“THE BOY FROM THE EAST!”

This week's ripping long school siory of Greyfriars.

WHAT DID BUNTER OVERHEAR?

(1 dvwmntic dneident from the grand selool stovy wf aveg Wharton & Co, insided




i ~ TELL YCUR PALS ABOUT THIS FEATURE, BOYS!
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“JOLLY GOOD, KENNETH !”

This topping little mode] of a Handley-Page
passenger-carrying plane is only one of the many
examples of Kenneth Winkley's craftsmanship
and ingenuity with pieces of wood and wire.
All Kenneth's madels are made to scale and true
to detail, so much so that leading aircraft firms
have commissioned him to build models of their
machines. This clever young fellow started
making models of planes seven years ago, and
he's only nineteen now. Wants some beating,
deesi’y it ?

GO AP e

A LIFE ON THE OCEAN
WAVE'!

In the old days life in the Royal Mavy was
suything but pleasant; bad foad, Dittle
yiny—sametimes none at all—and uncom-
tortable quarters.  But in the Royal Navy
of to-day Jack's health and comfort are
studied with serupulous care. The pay is
vcod and vegular, the prub is good
querters are  comfortable and Jack's
physical fitness is well looked after, Ow
vhnto shows some ol the merry tars on
1.M.S. Marlborough doubling reund the’
quarter-deck in an exercist spin before
Lrekker. They look a sturdy set ol
[ Nows, don't hey, typical of the thousands
I-I. =ailant !“fu-‘!‘)"'; Wl\!) g Ly ”IEJI'.': ll.ff‘
lied Mavy in the world.

P YT

i Macait Likany, - No.o 1,000



THE NEW BOY'S MISSION! Boys from all parfs of the globe are represented at Greyfriars ; but the news thaf oy

Furasion is expected causes quite a sensation.

fo % learn things."

of the most popular fellows at Greyfriars !

The opening story in a brilliant new series dealin
coming of a new boy to Greyfriars

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not Detained !

wgr NEY !
I “Where's Inky
Hurree Jamset Ram BSingh—

generally called Inky to save
tirac, a3 well as on account of his beauti-
ful complexion, did not dnswer to the
call,

Four members of the Famous Five of
CGreyfriars had gatherel on the House
stops, ready to start, The dusky mem-
ber of the Co. was conspicuous by his
absence.

“The ass!"” remarked Frank Nugent.
B“l’lI'he fathcad !” observed Johany

ull.

“Inky ! bawled Bob Cherry.

Really, it was too bad.

Minutes were precious,

Harry Wharton & Co. had arranged
to bike over to Lantham that afternoon,
to see as much as they could of a county
cricket match that was going on there.

It was the third day of a threc
days’ mateh, and, according to re-
port, the finish was going to %e closely
contested, and well worth watching by
fellows who were keen on the summer
game.

They rathe¢ fancied themsclves at
cricket in the Greyiriars Remove.
Still they admilted that they mighi
have something to learn from county
players.

In the circumstances, many Remove
follows considered that Mr, Quelch
might very well have granted them a
special whole holiday for such a special
oceasion.

That thought did not nppear to have
crossed Mr. Quelch's mind, however,
and no member of his 'orm ventured to
suggest it to him. Mr. Quelch did nob
cencourage suggestion: of that sork.

8o the Famous Five had to make the
most they could of the half-holiday. It
was nearly ten miles to Lantham, and
they wanted to start immediately nfter
dinner. But Boby Cherry had had lines
—tho unfortunate result of sailing down

the banisters instead of descending the
stairs in the ordinary way. His chums
had waited until those lines were
written, and dt%l handed in to Wingate
of the Sixth. hen &1l was ready—ex-
cepting Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
The dusky junior seemed to bave dis-
appeared;

“Well, of all the chumps!” said
Harry Wharton, in exasperated, tones.
“Wo may be late for the finish, any-
how. There isn't a minute to waste if
we're going to see anything at
Lantham.”

“Inky " roared Bob.

“T gay, you fellows—"

A fat junior rolled out of the House
and blinked at the four Removites
through his big spectacles, :

“Been Inky, Bunter?” asked Harry.

“Yes; he's detained,”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“The howling ass, to get
now ! exelaimed Nugent.

“I say, you fellows, it's all right,”
said DBunter cheeriul]'{. “Quelchy
called Inky intd his study a few minutes
ago. saw hini.  But it’s all right.
You feliows are going over to Lantham.
1'd come with you, only my bike’s a bit
crocked. Woll, as Inky can't come, I'll
borrow his bike, see? I suppose you'd
rather have me than Inky?"

The Co. glared at Bunter, -

Only Billy Bunter knew what a fasci-
nating fellow he was, and what pleasure
was to be found in his company.

Other fellows had no idea of it.

Bunter’s supposition, therefore, that
the chums of tﬂg Remove preferred his
company to Inky's, was wholly, totally,
and completely unfounded.

“You silly owl!” said Bob Cherry, in
measured tones.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You footling ass !”

“0h, really, Nugent—"

B“"Roll away, barrel !" snapped Jolmny
wii,

“QOh, really Bull—-"

“Look Lere, Bunter! Iow do yon
kuow that Inky's detained?” ashked

detained

Yet this newwcomer isn’t just an ordinory schoolboy—sent to school
He's there to carry out the dastardly plon of 6 man whe is oul to riin Horry Whorlon - one

g with Harry Wharton & Co. and the
By FRANK RICHARDS.

Harry Wharton. *Quelchy might ecali
lh‘im- into his study without detrining
him.”

“Oh, he's detained all right!” said
Bunter, “Take my word for that
Let's get off at once, shall we? You
fellows want to see the cricket at Lan-

tham, and I'm awfully keen on it. You
know what & cricketer I am.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“And I heard you mention that

you're going to have tea afterwards at
the Lanthamn Pagoda!” said Dunter.
“They do you. frightfully well at the
Pagoda at Lantham. Quite town style.
Their cream-tarts—"

“Is -Inky under deicntion or not
demanded Johnny Bull,

“Yes. Quelchy was scowling fright-
fully when he called him into his study.
He looked quite wild—murderous, 1n
fact. I think it's a licking as well as
a detention. Never mind Inky. Let's
get off, you chaps. We shall be late for
tea at the Pagoda—I mean, for the
cricket. I say, you fellows, if you like,
T'll go straight to the Pagoda, and wait
for you there. It will eave youw the cost
of admission for one——"

“Save us?” asked Bob.

“Well, one of you chaps would have
to stand the admission for me, as I
happen to be stony to-day. It would
savo you that. I doun't really mind
missing the cricket—"

“8o long as you get a feed at the
Pagoda ?” asked Bob sarcastically.

“Lxactly! I mean nothin% of the
sort, I'm only thinking of saving
you fellows expense. You could lend
me five bob to get a snack while I'mn
waiting for yous see? Then I'd have
tea. with you when you come. I say,
vou fellows, let’s slarlt before Inky
comes out——"

“If he's under detention he won't
come ouk!” said Johnny Bull. with a
suspicious glare at the Owl of the
Remove.

“I—I mean—-—"

““ You mean that Inky isn’y under de-
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tention at all, and yon want to bag his
bLike and hig tea!” said Bob.
“Nunno! Stands io reason he's de-

tained. What else could Quelehy waunt
him for on & half-holiday ? I say, you
follows—""

"My eosteemed chums—" said e

voice in the doorway .
} 1t was Hurree Jamset Rumn Singh at
ast.

#Oh dear 1" ecjaculated Bunter.

The sudden appearance of the Nabaob
of Bhanipur had a rather disconcerting
coffect. on Willisua George Bunter,

Evidently he had hoped to get clear
of Greyfrinrs on Inky's bike bofore the
vabob had finished his interview with
the Ranove master,

“ Aro you detained. Inky?” demanded
Joium_\' Bull, 1
i 'I(llu'n:e Jamset Ram Binghb shook his
ord,

“The answer iz in the estcemed nega-
tive,” he said.

“That fat willain—>"

“Oh, really, Bull—*

“Bump him !?

"I say, you fellow—leggo!” roared
Bunter. “I—I didn't mean that Inky
was detained, you know—I mean to
say Yarooooop "

Whether that was what Bunter
meant to say or not, that was what he
said, as ho set down on the stone steps
with a liefty concussion.

“Ow! Wow! Oh! Deasts!”
Bimter

‘“Have another?” asked Bob.

“Ow! Beast! Keeop off I

Y¥Ha, ha, ha!l™

Billy Bunter wriggled away in a
great hurry—in so great a hurry that
ho rather overlooked the fact that he
was on the top step. There was a wild
roar from the Owl of the Remove as he
rolled ddwn into the quad. He landed

roared

on the hard, unsympathetic carth, and

for some moments at least, the subse-
quent - proceedings interested him no
inore,

THE SECORD CHAPTER.
A Change for the Better !
H URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH

grinned,
But his dusky face became
serious again at ohce,

His interview with his Form-master
did not seem to have bucked the dusky
junior from India's coral strand.

“My esteemed chums——"" he began.

“ No time for jaw, old chap,” said %ob
Cherry, “We're Inte already, owing to
thore rotten lines, Come on.”

* The regretfulness is terrific—"

* Never mind the giddy regretfulness.
Get a move on "

“The sunshine of contentment has
been clouded by the terrific frown of
adversity !” said the nabob sadly. “You
fellows get off—I am houndfﬁly com-
pelled to remain,”

" You said you weren't detained, ass.”

“Thers is no detainfulness: but the
esteemed and ludicrous Quelchy has
requested an execrable favour——"

*Oh, my hat! Give it 3 name.”
_“This afternoon, an esteemed and
ridiculons new fellow is bookfully due to
arrive at Greyfriars.”

“Well, let him arrive," grunted Bob
Cherry.” ““He can arrive without your
help, I suppose. In fact, his arriveful-
ness can be terrific,”

“It ia a new fellow from my own
esteemed country,” explained Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “ He is coming to
Greyfriars in the chargefulness of a legal
johnny, of the selicitor species, of the

ononrable name of Gedge. Some time
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during the afternoon he will reach this
ridicuﬁ\us school: and the estecined
Quelchy desives that I remain to greet
him.”

Bunter picked himself up.

“1 say, you follows, are we going to
have another nigger in the Remove?”
Bunter ingnived, from the bottom of
the steps. "I say, that's pather thick,
isn't it 1"

“8hut up, Bunter.”

“0Oh mnﬁy, Wharton——"

“Is the new fellow an Indian chap,
Inky?"” asked Wharton.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shook his
head.

“No! He is only in part an esteemed
countryman of my own: the rest of him
is of an inferior quality.”

“0Oh, my hat!”
is what we call in India a
Eurasian,” explained the nabob.
B;i)Hall' Asia and half Europe!” said

“Exactly. A half-caste—thongh if you
call him a half-caste, you had better
guard with your esteemed left at the
same time: it is not a word liked by
Eurasians |” grinned the nabob. “ His
name is Da Costa. The esteemed and
excellent Quelchy thinks it will be nicer
for him to mcet the only man at Grey-
friars who knows his country, on the day
of his orrival: and he has therefore
requested me to remain within gates.”

' Rotten !"”

“The rotienfulness is terrific!” agreed
the nabob, "I have no great love for
esteomed. half-castes, but that is ane of
the many things our ludicrous Form-
master does not know. Buf it is impos-
gible to refuse & request from the honour-
able and preposterous Quelchy.”

That fact was self-evident: and the
chums of the Remove did not argue the
point. A request from a Form-master
was & good deal like an invitation from
Royalty ; not to be declined.

“We'll stay in, too!" said Bob, with a
great effort, “ We can root up something
to do. It's some time since we've ragged
Coker of the Fifth.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shook his
head decidedly.

“My csteemed chums will go bikefully
to Lantham, as arranged,” e answered.
“Buzz off at once: and leave me to it.
Nu ‘;ood wasting your half-holiday
also.’

“I say, you fellows—"

“ Bhut up, Bunter !” roared Bob.

“8han’t! Lonk here, you fellows,
this has turned out quite luckily,” said
Bunter, blinking up the steps at the
Removites. “Inky ain't detained, bui he
can't go, 50 it comes to the same thing.
I'll come instead.”

“Go and eat coke.”

“You'll lend me your bike, won't you,
Inky 7" urged Bunter.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh hesitated.
A bike that was borrowed by Bunter was
never likely to be returned to the owner
in the same state as when it was lent,
But Inky was the soul of good-nature.
He nodded.

“That's all right, then,” said Dunter,
“Come on, you fellows—we don’t want
to be late.”

The chums of the Remove were
hesitating.

It was hard luck on Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh to have to remain within
gates, ‘on that glorious summer’s after-
noon. Still, as the nabob had said, it
was of no use for the others to lose their
hali-holiday also.

“My esteemed chums, you are losing
time, and punctuality is the cracked
pitcher that goes longest to the well, as
the English proverb says. Cut off I”*
urged the nabob.

“Well, I suppose we may as well,”

said Bob. “It's hard luck, Inky. Blow
the Eurasian ! !

And the four juniors started for the
bike-shed : Wi!l’inm George Bunter
rolling after them. Bunter, at least, was
satisfied. In fact, from Bunter's point
of view, matters could not have twrned
ont better, .

The quartette wheeled their bikes out:
Bunter fellowing with the handsome
jigger that belonged to Hurree Jamseb
Ram Singh.

“Hold on & minute, you fellows,”
called out Bunter, as the juniors were
mounting in the road.

‘““What for, fathead 1"

“This saddle is too high for me. I
haven't got spindle shanks like yours,
Bob Cherry, th goodness, Put it
down for me.”

“Look here, Bunter, you’re an ass {o
start for ntham,” said Harry
Wharton. “You'll erock up long before
you've done ten miles.” :

“I'm a better ?‘eliat than any other
fellow here, and chance it,” said Bunter
disdainfully.

“We can’t wait for you on the road,”
said Harry impatiently. “Wo're going
to see as much as we can of the cricket.
We're going .all out.”

“I fancy I could give you a lead, if
you go all out. You're not much of &
man on a bike, Wharton.”

“ You silly gss—"

“You're wasting time,” Bunter
pointed out. “The sconer we start, the
sooner we shall get to: Lantham. T'll
help you up the hills in turn.” )

“You cheeky chump!” roared Johnny
hB‘llliu. 5 You'ﬁ crock up at the Brst

e

“Well, 1 won't ask you to help me,”
sneered Bunter. “ You'll have Eellows
to hmend before we're past Redelyffe.
Yah!”

Bob Cherry put the saddle of the
hicycle down to its lowest extent and
Bunter';serambled on board. The five
juniors started at a good pace.

For the first mile, Bunter kept level
without much dif’ﬁcu]ty. Then be
dropped behind.

“1 say, you fellows!” he squeaked,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo 1 )

“There’s no need for all this hurry.
We shall get to Lantham in lots of time
for tea.”

“Fathead 1"

‘“ Better chuck it, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton. " We muay not have tea at the
Pagoda at all: it oﬁends on how long
the match lasts, If they keep it up late
we shall stay for the finish, and we may
have only time to cut back to Greyfriars
for calling-over,”

“] suppose yow won't miss tea!l”
gasped Bunter.

“Amazing as it seems, we shall miss
tea, if the cricket doesn’t shut down in
time for it.”

“Well, you idiot !

Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of the Remove chuckled
and pedalled on. William George Bunter
laboured on behind. His little scheme
of waiting at the tea-shop for the other
fellows had to be given up now—if they
might not come there at all. In Bunter's
prosent financial dtate, it was obviously
useless for him to visit the Pagoda, or
any other place of refreshment, unless
the other fellows were with him. Such
sordid details as the settlement of tle
bill presented difficulties,

Evidently, it behoved William George
Bunter to keep the other fellows in
sight: even if he had to watch the
cricket with them. If they really we
idiots enough to watch the erické
instead of going out to tea, the least
they conld do would be.to stand Bunter

silly gasped
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a small loan, so that he, at least, could
act more sensibly.

“T say, you fellows—"

‘' Good-bye, Bunter.”

They were on Redclyffle Hill now.
(igod-natured as the chums of the
Remove were, they did not seo missing
the object of their trip, for the purpose
of kecping cmnﬂnny with Billy Bunter
on the road. They had been willing to
give up the trip for IHurree Singh’s
sake: but to give it up in order to propel
a fat junior 35ong a hilly road was quite
another matter,

1 sey, you fellows, we'll walk this
Lill " yelled Bunter.

“Ta-ta!”

“Yend me o hand, Bob!”

“Tathead!”

The four juniors ground at their
pedals, and skimined mp the long slope
of Redelyffe Hill, illiam Ecorga
Bunter, panting for breath, bedewed
with cl)cr.spiration. dismounted, and
wheeled Hurree Singh’s bike after them.
In a few minutes the four were out of
sight.

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Cheap Ride !

o EASTS!”
B Billy Bunter leaned on the
biké and gasped.

Riding that bike up Red-
elyffe Hill was o matter of impossibility
for the Owl of the Remove, Wheelin
it up was a fatiguing business, an
Bunter was very quickly fed-up with it.
Harry Wharton & Co. had vanished
from sight, and with them vanished
Bunter's hope of tea at tho Pagoda.

—
=

MW

“Beasts!” groaned Bunter.

Ho felt & very ill-used youth,

The juniors could have taken it in
turn to free-whecl Bunter up the hills.
On the downward slopes he could have
managed for himself. Certainly, they
would have arrived too late to seco any
cricket on the Lantham ground. But
they would have arrived in time for
tea at the Pagoda. That was really the
important point.

But—with the selfishness to which
Bunter was sadly accustomed—they had
gono on their way regardless, just as if
the cricket match at Lantham was the
important matter, and as if Bunter's
tea did not matter at all.

“ Beasts 1"

Bunter lecaned on the bike and
mopped his brow. Before starting on
a ridp, Billy Bunter never had any
doubt that he could beat any other
follow that ever pushed at a pedal
Before starting and after starting, how-
ever, were different matters. A mile was
enough to convince Bunter that short-
ness of wind was not an advantage to a
cyelist—two miles made him realise with
painful clearness that he had en un-
usual smount of weight to carry, [f
those other fellows had been really nico
fellows—like Bunter, for instance—the
Owl of the Remove could have sat com-
fortably in the saddle, while he was
propelled over all the hills botween
Greyfriars and Lantham., But they
weren't !

Hoot, lioot, hoot!

Bunter—with his usual consideration
for others—had stopped in tho middle
of the woad to rest.

He blinked round peevishly.

A motor-lorry was grinding up thoe

U il mmu

Billy Bunter wriggled away from the Removites In
so grest a hurry, that he rather overlooked the fact
that he was on the top of the House steps. There
was a roar from the Ow} of the Remove as he rolled
down into the quad to land on the hard, unsym-
pathetic earth. ** Yarooooh I’

(8ee Chapter 1.)

road, and the driver was sounding lis
horn angrily. He did not want to slow
down his heavy vehicle on the upward
slope of a hill because a fat schoolboy
had selected the middle of the road Lo
lean on a bike and vest,

Crash!

Bunter believed in the maxim of
“gafety first.”

As soon as ho perceived the heavy
lorry charging st him he let the bike
drop in the road, and bounded for
safety.

Really he was in no danger, as the
orry avas still a good twenty yards ofl.
But Billy Bunter wss not taking auy
chances with his valuable person. 1ic
leaned panting on the fence lLeside tle
eonntry road, leaving Hurree Singh's
bike sprawling acroés the middle of the
way.

'There was no room for the lorry driver
to go round that bike, and he seemed 1
have some cbjection to going over ii.
He brought the lorry ta a halt a couple
of yards shoit of the bicyele, glaved at
Bilty Bunter, ond proceeded 1o tell Liw
what he thought of hin.

Bunter blinked at him.

The lorry was empty, doubtless return.
ing from delivering a load at Coourtfickl.
The thought of a lift on his way it
diately occurred to Bunter,

“Y say—" he began.

“You young idjic!”

(‘I sa __f

“Are you going to lift thal Llinking
bike outer the road, or are you mnol
going to lift that Llioking bike owter
the road ?” demanded the driver of the
lorry, categorically and emphatically,

He addod one or two expressions

Tee MacxET LiBrary.—No. 1,059,
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which he had probably learned with tho
Avmy in Flanders,

*1 say. -what about a lift?" asked
Bunter. Tl give you half-a.crown for
a lift to Lanthem, if you're going
there.”

Some fellows would have offered a
<hilling for & hift in & returning lorry.
Bunter generously offered half-a-crown.

As he had nuitf‘;cr a half-crown nor &
<hilling in_‘his possession, however, he
vonld afford to be generous—in his offer,
at least. 2

The lorry-driver mhoderated his ob-
servations,

“Y ain’t going fur as Lantham,” he
answered. “I stop at Seven Elms, &
mile this ere side of Lantham.”- =

“That's all right,” said Bunter, ,I,
can biko the rest, if you give me a lift.

“*Op in,” said the lorry-driver.

“Lift the bike in, then.” .

The lorvy-dviver looked at him, and
«comed abont to expend some more o
the expressive words he had picked up
in Flanders. However, he answered:

“If yon can't stick that blinking bike
into the blinking lorry your blinking self,
you can leave it on the blinking road!”

Bunter shoved the bike in at the back
of the lorry, finding that he could do it
himself. . He crawled in after it, and
lay down to luxurious rest on a heap of
sacks. .

The lorry lurched on again.

It was o heavy vehicle, but it covered
the road at a good speed. At the top
of the long hill, Bunter, as he lay on the
tacks, heard a sound of hicycles and
voices. He was passing the chums of
the Remove before they had reached the
hill-top. .

In the interior of the lorry, Bunter
and Inky’s bike were out of sight,
Harry Wharton & Co. had no idea that
the fat Owl was passing them,

Once past the hill, however, the fqur
juniors let themselves go down the

opposite  slope, and passed the lorry
aguin, leaving it far in the rear.

They kept their lead until they came
to the long hill that led up to Seven
Elms.

Then machinery beat muscle once
more, and the lorry passed them, and
Bunter grinued- inside it as he heard
the Remove fellows behind.

From that point Bunter kept well
ahead, and the eyclists dropped far out
of sight.

A mile out of Lantham a side road
led to Seven Elms, and there the lorry-
driver brought his vehicle to a halt.

“'Erp you are, sirl” he called out.

“Right-ho 1"

Bunter rolled out of the back of the
lorry. :

“Hand out my bike,” he said,

“Can’t you git it out yourself §” asked
the driver.

“Nol” snapped Bunter,

“Leave it there, then,” answered the
grivar chaetffully. “]Z!t'il til;; for a birth-

ay present for my little boy.”

"Bunter I}":}und that he could get the
bike out.

He wheeled ‘it into the road and pre-

red to mount, the driver staring at

m Eetxpresswlel)i; st

“Ere, you!” he shouted.

Bunter I“lt'o]inlmd round,

“What you want?” he asked
haughtily.

