BILLY BUNTER-—THE FATTEST AND FUNNIEST BOY IN FICTION!

Read all about him—inside.

IN BORROWED PLUMES!

(An wnusual incident talien from the grand school yorn of Gregfviors in this issue.)




2 NEWS PARS AND PICTURES!

BRUIN GOES CYCLING!

These two bears, who actua]ly ride a specia]hr cof=
structed cycle and sidecar, are appearing-in a new Britis
film, which is being produced at Isleworth. This
%]'gotograph was taken when they were out for a spin,

indly note the sunshade !

ALL ABOARD!

This iz not a toy—oh, dear no !—but the real thing.
In other words, it's the famous |5 in. gauge ralway
which runs from Ravenglass, on the Cumberland coast,
right into the heart of that beautiful and mountainous
country. In the photograph we see the engine, " River
Mite,'" waiting to draw out its load from the station
at Ravenglass. This engine, together with its sister,
* River Esk,’” are the only two locomotives in Great
Britain, of which the tenders help the engines to haul
the load.

FOR AMUSEMENT!

This is not a real armoured car with a
Big Bertha on the top, but one of the
most popular ' shows ™ at an Amusement
Park in Berlin.  You pay your money and
step into the car, Next moment you're
shot oul of the muzzle of the gumn. The

hotograph docs not show where you
rand, hut presumably you come back to
terra Airma quite safe and sound.

s
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A DIFFERENT BUNTER! Bunfer's the sort of merchant wcho Lelicves in making hay while the sun shines. It

cerlainly shines for him this rweek, for he's simply rolling in money, and Bunter with money is the last wcord in
convicality and fatuous folly !

A magnificent new long complete story dealing with the adventures of Harry Wharten & Co.,

the world-famous chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

“ 0OU fellows ought to get ont.”
YO

“Slacking about indoors on

a  half-holiday ! said  Dilly
Bunter, severely.
Harry Wharton & Co. stared at

Bunter,

Slacking about indoors on a half-
holiday was rather in Bunter's own line;
but it certainly was not in the line of
tha Famous Five of the Remove at
Greyfriars.

Bunter jerked a fat thumb towards
the open doorway of the House,

“Look at the weather!” he said,
“Lovely! Just the afternoon for a bike
spin! Why don’t you fellows take vour
bikes out?”

“ What "

“Or go up the river,” said Bunter.
“Marjorie will be glad to see you. Why
not "

The Co. stared.

Rilly Bunter’s sudden and inexplicable
interest in their doings that sunny after-
noon was really surprising.

As a rule, William George Bunter's
fat thoughts were concentrated upon
only one person—William Grorge
Bunter, of the Greyfriars Remove.

Now he scemed deeply econcerned
about the Famoug Tive; which was un-
usual, surprising, and mysterious.

“Or there's the pictures, at Court-
ficld,” went on Bunter. “They've got a
new picture at the Courtficld Picture
Palace—I hear that it's jelly good.

British film, instoad of the usuul Ameri-.

can erook muck. Why not trot down
to Courtfeld, and seo it?”

“Well, my hat!” said Harry Wharton.

“0Or why not take that chap Da Costa
for & walk round the country, and show
him the local sights?” suggested Bunter.
“He's new here, and he would like it.
It would be kind and thoughtful.”

“Great pip!”

“Or trot over to Higheliffe, and gire
Courtenay a look-in!" went on Bunter.
“It's a long time since you've becn

to see Clourtenay. He will be feeling
rather ncglected,”

In sheer astonisliment. Tarry Wharton
& Co. gazed at the Owl of the Rewmove.

Had Bunter proposed to join in any
of these excursions he was suggesting,
there would have been no myvstery
about the matter. DBut that evidently
was not his intention. It was not his
object to inflict his fascinating sociely
upon the chums of the Remove. Ap-
parently he was only deeply interested
in sceing them busily and happily
occupied for the half-holiday. His mot-
ives seemed to be purely plilanthropic.
And that was not merely astonishing—
it was astounding. almost unnerving.

“Or what about Lantham?" pursued
Bunter. “There’s & county cricket
match on at Lantham. It's rather a
long way; but that's nothing to you
fellows, Why not make the effort?”

“Is_the esteemed fat Bunter wander-
ing in his absurd and preposterous
mind?  asked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, in wonder.

“Oh, really, Inky——"

“You fat frump!” said Frank Nugent.
“What are you driving at? Wlat the
merry dickens does it malter to you
what we do this afternoon?”

“I doun't like to see fellows slacking
about,” said Dunter. “Lots of things
¥ou can do ont of doors. What's the
good of frowsting albout the House "

“Who's frowsting about the House?”
roared Johnny Bull.

“You fellows arc!
it."

“You fat chump—"

“You can call a fellow names!” said
Bunter. “But I tell you, in my opinion,
it's sickening to see fellows frowsting
indoors on a glovious afternoon like
this.”

The Fumons Five did not merely staro
at Bunter—they glared. I'rowsting wus
nof their way at all. They had not the
slighlest intention of Langing about idly
that afternoon, as Bunter often did, and
fellows like Skinner and Snoop. Indeed,
something like a sheet-anchor would
have been required to keep Dob Clerry
indoors on a half-holiday, were tle

Shocking, I call

weather fair or foul. Harry Wharlon
& Co. were going out that afterncon;
and they were merely waiting now for
Arthur  da Costa to join them—the
Lurasian junior being now a constanl
companion of the Famous T'ive on
Loliday occasions. Billy Bunter was un-
uware of that circumstance.

“What do you want to get us oul
of the Ilouse for speeially, Bunter?”
asked Harry Wharton.

" Ehi®

“Oh, that's it,” grinned Bob Cherryv.
“What's the little game, Bunter? If
there was a eake in my study, I could
understand it.”

“Ha, ha, ha'®

“Oh, really, you fellows! Of course,
I don’t want to got you out of the
House—nothing of the sort. .Jf you think
that I'm anxious to sce the last of you,
you're making a mistake,” said Bunter,
cagerly. “There isn't any little gnme'!
Nothing of the kind.”

“Which mears that there is!” re-
marked Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent——"

“Are you thinking of borrowing my
bike again, when we're gone!” demand-
ed the captain of the Remove,

“Oh, really, Wharton-—"

“If you do. remember that you will
be found dead afterwards,” said Harry,
impressively,  “I've had enough of
fetehing my bike home afrer you've left
it out of gates. ¥ou fouch that bike,
vou fat villain, and I shall strew you in
little picees along the Remove passage.”

“1 don't want a bike at the bun
shop,” said Bunter, “I mean, of eourse,
I should disdain to borrow a bike from
a fellow who wasn't willing to lend it,"”

“HBa you're going to the Courtfield
bun-sghop ?”

“0h! No! Nothing of the kind™
answered Duater, hastily.

“Wandering in his mind!” rcmarked
Dob.

“If any!” said Nugent.

Really, it was mysterious and intrigu-
ing. Had the Fawmous YFive laid in a
supply of tuck for tea on their feturn,
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Bunter's anxiety to see the last of them
would have been easily explained, But
they hadn't! If ho was going to the
Courtfield bun-shop himsclf—as evidently
he was—there appeared to be no reason
why he should care two straws whether
the Famous Five went out or stayed
in, Dut clearly he cared much more
than two .straws; he was all eagerness
to see them go.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes Da
Costa.”

The Eurasian junior came down the
stairs, and jﬂincrj the chums of the Re-
move. There was a general movement
towards the door, The mystery of Billy
Bunter was still unexplained; but it did
not matter, anyway., The extent to
which Dilly Bunter did not matter was,
as Hurree Singh would have said,
terrific.

“I say, you fellows.” Bunter rolled
after them. “You're going out, then?”

“Yes, ass.”

“Yess,” said Da Costa, in his lisping
voice.

“Oh, good! I mean, I hope youw'll
hayve a good time. Where are you
going, old cheps? Not to Courtfield?”

Apparently Bunter did not want the
chums of the Remove in Courtfield,
while he was disporting himself at the
bun-shop there.

“We're taking Da Costa for a ramble
round the country,” answered Wharton.
“ Anything more you want to know?”

“Get your hat and come along,” sug-
gested Bob Cherry. “ We're going to do
about ten or twefva miles.”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 fancy I could walk you fcllows off
your legs,” said Billy Bunter, disdain-
fully. “But I happen to have an en-
gagement this afternoon—a rather im-
portant engagement.  But I'll see you off
at the gates.”

“You needn't trouble.”

“No trouble at all.
chap.”

Billy Bunter rolled out into the quad
after the juniors. He rolled down to
the gates with them. This kigd atten-
tion from Billy Bunter would have been
rather flattering, had it not been evi-
dently dictated by his keen desire to
see the last of the half-dozen Removites,

“Have a jolly good long walk, you
fellows,” said Bunter. “Don’t slack,
you know. Make it fifteen miles,. No
need to get back early. You could stop
for tea at Redclyflfe—nice little place
there. Then you needn't get back until
call-over, scc?”

“You fat fraud!” exclaimed Boh.
“What the thump do you want to keep
us out of the school for this afterncon?
‘What do yon mean?”

“QOh, really, .Cherry——"

“‘He’s got something on!” said Harry
puzzled. “Blessed if I can make out
what it is, Luckily, it doecsn’t mattor.”

“Well, get off, you know,” said
Bunter. “What's the good of hanging
about the gates? Wasting time on a
glorions day like this.,”

“Fathead !”

The Famous Five and the Eurasian
walked away down the leafy lane
towards Friardale. Bunter, who had
obviously dreaded to see them take the
opposite direction—towards Courtfield—
gave & gasp of relief. He stood in the
ﬁmteway watchinF them through his

ig spectacles, till the leafy lane swal-
lowed them up from sight. Then he
grinned.

“Thank goodness they're gone!”

And Billy Bunter rolled back to the
House—at liberty now to carry out
whatever stunt it was that required the
absence of the Famous Five.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Something for Captain Marker !

“ gr ALLO, hallo, hallo!” ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry,
“What—"
" Look 1"

Bob pointed through the trees.

Harry Wharton & Co. had stopped
to rest a little, after a long tramp
through the scented summer woods.
It was o glorious day, with a blaze of
sunshine from a cloudless blue sky.
Four members of the Co. found it hot—
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and Arthur
da Costa Tound it mildly warm.

All of them were glad to sit down in
the ferns and moss under the old trees
of Redelyffe Wood, in deep shade, and
take their ease for a while, The green,
shady wood climbed the slopes of Red-
clyffe Hill, and the paths were steep.
Almost on the edge of a high, chalky
acclivity, the juniors had thrown them-
selves down to rest—deep in ferns, thick
branches over them—looking idly down
the steep slope, at the bottom of which
a bridle-path wound through the wood.
They were twenty fect above the path,
and the slope down was almost sheer,
where at some distant period a great
mass of chalk had fallen away after the
T&lns.

Along the bridle-path below, appcar-
ing and disappearing from moment to
moment among the trees, a horseman
came 1iding. He was a youngish
man, dressed in well-cut riding-clothes.
A horseman riding along the bridle-
path that led through the woods to
Courtfield Commeon, was not an unusual
sight; and, as a rule, would not have
attracted a sccond glance from the
Greyfriars juniors. But Bob Cherry’s
eves had fixed on the dark, tanned face,
the narrow, close-set eyes, the loose
mouth. He knew that face.

“I'Ye seen that johnny before!” said
Harry Wharton, as his” eyes followed
the direction of Bob’s pointed finger.
“But who—"

There was & quick-drawn breath from
Arthur da Costa.

“It is Captain Marker [

“0h!* ejaculated Harry.

“Ho came to Greyiriars to see mo
last week—most likely you fellows saw
him go—"

“Y saw him,” said Bob. “I remem-
ber that chivvy! Not a nice face, if
you ask me, my infants!”

Wharton’s face contracted as he
looked down at the horseman in the
bridle-path far below. Captain Marker
was still at a little distance, his horse

proceeding at a walk; but every stop
drew him nearer and nearer, and in a
few minutes he would be passing along

the foot of the high bank, on the crest
of which the juniors lay in the ferns,
“Captain Marker !” muttered Whar-

ton.

He had had only a glimpse of the
man hefore; on the single oceasion
when Eric Marker had come to Grey-
friars, hoe had departed hurriedly; and
as the Remaove happened to be out of
class, the juniors had seen him as he
went,

Da Costa’s eyes gleamed ab the cap-

tain, Marker did not glance up; he
obviously had no idea that the Grey-
friars juniors were there, in that
sp{]iitary spot deep in the wooded hill-
side.
“8o he is still hanging about!” said
Frank Nugent. “It’s a week since he
came to the school, What is he doing
here "

“Mischief I said Jolnny Bull, with a
grunt.

Wharton watched the man in silence,
This was his enemy—the man who, in

distant India, had sent Da Costa to
Greyfriars, to ecarry out his scheme
against the captain of the Remove. The
man who, if Wharton was expelled
from Greyfriars, would draw ffty
thousand pounds wnder the will of the
old Caleutta merchant. The man who
knew that that great legacy was depen-
dent on Wharton’s clean record—an

who had plotted and schemed to blacken
him. Wharton's eyes glinted.

“What does he want here?” he mut-
tered.

But he knew the answer to that ques-
tion. Da Costa, the plotter’s emissary
at Greyfriars, had failed him—instead
of earrying out his instructions, he had
fallen under the influence of the chums
of the Remove, and had become the
friend instcad of the enemy of the boy
he had been sent to schemc against.
Captain Marker could have only onp
reason for hanging on in the neigﬂbnur-
hood of Greyfriars School—to make
some attempt to carry out the dastardly
scheme that had been assigned to the
Eurasian, and which the Eurasian had
dropped.

Wharton noted the cloud of deep
thought on the hard, dark face of the
man from India.  Was he thinking,
even then, of some scheme to carry out
his purposc—some miserablo plot to
bring about the disgrace of his rival
for a fortunc? It was likely enough.

“The cur!” muttered Wharton, “I
can’t imagine what he thinks he can
do—I don't see how he can do anything
to harm me. But he can’t have any
other reason for hanging about this
quarter.”

“Did I not warn you?” said Da Costa,
in a low vaice. “There is too much at
stake for him to give in. Youn know
why he sent me to Greyfriars—to lead
you, if I could, into evil, and betray
you to disgrace—to fasten upon you a
false acensation if I could not.””  The
Eurasian’s voice trcmbled, * 1 loathe
myself when I think of it.”

“Don’t think of it,” said Harry.
“That's all over—and I never believed
you were as bad as yon fancied you
were. You could never have done it.”

“I could—I would—if you had been
other than what you are,” the Eurasian
muttered. “It was because you were
straight, because youn always played the
game, that I learned from you to do
the same.”

“That's & giddy unsolicited testi-
monial | grinned Bob Cherry. “Chuck
all that out of your mind, Da Costa—"

“Y wish I could!” muttered Da Costa.

““Where there is wilfulness there is
an esteemed way, old bean, as the
English proverb says,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,

And the juniors grinmed,

At a wn{king pace, the horseman
below came nearer and nearer, Whar-
ton glanced down at him again.

“Took here, you men,” he said
slowly, “that rascal is hanging about
here for mischicf. He's a thoroughly
bad egg. I dou't see how he can do
any harm, but we jolly well know he
will do all he ean. Old Mr. Cortolvin's
legacy to me depends on my keeping a
clean record—sand it goes to that rotter
if I come a mucker. That's what he
know. We don't want that

wants, as we
Grey-

rank outsider hanging about near

friars. What price regging him?”
There was a chuckle among the
juniors, ;
“Good said Bob Cherry

c |.,!
heartily. “%ﬁgou have jolly good ideas
sonictimes, old chap.” .

“''he goodfulness of the egg is terri-
fie,” grinned Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.
Wharton watehed the rider below.

“He will pass right underneath us
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in & couple of minutes,” he said. “We
-can’t gel down this bank, but we can
‘tolly well pelt himn from where we are.
et hold of something.”

“Hear, hear!”

Missiles were ready at hand, Clods
of carth, lumps of chalk, were within
reach. The juniors, silent now, waited
for the horseman to pass directly
beneath the spot where they lay logking
over the steep bank.

“It will be a giddy lesson to him,”
murmured Bob Cherry, his cyes dane-
ing. “A tin to keep away from Grey-
friars—and Greoyfriars chaps!”

“But do not show yourself, Whar-
ton,” said the Eurasian uneasily.

“Why not?”

“Marker does not kunow you by
sight. The day he came to the school,
he wanted me to vpoint you out 1o him.
and T would not. All
he knows of you is that
¥ou are 11 the Remove
at Greyfriars. Let him
dmowhno_ n;lorc. I tell
“you he 15 dangerous— /Py
flet him not know you.” &

Wharton laughed ;
carelessly,

“I don't care
whether he knows me
or not.”

“It is safer not! I
know the man better
than vou do,” muttered

Da Costa. '“"He is as
dangerous as the
cobra in my own

country.”

“Well, if he sees me,
he won't know my
wame,” said Harry,
laughing, “and I can't

heave chalk at him
without his seeing
we.”

“Bat do not speak
to him—Ilet meo speak.”
“Just as you like.”

The horseman wa s
helow the juniors now,
Da Costa movoed a
little forward, on the
very edge of the steep,
chalky bank,

“Captain Marker!”
he called out.

Tho rider '
and looked up. His eyes glittered at
the sight of the olive face of the half-
coste. He started again as five grinning
faces looked down at himm from the
thickets on the edge of the bank.

“You!" he muttered, staring up at
the Eurasian.

“Yegs!”

Captain
above.

“Ts Wharton with you?” he called

started

Marker scanned the faces

out.

“We are all friends of Wharton's,”
answered Da Costa, “I as much as any
of the others, Captain Marker, You
are not wanted here—you are warned Lo
go, and keep clear of Greyfriars. Do
you understand, you rascal? We are
going to give you o lesson.”

“Fire!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

Whiz, whiz, whiz! Crash!

There was & startled yell from the
hotseman as the fusillade started from
above. His hat flew off, whirled from
his head by a whizzing lump of turf.
The horse, as startlecF as the rider,
made a sudden bound, and there was a
bump as Captain Marker sprawled in
the grassy bridle-path.

“Goal !” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Captain Markor sprawled in the grass
for soine moments, his dark face con-
vulsed with fury, 'The startled horse

gulloped on down the path and van-

ished from sight in the wood. The
captain staggered to lhis feet, pripped
his riding-whip, and started clambering
up the steep bank, with the evident in-
tention of getting to close guarters and
taking summary vengeance on the
raggers. With gleaming cyes and grit-
ting tecth, the man from India came
clambering furiously up.

“Goit!" roarcd Johnny Bull,

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

From the top of the steep bank,
missiles  fairly rained on the clam-
bering  man. Half-way  up. the

captnin discovered that the bank was
too steap for climbing. Pelted merci-
lessly from above, he spat out savage
words, unable to advance farther. A
lump of chalk scored a hit on his chin,
and he lost lis hold and rolled help-
lessly down the steep slope to the grassy
path at the bottom.

“This way, old bean!" roared DBob
Chorry.  “Come up again, old top!
Let's soe vou do that again!"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Captain Marker scrambled to his feet
again. He brandished his riding-whip
furiously at the grinning faces above;
but he did not attempt to negotiate the
bank a second time. With lumps of
chalk still raining on him, le started

““Fire ! ** shouted Bob Cherry.
Whiz, whiz, whiz! Crash!
There was a startled yell from
Captain Marker as the [usillade
started from above. A whizzing
lump of furf caught him in the
eye, and his horse, as startled as
the rider, made a sudden bound,
(See Chapter 2.)

ath in the direction the run-
away steed had taken, catching up his
hat as ho went. A roar of laughter
from the Removites followed him.

“Here endeth the first lesson
chuckled Bob Cherry. “I shouldn't
wonder if he has had cnough of Cirey-
friars now."”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The captain vanished from sight in
the wood. Whether he succeeded in re-
capturing the runaway horse or not, the
juniors did not know—but asz the
startled animal had been going at a
gallop, it was not likely. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. resumed their ramble through
the woods towards Redclyffe, quite satis-
fied with the result of their unexpected
encounter with Captain Marker,

along the

1

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Borrowed Plumes !

6 AN me ! ejucnlated Skinner -of
§ the Remove.
“Ilelp |” gasped Snoop.
Poter Todd put his hand
before his eves, as if dazzled by the
glorious vision that had burst suddenly
upon him.

It was a vision of William Ceorga
Bunter in all his glory!

William George Bunter had many
failings and drawbacks; but a tendency
to dandyism was not included among
them. There wero well-dressed fellows
in the Greyfriars Remove—Lord Maule-
vorer was rather o dandy, Harry Whar.
ton was always carcfully clad, the
Bounder was rather dressy. Buk
William George Bunter, so far from
being a dandy, had often been reproved
by his Form master, Mr. Quelch: for
slovenliness. Bunter had been known
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to be sent out of the Remove Form-
room to put on a clean collair—even {o
wash his hands! Bunter generally had
baggy knees to his trousers, stickiness
on his waisteoat, and shining elbows to
his jacket.

According to the Owl, the Bunters
were landed people; and according to
Skinner, Bunter had brought all the
family land to Greyfriars with him,
under his finger-nails and round his
‘neck., It was on record that Bunter
had once been given a foreible bath in
the Remove dormitory; and it was
rmnoured that on that occasion, all
sorts of things had been discovered,
such as garments that Bunter had worn
in earlier years, and had lost and for-
gotteén,

Thai was no doubt an exaggeration.
But it was certain that the Owl of the
Remove had reduced ablutions to a
minimum; and that a detective’s eye
was not needed to trace on Bunter's fat
countenance what he had had for his
last meal,

Henee the amazement of the Remov-
ites who saw Bunter issue forth from
fhe House into the sunny guadrangle,
dressed to kill,

It was an absolutely new Bunter—
almost unrecognisable but for his un-
mistakable and forgetable ecircumfer-
ence. There was not much of Bunter
measured by the yard; but he was
double-width.

The Removites gazed at him. Bunter
was newly swept and garnished—his fat
face was spotlessly clean; the kecnest
eye at Scotland Yard could not have
detected what Bunter had had for
dinner. His trousers were well-cut and
pressed—extremely tight, it is true,
looking as if they had been made for
a much slimmer fellow; but very hand-
some trousers. Iis waistcoat fitted as
tight as the skin of a drum; but it was
a beautiful waistcoat. His jacket was
rather grubby—but it was carefully
brushed, and had no crumbs or sticki-
ness on it. His nocktie was a bright
new one; his collar spotless; his shoes
delightful to behold; his silk hat re-
flected in the sunshine like a mirror,
and did not look in the least like a
bushy, as Bunter’s topper generally did.
On one of his fat fingers was a ring,
with a gleaming ruby in it.

“My only hat!"” said Peter Todd, in

a hushed voice. “What's come over
Bunter ?”

