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ALLYING RoOUND CARBOY!”

This week’s fine school yarn of Greyfriars.

No. 1,081, Yeol. XXXIVY, Weok Ending Movember 3rd, 1828,
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~ARBOY OF
ch EMOVE

THE WORK OF AN ENEMY!

fAn amazing incident from this weeli®s grand yarn of Tarry Wharion & Co.j
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HERE s talk of ten thousand
poutds having been offered sines
tie =tart of the present senson

" [or o stur footballer. And in ot

least bwo cases as much as six thousand
pounds  has  cortainly  been  paid
clubs in desperateo weed of uddi.timmﬁ
strength.

There is ot least one First Dhvision
footbull ¢lub, however, which stunds
aside and leta othera do the bidding for
the stars. That club is West Ham
Huited. 'They don't believe in big trans.
fer fees. What they do believe 1s thab,
around the playing fields of the Eunst
IZnd of Loudon there are promisivg lads
who only need #o be enmeouraged,
couchedd w bis, teained a biy, sud can
then be put into the League side. - The
policy of West Mam right down. the line
s been just this: Give the local tads
a chance. And b hos been a policy
which has certumnly paid,
more clubs followed the West MHam
line, our lads would then have a greater
incentive to unprove their gamse.

Encourage Young Taleat!

An outztanding instance of the way
West Ham fBnd them is outside-left
James William Ruffell. Though he was
horn in Yorkshire, he was taken to
London os a baby, and went to a school
st Manor Park. If the rules of footbull
did not prevent it, I believe the officials
of the West Ham club would send the
schoohnasters of the district a nice fat
cheque. They encourage the lads to
play football, and what iz more, know
cnough about the [qn.ma'tp teach the
luda to play football as it should be
played. : .

The master at Jimmy Ruffell's schogl
vertuinly taught Jimmy how to play out-
side-left: and the master, whom I have
seent more tham omce ot West Ham's
matches, has had & happy smile on his
face as he watched Ruffell performing.
And to see the lads grow up 1nto tiptop
players is, in the seboolmaster's own
words, sufficient reward.

This outside-left of West Hom was
always a bit or what might be called
the frail side. He doesn's look like a
footballer when you see him in
“civvies,” for even as & grown man, he
only stands five feet seven inches, and
has never yet bumped the scale down at
cleven stone, :

But wise people don’t judge a foot-
baller by his size; they judge him by
his ability on the fisld,
and on this stapdard
Ruffell is to-day one of
the b-st outside-lefts in
the game, and perhaps ;
fﬁ:hu rer b;;‘;l g

ngland, way, 4
during the frst mnnagl'-] :
of the "present season,
ho was chosen to play
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' Spved ds exsentinl in an celrene
NS
This week he tells wus
ol about the feci-footed Jimemy
Ruffeil, the formous English Infer-
nutionol ond oufside-left of West

rwingg pleyger thexe

ihyﬂq."
(1] H’t"ﬁﬂEq?’

Ham,

League against tha Irish League, and he
h also played for England in
proper * Internutional muiches.

The Rough with the Smooth!?

Forsonally, I think there is only one
biiing wrong with Buffell, and that is
his name. ‘He should have been called
Jimmy Unruffled, because if-ever there
wias & player who took things as they
come—tha good luck with the bad; the
hard kmocks, and so on, then it is the
TF:-: Hti-uﬁl ﬁui&iﬂ@-ieii whﬂdm.at- tho
elud, wob five or six thousand pounds,
biad aetually—nothing! - ¥
- This temperamcnt which enables him
ko> take the rough with the smooth is
one of the secrets of his succoss. Modesty
15 another. There are some players who

ave to buy a new hat overy time they
make ony advance in the goame: .the
old cne won't fit them because their
head swella. But not so0 Jimmy Ruffell.
He Eutﬂ actoss & perfect centre from
which o goul is scored, and then turns
back to the centre-line without any fuss.
When he cuts in and scores a goal him-
self, the same sort of “that’s what T am
here for" expression is on his face.
Deoing the job to the best of his ability,
and no bones sbout it, is the motto on
which Ruffell works and thrives.

Frail, but Fearleaa!
I have said that he is on ths small

JIMMY RUFFELL,
the 1dol ¢t the “ Hammers.'"

side, but this does not provent him from
having contact with the encmy when the
situation demands it. If you watch

Ruffell charge, however, you will
realise thot he doesn’t believe in wast-
INg energy.

n o certain mabch last season- the
onlockers at West Ham—among whaoin
Ruffell is a prime favourite—had a very
gbnad laugh when, with .n shoulder
charge, Jitamy bowled over an oppon-
ent who was nearly twice his size. After
tha game was ovor I nsked him hew ho
managed to do it  “Quite casy,” said
Jimmy. *“When you charge n player,
see that you do 18 when ho is off hia
bolance—on one leg. And then he goes
over without much weight being behind
the charge.”

Bpeed is essential in an extreme wing
player in these days, und Ruffell has i,
But it is' not the speed of the rumning
track. It is the pace at which he can
travel with the ball under complete
control. He runs with the ball so clese
to him that you have o fecling that he
13 going to tread om it every second,
but when you have scen him often
enough, you know that he won't tread
on it, and.you then come to the concli-
sion_that he must have the ball tied to
his bootlace. At least, you think that
until you see him shoot—and them you
know the ball isn't fied to anything.

Don't Try to Beat Your Maa
Twice!

For West Ham last season he was the
leading goal-scorer — an exceptional
honour for an extreme wing man—with
eighteen goals scored im thirty-nine
League games. He cots in with the
ball close to his feet, and then, if there
is no one to whom he can give a good
pass, he just hits it with that left foot,
and, unless the goalkeeper i3 in the
direct line of flight, he hasn't much
chance.

Directness—gotting on towards goal—
charactorises all his play. T don’t be-
lieve in trying to beat the same man
twice in one movement,” he told me
some time ago, “because it isn't neces.
sary. Also trying to beat the same man
twice gives him the feeling that I am
showing him up, and this might not be
good for me."” In the foregoing is o
bit of advice which young playeza
might do worse than take to heart.

Like most footballers in thess days,
Ruffell Fla.ys golf, and he isn't at all
a bad E ayer, either, But in golf, even
more than in hiz football, he refuses to
be orthodox. He holds the clubs with
the lef§ hand below the right, which,
according to the expert, ia not the right
wethod, DBut he gets the right effect.



THEY CAN'T BEAT CHRISTOPHER!
. doesn’t worry Cheistopher Cuarboy, the cha

Being sent 1o voveniry world

mplom japer of Greyfriars.

upset most new boys af & school.
With his wsueal
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of public opinion, he springs a top-hole, first-class, gili-edged jape on Nis unsuspecting Form-fellows which leads
fo surpriging vesulia !
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FRANK
RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete School Story of Harry Warinn & Co. at ﬁrnrfriars. with
Christopher Glarence Carboy, the practical joker of the Remove,-well in the limelight.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Cheek !

i HEEE |”
e
OpUI .

: Bob pever had any hesita-
tion about stating his opinion. He
stated it now in & voice that was heard
all over the Rag.

