunse the Orient, always
struggling  against First  Division
counter-attractions, either at Tottenham
or at Highbury, don’'t get bigp pates,
But what the Orient lack in numbers so
far as support goos, is made up for 1n
enthusiasn,

Mot by any strelebh of imagination
can the " O0's 7 be called o scientific side,
But they are workers, every one, and
that counts for somecthing.
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& _IN THE ROLE OF HIGHWAYMAN DR. BIRCHEMALL CAUSES A GREAT SENSATION AT ST. SAM'S! LCOK OUT FOR NEXT WEEK'S STORY! 15
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RAISING THE WIND! Thiz is a

affen confronds Dr. Alfred Diychemall, M. 1.,
Li.AR., for he's selidom got freo ha'pennies
fo rub together. But he's a ‘cnde old Dird, is
Birchemall, and hiz Ielest wcheese for filling

the emptly coffers is e corker !

L

14 HAT n night ! ™ eggsclaimed My,
Lickharn.

“Awinl 1" agreed Me. Jus-
tiga, turning up the ceollar of
hia overcoat,

“ Not fit for n dog to be out in,” said
Mr. Chas, Tyger, with a shudder, ** Not
even for gay dogs like ourselves. I wvote,
gentlemen, wa hire a ¢ab to take us back
to St Sam's”

"ot vos o very goot auggestion, nin't
it * " gaid Herr Guggenheimer, the German
mester.

The four masters had just come out
from the * Pietwres.” I6 had been very
eosy and cheery in the Muggleton Cinema,
and- the masters had forgotten their
worries and cares in watching the merry
anticks of Harold Loyd, Tom Micks, and
other famus film stars.

They had stepped out into a dark pnd
stormy might. A Dblizzerd was raging,
and the snowflakes whipped and stung
theie faces, and the wind blew and buffeted
about their ears. Their nozes were soon
blue with cold; and they clepped their
hands, sml stemped their feet on the
frozen pavement.

Certainly, it was no sort of night to
walk back to 8t. Bam'e-—p matter of four
miles oway.

Freeently an ancient liorsze.cab came
rumbling down the street, The masters
hailed it with ono voice,

“Qab ahoy !

Tho eabby touched his Tourloeks, and
rained up his horse, It wes a very old
and jaded animal—a Derby winner in the
rain of Queen Victoria,

“ Drive to 8t. Sam's with dispateh 1
ordered Mr. Lickham.

* Buttingly, sir! But where's the dia-
pateh 17 asked the cabby, holding out
his hand, and eggspecting te be lisndod a
letter,

U Dolt ! gnorted Mr. Lickliam. “ By
*dispatch,’ 1 mean swiftness. You know
jolly well that we are masters, and if we
get in too lote old Birchemall will give
ug & fearful wig _.Emi-winm.m o hirching !
Sgueere in, jentlomen !

The mastera clarnhercd into the eab,
and huddled together for warmmth, Then
tho cabby cracked his whip, and tho old
Derby winner started off at a gentle
Jog-trut.

The blizzerd was still raging something
ierce, and the enow and sleet lashed
egeinet the windows of the cab. Tha
mght was as black as ink, but over and
rnonymously the moon popped up over
a bank of clonds, and stered dowsn st the
ecorth for a few minnits, and then van-
nished again,

“Groogh !l T shall he glad to get
home ! said Mr, Justiss, with a shiver.
* 1t is & sinnister night— the sore of night,
jentlemen, when Evil stalks abroad, omd
.h,..r..w“mq__.:..q. decds aro done, Murder most
ow o

“Btow it ! snapped Mr. Chas. Tyzer.
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prrulilen that

“ This is what comes €y
of going to the

Pietures, and seeing
senentional films,”

" No harm is likely F
to happen to wus” said Mr.
Lickham. “1It is & dork and 3
dresry road, I grant you: but
highway robbers—skoundrels ,m.w bt
like tho notorions Dick Turpen- 3.7 &%
ting-—have ceased to T LI
Calm your foars, Justias !

But Mr. Justiss wos norvy
ond fumpy. He was » very
woll-dressed jentleman, bul his
nerves were in rags. e kept
darting a seared glancs out of
the window, and when the eab
drew near to tho cross-roads—
the scene of mmany awinl
atrossities in the days of Dick
Turpentine—the master of the
Fifth became quite pannicky.
Ho trembled like a leaf, and
the inspiration stood out in
beads on hig forrid.

The other mastors larfed at Mr., Justizs,
and ecalled lim a chicken-harted funk :
though if the trooth were told, they were
feeling none too easy in their own minda.
Ono cowerd in a party can essily infoct
his companions with the germ of cow-
ordias.

Suddenly, o= zo0on as the cab came to
the crosz-roads, the horse shied. It wag
too darlkk to sce what ho shied, or what
ho shied at; Dbut he certainly reared up
in the air, and danced about on his hind-
legs, nttering a lond Winnie of {right.