“Somebody else’s silk hat!” said
Skinner,

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“He's washed !” said Ogilvy.

“He's got a clean collar!” said Bol-
8OVEr major.

“His knees don’t bag|” said Wibley.

“Fan me!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter bestowed a lofty and dis-
dainful blink on the grinning juniors,

“I say, vou fellows—"

“What does it mean?” demanded
Peter Todd. *“Have you been asked
to take a walk with the Head 7"

“QOh, really, Toddy——"

“Where did you get that clobber?”
roared Skinner, “Whose hat?”

“Whose necktie?” howled Snoop.
“Why, I know whose it is! 'That's
Nugent's best necktie!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"
“And Da Costa’s ring,” yelled
Ogilvy. "I remember secing that

Indian chap sporting a ring when he
first came here. He chucked it after-

wards."”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Da Costa lent it to mel” said

Bunter hastily.
Tue MaeNET Lisrary.—No. 1,066,

“PDoes he know!?” inquired Skinner.

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

“Whose topper!” asked Bolsover
major, jerking the silk hat suddenly
from Bunter’'s head.

“Ow! Beast! Give me my hat!”
yelled Bunter, .

“Wharton’s hat!” roared Bolsover
major. “Wha.r,t,on’a Sunday hat!”

i

a, ha, |
“'Pain’t!” yelled Bunter. “It's my

own best hat! Give it to me, you
beast 1
“There’'s Wharton's name in it!"”

howled Bolsover.

“0Oh! I—I mean, Wharton lent me
that hat 1"

“Who lent you the trousers?”
shricked Skinner.

“They're not Johnny Bull's best
trousers, if that’s what wyou think,
Skinner,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Whose waisteoat?” yelled Snoop.

“1 believe I've seen that waistcoat on
Bob Cherry on state occasions.”

“Nothing of the kind! Desides, I
suppose & pal of mine can lend me a
waistcoat if he likes.”

“Won't he be surprised to hear that
he lent it to you, when he gets it back
sticky 7’ asked Peter Todd.

“Deast 1”

“That's Inky’s cane he's got under his
arm " roared Russell.

“Inky lent me this cane!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He's got his own jacket on,”
chuckled Skinner. “He couldn’t get
any other fellow’s on—that's the reason.
Bet you ten-toone in doughnuts that
that waistcoat is split up the back and

pinned !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter pgrabbed Wharton's
Sunday hat from Bolsover major,

jammed it on his well-oiled head, and
rolled onward, The juniors followed
him. It was quite o procession down
to the gates,

Something of an unusual nature,
ovidently, was on—to cause Bunter to
burst out into splendour like this.
Certainly, his own wardrobe wounld
never have supplied all this magnifi-
cenee.
Bunter now, in all his glory, they would
have known why he was so anxious for
them to spend that half-holiday out of
gates. Had the chums of the Remove
been about the House, certainly William
George Bunter would not have been
able to walk off in peace in his bor-
rowed plumes.

“1 say, you fellows, don't play the
goat!” exclaimed Bunter peevishly.
“Haven't you ever seen a cﬁsp well-
dressed before?”

*“Not you [” grinned Skinner.

“Ha, ha, hall

“But what's the game, DBunter?”
asked Peter Todd. “Where are you
going in that style?”

& Iiﬁm'd out!” retorted Bunter.

“Let's go with him,” suggested
Skinner.

Bunter looked alarmed,.

“1 say, you fellows, I don't want you
butting in at the bunshop! You jolly
well keep your distance !”

“The bunshop !” repeated Peter Todd.
“Is all this gorgeous magnilicence for
the hunshOP?”

“Certainly not! The fact is, I'm
going for a—a ramble in the woods,”
said Bunter. “Nice day for a walk,

you know. Mind your own business,
anyhow! Look here! Sheer off, you
beasts ¥

Some of the juniors sheered off,
laughing, as Bunter reached the gates,
But S8kinner & Co. stuck to Bunter.
They were very curious to know what

Had the Famous Five beheld |

all  this unaccustomed gorgeousness
might mean. Bunter stopped in the old
gateway, and glared at them.

“Buzz off, you rotters!”

“Can’t we take a walk if we like?”
grinned Skinner.

“ Beast !”

Bunter rolled out of the gateway,
and started up the road towards Court-
field. Perhaps he hoped that Skinner
& Co. would tire of their entertainment,
and leave him to himself. But Skinner
and Snoop and Bolsover major followed
on, They were loafing about that half-
holiday with nething to do, and they
found Bunter an entertaining diversion.
And they were guite curious to know
what it all meant. Bunter rolled as
rapidly as his weight would allow to-
wards Courtfield, and the three grin-
ning juniors walked behind.  Bunter
accelernted, and Skinner & Co. acceler-
ated. The fat junior blinked round at
them in great exasperation.

“You beasts, sheer off I he roared.
“I'm not taking you with me to the

bunshop ! Besides, I'm not going to the
bunshop [”
“Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter rolled on again. He
broke into a run, and Skinner & Co.
trotted behind. Bunter was puffing and
blowing as he came out on the path
across Courtfield Commen, which was
# short cut into the town, Three grin-
ning young rascals trotted behind.
Bunter, in the desperate hope of shak-
inE them off, put on a spurt.

“rash !

Bump !
“QOh, gad!"
“Yarooooh !”

A man in riding-clothes, with a whip
under his arm, had emerged from &
ath through the trees into the path
unter was following—just in time to
meet Bunter.

Really, Bunter was hardly to blame
for the collision,

But it was a serious collision.

Bunter was going at full speed. And
Bunter's charge, with Bunter’s weight
behind it, was something like that of a
battering-ram.

The man in riding-clothes went spin-
ning, and rolled over. Bunter sat down
with a heavy concussion, his silk hat
spinning in one direction, his nobby
cane in another. Quile winded by the
collision, the Owl of the Remove sat and
spluttered. Not so the man he had
oored, That gentleman leaped up, his
dark face convulsed with rage, and
gripped his riding-whip _savagely.
Skinnev & Co., as they noted the whip
and the savage look on the face of the
man who held it, decided at once that
the spot was not a healthy one for
them, and they departed at great speed.

Skinner & Co. vanished into the
horizon, leaving William Gecrga
Bunter to jt. And the look that the

man in riding-clothes fixed on the fat

junior indicated that Billy Bunter was
booked for the time of his life.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.,
Whose Hat?

2 ROOOGH !
“You clumsy young fool I”
“Qooch I
"*You young rascal 1”
* Gr-r-r-rer I
Bunter spluttered breathlessly.
dark-complexioned man in  riding-
clothes came towards him, his cyes
glittering under his dark brows. Cap-
tain Marker was not a good-tempered
man at the best of times, and on this

The
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sunny summer's ofternoon he was par-
sticularly bad-tempered. His experience
at the %ands of Harry Wharton & Co.
in Redclyffe Woods might havo an-
noyed even a good-humoured man.
And since then the captain had been
in chase of his runaway horse. 'That
steed—perhaps having had a little too
much of the whip while the captain
was in the saddle—showed a strong
disinelination to let Marker get into the
saddle again,

By bridge-path and footpath the
captain ha.c% followed him, coaxing and
threatoning in turns, sometimes stealing
cautiously towards the horse, some-
times making sudden rushes, and cvery
time the wary steed dodged and
scudded off, leaving the captain afoot
and infuriated. On the open stretches
of Courtfield Common the runaway had
led the captain up and down and round
about, still keeping at a safe distance,
till Erie Marker gave it up at last in
despair.

Had the captain succeeded in recap.
turing the steed, certainly the animal
would have suffered soverely at his
hands, But he had not succeeded, and
the runaway was grazing peacefully at
2 distance, with one wary eye open for
the discomfited rider.

Captain Marker, seething with rage,
tramped across the cominon towards
the road, with the intention of walking
into Courtfield and getting a taxicab
there. And then had happencd his
sudden meeting with Williamm George
Bunter of the Greyfriars Remaove. It
was no wonder that the eaptain's face
was black and savage as he approached
Bunter, whip in hand. What he could
not give to Harry Wharton & Co., and
what ho could not give to the exasperat-
ing runaway, he could bestow on this
fat fool who had run into him and
knocked him over. And that was Cap-
tain Marker's intention. There was
solaco in the thought of Bunter yelling
under the whip to the amiable captain.

But that thought, which was so
solacing to the gentleman from India,
had no attractions whatever for DBilly
Bunter.

He sat and gasped, feeling as if he
could not have moved st that moment
to save his life, But as he caught the
expression on Marker's face, he found
that be could move, and quite quickly.

Before the onra%‘ed captain was at
close quarters, Bil Bunter made a
sudden bound, and just escaped the
cut of the whip as he bounded.

“QOw !” gasped Bunter.

“¥ou young raseal !” hissed the cap-

tain. “You clumsy young idiot! I—
I'l—T'Il tan your hide, you young
scoundrel 1™

“ Whooop !

Bunter bounded again. It was really
a wonderful bound, considering the
weight that Bunter had to lift.

Again ho just escaped the lash,

He plunged headlong into furze and
hawthorns, forgetful of the silk hat and
cane on the path—forgetful of every-
thing but his wild desire to escape that
lashing whip and the furious man who
wielded it.

Fear is said to lend wings. It scemed
to lend Bunter not merely wings, but
planes. He fairly flew.

“8top [ yelled the captain.

“Ow! Oh! Oocooh!”

Captain Marker, rushing in clase,
fortunately caught his foot in a trailing
root in hiz haste and went sprawling
headlong. Among the hawthorns was a
liberal growth of nettles and thistles,
and the captain found them as he fell.
The discovery did not please him; the
remarks that streamed from his lips
almost turned the atmosphere blue. He

scrambled up again, more infuriated
than cver.

But Bunter had gained a minute—of
which he had not lost a second. He
burst through the hawthorns into the
open common and ran for his life.
Fellows in the Remove. supposed that
Bunter could not have run with a man-
cating tiger behind him. He had too
much to carry. DBut Buuter could run
on occasion, as he demoustrated now.
Any fellow witnessing his performance
at this moment would have adimitted
that Bunter had a good chance for the
school mile if he kept up tho same
form. His fat little legs fairly twinkled
as he flew.

Captain Marker, bursting savagely
through the hawthorns in pursuit, found
Bunter fading into the horizon across
the wide common.

He made a few strides in pursuit, but
slackened down and sto pedl:’ His long
chase of the runaway L,orse had tired
the captain, who was never in very
good condition, anyway. Bunter had a
good start, and was going strong, and
the captain gave it up. He brandished
the riding-whip after Bunfer, and
hurled after him some verbal expres-
sions that he had doubtless learned in
India, of an expressivencss in accord
with the sultriness of the climate. Then
he tramped savagely back to the path,
leaving the Owl of the IRRemove to his
own devices,

On the path lay tho cane and the silk
hat that Bunter had dropped when he
collided with the captain.

Marker picked up the cane and
twirled it in the air and sent it spin-
ning to a pgreat distance, where it
dropped into deep grass and vanished.
It was unlikely that Hurree Jamsot
Ram Bingh would ever see that nobby
cane again, Then he picked up the
silk hat, with the intention of knoek-
ing in the erown, and then sending it
after the cane. And then he paused
suddenly, and stood staring into the hat
with a stare of astonishment and
dismay.

“H. WHARTON.”

That name, stamped on the lining of
the hat, stared him in the face, and it
seemed to petrify the captuain,

“Great gad !” he ejaculated.

Ho stared at it blankly.

It was Harry Wharton’s hat—that was
a certainty. The¢ hat belonged to the
captain of the Remove, the Greyfriars
junior whese ruin the schemer had
plotted—the junior he did not know by
sight, but whom he was watching for,
plotting against, in spite of the utter
failure of all his scheming so far. To
get to know Wharton by sight was the
first step in his campaign; then, accord-
ing to his judgment of the junior, he
would know how to proceed. Now he
had seen him—at least, he held the
junior's hat in his hand, and obviously
the fellow who had been wearing
Wharton's hat was Wharton. That was
80 obyious that it did not occur to the
captain for a moment that the facts
were otherwise.

“So that was Wharton !” the eaptain
muttered at last. “If I had only
known—"

He gritted his teeth.

If he had known that that fat junior
was Wharton, there and then had
occurred his opportunity te becomo
acquainted with him, to talk to him
and “size him wup?”; to ascertain
whether he was a fellow to listen to
evil counsels, to follow an evil example
and pave the way to his own ruin. If
he had only known !

But, of course, he could not have
known. He had no knowledge of what
Harry Wharton was like, but he had

pictured him in his mind as a fellow
guite different from that fat fellow in
glassos, Ono of the juniors who had
pelted him in Redelyffe Woods might
have fitted his mentnf icture of Harry
Wharton. On his looks, he certainly
would mnever have guessed that fat
fellow to be Colotiel Wharton's nephew.

He tramped through the hawthorns
again, and stared across the common.
But the fat junior was out of sight now
beyond some grassy fold of the wide
common, It was too late. The cap-
tain’s evil, vicious temper had been his
Ilh(luulF. as it had Dbeen his undoing
more than once before; his opportunity
was gone. Ilad he taken ihat acci-
dental collision good-lumourcdly, as a
good-tempered man would have done,
he might alveady have been on frivndly
terms with the junior, succeeding,
perhaps,” in eradicating from his mind
the impression that Da Costa had im-
planted there. Now he had impressed
the boy as a savage-tempered, vicious,
cruel man—a man to be very carcfully
avoided.

He gritted his toeth again,

“Hang him! Anyhow, I know him
now! 1 should recognise him any-
where!” he muttered.  “That's somc.
thing! I cannot go to the school now
that. that raseal Da Costa has turncd
against me ! It might have taken me a
long time even to get to know the hoy
by sight, and until T know him nothing
can be done or even attempted! After
all, T have gained something !”

Bang !

Wharton's best hat erumpled up
under a savage blow from a clenched
fist. and the captain tossed the wreck
of it into the bushes. Then he tramped
away towards Courtfield, with a black
and moody brow.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
What’s in & Name ¢

& H dear!”
0 Billy Bunter gasped.

He had run and run till his
little fat legs were incapable of
further exertion. Ewven had the angry
gentleman from India been close at
hand, with riding-whip upraised, Bunicr
could not hiave taken another step. He
had come out of the common, upon the
road to Courtfield, about half a mile
from the town, and he sank down—or,
rather, collapsed—upon one of the long
wooden Lenches which a  thoughtful
rural district council had placed at
intervals along the road. Never had a
seat  been so welcome to William
George DBunter. That hard, wooden

boneh was as welcome as a bed of
r0s0s.
“Ow! Wow! Oh dear! DBeast!”
Bunter was quite winded. Perspira-

tion poured in glistening streams down
his fat face. o was moist and sticky
all over. And he was no longer in the
gorgeous state in which he had walked
out of Creviriars that afterncon.
“Wharton's hat was gone. Inky's cane

was gone. Nugent's collar had jerked
loose from its stud. Nugent's best
necktie hung loose from oune end.

Johnny Bull's best trousers were thiclk
with :dust and seratched by thorns. Bob
Cherry's waisteoat, alvcady slit up the
back to enable it to go round Bunter,
had finished slitting up to the neck.
Bunter’s wild exertions Lad told
severely upon his borrowed plumes, and
he was in & dusty, dishevelled,* and
draggled state, as slovenly to look at ax
if he had kept to his own wardrobe.
Tue MagyeT Lineary.—No. 1,066,



8 OUR MOTTO: CLEAN, WHOLESOME LITERATURE!

Y Ow!? groaned Dunter. “Beast!
Wow ! Oh dear|”

Ile was vid of Skinner & Co. if that
snattered, But in his present dishevelled
state, and without even a hat, it was
impossible to carry out the plan for
which he had sallied forth zo gloriously
from Grevfiriars. Ho was not in a state
ta present himself ot the buushc% in
Courtfield. The yvoung lady. at the bun-
shop, though no doubt much impressed
by Bunter's good looks, wounld hardly
have bestowed n second glance on him
in his present dismantled condition.

Luck had been against William
George Bunter.

That afterncon lie had gone forth to
conquer. More than once, when he had
dropped in at the bunshop in Court-
iield, he had noticed—he could not help
noticing—that the golden-haircd young
lady who handed out tea and cakes had
glaneed at him and smiled.

There was no false modesty about
Bunter. That he was a handsome,
fascinating sort of feliow, he knew; he
had only to blink into the glass to be
reassurcd about that had he doubted it.

That his fascinating looks had made
a deep impression on the bunshop girl
was equally certain. If not, why had
she always glanced at him and smiled?

That it was his cireumference that did
it,” Bunter did not suspect . for one
moment,

Full of the belief that he had made a
conquest, the Owl of the Remove had
sallied forth that day, clad in his best—
or rather, in several other fellows’ best
—to fascinate the young lady at the bun-

shop.

Whether he would have succeeded was
perhaps doubtful. DBut there was no
doubt about it now. Even Bunter had
to admit that, at the present moment,
he did not look faseinating.

He locked—as he felt—a wreck !

It was the fault of those beasts,
Skinner and Co. Had he not been
dodging them, he would not have run
into that ugly, black-jowled bounder
who had wanted to piteh into him. He
was lucky to have escaped from that
savage-tempered brute: but his plans
for the afternoon were completely
knocked on the head.

Bunter sat and gasped for breath, in
a dismal, pessimistic mood. His only
comfort was that he still had in his
pocket a ten-shilling note that he had
borrowed from Lord Mauleverer, and
which he had intended to expend at the
bun-shop. It still remained to be
axpended: and ten shillings worth of
tick would be a comfort.

Bunter leaned back on the bench and
rested. He heard, without heeding, the
footsteps of a pedestrian on the road.

But a sudden ecjaculation made him
leok up.

He jumped.

“Oh, dear! Here, you keocp off I” he
pusped. : .

Captain Marker stpred at him, in
happy surprise, Striding along the

road towards Courtficld, he had neticed
the dusty figure sprawling on the way-
pide seat, nnd as he came nearer he
recognised the fat junior whose hat he
had smashed and left in the bushes. His
davk, angry face brightencd at this
unexpeeted stroke of Inek.

Ho stopped directly in front of
Bunter, who blinked at him through his
big spectacles in sheer terror.

Tscape was impossible,

He was within reach of the captain’s
grasp if he stirred: and he could only
sit and blink at the man, like a fat
rabbit faseinated by a snake.

But to his amazement and relicf,
there was no anger in the dark face of
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the stranger mneow: mno threatening
motion of the riding-whip.

The man was smiling!

“Bo we've met again, my dear boy,”
said the captain genially.

Bunter could not believe his ears.

“Th! What? Yes,” he stammered.

“Tm glad of it! I'm afraid T was a
little put out when you erashed into me
a little while ago,” smid Caplain
Marker. “I apologise.”

“Oh ! gasped Bunter.

He could not understand this change
of temper in the least. Buoi he could
understand that he was no longer in
danger of u tervific thrashing.

“The fact is, you rather winded me,”
said the captain smiling, “and perhaps
we get a little short of temper in
India: a hot climate, you know. I hope
I did not alarm you, my dear lad.”

“Oh! No! Not at all!” articulated
Bunter.

“You have lost your hat,” went on
the captain. “I hope you will allow me
to replace it. There are some good shops
in Courtfield, I believe, and 1 shall
insist upon your allowing me to buy
you a new hat.”

“Oh !” gasped Bunter,

He almost wondered whetlier he had
fallen aslecp on that wayside seat, and
was dreaming this.

Otherwise, the thing was really un-
accountable.

On bun-shop girls and the [air sex
generally, Bunter was accustomed to
excrecising fascination—at least, he firmly
believed so. But his good looks, his
distinguished appearance, his air of
natural nobility, and his other attrac-
tions, would hardly have had any such
effect on this stranger as they had—or
he believed they had—on bun-shop
girls. Bo there was really no account-
ing for the genial cordiality on the part
of 2 man he did not know, and whom
he had taken for an exceedingly ill-
tempered beast. DBunter could only
blink at the gentleman from India in
astonishment.

Captain Marker took a scat on the
bench beside him.

“A little fatigued, what®” lhe asked
with a smile.

“Eh! Oh! Yes!”

“1 shall never forgive mysclf for
having lost my temper,” said the cap-
tain. “Had I known who vou were, of
course, I should have been only too glad
to mect you—even in the rather informal
manner in which we met—ha, ha |*

(‘Oh I’?

Apparently this dark-complexioned
gontleman knew Bunter! That was odd
enough, as Bunter did not know him.

“I am glad of this opportunity of
offering my apologies, and of shaking
my old friend’s nephew by the hand,”
said the captain.

Bunter could only blink. This seomed
to imply that the man knew one of his
uneles.

“Perhaps you guess who I
Wharton,” added the captain.

Bunter jumped.

The fellow's conduct had alveady been
inexplicable. Now he called Bunter by
another fellow's name. The only explan-
ation was that he was a little out of his
mind., DBunter cast a longing blink
round, DBut there was no escape—e
folt that if he moved, the man beside
him on the seat would cluteh him.
Bunter could only hope that he would
continue calin. If he was a lunatic, he
secemed a good-tempered and peaceable
one, at the present moment.

am,

“You arc surprised ?” asked the cap-
tain.

“7h! Yes! No!”

“¥You did not think I knew your

name I

“Oh! Nunno!”

“Your resemblance to my old friend
and comrade in arms, Colonel Wharton,
naturally struck me at once,” said the
captain.

“0h, crumbs!”

.~ “And, in point of faet, I saw the name
in the hat you left behind,” said Captain
Marker,

“Oh 1"

“Had I guessed that I should micef
You again this afternoon, I should ce-
tainly have brought the hat along with
me,” said the captain. “I regret, very
much, now, that I did not do so.”

Buitter grinned.

The man was not & lunatie, after all.
He was some fellow who kuew Harry
Wharlon’s uncle, and supposed that
Bunter was Wharton, because of the
name in the hat. The explanation was
simple enough.

From the hottom of his heart, Billy
Bunter thanked his lucky stars that he
had Lorrowed Wharton's hat that after-
noon, and that it was a rulo in the
Lower School at Greyfriars for all
juniors fo have their names in their
hats. But for that—Bunter ceased to
grin as he reflected what would have
happened, but for that: what wonld
hapnen now, as he realised, if this fellow
discovered his mistake?

This  black-jowled, scowling brate
wanted to Dbe friendly to Colonel
Wharton’s nephew—but had he known
that he was dealing with quite another
person, there was not the slightest doubt
that his geniality would have vanished
on the spot, and the riding-whip wonld
have come actively into play. Bunter
was fairly in the jaws of the tiger, so
to speak: and only the captain’s mistake
as to his identity saved him.

Naturally, Bunter did not think of
sotting the captain’s mistake right, He
did not want the fellow to lay the riding-
whip round him, instead of grinning at
him in this friendly manner.

Captain Marker was watching the fat
face intently, with sidelong glances, He
was a litile puzzled by the changing
expressions on Bunter’s face. But he
thought he guessed the cause.