Bob Cherry had come along to the
Rag aftor tea, to look for his chums
there. They were not present; but half
a dozen Hemove fellows were gathered
in a group, looking at B notice that was
stuck on the wall just inside the door.
In that spot notices concerning the Re-
move wera generally posted.

Thers was one, in Harry Wharton’s
hand, giving time and place of games
ractices for the week; another signed
y W. Wibley, relating io0 a rehearsal
of the Remove Dramatic Society. But
it was at neither of these papers that
the group of Remove fellows were look-
ing., There was a third notice, in the
small, neat, rather finicky hand of
Harold Skinner, and it was upon this
that the gepneral attention was con-
centrated.

Bob strelled along to look. Then te
snnounced his opinion.

“Cheelc 1" he repeated emphatically,
“Who the thump is Bkinner to call a
meeting of the Form Y

was Bob Cherry's

“Echo answeors, who?” gaid Petor
Todd. .
“But what's 1t all about? asked

Bouiff.
“*It doesn’t matter what it's sbhouot,”

egid Bob., “It's rl:mlj.' Skinner, and
Skinner doosn’t “matter. But it's
cheok.”

*1 say, you fellows!” sglheaked Billy
Bunter.
¥ Bunter

iH

knows grinned Bquill.

“ Bunter knows everything! What is

Skinner calling & mecting of the Form
for, Bunty 1"

“It's sbout that new chap, Carboy,” Bob

said Bunter. “Skinner wanted Wharton
to call & Form mecting; and Wharton

wouldn't! Se Skinner's calling one
himself."

“Cheek " repeated Bob.

He read through the notice again.
was brief :

“All Remove men are reguested to
turn up in the Rag after prep, for a
special meeting of the Form. Im-
portant | H. Bxinxer.”

Bob Cherry stretched out his hand to
the paper to jerk it down. PBut he
lowered hiz hand again.

“Leave it for Wharton,” suggested
Squift.

And Bob nodded.

“I1 say, you fellows, here comes
Wharton!” said Billy Bunter, as four
juniors entered the Rag together.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!" bawlcd Bob
Cherry. *“This way, you men!
way for the latest!”

Hearry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh came
over to the group. DBob pointed to tho
notice on the wall.

“Cheek!” said Johnny Bull.

“Tha checkiulncss

13 terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Neck! observed Frank Nugent.
Harry Wharton made no remark. As

captain of the Remove he was chiefly
concerned ]ZI-;.’ Harold Skinner's “ check
in taking it upon himself to call a
meeting of the Form. But he did not
scem to mind.

1 say, you fcllows, I know it’s about
that man Carboy!"” sasid Billy Bunter.

It

This

“Ever sinoe |t eame out that ho was
sacked from hiz last school—*" )
“Has that come out, fathead ¥ said

“¥You jolly well know it has!" ex-
claimed Bunter warmly., “Haven't I
told you what I saw in that letter from
his pater, which I h&ﬂpﬁ:nad to see by
chance on the floor of his study——"

“A fellow who read another fellow’s
letter would tell whoppers about what
he read in it!" remuﬁc& Bob.

*“0h, really,. Cherry——7"

“All the same, it's pretty certain that
Carboy was sacked from Olderoft,” re-
marked Hazeldeno, “We don’t want
follows who eare kicked out of other
schools here,” )

“That's true enough,” agreed Iob.
“We don't! But it isy't proved, by any
means, that Carboy was sacked; and it
isn't Skinner's bizney to call a meeting
of the Form!"”

“Well, somehody ocught to take it
up!™ seid Snoop. I know 3Skinner
asked Wharton to take it up as head of
the Form.”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

*“There’s nothing to take up!" he said.
“That man Carboy is s japing ass, and
he's got nearly everyhody's rag out with
his idiotiec japes; but there's nothing clso
against him that I know of.”

“I've told you——" hooted Bugter,

“Fathead! I dare say you got it all
wrong when you spled into his letter,
Anyhow, what you say doesn!t count!™

“ Beast !

“*If there's anything wrong with Car-
hr.:-;.r it's for tho headmaster to deal with
it went on the captain of the Remove.
“I dare say they were glad enough to
be shat of him at Olderoft, if ho carricd
on there as he ‘has done here. Tut
that's no evidence that"he was sacked.”
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“Rot!" said Bolsover major. * Every
man in the Hemove knows that he was
expelled from his last school.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“LEwery man in the Remove knows
that he tricked you into smashing your
Sunday hat, thinking it was his!"” he an-
swered., “That's what you've got on
your mind!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“"Well, I'm backing up Skinner!”
snorted Bolsover major.

“Back him up all you like!” an-
swered Wharton indifferentiy. “That
won't meund your Bunday topper,
though.” )

“1 say, you fellows, I'm backing up
ekinper!” squeaked | Billy  Bunter.

“I'm juilgr well backing him up all along
the line!

“That does it!" grinned Bob Cherry.
“Bkinner needn't worry sbout the rest
of the Form, if he's got Bunter ("

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1t's s check on Skinner’s part to call
a meeting of the Form,” said Johnny
Bull. “Taka the paper down,
Wharton.™

T0h, let him run on!” answered the
captain of the Remove. “I deon't sup-
poso the fellows will turn vp.  If they
want to, let "em. Carboy put pepper in
Bkinner's smokes, and ho must have
known the chap would be annoyed.”

“The esteemcd Carboy is a prepos-
terous japer!” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “He had the execrabla
cheek to send me a whitewash brush for
& present, which was an excellent and
idiotic jest!"

The juniors chuckled. Hurrea Jamaet
Ham Hingh was called “Inky™ in the
Remove, on account of his beautiful
complexion. But the present of a white.-
wash-brush had not pleased him.

Christopher Clarenco Carboy, the
new fellow of the Lower Fourth, had, as
s matter of fect, put up meny backs by
his extraordinary propensity to practical
joking. J&{iilia: was all very well, but
thers wes & limit ; and Carboy seemed to
have no idee at all of a limit.

The stary, spread by Bunter, that he
had been “bunked ™ from his last
gchool had found many willing hearers.
Carboy had been challenged to take the
matter before the Form master, and he
had refused. That settled the matter,
in the opinion of most of the Remave.

Harry Wharton turned away, leaving
the notice where it was, rather to the
dlsnﬂsmntment of hiz friends. They
would have preferred to see him take
down the notice, and punch Skinner's
head if he raised objections. But tha
matter was not to end there.

There was an unpleasant snigger from
Sidney James Snoop.

“Wharton's just as much down on that
japing rotter as other fellows,™ he saic.
“Only he doesn't choose to take the
lead hEninst him. He's willing to leave
it to Skinner to play his game for him!"

Harry Wharton turned back,

He did not lgok at Snoop or speak to
him, but he jerked the notice down fram
the wall, tore it across into four pieces,
and tossed the fragments into the fire.