He had no further uso for the
lorry-driver, so he eould afford to be
haughty. When  Billy Bunter ecould
afford to be haughty, Eastern emperors
were not in it with Bunter. Buper-
cilious disdain gleamed from his very
spectacles,

“Wot do I want?” repeated the man
on the lorry, staring. “Why, I-want
‘arf-a-crown for that there llft.. that’s
what I want!” .

Bunter started. He had quite for-
gotten that detail. Still, it was a

IN EACH OF THESE SPLENDID
VOLUMES.
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matter of small importance, at the end
ot the ride. At the beginning it would
have mattered.

“Sorry,” he said calmly, I {ind I've
left my purse at home.”

“ Wha-a-at 1”

. “Give mé gour name and address, if
you like, and I'll send it on,” said
Bunter carelessly. “Sorry, and all that,
but there you are!”

The man gave him a fixed look.

. “Young bilk!” he ejaculated, “Blink-
ing young hilk 1

“I don’t want any impudénce,”
answered Bunter haughtily. “If you
can't be respectful, my man, I shall not
pay you at all.”

The driver gave him another look,
and began to descend from. his seat.
Obviously he had no hope of collecting
half-a-crown from his passenger, and it
was probable that he did not.think that
it would be useful to give Bunter his
name and address, on the exceedingly
thin chance that that half-crown would
reach him by post. But he seemed to be
possessed by a strong desire to get to
close quarters with Bunter. The look
-on his face was quite alarming.

Bunter was short-sighted. But he
could see that the lorry- driver looked
dangerous. He lost no time, He threw
s fat leg over Hurree Bingh's bike. and

started,
The lorry driver jumped into the
road, and made & rush after him,

Bunter pedalled for his life.

Fortunately, there was a slope on the
road, down to Lantham, at that point—
fortunately for Bunter, at least.

The fat rider faicly flew.

For a dozen yards the lorry. driver
raced on in hot pursuit; but again
machinery beat muscle, The fat eyclist
was out of his reach, and gaining at
every yard. Bent over Inky's handle-
bars, Bunter raced for his fat skim
And the lorry driver, breathless and en-
raged, stalked back to his lorry, and
drove on to Seven Elms, making re-
marks as he went which showed that he
had, in his time, done his bit in the
trenches.

For half 2 mile Bunter fairly flew.
Then he ventured to blink over his
ghoulder, and saw that the road was
clear. He was puffing and blowing and

peanting, and he dismounted for a much-

needed rest,

“Chesky beast!” %asped Bunter.
“Calling me names! Blessed if I know
what the lower-classes are coming to!
Cheeky roiter |”

Bunter leaned the bike against a tree,
and sat down in the grass by the road-
side to rest. He was only half & mile
from Lantham now, and he could safford
to rest. Sooner or later Harry Wharton
& Co. would come in sight. And
Bunter grinned at the thought of their
surprise when they saw him shead of
them. He had no intention of mention-
ing the incident of the lift in the lorry.
He had beaten them on the road, whie
was & proof that he was a hetter man
awheel than the herces of the Remove.
Bunter and veracity were not closely
acquainted. Indeed, they were on the
most distent terms,

He waited and watched the road.

A bunch of dusty cyclists came in
sight at last, grinding on to Lantham.
B?]]y Bunter rose to his feet, and waved
a fat hand.

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Hsallo! Hallo! Hallol”

“Great Scott!” ;

*“ Bunter 1

“Billy Bunter!”

Four cyclists almost fell out of their
saddles with astonishment, at the sight
of Billy Bunter ahead of them on the
road. They. stared at him as if they
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could hardly believe their eyes—as, in- you!” said Bunter haughtily. “I'm a b four bikes at one fell
deed, they hardly could. tter_rider than any man here, and you B.&tcrl Get on!” g i

Bunter gave a disdainful sniff.

“1 say, you fellows, I've waited o
jolly long time for you! Tf you can't
ride, why the dickens did you start to
bike # at all? For goodness’ sake, got
a move on! We shall never get to
Lantham at this rate!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Some Cyolist !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. had
H halted, and jumped off their
machines. - From that point up

to Lantham there was a rise in

the road, and a few minutes rest came
in useful. They had ridden hard and
fast, and only at one specially steep
hill had they dismounted to wheel their
jiggers. Bo the discovery of Billy
Bunter ahoad of them was absolutely
astounding. How Bunter had done it
was a mystery. And they were pre-
pared to spen
m%' that myaberir. while they
before the last pull into Lantham.

“How on earth did you get here?”
demanded Harry Wharton,

Bunter tapped. the 'bicycle.

“How do you think?” he asked.
didn’t fy.”

_“You never passed us,” said Nugent.

“No. I got ahead of you without
passing you,” said Bunter sarcastically.
“Sounds likely, doesn't it?”

“Well, we never saw you,” said Bob
Cherry, greatly puzzled.

Bunter grinned.
~“You gll had your noses down over
your handle-bars when I shot by,” he
explained.

“You shot by!” ejaculated Wharton.

“Yes. Passed you like a flash of
lightning,” ssid Bunter calmly. “You
were grmding on with your noses down,
mopping up the dust. I hope you liked
the Havour? He, he, he!”

The juniors could only stare. Motor-
cars and” motor-bikes had passed them
on the road, and a motor-lorry. Butb
certainly they were unaware that an
push-bike had gahea_d them. Indeed,
they rather prided themselves that no
bike could pass them, when they really
went all out. It was possible, of course,
that a faster rider might have passed
unseen, when they had their "heads
down grinding up e hill. But Bunter?

.The fat junior chuckled.

“You see, the fact is, you can't ride,”
he said. “I told you I could beat you
to Lantham, and I've done it. I just
sailed by you. You weren’t looking
round, and so you didn't see me.
About two miles back.”

“Well, my hat!” said Bob.

“But we left you behind, the other
side of Redelyffe,” said Harry Wharton,
in great perplexity.

“s.[‘hat was only gammon,” explained
Bunter. “I knew I should have to wait
for you fellows before the finish, so I
took it easy at the start—see "

“You were pumped out!”
Johnny Ball.

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“You never passed us on the road.”

“Well, he must have, old chap, as he's
here !” snid Frank Nugent. “Blossed if
I can understand it! But here he is!"

“] say, you fellows, wo're wasting;:
time,” said Bunfer. “Let's get on!
You've wasted enough time already,
crawling along like snails, and keeping
me waiting for you here. Wec shall be
late for tea. I mean—"

“You never passed
Fohnny Bull.

I ci’ec]ine to argue the malter with

rested

L

LU

us ™  repoated

-you can't ride, Bull!

a few minutes elucidat- h

rvoared T

don’t like fo admit it! I'm accustomed
to this sort of paltry envy. The fact is,
1 You sit on & bike
ike a sack of coke.”

“Do I%" breathed Johnny Bull
sulphureously.
“You do! And Bob Cherry does the

same—just.like a sack of coke just goin
to fall off.” A

*“Thanks !” said Bob cheerily.

“And look at Nl.gent—_t.he way le
rides, I mean,” said Bunter, “Pushing
at the pedals as if every push was going
to be his last.”

“You cheeky owl "

“And Wharton—" W

“Well, what about me?” asked the
captain of the Remove,

“You can't ride, old chap! You're
pumped out now, before the finish.
And look at me! Quite fresh! To tell
the truth, I never came across such &
bunch of hopeless duds! . You can't
ride, and that’s what’s the matter with
you! If you hadn't been so cheeky I'd
ave kept with you, and heii'gd you up
tho hills in turn. Tt would have saved
time. But you can’t.oxpect & chap to
help you if you're cheeky.”

“*You fat rotter " roared Johnny Bull
suddenly. “You got a lift!"

“Oh!” oxclaimed Wharton.
it, of course |

“Q0h, really, you fellows—"

“We never saw him pass us on any-
thing,” said Nugent.

“We never saw -him pass us on a bike,
either,” grunted Johnny Buil, “He got
a lift—that’a the only explanation, I
remember an empty lorry passed us on
the road. Bunter got a lift in that [*

“You fat spoofer!” shouted Bob
Cherry indignantly,

“That's it !” said Harry.

“(Of course it is!" growled Johnny
Bull. “As if that fat frog could pass us
on the road! "As if he could ride as far

“That's

as Lantham, anyhow, for that matter!”

Billy Bunter’s fat lip curled.

“Go it!” he said sarcastically, “Make
out that I got a-lift because I've beaten
you to' Lantham !”

“Didn’t you 7” demanded Wharton.

I disdain to discuss the matter. As
for a lorry on the road; I never saw
one. Besides, it turned off the road at
Beven Elms, half & mile back.”

“*Oh, my hat!”

“‘He got a lift from Redclyffe Hill as
far as Seven Elms Lane,” said . Bob

Cherry. “ That accounts for the milk in
the cocoanut.”
“Nothing . of the kind!” roared

Bunter. "“I've biked every inch of the
way! And here I am, miles ahead of
you! You'rc beaten, and you don't
want ' to own up! , That's what's the
matter with you. must say I'm dis-

usted ! Making out I had a lift in a
ﬁ)rr r! Thero was no lorry on the road
st all. And I wouldn't have asked that

choeky driver for a lift, in any casc.
He wes disrespectful. I—I mean there
wasn't any driver, not being any lorry

“*Ha, ha, hat!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I think you fellows might own up
when you're beaten by a better man.”

“So we will—when we are!” grinned
Bob Cherry. “If you can beat us on
the roand, Bunter, beat us to Lanthain
now. It's another hali-mile; and if
you're in sight belind when I ride into
the town, I'll make you o present of my
bike,” ’

“Same lero!” grinned Nugent.

4 And here!” chuckled Johnny Bull.

“And here!” said the captain of the
Remove laughing. “Chance for you to

The four juniors jumped into their
saddles, and rode on towards Lantham.
say, you fellows!” squeaked
Bunter. f
¢ Bob looked back with a grinning
ace,

# Gtome on, Blgl::ter Iﬁ anti:iiilrlag for
Yot to pass us like a flash of li i
old fat bean!” sl

“Ha, ha, ha!”

:: Start level !” shrieked Bunter.

All right—wait for you to come up1”

Billy Bunter clambered on Hurree
Singh's bike again, and pedalled. ‘He
came up with the four, and got ahead
of them.

“Ready !” chuckled Bob. * Bunter's
got threc yards start—I don’t think it
will make much difference "

:I say, you -fellows—"

Go!" said Wharton laughing,

And the cyclists went.

Four of them streaked away at a
racing pace—and William “George
Bunter fagged on behind, perspiring and
panting. ) ]

In less than a minute the winding
oi; the road hid the four from sight.
When Bunter followed on round the
bend, they had vanished. '

Oh, dear!” gasped the fat junior.

Perhaps Bunter repented then that
e had bragged so recklessly. He was
not specially leen on the company of
the four, but they were absolutely
nécessary to him if he was to have
tea at the Pagoda that aftermoon. TIf
they got into the cricket ground, they
were pone for ever—for Bunter had not
the wherewithal to pay for admission
to the Lantham ground. Really, the
Owl of the Remove had talked a little
too much—a misfortune that often hap-
pened to William George Bunter.

He fagged on desperately to Lan-
tham,
~ But the hill was too much for him
and presently hé wds walking ‘and
wheeling the bike again, gasping: for
breath, and mopping 'his fat, perspiring
brow. o]

Harry Wharton & Co. had put up
their - machines, and gone into the en-
closure, and were watching 'the last
stand of the Lantham batsmen against
the county . bowlers when a fat #nd
gasping junior wheeled a 'dusty bike
foebly into Lantham, Bunter had lost
the race. He had ‘won .the first lap,
with the nssistance of the motor-lorry,
but he had hopelessly lost the second !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunier !

o EASTS ™
B Billy Bunter was almost in

despair,

here was mno tea at the
Pagoda for Bunter. Ho ‘was, of course,
luungry. He had risex from the dinner
table that day with a feeling that he
could have done with a few more help-
ings. It was hours since he had eaten
his dinner; since when he had: used
no other, a3 it were. Tea at the Pagoda
tea-shop was expetly what he wanted—
a good, solid, substantial tea—something
like a couple of lunches and a dinner
rolled into one, which was what Bunter
considered a real, genuine tea.
But DBunter's possessions, in tho
financial line, were liniited to one
penny; whicli was still in his possession
because it was o French penny, and
nobody would take it from Dunter as

legal tender. .
Bunter, in n burst of generosity, had
T'hE MAGNET LiBRary.—No. 1,050,
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vearly given that dix-coutime pivce to
a hlind begmar on oie eceasion—Runter
could be charitable. Bl he had pru-
dently reflected that the French peany,
shough vot legal tender. might be used
in an anfomatic machine when no cye
was upon him; and therefore. it st
roposed in lis pocket.  Swindling an
antomatic chocolate machine was not a
matter  likely 10 weigh heavily on
Bunter’s conscicnee—his fat conscienco
had much more seriots matters (han
ihat to deal with, if it ever got aclive.

“Beasts ! groaned Bunten .

With a piceo of ten centinies in lis
possession, moerely that amd  nolhing
more, it was guite useless to present
himself at 1he Pagoda, ov any other
tra-shop in Lawiham.

Wlien Bunter dropped inie a bun-
shop, he liked to have a friend with hio.
Bunter knew the value of {riendship—
its eash vahie, at least. DBut lhie was
alone and friendless in Laniliam now.
UCrowds of people passed him in Lan-
tham ligh Street, and not one ef them
vared whether DBunter was hungry or
not. The heartlessuess of the world was
borne in sadly upon Billy Bunicr’s
mind. 1t was true that he did not
hother to think whether Lhere might
bo anyihing amiss with .any of the
passers-by.  But that, of course, was
wuite a different matter. The begin-
ning and end of all things in the uni-
verse, to William George Bunter, was
W.G.B. A famine that might lay waste
a continent, was not of so much im-
portance as that sinking fecling under
his tight waisicoat,

The question was, what was o be
dJdone—or who was to be done?

Harry
from his eyes long since, and he had
no hope of finding them again. With
the selfishness Bunter bad long learncd

1o expect from them, they had gone into *

the Lantham cnelosure to wateh ihe
cricket, regardless of Buuter,

The fat .junior blinked at the en-
irance, but eyen if he had succeeded in
stealing in, he was not likely to pick
out the four juniors in the swarming
throng inside. From the remavks of
people about ‘him, he learned ilat
Lantham had yet four wickets to full,
which meant that the match was going
on probably till light failed; in any
rase too late for tea at the Pagoda.
Those beasts were certain to stay till
the finish, or as near the finish as they
conld; heartlessly disregarding Bunter,
even if they knew for a fact that lie was
waiting for them ot the Pagoda.
Willinm George Bunier felt absolutely
bunkered,

Getiing  back to Greyfrimrs was all
that was left for him. Riding back on
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh's ngger was
not to be thought of.  Bunter had
reached Lantham alive, owing to the
lift in the lorry. But he could never
have swrvived o ten-mile ride lome.
He had thought ihe matter out care-
fully, too. Fortified by s substantial
tea at tho Pagoda, hie would have been
it for a long ride—and cach of the
other fellows could have helped him, in
turn, up the hills on the way home.
But there was no tea at the Pagoda,
and no fellows to lelp in twn on ihe
way home. Bunter did not even think
of riding back to Greyfriars on the
bike, But how elsc lic was to get home
was a mystery. .

There was the railway, of course. But
the railwny people—selfish like all the
people with whom Bunter cver camo
into contact—made a sordid stipulation
on the matter of paying fares beforo
they wouldl take passengers.  Bunter
would willingly have landed over his

TrE Macyey Linrany.—No 1,069,

Wharton & Co. had vanished

French penny 3 but obsvivasly that waes
ol no use for the purpose.  Siill, the
Onl of the Remove was not quire with-
out. resourves, Ie had bilked the rail-
way before, and he could bitk the rail-
way again—at least; he hoped that lwe
could.

Taking: the hike home by railway
was impracticable, Tt would have to be
paid for. Ihe bike being of no further
use {0 Bunter, he was tempted to leave
it. standing on_ihe kerb, and wash his
fat lLands of it. But certain conse-
vwuences had to be considered—:uch as
being kicked along the Remove passage
by lwvee Jamset Ram Singh. Bunter
did not leave the bike standing in the
strect. He whecled it into a eyele shop,
and as an execuse for leaving it there,
ordered o unew mudguard for tbe
muchine, Ho stated that the bike would
be called for Iater, and left it. That
disposed of the machine, and William
George Bunier rolled away to the rail-
way station.

Now he had cause 1o be thankful for
the prudence which had retained tho
French penny in- his pocket. That
French penny worked the automatic
machine from which platform tickets
were extracted. With a platform ticket
in his fat hand, Bunter rolled on the
down platform whence the express left
for Courtfield a little later.

Lantham was a junction, and many
passcngers from London changed there.
When the express came in, thers was
wlways a crowd, In that crowd, Bunter
Lioped 1o slip unseen into ihe train,

There arve, unfortunately, many
people who do not thipk it very dis-
hionest to swindle a railway company.
Bunter, however, did mnot think out
whether it was honest or dishonest. Ho
did not 1hink at all.

Only the difficulties of -the transaction
presented thomselves to his fat mind.
T'ickets might be demanded en ronte--
hut that trouble could be dodged by
hiding under the seat, if Le could get
into an empty carviage. Tickets had
to be given up at Cowtlield if not taken
on the way; but Bunter pinuned his faith
to & statement that. he had lost his
ticket. He was, in fact, guilc an old
Land at this game. ;

Quite a number of people were stand-
ing in-groups, or strolling abonut.the
platforin, some waiting to meet friends
arriving by the express from London,
some intending to take trains Billy
Bunter's  fat Iim‘m was lost in  the
crowd., He mouched about for a little
while, and ascertained that the train
that was to start for Courtfield, when
the cxpress came in, was already
waiting in the station. Tho London
train, not being due yet for a quarter
of an hour, no passengers had yet
taken their seats in the Courtfield traiu,
which was booked to take on the
cxpresa passengers who were going on
to Courtfield.

This was vather lucky for Bunter.
Mo moved along the waiting train,
blinking inte the carriages, and
finally dived into a first-class cowpart-
ment, When Bunter was travelling in
the ordinary way, he generally
travolled third, for financial reasons,
But when he was stealing & ride he
could afford to do himself a little more
expensively. Ho le selected a first-class
carvinge and cnsconced himself in it
sitting there with an air of casual care-
lessness until he was sure that no eyes
were upon Lim, and then slipping down
to the floor and vollmg under ‘the seat.

He was in luck again; for some rail-
way seats are not to be rolled under by
# fellow of Bunter's circumference. In
this case therc was room for Dunter.:

It was not pleasant under the scat.

e owas wirm and it was dusty,  But
heggars canpot be choozers; neither ean
hilkers,

Bunter lhoped fervently that no one
would get into the carriage, In that
case he would be sble to emerge in
safety when the train left the station.
But e had to take his chance of that.
He had to pet.back to Greyfriars
$chool somchow—and this was the
ouly “Low.”

He heard the roar of the Lendon
cxpress coming in at the other plat-
form; and the hovrying and buzzing
voices of passengers and porters. People
came along the train; but for a timo
no one citered Bunter's carriage.

Then all of & sudden he heard the
door open; and he squeezed more
closely under the seat. If it was a
porter—a_suspicious porter—his horrid
fate would be to be dragged out by
the collar, and summarily cjected Irom
tho_station, if not handed over to the
police. There were drawbacks to bilk
ing the railway.

But it was not a porter. DBunter
heard a sharp, rasp-like voice speaking.

“This is-an empty carriage, this \\‘51
do! Get in here.” :

“Yess!” raid a more youthful voice,
a voice with & strange, soft lisp, which
made the word sound as if it ended
with a double *"s.”

Bunter, under the seat, had a view
of the lower half of a pair of black
trousers, the tail of a frock coat, and
a pair of clastic-sided boots.  These
appurtenances  evidently belonged to
the gentleman whose voice resembled
a rasp. A pair of neat ‘shoes that
accompanied the boots belonged to the
oni;mr ol the lisping voice—undoubtedly
a boy.

Biily Bunter suppressed a groan.

His hopes had been high that he
would have the carriage to himself—
that he would be able to craw] out gnd
breathe more freely, when the train
started; and it was due to start in less
than a minute now. His hopes had
heen dashed to the ground—at least, to
the floor of the carriage. There wero
two passengers with him now; and if
Buuter might have chanced showing
himself iu the presence of the bdy, cer-
tainly he would never have dared to
show up in the l%resuncc of the rasp-
like gentleman, That raspy voice dud
not inspire confidence. William Georgoe
Buuter resigned himself to his dusty
fate, still nourishing a faint hope that
these beasts might get out at the next
station. Beasts they were undoubicdly.
Aunyone who caused W. G, Bunter any
kind of inconvenience was a beast!

“8it down, Avthur,” went on ihe
ruspy voice, as the door slammed.
“&it in the corner, so that thic carriagn
will not seem to be empty,*

" esa'll

The raspy genileman sab in the other
corner opposite the lisping boy.

Apparently he want, to keep the
carriage to himself—just as Bunter
under the scat wanted to.

A moment later the door was iried by
a liasseuger on the platform. Bunter
could not sce the action, but ho was
aware that the raspy gentleman was
holding the handle on the inside, to
prevent the door from  opening.
Bunter wished him luck. He did nol
waut any more pgssengers in  ihe
carriage,

The door did not open. Perhaps Lhe
man outside thought it was jammed, ot
perhaps he had no time to think about
it as the train was about to start. He
went on to the next carriage.

The whistle shricked, and tho train
moved. Then the rasp-like geutleman
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sat back in the corner scat and
released the door-handle.

“We shall haye thiss carriage to our-
selves, Mr, Gedge,” said the lisping
voice.

“Yos—that i3 what I want, Arthur,
I have a few words to say to yon
hefore we reach Courtfield, after which
I shall huve no opportunity of speaking
to you in private.”

“Yess, Mr. Gedge.” :

Bil]y Bunter cudgelled his fat brains
in his hiding-place, The name of
Gedge was familiar to him—quite
familinr., He had heard it recently,
that very day, in faect. Suddenly it
flashed into his mind. Gedge was ihe
name of the “legal johnny ¥ Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh had mentioned, who
was bringin the mnew boy, the
Eurasian, to Greyfriars that afterncon.
The lisping lad, evidently, was the
Furasian—which sccounted for his soft,
lisping speech.

Bunter scowled Mr,
elastic-gsided boots.

The discovery did not please him.
The Xurasian was going to be a Grey-
friars man; so, had he been alone,
Bunter could have shown u 3, and per-
haps even “touched ” him for his fare
in case of necessity. But a legal
johnny was quite a different proposi-
tion. The raspy voice sounded any-
thing but pleassnt—it sounded exceed-
ingly unpleasant; and & legal johnny
was not likely to sympathise with o
bilk. he was more likely to hand him
over to the porters at the next station
—especially as he had said that he
wanted tho earriage to himself for a
private talk.