“I am afraid, Wharton, that you have
been led into holding a somewhat poor
opinion of me,” he said. *“1I feay that
you have been deceived and deluded by
# young rascal whom I befriended, aml
who has repaid my kinduess by the
grossest ingratitude. You guess, of
course, that I am Captain Marker.”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

He had not guessed anything of the
kind. He turned his big glasses on the
captain in a stare of amazement and
uneasiness. Captain Marker—the plotter
and schemer: tho man who had sent
Arthur da Costa to Greyfriars—the man
who, as Bunter knew only too well, had
schemed to cause Wharton to be expelled
from school, This was the man! Bunter
made a sudden movemont to vise from
the seat: and the captain—no doubt on
this watch for such a movement—caught
him by the arm.

“Don’t go, my dear boy !” he said.

“I—T've got to get hack to the
school I stammered Bunter. He was
afraid of the man, and his looks left no
doubt on that subject.

Dut the grip on his arm was like
ihat of a vice. The captain was still
pleasant and smiling: but he evidently
did not intend to let the junior go.

“Yon will give me a chance of seiting
myself right in your eyes, I am sure,”
sald the captain,

44 I_.I_F,

4“1 fear that that treacherous boy Da
Costa has represented me to you as your
enemy, Harry., I will prove that it is
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In the desperate hope of shaking off
Skinner & Co., Bunter put on a spurt.
Crash! Bump! ““Oh gad!* * Yar-
ooooh {*> A man in riding elothes,
with a whip under his arm, had emerged
from a path through the trees, into the
path Bunter was following—just in time
to meet the fat Removite. (See Chapter 3.)

false. You will give me a hearing, I
am sure,”

“Yes!” gasped Bunter.

With a vice-like grip on his arm,
Bunter had little choice in the mntter.
He sank back on the seat aguin; and
the captain released his arm.  But lus
oye was still upon him, as watchful as a
Itawk's. And Bunter, as he resigned
himself to listening to the explanation
that the captain believed he was pouring
into Harry Wharton's ecars, could only
hope that FErie Marker would not cis-
cover that he was not Harry Wharton,
While the eaptain watched Bunter,
Bunter watched the riding-whip.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Under False Colours !

r ARRY—  You don't mind
my calling you Harry——"

“Not at all!" stammered
Bunter.

e did not mind, a3 a matter of fact,
whether the captain called him Harry,
or Hubert, or Hildebrand, or anything
clse, 5o long as he did not discover that
he had, so to speak, tho wrong pig by
the car. That was the important point,
from Bunter's angle of view.

“Well, Harry, you nuist hear my ex-
planation,” said the ecaptain. “Pro-
Dbably you had never heard of me t1ll
you met that young rascal Da Costa;
but we are, as a matter of fack, dis-
tantly related, both of us being connce-
tions of the late Mr. Cortolvin, of
Caleutta.™

 Are wo?" gasped Bunter.

“11as not vour uncle told you so?"

® Nunno!”

“But you have seen your nnele since
Da Costa came to Greyfriars?” ex-
claimed the captain,

"Oh! Yes!”

“Has he told you nothing about Mr,
Cortolvin "

“Not a word!”

Bunter's uncle certainly would have
found it diffiealt to tell him anything
about a Caleutta gentleman of whom he
had never heard!

But the captain, of comrse, was think-
ing of Colanel Wharton, and he was a
little perplexed.

He could only conclude ihat Colonel
Wharton had not considered it advisable
to tell his nephew of the terms of Mr.
Cortolvin's will. Yei that was not in
accord with what Da Costa had said;
he had had the impression from tho
Furasian that IHarry Wharton knew the
whole story.

IIe watched Buntber’s face with almost
fierce inteninéss.

“You may be frank with me, Harry,"
he said in his softest voice. *1 repeat
that we are relations, and I am your
friend. You bhelieve me?”

“0Oh! Yes!”

“The boy Da Costa is a young
rascal I said the captain. “1 found
him at a school in Lucknow, poor and
despised; and as he scomed to be o
clever lad I resolved to give him a
chance at a publie school in England.
But I fear that his nature is ineurably
treacherous. From what I hear, he has
ingratiated himself with your wunecle,
Colonel Wharton, by telling him un-
truths ahont me and prejudicing your
uncle against me, I hope, my dear lad,

that you will be on your guard agaiust
this wretched Lalf-caste.”

“0Oh 1" gasped Bunter. “Yest"”

“1 shall see that ho leaves Greyfriaty
at the end of the term,” said the cap
tain, * Are you friends with him now,
Ilarry?”

“Eh? Oh, ves!"

“Did he give you thae vings”

“That—that ring!” Bunter had for-
gotten the Euvrasian's ruby that glittered
on his finger. “Eh? OL! ¥es! Ile—
he lent it to me! I—I was going some-
where speeial this afternoon. and Ida

Costa lent me his ring, you know., Wu
—we're great friends; he'd lend me
anything.”

“He has told me 1that yon are
friends,” said the captain. I wa-

sorry to hear it; he is no friend for you,
Harry, I hope you will tuke my advier
and be on your guard against the youny
rascal.”

“Oht Certainly "

“And T hape you will Iearn to tri=l
me, and rogard me as your Lest friend.”
said the caplain,

“Cerlainly!” gasped Bunter.  Tlis cnes
now wns fo agree with everything the
captain might say—until Le could geu
away from tlat friendly gentloman.

The captain watched him doubtingly.

If he conld win the junior’s confidence
his task waes half done. And in the fa
and fatuous face lie could read Bunter's
clharacter fairly clearly—a character thal.
made his task casior than he could pos
sibly have hoped. Tatwous obipsenese
was the distinguishing characteristic of
William George Bunter—ii leaped to tho
cye, 50 to speak, An obiuse, conceited,

Tue Maoser Linrary.—No. 1,006,
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sclf-indulgent sort of fellow. That was
the captain’s opinion of Bunter—or
Wharton, as he supposed him to be.
That was not the kind of fcllow Captain
Marker had expected Colonel Wharton's
nephew to be, but undoubtedly it was
the kind of fellow he wauted him to be!

“You may need a friend,” said the
captain slowly. *8choolboys are eoften
in little difficulties that they do not care
to confide to parents or guardians. I
remember that from my own school-
days.

“Oh, yes, rather!” agrecd Dunter,

“Jometimes money runs out,” said
the captain, with & smile; “and a letter
home does not always produce the de-
sired result—what?"

“What-ho!” said Bunter, with deep
feeling. He had been there, as it were,
many timoes.

The captain breathed hard. Was this
fat bird going to fall into the snare as
easily as all this?

“My dear Harry, if you should ever
be in any such little difficulty, remem-
ber you gavc 8 friend in me,” he said.

“Oh!"” said Bunter.

_ He blinked at tho captain with a new
interest,

“I have no doubt that Da Costa has
told you that I am a necedy man, and
ithat grudge you your sj:mru of old
Mr. Cortolvin's fortune,” said the cap-
tain, “The fact is, Harry, I am already
rich, and the legacy fromi Mr. Cortolvin
makes me richer than I have any nced
to be.”

‘iOh !”

“You will not receive your legacy
nntil you are of age, of course, I have
already reccived mine,” said the cap-
{ain, "“You will be a rich man sonic
day, Harry. And no doubt you would
like some of the wealth in hand, rather
than in the bush—what?"”

“What-ho!" said Bunter.

“Then yon may look on me as your
banker,” said the eaptain. “You may,
if you like, repay any little sums later,
when your legney is paid over. That
will put yon upon an entirely in-
dependent footing.”

“Oh! gasped Bunter,

The greed in his fat face was nof to
Lie mistaken., Captain Marker smiled—
i very unpleasant smile.

“Come, comel” he said, “I dare
wager that you are short of pockot-
money at the present moment.”

“I'm down to my last ten bob,” said
Bunter, “and I had to borrow that of
Manly, T've writien home, hut there's
uothing doing.”

“Then you must let me stond your
friend.”

Captain Marker took out a little noto-
case and counted from it five pound
notes. PBunter could searcoly beliove his
eyes, He could searcely believe his fat
tingors when they closed on the little
bunch of curreney notes that the cap-
tain pressed inte his hand.

“Oh!” he gasped. “I—I—T say: i

“Say nothing, my dear lad!” said the
captain pleasantly. “QOnly rewmeiber
that I am vour friend, and desive to
prove it. Now, shall we walk into
Zfourtheld and buy that hat? Yon do
not want to return to scheol without
wne.”

Bunter jumped up with alacrity.

Captain Marker’s company was no
longer alarming or obnoxious. DBunter
s bcgmning quiie to like him.

“Let's!” he exclaimed,

“ And anything else you may want,”
waid the ecaptain, with a genial grin.
“What about & round of shopping?”

Bunter’s cyes danced behind his spoe-
racles. This was better than fascinating
the young lady at the bunshop!
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“] say—" he began.

“Well, my boy?”

“We migf;t drop in somewhere to tea
after we've done a bit of shopping,”
suggested Bunter.

“The very thing!” said the captain.
He took a cigarette from a case and
lighted it. “No good offering you one
of these, I suppose?”

“Yes, rather,” answered Duuter,
with emphasis,

“T mustn't let you break any of the
rules of your school while you are in
my company, Harry.”

Bunter winked, a fat wink.

“That's all right,” he answered.
“Fellows ain't supposed to smoke, but
they do a lot of things they ain’t sup-
posed to do, sometimes. 'The fact i3,
I'm rather a bit of & dog.”

" A—pn what!?"

“ A bit of a dog,” explained Bunter.
“Nothing ‘pi’ sbout me! Never
could stand pi. Give me a smoke.”

Captain Marker presented his case.
Bunter selected a cigarette, and lighted
it with a swaggering air.

The captain’s eyes gleamed.

Tt was more than he had dared to

hope. He had not had the faintest
idea that Harry Wharton was like
this!

But, he glanced round uncasily. He

did not want to let even & stranger
see him smoking in company with a
schoolboy. 1f the captain had no con-
seience, at least he had some regard
for appearances, But there was no
one in sight on the road, and Bunter
had his smoke out, As a maiter of
fact, he threw away the cigarctte before
be was half through. It was only a
peculiar kind of fatuous swank that
made Bunter smoke; he did not like
smoking, and he was aware, too, that
smoking spoiled the appetite, which was
a very serious thing from Bunler's point
of view.

He coughed, and grinned at the intent
face of tﬁc man from India.

“Ripping !" he said. “Topping ! Of
course, o man has to keep these things
dark at school! But why not kick over
the traces a bit sometimes$”

“Why net?” agreed ithe caplain.

“The fact is, I'm rather rorty at-
times,” said Bunter.

“Oh!” ejaculated the captain.

“ Awfully rorty, when I get going,”
said Bunter. “You should sce me in
the hols. sometimes. Painting Lhe town
red, you can bet!”

“1 can see we are going to be
friends,” said the ecaptain; and he
walked off {owards Courtfield with
Williami George Bunter.

For tha first time since he had
learned from Mr. Gedge that Da Costa
had thrown him over, Captain Marker
was feeling satisfied and easy in his
mind., That fat, fatuous, foolish, foot-
ling duffer was as wax in his hands,
as clay in the hands of thc potter,
Harry Wharton'’s rich legacy from the
old Caleutta nierehant depended upon
his keeping o clean record at school.
How he had kept a clean record so
far, was o puzzle to the captain. At
all evenis, he was not going to keep
it much longer.

Sueccess was in the schemer’s grasp—
lio had never dared to dream that his
task would be so easy. He hummed a
tune as he walked along beside Bunter,
All was going well—or at least, would
have been going well, had the captain’s
fatuous ecompanion been Harry Whar-
ton. And that he was not, the captain
never dreanicd of suspeeting—and it
was absolutcly certain  that William
(l}_enrrge Dunter would not enlighten
1im |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Late Hours !
ARRY WHARTON & Co.

nrrived at Greyfriars in time
for eall-over, a littlo tired, but
guile merry and bright after
their lowg ramble ihrough the woods
and lanes and over the chalky downes,
They noted that there was a genecral
smile among the Removites, as they
joined their Form in Hall; and won-
dered what was the canse. They noted
alszo that Dunter was not present—a
fact that became known to Mr. Queleh,
when the Remove master called the
roll.  Mr. Quelch rcpeated the name
of Bunter, crescendo, but there was
no answering “adsum” from the ranks
of the Remove. And Mr. Quelch
looked thunder and marked W. G.
Bunter as absent, Willism George,
apparently, was making a day of it.
After roll-call, the Famous Five of
the Remove found that they were the
centre of smiling faces when they weut
to the Remove passage. It was clear
that some joke was on, and they rather
restively inquired what the merry
dickens it was, anyhow,

“Seen Bunter?” grinned Peter Todd.
“Punter! Noj he's missed call-over,”
said Harry Wharton. “Wao haven't
happened on him out of gates. 1 fancy
he went to Courtficld.”

“If you'd seen him, you’d have heen
dazzled ! chuckled Peter.

“No cnd of a dandy!” chortled
Skinner. “Solomen in all his glory
was notl arrayed like Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“He was washed ! said Squiff.

“CGammon !” said the Famousz Five,
with one voice.

“Honest Injun! And he had on &
clean collar.”

“Draw it mild!”

“And a nobby silk hat.”

“Whose?” asked Iarry
laughing.

“ Yours.”

“Wha-a-t?¥ Wharton ceased to laugh
quite suddenly, while all the other
fellows shrieked.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bolh Clierry.

“The fat burglar! It will look more
like a busby when he brings it home.”
“ And his waistcoat!” grinned Skinner.
"bSulm-.bml y els¢’s waisteoal 7 shrieked
ob.
“Yeos, rather.”

Wharton,

“Whose?”

“Yaurs.™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled a crowd of
Removites, at sceing Rolert Cherry

redneed 1o sudden gravity.

“ And his irousers ! chuckled Skinner.
“Tm afraid you'll find them rather
Tnirst nest 1ime you want them, Bull,”

“My trouscrs!” roared Johnny DBull,

“¥our best Sunday bags, oid chap.”

“Why, the fat villain ] I—I—T'll !
Words failed Johnny Bull.

“Ie had Inky's cane, too,” yelled
Snoop.

“Phe terrific and execrable raseall”
cjnenlated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“And Da Costa's ruby ring—"

“0Oh!” exclaimed the Burasian.

“Ang’ I think it was Nugent's neck-
tie

“My necktic!"” exclaimed Frank.

“The fat villain!” roared Johnny
Bull. “That's why he was so anxious
for us to go out of gatcs this after-
noon.”

1]

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“T'Il burst him P exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

“The burstfulness will be tervific!”

“But what was the silly owl dress-
ing up for 7" asked Harry Wharton, I

think he was going to the Courtfield
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bun-shop; but there's no need to dress
up to go there.”

1 fancy I've spotted it," grinned
Skinner. “There's a beautiful young
lady at the bun-shop, with golden hair
at two-and-six a bottle. I've scen her
grin at Bunter—I know she's often
wondered where he put se much tuck,
and why he didn't burst all over the
bun-shop——"'

“Ha, ha, La!”

“That's the attraction,” said Skinner,
“Bunter thinks it wos the glad eye,
and doesn’t know that she was only
wondering how he got ont of the Zoo”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But he had bad luck,” added
Skinner sorrowfully. “We walked after
him, and he ran for it, and biffed into
a bad-tempered gent—and we left him
to it. I think Bunter's clothes will
have been damaged by the whip the
man had in his paw. We didn't stay
to see—he looked very cross, and he
might have given ns some. We were
willing to let Bunter have it.”

“Quite !” chuckled Snoop

“T daresay that's why ho hasn't come
in for call-over,” added Bkinner cheer-
ily, “That bloke looked as if he was
going to make mincemeat of poor old
Bunter. I daresay he left him for
dead.” :

“If therc's anything left of him, I'll
leave it for dead, if he's bhad my
trousers,” said Jehnny Bull ferociously.

“ And my best hat!" exclaimed Whar-
ton wrathfully.

“Your hat right enough—I saw the
name in it,” chuckled Bolsover major.
“You'll got it back with lollipops stick-
ing to it.”

‘‘Ha, ha, hal” .

Evidently the Removites were taking
Bunter's borrowed plumes as a sercam-
ing joke. DBut it did nof seem quite
so funny to the owners of the property
that Bunter had so recklessly annexed.

The Famous Five proceeded to look
for the articles in question, and found
that they were undoubtedly missing;
and Arthur da Costa’s ring was missing
from No. 1 Study. 8o there was no
doubt that what they had heard was
true; and six  juniors waited for
William George Bunter to come in,
with the intention of scalping him as
soon as he arrived.

But Bunter was slow to airive,

He had not come in when the Remove
went to prep; and after prep, Peter
Todd looked in at No. 1 Study with
a, rather serions face,

“Bunter's not come in yet,"” he said.

“Perhaps ho knows what he'll get
when he does,” remarked Wharton.

“1 can't make it out,” said Peter.
“It's only an hour now to dorm, and
Bunter will get into a frightful row if
he's out after bed-time.”

“Can’t bo at the bun-shop all this
time,” said Frank Nugent.

“Of course not; it's closed hours
ago. I say, do you fellows think some-
thing may have happened to him "

“What eould have happened ¥’

“Blessed if I know," confessed Peter.
“But it's not like Bunter to stay out
like this. I don’t catch on at all.”

When the Removites went down to
the Rag, Bunter was the general topie.
He had not come in, and others beside
Peter Todd were beginning to wonder
whether something had happened to
him. Mr, Quelch was scen to go down
to the big doorway, and peer out into
the summer evening, and walk back to
his study, with a grave and perturbed
air.  Bunter was one of the most
troublesome  fellows in BMr. Quelch’s
Form, being the laziest and maost obinse
member of the Lower Fourth, but he
was not in the habit of giving trouble

of this kind, "It was rarve indeed for the
fat Owl to cut call-over and stay out of
gates  after lock-up. Probably M.
Quelch was beginning to wonder un-
casily whether there liad beon some
accident,

The big door was open to let in the
cool air of the evening. The day had
becn hot. A group of Remove fellows
gathered there to look out for Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” execlaimed Dob
Cherry, as the sound of a distant tink-
ling bell was wafted across the quad.
“That's somebody.™

“Bunter at last!” grinned Vernon-
Smith.

“No accident, after all, anyhow,”
said Poter Todd, as a fat ligure and a
pair of large speetacles loomied up in
the summer dusk,

“No such luck!” remarked Skinner.

“Hallo, lallo, hallo! Bunter, you
fat villain——""

“Q0h, really, Cherry—"

“Where's my hat ¥ demanded Harry
Wharton. “Hand over: that topper,
you podgy pirate!"

“Hand over those trousers!” roared
Johnny Bull.

“Not in the quad!” ejaculated
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 say, you fellows—"'

“Bunter ! There was sudden silence
as My, Quelch appeared. “Dunter, you
have returned, then?"

“Yes, sir,” said Dunter.

He blinked at the Remove master.
Mr. Queleh’s stern eyes fixed on him
with n look that might have daunted
a holder youth than DBunter. But the
Owl of the Remove seemed quite un-
daunted.

“Bunter, how dare you remain out of
pates till this hour?” exclaimed tho
Remove master sternly.

“I'm sorry, sir., I couldn't help it,”
explained Bunter. “I got into the
wron tl’&H’l."

a
“T—I was afraid I might be late back

from Courtfield, sir, so I took my ticket
to Iriardale,” said Bunter. *1 had
lots of time, sir. Only a fool of a porter
pointed out the wrong train, sir, and,
being shovt-sighted, I didn't find it out
till it lrad started, and I was booked for
Lauthaimn, sie,”

“Bless my soul!”  exelaimed DM,
Queleh
“I've only just got back from

Lanthum, sir,” said Bunter. I tool
the uext train back, siv. I'm awfully
sorry "

Mr. Queleh gazed at him,

The cxplanation was a plansible one.
Bunter was cxactly the fellow to get
into the wrong train, and fo find out
his mistake after it had sturted. He
had, in fact, a genius for such things.

“Well,” said Mr. Quolch, at last.
Then he suiffed,  “DBunter, you have

heen smoking.

“Oh, sir!” gasped Bunter,

“Thero is a distinet smell of tobacco
about you, Bunter!” oexclaimed the
Remove master,

“A lot of nasty racing men got into
the carviage, sir,” said Dunter, “They
were smoking all the time, siv, though T
told them it wasn't a smokin carriage.
I was very nearly sick; sir. ffeul quite

ill mow.’
“Oh!"” said Mr., Quelch.
His glance dwelt wupon Willinm

George DBunter scarchingly and sus-
piciously. Bunter’s explanations were
prompt and plausible—perhaps a little

too prompt and a little too plausible.
Had it been Skinner or the under,
Mr. Quelch, no doubt, would have

known what to think. But it scemed
scarcely possible to suspect the fat Owl
of having gonc on a disreputable

“sprec.” — Btill, Mr. Queleh was ex-
tremely secarching in his look.
“Yery well, DBunter,” he said. at

length.  “I will refer to this matter
again later.”
“Yes, sir,” said Bunter.
Mr. Quelch returned to his study, with
(Continued on next pagc.)
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, very dubious cxpression on his face;
and William George Bunter rolled into
the Rag, grinuing, where he was inime-

diately the cynosure of all eyes.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Rorty Dog!
ILLY BUNTER blinked round at
B the Remove follows compla-
eently.

He was receiving a great deal
of attention. All the Form, for once,
were interested in Bunter. That, of
course, was exactly as it should have
been. For once, the Ow] of the Hemove

was roceiving the limelight that was
always his due,

1 say, you fellows—7" began
Bunter.

“You podgy pirate!” suid the captain
of the Remove. “We know now why
you wanted to get clear of us this after-
noon. You've been borrowing our
clobber right and left.”

“Qh, really, Wharton—""

“The right-and-leftiulness is terrific!
Where is my gold-headed cane, you
esteemed and absurd rascal ¥

“QOh, really, Inky, I suppose you don't
expect me to look after your silly walk-
iﬂF—Et]CkS?”

"Where's my waistcoat?” demanded
Bob Cherry. :

“T hope you don’t expect me to mind
your waistcoals while you're gone out of
gates, Cherry 1"

“ 7y necktie——" bhegan Nugent.

«“What about your necktie?” asked
Bunter. “If you think I would be
found dead in your necktie, you're flat-
tering yourself. I mnever wear any of
those cheap things!”

“Oh, my hat! "

“My ring!” exclaimed Da Costa.

“0h, yes! I borrowed the ring,” said
Bunter.  “Here it is. No damage done,
g0 far as I can see. If there is, T'll pay
for it.”

Arthur da Costa laughed as he took
the ring. Certainly that article had not
been damaged, whatever might have
happened to the rest of Billy Bunter’s
borrowed plumes.
those trousers—
Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

«This isn't my hat!” said Horry
Wharton,

He had jerked the silk topper away
from Bunter and looked into it. There
was no name in the hat. Tt was o brand
new silk hat, and evidently a rather
expensive one.