“8o much for Bkinner!” said Bob
Cherery, with a grin,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Carboy Does Noi Mind I

HRISTOFHER CLARENCE
Carboy was standing at the
window of Sludy No. 1 in the
Hemove, looking out.
It was time for, prep; and Wharton
and Nugent, at the study table, were
busy,
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_Carboy, however, was giving no atten-
tion to prep. He had Enizhed rather
guickly—taking chances for the morn-
ing.  Other matters occupied his some-
what too active mind. :

It was a calm, peacefnl, autumn even-
ing, and the stars glistened over the
old buildings of CGreyfviars School.
Scen from the window of Study No. 1,
the old walls and ivied tower, the mass
of dusky buildings, and the wide
gquadrangle, were well worth looking at.
Possibly Christopher Clarence Carboy
wad admiring the scenery. DBut there
wos a fwinkle in his eyes, which was
olways visible when Carboy was plan-
mnbf a jope.

@ locked round from the window
when Harry Wharton pushed his books
BWRY.

“ Kinished 1" he asked.

“Yes" said Harry,

“Going to the meeting I

“What meefing 1™

“Isn’t there a special meeting of the
Remove, specially called by Skinner,
to take place in tho Rag after prep?”

“Ohl Yes. Skinner can have it all
to himself,” answered Hﬂrﬁ carelessly.
“1 shall keep clear of the Rag till it'a
over,”

“Bame here,” concurred Nugent.

“I think I shall give the Rag a miss,
too,” remarked Carboy. “It secms to
ba an open secret that the meeting is
called on my aceount. Fellows seem
to have their back up soméhow,”

“¥ou can hardly wonder at that”
answered Wharton dryly. “There's
hardly o man in the Remove that vou
haven't made a fool of, one way or
another; and you can't expect fellows
to like 1t."”

“They don’t!” sighed Carboy regret-
fully. *They didn’t at Olderoft. Still,
I was rather liked there; though it may
surprise you to hear it.” . '

“It does!” said Wharton,

Christopher Clarence Carboy laughed.

“Anyhow, I'm keeping clear of this
study when my sense of humour gets
out of contrel,” he said. “I haven't
japed you fellows for a long time. I've
even begun to think that you're getting
over your dislihe of me.™

“1 don't dislike you,” said Nugent.
“But if you reulli' were sacked from
your last school, think it was like
your cheek to come here,”

“I've told you 1 wasn't sacked from

* Olderoft.”

“¥ou ecould prove ik, then, if wyou
liked. Why don't you?"

“Oh, a fellow might have & lot of
reasons,”  said arboy  carelessly.
“Doesn’t Shakespeara say that it's

wise to Jot sleeping dogs lic? Anyhow,

it's my own bizney, 1 su oM

“Oh, quite! But :rl:u.t’li most likely
be sent to Coventry by - the Form, if
you leave them believing that vou were

expelled from your last school.”
‘Dear me!™ said Carboy, withont
geemning much perturbed. “That will

be rather rough on a fellow who's so
fond of talking as I am. &till, I may
be able to survive it. By the way, I
was looking out of the window just now,
and I thought that a fellow going alon

the parapet below.could é’ﬂt to the roo
of the Rag, ¥z that sof

Wharton and Nugent stared,

“It is so!™ paid Harry. “But a
fellow doing such a stunt would risk
broaking his neck.”

‘”m"'-"ellg, I don't want anything to
happen to the most valuable neck at
Greyfriars,” remerked Carboy. “But 1
think I could db it

Bang

There was a knock at the study door,
and Skinner of the Remove looked into
the study, with several fellows behind

him, IIarcld Skinner had rather an
aggressive [ook.
~ "You fellows coming to
ing " he demanded.
“There isn't any meeting,” answercd
Wharton,
“I put up a notice in the Rog—"
“I know; I took it down.,”
“Like your cheek1” said Skinner, "I
put it up again; and 1 can jolly well

the meet-

tell you that most of the Iorm are
coming.

“I've  no objection,”  yawned
Wharton,

“I'm willing to leave the matter in
rour hands, as head of the Form, if you
ike to take the lead,” said Skinner.
" Mozt of the Remove are agreed that o
fellow who's been sacked from enother
school isn't wanted here. That's what
the meeting iz about. It's going to be
put toe the vets whether Carboy shall
be sent to Coventry by the Form.”

“Thanks!" drawled Carboy.

Skinner paid him no heed. He was
ﬂ-ﬁﬁt“t-lﬂi not to notice that the japer
of the Remove was present,

“Well, are ou coming?’ " he
demanded. “'We'd like you to take the
chair at the meeting.” '

“No!" answered gi'arry curtly.
“And why not? roared Bolsover
major from the passage. * You've been
more down on Carboy than any other
fellow in the Form. You gave him a
black eye a week or two ago, and he
gave you one,”

“He did me a good turn after that.”
“Oh, ratal”

“Well, 'm not taking a hand in it,”
said Harry. “Let him alone. Any
fellow who doesn’t want to speak to
him necedn't! Let it go at that.”

“That's not good -enough,” said
Skinner. “He's going to ba scntenced
to Coventry at a regular meecting of the
Form.” _

“Get on with it, then; but.leave me

out. "

“Oh, go and cat coke!” sna
Skinner; and he departed from Study
No. 1 with his friends.

Wharton turned to Carboy. He had
made friends with the new fellow, more
or less, but he could not like hime
Their natures were too differént for
that. Wharton was quiet and thought-
lul and rather reserved; Carboy was
talkative and irrepressible, and &n
imcurable practical joker. Thera had
been a fight in Study No. 1 which had
Ianded hqth the juniors into serious
trouble with the Remove master; and
most of the Remove had rather con-
demned Wharton for losing his temper
over a jape.

_But opinion in the Form had changed

sinca then. It wasz believed all through
the Lower Fourth that Carboy had been
expelled from his previous school, and
that the Head had somehow been hood-
winked into letting him into Grey-
friars. But Wharton, though he shared
the general opinion, would not take
part against Carbey. The fellow had
done him a good turn; and that was
enovgh to disarm the captain of the
Reoemove, .

“Look here, Carboy,” he said quietly,
“vou seemy to be able fo think of
nothing but japing; but thia matter is
serions. It's not pleasant to be sent to
Coventry by the Form. When you've
had a sample of it, yow'll feel it. If
you can really c:pimn te the fellows
why wvou left Olderoft you'd better ga
to the meeting in the Rag and do so.
Why shouldn't you 7"

“ Lots of reasons.”™ .

“I won't inguire what they are; it's
ng business of mine. But you saved me
from getting into a row the day I cut
detention and went over 1o Highcliffe
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From-ihe boitom of the study cupboard Carboy withdrew a
of carriage. Then he climbed out of the study window on io the stone parapet
missed his footing. But the junlor was as eool as ioe as he

for the football mateh, and 1 don't want
to see you cut by the Form. I shan't
answer for them, of course. But if you
can sct the matter . right, why not do
g0, and save trouble?”

“Oh, let ‘em rip!” said Carboy. It
amuses them, and it doesn’t hurt me.”

“ 'think you're an ass!” said Nugent.
h"‘ Same to you, old besn, and many of
them !

"Well, I've given you good advice”
spid Harry. *“1f you won't take it, it's
your own look-out. Come on, Frank;
we'll go along to Dob's study till
they've done cackling in the Ragl”

“Right-ho!” assented Nugent.

And the chums of the Remove left the
stady.