Less than ever now, therefore, was
William George Bunter disposed to
reveal his presence. Theso beasts were
going to Greyfriars; therefore they
would not get oub of the (rain until
Courtfield was  reached; therefore,
again, Bunter was doomed to dust all
through tho journcy. ‘'Fhe fat junior
glared inimically at the clastic-sided
linots,

There was only one comfort for

ab Gedge's

_,:.-" >t n‘ -

Bunter. He was about to hear a private
conversation that did not concern him
in the very least.

To William George . Bunter that was
2 solace.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Heard !

R. GEDGE did not scem in a
M hurry to speex.
Bunter, perspiring under the
seat, breathed stertorously,
but the rumble ,of the train drowned
any sotnd he made,

Of his fellow-passengers, he could
see only the boots; of him, his {ellow-
passengers could sec nothing.

Even curiosity to hear what did not
concern him, would have kept Bunter
there, had he been able to emerge.
But hie dared not emerge; and ho soon
found consolation for his discomfort in
listening.

“I have fully cxplained the matter
to you, Arthur,” was Mr. Gedge's first
remark,

[0 Yess-,’

“There is no need, therefore, to go
into details again.”

." No "

Dunter was rather disappointed nt
that. He liked tho fullest possible
duotailzs of other people's business.

“Captain darker gave you full in-
stroctions hefore you left India,” went
on Mr, Gedge.

Y pgs.”

“Very well. I have only a few
words to add,” rasped Mr, Gedge. “In
an hour from now you will be at Grey-
frinrs, You will be, I think the only
Xurasian in tho scheol. You need not
fear, at Greyfriars, I think, any of the
prejudice you must have encountered
from purely white boys at your school
in Lucknow, In this country very littla
thought is given to colour distinctions.”

T n

#You will probably make friends
there. You will be well supplied with
pocket money: and  human nature, 1

4 /
717100k t'. N
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:!"L:lrngmilter lmmﬁnﬁ:an the fence,
ea urree sprawling
across the middle of the roa._d.p ¢ Y
young idjit ! ** roared ihe lorry driver.
“ Ars you going to lift that hlinking bike
= .outer the road or not ? ** {See Chapter 3.)
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presume, is much the same at a publio
school as elsewhere. fellow  with
plenty of money in his pocket will never
want for friends.”

“It was so at Lucknao,” said  the
Eurasian softly. “I had little mone
theye, but there were some with muci
money, and I hated them for their airs,
but 1 was their Iriend so far as they
would let me be.”

“Nice sort of Dblighter!” was
Bunter's unspoken cominent under Mr.
Gedge's seat.

At the same time, Dunter was begin-
ning to feel n friendly interest in this
new fellow.

- Any fellow who was going to be well
supplied with pocket-meney could count
a3 a certainty upon Bunter's kindest
regards,

It this chap felt lonely at his new
school Bunter was the man to rally
round him—at least, so long as that
good supply of pocket-money lasted.

“It will be your object to make
l'rilt:.uds as much as you can, Arthur.”

‘“Make yourself as popular as you
can, that is the best way of averiing
sispicion.”

[ ess.,! L

Bunter blinked under the seat. Sus-
picion, of what? This sounded very mys-
torious to the Owl of the Remove. He
was getling quite intercsted now.

“You will work hard in class, and
please your Form master, and any other
master with whowm'you come in contack.
That will be quite easy for you, The
school work is nothing to an industrious
boy with & good memory.i And you, of
course, have o good memory; I believe
all Nindus have.”

“I am not a Hindu, sir,” said the
lisping voice. And there was a note
in it like a sharl,

“No, no; but it comes to the zamg
ihing in this maziter,” said Mr. Gedge.
“I hove come in contact with many
1lindu students. They learn nothing, or
next to nothing, but their mwemories are
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so prodigious that they pass examina-
{ions more casily than white men who
really study.  Doubtless it is the same
with you, as you are Ilindu on one side.
Probably vou will not understand a
tithe of what you learn ar Greyfriars,
but you will memorize all sorts of things
you do not understund. and come ouk
ahead, in o Hindu way. You will do
your very best to give satisfaction.”

- ‘rEss-,|

“ Arrangements have been made for
you to coter tho Remove—that ir, the
Lower ' Fourth Form—at Greyfriars,
Harry Whartoh is a member of that
Form."”

i \F(—\SS.‘I

“It. will be your object to make a
friond of Wharton, and you will lesi-
iate at nothing 1o that end.”

i YQB -F’

“ Flatter him, if necessary; lend him
money, if he desires it, and forget to ask
for repayment. Find out any weak-
nesses in his charncter, and play upon
them. DBut I need not point thiz out
to a Hindu; such things would come
natural to en Oriental, I have no
doubt.” e

Mr. Gedge did not scem o entertain
o high opinion of Orientals, though,
judging by his talk, he was not himself
a very creditable specimen of a higher
race.

“1 am not a Hindu!” repeated
Arthur da Costa, and the snarl in his
voice was more pronounced.

“Tut, tut!” said Mr, Gedge. “By
the way, what race are you exactly,
Arthur? Your name is o foreign one.”

“] am & Do Costa,” said the boy,
with & note of pride in his voice.

“And what is a Da Costa?” rasped
Mr. Gedge.

“ A descendant of the Portuguese con-
querors of India,” anapﬁed tho boy.

““T have nover heard of the Portuguese
conquerors of India,” said Mr. Gedge.
*“The conquest cannot have been very
extensive or very lasting, I imagine.”

“The Portuguese still hold territories
in India, conquercd from the natives
eenturies ago.”

Do they " said AMr. Gedge. “I have
vever heard of it.”

Mr. Gedge's geographical knowledge
was bounded chiefly hy Chancery Lane
and Lincoln’s Inn Fields. In that
salubrious quarter he had his den, where
he lived like a weasel in a burrow, re-
gardless of the great world outside.
Bunter heard the Eurasian sniff, but the
hoy from Lucknow made no answer to
ihe solicitor’s remark.

“Have you any English blood in
you?” added Mr. Gedge.

“Vess.”

“All the better. What a mixtnre!”
rasped Mr. Gedge. " Porfuguese, Hindu,
English. Anything else?”

“No,” enarled the boy.

“You will not find the Greyfriars
Loys care anything about that. If you
are careful you may rise in the sehool
and becomo prominent there. You play
::ric;.,ket. I believe? Captain Marker said
% Yess.”

“In speaking to Wharton yon will,
of course, be extremely careful not to
give the faintest hint of your purpose
at Greyfriars.”

“1 am not & fool, Mr. Gedge.”

“YI nin aware of that. If vou had
heen & fool Captain Marker would never
have picked you out to send over here
to carry out his purpose. But you are
only & boy of Wharton’s own age, after
ell, and you must be on your guard.”

“In Indiea wo are older,” said ihe
half-caste.  “We had centuries of
wisdom behind us when the English
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were still wandering in the woods, like
Hed Imdians, and dressed in the skins
of wild beasts, We are an older race,
and o wiser. A boy in Indin is more
i"l.tllllli,:llg than a white man of middle
age.

I know thai,” answered Mr. Gedge,
“Captain  Marker could never have
found a white boy fo serve his purpose
at Greyfriars Schiool. Nevertheless, be
careful. I hiave made inquiries concern-
ing this lad, Wharton, and he is no fool,
He is captain of his Form, and though
this probably means that he is good at
gamces, it shows that he must have a
certain amount of character. He may
not be casy to deal with,”

"1 understand,”

“You know the reward you are to
receive the day Harry Wharton leaves
Greyfriars,. Remember that!™”

- ‘.YBSB.'I

“1f_you are in doubt or difficulty at
any time you can always consult me, I
shall put aside any other business on
account of this. You feel that you have
confidence in yourself, Arthur?”

e ”ss'l’

“Good !” said Mr. Gedge,

* But—-"" said the Eurasian lad.

“Well 17

“1 have taken on thiz task,” said
Da Costa. “I had little choice. The
offer from Captain Marker was too good
to be refused. 1 was r—an orphan—

my fees at the school at Lucknao were

grudgingly paid. I was despised by the
sons of white officers and gy the rich
Eurasians. It was a life from which I
was glad to escape on any terms. I
would almost have run away and begged
for my bread in the bazaars. But—"

“Well 7" snapped Mr. Gedge.

“] am a Eurasian,” said Da Costa
sullenly, '“and Captain Marker is a
white officer. But I would not do what
ho is doing... If T had a free choice 1
would not go to Greyfriars, I would not
harm this bo{ Wharton, whom I have
never secn. he despise me for my
colour, if he look down on me, I shall
hate him, and thea I shall work for
Captain Marker with pleasure. But if
not—if not—and he may be a kind-
hearted white boy; I havo met a few
such, even in India—"

He broke off,

‘“Are you hesitating now, ot the last
moment?" asked Mr, Gedge, in a low,
rasping fone of menace.

“No. Ihave said that I have no choice.
I may as well be & rascal at a school in
England as an outcast and toady at the
school in Lucknao.”

“You will have your reward. You
will go back to India rich. What more
do you want "

No answer,

There was silence in the carriage for
some time as the train rumbled on.
Billy Bunter lay under the seat, breath-
less and perspiring, and lost in wonder
at what he had heard. His fat brain
realised that this unknown boy frem a
distant country was going to Greyfriars
as en cnemy of Harry Wharton, the
captain of the Remove, whom he had
never even seen, A military man in
India and a solicitor in London were in
the scheme; that much was clear. It
was so utterly amazing that DBunter
doubted whether his fat ears had heard
aright. But it was clear now why Mr.
Gedge had not wantéd any other pas-
sengers in the carriage to hear ihat
exiraordinary conversation.

It was the half-caste whbo broke the
silence, as the train was nearing Court.
field.

“There is one thing, sir, that I bave
not been told."”

“More than one thing, probably,”

rasped Mr. Gedge., “But what are you
alluding to, Arvthur?”

]‘.t‘;;!]y has Captain Marker laid this

ot ?

“Ho has told you nothing of that$”

“Nothing.”

“Neither have I anything to tell
you,” snapped Mr, Gedge.

*He must have a resson—and a
powerful reason,”. said the XEurasian.
“He is spending money  like water.
It is' very cxpensive to send mw
across the sea, to maintain me at Grey-
friars, to supply me with money there,
to pay me my reward when I have suc-
ceeded. And you, sir, are not acting
for nothing; you are making a good
thing of it, or you would not touch it.
Yet Captain Marker is & poor man, and
people inLucknao know that he has long
been in the hands of the native moncy-
lenders. I do not understand.”

“It is not-necessary for you to under-
stand,” answered Mr. Gedge coolly.
“You understand what you have o do
at Greyfriars. That is sufficient,”

“But you know his reason?i”

“What I know I have no intention of
confiding to you.”

“There iz’ money at ‘'stake, I
assured,” said Da Costa. “There must
be much money at stake., But I do not
understand how the disgrace of this boy
Wharton can benefit Captain Marker.”

‘Y have said that it 18 not necessary
for you to underatand!” snapped Mr.
Gedge. ‘“You are here to oboy orders
and carry out your instructions, You
do mnot want to be sent back to
Lucknao?”

[ No I’I

“Then say no more,"

And no more was said, while the train
ran on to Courtfield, and ' at last
hummed inte that station, where the
new boy for Greyfriars and the estim-
able *“legal johnny " alighted.

Al

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Tribulations of a Bilk !

1LLY BUNTER rolled out from
B under the seat, dusty and mper-.

spiring. 1t was a warm :

noon, and under the seat in a
railway carringe it was much warmer
than elsewhere. Bunter's fat face was
streaming.

“QOw " gasped Bunter,

It was a relief to be able to gasp aloud
at last, .

Mr. Gedge and Da Costa were clear
of the train now, Bunter peere
cautiously out of the doorway.

The squeak of elastic-sided boots was
dying away along the platform, The
sound guided Bunter's blink in the
direction of Mr. Gedge.

He saw a rather tall, spare man,.
dressed in black, with a slim youth
walking by his side. That was all he
could sce of them, and they disappeared
a few moments later in the crowd.

Bunter rolled out of the train,

The amazing talk he had heard was
still buzzing in his ears and his fat
brain. But he had to dismiss the
mysterious matler from his mind, as he
was confronted by ihe difficulties that
naturally beset a “bilk ” in a career of
bilking.

Tickets werc being taken at the
harrier at the end of the platform—and
Bunter had no ticket to hand over.

Had he possessed so much as sixpence,
he might liave made the ticket-collector
believe that he had come from
clyfie, and paid the fare from that
intermediate station, Dodges like this
were not new Lo Bunter. Indeed, he
would have been astonished to learn
how many terms of imprisonment -were
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justly due to him for his various exploits
in the bilking line.

But he had'not & sixpence. Even his
French penny had been left at Lantham,
had that been of any use in the present
emergency.

Bunter had succeeded ‘in arriving. at
Courtfield Station’; but how to get out
of that station was his next probleni,
and & harder one. Bunter was' riot
accustomed to lnokinF- ahead; he was
content to meet difficulties as they arose.
On that system ho often found himself
landed in' inextricable scrapes. He
began to realise that he was in such a
SCLAPE TIOW, )

He loafed shout the platform until all
the passengers were gone, hoping that
the tioket-colloctor would clear off and
leave him a free passage.

The tickot-collector did clear off; but
he closed a gate behind him, and Bunter
could not negotiate that gate.

A porter passed nlong and glanced at
him, perhaps wondering what he was
doing there in the long interval between
trains, .

Bunter loafed into a waiting-room.

The waiting-roomn was cover, at least;
he could lie *doggo " there for a time
and think out his problem,

He concentrated ‘his fat intellect on
that problem.

All he could think of was a statement
thet he had lost his ticket; after which
he could give his name and -address, end

24

This had ~ jts drawbacks, Twice
already fhat term Bunter had rolled out
at Courtfield with a statement that- ho
had lost his ticket. On the first occasion
he had given his name and address as
William Jones, of High Street, Friar-
dale. 'On the sccond oécasion he had
laid claim to the etyle and ftitle of
George Smith, of River Lane, Court-
field. In dodges of this kind Buntet's
circumference was ngainst him, Both
his circumference and his diameter, as
it were, leaped {o the eye, and were not
casily forgotten. Tho Courtfield station-
master had remembered him, and de-
clined to believe that he was
William Jones and George Smith.
Without being an unduly suspicious
man, the station-master considered it
inprobable.

Fortunately, on that second occasion
Bunter had had money in his pocket;
ho had been bilking, not from nccessity,
but from motives of economy,

8o he had paid up and escaped.

" Now he couldn’t pay up; and a third
name and address, obviously, would not
hold water. Giving his real name and
address would land Lim in trouble at
Greyiriars, The Head was an old-
fashioned gentleman; and Bunter knew
that he would have no.sympathy what-
ever with persons who considered a
railway. company fair game. A report
to Bunter's father, a flogging from tho
Head, and perhaps the sack from the
school loomed in 1the offing.  Bunter
knew that the headmaster, so far ffrom
admiring his cleverness in travelling
without payment, would characterise his
clever dodges by the nasty, common
name of sivindling.

What—or who—was to be done?
There seemed nothing to be done—and
nobody to be dome! Indeed, Bunter
began to feel that, after all his clever-
ness, it was W. G. Bunter who was
going to be done—and done brown !

Trains came and went, people came
and went. Buntér iemained doggo in
the waiting-room, growing funkier and
fur kier every moment,

He wished that he had not horrowed
flurree Jumset Ram Singh's bike that
afternoon; he wished that he had sold
it, instcad of leaving it for repair; he

wished that he was out of this awful
scrape and safe back in the Remove
passage at Greyfriars—he wished any-
thing and everything, except that he
had been honest in the first place. It
did not occur to him to wish that,

The setting sun warned him that it
was fime to get back to the school for
call-over y this time those t8
would be home; they would not be late
for calling-over. Indeed, if the Lan-
tham innings had ended early, they
might have been Lack long ago. Hav-
ing missed their tea at Lantham, they
would have a spread in Study No. 1
when they got back; and I.’Bunter‘u

the barrier, asked to sce tle station-
master, stated that ho had lost his ticket
offered to pay the fare, and deman!!eci
to be allowed to telephone to Greyfriars
for the money? That would seo him
through all right—if there had been
anyone at Greyfriars willing to bail him
out, as it were. .

But was there? He thought of hid
minor, Sammy of the Second, and dis-
missed that idea at once. In his mind’s
ear he could hear Sammy's .fat chortle
when he learned of his major's predica-
ment. But in: his mind’s eye he cou
riot tes Semmy hurrying to Courtfield
to bail him.out.

|
The Blue Crusaders in an

what's’ ha?

Piecombe—o

bunch of chaps &

at meals you can't beat him.

schoolboy winger.

cheery team this week in
This corking long complete yarn deals

Crusaders on a

without

On Sale Every Wednesday.

sports paragraphs.

A First League team in charge
of acranky schoolmaster |  That's

. back—is something quite new i football managers.
You'll get a heap of laighs out of his amazing stunts] There's not & livelier
the Blues. Fatty Fowkes, for instance. He weighs sixteen
stone and keeps the best goal in England. Between the posts, in a scrap or
; Next to-him is Tich Harborough, the lightning:
Then there's Ben Gillingham. He never took first prize
in a beauty competition but he's real grit all t

“PENALTY!” By Charles Wentworth.

elose-season tour in Africa. 1 :
mysterious race of Blacks who live in & marvellous ruined city rlghl m the heart
of the jungle. Read how they are hemmed in by savages,

food or water, knowing that if - they !
death!| This gripping yarn is out on Wednesday in

THE BOYS’ REALM.

Other contents of the REALM include vivid real-life serials of sport and
adventure, a page of side-splitting cartoons, readers’ jokes, and special topical

Amazing Summer Tour!

SCHOOLMASTER
MANAGER !

Mr.
Piccan as they call him behind his

ened to the Blue Crusaders.

rough. Get to know the whole

with the amazing adventures of the
They've fallen into the hands of a

ghting all d
do not win the penalty :viil Iaai

Price Twopence.

1
mouth watored at the thought of that
spread. If only he could have been
rolling into the Remove passnge, instead
of lrking in a dusky corner of a wait-
ing-room at a beastly railway station,
like & pickpocket in fcar of the grasp of
a policeman! Undoubtedly the career of
a bilk had its drawbacks.

In those dreadful moments Bunter
resolved forvently that he never, nmever
would travel again without paying his
fare. But these d resolves, though
lhef might come in useful in the future,
could not help lhim now. How was he
going to get out of this scrape?

Suppose he presented himself boldly at

He thought of  various Remove
fellows, Lord Mauleverer had plenty of
money, and was eminently good-
natured. 1f he could get through to
Mauly— But he knew that even if he
got permission to speak to a chap on
the phone the news that Bunter wanted
him on the phone would be cnough to
koop Mauly at a safe distance from the
phone.

He thought of his Form master aud
shuddered. He could visualize the cold
glint in Mr. Quelch's eyves if he was told
of Buntér's present position. He might
have telephoned to the Remove master
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from Lantham and -tated his diffieulties,
11e could not telephone from Courtlield
and state thems they were of a different
nature jow,

“*(h dear!™
= Peasts !

He even vegictied that he had not
made a [orlony attempt to *touch ™ Mr,
tGedge, or 1he Eurasian, for the money.
Thinking of thew brought back into his
fat mind what he had overheard in the
vailway carriage; and with that remem-
brance came jllomination, That nigger
—~who did not like being called a nigger
—was going 1o Greyfrisrs to injure
Harry Wharlun--to disgrace him some-
how, awd pee him turned out of the
sehool. It seemad a wild and fantastic
idea, but that was the only possible
meaning of the talk Bunter had over-
heard,

Bunter could put him on his guard.
Bunter could warn him against a
treacherous cuemy, & snake-in-the-grass.
Ho conld even nmuke out that he had
specially dogged and spied upon tho
preciouns pair on Wharton's account. In
these eirewstances, it was up to Whar-
ton to bail him out. The fellow could
not do less, considering all that Bunter
could do for him. 1f Wharton Lad re-
turned to the school by this time, as was
most likely, Wharton was the man to
wham to telephone for help.

Bunter did not feel quite sive that
this was & winner, But it was his only
resource, Ile could not have a night
out at Courttield Station, that was
certain,

; He rolled dismally out of his lair at
ast,

Apother train was in. Iassengers
were. going oul, Bunter made an
atltempt to squeeze through unnoticed.
But Williain George Bunter was not of
the build to squeeze through unnoticed.

“Ticket, pleaso!”

An arm across his fat chest stopped
Bunter, and he had to stop till the other
passengers were through, Then the
vollector eyed him with cold suspicion.

"“Ticket, please!”

“I've lost. my ticket.”

*Where from?”

“*Lantham—I mean, Redelyffe,” said
Bunter hagtily.

"Ho! . Lantham—you mean, Red-
clyffe,” said the ticket-man sardonicaily,
“1've seen your sort before.”

“Look here, my man—
Bunter hawghtily.

“Btow it ! said the railwayman quite
rudely. " You snys you came by that
irain {rom Redeclyffe or Lantham, you
don’t know which.”

“Redelyffe,” said DBunter
“That's sixpence.”

“That train was e local from Wood-
end.”

“0Oh " gasped Bunter.

“Bure you don't come from Woodend,
now you come to think of it?” asked
the ticket-man, with withering sarcasm,
5 mean—->»*

“Yes, lot's 'ear what you mean ! said
the collector, with interest; and several
other men also gathered round, inter-
rsted, too, and apparently amused, to
indge by their grinning faces.

Bunter's heart was sinking.

"I—I niean, I never came by that last
train. I came by the train before that,”
he stammered.

“And 'ung about the platform ‘arf
an hour before getting out?”

“Ye-g-e8"”

“Why, I saw that bloke on tho plal
form move'n an hour ago, nearcr two
hours ago,” said a porter.

Dunter nearly said “Beast!” Dut it
was futile to tell that porter what he
thought of him.
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groancd Bunter,

"

said

firmly.

_1—1

“Tlhe—the fact is—" he stuttered.

“Go it ! said ‘the sceptical ticket-col-
leetor. “Listen ‘ere, you fellers!
We're going to 'car the facts now {”

“1[ you can't take my word—"" said
Bunter.,

“I'm 'ere to take your ticket! Never
mind about your word! I'll take your
ticket, or the blooming fare!” i

1 shall pay the fare, of course !” said
DBunter, with fofty disdain.

“You will!” said the railwayman,
with emphasis. “Or clise you'll be run
in for hlking.”

“I happen to have come oub without
mueh tnoney in my pockets,” said
Bunter. “Having lost my ticket, I
can't pay my fare at the moment—"

“Better try !” said the man,

“] demand to see the stationmaster !”
said Bunter haughtily. “I don't want
any cheek from you, my man. I've
lost my ticket, so I shall iave to pay my
farc over again, I know that. I shall
have to telephone to my friends.”

“I'll take you to the stationmaster,”
grunted the collector. “But don’t you
try to stuff him that yon'vo lost your
ticket. He's been there before, you
see.”