Bunter blinked at him indignantly.

“T should jolly woll say it wasn’t!”
he cxclaimed warmly. “That’s my best
hat. Gimme my hat, you beast!”

“Vou went out in Wharlon's Lat!"
gshouted Bolsover major.

“Oh, really, Bolsover—

«Must have lost it, and bought a new

*  roared

i1

one,”’ said Skinner, in wondor. “But
;;h?,t hat never cost less than thirty
ol

“Two guincas!” hooted Bunter.

“Where on earth did you get two
guineas to buy a new hat?” yelled half
a dozen astounded Removites,

“Oh, really, you fellows—"

“That's not my necktie,” said Nugent,
“My neektie’s gone from the box, but
that’s not it on Bunter.”

“They're not my trousers,” said
Johnny Bull, having inspected the gar-
ments in which Bunter's fat limbs wero
encased. “What have you done with
my trousers, you burglarious porpoise!”

“Oh, 1'enl]y, Bull—"

“That's not my waisteoat,”” said Bob
Cherry. “But my waistcoat’s gone, and
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t;ix_;n:,scvcn fellows say they saw Bunter
in it.

1 jolly well did,
Skinnei-. H

“And 1,
Todd.

“Oh, really, you follows!” exeluimed
Bunter. "1 hope you dau't think 1'd
borrow your old clothes.”

“ But you did1” roared Bob.

“QOh, cheese it!” said Bunter. " If
I've got anything that helongs 10 you
men, give it a name.”

The juniors stared at Bunter. With
the exception of Arthur da Costa’s ring,
his borrowed plumes were  entirely
gone. He had returned to Greyfriars
better dressed than he liad ever been
seen before; and there was a siriking
newness ahout all lis garments.  The
mystery was  absolutely inexplicable.
Apparently the Owl of the Remove had
gone out in borrowed clothes, and had
bought himself n new outhit to replace
them, The cut of the clothes, and the
quality of the material, showed that he
had gone to the school outhitter's in
Courtticld, and made his purchases
regardless of expenso. That the school
outlitter would let Bunter ran up dn
account of twenty pounds or so, with-
out written authority from a master,
was in the highest degree inprobable.
That Bunter had paid cash for the
goods was not merely improbable, but

for one,” said

for another,” said Peler

impossible.  So the mystery was very
deep.
“Where did you get all that

clobber #* asked Bob Cherry at last.

“@h, T thought 1'd drop in and get
myself a  new outfit,” said Bunter
carclessly. * Making hay while the sun
shines, you know.”

“Eh! What do you mean by that?”

“Oh! Nothing,” said Bunter hastily.
“If you think I've mwade a new friend
and let him stand mo these things
you're making a mistake, Nothing of
the kind, of course.”

“My only hat!”

“Where did you get
shricked Peter Todd.

“Qh, really, Toddy! You remember
I told you I was expecting a postal-
order,” said Bunter. TWell, it came.”

“A postal order for about twenty
poundg*”

“ Exactly 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Had it eome when you were dun-
ning Mauly for a loan this afterncon?”
chuckled Hazeldene,

“1 believe Mauleverer lent me -a
trifie,” said Bunter, with dignity. “I
don't need it, as it happens, and I want
to see Mauly to square.”

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry., “You're wanted, Mauly.”

|I‘Yaa‘s.” R

Lord Mauleverer was reclining grace-
fully in an armchair. e did not take
ihe trouble to rise; but he bestowed an
inquiring glance on tho group of
juniaors.

“Here you are, Mauly,” called out
Bunter.

“Ioh ¥

"Tho ten-bob
Mauly.”

*1 never lent you a ten-bob note, {at-
head; I tipped you one,” answered Lord
Mauleverer ealmly, “Don’t be an ass,
Bunter.”

Bunter snorted.

“I hope I'm not the fellow to accept
a tip from anybody!” he said scorn-
fully, “Here's your ten-bob note,
Mauly; much obliged for the loan,
though I don't need it.”

“Oh gad!” said Lord Mauleverer,

the tin?”

note you lent ne;

staring at the ten-shilling note as if it
fascinated hinn To was the first timo
on record that one of his lordship’s
many loans to William George Bunter
liad found its way home again.

“Well, my hat!” ejzculated Skinner.
“Bunter squaring a loan! What ase
said the age of miracles was past?”

“Oh, really, Skinnoer ?

“{What have you dono with our clob-
%crfl you fat frump ?” demanded Johnuy

ull.

“[ don't know anything about your
clobber,” answered Bunter disdainfully.
“Pon't worry me about your clieap old
things! Have a smoke?”

“What?”

Bunter drew from & pocket a hand-
some, evidently expensive, gold ecigar-
ctte-case, openod it, and presented it to
the general view. It was [ull of an ex-
pensive brand of Turkish cigarettes.
The Remove fellows gazed at it blankly.
The possession of such an article was
cnough to carn Bunter a severe caning;
but that was not all, The case must
have cost several pounds, at least; and
the smokes it contained were oxpensive,
Unless William George Bunter had
found the purse of Fortunatus during
his ramblings that afternoon, there
really was no accounting for these
wonders.

“VWhere did you get that, Dunter!”
Peter Todd almost gasped.

“Oh, a friend gave it to me!” said
Bunter carclessly. *“Any of you fel-
lows care for a smoke?”

“You footling ass!”

“(h, really, Wharton—"

“Put that thing away before a pre-
foect svcs it, you thumping chump!”
growled Johnny Bull.

“Who cares for prefects?” jeered
Bunter. “ Who cares for masters, if
you come to that? I don’t.”

* You burbling bandersnatch——"

“0h, rats!”  said Bunter. “Tll tell
you fellows what! Next half-holiday
come along to the Three Fishers with

me. That plaee uwp the river, you
know. You can have a jolly good time
there. I'll stand a car, and tho smokes,

and o whiskey-and-soda if you like.”

* A what?" yelled Bob Cherry.

* Whiskey-and-soda.”

“Ye gods!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a yell in the Rag. Billy
Bunter had evidently been kicking over
the traces, and making a fool of him-
self, and evidently it had got into his
head. But whiskey-and-soda was the
limit! The whole Rag shrieked.

Bunter gave the yelling juniors an
angry and disdainful blink.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 ean jolly well tell you I've had a
high old time!” snorted Bunter. “I've
heen round the town, I can tell you. 1
can tell you I'm rather a dog when I
get going.”

“Do you mean rather a hog?” asked
Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No, I don't!” roared Bunter. “You
fellows are a lot of pi duffers! You
don't know what life is. I'll bet you've
never been rorty, Peter.”

“Rarty!” gasped Peter.
ean't remember ever
rorty [”

“The rortiness of our esteemed selves
is not terrific!” chuckled Hurree Jomsct
Ram Singh.

Bunter sneered.

“Well, I'm the man to show youn
round the town, when you want to sce

“Nunno, I
having been
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“ Here’s your ten-bob note, Mauly,” said Bunter scornfully.
gad ! *’ said Lord Mauleverer, glancing at the note in astonishment,
What ass said the age of miracles was past 2 "'

life! T can tell you ilnt when I get
going I'm a rorty dog!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“If any of you fellows want 1o see lifo,
just give me the tip,” eaid Dunler,
“Only too glad to oblige. you know.”

f0Oh, fan me!” gasped Skinner.

“Hold me, somebody ! moaned Dob
Cherry. “0Oh, my ribs!”

"“Ha, ha, ha!”

The door of the Rag opened, and
Wingate of the Sixth looked in. It was
bed-time for the Remove. The cigar-
ettecase  disappeared into Dunter's

ocket as if by magic, It scemed that
Ee did, after all, care for prefects—
when a prefect was in the olling.

“Dorm 1"’ said Wingate laconically.

And the Remove marched off to their
dormitory, more interested than cver in
William George DBunter, Something
had happened to DBunter—ihat was
clear. He was in possession of funds—
remarkable funds! He had been play-
ing the giddy ox—that was certain, He
had been taking & considerable stride
on the way to gotting sacked from
Greyfriars—not p desivable destination,
had Bunter thought it over. But think-
ing was not in Dupter's line. Bunter's
genial propensities had hitherto been
restrained by a dearth of ecash. Now
he had plenty of cash lie was coming
out, as it were.

The Remove had fancicd that they
knew cvery kind of an idiot William
George Dunter was; bul Lie hod still

one more surprise for {hem. And
Bunter as a ‘‘rovty dog! took the
Remove by storm; and it was a

hilarious Lower Fourth that marched
off to the dormitory,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery of Billy Bunter !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
logked a little off colour the
next morning.

Possibly he had overdone
the smokes on his day out. A rorty
dog, of course, had to expoet that
“next-dayish ” sort of feeling in the
morning. But Bunter was peoved.

He ate only enough for two at break-
fust, so it wus clear that the wild cx-
citminent of a rorty dog hed uffected his
appetite.

In the Form-room that morning he
was peevish and  moody, and rather
sickly to the wview.

It was possible {hat, for a time, he
rather repented him of his rorty dog-
gishness. &

But that passed off.  After dinner
Richard was himself again, so to speak.

Meanwhile, the gencral interest of the
Form in Bunter had not decrcased. It
had grown and extended.

Dunter was in funds,

That was so raro that that circum-
stance alono would have drawn atton-
tion to the Owl of the Remove.

. He was not_merely in funds—le was
o great funds. He did not merely
ingle half-erowns in his trousers-pocket,
¢ flashed about a bright new moroceo
noteease, in which were four or five
pound notes.

Skinner and Snoop and several other
fellows becamo very civil to Bunter,
Aubrey Angel of the Fourth, noticing
Bunter change a note from a well-filled
case in the school shop, gave him a
very amiable nod and smile. Skinner &
Co. accepied sinokes from him, and

“ Much obliged for the loan, though I didn’t need it.””
“ What ! " ejaculated Skinner.
(82 Chupter 8.)

1] Db,
““ Bunter squaring a loan !

smoked them, and declared—not very
truthfully—that they enjoyed them im-
mensely, They were quite as puszzled as
the other fellows to account for Bunter’s
new-found wealth: but they were ready
to share it as long as it lasted,

Dunter—having recovered from  the
effocts of his doggishness—was in high
feather,

Of Captain Marker, and his mecting
with that designing gentleman, he said
no word. It was difficult for Williawm
George Bunter to keep a secret; but he
realised very clearly that he had to keep
this secrct. His new and amazing pro
sperity was founded upon the fact thar
Captain Marker bad taken him for
Harry Wharton. But that Marker, be
lieving him to be Wharton, was secking
to undermine his character, to lead him

into rascally ways, with destruction
marked out for him, Bunter did not
understand, and did not dream of
suspeeting.

Bunter's view was that Captain
Marker was a jolly good fellow, aa

gencrous as they make them, and that
Wharton was a fool not to have sought
out the ecaptain and made a friend of
him. With a friend like that staying in
the necighbourhood of the schoo!, o
follow could havo a good time—a rip
ping time—a glorious time; could be, iy
fact, o rorty dog.

It was sheerly from an instinct of self-
preservation, at first, that Bunter had
allowed the captain to remiain in his
mistake; but when it had dawned upon
him what & good thing it might be for
him, DBunter had been more eareful
than ever not to undeceive the man

iContinued on pape 16.)
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from India, He was feeling gquite
friendly towards Captain Marker now.
But Lo had a feeling that the captain's
generous geniality was intended only for
the nephow of Colonel Wharton, and
chat it might yvanish suddenly away if
he discovered its recipicut to be some
other person,

There was no reason, so far as Bunter
O(?Llld see, why the captain should ever
discover his mistake.

Having, as he supposed, become
acquainted with Wharton, he weuld no
longer launt the neighbourhood of the
school to get to know tha( junior by
sight, Indeed, now that he knew Whar-
ton, as he supposed, it was the eaptain's
cue to keep clear of Greyfriars. Ho
was planning to bring about the down-
fall of his rival for a fortune; but he
certainly did not want his hand to be
seen in Wharton's downlall if lLie could
help it. From Bunter he was mnever
likely to learn the facts; from any other
Greyfriars  fellow, still less likely,
Bunter was safe on all sides, or so it
seemed.

Bunter blessed the circumstances that
he had been wearing Wharton's hat that
eventful afternoon. Had the captain
seen the initials on the inside of
Bunter’s collar, he might have taken
him for Frank Nugent. But he had
not scen the inside of Bunter's collar;
he had only scen the inside of Bunter's
hat. Bunter blessed the horrowed
plumes in which ha had gone forth to
conquer ; blessed even the chivvying of
Skinner & Co., which had led to his
meeting with Captain Marker, and his
profitable acquaintance with that
gentleman.

Bunter had had a great time. The
captain's munificence was unbounded.
The more greed the fat junior had
shown, the more the eaptain had been
pleased. TEvery bad quality that Bunter
displayed made the captain fcel more
and more certain of success in his scheme
for the downfall of Harry Wharton.
Bunter had stood himself a new
rig.” He had fed gloriously at the
Courtfield bun-shop, and made glad cyes
through his big spectacles at the smiling
young lady there—who had smiled moro
than ever, doubtless at the weird cffect
of glad eyes through the medium of a
largo pair of glasses  After which
Bunter had fallen in gleefully with the
captain's suggestion of a *hundred up,”
and he had gone in a car up to the
Three Fishers—a resort which was
severely out of bounds for Greyfriars
men.

Bunter, however, cared little for
school bounds on the rare oecasions when
Lic had a chance to be rorty. He had
played billiards with the captain, and
won his money easily—a circumstanca
which did not make him suspicious, but
only made him feel what a ripping
billiards player he was. He had nearly
given himself away by telling the cap-
tain sbout the magnificent billiards-
room at Bunter Court, but fortunately
rememboered in tie that his identity
had undergene a change.

After that glorious jamboree, Bunter
bad felt a little uncasiness as to what
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might happen when he got back late for
call-over, almost late for dormitory.
But his kind friend, the captain, had
suggested & line of defence—and the
falschoods he had suggested had been
gobbled up so greedily by the fatuous
Owl, that the captain’s opinion of him
was more than confirmed.

A fellow who was ready to take all he
could get fromm a stranger, to break the
sehool rules recklessly, to smoke, and
play billinrds for money &t a forbidden
resort, and to tell falschoods to account
for his absence when he got back to
school—that was the kind of fellow the
captain had hoped to find Harry
Wlarton to be—but the kind of fellow
lie had hardly dared to dream that
Wharton would be. Really, it seemed
hardly a matter for seruples, 1o get this
unpleasant young blackguard kicked out
of Greyiviars,

Ii the captain had a conscience, no
doubt it was soothed by this reflection,
Indoed, from what he saw of Bunter, he
wondered that the fat junior had not
Leen sacked before this, and considered
that it must have been for want of re-
sources;  The captain was more than
willing to supply him with the nccessary
resources for his own undoing.

All the captain’s motives wore lost on
Bunter. He only knew that Marker
was treating him in this generous way
beecause he believed him to be Wharton,
anc for that reason he wanted Marker
to go on believing that he was Wharton.
Yo long as the captain believed so,
Bunter was going to lead the merry life
of a fat pig in clover.

That afternoon Bunter was beaming.
He had an appointment to meet his new
friend again on Saturday afterncon,
There was a plan of going to the races
in a car, of moeting some sporting fel-
lows and having a ligh old time. It
was a blissful anticipation to Bunter.
That it meant the sack from the school
if he was found out. he hardly reflected
at all. He was accustomed to wrig-
gling out of scrapes by the aid of hiu
wonderful inventive powers; and had
he thought the matter out, no doubt he
would have relied upon his vemarkable
gifts as an Ananias to see him through.
But, as a matter of fact, he did not
think the matter out—mentsl exertion
of any sort did not appcal to Duuter.
He was going to be a rorty dog, and
have a glorious time, and that was
cnough for him.

Meanwhile, the affair of Buufer’s bor-
rowed plumes, and the total loss of those
borrowed plumes, did not worry Bunter;
but, naturally, it worricd the owners of
the property that was missing. Bunter,
finding that the captain was willing to
fool the bill, had done himself well and
expensively at the school outfitter's, and
had left the discarded clothes at that
establishment.

It was a matter of no moment to
Puanter, But it was a matter of some
moment to the juniors to whom the
trousers, the waistcoat, the shoes, and
the other things, belonged. After class
that day they tackled Bunter onee wore
upon the subject, much fo the fat
junior’s annoyance.

Bunter promptly denied having bor-
rowed the clothes, and further asserted
that he did not know what had become
of them, rather unfortunately adding
that the trousers had been too tight,

anvhow, and that waistcoat & rotten
thing that had split up the back.
“Put where are they?' demanded

Wharton. “You scein to have got your-
self a lot of new clobber, pgoodness
knows how., What did you do with the
others 7"

“T mnever had  them." explained
Bunter; “and they're not worth worry-
ing about, anyhow. The (rousery
burst.”

“My best bags!” roared Johnny Bull.
“If you think I'd be found dead in

your trousers, Bull—"
“You'll be found dead m your own, if
you don't hand over mine!l” Looted

Johuny Bull.
“T say, vou follows. this sort of thing
is  ratber sordid, you know,” said

Bunter. I told them to chuck the old
things away. I couldn’t be hotlierved
with them ! There! Look heve, IT'll

pay for them !

“0Ob, my hat!”

“ Pip-pip-pay  fo
Dob Cherry dazedly.

“My only esteemed hat 1™

“Certainly I Out cane Dunter's
expensive  nofe-case, Y Name  your
figure! I'm not the fellow to be mcan!
If your rotten old duds were mprth any-
thing, give it a name!”

“0Oh erumbs [

“flow much did you give for your
«illk hat, Wharfon?" asked the fat
junior derisively. “Ten-and-six "

«Nover mind how much I gave for
it,” said the captain of the Ruwove
quietly. “If you had the money, we'd
certainly make you pay for the things,
you fat rascal. But I'd rather kuow
where that monev came from hefore I
touch any of it.”

“Tt's mine!” roared Bunter.

“You were stony yesterday—

“My postal-order came—"

«0Oh, cheese it, you ass!”

%1 mean, I had a registered lotter
from my pater!” explained Bunter,
“That's what I really meant to say.
Full of notes! See?”

““Not much difference befween 2
postal-order and a registered letter full
of notes!” remarked Johnny Bull sar-
castically.

“Fxactly! I suppose vou can take
a fellow's word.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Where did you ger
Bunter?” asked the captain
Remove quietly.

“PFind out !”

And Billy Bunfer, elevating his fat.
little nose—not a difficult task, a3
Nature had staried it well on its way
in that direction—turned on his heel
and rolled haughtily away, He did not
roll more than two steps, however; for
five pairs of hands were laid on him.
and William George Buuter smote the
quadrangle with a resounding bump.

“Yarcogh!”

“That's for bagging our clobber.”
said the captain of the Remove. " Now
give him another for telling lics”

Bump!

“Yooop "

¢ Now another for luck!”

Bump!

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-woooop !

Billy Bunter sat and splutiered. The

Famouns Five walked away and left him
to 1it.
“ Look here, T don't see why we should
lose our things” growled Johuny Bull,
& Bunter had them, and Le ought to pay
up. He's in funds!”

“YWhere did he get the tin?” asked
Harvy,

“1 suppose he hasi't been robbing a
bank,” grunted Johnny Bull

“There's something jolly fishy about
it. He's been playing the goat, and
he's come bhack rolling in  money,
Tellows who play the goat don's gener-
ally have a profit to show. I can't make
it out.” Wharton wrinkled his brows.
“He must have pot into bad hands
vesterday—but that doesn’t account for

them 17 ejaculated

"

the money.
of the
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the moncy! Wiy should anybady give
him money "

“Gooduess  knows! But it's jolly
fishy,” said Nupent. “He seems to
]mve, ran into & illionaive philanthro-

st

“He must have run inte some thump-
ing rascal, as the follow secms fo have
taken him to the Three Fishers to play
bilhiards, and let Jum win”

“It's a giddy wmystery !
Cherry.

Exasperating as Bunter was, and un-
doubtedly deserving of more than the
bumping he had received, Wharton was
feeling rather anxious about him. The
fat junior had obviously Fallen into bad
hmnﬁlls‘. that was unmistakable.  But
that did not account for his now wealth,
Some disreputable raseal, like Hazel's
sporting friend Mr, Spratt, might have
made the fat Owl's acqueintance for
the purpose of rooking him; but most
eertainly not for the purpose of supply-
ing him with menev. It was o mystery;
and the cliums of the Remove had te
give it up.

‘But if other Eellows felt anxious on
his acconnt, Bunier was not feeling
anxious for himself. All that William
George Bunter was anxious about, was
that that pgencrous and openhanded
sportsman, Captain Marker, should not
discover that he was not Harry Whar-
ton. Ro long as the man from Tndia
remained in the dark, William George
Bunter was going to remain in clover;
and that was a state of affairs that, in
Bunter's opinion, could not last too

1

Bab

sand

long. DBut it was not destined to last
so Jong as William George Bunter
hoped.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Going Strong !

i ALL that a fped®”
é Bunter spoke in tones of the
deepest contempt.

Bunter  scldom, or never,
stood his “whack ” when tea was on in
Study No. T in the Remove, If the
meal was sometimes rather  geantly,
Bunter at least had the consolalion of
reflecting that it was cheap.

But the Owl of the Remove was &
moneyed man now. That made a great
deal of difference.

He hlinked at the tea-table in Study
No. 7 contemptuonsly, and blinked at
Peter Todd and Tom Dutton, his study-
mates, with equal eontempt. Tiread-
and-butter and sardines, and a tiny
allowance of jam, were not what Bunter
wanted now. In ordinary eirenmstances
he would have tucked in snd devoted
all his mental energies to annexing the
lion's share of the sawdines, and all the
jam if possible, Now he sniffed at
them. The cireumstaners were not
ordinary,

“For goodness’ sake, Potor, let's have
something better than this,” said the
Owl of the Remove.

“What-ho!” agreed Peter cordially.
Y Anvthing voun like to feteh in—ani
pay for! Go it!”

* Bunter jerked out his new note-case.

Vith a magnificent air he threw a
pound nete on the tallo,

“Cut down to the shop and get some-
thing for that, Teddy.”

Taoddy did not stir.

“Gone deaf, like
Bunter.

“No, old top! You ean cut down to
ihe tuck-shop voursell ! yawned Peter,
“And before yon spend that pound note,
you'd better get permission from the
owner,”

“It's mine”
cheeky  beast,

Dutton " hooted

roared Dunter. “You
you're always making

out that I don’t stand my whack
here—-"

“No making out about it; T state the
fact.  You never do!”

“Woll, then, there's a (1||i:1——'

“Whose 1

“Aine ! shrieked Bunter.

Peter Todd shook his head.

“If you picked up that note-case,
Bunter, out of gates the otlier day, you
ought te lave taken it to the polirs
station. You know jolly well it's steal
ing to keep money vou find anvwhere.”