The startled masters opened the window
of the cab, and four scared faces peered
out into the darkness,

Then the moon popped out frem behind
thé clouds, nnd ot the same instant a
figger poppod out from o clump of trees
—a figger on lorsoback, dressed in the
garb of o highwayman of old,

The desprit scoundrel wore a blaek mask,
s0 that it was impossible to dissern his
feetures 3 but he wore——which was rathor
wnnsnual for a highwayman—a long, Bowing
heard, i

THall 'Y he eriod, in & gruff voice.
And, ‘as he speke, ho levelled o couple of
anciend _.__..Em—mﬁr:m..:& at tho four seared
fares of the masters,

They gaped at him with eyes which
fairly  gopgled from  their heads. An
armed highwaymian was the last thing
jon earth they had eggspected to meet.
Even Mr. Juatizs ha:l not imagined this,
in Jus wildest torrers.

It really seemed as if a hundred and
fifty yoars of time had boen cut away,
and the notorious Dick Turpentine hed
aprung to life again,

“M.memy  only hat!™  pgasped  Mr,
Lickham.

“ Donner umd blitzen ! ejackulated
-Herr Guggenheimer. ™ You conld knocle
me down with & feathor, ain™ it 3"

“IT'll knock vou down with something
more weighty then a feather, unless you

ohey my orders '™ rapped out the high.
wayman, ' Stop out of that cab, all of you !
And hold out your hands—I mean, put
‘e up b

The masters did not dream of defyance,
In fact, they fairly tumbled over each
other in their eagzerncss to obev orders,
They didno’t like the look of those two
blunderbusses, the bareels of  which
glinted wickedly in the moonlight. So
they serambled hastily out of the cab, and
stood in & row, leoking very sheepish, and
holding their hands above their Lieads like
lambs.

“ Who—who are you 77" faltered M.
Juatiss, blinking at the highwayman,

The seovndrel  larfed—a  mocking,
sinister larf, 2

“ My resl name is known only to my-
self,” he replied,  ** Suifico it to say that
'm krnown to my intimate fricnds ns

With the air of a conjurer Hem QGu
Qerman soseldges, at the slyg

genheimer -drew from his pocket a long string of
of which the highwayman smacked his lips.
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Deadshot Dick, the Terrer of the High-
way."”
Alr. Justias recoiled with o shudder.

*And now, jentlemen,” said Deadshot
Dick, *"we will get to business. Stand
and deliver ! In other words, wou will
step up to moe one at & time, and turn out
VOur %unrnﬁ. He who hesitates will be
loat. I have only to press the trigger—07-""

“Yaroooo ! welped Mr. Justisa, in
mortle terrer. And he promptly dashed
vp to the highwayman, and started to
turn out his pockels,

It was not a very rich haul thal Deadshot
Dick obtasined from the master of the
Fifth. There wus a chunk of toffy, a blunt
penknifo, a catterpult, and a few sigaretto.
pictures. Cash there was none ; beloawse
Mr. Justiss had just treated his colleegs ta
threcpenny seats at the pictures, The

a

highwayman gave s snort, ag the articles
were handed. over.

“Phh! It seerns that T have held.up
a party of pawpers ! " he said, skornfully.
“ But perhaps the next jentlernan will
Prove more prosperous,’

Mr. Jusztiss wos waved back, and it was
now Mr. Lickham's tun to disgorge the
cantents of his pockets.

Mr. Lickham was in funds, having
received a half-crown postal-order from
hiz aunt only that morning. The order
had been cashed, and Mr. Liekham handed
over the half-crown, with a deep sigh.

¥ That's bettor ! ¥ said Deadshot Dicl
It ian't a fortune, egg=actly, but it will
kecp Black Bess in oats for a day or two.”

And the highwayman patted the main
of the big bleck cort-horse on which he
was mountad.

Mr, Chas. Wyzer was the next person to
“ part up.” Sofar as wordly wealth went,
AMr. Tyrer was hardly o Midas or & Crocus.
Ho only poassezsad a fow odd coppers, and
theso ho had confiscated from his pupils at
different times. But Mr. Tyzer was the
owner of a magnifisent gold watel-—
cighteen.carrot—and it gave him a pang
to part with thiz trezzure. Bub (he
highwayman insisted on the watch being
handed over, and his eyes sparkled as he
tranaferred it to hia own pocket.

Last of all eame Herr Guprenhoimer.
With the air of o conjurer, he drew from
his poclet o long siring of CGerman
sossidges, at the mmh.m:_“ of which the Lagh-
wayman smacked his lips. Ho snatehed
eagerly at the siring of sossidges and hung
them round his neelk.

“ A nico supper for rae by.and.by!®
he remarked. *° Anything else,: my fat
friend ¥

“1I havo noddings els2,”” said {ho
German master, shaking his head sadly.
“I vog not a rich man. DMasters ot 8t.
Sam'’s are badly underpaid—ain’t it ¥
We vork liko niggers, and Doctor Birche-
mail pays us like a niggard. Iic vos o
tight-fisted skinfling !

“¥es, rather!™ agaid #fr. Tickham.
,: E._“_. Birchermall’s a3 mean as they make
em ! w3

This scemed {0 annoy the highwayman
very much, for he glared at Herr Guggen-
heimer and Mr., Lickham, and clawed
angrily at his long beard.