William George Bunter was escorted
to the stationmaster’s ~office. That
official listened to his story with grim
disbelief written in every line of his
speaking countenance. Possibly he
recalled Bunter as the young gentleman
who had onco been named Jones, and
once . Smith. After some argument,
however, he consented to allow Bunter

to. telephone, and the Owl of the
Remove, in & stats of shivering funk,
which was a full punishment for his ras-

cality, went to the instrument and rang
up Greyiriars.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The New Fellow at Greyfriars !
JAMBET RAM

URREHE
H‘ BINGH yawned.
"The Nabob of Bhanipur had

yawned considerably that
afternoon.

He missed the cheery company of his
chums, and he missed most of the Re-
movites, who had gone out of gates that
half-holiday. Fellows who saw the
nabob loaling sbout - idly, cheerily in-
vited him to join them—never had a
fellow so many kind offers.

Vernon-Swmith and Tom Redwing were
having a hoat out on the Sark, and
they asked the mabob to come. (5g1|\ry
and Russell were going for n spin.
Lord Mauleverer was mking the air in
a handsome car from Courtfield garage.
Peter Todd was geing for a swim.
Other fellows had all sorts of stunts on,
and they all ecalled out to the dusky
nabob to join up,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was
popular in the Remove. He was so

ood-natured and good-tempered that
he could harvdly he anything else,
added to the fact that he was the dead-
liest junior bowler at Greyfriars. Fel-
lows were surprised to see lim left on
his lonesome own, and any fellow would
have been glad of his company; but the
nabob had to stay in. It was extremely
hard cheese. The afternoon was
gloriously sunny, and IHurree Jamset
Ram Singh yawned, and sighed once or
twice.

He was more than willing to oblige
his Form master, Mr. Quelch; but he

wished that he had heen able to obliga-

Mr. Quelch in any other way instead
of this,

There was a. cricket match going on
on Big Side—S8ixth against Fifth—and
Hurree Bingh watched the seniors for

a while. Wingate ol the Sixth was well
worth watching. at the wicketa; but on
this occasion he had bad lack, being
caught in the slips by Hilton of the
Fifth, E

Hurree Singh strolled off Big Ride,
and loafed away to Little Bide, where
the Shell were at games practice. But
Hobson & Co. of the Shell did not in-
terest him mmch, and he walked back
to the House. There ho found a not
very enthralling entertainment in read-
ing the notices on the board over again
from beginning to end, But at lasi a
taxicab .from Courtfield arrived, and
Mr. Gedge stepped out with Arthur da
Costa. .

Hurrce Singh, at & little distance,
gazed at the Eurasian.

In his own country he had seen many
Eurasians before, and he had no great
liking for them. Even Mr. Quelch,
with all hia stores of learning, did not
quite grasp matters affecting race and
caste in the great Empire of the East.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh belonged to
the hill country of the North, and was
as different from a Bengal Hindu as a

Scotsman from & Portuguese or
Spaniard. Da Costa came {rom tho
South.

India, with its widely different races
and climates, is more truly a con-
tinent than a country—in race, in
language, and in oflier thinge, there
was vothing st all in common between
Hurrce Singh.and Arthur da Costa.
They both belonged Lo India, just as &
Norwegian and a Sicilian both belong
to Europe, but the resemblance between
them was not much more than thaf
between Norwegian and Sicilian.

To the nabob Da Costa was simply o
half caste—and not one of the races
from which he drew his wmnixed descgni
wag in any respect “pukka.” Weither
by the white man nor by the black man
is the man of mixed blood liked or
estcemed,

It is said that East is East, and Wesé
is West, and never the twain shall meet.
But they meet in the. Eurasian, not
generally with happi results,

Da Costa was a handsome fellow in
his way. His skin_was a dark olive,
his eyes large and dark and expressive,
his features well cut. His expression.
was alert, almost suspicious, like that
of a fellow quick to sce and to take
offecnce. He was as slim and graceful in
form as Hurree Singh himself. He was
dressed quietly—there werc certain rules
at Greyfriars on that subject, to which
the new fellow conformed—but the
natural gaudiness of the East showed
here amr.lE there—in & glittering tiepin,
and ruby cuff-links, and a ring on his
finger. These little details, which were
bad form et Greyfriars, were likely to
be eliminated before he had been long
in the school.

He went into the House with Mr.
Gedge, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

waited and loafed idly, waiting for a
call from his Form master. a call
was a long time cowming. But at last o

fag came to tell the nabob that he was
wanted in Mr. Quelch’s study. :
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh proceeded
thither, his dusky face showing no sign
of what he was thinking on the subject.
Politeness came before most other con-
siderations with the nabob. He was a
prince in his own country; and to a
prince of India, a half-casto is litile
more than one of the pariah dogs that
howl in the streets of the cities. Bub
Hurree Singh had been long enough at
Greyfriars 'to unlearn many of the pre-
judices of his native country, and what
remained of them remained. hidden be-
hind en invariable courtesy. Anyhow,
Da Costa was now a (Greyfriars man, on
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an equal footing with any other Grey-
gréarn' man, and India was o long way

Mr. Gedge was not in the study now.
Apparently he had finished with the
Remove master. Da Costa was there
with Mr. Quelch. His dark, searching
eyes turned instantly on Hurree Jamset
Ram S8ingh as he entered, with gleam-
ing suspicion in their depths. It had
been &' little of a shock to Da Costa to
learn that there was ap Indian junior
at Greyfriars, in the Form he was to
enter, and it made him uneasy. He did
not for & moment expect a fellow from
his own country fo take him on trust,
as the English boys might.

‘Mr. Quelch gave the mnabob @
benignant smile.
_ “Come in, Hurree Singh! This is
Arthur Da Costa, the new boy in the
Remove. Da a, this is Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, of your Form.”

The Remove master evidently ex-
pected the two to shake hands; and
Hurree Singh extended a dusky hand to
the new fellow. He had to remember
that he was not in India now.

“The pleasantfulness to meet tho
esteemed Da Costa is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh politely.

The Eurasian spoke excellent English,
though with the lisp:r[{f accent that
betrayed his origin. urree Singh’s
remarkable variety of that language,
learned in early days from Mook
Mookerjee; the wise old moonshee, at
Bhanipur, struck him as entertaining.
Npot that it was new to his ears; he was
well acquainted with the weird varia-
tions of English stoken by the “edu-
cated ” natives of India._

“You boys will be friends, I hope,”
said Mr. Quelch.

“Certainfully,
Singh. .
"% You will have much in common, a8
the only boys at Greyfriars from India,”
added Mr. Quslch.

Hurree Singh marvelled at the
abysmal depths of ignoranco that were
possible in B very learned gentleman.

sir,” said Hurreo

/j

{ STATION
———1 MASTER

William George Bunier was making an
attempt to sgueeze through the station

ifls/ barrier unnoticed when an aArm was

But his polite, dusky face expressed
nothing.

*“The wishes of the esteemed sahib
are commands,” he answered.

“I should have liked to place Da
Costa it your study, Hurree gingh, as
he is a countryman of your own,” went
on Mr. Quelch.. It was the first time
that the nabob had ever suspected Mr.
Queleh of being fatuous. “But other
arrangements have been made.”

Hurree Singh did not say that he
regretted that other arrangements had
been made. Politeness was important,
but something was due to veracity.

“Da Coste is sent here by Captain
Marker, a gentleman in a military post
in India,” explained Mr, Quelch, *Cap-
tain Marker is an old uaintance of
Colonel Wharton, the uncle and guar-
dian of Wharton of the Remove. For
this reason I have been reguested to
place him in Study No. 1 in the
Remove, with Wharton and Nugent.”

“Quitefully so, sir,” mwmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Is Wharton now within gates?”

“He has gone with his friends to see
the cricket match at Lantham, sir,”
answered the nabob. “There iz an
esteemed county match going on there,”

“Very well. Perhaps you will show
Da Costa about the school, Hurree
Singh, and introduce him to his study-
mates when they return.”

7] Yas, Bi_!‘.”

“You will go with Hurree Singh, Da

sta "

_*Yess, sir,” said the Burasian, in his
lisping voice,

And he left Mr. Quelch’s study with
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Tea in Study No. 11
HARRY WHARTON & CO. rode

up to the school tired and
rather dusty, but in a cheery
mood. They had seen quite an
exciting finish to the county match at
Lantham—the last wickets had gone

. thrust across his fat chest,
please ! " sald the collector, eyelng
with eold susplelon. (See Chapler 7.)

““Ticket,
him

down rather quickly—and, though there
was no time for tea at the Pagoda,
there was ample time left for the ride
home to Greyiriars, The four juniors
put wp their machines and walked to
the Houze. They were not, as might
have been sup d—by Billi Bunter, ai

least—wondering what had ha ed to

Bunter. . They had forgotten the exist-
ence of the Owl of the Remove. Having
cut tea at Lantham, they were as

hungry as hunters, and thinking chiefly
of a substantial spread in the study
before calling-over. In a cheery mood
they walked into the House, and met
Skinner of the Remove, lounging about
idly, as usual. '

“Seen the new chap, you men ?” asked
Skinner.

“Eh? No. Is there a new chap?”
asked Bob Cherry. “0Oh, I remember
now. What's he liko??

“0Oh, looks all right—rather a fomiﬁn-
looking cove,” said Skinner, “but flashy.
Inky’s been showing him round. He's
in your study, Wharton.”

“What is:- he doing in my study?”
asked the captain of the Remove.

Skinner grinned.

“You've got him for keeps,’ be
explained.

“Quelchy's
asked Frank

“Just that.”

As Wharton and Nugent had had
Study No. 1 to themselves for a long
time, and, naturally, rather wanted to
kecp it to themselves, the news was not
particularly pleasing, which was tho
amiable Skinner's reason for handing it
out.

“You can't complain,” he said argu-
mentatively. “There's only two in your
study. There's three in mine—four in
some studies. I don't see that you
fcllbws can grumble.”

But the chums of the Remove were
not to be “drawn * by Skinner.

“Not ot all,” said Harry. “Plenty of
(Continued on page 16.)
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gut him in our study?”
ugent.
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WATCH OUT FOR ‘‘BRIGHT'S AUCTION
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Jacle Jolly, Mervy and Bright aweve vevy jolly,
merry and bright when they sow the shekels
insurance business.

valling into  their
they've not se jolly, merry and

that the claiins ave Deginuing to voll in, for
mecting theny spells ruin for theiv Insurance
Company which, in its inception, prontisced sv

FUTITG [
I

m OLLING in priches ! ” ajackulated

R Bright, of the PFourth, with

a4 sattistie]  smivk, " That

wis @ wwnderful wheeze of

wine. vou feltows, o forn an Insuraneo

Company  at St Sam's! It's  worked

lika w charm. Neerly every fellow in

{La kool Jurs insured himself against

<opething or other, and owr conghers
i i s manst. healthy state.”

 Ripping ! said Jack Jolly,

= Cap-whole 1" chortled Merry,

hero wos o musical chink of munny
in No. 1 Study--the head ofils of tho St.
Hipn's Insuranen Company.

Billy Bright, the general manager, was
vonnting  out shillings, and  sixpences,
aml eoppers, and amanging them in piles
up e tahle.

*trertainly the coughers of the company
wern in o Dealthy state. The week’s
tukings miade an imposing areay 3 and
the juniors sgueezed their hands togethar,
and gloated Like misers over theiv horde,

“We've taken all this in premiums,”
stid Brizht, " nd we've not had to pay
aut o penny.  There's not been a single
claim on the eompany. That Ffat ass,
by Barrell, gave vs o fright the other
Jday, by jolly nemly getting eggspelled.
Auiel wé'd insured him against eggspulsion,
10 tho {une of fifty quids! Luckily, wo
ywanaend o beg him off in the nick of
e,

S Rothee 'Y gaid Jack Jolly. ¥ Now
whit ahout colleeting the next prembuns,
you fellows ¢ They fall dew to-day.”

“AN o put A veminder on the pofiss
hoand, enid Bright,

Al he  promptly  did  so.
Spopinder ' owas worded as follovis

The
*
THE BP RAMSE INSURANCE
COMPANY.

NOPFINS 10 ALL KONSERNED!

The next premiong fall dew s fow-fall,
sl anust be poid in et the afiises of the
Lo No. 1 Stody—-without fail :

Toe dMeaexrr Lisnany, Xo. 1,053,

awanil
Lane L

But
ight now

otherwize, the pollicy will laps, and the
ollicy-holder will not be entitlad to any
cnnyfits,
(Sined) BiLLy DBRIGHT,
encral Manager,

That notiss aroused quite u storm of
indignation in the Fowrth. And when
dew-fall came, No. 1 Study wag beaceged
by &n engry erowd.

There waa Stedfast, and Loyle, and 4'rew;
and Weekling and Frayle; and Frank
Fearloss, and-otliers,

“What's all this rvot about premiums
falling dew ? "' demanded Frank Fearvless,
glaring at Jolly end Merry and Bright.
“1 paid my premium last week. ]
remember handing you the threepence,
Bright.”

“yye, O king, said Bright ecalmly.
“But thet threepencs only insured you
for ono weele."

i EI‘ ? "

“You don't suppose (lhat o pollry
premium of threepence would cover & whole
term or & year, or & lifetime ? said Bright,
with sdrkezzum.

“ Lool here ! growlad Frank Feavless.
“MPhiz ja sharp pracktiss ! You nover
mage it clear, at the starvt, that premiums
had to be renowed every weels,”

“ Didn’t we ?  Thet must have been an
oversite,” said Bright coolly, ™ Anyway,
wo've mude it clear now.  Hand over your
next premium, or the polliey will laps,”

" anid  lovk plezzant, Frapk!"
grinmed Jacle Jolly.

¥rank Fearless paid, but ha looked
anything but plezzant.

WiPhunks ! said Brighi, sweeping tho
coppers into the tablu denwer. T All
vetvibutions thankiully reseeved, a5 the
soying oo, Walk up, gents, snd pey
your pramiums! ™

Stedivst and Loyls and Trew stepped
forward, This trec-o of fellows were the
goody-gnordies of 1T Fotrth.  They never
got Lo liot water, egasopt when they took
their hatha. They never  got licked,
cggsept by affeckshinate dogs And they
wore nover Cuon the empel T—though

M We've

they were standipg on
a  eesrpet  now.  They
were really too good t»
live; and Dp. Birchemall
hed often remarked that
it would be difficult to
find tlree fellows &0
stedfast, so loyle, and eo
trew to the St. Bam’s
tradditions a3 Stedfast
and Loyle and Trew.

But they were scowhng now, and they
wers just as reluctant to “‘part up™ us
Frank Fearless had been.  More go,*in
fact, for their premiums were hevvier.
They were insured against birchings from
Birchemall, lickings from  Lickham,
gwishings from Swishingham, chastisings
from Ches. Tyser, and injustis from
Justisa. This cost them one-and-three-
pence per head ; and it woald he no joak
having to ee})[&y out such an enormus sum
every weck—espeshally as the goody-

ody tree-o mever got into auy sort of
trubble, and were nevey likely to hennyfit
from the insurance. )

However, they paid up, awl another
thres-and-ninepence was swept into the
table drawer.

“ Look here, Bright,” saitd Stedfast.
aidd up, but we've paid under,

rotest. We consider we've been done.
Vo thought that our firat premium ef
one-and-threepence would insire us againes
lickings for the reat of our lives!"

“ Yes, rather ! gaicd Loyle.  © 1f we'va
ot t0 renew our premiums every weelk,
we shall jolly soon ho broke ! ™

*“ Only too trew ! " said Trew:

Bright waved his hand to the door.

“Hop it!” he snid tersely. * Can't
you seo wo've got a crowd of elients
waiting 1" )

Stedfast and Loyle and Trew wero
looking grimly thoughtinl as they qnitted
the insurance offis, Thoy were now
revengeful fellows, as o rile, but they wers
wondering how they counld get their own
back on the St. SBam’s Insuranee Uompany.

Weekling ond Freyle were ths next
clients to pay their praninma. Phey, too,
hiad been insured aguinst lickings.  An.l
the Company bad heen quite safe in
ingnring them, for they were sueh o
frayle, feeble, ancemivk pair that they
would have collapzed at 4 caning, fainted
at o flogging, and been cut in balf by o
bicching, 8o frayle and week wero
Weekling and Frayls that the masters
left them seveerly alone, not wishing Lo
ho had up for kidslaughtie

= Phers’s our mnnny,” sakd Weekling,

SAIL
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“lhut T oconsider we've heen  swindlad,
amd if L wasn't such o weekling——"

o And it I wasn't go hayle, chimed in
Frayle, = we'd wipe up the floor with you
frllows !

Jark Jolly & Co. moerly laried.  And
then a sudden puff of wind eameo through
the open windaw, and Weekling and Froayle
hWlew ont of the stwdy--just a3 Sharp and
Frleigh blow in. :

Y8t they eonse ! said Bright gaily.
* Sharp and Erleigh are insured against
vetting lote for brekker in the morning.
Not that they arve ever likely to be late,
‘they've hLeen sharp and early ever
<inee 1 can remember. Pay up your
premiums, you chaps!”

Sharp and Evleigh paid up—though not
without many protests. .And there were
mgre protests from those who came aiter
them,

The fact wag, the St. Sam’s fellows were
getting  “fed-up * with the Inguranue
t‘'ompany. They didn't sce the fun of
paying premiums every week, and getting
o hennyfita in return.

That evening there was an indignation
meeting in the junior. common-room. '

If Jack Jolly and Merry and Bright hacd
been present at that meeting, and heard
the deep, dark plot that was -hatched,
their rosy dreams of getting rich quick
wouki have promptly evspporated.

1I,
T was Sharp and Erleigh who started
I the trouble.

Yor the first time in histery, that
uvenally punctual pair came down
lutir for brekker,

¥t. Sem's was hall-way through its
eggs-and-bacon when Sharp end Erleigh
strolled easuslly into the hull, yswning
drowsily, .

Jack Jolly glanced at the clocls.

“Ten minnity late!™ ho growled.
* And they are insured against being lato
for brekker ! ™

“Under the conditions of their insur.
anee,” snid Bright, *“we shall have to
stand them a free feed nt the tuckshop.”

" O, oyt 2

Mr. Lickham, ot the hea of the Fourth
Form tahle, beckoned o Sharp and
Erleigh.

** You boys are late for brekker!" he
snapped.  “ You will cach write out a
Inmdred times, * Panctuality is the theef
of time,” ” :

* Ol help ! " groaned Bright.  * Wa've
ingured 8harp and Erleigh against impotts,
100 ! n

Mr. Lickham glared along the table,

“ 1 fail to see Fearless in his place,” he
caid.  * Where i Fearless * 7

* Ilease, eir,” piped Tubby Barrell,
*he's in the sauny.”

-t {]I] ! L)

“\What's the matter with him ¢
wigpered Jack Jolly, an awliul suspishun
forming in his mind,

# }inapin%— coff,”  chuckled Tubby
Barrell, ~ " But he's quite happy about
it : you gee, he's well insured !

But Joack Jolly wasn't at
wll happy about it. Neither
wara .{lcrry and DBright.

* Another bennyfit w
pay wu ! growledg

Bright. "It never raing but it pours.
\What will happen next, I wonder?™

What happened next was a battle
voyal at the brekfust-table. %he am-
munition konsisted of Lreaderumbs, epg-
shells and bad eggs, and tho war.was waged
between Stedfast and Loyle and Trew, on
ane side of the table, and Weekling and
Frayle on the other. Eggeactly how it
started, nobody knew : but the air was
soon thick.with fying mirsiles,

Crash ! Smash! Squeleh !

Ono of ihe oggs, which was long past
its prime, and must have been one of
Macauly’s Lays of Ancient Rome, flew
wide of its targett. It was intended for
Weekling, but. it got Jdelivered at the wrong
address, so to speak,

It was Mr. Lickham whao stopped (hat
egg—with his nose !

Squeleh !

“Oooooch ! Oug-pus.pog |

Mr. Lickham gurglr:d.gaﬁd spluttered,
and dabbed frantickally at Lis beak with
a hangkerchdef,

*'Who biffed
demanded. Mr.
voice,

“Me, sir!” said Stediast promptly.

To say that Mr. Lickham was annoyed
was to put it mildly.. Ho tore his hare,
and nashed his teeth, and ordered Jack
Jolly to go to lhis study and fetch a
cane,

“Oh erumbs!™  groaned Jack Jolly,
with vigions of more insurance muumy to
be peid mit.

With lagging footsteps he fetched the
cane, and o sollam hush dessended upon
the hall, It was broken only by the
clatter of knives and forks, the erashing of
crockery, end the noise made by Dr.
Birchemasll in drinking his coffy.

The Head and the other masters leit
their brekfasts, and came towards the
Fourth Form tablo, to inquire what was
wrang.

Mr. Lickham eggsplained, and hia
colleegs were furiovs that one of their
number should have been troated so oug-
ragoously.

w \Ve‘ﬁ all give you a hand, Lickham,
in flogging these young rascals ! " said tho
Head., *“"(Go and fetch my hirch, somo-
hody !

Tha biveh wag brought, and several more
canes; and then Stedfast and Loyle and
Trew went through the mill. 1t was their
fivst eggeperience of e flogging, and they
fervently hoped it would be their last.

The masters took it in turn to adminisier
whacks, A stroke from the Head's birch
was followed hy a lash from Mr. Lickham ;
then a swish from Mr, Swishingham ;
then a cut from Mr. Chas, Tyzer; and then
& jab from My, Justiss. The angwishel
yells of Stedfast and Loyle and Trew
cklkoed and reekkoed through the hsll,

Weekling and Frayel did not escape,

“I know you are frayle, Weekling,
end I know you are a weekling,
Prayle; but I should wmyself bo a

me 7"

that  egyr At
terrible

Livkham, in o

‘Then they

(Rl

frayle weeklingif I shirked wmy duty ! " said
Dr. Birc]mmal?stumly. " Get across thas
form {

And there wore fresh yells of angwish
as those poor frayle weeklings, Weekling
and Frayle, went threugh the mill.

Jeek Jolly & Co. looked on, ringing their
hands., And they had ample cause to
ring their hands, for after brekfast the
oflises of the 8t. Sam's Insurance Company
were hesecged by fellows who had come
to draw bennyfits,

Btedfast and Loyle and Trew came
bounding in; and Weekling and Freyle
came erawling in ; and Sherp and Erleigh
were there, sharp and early.

Frank Fearless, who had made a
lightning recovery from his hnoring-corf,

wes also prezzont; and the [nsurance
Company was farely bombarded with
vlaims,

“1 want twenty-five hob ! " demanded
Stedfast. “I've had & hirching from
Birchemall, and a licking from Lickham,
and a swishing from Swishingham, and &
chastising from Chas, Tyser, and an
injustise from -Justiss—five punizhments,
al fivo hob o time ! Pay up ! "

" You owe me twenty-five boh, too
snid Loyle,

‘* Bame Nere ! " zaid Trow.