Ui'.llrbny glanced after them, with
gmile, and shut the deoor. Tootsteps
wera passing the sludy on the way to
the stairs. Horey Wharton & Co. did
not intend to take part mm the Form
me&tin?; but there was no doubt that
mozt of the Hemove would be there. A
fellow who had been turned out of
another school in disgrace was not
wanted in the Greyiriars Remove; and

the juniors intended to make that
olficially clear to Christopher Clarence
Carboy.

Carboy, judging by his looks, did not
feel concerned. Cther matters occu-
pied his mind, = -

He locked the study door, and then
crossed to the windew and opened it
He stood locking out in fhe starlight
for & fow minutes, following with his
eve the stone parapet that ran below
the window. It was possible for an
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active fellow, with plenty of nerve, to

t along that parapes; though. why
ﬁrhﬂy was thinking of such a proceed-
ing was rather a mystory.

e turncd back into tho room ot last,
and froem the bottom of the study cup-
board drew a folded klanket, evidently
placed there in rcadiness. This he tied
aver his shoulders, for convenicnce of
carringe. Then -he climbed out of the
study window and reached the stone
parapet.

There was o fall of fifty feet, if he
had missed his [ooting. But he was
ool as ice as he worked his way along.

In ten minutes he was standing,
rather precariously, by the chinmey-
stack in which was the chimney from the
Rag; and the chimney was sending
forth o steady volume of smoke., With
reckless heedlessness of the danger of
his position, the japer of Greylviars pro-
cecded to stuff the blanket into the
opening of tho chimney. And  the
smoke ccased ko pour out.

A few minutes more and Carboy was
back in No. 1 Study, had unlocked the
door, and strolled downstairs,

THE THIRD CHAPYTER.
An Upexpected Interruption !

11 ENTLEMEN—"
G * Hear, hear!™
“{z0 it, Skinner.”
Harold Skinner stood on a
chair in the Rag, surveying the mect-
iDg.
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folded blanket wmlf:l he tied over his shoulders for convenienca
oW,
worked his way along. (Sce Chapter 2.)

Thera was & fall of filiy leet if Carboy

It was quite a numerous meeling.
Hardly more than half a dozen of the
Remove hed remsined away.

Skinner was feeling rather elnted.

He had his own little fnliﬁwmf iu the
Remove: but the fellows who liked him
were fow, and it was quite unusual for
Skinner to take any pm];{ninent art in
the procecdings of the Form. Now he
had found hiz opportunity of assuming
leadership. Certainly, had the captain
of tho Remove carcd to toke the lead
in the move ogainst Carboy, Skinner
would have Iuﬁcn back at once into
his usual obscarity, But Wharton
steadily declined to have anyihing io
do with it: and so Skinner, {for once,
was able te figure as & leader. As he
was going to voice the sentiments of
the whole TForm, they were willing to

ive him & hearing and back him up.

kinner was not the man to take up
any unpopular causs; but he could ba
suceessful in leading fellows the way
they wanted to go.

“ Gentlemen of the Remove—

“Go it!™

“This meetin
cuss what is to
Carboy—"

“Hear, hear!” ..

“The-question belore the meeting is
this—do we want at Greviriars a man
who has beon kicked out of another
achool ¥

Skinner pauscd, like Brutus, for a
reply. Unlike Brutus, he got the reply
ab once. ;

“Nao ! roarcd DBolsover major.

Tue Magser Lispart.—No. 1,08L

L
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o dono with that rotter,
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“Never ! sheuted Spoop and Stott
together,

“Bure we don't intoirely ™ said Micky
Detmond.

“Hear, hear!™

I say, vou fellows, he ocught to be
kicked out of Greyiriars, samme as he
was out of Olderoft,” howled Billy
Bunter.

“T guesa s0!" said Fisher T. Fish
emphatically. * He's sure a pesky scally-
wag. I can tell you he’s got my goat.”

“It's a d cert that he was
rxpclled,” seid Skinner. *“ He's afraid
to take the matter before Quelchy, He
knows jolly well that if he does, Quelchy
will get suspicious and will get in
touch with Olderoft to mguire why he
lefr. That's his reason.”

“Yes, rather.™ -

“Clear enough,” said Hazeldene,

I guess some pgaloot ought to put
Quelehy wise to ! said Fisher T.
Fizh.

“Oh, rats!™ growled Bolsover major.
“*We're not going to give the man away
to & master, whether he was sacked or
not

I gness—"

“Shut up, Fishy!”

“1 sary, vou fellows—e—*

“Ehut up. Bunfer "

“Centlemen,” resumed SBkinner. “The
fellow is an absglute outsider. Ii's a
iclisgra:m to the school to have him
ere,”

* Hear, hear!” ] .

“1I'm going to put it to the meeting
th'at he shall be sent o Coventry by the
whole Form, so long es he stays at
Greviriars.”

“Good M

“ Fellows who refuse to back up the
sentence of the Form will be sent to
Coventry along with him!” went on
Skinner.

“0h, draw it mild ¥ interjected Tom
Brown. *That will hit Wharton.”

“Well, who's Wharton to stand out
against the sentence of the Form?”
demanded Skinper.

“Well, he happens to be captain of
the Remove,” grinned the New Zealand
junior. *“He happens to be a friend of
mine, too. Chuck i£."

“You'll jolly well get
Coventry yourself, Browney,
den't jolly well take care!”
Bolsover major.

“Go ahead! At this rate there will
ba more fellows in Coventry than out
of it,” ssid Tom Brown, *“Take care
that you don’t end by sending yourself
and your crowd to Covenfry, Skinner.,”

*Ha, ha, ha* ;

“Better draw in your horns a litile,
old bean,” grinned Sguiff. “I'm stand-
inq by Wharton, for one.”

“Same here,” said Peter Todd. _

“And here!” said Ogilvy. And six
or seven more voices chimed in,

Skinner bit hig lip: he was quick to
see that he was going a little too far.
He¢ was the kind of leader who i3 care-
ful never to geot in advonce of his
followers.

-l'f]

“That can be lelt over,” he said,
fapcy that all the fellows will fall inte
itne, in the long run. don't suggest
forcing anybody. If Carboy is sentenced
to Coventry by a majority of the
Femove, that will make the matter
clear, and that's good enough.”

* Hear, hear!™

gent  to
if you
roared

“Now I put it to the meeting—
Groogh! How that beastly chimney's
mnukml‘;! I put it to the mecting—
Cooch 1

A volume of smoke rolled out from
the firegrate, and almost filled the Rap.
There was coughing and gasping on all
sides,

It was an unexpeeted and disconcerts

inq interruption. )

“Bother that chimney!” growled
Bolagver  major. " Get on with i,
Skinner,”

Skinner coughed. He was standing on
tha chair rather near the fire, and he

had the full benefit of the eddying

volume of smoke. ,
“ Gentlemen, I put the motion to the
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mecting—— Ooocoooch!” A  heavy
mass of smoke rolled out and fairly
enveloped. Bkinoer,

¥ Grodoogh!™

* Atchooh-atchhoo-h 1

“Oh, my hat! That blessed chimney
waﬁilu Eweepmfgd!]" _—

eay, you fellows, the chimney must
be on firei Ooooch I

“Open  the windows,
roared Bolsover major.