“1 didn't pick it up, you silly
chump.”

“Where did you get it, then

“TFind ont!”

“Well, I'm not inquisitive, Lut until

+

G

I find out, you're not spending any of

that nioney in this study,” said Peter
firmly.

“Mind your own business!” snapped
Bunter. ' Dutton will jolly well go to
the shop for me, if you won't. 1 say,
Dutton.’

willing to bask in tho sunshine of
Buuter's sudden prosperity, there wora
others who were willing. In the Remova
passage, Dunrer almost rolled into
Skinner and Snoop amd Ficher T. Fish.

Iustead of shoving him unceremoni-
ously off, and calling him a chunsy ass
or & blind owl, Skinner & Co. smiled at
him sweetly.

" Looking for you, old bean!” said
Skinner.

“Bure!” agreed Fisher T. Fish.

“Tea in our study, DBunter,” said

Sidney James Bnoop. ' We haven’t got
much to offer; but we want your com-
pany, old chap.”

Billy Bunter grinned complacently.
Harry Wharton & Co. had bumped
him; Peter T'odd had hinted that his
wealth was not his own. DBut Dunter
had friends. Here were three fellows
ready to Fick to him to the last shot

(t'ontinued on next page.)

“Eh?"” Tom Dut-
ton looked up.

Dutton was afflicted
with deafness; or to
sprak mare <or-
recfly, Study Neo, T
was afflicted with
Dutton's dealness,

“Cut down to the
shop and get in
gom tuck,” said
Bunter.

“Oh, draw it
mild " said Dutton.
“These sardines are
all right, If you
think they're muck,
let them alone.”

“Tueck, you ass,
not muck | Tuck!”
shricked Bunter.

“"Look here, I'm
standing a spread,
spe "

[ Fh?"l

& F;prca.d " yelled
Bunter.

“Head?  Whose
head 2"
“Oh, my hat!

Teed ! roared Bun-
ter. “I'm standing
a fead in the
study !

“What utter
rat!” said Dutton
peevishly, *“1f you
mean my head, it's
not muddy, How
can it be muddy ?"
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“0Oh, wyou deaf
chump——"

“Th 1Y

“You silly ass,
will you cut down
to the shop and

change that pound
noto ?"

“Don’t eall a fel.
low names, Buntor!
You call nie a goat
again, and I'll pull
your nose."”

Peter Todd
chuekled ; and Bun.
ter grabbed up the

pound note again Sent on 15 Days' appro-
and rolled out of yal.  Packad “free and
the study. It was Carriage paid. Only o
hard lines that a small deposit. Money re-
fellow  rolling  in funded ~ if  dissatinfied.

money _&:hou]d have
ta do his own fetch-

ing and earrying.
Evidently  Bunter
had to, But if

I’eter T'odd was un-
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in the locker; at least, to the last note
in the note-case. .
“Come on, old fellow,” said 8kinner.
“Tt's not much of a spread—hardly
worthﬂyour while; but we want you, old

chap.

“Oh, T'll come!” said Bunter, ‘‘But
look here, one of you fellows cut down
to the tuckshop and get in some tommy.
Here's a quid ! Spend the lot.”

Which was cxactly what Skinner &
Co. had expected, Bunter in funds was
not likely to sit down to a meagro
spread; Skinner had no objection io
fetching and carrying, and no concern
whatever as to the source of Billy
Bunter's amazing wealth.

“ Anything to oblige
Skinner.

And that afternoon there was a royal
spread in Skinner's study, Bunter being
t}?ﬁ founder of the feast. Bunter, cer-
tainly, disposed of the lion's share; bust
Skinner & Co. did themselves very well.
Fisher T. Fish joined cheerily in the
foed, making mental calculations of the
value of each article that came his way,
and Fishy walked away afterwards in a
happy mood, with the knowledge that
he had consumed tuck to the exact valuo
of three shillings and threcpence-half-
penny,

After Bunter was gone Skinner and
Snoop looked at once another.

a pal,” =aid

“Jevver see such a fat idiot,
Snoopey !” asked Skinner.
# Never!”

SWhere did he get that cash?”

“Goodness knows."

“Found it or pinched it—which?”
asked Skinner.

Snoop gave that conundrum up.

“What I wonder is, whether he will
be run in?” said Skinner reflectively.
“Jf we see a bobby coming along, we
ghall know he wants Bunter. He can’t
have been picking pockets—he hasn't
sense enough. Somebody may have left
that riotecase on a table in the bunshop.
and Bunter bagged it. That may be 1t.
I've got rather an idea that Bunter
will be sacked before the end of the
term. 8till, that’'s no reason why a
fellow shouldn’t make iray while the sun
shines.”

And Snoop grinned and agreed that it
wasn't.

Billy Bunter rolled along from
Skinner's study to Hazel's, No. 2 in the
Remove. Hazeldene and Tom Brown
were at tea there when the fat Owl put
his face in at the door. Hazel waved
him off.

“Hoolk it!"” he said.

“If you think I've come here to tea.
Hazel—"

“Haven't you?” grinned Tom Brown,

“No!” hooted Buanter. “I've been
standing 2 feed to a few friends up tho
passage. Keep your measlf coke! I
want to speak to you, Hazel”

“No charge for that, so long as you

keep your paws off the grub,” answered
Hazeldene cheerfully.

“About that man Spratt,” said
Bunter,

Hazel jumped.

“I don’t know anybody named

Spratt,” he snaé)ped.

I’}Imter winked.

“Tell that to the Marines, you know.
I mean that sporting man who's been
staying at the Cross Keys. It's pretty
\\'eﬁ known that you backed a horse at
Wapshot and got him to put the money
on for you.”

Hazel glared at the Owl of tho
Remove. Tom Brown locked from one
to the other with a grin.

“I’'m not going to tcll anybody, of
eourse,” said Bunter, *‘I happened to
hear abont it—"'
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“You happened to be at a keyhole,” said Bunter, blinking at him, I didn't

grinned Tom Brown.

“What 1 want is an introduction to
the man,” said Bunter, blinking at
Hazel, “When do you see him next,
old chap?”

“I don't see him at all!” snapped
Hazel,

“Gammon! Look here, 1 mean busi-
ness. I've got a fancy for a race, and I
want to back my fancy.”

“You silly owl!”

“What's the good of a fellow having
plenty of money if he docsn't got & good
time!" said Bunter recklessly, “I'm
going to put a couple of pounds on that
gee. That's why I want to see Spraft,
See? Look here, you take me along and
introduee me to the man, and I'll lend
you fen bob to put on the same horse.
He's going ta win.”

“0h, my hat!” said Tom Brown.

Hazel rose to his fect. Hazel's late
sporting speculations had landed him in
such serious trouble that he had had the
scare of his life, and he was now in ona
of his deepest moods of repentance and
roform. It was rather an unforfunate
moment for Bunter 1o have chosen.
Hazel came round the table and grasped
Bunter by the collar.

“Here. leggo!"” exclaimed Bunter, in
surprise and :ndignation. “Wharrer
you at? Yaroooh!”

Ban

z

Bunter's bullet head smote the study
door. Bunter's roar conld be heard at
the other end of the Remove passage.

Bang, baug!

“Yow-ow-ow! Yooop! Helpl”

“There, you fal idiot!” said Hazel.
“Now gel out!”

“Whoop!"

Bunter got out—with Hazel's boot to
help him depart. He sprawled in the
Remove passage and roared, and Hazel
slammed the study door after him.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !”

Billy Bunter picked himsclf up and
rolled dismally away. Why Hazel had
cut up rusty like thizs Bunter did oot
know, but he gave up the idea of gret-
ting an introduction to the sportive Mr.
Spratt. There were unforeseen diffi-
cultics in the way of William George
Bunter's carcer as a rorty dog.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Still Rorty !

MITHY, old bean.”

It was TFriday eveming. and
prep was over in the Remove
studies.

Harry Wharton lad dropped into
Study No. 4 to speak to Vernon-Smith
on the subject of cricket. Smithy., Tom
Redwing, and the captain of the Remove
were engaged in a cheery conversation
when a fat face looked in at the door-
way. Billy Bunter rolled into the study
and closed the door behind him, a pro-

ceeding that drew a stare from the
DBounder .
“ Anvhody ask you here, Bunter ¥ in-

quired Vernon-Smith.

“Eh? No."

“Then travell”

“0h. really, Smithy—

“Kick him out, Reddy."”

“Certainly,” said Tom Redwing,
laughing.

“0Oh, don't play the goat, you know!”
said Bunter. “I've come here to talk
business, Smithy! I'm looking for a
little game.”

“ A—a—a what?”

“ A little game,” cxplained Bunter.
“You're a sporting chap, Bmithy—not
a pi duffer like Wharton—"

HWhat's that?” ejaculated Wharton.

“Fh? I dido't see you, old chap,”

"

mean you were a pi duffer, old fellow,
not at all. I—I mean——"

“¥You mean you want a thick ear

“Nuuno! Shut up, old chap, while
I'm speaking to Smithy! Look here,
Smithy, what about banker?”

‘ Banker!" repeated the Bounder.

“Or nap,” said Bunter.

“Nap!”

“Any game you like,” said Bunter
recklessly.  “T've pot the dibs! You
needn't be afraid that I shan't sguare!
Look at this.”

Bunter displayed his new netccase.
There were still some curreney notes in
it, though the Owl of the Remove had
been expending currency notes ab oa
great rate during the past few days.

“Well, my hat!" ejaculated Vernon-
Bmith.

Tom Redwing frowned, and Harry
Wharton smiled, The Bounder had
earned his nickname by his reckless ways
—which were not the ways of the captain
of the Remove. Felﬁ)ws knew that
Bmithy played banker with Angel of the
Fourth in his study, and that his pro-
ceedings, out of bounds, sometimes, were
of a kind that would have caused his
expulsion had the Head known about
them. But if the Bounder was a black-
guard sometimes, and a scapegrace at all
time, it was certainly not on the lines
of William George Bunter. If there
was anything ridiculous in his own
blackguardism Smith could not see it;
but the ridiculousuess of William George
Bunter, in his character of a rorty dog,
leaped to the eye.

Vernon-Smith rose to his feet, with the
obvious intention of kicking Bunter out
of the study—an intention so chvious
that even the Owl of the Remove could
see it.

Bunter backed away promptly.

“T say, Smithy, don't be an ass!
TI've come here for a little game! If
you're afraid of losing your money—"

“You fat idiot!”

“0h, be a man!” urged Bunter. “De
a man like me, you know !"

“A man like you! Ob, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Roll away, fatty, and don't be a

silly ass!"” said (he captain of the
Remove,

“You mind your own business,
Wharton!  Look here, Bmithy, we're
safe enough here! There won't be any
prefects  butting  in.  Quelchy ain't

likely to come up. Look here, where
do you keep your cards?”

The Bounder looked at him, and sat
down again.

“Right-ho 1" “Lock the
door !

“Good [

Bunter promptly turned the key in
the lock. His fat face was beaming.
Bunter's supply of eash was running low
—generous  as  Captain  Marker  had
been. Having beaten Captain Marker
so easily at billiards, Bunter had no
doubt that he would beat Vernon-
Smith just as casily at cards. Dunter's
confidence in himself was unbounded—
before taking, so to speak. After tak-
ing, he was likely to be in a rather
deflated condition.

From some recess in the study Vernon-
Smith produced a pack of cards.
Harry Wharton's face grew rather grim
for a moment; but he said nothing.
The Bounder Iatd the cards on the table.

“ Excuse e for a minute, Wharton,”
said the Dounder politely. “I'm bound
to give this sportsman a game. No
time for banker, Bunter. Cut the cards,
at a quid a time, and highest card takes
the stakes,”

“0Oh1” gasped Bunter,

“Ready "

he said.
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*“ Open the door, Reddy,’”” said Vernon-
Smith. Tom Redwing threw the door of M

Study No. 1 wide open.
together ! ** said the Bounder.
ha!l?”

(See Chapter 11.)

“Yeos, rather,” said Dunier valonr-
ously ; and he eut the cards and showed
2 six.

The Boundor cut and showed an eight,

“Quid ! he said laconically.

A currency note was detached from
the case.

“ Cut again!”

There was a brief hesitation in
Bunter's manner, But he had come
there for a game, and he was getiing
it. e cut and showed a queen.

The Bounder turnied up a king.

“(Oh1” ejaculated Bunter.

“Quid 1 grinned the Bounder.

“Oh! Ah! Yes!"

Ouly one note remained in Dunter’s
notecase now. He hezitated still more;
but again he came up to the scrateh.

This time he turned up a king,

“Ace counts lowest!” he announced
promp ptly.

‘Just as you like,”
indifferently.

He turned up a king.

“Tie!" he remarked. “ Cut again'?

Bunter showed & jack. The Bounder
showed a queen, and Bunter's last
pound-note passed across the table.

The fat Owl stood blinking after his
three pound notes, with a fascinated
blink., He had had his little game,

“Going on 7" grinned the Bounder.

“Eh? Oh, yes! You can trust me to
square on S:Lr.urda.y, Smithy, if T lose.
§ 4 m geitin a lot of money on Saturday.”

Il believe that whan I see it,"
assented the DBounder, “Lome along
Iexr time you're in funds!®

“(h, really, Smithy—"

“There's the door " said the Bounder.

Bunter blinked at him. He blinked
at the pound notes. It was quite a
pathetic blink,

“0Oh dear!"” he gasped.

“You fat, frumptions idiot!” =aid
the Bounder, pushing the notes across

sail 1he DBounder

** Now, all kick
** Ha, ha,
Three pairs of boots were planted
on the Owl of the Remove’s tight trousers,
and he fairly flew through the doorway.

i

the table. “Pui yaur
pocket, and clear out !
lhc glddv ox egain !
Uh i gasped Dunter.
\ou re not’ keeping them?7
“You fat frump, take them and go!

v

I was p;n-:ng you a lessou !
“Oh!

motey in your
And don't play

" You—you-—

Billy Bunter grabbed up the pound
notes, and they disappeared into his
pocket He rolled to the door, and
unlocked it.

Then he turned back.

“1 say, Bmithy—"

“Well, ass?”

“What about a game of banker?i”

“What 7V

“I'm rather a dab at banker,” said
Bunter. “Look here, don't be alraid
to play! De a man, you know ™

The Dounder gazed at him.  Evi-
dently that valuable lesson had been
lost and wasted on  Williain George
Bunter.  With his curvency notes in his
pocket again, Bunter wus once more a
rorty dog,

“\\'n]l, my hat!"” said Vaernon- ‘Smnh
“You're asking for it, and you won't
be happy till you got |t Give me iII.lL
(.rmk:t-,uunp, Rde)

‘Here you are!” pr Tnned Redwing.

“1 ey, Bmithy, legpo! Yaroooogh!
roared Bunter, as the Bounder grasped
him by the collar and bent him forcibly
over the stud tab]o

Whuck ! fa Wh u:h I

‘Y ow-ow-01v-0w-0t- wooop |
“Open the door, l\eddy 12
'10':1 Redwing threw ihe door wide

said the

(22]

oper
"I\'ow, all kick
Bounder,
“Ha, ha, ha !
Three bonts were planted togeiher on
Bunter. The rorty deg of the Remove
fairly flew. Redwing closed the dJoor
after him.,

together ™

" n(‘.ﬂ.st [’}
keyhole.
out of that study, and I'll jolly well
mop up the passage with you!”

“Coming [ called out thz Bounder
cheerily.

The door was opened again; but by

came a howl through the
“Yah! Rotter! You come

was open. the TRemove
The vrorty dog

the time it
Ppassage was vacant.
was gone,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Asking for It !

i HE sackfulness will be terrifie !
E] Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh
made that statement, and four
heads were nodded in unani-

mons assent,

It was morning break on Ralurday,
and the Famons Five were =auniering
in Lthe quad. For onee, thie subjeet of
discussion was not the summer game, or
the approaching mateh with St. Jim’'s,
or plans for the half-heliday that after-
noon. William George Bunter was the
subject.

Bunter, the rorty dog, had surprised
and amused all the Lower Fourth., DBut
he had rather alarmed some of them.
Bunter was not exaetly a credit to
his Form or school. Dut nobody
wanted to see lLim expelled. Peter
Todd, his study mate, was willing at
any time to give him away with a
pound of tea. Nevertheless, he re-

rarded himself as in some measure
Junter’s keeper.  And he was quite
anxious about him now.

It was not, perhaps, particularly the
business of Harry Wharton & Co., but
they fclt concerned. Wharton, as cap-
tain of the Form, [elt a little responsi-
bility in the matter. A resolute fellow
like the Dounder had to be let go his

Tre Macyer LisRary.—No. 1,006.
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awi way—a follow of vicious tendencies
like Skinner was not amenable to his
I'orm eaptain’s influence. But it waas
different with a fatuous ass like Bunter.

The Remove knew him, and knew that
he was @ prize duffer. Jiis dabblings
in “rortiness” only made them roar.
But if Bunter was discovercd by the
chool authorities to be pub-haunting,
or backing horses, Bunter was booked
for the sack, short and sharp. That was
certain. T'he fact that he was a fool
would not save him. And the chums of
the Remove realised that it is the duty
of the strang to help the weuak, of the
sensible to guide the erring footsteps of
tlie foolish. DBunter was a prize ass.
And on many an occasion the Famous
I'ive had bLeen fod-up with him; but
ther did not want to see Limn expelied
from Greyfriars.

“He's asking for it!” eaid Bob
Cherry. " Fairly sitting up and heg-
ging.  He dropped a cigareite in the

I  wondered

Form-room  yesterday. 3
Luckily, Squift

Quelchy didn't spot it!
ot his foot on ik"”

“Toddy found a pink sporting paper
in the study, with Bunter's favourite
gee-gee marked in _ Bunter's fist,”
grinned Nugent. “He destroyed the
paper, and banged Bunter’s head on the
door. But—"

“Now he's sneaked off into the
Cloisters,” said Harry, “He's gone
there to smoke.”

“ And he's got something on for this
afternoon,” said Johnny Bull, “He's
confided to half the Remove that he's
going to Paint the town red this after-
noon al the races.”

“MTlo crass ass ! said Wharton.

“The sackfulness will be the dead
cerl ! =aid Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.
“The esteemed and absurd Bunter is
terrifically superfluous, but the sorraw-
fulness would be great to see him sack-
fully bunked ("

“We don't want any Remove man
sucked,” said Bob, “and the fat idiot
doesn't rcally deserve it! He makes
out that he's a shady rotter, but he's
really only a benighted chump !”

“We've got to stop him,” said Harry.
“T believe Quelchy has an eye on himn
already. He never half-believed that
varn Bunter spun him the other night.
If he finds out the fat idiot's game it
will be a flogging at least; it may very
likely be the sack. The beaks don’t
know Bunter as we do. He's got into
bad hauds, and it’s clear that some
awful rotler is leading him into rotten
ways, though goodness knows why ! It's
ot to stop 1”

“Hear, hear !”

“The whole thing's jolly mysterious,”
said Huarry, knitting his brows. “I'rom
what I can make out, he has made a
friend outside the school who has lent
him no end of money, bought him a
lot of things, and taken him to a dis-
reputable place to play billiards, aud
is going to take him to the races this
afternoon ! Tt beats me hollow why any
man should do it; he's got nething to
gain from Bunter.”

“The mystery is terrific!”

. “But there it is,” said Harry. "Il's
just incomprehensible; but there it is,
and that rotter, whoever he is, has gol
{p let Bunter alone.™

“Ye:, rather!” agreed Bob Cherry.
“The fellow seems to be playing the
same game with DBunter that that
bl_iﬁhtcr, Captain Marker, would play
with you if lie could. Bui I suppose
no old gent in Caleutta has left Bunter
a fortune, too, on condition that he
doesn’t get bunked from the school ?”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Not likely "
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“Is jelly  queer, though,” said
Nugent. “The mun, whoever ho is, is
deliberately leading Bunter inlo things
that will get him the sack, DBunter
thinks lie's o friend, bub b ecsn only
be an enemy.  What is he deing it
fory”

Wharton shook his head hopelessly.

The facts of the walter seemed eleur
enougl, bul an explanation of the facts
wis not to Le found.

Some person unknown was seeking to
ruin Billy Bunter through the medim
of hiz own crass and fatuous folly—thatl

scemed clear. But what the man’s
motive might be was ulterly inex-
plicable.

Bunter had already done enough to
earn the sack. That aflernoon he was
planning to do more. If he was scen
at Wapshot Races the outcome was
hardly to be doubted. The man who
was leading him astray could not fail

to be aware of that. Why was he
doing it? X
Some motive he must have—but

what? It was an impenetrable mystery.
But if the chums of the Remove could
not guess the explanation of what was
going on, ut least they could make up
their minds tg intervene and put a stop
ta it. If Bunter had not scnse enough
fo save himself, the Famous Five were
going to save Lim, whether he liked it
or not.

“We're going to chip in,” said the
captain of the Remove. “We're not
going to let a man in our Form be
sacked to amusc some rotter outside the
school ! Bunter's not going to the races
this afternoon.”

“He thinks he is!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “He's told half the Remove,
and offered to put money on their
fancies for them while he’s there,”

“Phe fat idiot! Bookies wouldn't
take bets from him at Wapshot!” said
Nugent.

“He's going with a friend,” said Bob
—“that jolly old friend who has been
lending him money, the man who is
going to make the bets for him. Bunter
will come home with his pockets full of
bookmaker's tickets, and I dare say
he will drop one under Quelchy’s nose !

The Famous Five chuckled. The
rortiness of William George Bunter un-
doubtedly had its comic side, but it had
ils sorious aspect also; the “chopper”
loomed over Bunter's deveted head,
though he was too self-satisfied and
obtuse to understand his danger.

The I'amous Five walked into the
Cloisters. A scent of tobacco guided
them to the spat Bunter had chosen for
his smoke. They found the fat Owl
leaning on a buttress, with a cigaretie
in his mouth.

He grinned at them through a litile
clond of smoke.

“1 say, vou fellows, have a fag?'" he
asked.

“Tathead !”

“Be men, you know [ said Buntfer.
“Jolly good smoekes, I cau tell you! I
liad themn from a friend—a man who
knows a good smoke [V

“The man who lent you a
money " said Harry.

“He may have lent me a few pounds,”
said Bunter. “1 won a few pounds off
him st billiards, too. T'm rather a dab
at billiards!”

“You crass ass!”

“Oh, really, Wharton, you fellows
haven’t any go in youl!” said the
Owl of the Remove scornfully. “T'l1
bet you don’t dare to go to the races
this afternoon and chance it !”

“T suppose you know it means the
sack if vou're spotted, Bunter?” said
tLe captain of the Retnove.

Bunter grinned.

“0h, I'm wide,” he answered—" jolly

Iot of

wide! I shall take care! If anything
happens, I shall stuff the beaks all
vight ! Didn't I last time?”