“And you owe us fiee feeds at the
tuckshop, and sixpenco each for impotts !
said Bharp and Erleigh.

“And you owe me——"" began Frank
Tearless.

* Dry up, for goodness’ sake ! ** groaned
Bright. And Jack Jolly and Merry
groaued, too, in a dismal corus, * There’s
not enuff munny in our coughers to settle
your claims in full.  If you'll wait——

But tlhe eager claimanta had no inten-
shun of waiting. They hiad come for their
pound of flesh, and they renched open the
table drawer and helped themselves.

As Bright had said, there was not enuff
munny to meet gl tho claims in’ full ;
but the eclaimants completed their com-
pensation by giving Jack Jolly and Merr,
and Bright the bumping of their lives.
marched out of the study.
highly sattisfied, leaving the 5t. Sam's

Insurance Company to langwish in
angwish,
ot a penny now remained in the

conghers of the Company; and there
was nothing for it but to close down.

A little Iater, the following notiss was
pinned outside the door of No. 1 study:
“THE 81. SAM'S INSURANCE
COMPANY 18 NOW DEFUNEED!"™

THE END.

(Look out for another rollicking fine yarn
of St Sam's next weel, chums, entitled
s BRIGHT'S AUCTION SAIL ™Y [i's

’H ed

The ballle was raging Teercely when an egq, intended for Weekiing, Hew wide of its target and emote Mr. Lickham full

on the nose. Squelch!

“ Qovoch !

Qug-oug-gug ! ' spluttered the Fourth Form master!
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{Contiiucd from page 13.)

room for one more in our stndy. Thanks
for (elling us. SKinner,™

And the juniors went on up the stair
case, leaving Skinnee feeling rather dis
comfited.  Bhinner would have pre-
forred 1o bewe a “grouse” on the sub-
ject, which he could have retailed to the
new fellow afterwards, mischief-making
teing one of  Huareld SBkiumer’s many
plenszant little ways.

Bol<or or major met the four on the
Remwove landig,

“Noew chap in yone study, Wharton,”
Jin said.

“ Just heard it,” answered Hurrey.

“Plashy sort of bounder—studded all
over with dismonds and things,” said
Bolsover, with a grin.

“Oh, wy hat!”

The juniors went on to the study.

“T daro say Inky's got fea ready,”
saaid Harry. “We'd belter ask the new
kid, as he's in the study--what"

“Q0h, yus, of course?" gaid Nugent,

Boby Cherry hurled open the door of
Srady No. 1.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he roaved.

“ My evsteemed DBoh—"

“{h, here you are, Yuky!”

The juniors came into the study,
where the fable was spread for a lale
tea. Himrree Jamsel Ram Singh was a
thoughtful follow in these matters, and
L had considercd it jirebable that his
friends would come in lungry.

A =lim,; olive-skinned fellow rose from
1the armchair as the juniors enterad.
Yiurree Jamset Ram  Singh  indicated
hime witl o wave of a dusky hand.

“ Da Costa, the estecmed new chap,”
e said.

“How do yon do?" asked Wharton,
with the off-band civility of tho Lowoer
Tourtl, “I hear that you're landed in
1his #tudy, Tda Costa,”

Yo' said Da Costa, “ Mr. Quelch
liws fold me that I shall be here with
Wharton and Nugent.”

“I'mn Wharton, und this chap ix
Nugond,” said Harry, TFrank Nugent
gave the now fellow a nod.  * These two
chaps are Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry
-—they dig farther up the passage. 1
ioe y,(,m're got tea weady, Inky, old
wan,

“The readiness is terrific. and only
the boilfulness of the esteemed kettle
remains,” said Inky.

“You'll join us at tea. Da Costa " .

3

“Thank you very much, ycss.’
“Find a chair for the new
Franky. Tl have this box. You b

chair along the passage, Bob.”

“ Right-ho!"

“8quat down, Da Cosla,
journey down?”

“ Yess: it was very pleasant.”

“Good! Jolly warm to-day—though
not after India, I supposn. Inky finds
the summer frightfully ehilly over here.”

“Inky?” repeated Da Closta,

Harry Wharton langhed,

“We call Hurree Singh Inky—nobody
can remember his name from cnd to
end.  Inky, docsn’t mind, do »you,
Tuke "

“Not in the leastfully, my ludicrous
chun.”

Tea was soon going strong in Siudy

e Macker Lisrary.—No. 1,059,

kid,
agu

Had 2 good

No. 1. Arthur da Costa sat at the table
with the Famous Five--rather a crowd
round the study table, but a very cheery
and good-humoured erowd. | There had
heen a Lhonghtful. almost sullen, expres-
sion on Da (Uosta's face when the
jomiors. came in: it was gone now. If
fm had supposed—as probably he had—
that Geevfriars would be anything like
his school at Lucknow, he found out
his mistake now,

Phere was.nothing in the manner of
the juniors to indicate that they noticed
that Da Costa was of a different race
from themselyes, or that they cared any-
thing about it if they noticed it
Matters that were of slmost tragic con-
sequence in Tndia were trifles light as
air to healthy, cheery fellows in &
healthicr country, where more thought
was given to keeping a healthy mind in
w liealily body thai to brooding over
invidious distinctions.

The juniors talked of the county
maich al Lantliam, and that reminded
{them of the existence of Billy Bunter.

“Has that barrel rolled in yet?”
azked Dob Cherry.

“1 have mnot seen the estecmed
Dumnter,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh., “But I am sure he has not
veturnfully arvrived, or his estcemed and
ridienlous presence would have been
butted into this study.”

Biob Cherry chuckled.

“*Then lie's still on the bike! 1If he's
riding back from Lantham, he will get
home with the milk in the morning.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““He got a lilt going, and he may get
one back,” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. “Ho might come home by rail.
I suppose vou changed trains at
Lanthum, Da Costa?”

“ Yess."

“Did you sce anyiliing of a fat fellow
with big specs, and a face like a full
pioon, and a mouth like a lift-shaft?”

Da Costa laughed,

“No. I saw no one like that.”

He little dreamed, as he spoke, that
the fellow thus deseribed had seen him,
and overhcard his talk with Mr. Gedge.

“You'll see him later,” said Harry.
“He's Bunter, of cur Form. As you're
a new chap he will make your acquaint-
ance first shot, and ask you to cash &
i!}nats.l-m‘der for him. New fellows are

unter’s game, Did you get any
cricket in India?”

Da Costa’s eyes brightened.

“Yess,” ho said. " At my school at
Lucknao I was considered a good bat.
I have not played over here.”

“You'll get a chance here. Games
practice to-morrow,” said Harry. “I'm.
glad you're a ericketer. This is a
cricketing study., you know. Hallo!
What do yon want, young Nugent?” *

MNugent minor, of the Sceond Form,
put his choeeky face in at tho door of
No. 1 Study.

“You're wanted !" he said.

“{h, rof "

“Wingate's sent for you to go to the
prefects’ room,” said the fag. “Like his
cheek, sending a Second Form man on
messages to the Remove! What?”

“Young ass!” said Frank, laughing.

“YWhat does he want?” grunted
Wharton.

The captain of the Remove was not st
all disposed to go to the prefects’ room
withent having finished his tea.

*Licking, 1 expect,” answered Dicky
Nugent nﬁoorflilly. “He looked stuffy.
Ectte,a: put some exercisé books in your
ags,

And the Second Form man walked
away dowh the passage, whistling
shrifly to intimate to the Remove how
litile he eared about the Lower Fourth.
Wharton rose from the table.

“ Better go, I suppose.” he growled.
“Who is Wingate?” asked Da Costa,
“Sixth Form man. Captain of the
school,” answered Harry.
“Must you go if he sends for you?”
Wharton stared. ’
He's a

“Eh? Well, yes, rather!
prefect.”
And Hayry Wharton left the study.

.And tea in No. 1 proceeded without the

presence of the captain of the Remove.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Called to the Rescue!

PINGATE of the Sixth was
frowning when Harry
Wharton presented himself in
the prefret’s room. .

“Anything up, Wingate?” asked
Harry.

*Yes, This won't do!”

“ What won't do?”

“When there’s a telephone put into
the Remove passage—if there ever is—
you kids can phone onc another on it,”
said the captain of Greyfriars. “The
telephone here is for use by the prefects
only—see "

“Yes,” suid Harry, in wonder.

He glanced at ihe instrument, and
saw that the receiver was off.

“Bear that in mind!”
Wingate.

“Yes, Wingate.”

“But vou can take the call.” added
the captain of Greyfriars. Old Win-
gatu’s bark was always worse than bhis

ite. “The young ass seems to have
got himsalf into some trouble, and he
wants to speak to you, Take the call,
and don’t let it happen again!”

Harry Wharton might have remarked
that if any fellow chose to ring hinl up
on the telephone he really could nob
help it, a,ng was not in 8 position to
sce that it did not happen again.

But he did nob explain all that.
Argumentativeness from juniors was not
encouraged by the great men of the
Sixth. Specech might or might not be
silvern; Emt silence undoubtedly was
golden,

Wingate walked a.wagr to the end of
the room, where he talked to Gwynne
and North of the Sixth, and dismissed
such insects as Remove fcllows from his
mind altogether.

Wharton went to the telephone an
picked up the receiver. e had al
ready guessed that the call was from
Bunter, and wondered whether the faf
junior was stranded at Lantham.

“Hallo!” he said, speaking through
the transmitter.

“Iallo! TIs that you, Wharton?”
came a fat, discontented voice.

“Yes, you fat duffer!”

“You've kept me waiting.”

“Go hon!”

“QOh, really, Wharton—"

“You fat ass! You know you've no
right to ring a fellow up on this tele-
phone! There was a row last time!”

“I had to phone, you ass! They
won't let'me come out till Pve fixed up
this rotten affair!”

“ Are you speaking from Lantham?”

“No. Courtfield.”

“Well, if youve biked as far as
Courtﬁeldl,xfou can bike the rest, I sup-
pose. Good-bye!"

“Hold on!” shrieked Bunter. *“I say,
Wharton, I came here by train!"

“Then where's Inky's bike "

“1 left it at Lantham.”

“You fat villain ¥”

“I couldn't get the bike on the train
without paying for it. It's all right.
left it at a bike shop to have a new
mudguard put on. I'm standing Inky a
mudguard-?or Iending me the bike.”

grunted
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“Inky may not waint a new mudguard,
you fat spoofer!”

“1 didn't ring you up to talk about
Juky's rotten bike, Wharton! T.ook
here, I'm in a fix !?

“Travelling without n ticket—what ?*
snapped Wharton.

e knew the manners and customs of
William George Bunter.

“] did it for your sake.”

I'I'Eh 7?) 2

“If this is what you call gratitude,
Wharton—"

“You burbling chump, what are you
burbling about now ?”

“I'll explain when I see you. We
shall get cut off. That cat at the ex-
change has made me take a second call
already. Look here! I'm in the
stationmaster’s office at Courtfield.
Owing to my tracking down those vil-
lains, I've got landed here without =
ticket !”

“Eh?

What villaing?” gasped the
astonished captain of the

Remove.

“1'll tell you when I see you.
There's no timo to waste now. I'm
lungry—frightfully hungry! I shall

be kept here till somebody pays my
fare from Lantham, and pays for these
telephone calls. You've got time to get
here before call-over, if you hurry!”
"“Why, you—you—you—" gasped
Wharton., “I've done twenty mﬁgs_un
u bike to-day. De you think I'm biking
down to Courtfield, becauso you've been

swindling the railway company?”
“They’re going to send for a
policeman [
“Good !’
“Beast !”

“You'll never stop these tricks {ill
voit're run in, Bunter, The sooner the
better ! Gomf—hye i

*“Hold on!” yelled Bunter. “I za.E,
old fellow, I pot into this scrape track-
ing. down those plotting villains! 1
can tell you the whole plot from begin-
ning to end! You're in danger, o
chap |”

“Oh, my hat! Danger of being
spoofed by a fat scallywag?”

“Not” yelled Bunter. “I’ll tell you
the whole thing when you come and get
wme out! I heard them plotting against
rou 1™
Y Gammon [”

* Beast !

“@Give the stationmaster your
and address, and that will make it all
rlght." ]

‘That’s no good—he won't take my
word! He makes out that I've given
him false names and addresses before.”

“You fat rascall”

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“Go and eat coke! You should have
'phoned to Quelchy, not to mel!”

“And get a licking?” hooted Bunter.

“Well, a licking is what you want—
a thundering good lickm%i too,” an-
swered the cn.?tain of . the Remove.

“Beast! After the fearful risks I've
run on your account!” gasped Bunter.
"“Why, if they'd seen me, they might
have flung me out of the train!"

“Eh? Who might?"”

““Those conspirators.”

“Have you been drinking anything,
Bunter?”

“You silly chnmp !* shriecked Bunter.
1 did it to save you! 'I'his is-all the
thanks I get! Talk about ingratitude
being a serpent sharper than the thank-
less tooth of a elild!™

“Ha, hs, ha!”

“What are you cackling at, you beast?
I shall be eut off in another second!
Come and pet me out, aud I'll warn
you about that awful plot. Otherwise
I shan't say a word, and you will be
dished.”

*You {rabjous ass!” said Harry, “If

NAIme.

you've gone off your fat vocker, I sup-
pose you will have to be loocked after;
and it sounds like it, F'll get out my
bike and come along, and I'll jolly well
give you the kicking of your life for
giving me the trouble!”

‘‘Beast |"

With that fervent expression of lis
thanks Billy Bunter rang off. Harry
Wharton replaced the receiver, and left
the prefects’ room. He was greatly
puzzled. Bunter's statements on_the
telephone were simply mystifying. That
there was anyihing in it, Wharton did
not believe for a moment; but he won-
dered what the fat Owl had got into
his obtuse head now.

Bunter’s twin gifts of unveracity and
imagination led him to relate many a
wild and weird narrative, which the
Remove fellows genera.llf discounted by
a hundred per cent. B5till, the statement
that he had overheard a plot against
the captain of the Remove was rather
out of the common, even for the un-
veracious Owl, and Wharton wondered
what it meant; if it meant anything.

There was no time to lose, if he was
to get to Courtfield and back beforo
call-over.  Without returning to No.
1 Study, therefore, the captain of the
Remove left the House, hurried down
to the bike-shed,

in the universe, as Bunter’s deleniion
i the station ‘had lately been.

“You kept me waiting a jolly long
time,” he grumbled. “A fellow expects
2 pal to buck up when a fellow’s in &
serape.” )

“Oh, quite,” agreed Wharton. * Why
didnt you telephone to a pal, then,
instead of bothering me "

Grunt from Bunter.

“(Get & move on, Iatty,” added the
captain of the Remove. *“You've got
a long walk home, &3 you left Inky's
bike at Lantham.” .

“You know I can’t walk it, you
beast. You'd better lend me five shil-
lings for a taxi.”

*‘ Fathead !

“T can get one of those couniry buses
Eart of the way, and walk the ar

it,” said Bunter. “Lend me a bob?”

“You can do that on threepence,”
raid Harry.

“If there's one thing I never could
stand, its meanness in money matters,”
said Bunter in disgust. I suppose you
can understand that I must get &

sack somewheve before I start for
Greyfriars. I've had nothing since
dinner.”

“Vou'll be late for call-over, if you
(Continued on next page.)

and wheeled out his o
machine. . He had

been in the saddle a

ood desl that day
Eut he made goo
speed to Courtheld,
and arrived at the
station.

Williom  George
Bunter, &t long
last, was bailed out.
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bang about here feeding,” said Harry.
“For goodness’ sake shut up and get
n move on. Anyhow, 1've got to get

baeck.”
“You haven't handed over that
tob,™
Wharlon groped in his pocket and
produced  tlhree  pennies. Bobs of

which Banter spoke so carelessly, were
not really as common as blackberries
in the Lower Fourth at Creyiriars,
Some of the fellows, certainly, had
plenty of money; but the nmjuiay tud
to count theit shillings. As Wharton
Lad just paid Bunter's railway farc
fromn Lantham, lio was not dispo:ed 10
hand out any more of his rather slender
store of cash, to save the fat Owl from
a little walk before tea. He had leoft
Lis own tea unfinished, and had men-
{ioned that circumstance to Bunter—
but to the fal junior that was 2 tni’I’n
light. as air. Nobody's tea but Bunter's
matiered.

“That will get you a lift on the bus
as fur as the end of the common,”
said Harry., " Now hook it, ass!”

“Reast ! .

“What did you mean by that piffio
vou wore talking on the telephone?”
nsked Harry, suddenly remembering.
*Something about a plot or some rot.”

“You ecan call it rot, if you like,”
sneered Bunter. “I jolly well tracked
them down and heard the whole thing.
It was a—a fiendish plot, just like they
have on the films.”

Harry Wharton chuckled. He was
strongly inclined to suspect that it was
from the [films that Bunter had got the

idea.

“What sork of o plot?” he asked.
“Do yon mean something from Don-
sonby and the Higheliffe cads$”

Bunter sniffed.

“0f course not! It's a frightful plot,
with a lot of villains in it—"

“Ha, ba, ha!”

".}’ou silly ass, what are you cackling

“ho  frightful plot, and the lot of
villains," chuckled the captain of the
Remove, “Did you go to sleep in the
train and dream it?"

“No!"” howled Bunter.

“Well, what was it all about, then?
Puck up and congh it up—time's pass-
ing, you know.”

"I can't tell you while I'm hungry—
fearfully hungry and famishing. Lel's
go into the bun-shop—"

“ No time.”

“ILeet's take a taxi to the school, then.
You can put your bike on top.”

“Fathead !"

“I'll pay the fare, if that’s what
von're afraid of,” =aid Bunter, with a
seornful sneer.  “You can leave that
o me,

“I'd have liked to leave your Lan-
tham fare to you, only there was no-
thing doing.” grinned Wharton. “Don’t
1alk rot. old fat bean.”

“You would have to lend me the
money, of course. But I'm expecting
u postal-order to-morrow——"

“Oh cheese it! T'm off I”

“I shan't warn you about that plot,
il »ou don't stand me a taxi to the
selwonl " yelled Bunter, as Wharten put
# leg over his machine,

“T'Il try to worry along, all the
same,” chuckled Wharton. * Better
m-;l n move on, or you'll be lale for
voll.”

“Took here, you tell Quelchy at roll-
enll that you saw me in Courtfield, and
1 was helping a poor blind man home,
und then he will bo all right . about
my missing call-over.”

“8orry, old bean—you must tell-your
own lies,” said the captain of the

Tue Maoner Lieeary.—No. 1,059,

Remove, and he started his bicyele, and
pedalled away for the echool, leavin
William George Bunter snorting wit
indignation.

Harry Wharton was very soon back
at  Greyfriars, but Billy DBunter's
journey was a longer one. He rolled
mto one of the little horse-buses that
plied on the Courtfield Road, -and 1t
diopped him at the Greyfriars end of
the coinmon. Thence he had a quarter
of a mile to walk to school; a walk
that would have becn saved him, had
the captain of the Remove expended.
five shillings on a taxi fo¢ him, Natur-
aily, Bunter felt indignant as he rolled
wearily on to Greyiriars. He rolled
iti at the gates just as Gosling was
coming down to close them, and rolled
on to the House.

There was no time for tea, or even

o snack, 'before calling-over; fellows
were going into ‘Big Hall now. Had
W harton reported to the Remove

master that Bunter was engaged in
helping a poor old -blind man home, no
doubt the fat Owl would have been
excused for missing call-over, and might
have had time to root through the
Remove studies for provender while the
other fellows were answering to their
names in Hall, But Wharton had in-
considerately told Dunter to tell his
own lies; wuseless advice, for it was
quite futile for Bunler to make that
statement to Mr. Quelch parsqnn]ly.
With a sinking feeling under his ex-
tensive waistcoat which amounted to
anguish, Billy Bunter rolled along with
the other fellows to Hall.

It was not till he was standing in the
vanks of the Remove in Hall that he
noticed the new fellow and turned his
big spectacles on him. Arthur da Costa
was beside Frank Nugent, and speaking
ta him in a low voice, sand Bunter
blinked at him very curiously, and sidled
along to get a closer view of him. A
fat thumb nudged Da Costa in the ribs,
and he started and looked round.
Nugent-gave tho Owl of the Remove a
grin,

“So yow've got back, Fatty!"” he re-
marked.

“Beast1” I
“That's Bunter, Da Costa,” said
Nugent, *Don’t lend him anything on a

postal-order—he's just going to to
about it.”

Da Costa laughed.

“ Nothing of the kind!”’ hooted Bunter.
“So you're the new Iellow, what?" he
went on his big spectacles gleaming at
the Eurasian,

"Ye.” <

Bunter grinned at the sibilant “‘yess,"”
which he had heard before in the
Lantham train.

“He, ho, he!” he chuckled. “Old
Gedge gono?”

Da Costa stared.

“Do you mean Mr. Gedge ?” he asked.

you

“Yes,” grinned Bunter. *Nice old
blighter, what? What a voice! Filing
gaws isn't in ik

“What do you mean {" asked Da Costa
blankly. Do you know Mr. Gedge?”

“1 dare say he heard Inky mention
his name,” said Nugent, who was star-
ing at Bunter. *But I don't see how he
knows anythin%about his voice. What
do you mean,yBunter?"”

“He, he, hot”

“] daro say he saw Mr. Gedge at
Lantham Station,” said Harry. “He
scems to have come on to Courtfield
about the same time as Da Costa, only
he was hung up at Courtfield Station,
hanging about waiting for a chance to
dadge out.”

“Bilking?" asked Nugent.

““Beast!” said Bunter. “I was hours

and hours in thal wailing-room at Court-
lield—dying of hunger! Lot you fellows
care!”

Apparently the Remove fellows did nok

carc. At all events, ‘they chuckled, as
if they saw something comic in William
George Bunter dying of hunger in a
railway waiting-room,
_“I could tell you something, if I
liked !” sneered Bunter. “Bomething
that would jolly well make you open
your oyes,”

“Halle, hallo, hallo! What's the
latest 2" asked Bob- Cherry, with a
chuckle,

“That’s telling!" answered Bunter
mysteriously.

“Ass!” said Bob.

*'Silence in the Remove!”
Gwyane of the Sixth,
s¢ much chatter.” '

“And talk in the Lower Fourth ceased,
and Mr. Quelch came in to tako
names.  After which Billy Bunter was
freo to roam up ‘and down and round
about, like a lion seeking what he might
devour.

called oub
“Now, then, not

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Bunter in Search of a Supper !
HI SAY, vou fellows!™ |

The fat face and glimmering
spectacles of William George
Bunter peered in at the doorway

of Study Ne. 1,

Wharton and Nugent were at prep
there. :

Da Costa, the new fellow, had no prep
to do his first evening, and he was not
in the study. Billy Bunter blinked
round the room and ascéertained ‘that
fact. Then he rolled in,

Wharton waved his hand to the door.