Thers was a rush to the windows io
open them. It was impossible to carry
on now: the Rag whirled and recked
with thick smoke. In & few minutes
it had become difficult for the mectin
fo see one another. Fellows mﬂgheg
and sneezed and spluttered wildly.

But tihe cpening of the windows
afforded  little relief.  Something
ﬂ!wmllﬁli was wrong with the chimney,
Eﬂhei fﬂ;ﬁc ¢ poured uu%- in thick volumes.

re Was no longer any outlet
above. Like a dense fog it ﬁ{led the
Rag, and rolled from the open windows

sommebody 1

into the quad in clouds.
2 Gentlemen—"  gasped  Skinner.
I put it to the meeti Cooech !

mﬁ'yﬂ?{”}"ﬁ” Gr_ﬂgugﬁ:l £
ed up wit ig 1" gasped
Tﬁd. “T'm going.” gasped Peter
. e rushed to the door and dra a
it. But the door remained shut. g]dﬂ:
dragged at it again, but the door did
not stir,

“It’s locked I he velled
_“Locked ! hooted Rolsover

Rot! Let me get at it!”

Bolsover major pushed Peter aside
and grmsped the door-handle, turned it,
and dragged with all his strength. But
the door remained immovable. The
key was missing from the inside,
E\T:d&ﬂzﬂ.', while all attention was cone
centrated on Skinner, someone had
quietly opened the door from the out.
side, abstracted the key, and locked thae
door—in the passage. The meeting
was imprisoned in the Rag.

We're locked in!® ;»:eiled Bolsgver
e roogh? O
rooogh aooch |®

“ Atchoo! My hat! Oooccop 1"

“I say, you fellows, we ghall be
mﬁﬂmtﬂdﬁ!l’: Ialhrit‘.if;mgﬂ Billy Bunter. “I
say, we shall a !
Murder! Firpl” okl Bl

“Get that blessed door open ! yelled

uiff.
“It won't openm, you sill '
locked 1 pen, ¥ ¥ assl It's

:Gh. crumbs!  Oooch *
- Gug-gug-gug 1"
1-say, you fellows—"

"ﬂ'?l, jimimy "

Thicker and thicker the smoke poured
from the xhimney. The Rag was black
with it. Smoke whirled and eddied
end rolled and surged through the long
room  and poured out of tho " open
windows,

The windows were crammed with
fellows now, gasping for air. The mect-
ing had come to & sudden end.

gter Tedd was thoe first fellow to
clamber out of the window and drop
inte the quand. He was followed by
others,

Christopher Clarence Carboy and all
his works wero forgottcn now. The
grsping juniors wore only thinking of
getting out of the suffocating smoke,
_ Removite _after Removite dropped
Mo the gquad from the windows, till
oaly Billy Bunter was left. The Owl
of the Hemove clung to a window.sill.

“1 say, you fellows, help me down!”
he yelled.

“Drop, you fat dummy!™ s=napped
Toddy.

“Ow! Wow! It's too far to drop!
I shall break my neck ' yelled Bunter.

major.
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“Good—do !
“Beast! Yarooh! Helpl roared
Dunter,

"You howling ass, you'll have all
Greviriarg here in 8 minuie—"

"1 don't care. Yarogogh! Help!™
shrieked Bunter. " DP'm falling! Help!
Fire! Murder! Yaroooch!”

Bolsover major, with an angry snort,
grasped the fat junior and jerked him
uway from the window-sill. DBunter
tvopped, then, Dot as be dropped, he
threw his arms wildly round Dolsover
wijor's neck, and the bully of the
lRemove was dragged down with him.

HumI:, bump !
“Ow! You fat idiot——"*

“Groogh! You beast—"

Thump, thunl:u})t

“Whooop! Help! Yarocogh!”

“Here comcz Wingate!” gasped
Russell, and the juniors fled. Only
William George Bunter remained
sprawling and gasping, when Wingate
of the Bixth arrived frowning on the

spot.

“What the thump docs this mean?”
demanded the caplain of Greylriars,
stirring Bunter with his foot.

“¥oooop ™

::Whut‘a all this smoke?”

och 1™
“My hat! I'll jolly well— Stop!”
roared Wingate, s: Bunter mramlﬁed
to his fect.

But William George Dunter did not
stop. Like the _Euﬂ-s-ta in DMacbeth, he
stood not upon the order of his going,
but went at once. Wingate of the Eixﬁ‘x
was left staring at the smoke pouring
and eddying from the windows of the
Rag in great astonishment

e cwmlr —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Sent to Coveniry |
6 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Jolly old
mecting ovet I inquired Bob

Cherry, with a cheery grin.
; . The Famous Five were
chatting in & group in the Remove
passage, when & crowd of fellows came
up the staircase. They looked excited
and untidy, and they smelled strongly
of emoke. Christopher Clarence Carboy
who was lounging in the deorway of
Study No. 1, with his hands in his
pockets, looked at the smoky crowd with
a smile. He socmed entertained.
“We've been smoked out!” gasped
Skinner. ‘' Somcthing went wrong with
the chimney in the Rag! Groogh!”
“Stulfed up, or somecthing.'” gasped

Enoop.
“We hac}’ to

! get the
by ot the doort” scked H
y not the doort" as arry
Wharton. *
“Somebody locked it on the out
side " snorted Bolsover major,
Oh, my hat "
“Ha, ha, ha 1™
“You can cackle! roared Bolsorer.

out of

“Thanks—we willt ¥a, ha, ha!”
roarcd Bob Cherry.
“The cacklefulness is  terrific,”

vhuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
“This looks like an esteemed jape.™

“Who ect the chimney smoking, and
locked the door?!™ asked Nugent,
langhing. He understood now why Car-
boy had made that inguity sbout
reaching tha roof of the Rag {rom ihe
window of Study Ne. 1.

“How could anybody start the chim-
ne smoking, {fhead?”  snorted
Bolsover major. *“Something’s gone
wrong with it, I suppose.”

But Skinner’s eyes glittered.

“The door waz locked on us!™ he
excloimed, *"That wasn't an accident,
und eouldn't have been. It's a jape!™

L SR T e

PRICE T
TWOPENCE.

“Something's been stuffed in  the
chirnney I" yelled Stott,

“1 guess it was that scallywag, Car-
boy " howled Fisher 1% Fish.

“ A rotten jape lo dish the meeting !”
shouted Bkinner. “'Lhat’s it!™

Coarboy grinned. He did not scem
alarmed, oz the angry crowd of Remove
fellows gathered sbout Study Ko. 1.

“Was 1t you?” roarcd Dolsover.

“Which " asked Carboy. )

“Did you stuff up the chimney in the
Rag, you rotterr”

‘“*Ask me another!” yawned Carboy.

“Yes or not” rowred Lolsover.

“MBoth, if you like, old bean!”
answercd Carboy affably. .

“He did it to dish the mecting!”
howled Skinner, * Rlﬁ him 1"

“ Hold on !” interposed Harry Wharton
quietly, and he stepped between Carboy
and the enraged Removites.