* How dare you !’ he roared. * How
daro you say such nesty things about
Doctor Birchernall 7" Then he suddenly
checked himszelf. *“ Ahem! What I
mean i3, Doctor Birchemall 1s nothing to
me. You may relurn {0 your eab,
jentlemen, and proseed on your way.”

Fecling mwpﬂmmw relioved, hath of their
helongings and in their minds, the masters
clambered back into the cah.

Tha cabby, who had been a seared
spectator of the progeedings, cracked his
whip, and the ancient liorse get off at o
apecd which ho had not shown sinee the
day he won the Derby.

Hlancing beck along the storm-swept
road, tho masteras had a last glimpse of
Deadshot Dick, sitting astride his steod,
snd waving them a mocking farcwell.
Then the highwayinan rapped out a sharp
conmand, and his cart-horse wheeled
round and lumbered away inte the night.

11,
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.—mﬂ. lated Mr. Lickham.

“Held up on the King's

Highway by a masked and

bearded highwayman ! ' eried Mr. Justiss,

*Can such things be, in the Twentieth
Sentury * "

“My gold wateh ! " groaned Mr, Chag,
Tyzer. My wvaluable gold ticker—
stolen 1"

* That watch of yours never would go,”
eaid Mr., Lickham, with & grin, " but it's
gone now-—with a venjence ! "

:u._,..ﬁ:.__u, mﬁﬁ_n H_.maﬁﬁmﬁmﬂnu
Gugpenheimer. ﬁ German sossidges !
.._unfﬂ reoundrel has pinched them, ain's
.mﬂ 3 113

Y Oh, you mustn't begradge him tho
sossidges, Gueey,” said Mr. Lickham.
* None hut tho brave deserve the fare, you
kngw ! *

But Herr Guggenhelmor mowrned for his
sossidges, and Mr., Chas. Tyzer mourned
for his eighteen-carrot gold watch; and
they would not be comforted.

“This outrago must bo reported at
once,” said Mr. Justiss. © Wa must go o
the Head, sud the Head will probably
miorm the peclice, That scoundrel calling
himself Deadshot Dick must be laid by the
heala ! ™

“Pity wo couldn’t have tackled him
oursolves,”’ said Mr. Lickham. ° But heo
was armed, and wea were quite 'armless.”

“ Eggsncily ! " soid My, Justiss, I
we had offered resistance, wo would as-
suredly have lost our lives: But hero we
aro at 5t. Sam's, jentleimnen ! Let us hurry
up and see the Head. Ilvery minnit is
preshung, if wo wishh D eadshot Dick to be
F captured.”

The cab halied outside the achool oates,
which Fosszil the portor was in tho act of
unlocking.

" Wot about my frir ¥ * asked the cabby.

“Well, von know how we'ro fixed,”
anid Mr. Lickham. * That villan robbed
us of every peany peace.  Weo'll settle up
with yon another time."”

Tho cabby drove off, grumbling and
growling, and not bost pleased ot the pros-
pect of having to pass the cross-rouds
alono, And the four masters hurried across
the quadrangle, buffoted by the storm, and
maodie thoir way to the Head's study.

It was an hour when IDoctor Birchemall
winz usually * at home,” atudying the
classiels. But on this occasion he wus not
in his study.

The mastors frotted and fumed with
impatience, and aftor waiting some minnit8
they went out to Lunt for the Hend.
They made ingniriecs up snd down the
school, but nobaody had seen Doctor Birch-
emnll that evoning.

After » wvane scerch, the masters re-
turned to tho Head's study ; and ns they
entered that sacred epartment, Doctor
Birchemnall came in by another door,
Ho was in a very brethless state, and was
in the act of putting on his gown and
mortar-bonrd.

* Good-evening, jentlenten ! ho pasped.

* 3ir ! crind My, Lickham. “ We have
been hunting for you everywhere ! Where
have you been ¥ 7
- Having supper,” eggsplained the Head.
A delishus supper, of Germon sossidges,
But ,_._____rw. havoe vou been hunting for me
at thia late hour ¥ And why are you all
looking so flushed amd cppsited 77

** Doetor Birchemull ! ™ cried Mr. Juatiss,
““An astounding thing has happened !
As you know, you very lindly pave us
late passes to go to iho Pictures. Well,
we desided to return by eab, owing to this
awliul storm, and on reaching the croza-
roada wo were held up by a highway-
matn !

“ Gammon ! said the Head incredu-
lusly.

“A real, old-fashioned typo of high-
wayman,” said Mr, Lickham, faking up
the tail. *" DBut for the facl that he was
bearded, he might have been Diek Tur-
penting himself | Ho was mountod on
hiery charger; he woro a black mask o
consonl his feeturca; and he corricd a
couple of Blunderbusses.™

"My only aunt!”™ opckulatied the
Heed,

* Tho seoundrel held up our cab, and
called upon us to stamd and deliver !
said Mr. Tyzer. ™ We had no option bus
to hand over all our pozgessions, inslooding

(Continued an col. 1, page 28.)
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