“You didn't quite stuff Quelchy, and
he's got an eye on you!”

“Oh, rats! Who cares for Quelchy?"
jecred Bunter. “Old-fashioned frump!
Quelchy can go and cat coke! Look
here, if you've any fancy for the races
thiz afternoon, I'H get the money on
for you—see? Dash it all, T'll lend you
the money if vou're hard up !

“Hasn't it all gone to the tuckshop?™
grinned Lob.

“1 ean get some more if it has!”
sneered Bunter. “I'm not likely to be
hard up again this term! 1've gol a
friend who will lend me as much as 1
like to ask for!"

“And why "

“0h, that's telling!” said Bunter,
with a fat grin, “ Not that I shall need
to borrow anything of him, most likely.
I expect to win & potful of money this
afternoon! I say, you fellows—"

“Why—what—"

It was the voice of Wingate of Lls
Sixth, and it interrupted Bunter. The
captain of Greyfriars came sauntering
along the Cloisters with Gwynne of the
Sixth, and he came fairly on Buuler
with the cigarette in his mouth,

“0h!” gasped Bunter,

Wingate stared at him.

“You young rascal | Smoking !”

“Oh! Ow! No!” gasped Bunter.
“I—I—I was—was—was—"

Wingate guve Wharton a frown.

“You ought to have stopped this,
Wharton !  You're head boy of the
Remove, and you're looking on at thai
fat fool playing the goat like this! You
know very well you ought to lave
stopped him 1

Wharton turned red.

“PBunter, bend over!” rapped oul
Wingate, slipping his ashplant from
under his arm into his hand.

“I—1I say, Wingate——" stutlered the
rorty dog of the Hemove,

“Bend over !

“0Oh dear!”

Bunter dropped the cigaretie and bent
over. Tho ashpiant fairly rang on his
tight trousers, and Bunter’s yell of
anguish echoed from one end of the
Cloisters 1o the other.

“I shall have an cve on you afler
this, Bunter!” said Wingate, tucking
his ashplant under his arm again. “I
warn you to be careful 1"

“Ow, ow, ow!”

The great men of the Bixth walked
on, leaving Billy Bunter wriggling and
squirming. He had had only one cut,
but it had heen a searching one. 'Lho
fat junior wriggled frantically.

“Ow! Beast!” Le groaned. “Ow!
Wow! I say, vou [ellows—  Wow,
wow, wow "

“SQeryq you joly well right!” eaid
Bob Chetry unsympatheticaliy. “That's
nothing to what you'll get if you keep
on us yvou've started !”

“Beasl "

“Take the tip, and chuck it
Bunter,” suggested Nugent.

“Yah! Go and eat coke!™

In third lesson that morning Buntcr
wriggled very uncomfortably on his
form. Thal hefty lick from Wingate's
ashplant had taken a considerable
amount of the rorliness oul of the rorty
dog of the Remove. But it was only
for a time, After dipucr Bunter had
recovercd from the ashplant and re-
covered all his rortiness, He was
dressed in his best, with a flower in his
jucket, when he rolled down to the
school gaies to go out, evidently to keep
his appointment with his mysterious
sporting friend,

Harry Whavton was siaving after the

1Dy
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departing Owl, wiith a knilted brow,
when Arthur da Costa lapped him on
the ari,

“Games  practice  ikis  afternoon$”
asked the Furasian, cheerily.

Wharton shook his head.

“No—we're going oub of gates first.
Like to come along—we're going to look
after Billy Bunter.”

“Yoss,” said Do Costa, “What does
Bunter matier

The eapluin of ihe Remove langhed.

“Not very mmch; hut some shady
votter has got hold of him, and is getting
him into wmiscinef, and we're going to
wtop him. Me will be sacked before
the end of the term if this goea on.”

“Ready,” called out Bob Cherry,
coming out of tho House with Nugent
and Johnny Bull and Hurrce Singh.
" Bunter's started.”

“Come on,” said Wharton, “You
roming Da Costa®”
“Yaszg.™

And six juniors walked out of ihn
gates on the trail of William Uerorge
Bunter,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Stalking Bun‘er !
ILLY BUNTER blinked round

cantiouslty several times as he
volled along the road towards
Courtfield Common,

Bunter had all the recklessness of fat-
uous folly; but he knew he was dcn_nf
a risky thing. Going o the races with
his sporting friend, sitting in o car lo
watch the races, and backing his faney,
appealed to the sporty dog of the Re-
move very strongly. But even Bunter
realised that s little caution would not
be ont of place on such an occasion.
So like Moses of old, he looked this way
and that way; and was relicved to sce
the road behind him elear. He did not
want to see a Greyiriars master or pre-
fect just then; and he had had a sus-
picion that those heasts, Harry Wharton
& Co., had some intention of keeping an
eye on him. But his cautions blinks
over his shoulder revealed nothing hut
an empty, dusty road, and Bunter rolled
on satisfied.

Had he been a little less short-sighted,
and a little less obtuse, he might have
observed six juniors, who were not fol-
lowing the road, but following the same
direction in the fields.

The chums of the Remove were stalk-
ing Bunter. .

That he was going lo meet lhis
mysterious  sporty friend, whe, inten-
tionaily or not, was leading Bunter lo
certain expulsion from Greyfriars, they
knew, Arguing with Bunter waa futile;
reasoning with him was a waste of
breath, The chums of the Remove wero
going to argue with the unknown and
mysterious individual who was leading
him into trouble, instecad. They were
prepared to use foreible arguments: to
tho extent of ragging the raseal, and ro-
ducing him to a state of wreckage if
neeessary.  Whatever wmight b his
mysterious motive, he was going to learn
to let Greyfriars fellows alone. ‘That
was the fixed intention of the Famous
Five,

So it was necessary to stalk Bunter
without being scen. Fortunalely, thay
was quite easy.

Unconscious of pursuit, the Owl of
the Remove rolled cheerily on Lis way,

He turned from the read over the
comumon, info a foolpath acrass 1ho
grass, among the hawihorns, that led to
another road; where Captain Marker

was to be waiting for hiws with Dis
gar.
Buntev's fat face was bright with

W

Now that Da Costa has
resolutely decided to part
company with Captain
Marker it means that the
Eurasian junior’s days at
Greyfriars are numbered.
But Da Costa doesn't lose
everything through playing
the game, for the uncle of
the boy whom he originally
set out to ruin gives him
another chance. Still,
however, the rascally Cap-
tain Marker makes another
attempt to disgrace
the boy who stands be-
tween him and a fortune,
How he fares is graphically
told in:

*“ A FORTUNE

AT STAKE!"
By FRANK RICHARDS

next week's fine story,
which concludes this
popular series.

ORDER EARLY!
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anticipation. Nothing had happencd to
undeceive the ecaptain on the subject
of his identity, Xrie Marker was still
in the firm belief that he was dealing
with Harry Wharton. Bunter, in his
obtuseness, believed that it was the cap-
tain’s object to give Colonel Wharton's
nephew a good {ime—had Bunicr been
given to reflection, DBut if Bunter re-
fleeted at all, it was only upon the
glorious lime he was going lo lhave—
Ietting loose, at last, all {he rortiness
that had been bottled up so long for
want of financial resources. Iis opinion
of the ecaptain now was, that Marker
was a very pleasant, agreeable, and
sporting fellow,

In these circumstances, it might have
aceurred to Bunter that ho was getting
that, glorious time on false pretences.
Bat if that oeccurred ta the Owl of the
Remove, he did not let hig fat mind
dwell upon it. Bunter had a wonder-
ful faculty for dismissing from his mind
anything of which he did not chooso to
think,

He rolled on cheerily, heading for ihe
Wapshot road; and at a little distanee
behind him, six juntors sith grinning
faces walked on his trail, the clumps of
trees and hawthorns covering them from
view as they stalled Bunter.

From a rise in the ecommon, the
juniors had 2 view for some distance
ahead, where the Wapshot road, white
and dusty, ran in a streak across the
green oxpanse,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's a car !
exelaimed Bob Cherry.

A motor-car—untenanted—was hialled
by the side of the road. Near by was
a wayside seat; and on that secat, a man
was sitting. His back was to thie com-
mon; and the juniors conld zec little of
him but lis bowler hat.

“Is that Buntm’s sporting friend, T
wonder,” said Bob.

“That's what Bunter's heading lor, at

any rate,” said Harry Whavton., "1

faney that's the man.”

" And Lhat car’s to take Bunier to the
races!™ said Frank Nugent. © Blessed
if T ean make it out! What's the man
taking all this trouble abont Dunter
for?  He can't like his compiny.”

“TTardly ! grinned Dob Cherry.

“'The likefulness can searcoly he terri-
fie,” chnekled ITurrce Jamset Ran
Singh. *“But the esteemed and prepos-
torous rolter must have some reason [or
laking up the absurd Bunter.”

“Whatever his reason is, he's going
to. chuck it,” said the captain of (he
Bemove., *' Keep in cover—-the man mayv
spot ns if Bunter doesn't, and we don'v
want him to gol away. We'te goiug
to makn an example of Lim.”

“AMake sure he's the right man frst "
grinned Bob,

“Of course, ass! We shall soon see,
if Bunter speaks to him.”

Billy Bunter was rolling on aecross ihoe
grass towards the Wapshot road and tho
seat where the man in the howler har
was sitting. The man sat faciug {he
halted ear, Lis back to Ui coninion;
and he did not look round, evidenily
not licaring Bunter’s approach acrons
the grass, That he was the mystori-
ous friend was fairly plain now, lor the
Owl of the Remove was heading divectly
for him.

All the juniors were quite keen to sen
lilm, and to see who aud what Le was,
His conduct, in regard to Bunier, was
50 _inexplicable, that they could net hielp
being curious, What object he ecoubil
have in leading Billy Bunter into reck-
less mischicf, was a baflling myslory
Lut, that he was a had character was
clear as daylight. Only a thoroughly
bad man could have thought of leading
a schoolboy into vieious folly, for any
reaszon whatsoever, And that was wha
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the unknown man was doing with
Bunter.

As Bunter drew necarcr to the man
on the scat, and the pursuers drew
nearer in their turn, the latter becameo
more cautious, They did not want to
have taken all this trouble for nothing;
the matter had to bo settled there and
then. Bunter's sporting friend was to
reccive a severe lesson before he got
away; and he was not to be given an
opportunity of starting up the car and
clearing off unpunished.

Close by the roadside scat was a
clump of trees, and the juniors kept that
clump in a lino with the seat as they
advanced. Bunter passed boyond thu
trees and disappeared from their sight,
Harry Wharton & Co. hurried on—the
clump concerling them from the man
on the seat, and from Bunter, who had
now joined his mysterious friend.

They heard the sound of voices as
they came up to the trces, which were
only a few yards from the road.

“Ti’s the man right enough!” mur-
mured Bob Cherry. “Bunter’s talking
to him.”

“Mako quite sure, though, before we
collar him,” said Nugent.

Da Costa gave a sudden starf, as a
man's deep voice was heard. The juniors
did not hear tho words; but they heard
the voice that was speaking in answer
to Bunter. A strange look came over
the Eurasian’s face.

“1 know that voica!” he whispered.

“Seems to me I've heard it before,”
muttered Bob Cherry. * Anyhow, we'll
sce the fellow in a minute.”

The juniors pushed through the clump
of trees, Keeping in cover, thoy locked
out on the roadside. The man on the
scat had risen to his feet now, and was
standing fs.cinf Bunter. Harry Wharton
& Co. had a full view of his face; and
they stared at it almost in stupciaction.
It was a face they knew.

“My only hat!” breathed Wharton.

“ Captain Marker !”

“The esteemed and terrific rascal
Marker 1™

In utter amazement the chums of the
Remove stared at the man. They had
wondered who DBunter's mysterious
ncquaintance might bo, They knew now !
The man who stood talking to the Owl
of the Remove was Harry Wharton's
encmy—Captain Marker!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Well Thrashed !

APTAIN MARKER greeted
é Bunter with great cordiality.
He told his young friend that
he was glad to sce him—and
that undoubtedly was the fruth.

The captain was very glad indeed to
soe the junior whom he believed to be
Harry Wharton.

The man from India had expected a
difficult task—possibly an impossible
task—in dealing with Colenel Wharton’s
nephow. Da Costa had fuiled him, and
had not only failed him, but had done
his best to put Harry Wharton on his
guard. Wharton knew—he must know
~_how much it was to the captain's in-
tercst for him to be guilty of reckless
folly. That, with his eyes wide open,
as it were, he should walk into the trap
was strange enough, and enly to be ac
counted for by the evident crass obtuse-
ness of the junior with whom the
schemer was dealing. But tho very ease
with which he was accomplishing a task
that had scomed so difficnlt made the
captain uneasy. It seemed, as it were,
too good to be true.
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During the days that had elapscd
since he had scen Bunter, Captain
Marker had doubted and feared. Unless
the fellow was absolutely a born fool,
he must suspect what the gamé was; he
must have sense cnough to keep clear
of the temptor, Knowing what de-
pended upon his keeping a clean record,
Le must surely have commonsense
cnough to keep away from the man who
was almost openly plotting his ruin.
Caé'rt-ain Marker felt that it must be so;
and, though he had kept the appoint-
ment, hoping for the best—or, rather,
the worst—he had scarcely hbelieved
that the junier, on his side, would keep
the appointinent also.

Buntor's arrival was, therefore, a
great reliel to him, Undoubtedly he
was é,rlnd, g3 ho said, to see his young
friend.

“IHere we are again, old bean!” said
Billy Bunter cheerfully. “Haven't kept
you waiting, what?"

“Not at all,” said tle captain. "I
cameo early. I'm really very glad to see
you, Harry!”

Bunter grinned.

He was relioved, as well as Marker.
Cordial as Marker was, there were lines
in his face, a glint in his eyes, that
warned coven the fatuous 0wi of the
Remove that he was a bad man to trifle
with. Had he discovered the cheat.
Bunter was aware that the meeting
would have been a painful one for him.
But it was evident that the captain sus-
pected nothing, It had not even
ocourred to him that this fatuous,
foolish fellow was capable of taking him
in. He did not make allowance for the
slyness that so often accompanies
fatuousness.

“Jt's only half an hour's run to Wap-
shot from here,” went on the captain
cheerily. “We shall be in time for most
of the races. I hope we're going to have
an enjoyable afternoon.”

“What-ho !” grinncd Bunter.

The captain smiled cynically.

His plans were cut and dried for that
afterncon. It was useless, and might be
dangerous, to prolong the affair.
Colonel Wharton learned that his
nephew had made friends with Captain
Marker he was likely to become very
suspicious. The nephew might be a

fool; but Marker knew only too well.

that the uncle was nothing of the kind.

The matter was to come to an end that
day. Bunter, sitting in the ear watch-
ing the races, was to be left to it; the
captain was to slip away on some
excuse, leaving him there, A telephone
call to Greyfriars would apprise the
Head that a Greyfriars junior was to
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be found at Wupshot races—all particu-
lars given.  Wapshot was only three
miles fromn the school, It was certain
that o master would be sent at once to
take tho young rascal away. After that,
it was all clear for the captain! .

He would not appear personally in
the matter at all. Expulsion from the
school for the junior would follow as
certainly as night followed day. There
was no doubt about that. The schemer’s
game was won. [arry Wharton would
have broken the condition upon which
he was to inherit & fortune—and that
fortune went to the next heir, Captain
Marker. All had depended upon the
schoolboy kecping this appointment—
and he had kept it!

There was not a flaw in tho scheme—
and but for the intervention of Harry
Wharton & Co., now close at hand, it
was certain, at least, that the schemer
would have succceded in getting Billy
Bunter expelled from Greyfriars!

But the chums of the Remove were
on the scene now. The Famous Five
and Arthur da Costa made a sudden
rush from the trees, and in a moment
or little more they had surrounded
Bunter and the captain,

Captain Marker gave a violent start
at the sight of them. He recognised at
once the party of juniors who had pelted
him a few days before in Redclyffe
woods. His brow grew black as mid-
night, and his deep-set, narrow eyes
glinted at the Greyfriars crowd. Billy
Bunter stared at them through his big
spoetacles in surprise and indignation.

“I—I say, you fellows—" ha stam-

ored.
“Hallo, hallo, Fkallo!” said Bob
Cherry cheerily. *““Just off to the races,
what? You rorty dog!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fecllows, you sheer off
exclaimed  Bunter, in alarm. “No
bizney of yours, you know! You clear

I
I

“The clearfulness off will not be ter-
rific, my esteemed fat Bunter !” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“0Oh, really, Inky——"

“What do you want here?” said
Captain Marker between his teeth. “I1
am taking my old friend’'s nephew for
a drive in my car. How dare you come
rushing uwp here like a gang of
hooligans I™

Wharton's lip curled contemptuousty.

“We know all about that drive,” he
answored quietly. *“Bunter has let out
to half the Form that he's going to the
races this afternoon.”

“Bunter?”’ repeated
blankly.

“Yea”

“¢T—T1 say, you fellows——" stammered
the hapless Owl of the Remove, in
dismay. He backed a httle away from
his sporting friend. It was cvident that
the truth was coming out now, and
Billy Bunter did not want to be too
near Captain Marker when it came out.

“You seoundrel!” went on Harry
Wharton, in cold, cutting tones. 1
kuow what your game is with me—we
all know your rotten game! But whﬁ

1

the ecaptain

2

vou're meking a fool of Bunter an
cading him into getting the sack,
don't know and can't guess. But
you're going to stop it—and we're here
to sec that you stop it!"”

““Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific,”

The expression on the captain’s hard,
dark face was extraordinary. He stared
at Wharton, stared at DBunter, and
gtared at Wharton again.

“What do you mean?” he exclaimed,
at last, in a pasping voice. “What are
vou driving at, you young fool? I do
not know anyone of the name of Bunter!
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have a fag ?

-

The Famous Five walked inio the Cloisters and discovered Billy Bunter leaning on a butltress, smoking.

asked the Cwl of the Remove, grinning at Wharton & Co. through a cloud of smoke.

““1 say, you fellows,
‘“ Be men, you know.

They’re jolly good smokes, I ¢an tell you.”” (See Chapter 12.)

“Wha-a-t ?"”

“©Oh, my hat|”

It was the turn of the Removites to
be astonished.

“You don't know anyone of the name
of Bunter—when yon were just going te
take the fat, blithering idiot to the races
in your car|” exclaimed Johuny Bull.

The captain started almost eonvul-
sively.  His glance: turned on the Owl
of the Remove again, and Bunter backed
farther off.

“That boy is not mamed Bunter,”
seid Captain Marker hoarsely, “That
boy is named  Wharton — Harry
Wharton.”

“QOh, great pip !

“Bunter, you fat, spoofing villain—"

“Oh, my only hat ¥

Harry Wharton & Co. understoéd now.
They could not even imagine why the
captain took Bunter for Wharton: but
now that they were aware of his mis-
take, they understood his motives.

“You took Bunter for nie !” exelaimed
Harry Wharton blankly.

“ You!" breathed Marker.

He stared at the captain
Remove with burning eyes.

“Bunter, you spoofing porpoise, have
you been using my name?

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Wharton !"” repeated C'aptain Marker

of Lhe

huskily. He was uttterly taken aback
and dismayed. “Wharton! You are
Wharton 7*

“You should not have told him,”
muttered Da Costa. “He knows you
now,”

Wharton laughed seornfully.

“Let him knew me—I'm not afraid
of the rotter! You cur!” Iis eyes

flashed at the discomfited captain.
" You miserable worm! 8o that's why
you've been making a fool of Bunter—
you thought you had got hold of me.
And he let you think so, I suppose, to
make something out of you !

“That accounts for the milk in the
giddy cocoanut ¥ chuckled Bob Cherry.

Captain Marker stood rooted to the
ground. The sudden discovery that he
had been deceived—or rather, that he
had deceived himself—that all his
scheming, so near to success as it had
seemed, had gone for nothing, had over-
whelmed him. He knew Wharton now
—and one look at him showed that the
game he had played with Bunter would
be futile with the captain of the Grey-
friars Remove, He was not, as he
had supposed, at the end of his task—he
was only at the beginning. He stood
breathing hard, staring at Wharton
with burning eyes, utterly thrown off
his balance.

“But how did the silly ass come o
make such a mistake ?” said Bob Cherry,
in wonder. “How did you spoof him
to that extent, Bunter 7

“I—I didn’t ! gasped Bunter. “He
saw the name in the hat, and thought I
was Wharton! He would have pitched
into me if I'd told him I wasn’t.”

“My hat—that you borrowed
half-holiday 7 exclaimed Wharton.

“Yes; you see—I say, yon fellows,
keep him off I'' yeiled Bunter in terror.

Captain Marker had been standing
like & man in a trance. But he woke
up suddenly, as it were; and with a
face disfigured by fury, made a spring
at Billy Bunter,

“Yarooogh! Help!
Bunter,

last

Help !” roared

Bunter was in need of help, The
captain’s grasp had closed on him, and
he was thumping the fat junior right
and Jeft. 8o sudden had been his action
that the Co. had had no time ta inter-
vene.  Billy Bunter roared and yelled
and struggled frantically under &
shower of savage blows.

“Rescue !” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Collar him!”

Captain Marker scemed beside himself
with fury: and Bunter certainly would
have been seriously damaged, had not
help been at hand. But there was
plenty of help for Bunter. Six juniors
rushed at the infuriated captain, and
dragged him away from his victim by
main force.

“Yow-ow-ov-ow-ow ! gasped Bunter,
collapsing in the grass, * Yow-wow !
say, you fellows—bump him—rag him—
yaroogh—ow—wow !"

“Cive him jip!” gasped Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton & Co. lhad come thero
to make an example of Bunter’s sport-
ing friend. They made an example of
him. Certainly, Captain Marker no
longer needed warning off, so far as
Bunter was concerned: now that he
knew the Owl's real identity, it was
certain that he would be fod up with
Bunter, and would have nothing more
to do with him. But the choery juniors
made an example of him all the same.

For some minutes, they had their
hands fall with the captain, whe
struggled and fought like a tiger. But
the odds were too heavy for him: and
in a few minutes Captain Marker was
getting the ragging of his life. When

(Continued on page 28.)
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Sometchere in the Pacific is the pirate stronghold of Black Michael, the modern Caplain Kidd, Somewhere + »
but Ferrers Locke and his boy pardner are mighty certain that they'll vool it ont !

Featuring FERRERS
LOCKE, DETECTIVE, and

his Boy Assistant, JACK DRAHE.

The Interrupiion !

HE card-sharper stiffened. Heo
T made as though to turn his head
towards the near-by table, ac

which Dreke was sitting.

“No, don't turn!” The boy's voice
was crisp. “Just drop your gun! Tl
givo you three seconds!”

Slowly the man lowered his gun-hand
to the table; then he slowly raised it
again, but this time the gun lay on tho
table.