“Mind your own business, Wharton 1™
shonted Skinner. .

“PBut this is iy business, old bean!
Head of the Form is supposed to stop
ragging in the studies,” eaid the caplain
of the Remove. *“‘Hands off Carboy.”

“I'm going to smash him!” roared
Bolsover major. :

“You're notl” said Wharton coolly,

The rest of the Co. gathered round
the captain of the Formn, DBob Cherry
waved his hand soothingly et the ex-
azperated juniovs, N

#Take it calmly,” he suggested. ™ You
were holding a meeting to zend a chap
to Coventry: You can’t complain if he
interruptecg it 1” )

“The japing ass ought to be mlhy
well lynched ™ growled Peter Todd.
“I'm fed up with his japing.”
= *“I'm E-:u:F up with {ﬂur jolly old
meetings1” drawled Carboy.

“Oh, go and eat coke!"™ said Peter
crossly.

He tramped on up the passage. Dot

an angry crowd remained outside Study |

No. 1, and only the intervention of the
Famous Five saved Carboy from s
ragging. There might be a comie #ide
to the disconcerting -happenings in the
Rag, but if so, it was quite lost on the
juniors who had been smoked out.

“1 pay. you fellows, rag the beast!”
howled Billy Bunter. “And if those
other beasts butt in, rag them, too!”

“Hear, hear!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Yon lead the way, Bunter! Come cn,
old fat pippin! This way!”

“Yah!” )

“Well, we've been smoked out,” zaid
Skinner savagely. *That grinning ace
has japed - us, and mucked up the mect.
ing. ‘Enu'll be sent to Coventry just the
same, Carboy. That's setiled.”

“ Thanks'!” snid Carboy. * You really
are guiug to zend me to Coventry,
Bkinner?" ,

* Vo5 I" gnapped Skinner. )

“You won't speak to me agam?”

L Nu!?F

“Thanks onece more! This i1 really
kind,” said Carboy. "It will be no end
of a relief not to hear your voice again,
It's not musical, yon know”

Skinner glared, while some of the
oiler fellows grinned.

“1 say, you fellows—

“¥You, too, Bunter? seked Carboy.
“tEt tu, Brute,” asz jolly old Julius
remnarked. Won't you really ever speak
to me any more?”

“Never ! said Bunter.

“Shan't 1 ever hear again that yow
prr expeching & poslal-order?™ asked
Corhoy sadly. “ Waon't you ever ask me
to lend you ansthing on it in advance,
hec?ﬂ?e it's sure to come by the next

* I1a, ha},

“ Deast 1™

“Well, we

2F

ha 1Y

wean i sald Skinner

savagely, * You're sent to Coventry by
the Iorm, and you'll be cut by all the
Hemove. You won't find it so jolly
funny when you get it, Come on, you
men, and leave that cad olone. ™

And the Removites tramped away up
the passage.

Carboy yawned.

“The fellows mean it,” said Johnny
Buall, staring at him. “And I must say
you've asked for it, Carboy. You seem
mﬂhi:_-.r Fettmg- fellows’ backs up.”

“Well, they're rather entertaining
with their backs up,” smiled Carboy.
" Besides, they'll come round.”

“Not likely I said Nugent. “You
can't expeet fellows to have anything to
do with you here, if you've ieen X
pelled from anather school,”

“But I haven't,”

“You're letting the fellows believe ro,
and if it isn’t so, you could make it
clear if you liked.”

I don's

“Exactly! DBut
yawned Carboy.

And he went into the study whistling.
The scntence of Coventry evidently had
nu: rt':lﬂied hiz serenity to any grest
exten

But on the following day it became
quite clear that Skinner had succceded
in carrying his point. Fellows who
might have stood out had been con
vinced by the smoking out of the meot.
g in the Rag. The fact that Carboy
nbvmusig' did not care whother he was
gent to Coventry or not had an irritat.
ing effect on the Form. They resolved
to make him care.

When the Remove turned out at the
clang of the rising-bell on the IMOrning
the sentence was in full force. Cortainly
the Famous Five and two or three other
fellows did not tuke part in it. Still,
they did not exactly yearn for Carboy's
conversation, and wcre not likely to
?uak to him unlesa spoken to. %‘hny

id not care to back up Skinner; but
they did not conceal their opition that
a fellow who had been cxpelled from
snother school was out of place at Grey-
friavs, and that the sooner he went the
better.  Carboy sat up in bed and
glainced round him, and met many
Irigid stares, and noticed the turning
away of many heads. Amnd he smiled,

“ Nice morning, Skinner!” he re-
nrarked.

Mo reply.

" Lot your Sunday topper mended yef,
Ralsover ¥

Dolsover
speaking.

" Blt:ywr, old tt'e;-l; T"f are you still
expecting a postal-ocder 1

“{ih, really, Carboy——"

“Bhut up, Bunter I snapped Bolsover
major.

*I'm not apuking to the beast! I
was ouly saying—"

“Shut up "

“1 say, this is really ripping!® said
Céarboy, addressing the Remove gener-
ally.  “I've oiften wondered what it
would be Jike if Bunter cver shut up.
Now he's done it. Isu't it nice?”

“The nicefulness ts terrific ! ehuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,

“Shut up, Inky!” hooted DBeolsover
major.

fe M}'
Jlalsaver

“Shut up ™

“Why npot shut up yoursell, Dols
over M inguired Carboy. *'T'hat would
really be a boon and a blessing to the
wlole Form.”

Bolsover major aﬁened his mouth for
a wrathful reply; but closed it again.
Carboy yawned and turned out of bed.

“Hallo! Who dropped this pound

Tueg Maoxer Laerary.—~No. 1,081.

like I™

major scowled without

esteemed and  preposterous
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note i he asked, suddenly atooping to

Q0T

“1 did !" exclaimed Bunter at once,

“3ure it's yoursi” i .

“Vea, rather! Hand it over ! said
Blmtﬂr Eﬂ.g‘erl’:.h .

“Hold on!” exclaimed Snocop. "I
had a pound note! I fancy that pound
note is mine, Carboy. Let me see itl"
he" It’g mine [ ,ra:-ared Bunter. * Look

re, Snoop——>">
«Y guess it's mine,” said Fisher 'I.
Fish. “I had a pound note in my
trouscrs pocket, and I remember seewn
gomething drop whent I went to bed,
only I didn't take any notice. Let's see
that pound note, Car é." .

- “Borry,” answered Carboy politely.
“There isn't any pound note.”

“Wh-a-at!"”

“* At least, I haven't seen one,” yawned
Carboy., “Only pulling your leg, old
bean! But if three fellows heve lost a

nd note each, you men had better

k through the dorm. It ain't safe to
leave so much money lying about.,”

“ Why, you beast—"

“Ha, hs, ha!”