“Prepl!” he eaid.

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“Buzz off,” said Frank Nugent im-
patiently. “You'll get scalped in the
morning if you don’t do your own prep,
B oo jolly b to d i

‘I'm too jolly hungry o any prep.

“Well, we've got ours to do, so roll
away.

Instead of rolling away, Billy Bunter
shut the door of the study behind him
and stood blinking at the chums of the
Remove, with & sort of dramatio
mysteriousness in his face which made
them stare.

“1 say, you fellows—'

“Hpok it, Bunter!”

“I'vo coms here to give you the tip,
Wharton.”

“ Never mind, go and give it to some-
body else.”

“You silly ass!
ting against.”

*Fathead !"

“If you want to bo ruined and dis-
greced and turned out of Greyfriars, all
right,” said Bunter, with a sneer.

harton jumped.

“Wha-a-at?"”

"Pottf]?" aslked TFrank Nugent, star-
ing at the Owl of the Remove in groat
astonishment.

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

“The fat idiot was burbling this an
the telephone,” said Harry. ‘“He
burbled it again at Courtfield. Ic's got
it on the brain! Can't you go and tell
Toddy instead of me, Bunter? He's your
keeper."”

“Toddy's not in danger, you silly
ass!”

“Woll, am I in danger ?" asked Harry,
laughing.

“Trightful.”

“Won't it keep till after prept” asked
Nugent. :

“No; I'm hungry.”

“Ha, ha, hu!"”

1

It's you they're plot-
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*' Captain Marker Is your deadly fos, Wharton,” sald Bunter dramatieally, “‘ and he’s sant Da Cosia specially from

India to get you disgraced and expelled from the school !

Seo?

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent jumped

simultaneously to their feet. (Ses Chapter 12.)

“I've had ti)ramtically nothing since 1
came in,” said Bunter pathetically, * and
I missed tea.” I went to the House dame
and explained that I missed my tea
owing to stopping out to carry a parcel
for a poor old lady—"

““Oh, my hat!”

“8he loo_ked as if she didn't belicve
me,” sald  Bunter  sorrowfully.
“Buspicious cat, you know. She didn’t
give me anything to eat. I told Toddy
that I'd missed my tea, and all he said
was that it would help to bring down
my fab. Nasty jealousy of a chap's
figure, you know, I should be starving
now if T hadn't found a cake in Smithy's
atudy.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” E

“I've had nothing but that cake and
some biscuits that Squiff left on his
table,” said Bunter. “I've come here for

supgic‘xr."
“Like your cheek! Ask next door.”

“Considering that I've rum fearful
risks to save your life, Wharton—"

“Oh crumbs! Is my life in danger
now 1"

“Yes!” said Bunter impressively,

“Hold me while I' tremble!”  said
Wharton, without, however, locking very
much alarmed.

“You can cackle,” said Bunter, “hut
if you knew that a fellow had been sent
specu.]]y to Greyfriars to plot against
you—"

Frank N u%ant pushed away his books,

““This is better than prep!” he said,
“Go it, Bunter.”

‘I shan’t tell Wharton about his foar-
ful danger unless you fellows stand mo
some supper,” said Bunter. *“That's only
fair! 1 ‘can't say exactly what the
vi]]ain}g intend—it may be kidnapping
of—

“Kidnapping !”" gasped Wharton.

“Or murder—ﬁ ¥

“Great pip!”

Wharton and Nugent stared hard at
Bunter. Had the fat junior been to the
films that afternoon it would have
accounted for this. But he hadn’t! They
could not make head or tail of it. Things

. and murdering 7"

happened on the films that never
happened, and were not likely to happen,
clsewhere. But Bunter had not been
inspired by the films this time.

“I can lay my hands on one of the
plotting villains now,” said Bunter.
*“'The other has gone. What about it?”

“Is there s giddy plotting villain at
Greyfriars, then 7"

“Yes, and in this study.”

“You mean a fat villain plotting to
get a study supper on the cheap?”

“*No!” yelled Bunter, “I don't mean
anything of the kind. I mean that a
fellow has been sent over specially from
India to get you disgraced and cxpelled
and kidnapped and murdered,”

“Rather a big order,” said Harry,

]anghinF; “Is he going to pull it off at
one fell swoop, or on the instalment
system ?"’

“You're sure about the kidnapping
r asked Nugent, wiping
his eyes. “Is Wharlon gding ta be
kidnapped first and murdered after-
wards, or murdered first and kidnapped
afterwards?” 5

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, I admit they didn’t say any-
thing about kidnepping and murdering,
(:?qfc:?,scd Bunter. “But they're capable
of it.’

“Who are, you burbling ass?”

“Those piotting conspirators. Aind,
I'm not going to put you wise unless
vou stand me a supper. That's fair,
You can go on in danger, with the
villain in this study watching for his
chance, if you don't do the decent thing.
I wash my hands of it.”

“Well, a wash won't do them any
harm,” said Harry, ‘*They don't got
oite too often.”

“You silly chump! Talk abont
Pontius Pilate fiddling while Carlhage
was burning! You're in frightfu) dan-
ger, and all you can do is to cuckln.”

“Well, give it & name,” said Harry.
“1f I'm in frightful danger, I'd like to
know the details. I should hate being
kidnapped, and I have an awfully strong
dizinclination to being murdered. It

would muck up the cricket, for one
thing."
“*Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Nugont.
“¥You've got an enemy!” said Bunter
dramatically.

“Some fellow whose nose I have

punched
“No, you ass! A deadly foe!"
“Good! Who's the deadly foc?”

““A man in India,”” -

“Sounds awfully probable,” agreed
Wharton. “I don’t know anybody in
India, and nobody in India knows me.
(an’t you make up an casier onec?”

“Have you ever heard of Captain
Murler 1

“ Never,”

“Well, he's heard of you,”" said
Bunter,

“He's welcome to,” said ITawry. “1I

liope he's heard what a nice chap I
am,”

“He’s sent an enemy over hero to
rmin_you,”

“Bub-title—* Ruined by a Deadly
Foel’ ” said the captain of the Remove.

‘“Jla, ha, hat”

“ You niiiy ass! I'm not telling you
ahont a film!” yelled Bunter.

“Oh! My mistake: I thought you
were.”

*The fellow bas been put in jour
study——*

L EI]?’,

“1 heard that Da Costa was pul in
this study——""

“Da Costa is put in this stady,
certainly,” said Harry Wharton blankly.,
* But what has Da Costa to do wilh your
funny storyt”

*“1e's your deadly foe.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Bent specially from India by Captain
Murker, to got you disgraced  and
expelled from ilie school " said Bunter.
“Da Costa’s one of them, and ihe other
is the man Gedge! See?”

Marry Wharton and Frank Nugent
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junped  simnltancously 1o their  feet,
Willinm_ George Bunter had suceceded
in sueprising them, at least,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Doubling Thomases !

ILT.Y BuNTER Llinked at the

B captain of the Remove, Ile had

lot lgose his thunderbolt, as it

were. This warning of peril was

worth, at-the very least, a supper in the

~iwaly, 1I¢ expected to see Wharton's

face blanchi: fo see horror and alarm
depivted tere, .

Iis expeciations were not realised.

Hirry Wharton was silent for some
moments, staring ot Bunter: but only
be¢anse the fat junior's astounding state-
went had taken his breath away. When
b foumd his woice, it was not to ask
Bunter for details of this nlarming plot.
1: was to utter the remark :

“You fat idiot!”

*Oh, really, Wharton—*

“Well, this takes the cake, even for
Dunter,” said Nugent. * You fat chump,
can't you see you're over the limit?
Phat chap Da Costa will knock spots
ont of you if he hears that you're using
his nuwe like this in one ofsynm- spoof-
ing varns,”

“1t's true ! lhowled Bunter.

“Don't be an ass!”

1 found it out to save Wharton's
life—I mean to save him from being
ruined,” said Bunter. “This is the
gratitude I get.”

‘HIf youre not out of your sensecs,
tell me what yon mean by saying such
a_thing about that mew chap,” said
1Tarry Wharton, “It can’t be true, of
conrse ¢ but something must have put it
ino vour silly head. You get a lot of
spoof from the films, but this isn't o film
storv,  What do you mean?”

1lad Billy Bunter been gble to tell a
plain, unvarnished tale, the juniors
might have been convinced by i,
strange as the talo was.

Bul it was an impossibility for the
Owl of the Remove to tell a plain
unvarnished tale,

To tell a story without adding trim-
mings to it was not in Bunter'sz line,
1lis fertile imagination was his undoing.

Moreover, in this case he felt bound
io mzke ont a strong claim to the
gratitude of the captain of the Remove,
A shudy =upper depended on his success.
And a talo of how he had hidden under
# scat and overheard a conversation
was not thrilling enough for Bunter. He
had to make it a little more exciiing
than that.

“You fellows remember I was
sttanded  at Lantham this  afternoon,
awing lo your disgusting selfishness,” he
fwgan.

“We'll take that as read: get on.”

“13east! I went to Lantham station
to gel home, and spotted those two
villains ou the platform,” said Bunter
impressively, “That nigger, Da Costa,
sl the lawyer johnny."

"Plotling on the platform?"” asked
Nugenr, with a grin. '

“Exactly! As I came by, the man
said ¢ Hist!"* went on Bunter. “ Hist!
Just like that !

" Hounds prohable 1”

“I knew there was something up.”
pursued Bunter,  “I tracked them into
the train, and hid under the seat 1o
wateh them.”

“You conldn't watch mnch of them
hder (he seat. Was there anything
nzpicions abont their boots?”

You silly asses! I heard all they
subld. Gedge had a voics like a rasp,”
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suid Bunter, “I listened to the whole
(lat.  ‘They mentioned Captain Marker
-1 don't know who he is »

* Netther docs anyvody else, I fancy.
it ot on,”

“He took Da Costa away from a
school in Lucknow, to send him over
here to Gregfriars, to plot against you.”

“Why 1" asked Wharton.

“I don't know.”

“ And what's the giddy plot?”

“You're to bo disgmut‘dl and expelled
from the school.”

*FHow "

“1 don’t know, Da Costa is geing to
work it, somwehow,”

“f can gee him doing it!
clse ?"

“Yes: he's going to make friends
with you, and get into your confidence,
and ‘that sort of thing. Plotting
villain yon know. There's a lot of
money at stake.”

“ Whose money ?”

“I don't know."”

“'Fhere seems to be a_ thumping lot of
things you don't know. Didn't you think
this yarn out at all before you made 1t
up?”

“I haven't made it up!" shricked
Bunter. *It's the truth. I suppose wou
frllows know me well enough to take
my word.”

“Weo know you well enough not to,”
chuckled Nugent. “Is that the lot, or
is theeve. anything niore to come?”

Billy Bunter proceeded into details.
As a matter of fact, he did not remember
half of what had been said in his henr-
ing in the railway carriage. But that
did not deter Bunter. When memory
failed, he had always his fat imagin-
ation to draw upon, Ile drew upon it
liberaly.

“There,” he wound up, “what do you
think of that?"”

“Precious little,” said Harry laugh-

Anything

ing. “This isn't one of your best
r;tm:les, Bunter. You eould improve on
it.”

* I suppose he really was in the rail-
way carriage,” suid Nugent. ‘I suppose
he went to sleep and dreamed all this.”

“Very likely,” essonted Wharton.
“There may be a grain of truth some-
where in it, though I wouldn’t like the
job of soiting it out.”

“It's all true!” yelled Bunter.

“You fat spoofer! ¥You've told uz
that yon suspected those two on tho
platform st Lantham, and tracked them
into & railway carriage, and hid under
the scat and listened to their talk?”

;' Yes—for your sake; you know—as a
S ‘_‘_-”

" And how did you get under the seat
without their secing you, if they were
in the carriage?” =

“Oh)" ejacnlated Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ia!" roared Nuogent, quite
entertained by the expression on
Bunter's fat face.

“Did you happen to have a cloak-of-
darkness, or romething of the kind in
vour pocket?” asked Wharton.

“Nunnc'»’! Of—of course not! I—I-—I
mean—

“You mean to bag a supper by telling
{hat idiotic yarn ?"”

% No!” velled Bunier,
mean——"

“Well, what do you mean?”

“I--1 mean, I—T didn't exactly track
them to the railway carriage. That was
what I really meant to say.”

“0Oh, my hat!" pasped Wharton.
“And if you didn't get into the car-
riage, how did you lhear the giddy
plotting 2"

“I—I was under the seat. I got in
first,” confessed Bunter, “That's what
I really meant, Then they got in.”

“1 mean—I—I

him,
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“You told us vou got under the seat
{o watch them."

“Bo L did; to save you from—-" .

“ How did you know they were going

fo get into that specinl carriage?"
S Rht .
“Yes: how did you dkuow that?”

chnekled Nugent,

“1—1 didn't——"

“Then how were you going to watch
themn from under the seat in 8 carriago
they might never have got in at all1”

#I—1 mean—-"

“Ha, lin, ha!t”

“I—I mean I was—was under the
scal, and—and I didu't know they werc
getting in, but—but they did get in. It's
true, you know. The—the fact is, I—I
never noticed them on the platform at
all—not till they got in the train."”

“You said you did.”

“That—that was only a—a figure of
gpeech.” :

“Oh, my hat!”

“You never noticed them on the plat-
formn—not cven when the man Gedge
said * Hist "—just liko that?”

“ Nunno! Ie didn't exactly say
‘Hist!" I mean very likely he did say:
‘Hist !, only, I never heard him, you
know, not noticing him till he got into
the train."”

“My only summer bonnet!”

“In fact, he said * Hist!" after he got
im," said Bunter. *“1 remember now
that he said ¢ Hist !’ in the carriege.”

':.A,“-Y., other passengers there?’

“And he didu’t seo you under tia
seat "

“Then why did he say ¢ Hist!' if
there was nobody there to hist?”

“I—I mean he didn’t exactly say
‘Hist ! 1 mean—""

Wharton sat down at the table again
and drew his books towards him,

“(Go and tell the rest in some other
study,” he said,  “But look out for
Da Costa’s boot if yon tell yarns about
A yarn like this might get you
a caning from Quelch, too.”

"If“you don't believe me, Wharton,

“Believe you! My hat!”

“FLook here, what about supper?"” °

“Nothing about supper,’said the cap-
fain of the Remove, -with a chuckle
“Little Tonuny Tucker -sang for his
supper; but his singing must have been
better than your-yvarning if he got any.
Buzz oft!" o

“1've warned you——

“ Scat !n

“That fellow, Da Casta—"

“Leave Da Costa alone, you fat
idiot. Can't you understand that it’s
a serions thing to talk about a fellow
like that 7" exclaimed Wharton. *“Why,
Da Closta might go to the Head about
it if he heard!”

“It's true 1" howled Bunter. .

“1f you conld make the Head believe
5o, all right. He would jolly soon pack
Da Costa off back to India. Go and tell
the Head." '

“He—he might not believe me——"’

“Probably not. Shut the door after
you,"”

“L.ook here, Wharton—"

*Oh, buzz off, you {at duffer! We've
got our prep to do,"” eoxclaimed the cap-
tain of the Remove impatiently,

Billy Bunter” glared at Wharton anil
Nugent with a glare that almost cracked
his spectacles, But there was ovidently
nothing doi His startling story had
not earned him a study supper. The
elaborate details Bunter had added to
it had doprived it of any probability it
might otherwise have had. 1If thero was
any truth among the hetion, Wharton
was nol disposed lo take the trouble to

"
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wift it oub—especially as he did nol
helieve therve was any,

" You silly chump '™ gasped Bunter ub
tast, " I've warned you r

“Rats 1™ i

“1 wash my hands of the whole thing
itow ! roared Bunter.

“Wash your neck at the same time,"

suggested Nugent. “It nceds I ek
** Beast 1”
Billy Bunter departed from Study
No. 1 supperless, and in greab wrath and
indignation. The door of that apart-
ment closed after him with a terrilic
slam,

Harry Whatlon and Frank Nugent
looked at one another across the table
before they resumed prep. L

“There couldn’t be anything in it,”
said Frank.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Of course not! How could there
be?" lhe said. ‘“Why should a man in
India,; of whem I've never heard, want
to do me any harm? A captain in India,
a solicitor in Londen, and e new fellow
at Greyiriars mixed up in a plot
against a fellow they’'ve never scen or
heard of. Bunter’s been reading some-
(hing of the sort in a novel, o oy
have gone to sleep under the secat and
dreamed somnething or other. Anyhow,
it’s all rot."

- “1 suppose it is,”’ assented Nugent.

“0Of course it is! Y.et's get on; we're
due for boxing in 1the Rag after prep.”

prep was resumed in  Sludy
Neo: 1, and Billy Bunter and his remarlk-
able yarn were dismissed together,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Drawn Blank !
“ ND this is the estecrned Rag!”
A “The Rag?” rcpeated Da
Costa.

“We call it the Rag because
;in this esteemed apartment the ragful-
nesa is sometimes terrific,” explained
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

Da Costa laughed.
~ 'That celebrated apartinent, om the
" ground floor ‘'of the School House, was
deserted now. It was used as a common-
room by the juniors, and the juniors
were at prep. Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh, constrained by courtesy and Alr.
Juelch’s desire that he should bLefriend
the new fellow, had cut prep short, and
wag taking Da Costa vound the House.
Puring the afterncon he had shown the
new fellow most of the sights of Grey-
friars out of doors. Now he was going
ihe rounds indoors, :
. Whether My, Quelch desived 1he nabob
to carry his courtesy to ilie new fellow
to the extent of cutting prep was rather
a question.  Probably the Remove
master would have expected Inky's
politencss to stop short of that point.
But the nabob did not see why e should
vot oblige himself a little, as well as
Mr. Queﬁc];.

The two juniors walked vound the
long room, with its windows looking on
the dusky quad and the long table that
hore the marks and carvings of genera-
tions of Greyfriavs fage. Da Cuosta
seemed interested, Dut every now and
then his keen cyes searched (he nabob's
faeo sharply, surreptitiously. OFf ihat
seratiny Ilurres Singh appeared com-
pletely unaware.
~What bhe thought of Kurasiang in
general, and Arthur da Costa in par-
iieular, was mnot bLetrayed by Jlurree
Singh’s good-humoured face, My, Quelch
had asked him to show the new icllow
some attention, and he was doing as
hia Form master had asked—and doing
it civilly and obligingly, That was alt

Harry Wharton has gone
out of his way to make
i Da Costa, the Eurasian
[ new boy, comfortable a
b Greyfriars, for Harry re-

members what 1t was like
} inerabers what it wes lik
when he was new to the
Remove himself. And in §
1 return for Wharton's kind~

ness Da Costa, the plotter
7 —the tool of a rascal in

far-away India—does his
i best to get the captain of
)
)
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the Remove thrown out of
Greyfriars in  disgrace.
He does his best—but
Da Costa's best 1sn't quite
good enongh. There are
: j-some exciting situatiens in
! this grand story for next
) week, boys, and all
! **Magnetites"" are strongly
j advised to_order their
{ MAGNET well in

‘advance.

THE RETURN OF
FERRERS
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DETECTIVE!

Full particulars in next
week’s issue,
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there was about it. If Da Costs, as a
half-caste, felt any superiority over a
fellow who was wholly of native Indian
blood he took good care not to give the
slightest hint of it. It was his cue to
make friends in his Form, and he had
already observed that Hurree Singh was
lield in high estimation by the other
Remove men. He had observed, too
that Inky was ona of Wharton’s épeciui
circle of friends, and for that reazon
alone he desired to ingratiate himself
with the nabob, if he could,

But he knew too much of Lis own
country to trust to the smiling and
suave exterior of the nabob., He was
quite well aware that no Oriental's face
indicated his thoughts, unless he chose
that it should do so. He felt, rather
than thought, that if there was danger
for him at Greyfriars—danger of dis-
covery, danger of defeat, that danger
lay in the direction of the polite and
smiling nabob. -

“I say, vou fellows!"

Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag.

Da Costa had no prep that night, and
Inky had chucked prep to iake the
fullow round ‘the House. Bunter had
chucked prep becanse ho wag still short
of a supper.

Study No, 1 had been drawn blauk,
and Billy Bunter was still reamning at
large like w lion secking what he might
devour.

The school supper was not dus yet—
hiesides, the school supper was of little
use to Bunter. By this {ime the Owl
of 1the Remove was prepared to
negotiale a meal of  Brobdingnagian
proportions—if he conld- get it. For
which reason Bunter had rolled in quest
of the new fellow, as a sort of last
resource. The new fellow prohably had
something in his box—new fellows often
had—and if there was anything in the
edible ling in Da Costa’s box, Duuter
thought it a shame that it should hlush

siderations

unseen and waste its sweetness on the
desert air. True, many fellows, know-
ing what Bunter knew, would not have
been disposed to pal with the Eurasian
for the sake of what might be in his box.
But William rge Bunter was not
particular in little metters such as
these. The one out-standing fact, in the
general scheme of the universe, at ihat
moment, was that Bunter was hungry.
When Bunter was hungry, all other con-
whatsoever paled their
ineffectual fires,

So he rolled into the Rag after ihe
two juniors, and bestowed quite a
friendly blink on Arthur da Costa.

“Looking for you, old bean,” le said
affably,

“You are very kind,” said Da Cosla.

““Not at all, old chapl You're new
lhere; I'm an old hand! I'm always
kind to new kids. It's my way,” ox-
plained Bunter. ° You remember how I
stood by you, Inky, when you first came
to Greyfriars.” )

“THe rememberfuluess is not terrific.”

“0Oh, really, Inky——"

“I remember that you borrowed five
.-shi(iilings from me, my csteemed Bunier
un _]l

" Look here——"

“ And I also remember that the repay-
[ulness was not terrific.”

" Oh, cheese it, Inky! Look here, you
can't have done your prep! You buzz
off and leave me to look after the new
chap 1”

“Bow-wow 1" eaid Inky cheerfully.

“The fact is, T waut lo spcak 1o
Da Costa,” suid Dunter. “IU's sonie-
thing rather private.”

The nabob chuckled.

“You are going to tell Da Costa thal
you are expecling a postal-order,” heo
remarked. I romember you told me -o
when I came te Geeyfriars.”

THE MaGxer Lisnany.—No, 1.059,
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*Oh, dey up, Inky! T sy, 1'a Costn,
whiat about your box§"

“ My box ¥ repeatod Da Cosia.

“Yes. 1 supposo it's come?”

“Yes. It is in the dormitory now.”

“I dare say youw've brought rather a
spread  to Greyfriars in your bos,
what

“Oh, not” ,

“ You haven't " ejaculated Bunler.

“Nothing of the kind!"” .

“Well, I must say you are a silly asa!
New follows always bring some grub
from home,” said Bunter. ' Not cven a
cake!”

“Not cven a vakel” grimned Da

'oata.