*If your friends arc thinking of pull-
ing any rough stuff,” warned Jack,
“you'd better tell 'em that you'll die
mighty sudden !”

Then sharply to the American:

“Pick up that gun and collect your
own weapon |

The American shot him a quick, half-
fearful glance and obeyed. 1le picked
up the gun from the table and vetrieved
his own from the pocket in the man’s
reefer jocket.

“Now gebt out! And don't come
back 1” said Jack curtly.

“ But—but what about you?”

YI'm all right! Don't you worry
about me! Get out and stop out!”

L1 But_!,

“(et out, man!"

The American went. Ile moved lo
the door, his guns in his hands; and
not & man made an effort to stop him.
As for Jack, he felt a dryness in his
mouth. IHis heart was thumping hor-
ribly. He'd been successful so far.
He'd saved a man from standing up
unarmed and taking a bullet from a
bully's gun. Buat what now!?

He'd seen Ferrers Locke handle situa-
tions as tense as this, but he'd mever
been called upon to handle one himself,
Still, = bold face and his villainous
make-up might sce him through.

“You!” Ie jabbed his gun towards
the man who was still seated iminobile
at the tabla. * Quit—pronto!”

The man turned slowly in his chair
and faced him. His grey eyes were
blazing.

“Stranger,” he said, “I don’t know
who yuh are! I don't care, necither!
But sumday I'll kill yuh for this!”

““Go on—quit !”
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Jack's gun was covering the man un-
waveringly. He watched as the fellow
rose to his feet, fearful lest his thump-

ing heart should betray him.

Then came interruption. A curtain
at the far end of the room parted, and
a shrill voice cried:

“What's this? What'n cripes is this
blamed gun-play in a house for honest
sailormen?”

“'Frisco Sam!”
hoarsely.

Dearly as Jack would lave liked to
have looked, he dared not take his cyes

rauttered a voice

from the man in front of him. But he
Was  COusclous that someono was ap-
proaching shufflingly; then a thin,

sparse body, clad in a dingy dressing-
gown, was inserted between his gun and
the man with the cheroot.

Looking up, he found himself gaving
into as villainous and shrivelled a
countenance as he had over scen on
man, 'Two bloodshot eyes glared down
at him, set in a wrinkled, jaundiced
fave. )

“VWhat's the gun-play for, stranger?”
demanded  the newcomer  angrily.
“D'you want to bring the cops around
here?”

“No!" replied Jack, rising to his feet,
his gun still in his hand,

Then a hand clapped him on the
shoulder, and a voice cried heartily:

“yWell, if it ain't my old pal Juke!
How are you, shipmate?”

Wheeling, Jack found himself face to
faee with Ferrers Locke in the guise of
Hank Peters, IHis first fecling was one
of unutterable relief, His guv'nor was
here.

“You know this fellow, hey?” ques-
tioned tho shrivelled ‘Frisco Sam
shrilly.

“Know him?' echoed Ferrers Locke.
“Ay, T knows him! As tough a nit a3
ever sailed the seas. Put up your gun,
Jake; there ain't going to be no more
Gghting 17

“Qure?"” demanded Jack, playing up
to his guv'nor.

“Course heo's sure!” shrilled Frisco
Sam  angrily. “You, Schuller "—he
wheeled on the man with the cheroot—
“git down and don't try no funny busi-
ness here! I've told you before I've
gotta be careful!”

With a scowl, Schuller slumped into

e o

Introduction
on next page.

his chair; and Jack slipped his gun into
his pocket;

“We're well met, shipmate!” cried
Ferrers Locke. “Come on! 'l'riseo
Sam and me was just having a cosy
little chinwag when your gun-play in-
terrupted us! Sam, can I bring him
along?”

“Ts he the fellow you was telling me
about

“¥Yes, this is him.”

“Then bring him along! TUs has got
to get this business scttled!”

Ferrers Locke teok Jack by the arm;:
and wonderingly the boy accompanicl
him in the wake of 'Frisco Sam, who
was shuffling towards the curtain.

Working th: Oracle !

EHIND the curtain was a small
cubby-hole of a room, furnished
with & small table and chairz,
'[risco Sam scated himself ab
{he table, and Ieriers Locke motioned
to Jack Drake to do the same.

“Now, then,” said 'Frisco Sam, peer-
ing st Jack like some elderly bird of
prey.  “Let’s get  down to brass
tacks, Mister Hank Peters! This hyar
mate of vour'n has sure got a plumbs
cold nerve; I savvy that, by cripest!”

“Yos—well, I told you he had!™
drawled FKerrers Locke. “He ships
along wi' mel Don't you matel”

“Sure thing!” replied Jack.

He was following his guv'nor's lead
a]l along the line. It was all he could
do. Explanations would follow,

“ Don't know as how he'll aim 1o ship
along wi' vou when he knows the
facts ! mumbled "Frisco Sam, *'Tain’t

everybody's meat! Best tell him the
facts.” :
“Yes.”  Ferrers Locke nodded his

agreement, and turned to Jack. " See
here, mute,” he said,  * Sam says as
how he knows of a billet what might
suit two honest, hard-workin' sailor-
men like you an’ me! But this ain't no
straightforward ‘sign your articles and
get your kit aboard’ business. Nassir,
not by a long chalk.  Bam knows a
certain party what wants men to sail
wi' him somewhere amongst the islands:
—men what'll work hard an' keep
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their mouths shut in exchange for good
red gold. See?”

Jack Drake nodded, and the detec-
tive went on:

“Tain't everybody what Sam'll put
on to this here job, 'cos Sam has gotta
pick his men careful. DBut I was able
0 put Sam wise to a li'l frame-up what
a guy was aimin’ to stage around this
Liere 'loon. And Sam and me's friends.
SBee 1"

Again Jack nedded. Dy some means
or other Ferrers Locke had scraped
acquaintance with the shrivelled old

scamp. :
“Now,” went on the detective, “youn
ain't  pgotta  have no  squeamish

stomach i you want to ship aboard
the craft I'm indicatin' | Nossir, you've
jest gotta de  your job, hold your
tongue, and draw your pay! That's all
there is to it!”

“'Tain't all!” eut in 'Frisco BSam.
“Not by a long sight, it ain't! A
leller what ships aboard th' craft indi-
cated has gotta be preparved to fight
like & blamed rat if needs bel”

Fervers Locke smiled indulgently.

“Aw, I reckon Jake guessed that
much, Bam!” ke said. “Jake ain't no
fool, and he can sce how the land lies!
Can't you, shipmate?"

“Bure 1 can!” replied Drake. "I
figger it out this way, Hank. A feller
wants a few hands to seil wi' him
amongst the islands, That same [eller
am't wanting a brass band and ban-
ners to tell the world that he's afloat.
Nossir, he just wants to snoop quictly
around daing some mighty private busi-
ness, an’ he wants men wi' him what'll
keep theiv traps shut!”?

Fervers Locke ¢lapped him on the
shoulder.

"You've zaid it, Jake!” he chuckled,
and turned grinningly to Sam. ““Mighty
quick in the uptake, is Jake! He's
pot sense an’ he's got pluck! Now,
Jake, T can't tell you no more, cos Sam
wan't tell me no more. All T knows is
that there’s a job for you an’ me, with
good pay, if we carcs to take it on th’
aforementioned lines! You game?”

“Bure!” replied Jack laconically.

'Frisco Bam nodded.

“Then both of you had better git
your kit aboard th' Seagull afore
mornin’, She sails on the dawn tide.
Give this to th' skipper.”

He produced 2 pencil from o pocket
in his dressing-gown, and wrote 5 few
words on a scrap of paper torn from a
dirty notebool,

“That'll see you fair and square an’
dandy,” he said. “If ever you're
passin’ this way when I v'yage is over
I'll sure be glad to sce you. That is, if
you live to come back.”

'Frisco Sam  handed the serap ‘of
paper to Ferrers Locke and rose to his
feet. The Baker Street detective and
Jack Drake pushed back their chairs
and also rose,

'Frisco Sam’s littla bloodshot eyes
dwelt twinklingly on Jack.

“I guess I'm mighty sorry I can't be
on th’ Seagull  when wvou stepu
abroad " he said, and lis skinny bedy
shook with silent laughter.

“How so? demanded Drake, staring
at him.

“It would be mighty int'restin’!
You sce, Schuller, that guy what you
pulled a gnn on, is skipper of that
there ship!”

On Chalmers’ Trafl !
“E T took me three days to even get

on nodding terms with 'Frisco
Ham,” said Fervers Locke, as he
and Jack Drake slouched along
Pleasant Alley a few minutes later, en-

route for the boy's lodgings. “As you
will obscrve, our acquaintance was pro-
gressing by no means rapidly, and it
was essential that I hit on a means of
obtaining the old raseal’s vonfidence!”

“You've done that all  right,
guv'nor,” said Jack grimly. * How did
you manage it?”

* As you know, the saloon is a sort of
niecea for all the secum who drift inte
Valparaiso docks. It houses probably
more criminals than any other dive in
the city. I enlisted the aid of the
police, taking the chief of police into
my confidence, We arranged to raid
the place last night, and it was agreed
that at the last moment I should give
Sam_ warning of what was to happen.
I did so, and Sam cleared all the doubt-
ful characters out of his saloon in
double-quick time.  When the police
arrived there wasn't & eriminal in the
place, and everything was ship-shape.
Old Bam was strutting about like a
kindly and virtuous old gentleman.
His indignation at the arrival of the
police on his premises was one of tho
finest bits of character acting I've cver
Liad the pleasure of witnessing.”

“I bet it was!” grinned Jack Drake.
“The rotten old hypoerite 1"

“However, to cut a long story short,
he was fairly eating out of my hand
to-day.” continued Ferrers Locke. I
pointed out to him that the police
would probably trace the source of the
warning to me, and that my one and
only desire was to get out of Valparaiso
as soon as possible. I informed him
also that I had a pal—that was you—
whom I was waiting to meet, and when
I hitched up with this same pal I
would go, if I could find a ship.
stressed the fact that I was a follow
who wanted some exeitement on his
voyages; a fellow who didn’t care
where money came from as long as it
came casy and in plentiful quantities!”

Ferrers Locke paused, then said
carnestly

“I was taking a chance on Sam
being Chalmers' agent. I am still
taking a chance, but I'm convinced I'm
not wrong. The man who tried to
assassinato me on behalf of Chalmers
was hired by Sam. The connection is
obvious. Sam hesitated a little to-day
then came across with thia mysterious
yarn about easy money on board a
certain craft ecruising amongst  the
Islands. I jumped at it, Sam wouldn’t
go into any details, but if the Secagnll
doesn't have some donnection with

R R Y W W V. V)

INTRODUCTION.

Ferrers Locke, ‘he fumous Haker Street
delective, ia called i to investiate the dis-
appedarance of geverel large vessels lost with all
hauds under myslerious circumstinces in the
South Pacific. Answering in every oy to the
deseription of Blaek Michael, a pivide who lus
been terrorising the western seohoard of South
Americe, Ferrers Locke suspects w man known
&8 Professor Chalmers, That his suspicions are
well founded iz proved later when Chulmers'
shadower is found dead with a scrawled wote in
his cket threatening Ferrers Locke with a
similar fate. Realising the chnnces are that
Chulmers has escaped on the hinh seas Ferrers
Locke, necompanied by Jack Drake, his boy
assistant, sets sail for Buenos dyres, Shortly
after nudeiwz{ their destination an altempt is
made on the life of the Baker Street detective by
an agent of *Frisco Sam, proprietor of the Bucket
of Blood Saloon, whoe, to save iz oun neck, tells
Ferrers Locke all he kncws, With a view to
scraping an acquaintance with 'Frisco Sam and
to deceive Chalmers at the same time Ferrers
Locke sungests that both he and Drake separate,
disguise themselves aceordingly, and meet again
at the Bucket of Blood in a week's time, Drake
arrives ab the appointed place just in time lo sate
@ youngster dlad in the uniforin of a second officer
of the American merchant sertice from being shot
by « rascally card-gharper.

(Now read on.)

i

Chalmers then I'm on
wrong trail of inquiry!”

“1 don't think you are!" said Jack
Drake, emphatically.

“I'm convinced I'm on the
track, lad!” replied Ferrers
Y Kverything points to it! Ii is soven
years ago since Sam took over the
Bucket of Blood Saloon. I looked up
the records.  You will remember the
letter I road you in the flat, It is
seven years since Black Michael—theo
man I helieve Chalmers to be—held
up the saloon, and cleancd up every
man jack in the place. There was
heavy gambling going on, and he got
away with over ten thousand pounds,
Well, that incident happened during
Sam's first week of proprietorship, and
my theory is that Sam and Black
Michael were working together, al-
though Sam, himself, professed to have
been yobbed [

an  entively

right
Locke.

“You mean that Sam and Black
Michael split the proceeds of the
robliery 7

" Exactly! I'm convinced Samn is an
agent of Chalmers! The note Suin gave
me to give to Schuller reads: *Give
these fellows berths on board your
vessel ' That is all. Tt proves that
Schuller, skipper of the Scapull, takes
orders from 'Irisco Sam!"

“And you think the Seagull belongs
to Chalmers or is working in conjunction
with him?"

“Yes, because I led up to my request
for a job by talking about the shipping
which has becn reported missing of late
in the Southern Pacifie. I expressed
a strong desire to be in on that job,
and you can iuke it from me, Jack,
'Frisco 8am was weighing me up tle
‘whole time I was talking. Hard en
the heels of my remarks about the rich
pickings these pirates wero gotting,
came his offer of a job aboard the
Seagull! I don’t want to ciubark on
a discussion of the ethics of physiology,
but I'll stake my reputation that I've
read Bam and his offer aright!”

“It certainly looks like if, guv'nor!
But it seems to me that complications
are going to set in. I’ve got Schuller’s
back up. In fact, the brute has threat-
coed to kill me! If he's skipper of
the Seagull, I'm in for a warm time!”

“We can manage Schuller!” replied
Ferrers Locke grimly, He laid his
hand on Jack's arm. *I’ve often been
proud of you, lad,” he said carnestly,
“but never as much as I was to-night.
I was watching from bechind that
curtain, and your courage was magni-
{icent ! You handled that bully as
though he didn’t know enough to come
in out of the wet!”

“But—but, dash it all,
was most frightfully scared !
out Jack.

“Tt is when you're scared, yeot can
still keep going, that the proof of real
courage comes, Jack !" replied the detec-
tive quictly. “You were great!”

Ferrers Locke's boy assistant grunted
to cover his embarrassment.

‘Here's my digs, guv'nor!” he said.
“I'll just mip in and get my kit!”

guv'nor, I
blurted

Aboard the Seagull !

T was an hour before dawn, when

E Forrers locke and Jack Drake

reached the Lower Main Wharf of

the doeks. ‘Their kit bags were

upon their backs and their reefor jackets
buttoned uwp about their necks.

A ferryman, lounging . sleepily
against a capstan, straightencd up as
they approached.

“Goin’ out, mates?” he asked.

Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No. 1,066,
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WANTED—YOUR OPINION OF THIS GREAT NEW TEC SERIAL!

“Yes,” roplied the detective. ' Put
us aboard the Seagull, pard! I reckons
she's lyin’ out there sunwheres !

He indicated the dark mass of ship-
ping silhouctted against the grey back-
ground of water. .

The ferryman peered at him in the
darkness, shifted a quid of tobacco from
one side of his mouth to the other,
then pecred ngain at the detective.

“Ain't skinned, are you, mate?” Lo
inquired casually.

“gkinned?” rteplied TFerrers Locke.
“No, 1 don't reckon I am! I kin
pay you, pard!” L

#“Funuy, but I warn't thinkin' "hout
my pay !” drawled the ferryman. “T}%:
Seagull, you said? Kim on, then!

Heo crossed the wharf and dropped
into his boat, which was moored against
the side.

Forrers Locke and Jack Drake fol-
lowed him, and seated themselves in
the stern sheets.

Propelled by lusty strokes the boat
shot out across the water.

Suddenly the ferryman rested on his

oars.

“Naw, T cain't do it!” he drawled.

“T've allus run straight, an’ I've got
a missus at home thinks th' world o
me "
“Yeah! I b'lieves you, pard!”
grunted Forrers Locke affably. “But
say, this ain't necither the time nor the
place for a high-falutin’ chin-wag "bout
your domestic arrangements!”

“Us might discuss subjects a blamed
sight worse'n that!” was the reply.
“Us might, frinstance, discuss th’
Seagull I"”

# Ah,” Ferrers Locke nodded his head,
“now you're talkin’, pard! Yessir, and
T'm all set to lissen!” . )

The ferryman released his grip on
one O&r, aﬁowing it to swing on tho
-rowlock. He leant forward and tapped
the detective on the knee.

“Don't go!" he said. “Lemme take
you an' your mate back to shore.
Thassal I gotta say! Jest, don’t go!”

“Us has gotta go, pard! DBeggars
can't bo choosers!”

“Say, lissen!” An carnest mote had
crept into the ferryman’s voice. “1d
a blamed sight. sooner iron clothes in
g Chink laundry than sail aboard th’
Seagull! Gee, I'd rather eat dirt than
eat th’ grub what they sarve aboard
that vessel and, ding-bust my hide, but
T'd sconcr ship ungcr a drunken hog
of a Russian skipper than ship under
Schuller I y

“You've spoke fair, pard!” replied
Terrors Locke. “And I thank you for
jt. Yessir, you're a white man. Mebbe
vou knows the shipping in these waters
better'n my mate and me, and you've
put us wise. But I ain't tho man to
turn back, so us'll just go on!”

“ As you say!” grunted the ferryman,
and. dug his oars into the water.
® But there ain’t a wind-jammer outa
*Frisco what has gotten a pair of
officers like the skipper and the mate of
th’ Seagull! Jumpin' sea-hosses, but
they kill men aboard that ship, an'
there min't & port authority th' whole
blamed length o th' coast what dare
sling ’em into chekey for it!”

There loomed up in front of the boat,
a fow minutes later, the black bulk of
nn iron-hulled freighter. She was of
some ten thousand tons burden, as far
as Ferrers Locke could guess in the
darkuess.

“Soagull, ahoy!” roared the ferry-
man. “Two hands to come aboard!" -

“All right, we're not deaf, dang

you!” bellowed a voice from the deck
of the freiglter: aud u rope ladder
splashied downwards.

Ferrers Locke stood up in the boat
and grabbed it

“3'long, pard!” he said to the ferry-
man. “I ain't forgettin' what you've
suid

He thrust a five-dollar bLill into the
man’s hand, and went up the ladder,

Jack at lis heels.
A Dbig, hefty [ellow, clad in  blue
jersey and blue serge trouscrs, was

standing at the top of the ladder.

“Whut d'you want aboard this eraft,
vou weevils?” was his grectiug,

“'Frisco Sam sent us aboard,” re-
plicd Ferrers Locke. *“We've got to
veport to Captain Schuller.”

“All right!” grumbled the fellow.
“Srow your kit in the fo'c’sle, then
come back Lere! Youwll bave to doss
on tho floor. All tho bunks is taken.”

Terrers Locke and Jack Drake
moved for'ard and cntered the
fo'e'sle. The place seemed full of men
and rank tobacco smoke, At a rough
ostimate, Drake figured that there were
fully ecighty men, some lying on their
bunks, others scated on the foor. The
fo'c'sle was roomy; but, despite the
heze of tobacco smoke, it smelt foul and

fotid, as though gallons of bilge wero
slopping about somewhere beneath the
flooring.

“ Anywhere a feller can doss down?”
in%\lirod Ferrers Locke good-naturedly.

“There's a corner over therel”
grunted & tall, sinewy fellow who
looked like either a Dane or a Swede.
“We're kinda cramped!”

The deteotive nodded and slung his
and Drake's kit on to the floor at the
spot indicated.

“Now,” he said, as they stepped out
again to the clean, ?ure air  which
swopt tho deck, “we'll interview your
friend Schuller.”

The First Officer of the Seagull !
HIY man who had ordered the
E Buker Street detective and his
boy assistant to the fo'c’sle was
waiting, and he led the way
down the saloon hatchway to the door
of the captain’s cabin. He knocked,
and the harsh voice of Schuller bade
hiin enter.

Throwing open the door, he strode
into the cabin, Ferrers Locke and Jack
Drake at his heels. Schuller was seated
at the table, a black bottle by his elbow
and an_unlighted cheroot between his
teeth. By his side sat a huge, coal-
black negro, clad in & blue jersey, serge
irousers, and sea-boots. Two heavy
gold carrings dangled from the lobes of
the negro's ears, A cruel, disfiguring
sear ran the full length of his right
check, from temple to the corner of
his ugly, thick-lipped mouth.

Spread on the table in front of the
two men was a chart of the Southern
Pacilic,

“What'n  cripes d'yuh want,
bo'sun—" began Schuller, then broke
off  abruptly as his eyes took in Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake.

He half rose to his feet, his hands
gripping the table in front of him till
ttp knuckles showed whito through {he
BK1MN.

“You?” he snarled, staring at Drake
with cold eyes. “What're yuh doin’
aboard this craft?”

It was Ferrers Locke who answored.

' frisco Sam sent us. He told mie
to give you this.”

He handed the serap of paper which
Bam had given him to Schuller. The
mwan glanced at ity then threw it on to
the table in front of hin.

“I've had a note 'bout wyou from
Sam 1" he suid barshly, theu tuzrned to
the staring negro seated by his side,
“That dog there "—and he indicated
Juck—*"is th' one what pulled a gun ou
we way back in th' s'loon!"

The negro launched himself
feet,

“ By jiminy. yo' don' say " he ejacu-
lated. **An’ he comes for to :ail on dis
ship, hey”

" You've said it!” snapprd Schuller.
“ Luck's sure standin’ in wi' wme!”

The negro grinned nastily,

“¥o' bet she shore is!" he rumbiled.
“Yes, suh! By jiminy, but me will
sinash dat dpg fo' yo!”

He shoved back his chair, and lhLis
great black fingers curling suggestively,
advanced round the table towardy
Jack,

“Don't be a blamed fool!" snarled
Schuller.  ““Ain't yuh got no sense!
Sam’s marked these dogs: as Class A
men. We don't want 'em smashed none
till th' boss has scen "em! Wait, yuh
Loneheaded nigger! If yuh damage
‘o now, vuh don't know what line of
talk they'll shoot off when they meet th'
o
I'he negro hesitated, then. turning ou
his heel, slouched back to Lis r-lmir-.Ec

Schuller turned to Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake, His eyes dwelt on them,
coldly, caleulatingly, but when Le spoke,
it was to Drake he addressed Limself.
For reason’s what’ll soon bo mighty
clear to yub,” ‘he snarled, I ain't
aimin' to payv back what 1 owes yuli
yet awhile. This hyar ship is bound for
Iiost Island, an’ afore we reaches it,
I'll make yul blamed sorry yult ever
was born! Yuh pulled a gun on me
t'night, an’ T'll break yuh for that!”