The three claimants of ihe non- |

existent pound note looked at Christo-
her Clarence Carboy as if they could
Esm eaten him. The rest of the Re-

move grinned. Carboy was in Coventry
now ; but he seemed to be making ecven
Coventry entertaining.,
THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Startling 1

0B CHERRY was the first Re-
move man who saw it ]
Dob could scarcely have failed
to see i, because it was in the
same column of the “Friardale
Gazette,” as the report of a Greyfriars
first eleven match. Bob had little use
for newspapers, as & rule; but he never
failed to read the re of Greyfriars
matches in the local paper. Thus it
happened that Bob was the first to see
the remarkable -and interesting para-
graph that was soon to be known all
over Greyfriars.

Bob naturally mentioned it te his
iriauda—espgci y to Wharton and
Nugent who were Carboy’s study mates.

Other fa_ilc-g:h saw it inI i_Ell'nal samie

aper, or in other copies of the paper.
5 hen Billy Bunter heard of it he
started in search of a oopy of the
“ Friardale Gazette,” ss hungrily as if
he had been in quest of & bag of jam-
taria,

It was on Friday that Bob first saw
the remarkable paragraph—several days
after Christopher Clarenca Carboy had
been sent to Coventry by the Remove.
By Friday eveping all the Remove
knew sbout it. Never, oven when the

most exciting football match had been
reported, hed the “Friardale Gazette ”
been in such request. The ur_iginal
copy of the paper was worn c'most

threadbare. Other copies were imported
mto Greyfriars. ellows in other
Forms than the Remove were keenly
interested. Fifth Form men and Sixt.
Form men were seen dperuam¥ the
" Frisrdale Gazette.” And they glanced
at Christopher Clarence Carboy with
unususl interest when he came their

WaY.

1{1 all the Lower School Carboy him-
self was the only fellow who seemed to
know nothing about it,

Yet it closely concerned Carboy, and
rliﬂ-"] did not concern any other fellow
" a -

For several days now Carboy had
been in the cold shades of Coventry,

Ho did not scem to mind.

TEE Macxer Lisrasy.—No. 1,081.

Ag his study-mates and several other
fellows were still on speaking terms with
him—though not very keen on speaking
to him—the sentence was not so severe
as it might have been.

Still, it was severe encugh, and sny
fellow might have been expected to feel
it deeply.

Nobody ever asked Carboy to his

study. Nobody ever dropped into No.
1 Study ta speak to him. Nobody
greeted him in the passages, or nodded
to him in the quad. In the Form-room
an iey silence surrounded him. At the
dining-table bis presence was ignored.
Fellowa who did not join in barring
him had no sympathy to waste on him,
considering that ho deserved what he
had got, or, at least, had brought it on
himself by sheer perversity. The life of
Christopher Clarence Carboy in those
days could not have been merry or
bright. Yet personally he seemed as
merry and bright as ever. It seemed as
if hias jesting nature made it impossible
for him to take anything seriously, and
he appeared to take the sentence of
Coventry as a joke.
No doubt, owing to his exclusion, the
news of that remarkable paragraph in
the " Friardale Gazette ™ was long In
reaching him,

He seemed profoundly ignorant of the
deep interest that was thrilling all the
Remove,

_ Certainly, the paragraph was deeply
interesting. It efforded information con-
cerning Carboy, which he himself had
never reyezled. With all his faults—
and the fellows agreed that their name
was legion—he had never been sssum-
ing, swanky, or anything of that sort,
Yet a fellow who was a millionairy was
surely entitled to think wel of himself.
Or if not exactly a millionaire, he was
sonn and heir to a millionaire, which

came to much the same thing. He had
never . talked about mone aa the
Bounder often did. He had never

appeared to be reel-:in‘f with it like
Smithy. Yet it._ was suddenly revealed
that was richer than the Bounder
could possibly be—richer than ILord
Mauleverer—rich beyond the dreams of
avarice, Ii was surprising news for the
Remove, and extremely interesting.
The paragraph which caused so muc
excitement—leaving only Carboy him-
salf unmoved-—ran as follows:

“We understand that Master Christo-
her Carboy, the only son and heir of
E{h Clarence Carboy, the multi-million-
aire, is now & pupil at the neighbouring
scholastic establishment of Greyfriars.
Master Carboy, we are told, is a very
quiect and unassuming youth, and no
one would guess from his manner that
he was heir to a fortune exceeding, it
is stated, £7,000,000."

That was all: but it was enough.
Tha Rounder was wealthy., Lord
Mauleverer wae supposed to a mil-
lionaira. But 7,000,000—seven millions|
It made fellows gasp to think of if.

Who would have thought it of Car-
boy? 'The chap never put on any airs.
He never mentioned money perhaps be-
cause he was so used to 1t. He ed

nietly like any other fellow. None of
%m guunfiqr’u gorgeous jewellery or
fancy waistcoats. father,
multi-millionaire as he was, was wise
enough to place him at school on pre-
cisely the same footing as other fellowa,
Still, it would .hmra been naturzl i:{:* the
chap to mention what was coming to
him soma day. And he never had. But
for the fact that the local reporter had
nosed out s presence ot Lireyfriars,
end duly reported it as an interesting
itemn of news 1n his paper, Greyiriars

osaibly his

would never have known that the
entertaining & pgilt-cdged youth
AWares.

Harold Skinner turned almost white
when he read that paragraph. Sncop
and Stott read it, und said to Skinner
stmultancously ;

“¥You ass I

Skinner had nothing to say! He [elt
an ass!  Bkinwer, who worshipped
money, who accepted any number of
snubs from Lerd Mauleverer because
Muuly was rich, who bung about the
Dounder to pick up the crumbs that fell
from the rich man’s table—Skinner, who
prided himself on his sagacity and his
worldly knowledge—Skinner had taken
the lead in barring the son and heir of
a multi-millionaire, & fellow who could
ask a fcllow to expensive bolidays, who
would be of the greatest possible use to
a fellow in after life, if he could only
be cultivated with success—

Skinner could bave kicked himaself.

What did it matter if the fellow had
been e¢xpelled from Olderoft? Baeidces,
he couldn't have been expelled: no
headmaster would be ass enough to expel
the son and heir of a multi-millionaire.
Thot was unthinksble. Expelled or not,
tho heir to seven millions sterling would
have "had access to the most exclusive
school in the kingdom. Headmasters
would have fallen over one another to
bag him. Boards of governors would
have competed to get hold of him. Such
& chap, Bkinner realised, might have
punched his Form master in the eye or

WwWera
un-

drépped an EEEI: down his .Jhead-
master’s neck without being expelled.
It was all rot—utter rotl arboy

hadn’t and couldn’t have been expelled
from Olderoft! And if he had been,
what the thump did it matter, anyhow,
if he was coming inte seven million
pounds some day !

“You ass!” repeated Bnoop.

“You chump !* said Stott.

Skinner could have groaned aloud.
He, the clover and cunning and rapaoci-
ous, had token the lead, made himself
Em:mnant in barrmg the fellow whose

oots he would have been glad to clean—
had he knownl| Christopher Clarence
Carboy was in Coventry, and it was
chiefly due to Harold Skinner that he
had been put thera! And some day he

would be worth seven millions!

Fisher T, Fish sufferad frem similar
emotions when he tead that startling
and intriguing news.