“Well, look herel The school shop's.
closed now, of course, but Mra. Mimble
would oblige a chap. Il's locked up
now, but I know how to get out of the
House. I'vo wanglod a supper before
like that. What sbout it?” S s

“Tho superfluousness of the idiotiv
Bunter is terrific,” remarked Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. “Roll awayt”

“Pm spoeking to Da Costa! Don't
you butt it, Inky! Tho fact 15, Da
(losta, I'm o:pecl.i;:lcE] s posial-order,”
Billy Bunter proceeded to cxplain. “I
was rather disappointed about it this
afternoon. Owing to somo delay in the
post, it won't be here till the morning.
T suppose you could lend me the teit bol
and take tho postal-order when il
comes?”

*Fraid not1” grinned Da Costa.

“You'd lend it to Wharton
enough!” snapped Bunter.

Da Costa starcd.

“What do you mean?”

“] know what I mean,” said Bunter,
“] know all about it. A fellow may
have been under a seal in a railway-
carriage from Lantham this afternooun,
and he may not. He may have heard a
Tot of talk about a cerlain subject, and
Le may not. Seo?”

Da Costa stood qllltitc still.  "This reve-
lation that something. st least, was
known of his scheme at Greyfriars, came
so suddenly. so utterly unexpectedly,
that ho was taken aback. He stood as if
rooted to the floor, his Lreath coming
oniekly, his dark oyes dilated, Hurrce
Jamnset Ram Singh looked from one to
the other.

“ Are vou talking oul of the hack of
your estcemed neck, Bunter ?” asked the
astonished nabal.

“That chap knows whethor I am or
not,” said Bunter loftily. © T'm yenk-
ing to Da Costa, Inky, not you. Don'i
you butt in.” !

“I have no idea whatever what you
aro talkin?.u.bout, Bunter,” said Da

hi

{ast

Costa, and his lisping voice was cool and
calm. “I do uot understand you in the
least.”

“Oh, come off!"” jecred Bunler

“What was old Gedge saying Lo you iu
the railway-carriage?”

“My. Gedge gave mo some advice
about my new school,”- said Da Costa,
“But I do not see how you know any-
th ing about it.”

“Suppose a fellow was travelling
without a ticket?” grinned Bunter,
* Suppose he was under the seal in tho
carnnage—what ?”

Da Costa breathed hard,

He understood now.

But lic was quite possessed of his self-
control. His olive face betrayed
nothing, even to the keen eyes of the
nahob. '

“If you were hidden undoer the seaf,
a3 you say, you can have heard nothiug
I care abouf,” he answered. * Ay pas-
sengers in the carriage might have heard
all that Mr. Gedge said to me.”

*There weren't any other passengers,”
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“0Old Gedge took jolly

grinned Bunter,
What about Claptain

sood care of that.
Marker, ¢h?”

*If you heard Mr. Gedgo speaking to
ne, no doubt you heard himm mention
Captain Marker,” said Da Costa calmly.
“(Captain Marker is the gentleman in
India who sent me here.”

“And what did he
{or?* jeered Bunter.

*It 1s no business of yours, Bunter;
but Captain Marker friended me
because my father was in his rpgiment.
and saved his life in a fight with the
Pathans in the hills,” said Da Costa.
“It is no secret that my fees here are
paid by Captain Marker.”

B]l(l_’y Bunter blinked at the half-caste.
Da Costa’s manner was so cool and
normal that the fat junior was quite
staggered. He wondered whether ho
liad, after all, heard aright from his
hiding-place in the railway-carriage.
Certainly Da Costa did not seem in the
least uneasy.

“Mean to say that old Gedge didn't
tell you speeially fo make friends with
Wharton here?” he demanded.

. “Certainly he_did. Captain Marker
is an old brother officer of Colonel
Wharton, and he certainly desired me to
make friends with his old friend's
nephew, and Mr. Gedge repeated his

send  you

advice, I have already told Mr.
Quelch s0.”
“0h !” gasped Bunter.

Ho blinked at Da Costa’s calm face.
He had fully expected the new fellow to
crumple up on hearing that his plot was
known. Not only one supper, but many
suppers and gorgeous spreads, that little
secret should heve been worth. But
Bunter was quite nonplussed now. Had
he, after all, fallen asleep in the car-
riage and dreamed it, or had he mis-
understood what he heard? His fat
mind was all at sea now.

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh was nok
speaking now, but he was looking very
curionsly at the Eurasian.

“Mean to say that old Gedge didn't
talk to you about getting Harry Whar-
ton sacked from Greyfriars?” demanded
Bunter at last, firing, as it were, the
last shot in his locker.

Du Costa laughed aloud,

“Mr, Gedge 1s the trusted legal repre-
sentativo of a military gentleman in a
high position in India,” he said, “and
a friond of Colonel Wharton. He would
not be likely to talk any nonsense of
tho kind.  You seem to have misunder-
stood very strangely what you heard by
spying and listening, Bunter. Don't
talk to me any more. You are not the
sort of fellow I want to speak to.”

“Perhaps you'd like me to go and tell
Quelchy 17 sneered Bunter,

“You may go and tell Mr. Quelch
auything you hke,” answered Da Costa
conternptucusly. “He will no} be
likely to believe & foolish story from a
fellow who, on his own showing, was
swindling the railway company while
he was spying."”

And Da Costa turned and walked
away with the nabob,

‘Bunter blinked after him.

His fat mind was in quite a whirl.
But if he had entertained any idea of
acquainting Mr. Quelch with the matter,
Da Costa’s last words drove that idea
from his fat mind. What Mr. Quelch
would say and do if he learned that a
member of his Form had “bilked * the
railway company, Bunter did not need
telling. He seemed to hear already the

woid tones of the Remave master and

the swish of his cane.

Arthur da Costa gave the Ow! of the
Romove no further heed. He walked
out of the RaF with Hurree Singh.

Bunter rolled away dismally, Da

C'osta, like Study No. 1, had been drawn
blank. If the matter was as Bunter
supposed, from what he had overheard,
the fellow from Lucknow had a nerve
of iron, added to the cunning of the
serpent. Wharton had laughed at the
story, Da Costa had laughed at the
accusation, and Bunter realised sadly
that there was, at all events, nothing in
it that might be “wangled” into a
benefit for his fat and fatuous self. And
a3 the matter was of no profit to
William George Bunter, he- haturally
dismissed it from his fat mind and Ye-
turned to the Remove passage, in the
hope of picking up somie uncongidered
trifle there in the way of provender.

Da Costa chatted easily with Hurree
Jamset Ram . Singh aftér leaving
Bunter in the Rag. If the nabob was
cbserving him, there was nothing for
Inky's keen eyes to read in the olive
face.

After prep there was boxing in the
Rag. amf Da Costa was among the
crowd of juniors therc. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh—perhaps on account of his
Form master's request, perhaps on
account of some lingering thought at
the back of his keen mind, remained
with the new fellow. He did not make
any reforonce to Bunter's talk, and
seemed to have forgotten it. But it
was in his thoughts; and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh had a long memory.
But the new fellow's manner wes quite
ecool and normal, and the nabob had
to confess that if Arthur da Costa had
any gecret to keep he knew how to
keep it.

It way not till lights were out in the
Reniove dormitory that the Eurasian
relaxed the guard that he had kept
over his face: in the darkness he could
with safety throw aside. .the mask.

Long after the rest of the Remove were
slecping the boy from Lucknow lay
swake, his dark epes staring into tho
gloom, his olive face almost haggard
with anxiety,

To Bunter he gave little thought—
he had slready taken Bunter’s measure,
and he had little doubt that the fatuous
Ow! would forget the whole episode in
a short time, if there was no profit in
it. Neither did he think that the
other Remove fellows would take any
heed of so wild a tale if ‘Bunter told
it in the studies. Only the dusky faco
of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh haunted
him with a sense of terror. The nabob
had appeared to notice nothing—to
take no heed of Bunter's talk; to have
forgotten the incident entirely. But to
Da Costa, half an Oriental himself,
that went for nothing. Only too well
he knew the impassive, implacable
astuteness of the East. If there was
danger for him at Greyfriars, it lay.in
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. .

But it was not only the haunting
thought of danger that .clouded Da
Costa's face with anxiety and uneasi-

ness, He was thinking of Harry Whar-
ton, too—of the Remove captain's
cheery, unsuspicious cordiality; and

there wns remorse, as well ns fear, in
the troubled mind of the new fellow at
Greyfriars.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Harry Wharton !

RTHUR DA COSTA took his
A lace in the Remove the fol-
owing morning, without. ex-

citing much attention in that

Form. New fellows were of no great
importance in the eyes of the Remove.
The fact that Da Costa came from
India, and .that he was partly of native
blood, rather marked him off from the
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“ No ! * exclaimed Da Costa, almost violenily. “ I do not want to phy in the matches—I do not want to play ericket at all
here ! I will never fonch a bat again at Greylriars. X wish—oh, ¥ wish that I had never come here ! ** Harry Wharton
stood rooted to the ground, staring at the new hoy in blank amazement. (See Chapter 15.)

other fellows. His forcign look, and
his soft,. lisping voice and silky, smooth
mannere, were uncomnion in the Lower
Fourth; but he was hardly so con-
spicuous as the Nabob of Bhanipur.
The diamond ‘tiepin and the ring on
his olive finger had already disap-

red—the HEurasian was quick to
earn. To slip easily inta the normal
life of the Form, to make all the
friends - he could, and no enemies at
‘all, was Da Costa’s object; and he
gecmed likely to sueceed,

Bolsover major pronounced him too
soft and smooth by half, but took no
special notice of him; Skinner, who
never could sce a wenk spot in any
fellow without wanting to give him =
dig there, adopted the subject of half-
castes as a topic when Da Costd was
in hearing; -but as the new fellow
declined to be drawn, Skinner tired of
that amusement. Most of the fellows
gave him no heed. Only Harry Whar-
ton and Frank Nugent, as he was in
their study, made it a point to be civil
to him, and Johnny Bull and Bob
Cherry followed their lead. Of the
Famous Five only Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh rather avoided the new junior
—though' so tactfully that even Da
Costa could not feel certain that the
nabob was aveiding him.

New as he was to the school, and to
the work of the Form, Da Costa gave
Mr. Quelch eatisfaction that morning.
Also, unscen by Mr. Quelch, he sup-
plied Billy Bunter with an answer he
needed for a question, much to
Bunter's satisfaction and rclief, as well
as surprise. Bunter decided that the
fellow, after all, was not such a heast
as he had supposed.

In third lesson there were papers to
write, and Bunter blinked over Da
Costa's shoulder. to save his own fat
intéllect the trauble of exertion. Da

Costa shifted a little, in order to give
Bunter an easy view of the paper.
When the papers woro eoHectedp }L)?r.
Quelch was surprised to ses how well
William George Bunter had done.

Bunter began to fcel rather pleased
that Da Costa had come to Greyfriars,
If this sort of thing went on, Buntcr
was likely to be saved a Jot of trouble
in class—though not when examinations
came round. But the Owl of the
Remove was not accustomed to loocking
ahead.

Bunter oven wished that the new
fellow had been put into his study
instead of Wharton’s. It would have
saved him a lot of work over his prep.

The episode of the Lantham train
was elready fading from Bunter's
obtuse mind.

Had Harry Wharton taken his warn-
ing seriously, or Da  Costa
“squared ¥ him to keep it dark; it
would have been different. As the
matter stood, it had no special interest
for Bunter, and it faded out of his
thoughts,

Indeed, the Owl of the Remove—on
reflection—was almost as anxious to
keep it dark as Da Costa could have
been, in view of the peculiar circum-
stances in which he had overlicard Mr.,
Gedge. He had cseaped the conse-
quences of his rascality; but if {he
matter came to Mr. Quelch’s knowledgoe
it would have been reopened, with pain-
ful results to the “hilk.”

That afternoon there was games
pructice_on Little Side; but Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh was not there. He
had to leave fo go over to Lanthwn
to fetch his hike—where he had the
additional pleasure of paying for tha
new mudguard Bunter had ordered.
It was likely to Le & considerable timo
before even the good-natured nabob

lent his jigger again to William George
Bunter.

“{yanies practice, old bean,” zaid Bob
Cherry, tapping Da.Costa on the shoul-
der aiter class. “I hear that you've’

played cricket in India.”

“Yess,” said Da Costa.

. "You'ro keen on the game?” asked
Harry Wharton, noticing how the olive
face brightened.

“Yess,” said Da Costa. “I "think,
porhaps, you will not think me very
good here. But I amn eager to learn.”

“Good mman!” said the captain of the
Remove cheerily. “We'll be glad to
see ‘how you shape!”

“A rod i pickle for Higheliffe, per-
haps!” giinned Lob,

“ Perhaps!” said Wharton, lavghing.

Wharton had riot given the new fellow
much hecd, cxcept in the way of cheery
civility to @ study-mate. But tho
obviously keen interest Da Costa took in
the summer game interested him. It
was genuine, m:ﬂdn fclluwhwgo was keen
on playing a good game had a passport
to hn.rtfm’agestoam. All the half-
caste's cunning was not likely to serve
him so well as that one little bit of
sincerity.

Wharton did not, as a matter of fact,
expeet very much from the pew junior;
but ‘he was the fellow to give any keen
player m{ amount of encouragement,
Da Costa looked very handsome in Lis
flannels, and kecn as mustard; and if
any remembranco of Bunter’s strango
tale lingered in Harry Wharton's mind
he dismissed it when he saw Da Cosia
on the ericket ground.

“Youve got a jolly good willow
there,” Wharton vemarked, with a
glanco st the 'bat under Da Costa’s arm.
*Lot's see how you shape with it. Here,
Smithy, send down & few to Da Costa

(Continued on page 28.)
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AILEN'S PUBBICITY STUN'I:.' Sir Aubrey Ailen’s defermined thal awhen hin ** White Rupe " enleys the ving to
Hght Pal Jordan, the lmevican ** Dentist,” the Olympus Hall shall be crowded to capucity.  Head how Siv idmey

sets out to ensure this!

Scannan, who turns the scale

that a world-beater would

A rousing story introducing * Tiny "

eighteen stone, and packs a punch
envy !

at

Harry the Rat !

ITPLE more than an hour had
H clapsed since the sensational
Lappenings in the Olympus
Boxing Hall, when Tiny Scan
nan had gone down hefors the tigerish
onslaught of Pal Jordan. Yet neither
Tiny nor Ailen appearcd to be the least
bit worried about the one-round defeat
as they took supper in & private room
of 1iie Flotel Regal. Indeed, to judge by
the bottles in the ice-bucket it looked as
though they meant to celebrote the
ceeasion,

“Wea've got Pal nnd Maulstein on
toast, my dear fellow,”" declared Sic
Aubroy, twirling the slender stem of his
wine glass between his thick fingers,
“and this fifty thousand pounds is a%
rood as in my pocket!”

The Man of Iron looked up from his
sweeb and brought his bushy eyebrows
together in a ferocious frown.

“Your pocket, Ailen?” he asked
pointedly.

“1 mean our pocket, of course,”
laughed the baronet. “Really, dear
Loy, you're & most louchy individual!
Haven's we agreed that we're going
fifty-Gfty over this-business?"

“Sure,” nodded Scannan. I just
wanted Lo remind you of the fact! As
von say,”” he ran on, his fierce expression
changing, “this fifty thousand looks like
o gift for us! You can bet your life that
Pal Jordan thinks ho's on a soft thing
after what happened to-night, and it's
a thousand to one that he won't trouble
to go into strict training!”

“That's eo, dear boy,” beamed Sir
Aubrey, “and that's going to make
things & cast iron certainty for us! As
for you, I think you'd better do your
serious training 1in private, in case
Maulstein's got any spies about! He's
as eunning as an old fox is Abe, and he
doesn't believe in taking chances!”

I A low chuckle broke from the Man of
rom.

“1 didn't know there was so much
casy money lying around idle,” he said,
115 liktle eyes twinkling, * D’yer know,
Ailen, I'm going to wade in and knock
al's block off in the firat round, and
after that I'm going to put my hat on
and sail for the States!?”

“The States?”

“ Sure!”

“And you're going to sail immedi-

TrE MaoyeT LiBraRY.—No. 1,

suppose ?"
queried Sir Aubrey, with a grin.

“Well, I'm not goin' to lose any time,
I give you my word,” returned the Man

alely  aller the fight, I

of Iron. *1 can lick Pal with one hand
strapped behind my back, so reckon I'm
good enough for Harry Gran, the world's
champion ! He sat back m his chair
and stretched his massive frame.
“Ailen,” he said, “we're goin’ to make
sp much money that we shall have a
headaché counting it!"”

“That gounds like music, dear boy,”
chuckled the baronet, rubbing his feshy
hands together. *I like a fighter to be
confident !

“Confident !"” echoed Tiny Scannan.
“I'd back myself to put Pal Jordan to
gleep in the first minute, for I've for-
gotten more sbout the mauling game
than that cheap stiff ever knew.”

He paused, shooting & swift glance
towards the door; then, taking a pencil
out of Lis waistcoat pocket, he scrawled
two words upon the snowy tablecloth:
“ Keep talking!”

Ailen, quicﬁ on the uptake, under-
stood what to do.

“0Of course, dear boy,” he said, his
dark eyes gleaming as he watched
Scannan  creepin stealthily across
the carpet, “there’s many a slip "twixt
cnp and lip, as the old saying goes.
Tersonally, I.think every fighting man
should look upon himself as the groatest
serapper in the world, and—er—well *—
Scannan's fingers were closing round the
door-handle by this time—"you under-
stand—"

His oily voice trailed off as the door
was wrenched open and the Man of
Tron made a fierce grab. Within three
seconds the door closed again and the
eavesdropper was being carried badily
across the room—held out at arm’s-
length by his neck! The inquisitive
stranger was an undersized, rat-faced
little fellow, with sharp, beady eyes and
a wisp of moustache; and the large cars
which stuck out at right angles were out
of all proportion to the size of his
narrow head.

“Sorry you're too late for supper
growled the Man of Iron, tossing his
Lurden into aun armchair, ‘“’cause
there’s nothing like having & quiet chat
over a meal, 1s there?”

The rat-faced little man shot a
venocmous glance at Scannan,

“Youso can cub that stuff right out
he drawled, “'cos I guess this is = fair

1

Il)

cop, Mr, Plug-Ugly! What youse goin'
to do about ;‘t?” ?

“What part of little old New York
do you come from, Shifty!?” countered
Tiny Scannan, with a knowing grin.
“And what's your moniker?”

The undersized stranger shot a furtive
glance at his' questioner.

“Guess I come from de Bowery,” ha
answered, ©“and me moniker's Harry de
Rat|”

“And the name fits you like a glove,
you dirty little spy ! put in Sir Auvbrey
Ailen, scowling across at their uninvited
guest, “What do you make of him,
Tiny 7 he asked. “What's his game,
d’'you think ?”

“When you call him a spy, Alilen,
vou just about hit the nail on the
head,” returned the Man of Iron,
“’opuse there's not the slightest doubt
about his being one of Maulstein's key-
hole agents. Ain’t that so?” he
demanded, turning upon the shifty-eyed
little man in the armchair.

“ Aw, shucks!” cjaculated Harry the
Rat, waving the suggestion aside.
“Ain't & geut got de right to walk
sbout de earth if he wants to? 1
happened to be passing de door of dis
B A

“That's just what you didnt happen
to be doing, you lying skunk!” growled
Tiny Scannan, *And if you don’t come
across with the whole truth in about ten
seconds I'm likely to start something;
and when I start something it's a thou-
sand to one that some feller gots hurt.
Got that?”

“Sure.” nodded Harry the Rat, seeing
the red light in the big man’s close-set
cyes. “Cuess youw're right when you
say dat I'm working for Maulstein; but
I tell vou right now dat I didn’t hear
a t'ing, mister, Maulstein’s a wise guy.
and he likes to know what de other
feller's doin’, and he sent me along to

ot an earful. But youse was too quick

or dis bird, mister.”
#1 ain't so sure sbout that!” growled
Tiny Scannan, glowering at the Bowery

boy, “and for two pins I'd clinch mat-
ters by wringing your neck! Me and
Sir Aubrey were having a private busi.
ness discussion, and if I thought you'd
heard two words—"

“Dut I didn’t, mister,” cut in Harry
the Rat. “Not a woird! And dat's a
fact ! And now,” he ran on, as
Scannan shot a questioning glance at
Ailen, *““what you two gonna do about
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it? Guess I ain't done no harm, so if
it's all de same to you, I'll reach for
me lid and be goin’ P

“Nat ro fast—youl” growled the Man
of Iron, bringing his thick black brows
together. *‘Nobody saw you come in
here, so there’s no reason ‘why
shouldn’t pick you wp and drop you out
of the window... You'd travel about
forty fect before you hit anything, and
I'll bet a pound to a penny that Abe
Maunlstein wouldn't trouble to sweep up
the preces!” He thrust his massiva jaw
forward in characteristic fashion. “Got
anythin’ to say to that?” he demanded,

“Nope,” answered Harry the Rat,
shaking his sleek head, “‘cept dat I
happened to mention to de big stiff on
do door dat ¥'d got an appointment wid
ﬁou and Sir Aubrey Ailen And do

ig stiff fell for de hluff. Now, den, it
ain’t goin' to do you fellas no good to
got -mixed up in a police court job, so
I guess you'd better kiss me on de baby
brow and show me de door. - Anyway,
take another think and cut dat window
stunt right out, old-timer|”

The Man of TIvon .coloured and
breathed hard as lhie glared down at 'the
rat-faced little fellow in the armchair.

“Pll draw the line at dropping you
out of the window,” he growled; “but
I don't know that I shan't give you o
beating up that will last you for the
next month or so I

“Put a paw on me, mister,” said
Harry the Rat, “and I go straight to
de cops! I puess dat’ll be some ad-
yertisement. for  Tiny Scannan, de
British heavy-weight, 'specially wid de
big serap in sight! Sure!” Ha
wriggled . down from his srmchair and
stood up. “Reckon TI'll be goin’, boys!”
he announced.

“¥es, I reckon you willl” growled
Tiny Scannan, grabbing him by tho
back of the neck and carrying him
bedily across the room, He flung open
the door, and swung his diminutive
victim in mid-air. “And here’s some-
thing to take with you t*
~That “something ¥ was a hefty kick
that sent Harry the Rat flying through

ace, and, on landing heavily upon
the carpet, ho turned a neat somersault
and went shooting dizzily down a steep
flight of stairs. He was still travelling
at breakneck speed when Tiny Scannan
returned to hia private dining-room and
slgmmed the door.

“Guess that’'ll teach the little skunk
to be less inquisitive!” he growled,
striding across the' apartment and
taking up a poesition before the fire,
“Do you think he heard anything,
Ailen?”

“I very much doubt it,” answered
Sir Aubrey, through a haze of cigar
smoke, “Anyway, I'm not going to
worry, for the thought of this easy
moeney propogition makes me feel good!
That fifty thousand is as good as in our
pockets, Tiny, and you mustn’t forget
that the serap will draw a record
crowd to the Olympus!”