‘I:Ic paused, then went on, snecringly:

I don't know, and I ain't inquiring
none, whether either of yuli ever sailed
under e coloured first officer, This
nigger”—and he laid his hand on the
negro’s shoulder—“is first officer aboard
this ship. He ain’t got no soul. Fke's
jest plain  black right through an’
mighty proud of it! He hLates wharf
rats like you worse'n p’ison. When le
says ‘jump.” by heck, yubk'll blamned
wal jump!”

The negro leered, Ha and Schuller
wera obviously good fricnds.

“Now git for'ard!” snarled Schuller.
“I'm keepin’ my hands off'n yuh for a
few hours., DBut after that I'm gonna
come right after yuh! Get out of this!”

Ferrers Locke touched his boy assia.
tant on the arm and they withdrew from
the cabin,

Up on deck, as they walked slowly
for'ard, Jack =aid quietly:

“I suppose if one lifts a hand against
Schuller, it's mutiny ?"

“Vos!” replied the Baker Street
detective.  “There's trouble aliead, lad,
seripus trouble—for someone! DBut at
the motnent I'm  rather curious to
see— "

“Yes, guv'nor ! said Jack, as Ferrvers
Locke paused.

“T'm rather curions to sce this fellow
whom Schiuller referred to as the Boss!"

(It looks az if Ferrera Locke and Jack
Drake are booked for a worm time
aboard the Seagull, docan’t t, chums?
Exactly what kappens awill be told in
nert week's theilling instalment, Don't
miss it, whatever you do.)

to his
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NEWS PARS AND PICTURES

ON THE BALL!

Motor-cycle footer must be
an exgiting sport to watch, and
more exciting still to take part
in, but the faotwork of Charlie
Buchan, Andy Wilson, and

other first-class exponents of
the real winter game would be
wasted in it. Photograph
shows an incident near goal ‘in
the annual motor-cycle footer
match between South Oxon
M.C. and Botley M.C. at the
Motor Gymkhana held recently
at Oxford.

Zurrerrrerrth—urrreee | That, no doubt, is somethin
they whiz through the water at umpteen miles an hour. B
and with the bigger onc— Estelle [.—she hopes to atta;
sporting Englishwoman has entered both boats in th

etroit, U.5.A., during September.

A STUDY IN
EXPRESSIONS!

Mud, of course, has its uses ;
beauty specialists prescribe it
for their patients, but mud on
the track at Stamford Bridge
is not appreciated by those
engaged 1in athletic tussles
there. Our picture shows
three competitors going all out
in the three miles race. Note
the varying expressions on
their faces as, regardless of
mud and rain, they forge on
to the tape that marks the
winning post.

GOOD LUCK!

g like the noise these monster racing motor-boats make when
oth the craft shown in the photograph belong to Miss Carstairs,
n a speed of 100 m.p.h. and thus break all world's records. This
e British International Trophy races, which will take place at

We, all of us, wish Miss Carstairs the very best of luck. .
THE Maewer LiBRARY.—No. 1,066,
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JACK JOLLY'S RUSE!
(Continved from page 15.)

“Phonk you kindly, sint ™

Uornat one more word befure you go.
Me. Nollidge," snid Dr. Birchemall, sk
lis voice to o confidentinl wisper, " Uh.
ing to some egestraordinary deloy in the
post, 1've been disnppointed  about o
postakorder T've been cggspeeting,”

ALY mermered Jack,

He knew what was coming.  The Head
was folling nostly into his trap !

“ihe  postal-order,”  continewed D
Birchoranll, in the sime confidentinl Ltono,

“wos coming from one of my titl
1elptions, at Birchomall Towers, It wis
yoing to ba for o ratlior lorge sum Tindf-ia-

crown, to be egmoct.”

“ Yos, #ir 1"

w1 was wondering whether you'ld he
pood enuff to cash it in advanes for e
Vou ean hand me half-a-crown now, nod
'l hond you the postal-order when it
comes. Do you think you ean oblizs
e, Meo Nollidge ¢

Juck Jolly pretended to ponder.

“well, T00 do it,” ho said ot linst
* But T must ndk for a little more security
for my money than your word, if you'll grive
we nn 1O U now, the eash is yours.”

In the eggscitemnent of the moment Dr,
tirehemal elutehed Jaclk Jolly round the
wiste ond waltzed hin round the studdy.

e would have waltzed round n second
thme bat for, the fact that le
teipped over the fonder,

alinpst

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Shade pipt T signan 10 U or
anvtliing olse, on thoso terms,” he suid
difitedly, ** Here vou orve -

In lis ifimitablo scraw), he wrole on
n sheet of paper:

v f 0 U Half-aserown (2a Gl
(Signed) AT Birchemall.”

Jack Jolly cheerfully partod with his
last half-a.crown, ond tronsferred Dr.
Birchomoll's preshus  document  to his
pocket. Hia hart was furely throhbing
with cgmsitement benoath is loud check
soewt, Within ten minuted of his roturn
to St, Sam's, he had won half tho battle
he hind obtained Dr. Birchcmall's signature
for n dett of cash !

Y And now  for
moermered Jack,

Lut, of coupse. he didn't say tliat nloud,
For De, Birchemall's enrs, he added

“ Wt nbout s sunek, sir ¥ 1'm begin:
ning to foel peckish 1" ;

To which Dr. Birchemaoll, full of friewd-
linogs ot the suxxess of lis financinl
oprerntions, roplied :

some giddy funt”

s What-ho ! Weo'll got down to the
dining-hnll at onee—if not sooner ! i
And to the dining-hall, with anns

liuked, and grinning all over their diles,
1br, Birchemall and the persudo master
duly dessended !

(Look out for anaother wide-splitting
wrn of St.Sa m'sin newt ks homper
nimber of the MAGNET, elums, Thi
title dxs CWINNING THROTUGH i anl
Vil digh G wour' sides aehonhen
wonw remd i)

PRICE
TWOPENGE.

It

IN BORROWED PLUMES!

(Cantinued from page 235.)

ihe breathless juniors left him al last,
they were all looking rather untidy, and
considerably fotigued: but it was thie
wrock of u cgptain that they lelt
gasping i the grass.

. . . - - .

Harry Wharton and Co. walked back
to. Groyfriars, breathing hard aftor
thoir exertions, hut satisfied with having
moted ont stern justice to the schemer.

Billy  Bunter trailed dismally after
thom—no longer a rorty dog: loaking
and feeling anything but rorty. It

was half an hour later before Captain
Marker found encrgy enough fo erawl
into his ear and drive awny—and the
frame of mind in which he went conld
not have been expressed in words.

“We're done with that rotter now,
[ fanevt" Harry Wharton remurked ;
and  his chums assented : though Da
Coxta shook hix head doubtfully.

But Harry Wharton was not vet dome
with his rvival for a fortune. The last
blow was yet to come.

THE END.
(Whatever wou do, chums, don't miss

the coneluding  #tory in this vatltling
fine wcrice af Greyfrines warns: “A

Fri{f?’f-’.\'h‘ AT STAKE!" 1'% the best
yet! i
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YOUR CHUMS WOULD BE TICKLED TC DEATH BY THE AMUSING AND AMAZING ADVENTURES OF JACK JOLLY!

15

Thus, Jack Jolly, late kap-

Jinel’s hart beat faster s Lo ilras tiear

with interest.  * Well, don't o and over-

14
i . 1 | x H_H._mm,?. the gkool, TFoasil hawlol AMe [adab at joperafiy, and T ones gol a meodat
: Nollidpe over to Bindding, (ho paes, who | Gor hiatory ! "
L OTTEN ! " ) @ ledl the way o Dre. Birchemudl's stn Ly, “Ind you really 1" anid (lie Head

tin of the Iourth Form at
St, Bam's.

Our hero was tremping along the lane
leauling from 8t. Sam's to Muggleton.
Above him the sun shone merrily from
vt of & cloudless sky., Around him
the trees ruesled, and the birds twittered
sheerily, Nature waa in its happiest mood.

Jack Jolly's mwood, however, woas the
reverse of happy. He was leaving the
ekool where he lad spent the happiest
days of his life—and he wus Jeayving it
in disgrace ! .

If anybody had told Jack Jolly at vising-
bell that morning, that before dinner-
time he would have been epgspelled, Jack
would have larfed him to skorn.

Neverthelega, (hat was epgsactly whaot
had happened. Dr, Alired Birchemall,
the crool and tirranical headmaster of
St. Sem's, on the Himsy pretext that
Jack had been pulling his skollerly leg,
had given our hero the Order of 1the DBoot.
And now Jack Jolly, fallen from his high
estate as kaptin of the Fourth at o grate
publick skool, was on his way to Muggleton
Ntation, on root for Home Sweet Home.

Boughed down with sorrow, shaken
with sobs that he did not even try to
voneeal, our hero walked along the lene.
But hope had not altogether departed
from him yet. Even aos he sobbed snd
groaned, a cheery grin still illewminated
lus countenance,

" Eggscuge me, young man——

Jack Jolly locked up with a start.
He had just reached the Muggleton High
Strest when hig gloomy thoughts wero
intrupted by that apolojettick phraze,

' Can you tell me the way to St. Sam's 17
nched the stranpger.

Jack Jolly looked at his questioner
with grate interest. He waa an under-
vized, seedy-looking young man, with o
hangry eggspression on  his dile. Iiis
hoots were worn to rags, and the only
part left of his hat, was the brim. How-
wver, from the foet that his c¢lothes,
though eggstremely ald, were neatly
patched, Jack Jolly judged that he came
lrom honest, though poor, parents,

"I sertainly can tell you the way to
Et, Sam's | " eaid Jrek, with o bitter larf
* As a matter of fact, I have just come
from that very plaice myveelf ! "

“You don't say so!" ejakulated the
riranger, looking interested Irimself.
“Well now, ain’t that funny t DI'm tho
new master |

" The—the new master ! "' ekkoed Jock
in  serprize, ‘' Then you're taking ilhe
Fourth while Mr. Lickham is nway!™

“Eggeactly ! They've just =ent me
vlong from the Lahour Exehange, aud I
vnderstend that 1 shall be taking the

Faurth, But what do you know about

i, young shaver 1"

Jack Jolly did not answer {he new
master's question for & minnit. Ho was
too busy with his own thoughts just then,

I"or as soon a3 he heavd that the stranger

waa Mr. Lickham’s depuly, nn idea had
vntered his brainbox—an idea so darin
rid original, that it almost took his breth
RWAY.

Nobody at St, Sam’s knew what awt
vf & wmaster tho Lebour Exchange was
eoneling along, to take Mr. Lickhanis
plaice. Not even Dro Birchemall knew
whether the neweomer would be young,
rid, thin, fat, tall, short, doark, or fair,
Hopposing this gentleman, for some reason,
did not turn up ?  Supposing Jack Jolly

Limself, disguised in a sewtable manncr,

wont along instad ! Nobody wonld kuow

that there was anything wrong !

Qur hero's eycs began to gleom with
vegsitement, 1f only he could get back
io St. Sam's as master of the Fourth,
he would soon find a way of petting the
Illead under hiz tlhiumb, so that he could

LE

DCK Youy's Ausz,

e
AT

orce him to
cancel the
crool sentenco
that he had
passed on ths cap-
tain of the Fourth,
It was well-known .
that Dr. Birchemall made an invoriable
practiss of borrowing money from new
mnaters bafore they get to lknow Lin.
With a capital of half-a-crown, thought
Jack, he might easily get the Hendl's
gignature to an LOU., and win back
his plaico at St. Sam's |

The only problem was how to get the
real new master out of the way, Juck
Jolly turned his pttention te this.

“Bo you are the new master!’ he

fietting the sack from St. San’s docsue™ wory Jack Jolty aug, for to seencr ix he eleay of the

sehool {lune he strilies a braimeace jor geltingdack,
caral and jowelled in cecrvy movenwent !

# Oh, erikey 17

“And, finally, they are
hrootally  ill-trested by the
fecreo and tirranical Head, Dr.
Birehemall |V eonclooded Jacl.
“{M course, sir, I haven't told
vl everything !

"M—mygitddy aunt!”
gasped the now master, * But
von've told me gquite enuff, my lad !
li that's whot St. Sam’'s is like, then
' very thankful 1 didn't get there.”
“ Then you're not going to take up the
appointment "' nsked Jack oggsitedly.

Aud the brainivace is first class, cighiicea

pekew ligr, for altlio it looked old, it al o
loked young ab tho saie time, A hevvy
ranstarsh ol heetlhing evebrows adorned
it, giving it the appesrance of o Guy
Fawx nask, more than anything olso.
This strange ecreeturs, woa attired in a
b clweek sewt, brown hoots and apats,
raul an opera hoat. Altoeether, he pre-
senlond a vory epgstroarilinary appeerance,
" Mo heve ! pepeeted Fossil, ' Look
"era, my man, waot | savy 4 this ‘ero
¥You bmzzg off | Comedigns ain't allowed

1 g e skoal | Y
" omedon 0 How alare you refer Lo
1 w9 B comedian,

remnarked, sucvaying tho secdy-looking
jentleman with a crittienl eye. ™ Well,
gll I can say is, hevvan help you when
you get to St. Sam's "

“What’as that 7 ssked the stranger
with a start.

“ o you meen Lo say that you, at your
time of [ife, heven't heard what & hormble
time the masters have up et the skool 77
eried Jack Jolly incredewlously.

“ Blowed if I have!" nnswered the
new master in serprize. ‘‘1've been out
of work for sovveral years, and I thought
I was on o good ege when they offered
me this here job."”

“You'd better have annuther think,
then ! * said Jack Jolly, * Let me tell
:ou this, sir. The horrors of life at St
wm_.n.m_ for the masters, are beyowl des.
cription. They toil from early morn il
midnita, or even after, .Pwpwﬂ iram taking
classes gll day long, they bave to perfoym
housowork 4

“ Housework " gasped the new master.

“ Sertainly ' Serubbing  floors, and
cleaning windows, et setera, you know,
'Then they do all the cooking L

“ C.cooking ? " stuttered  the seedy
jentleman.

* Rather ! And the gardening— —"

* Gardening?

“ And plumbing and decorating. Apart

froxn that, they take it in turns to clean

the boys' hboots. Three hundred pairs
a nite, there are ! Oh, and I forgot the
wishing—--"

*AWowaw-waslung 1

“Oh, rather! Three or lour hours ot
the wesh-tub every nite, yon know, s !
As to the conditions they vo kept in, L'l
spare yon the drediul details,  Bus i
may intorest you to know thev they slecp
in the dog-kennels A

“Lrrate pip 1"

“And they are proctically starved—a
cupple of docnute every day is all the tood

L
<4

Tne Maaser Liprary.—No, 1,066,

you ingignifficant
pop T osaid the new-
comrer. Mt My namo is
M Nolhideo, and 1
o the new master !
Kinelly condugt g

i De. Birehemall at
onven b Y

"My Leyo! Wot ]
RyH b3 this 'ere : I'm
sorry, e ! Y pasped
Forsil, " Foller me,
sip P

Jack Jolly—dnr My,
Nollidge, of ecourae,
was none other than
he —orinned, pa e
followed the old skonl
porter, 1f Fossil

" Sertniudy not ! T ses there's & noliss :
" Boy YWanted,' outside that grocer’s shop
over the road. I'm going {o have a try
for that insted. Ta-tw, young shaver !
And thanks for warning ma ! "

“It’s ooplezzure Y grinned Jack Jolly.
“ Clhioerio, sie !l "

When the stranger had disappeared
into the groeer’s shop, the eggspellel
junior did » Charleston on the pavement,
in his delite, Hig toetix had suxxesdsd
beyond all  eggspoctations. The uew
master had fallen for his story like o
lamh,

Now ecamo the next part of Juck's
progromm—idisguising himsell so {hat all
traces of Jack Jolly shiould ba ahlitterated,
snd a more elderly and learned-looking
inclividual take his plaice.

srinning all over his dile, Jaclk Jolly
hurried down the ILigh Street to the littlo
cliop where Ikey JMoses combined the
bizness of costewmier with thet of money-
lender, frewterer, snd other things.

e

IL

i, oY heya!l"
DAl Fossil, the aged porter at
B St Bam's, gasped,

Sixty years or g0 ab a frato
publick skool Lad aecustomed Fosal to
a poocd many strange sights. Buot the
eppstrnordingry individusl who had just
witlked throo the gates drew an eggspres-
siom of gorprize even from Fosail,

The individusl in question was appar.
ently & middle-aged man, altho as o matior
of fact, he was no taller than n Fourth

they zet M

Form junior. His dile was somewhat

trafo hia disguise,

then uobody else
wonld !

_ T oy

— coulidn’t penny-

g : .m_

= t

” .h. ..._.._

walked

acrosa the

- gquad to-

- wards the
Akoul Houge.
Morming  lessons
wera over  and
Fags were play-

-

Fa s
] —
-

the plaiza was erowded,
g markles, the mors stetely  Sixth
Formers weva  playing  leap-frogg  on
the Sixvili Form green, and the imasters
wore 1amdanlping in s dipnified round of
hopeeoteh in Masters' Hopscoteh Conrd,
Vonschwently, 3Iv.  Nollidee was  the
minnosure of 21l eves as he walked in Fossil's
wako.

But nobody recopnized the somewlial
cxsontrie, tho giollerly-looking neweomer,
ag Jack Jelly, the cogepelled kaptin of the
Wourth,

Even JMerry and Bright, Joliy’s hosom
pde, 1carly staved curiously, as they
wistehied the stronger enter the HMovse,
Bt dpesaning that Le wes their old leader,

the drodded sanktom wlich held s many
painful memories for him, Been tho the
rest of the slool hiadn't viom™a 0l bim, s
coatldn’t help fearing that the a3 rat-
like cyes would dissover his teon idontity,
“Come in, fathead ! velled a dignifi «l
voiee from within the H v 1’3 stally, in
response to Binding's rap on the Jdoor,

The page opened the door, and scrowing
np all his curridge, Jack Jolly hoppad in,
to find himself in the majestick prezzonce
of Dr. Alfred Idirehemall.

" Good-morning, siv ! " said Jaek, with
a courlly bhough., * Nums of Nollideo,
I'm the new temporary master.”

“laood epg! I've been eopospecting
you ! spid D, Birchemall, with asattis-
fnetion. " Buzz off, Bidmr! O, to
pub it in tho verngeular, you may go !

*Bertuinly, a1V prinned  Binding,
hizzange off. .

" Now, Mr. Nollidge, squaity-voo, and
mnko yourself ab home,” sind the Head
cordially, 8o wyou're e nmun  the
Labour Exchange sent slong, eh 1"

Y Egesactly |7 mermersd Juclk, begin-
ning to breathe freely apain, as  he
percneved  that there was uo sign of
rocognition in the Hoad's dile.

" Wall, if you'll egeecuse my saying so,
von don't loak much like a master,”’ said
D, Birchemill, with n glance ot Jack
Jolly's cheek sewt andd opora hat, ™ You're
pgure  you haven't made a mistake, ]
auppose 1"

“Oh, nno, sir! Don't take any notiass
of my eclobber, sir.  It's the bect Ikey
Moaos could rake up o

" lkey Moses ¥V ekkoed the Hoadd,
ataring.

" I—I menn, theso ave just somo old
toge I'm wearing out ! ™ sail Jack hastily.

CUh, T see!"” mormered the Hoad,
rather dewbiously, * However, as you
are hero for only n fortnite, 1 suppose it
makes na odds, Now Mr. Nollidge, 1
don't know whether wyou've had any
eggsperience in the teaclnng ling before—"'

" Ok, lots, sir! ™ said Jack cheerfully,

“You nre familisr, I trust, with the
most up-to.date methods of torcher—the
twisting of arms, amnd the pulling of ears,
and the tweaking of noses, in nddition
to tho use of the cane, and the bireh 7V

“1 have had =& vast eggsperience of
all those methods, sir!" replied Japk
Jolly, fealingly.,

“Well, that’s the mane thing, any-
.Em_w. ! said the Fead, with o nod, ' As
to lessons—well, I supposn you're prepared
with some kind of gufl to rom into the
wooden noddles of the boyas in your

chargo ¥ Any old thing will de, of
coursa |
“Don't worry about that, sivr! I'm a

o i, of coursa. I don't believe in erami-
ming yvoungsters’ hoads with ton much
nollidze. A littla nollidge, and plenty of
thrashings—that's my method !

“And an eggsellent methiod, too!"
agrond Jack, tho inwardly ho was longing
to chuck tho inkpot at the dile of the hawd-
harted old head of St Sam's.

" Ag to wages,'"' apid thoe Hewd, with a
cunning look at the temporary master,
"' I presoom that ag you get your hoard
aivl keep, you wor't eggspect onything
much in thoe way of spondulicks.  Suppose
wa Bny sixpence a4 weck pocket-money T
That'll make it n bob for your fortnite's
ongaremcnt, '’

" Oh erumbs ! * mermered Jack, " But
[ always understood that the masters at
i rrate askool like 8t. Sam's received
(uite hondsoma reranonoration—mneyer leas
than half-a-crown s week and all found.”™

" Tut-tut ! You have evvidenily bean
reading newspapor feiry toles,” said Dr,
Birchemall, with an impatient jesture,
"1 van agsurs you that no mnster hove
geta such o fabewlous sallery as that, Mr.
Nollidgo, I’oase liamiss such false idoas
from your head.”

" Waell, if that's the case, T suppose I'd
hettor axxept your terma, air,' said Juck
Jolly, tho he knew wvery well that Dr.
Birchemall was going to poeket somos of
the Guvverners’ money out of the trans-
action.  ** I'll tuke tho job at & tanner o
woek then,"

“"Done ! saud the Tead. * You will
start your dooties at once, then, Mr.
Nollidge, aml your sallery will be paid to
vou, subjoct to good conduct and hard
work, at the and of the fortnite.”

“Thanks very mueh ! " grinned Jack
Jaolly.

‘* Now, as to the Form you are to take,
I should like to warn you that the Fourth
ard n pretty tuff lot of nuts to crack!"
continewed Dr. Birchemall. " Only this

morning they had the dashed nerve to
make a fool of me ! ™

" Impossible, s&ir!"
Jolly.

*What 2

“ Impnssible ! They eouldn't very wall
make you what you already were, could
they t "' asked Jack, with an eppspression
of child-like innosense on his disguised dile.

Dr. Birchemall stared hard at the new
masater,

“1f I thought you were trying to be
funny " he began.

* Funny, sir ¥ " repoeted Jack, in well-
fained tones of serprize.

*“1'd give you a dot on the hoko—and
without the option! " finished thoe Head,
seveerly. " However, you look innosent
cnuff, 8o I'll let it pass this time,"”

(Continued on prye 29.)

mermered  Jook
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With arms linked, and grinning all over their diles, Dr. Birchemall and the
persudo master dessendad tothe dining-hall,