“I wouldn't be eo sure. about that,
Ailen,” said the Man of Iron, “for I'm
of the opinion that the sporting public's
getting a bit tired of the so-called
“big men’ who demand the earth
before they'll condcscend to climb
through the ropes. And even when you
get 'em into the ring they seldom give
value for moneyt”

“That's s0,” agreed Sir Aubrey, a
cunning gleam creéping inte his dark
eyes; “ but Pve hit upon a scheme that's
going to fill the Olympus from floor to
ceiling, Dou't make any mistake about
that, Tiny.”

Seannan
bullet head.

13

nodded his close-cropped,

“It's a straight scheme, of course?”
he grinned.

“0Of course it's straight!” snapped
Ailen, flushing. I am a man who
always has the sweet cause of charity
at heart—" )

“When the said charity begins ot
homie I cut in Scannan. “Look here,
old man, {:ut your cards on the table
and cut the bluff, for I can never
picture you as an open-handed philan-
thropist. You're kind—I'll admit that
—but you're always kind to yourself!
What's the big idea 1

“I'm going to organise a charity
match in aid of the Greater London
Hospital,” said Sir Aubrey, going

straight to the point, “and you are
going fo turn out in that match, Tiny.”

" B‘_ltl I sa.id-_fl

“What you said doesn’t count in this
case,” cut in the baronet o trifle testily,
“for my sole reason for staging the
charity muotch is to'put you in the lime-
light. . I've had & number of letters
from West Londoh United, all suggest-
ing--that we should arrange such a
watch; but up to the present I've
turnied the idea down, knowing there
wes no money in it. But now I ean
make the match a first class advertising
stunt.”

“Do you meen that this game will
come off on the day 1 meet Pal
Jordan " asked Bcannan, in wide-eyed
surprise.

“That's expctly what I do mean,”
grinned Sir Aubrey. “I1 shall put the
fight off for & week or two, in order to
work up public interest, and—"

“But the season will be over by
then,” objected the Man of Iron.

“Well, and what does that matter?”
nsked Sir Aubrey. “You can run a
charity match in midsummer, i you
like. Anyway, you leave this business
to. me, Tiny, and if I don’t £l tho
Olympus on the night of the fight I'll
eat my hat! The idea will make a
great appeal to the sporting publie, and
it will be up to you to play to the
gallery a bit. What do you think of
the idea?”

The Man of Iron thrust out a
muscular paw.

. “Great, old man!” he declared. . “It’s
simply great|”

First Blood to Storrydene !

s HE sporting sensation of the year
was  undoubtedly the ' forth-
coming contest beétween Pal

_Jordan, the Pittsburg Dentist,
and Tiny Scannan, Sir Aubrey Ailen’s
White Hope. The match was to be a
twenty rounds affair for fifty thousind
pounds aside, and there was not & box-
ing fan in the country who was not
fully convinced that the American
would get the verdict inside threo
rounds,

It looked: like money for nothing, so
far as Pal Jordan was concerned, but
the Man of Iron and Sir Aubrey Ailen
knew better, of course. As Ailen had
:de they'd got Pal and his manager on
oast.

INTRODUCTION.

Sir Aubrey Ailen, chairman of the Slorrydene
F.C., and a big gun in the sporting world, is
ennvinced that the Sto goalkeepér—a giant
of @ man—could make mincenieat of Pal Jordan
a pugalist with a big reputation from the United
States. A bout is arranged in which Scannan,
acling wpon orders, allows himself o be ' knocked
out® in the first round.  And after that the wily
Sir Aubrey experiences no difficully in arranging
& gecond auteh for fifty thousand pounds aside?

(X¥o w read on.)

the

Ailen, putting his scheme into opera-
tion, had arranged for the fight to tako
place on tho evening. following the
charity match in aid of “the Greater
London Hospital, and the afterncon of
the great day - found Tiny Scannan
standing between the sticks on West
London United’s ground at Fulham.

The crowd, for some inscrutable
reason, was inelined to regard the one-

-sided contest as a fine sporting covent,

as a further proof that a Briton never
knows when he is defeated; and it was
wholly en this scoro that Tiny Scannan
found himself occupying the unusual
rolo of popular idol when he made lis
appearance.  Of course, nobody sus-
pected that Tiny, in turning out for
Storrydene Villa, was bringing off -a
clever advertising stunt, . But such was
the case.

The name of Tiny Scannan was upon
every lip s the big fellow dwelt with
rasping shots from Terry Carson and
the others, but he was forgotten for
the moment as soon as Jock Cappell
appeared at tho head of the femous
London side,

The -United looked very trim and
workmanlike in their spotless white
shirts -and light blue knickers, and the
Two Macs—MecNally and McNauli—
came in for a special ovation.

Tall, lean-limbed and as bald as an
egg, Jock Cappell had skippered ihe
Londoners for eleven seasons, and he
was still one of the best half-backs in the
country.

Trotting across the smooth stretch of
turf, Crabtree threw. his cap. into the
back of the net -and. prepared to deal
with a hail of shots, and he quickly had
the home fans yelling wildly as he made -
save after save with iis musecular, glove-
less hands.

Everybody was in a bright .humour
whoen the referce appeared and held.a
short consultation with his: linesmen,
and then the official blew his whistle aud
bandsmen scampered across the
field.:

Scannan won the toss and elected to
kick with the steady breeze, and his
initial luck brought a shout from the
Storrydene folk, who had travelled
t.b_rouqh the night in order to see their
“pets * do battle against the famous
London side. .

The Midlanders made no change in
their team, so they lined up in the
following order:

Goal, Scannan; backs, Grace,
Hebble; half-backs, Denning, Thirlboy,
Craye; forwards, sémel:itre. yne, Car-
son, Noyle, Battle.

West London United’s team was come
osed of: Goal, Crabirec; Dbacks,
EIan.lly, McNault; half-backs, Baines,
and - Grainger; forwards,

Cappell,
Crannock, Meadows, Craggs,

Jayner,
Nixon.

Meadows oEaned tho procecdings by
touching the ball to Crannock, and the
inside man prom?tly back-heeled to
Jock Cappell, who lifted the leather out
to Nixon, on the wing; and Nixon, who
looked like an ill-nourished midget, with
his pinched featurcs and frail body, shot
past little Battle and went away down
the wing.

“Up, Nick!”

“Go away on your own, Nick!"”

To go away on his own was obviously
Nick’s intention for, having passed
Battle, he tricked Craye and shot off
along the line; and the mere thought o7
the diminutive Nixon and Hefty Hebblo
coming to %:'ip.a brought a reverberant
roar of lnughter from the mighty crowd.
Thiz was enrely a caso of David and
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ANOTHER THRILLING INSTALMENT NEXT WEEK, BOYS!

Cioliath, and the fans saw the funny
side of the affair. A

Aund even Hefty could not help grin-
ning us he ambled acress to mect the
little winger,

“Preat 'im geulle, Nick ! roarcd the
delighted faus,

“Don't play rough, old man!"

Hebble certainly looked big enough
to cat Nixon, but there was no sign of
fear wpon tho littla follow's pinched
features as ho }Ju]]e{] up sharply and
waited—tlio ball between his feot, a
challenge in his eyes.

Hefty Hebble also pulled np, and for
one long second the two players eyed
each other whilst the erowd roarcd.

Then the burly back leapt, but he was
not quick enough for Nixon. The
winger dodged adroitly and went away
towards the corner flag, and the perfect
centre he dropped into the goalmouth
was_full of possibilities. -

“Heads!"” shouted the Loarse-voiced
erowd, and a dozen eager players made
an upward leap.

But it was the mighty fist of Tiny
Scannan that shot out unerringly aud
sent the leather winging clean over tho
touchline. :

It was a prodigious punch, a swing
that was delivered with a speed that
baflled the eye; and it made the fans
gasp in astonishment.

It was a terrible blow, a blow that
would have killed.

“Bave oue of tliem for Pal Jordan,
Tiny!"” yelled a sbrill voice from the
rear of the Storrydeue goal. “He's
collecting 'em {”

_ A shout of lsughter welled up from all
sides, and the giant delighted every-

body by squaring up and giving a
oliihed exhibition o uhadowg box?ng:.
is speed was a revolation, and his

footwork superb, and he looked every
inch a champion as blow after blow
flashed out and landed upon an imagin-
ary opponent.

“That’s the stuff, Tiny!"

“Go on! Upper-cut this time!”

Scannan muat%leava been in unusually
high spirits, for he entered into the
spirit of the thing and amused the fans
until the throw-in. Tiny was genuinely
popular at that moment, but there were
two persons, at least, who did not shout
his name. Both were unmistakably
American, for their clothes were of the
Broadway cut and their hats broad-
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brimmed Stetsons. One was a fair-
haired giant, a trifle on the fleshy side,
and the other was a dark-skinned man
with a Jewish cast of countenance.

“Say,” did wvou see that, Pal?”
drawled Abe Maulstein, his little eyes
nacrowing into :slits; and Pal Jordan
nodded thoughtfully.

“1 sure did,” he returned, lowering
hiz voice. *“That wallop was the under-
takers' frichd! I didn't know that the
cheap stiff packed such a punch!”

“Nor me.” put in Maulstein, a trifie
uneasily. “Did you sco it move?
P'shew! It was like a flash of light!”
Pal's backer removed his hat and
mopped his shiny dome, *'I hope he
won’t bring one of them sleep-pills to the
I‘!

Pal Jordan chuckled, a contemptuous
grin twisting his lips.

“He may bring one with him, but it
don’t follow that I shall take it, does
it?" he asked. “IHe may be able to
punch a football, but he'll find that I'm
a different proposition!”

Maulstein nodded, bul he still looked
uneasy. :

West London United were swarming
round the visitors’ godl and pressing
hard, and it was only Scannan’s wonder-
ful play that kept the Londoners out.
The giant appearcd to be unbeatable,
for he leapt from one side of the goal to
the other with an agility that brought
hysterical shouts from every “fan ” of
the ground.

Pal and his mmafer watched him
closely through half-closed cyes, a mis-
giving in their hearts. They found it
difficult to believe that this sgile, quick-
thinking giant was the mass of sluggish

manhood that had put uyp such a

ludicrous, pitiable show at the Olympus
Hall but a night or so before. Such-a
thing seemed impossible, incredible.
This Tiny Scannan wn.i as nimble and as
light-footed as a ballet-dancer, whilst
the other Tiny—Tiny the boxer—had
been as slow as a hearse.

Again the Americans
puzeled glances.

“I don’t get this feller at all, Pal,"
declared Abe, speaking slowly. “D’you
think ke played the Johuny Raw with
you? *D'you think—"

“ Aw, shucks!” grunted Jordan. *The
big stifi’s all right at this .bell game,
but he ain't no good with the mitts!"

“But onc o’ them wallops would knock
& guy stone cold——"'

“'Course it would!” broke in the
scowling pugilist. “But be's got to find
a boob who'll stand there and take it.
He won't sce me to-night, Abe. I shall
be all over him in the first minute,
;rﬁ'hn;t's got you, anyway? I'll smash
i !

“1 ain’t happy, Pal,” confessed Maul*
stein.  “I know somethin’ sbout this
Ailen, and I tell you that he ain’t the
sorl o' open-handed philanthropist
who'd stake fifty thousand of the best
if he didn’t think he was on a cert ! No,
sir; Ailen's as straight as a butcher's
hook, and it looks to me as though he's
handed us some dope. There's some-
thing about this scrap that I don't like,
Pal. Ailen's got somethin’ up his cuff,
and T'd like to know what it is.”

“Aw, can that stuff!” growled the
Pittsburg Dentist. * You sure get me
stiff, Abe! Ain't I said that I'm goin’
to eat Scannan in the first minute of the

exchanged

fight? Ain't I said that he won't last o
round? Ain't I said—""
“Guro!” nodded Abe gloomily.

“You've said a mouthful—and then
some ! .
He turned lis beady eyes towards the

ficld of play, to find that Terry Carson
had broken away, and was making for
the Londoners' goal with only fhe two
backs to beat.

“Up, Terry!” yelled the Storrydenc
“fans.” “Right through, son!”

The Two Macs exchanged meaning
glances and advanced to meet the
visitor, Angus McNally teking the lead:
and the West London —supporters
grinned amiably and waited for Terry
to meet his Waterloo. Few were the
forwards who were able to get past the
Two Maes, for the backs worked with
perfect understanding. But the thought
of trying conclusions with the famous
pair did not worry the “baby ™ of the
Btorrydene side.

Crouching slightly, with his elbows
raised, McNally ran forward on his toes,
with a djerky, chickenlike action, And
lie read something in Terry's brown
oyes that gave him some information—
o warning.

“He's going to dart away to the
corner flag,” tho brown cyes seemed to
tell him. And MeNally chuckled in-
wardly as h%/{nreparad to circamvent the
youngster, aking a quick feint, Terry
took a step to the right, and McNally,
having read the message in the brown
eyes, made a wild leap, Terry, of
course, changed his mind at the last
moment, and a roar of laughter went
up when he ran on and slammed home
a shot just as MeNally bore down upon

him and sent him fi in%l.

The great McNally had been beauti-
fully bluffed.

The charge that floored Terry Carson
was not particularly vigorous, but_he
was taken slightly off his balince. Yet
e was moro than recompensed for the

shaking when a mighty roar announced
the fu:tl ﬂl,“-t his shot had found the net.

-“Well done. son!”

“CGiood old Terry!”

There werc less than five hundred
Storrydene supporters on the ground,
but they had no difficulty in making
themsclves heard: and the local “fans ™
were not above cheering a brilliant indi-
vidual effort.

The uproar was deafening, sweeping
everything before it, yet an individual
voice made itself heard long before the
din had died away.

“Don't be greedy, youl!
wings, you selfish pup!"”

It was the stentorian voice of Tiny
Scannan that Aoated up from the far
end of the field, for the Man of Iron was
jealous of Terry's popularity,

The old Scannan, the bullying despot,
had reverted to type.

Tiny Scannan had mastered the art of
making himself unpopular, and nn
sooner did his harsh shout echa round
the ground than wild words broke from
sll sides, angry and threatening.

The “fans ' had taken a great liking
to Terry Carson, and Tiny’s momentary
popularity was forgotten.

“Leave the kid alone, Scannan!"

“ Bully "

“Well done, young 'un!”

The giant goalkeeper's queer collec-
tion of features went purple as insults
and vituperation rained upon him, and
his lips were drawn back in an ugly
snarl as he swung round and shook a
great fist at ihe solid wedge of people
behind the nef. .

“Tll give you fellows something to
shout about if I come after you!' hLe
threatened.

{Continued on page 28.)
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TINY TAKES THE CAKE'

They make quite a fuss of ** Tiny " at the Belle
Vue (Manchester) Zoological Gardens, even to
the exient of providing him with a special, iced
cake on his seventy-fifth birthday. By the way
he's tacklirrg that cake it is easy to see that Tiny,
dcspnc his creditable age, hasn't forgotten how
to enjoy the sweels that delighted him in his
youth. gut in view of the fact that Bl]ly Bunter
can wade through a birthday cake and then still
feel ™ peckish " we wonder just how Tiny felt
when the last crumb had gone.  Still, perhaps the
Lirthday cake was just an hars d'oeuvre.

e S 2 s P

TELL US ANOTHER!'!

A number of American scienlists interested in
Pleistocene Pa!a_nnlr;?n"y—lhcre sa r:cuphz of § Jew
breakers for you—are devoling a deal of their
time to the toad shown in this picture. The
story goes that a hall of rock, believed ]w scientisls
to be three-quarters of a million years' old, was
broken open and—hey presto I—out pepped a
tiny toad, apparenily none !hc worse for his
incarceration of 750,000 }rears duration, If the
toad could only spmk ane zaﬂacrq that he would
have a story to tell that would save the scientists
a lot of time—and trouble !

Tie Maexwr Linpary.—No. 1,050,
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[HE BOY FROM THE EAST!

J:f'!_-uff-u'--!' feowm gty 25
Dye iy be cnongly” supipioeked
Viounclie. with o gvin

=il was o bowlee only exvctlod in
the Remove by Hpaees Singli o
“Nory  dikely)! saich P Uosta
wodestfy, 1 was thought « woinwl o
at Faekuae, but T kiow it 1 dhifferem
)

bive.

Wl let's see” sudd Mooy,

D Costn wend o the scieket, and e
Tounder winked § hi= Friends ws he
poole the bodl - I was Vernon-Sinith’s
ftention 1o show the new fellow thin

Latever he msdelit Tuove done at Lacek
sy, Gresfrinys Lowling was too L vge
i arder {m (T

Sl Ahere wis soosovp e in st for
ruv Boumlder,

e sent down lids Lot ball, and P
Uostn snicked 10 wwar with obwions cose,
ity stared u libde.

s@e o't be o oenoughs Soithy "
chuekled Baly Chorey.

Pl Bonnder gramted,

S Tet's hove thint ball.”

Viocnon Boith bowled aguin
dwab, = L made no bnpression oy the
new lellow’s wickol.

VBN, that el cnn handle n
sl the captoin of the Remove,
e, Squitls yonr send Tiim o few .

Sl ook the ball from thie Powrder,
who was frowning.  Smithy did pot Tike
1 hie beaton,

Che Australing junior, 0 grear Tovder
iy ihe Romove, givie the new fellow his
veiy Diest girenton. Bt thie pestilt avos
Phiee sgrane— bkt Arn knocked 1-F-;Irr
ol Il'fT

Bob Chers o elnpped his Lionds wiilio a

ak hike & }ui-‘n%--iml.

s hond man!™ he roored,

e Aove!” enael Tnrry Vhavion,
fes feeps o like this he's going ivdo the
aegmy o ploy Higloliffe,”

o Al e el ninke them open their

Panid N &

9T

“Ayescruther!

“Weve got (o Jeave ot Mack Einley,
et dits working for an exany” gnid the
coptnin of he Remove,  *'This 15 the
el to Gl Jiis place, T foney."

I n Costy Jind  passed  nlmost un-
poticed in etiss thid moming, b was
nol passinge vnmoticed pow, A orow d of
cllowa looked un witl keen interest ss

the mew  junior was put througli his
O TCLE i | A K TR Unrry Wharton
watebad Wi with keen satiziaction,

Avoonading 1o i own stadement,  Da
Clonta dd wet pliaved eefeket sines hic
i ot Tadin, Lt s =lim olive band-
Ll st Tost theiv cnpning; Lhe woe o

b
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Al

wines penclive, D Costi wi
wolking Tuek o the Mowse, when the
it twin of the Temove joied Time e

wtesl witl somge sudpeise that o e
Cistat =+ Lo, swhivh hod beew brahit onel
Bty om dhe ericht ground, wies pow

clondud. \
1 suy, Da Cosln, you'te ns ool

Lt as dooy man inthe Reoves” sail
Havew, “0 suppose yvou'd be glad
play o aatelics ™

Il‘.".r

“AVELL von ean take e g vern i
o'l by down to plicy 1o us apatist
igheliffe next week,” s Flavey.
WG b jolls glad to have you in the
fepim.  Why, veu're o real corker!™

Tia Costn pauscds

OfF what was passing in the minld of
the Bausion Yarry \l"luu'iun Jud not
il fuintest iden,  Hud he helieved, o
even rememberad, anything of the fas
tustic story Buontor had teld him in
Siudy No. 1 he might have diyined thut
on the ericket feld,  surtounded by
Ieadthy, cheery, hoppy-goducky fellows,
fhoe sonse of his treachery had weighed
like lead upon the new junior’s wiind
and lieart.  All that waes besb in Da
Costa had come to the surfuce thete—all
that wis worst hagd boen forgotten, only
to be vememberad, whon the ericket wos
over, with Ditter shame aml removse,

Thut, porhaps, was not likely to lost,
Lut for the moment the hapless fellow
folt like n thing unclom in the presenca
of the chiepry, unsuspicious  junior wlo
wils spraking (o i so cordially.

e sopped and faced Wharton, The
peamised rewnyd, the instructions of My,
Gedge, wery gone from - his mind. Ty
felt an alnost deresistible temptation 1o
speak ont, 1o confess, to warn Whartoh
fo be on bis guadd, wud ten to lenve
Ceveyfrines for evue. Bt L could not-—
he dared noi—mmd the black tronhls in
his foue only astonished the captain of
the Remove, who sfared at Lim i
wotder,

PR,

N ! exclaimed Da Costa alusost
violently, *No! div nor want 1o |lln_\'
oriokel ut all bere! 1 will never toueh
o bad again at Gy feines ! T wisli- oy,
1 owish that 1 hiad wever come By 1

And with that  aathuest Avthoe de
Costa tarnod awas sud hoeeiod Goto (hi
House, leaving avoy Whatton stamcdinge
rooted 1o the ground, sturing altey (i
in blank auizcimend.
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Anel the ill-timed words brought Torth
a wild howl,

The referee appeared to be denl il
Wind 1o the vgly incident, and b didd
flie wise thing, for np sooper was the
wate rosumad than Finy Svanmin wis
forgotten.

Crninovk was mot allowed  to  make
il beadway, for Coyne took the
leatlier off his too and pushed it out 1o
Seoptre; und Seeptre, tuking the poss in
his  steide, broghed past Joyner anil
wont  away, giving evers inlieat jon
that e woas in o hovry to get some
wlhivere,

Baiues, o black-haived, stocky Welsh,
Internationnl, was quickly vpon  the
soone, but he was all ob ses when
Reeptro suddenly changed his conrse uiul
out away towards the centre. Jouvk
Cappell then took the matter iu hand,
and the eool, unhorried  wanmer
whivh he relieved the winger of the
Gull was pretty to beliold  Theve wan
uo Muery amd no effort, yeb Sceptes
wis the vieting of @ ueat duylight rol)
Bory s snd the velersn aade Tiis way up
the piteh with o long, tizy sride

o op, Jodk I

oty hear from ot

Cappoll, despite his years,  was s
ri!l'l‘lll\ as uny player in the conntry, Tt
in Lerry Civson the veteran moet s
waeter, for Terey swept indront of him,
hooked the ball off L fool, and swung
it neross to little Battle, who swas wait-
ing paitiently on the wing

¥

The diminiitive Nizon wos also waoil
g putiontly upon the wing, nnid tho
two made o vusly foe the ball like two
hungery sparvows durting.-for a solitnny

vrinnl andd e ground - rocked  with
Finghter st the huyd fussle  that fol
vk Paltle mnrnrd 100 et e

better of the wrvgoment, aml 0 wilil yell
broke Trom  thie Storevdens Fnis whoen
e Lroke awny and went off down the
fouchline, his Hitde feer twinkling,

(Thers an cpciting fluwish  fo this
foatir wateh, elivme, wlieel eanvinge
Pal Jopdan that Ting Seainpn ia il ced
o clerndpe vana ol ne, it .a_.un'r'f i
ahaut that G acel weel’s fine angtn!
seent,  Opder tuddayl)
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