“{zee-whiz["" gasped Finh{. *Baven
millions—that’s thirty-five million dollars
in real money! Jerusalem  crickets!
And I've been giving that jay the frozen
mitt and the marble eya! Oh, shucks!™

But William George Bunter, probably,
felt it most deeply. Bunter gazed at
tha paragraph as if he oould scarcely
believe either hia little round eyes or his
big round spectacles. But ha had to
beliove them—thera it was in plain

rint] Bunter assimilated the news at

st, jumped up, and rolled along the
FRemove passago to Study No. 1. He put
a red and excited face into that cels-
brated study. i

1 say, you fellows,” he gasped, “is
Carboy here?™

“No, ass 1" answered Wharton.

“You don’t want Carboy,” grinned
Hugﬂut. “Carboy’s in Coventry, und
you're not speaking to him.”

“That's all & mistakel” ?’aspcd
Bunter. A silly mistakel The fact is,
I think s lot of Carboy1”

““Ha, ha, ha )

“Blessed if I see enything to cackle
atl You fellowa are jealous—that's
Ehj: you can't eco what a splendid chap

0 A

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared Wharton and
Nugent,
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They had wondered whot would be the
effect of the revelation. This change of
heart in William George Bunter was one
«of the first cffccts, .

“Not that I've scen anything about
him in the local paper, you know,”
‘addod Bunter cautiously. “1I never sce
tho local rag.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“As for his being a millionaire, I
know nothing about it——""

“¥a, ha, ha I
“0Oh, shut up m:rkling ¥  hooted
Bunter. “Where's Carboy? You

follows are jolly well not poing to kee
ma away from my old pal, I can tell

I'ﬂ"“-”
“Ila, ha, ha!®

“Beasts ! .
And DBilly Bunter relled nway in

search of hizs old pal, leaving Wharton
.and Nugent yelling.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Let O7

HRISTOPHER CLARENCE
CARBOY glanced round the
Remove deormitory.

‘ He soemed puszzlcd.

Hitherto he had not seemed to observe
that there was anything unusual toward
in the Bemove.

Perhapa he could not help noticing it
now that he was in the dormitory, in the
prezenca of the whole Form.

Cortainly, only a very wunobservant
fellowa eould have failed to see that
something was “on.”

Fellows looked at him on all sidea.
Even Lord Mauleverer displayed some
slight interest in his oxistence for a
moment or two, befors he relapszed into
hia usual sedate mnoochalance. Tha
fellows who had been kecnest on gend-
ing him to Covontry looked eonsecious
and awkward. Skinner and Snocop and
Btott, Hazeldens and Bolsover major
and Fisher T. Fish had been the keenest
—and Billy Bunter.

They were not the best follows in the
Form by any means. They might have

been called the worst. Btill, they had
taken up an attitude of high moral con-

demnation of a fellow whe had hbeen
expalled from school.
Perhopa it was rather their bad

gualities than their good ones that had
made them so “down ” on Carboy.
Ferhaps they liked to be “down ™ on
somebody, and were not very particular
who it was. Undoubted ey wers
irritated by the japes rboy had
played on them. Having eondemned
Cacboy on bigh prinoiples, it wos rather
difficult for them to withdraw from that
ipfty attitude, merely ause they had
discovered that he was tremendously
rich. Nevertheless, they all wanted to
withdraw from it. it wae the “how ™
that worried them.

Excepting Bunter. William George
Bunter was far too obtuse to think or
care about what other fellows thought of
him. Bunter gave Cark s friendly
grin—grinning all over his fat face.

Car locked round perplexedly,
Fizsher T. Fish gave him a nod. inner,
feeling that he must break the ice
rooncr or later, and that it was not much
use putting it off, met his eye and
emiled.

Bob Checry broke into & chuckls. As
he never had sent Carboy to Coventry he
could speak to him without withdrawing

from @ lofty position of high-
principled condemnation. He spoke
now.

“It’s out, Carboy,” he said.
At any other time Bolsover major
would have hooted *“Shut up!™ Now ha

“1 say, you fellows,”” yelled Bunter, clinging fo the window-slll, * help me

down ! **
Yarcooh ! Help | ' shrieked Bunter.

** Drop, you fat dummy ! ** sald Peter Todd from below.
have sl Greylriars here in 8 minate, you h
“Imialling | Help! Fire! Murder[™

“ You'll

owling ass 1" ““I don't earsl

(See Chapler 3.)

said nothing. Bolsover also was feeling
the irresistible glamour of seven millions
sterling. Bolsover wes not so mercenary
as Bkinner & Co., and he was much more
cbstinate and surly and disposed to stick
to a position he had taken up. Still, he
could not help feeling that parhaps this
chap had been treated with some in-
justice.  Bolsover considered. that, if
that was the case, it was up to him to
admit it in & frank and manﬁr way.

“What's out ?” asked Carboy, looking
puzzled.
“ About the millions.™

Carboy gave a start.

“What on earth do you mean?” he
exclaimed. “I've mnever said & word
abotit any millions.”

“I eay, old chap, it's in the paper.”
squeaked Bunter.

“ Rubbish !

“It really is, old fellow,” gasped
Bunter. “The Friardale reporter has
got hold of it.”

“Bother the Friardale roporterl®
snapped Carboy., “What has he pot
hold of? Bome rot, I expect.”

“About wour father—seven millions
—="" gtuttered Bunter.

-paper,” growled Carboy.

"Gh, rntil‘l

Carboy kreked off his boots.

“You've beon hiding your light under
o bushel, old benn,” said Frank Nugent,
laughing. “Now it's all come out.”

“It's absplutely rotten for a fellow’s
private affairs to be shoved into a news-
! “My pater
would be waxy if he-knew. Anyhow, it'y
nobody’s bizney but my own."

“But how did they come to turn gau
out of Olderoft if you're rolling in giddy
millions ?” asked the Bounder.

“They dido’t turn me out of Old-
cr?'%h' [l Smithy,” ked
, really, mithy, squea
Bunter, “I thgn‘k it's rather rotten to
make out that Carboy was bunked from
Olderoft. Just like you, I must say.”

Vernon-Bmith glared at him.

“Why, you fat villain, it was von
who started the yarn,” he roared. “ You
got it out of a letter from Carboy's
pater, thit you spied into.”’

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“And I dars say Bunter got it all
wrong,” said Bnoop. "Or made it all
up, very likely. Weo all know Bunter.™

Tag MaaxeTr Lisrary.—No. 1,081,
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“It was a bit fathcaded to take any
notico of Bunter's yaroes"™ remarvked
Frederick Stott. L

“Gammon, from beginning to end, [
believa!” said Hazeldene.

“Ila, ha, bal” roared Bob Cherry.

“1 say, you fellows, I never said any-
thing of the sort!” howled Bumter., "1
iwean I never thought s0.”

“Ta, hs, ha!”

“I'he changefulness of the cstecmed

Runter’s mind i3 terrifie,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, really, Inky—"

“Well, I don't rcally helieve that

iz last school,”
“No head-

miltlionaire.

Carboy was sacked from
salgd Sidney Jumea Snoop.
nuister  would sack &
They've too jolly scarce.”

“It never was proved certainly,” ven-
tured Skinner. "I dom't mind oewning
up t? 1tlm’l:. Wo might have waited for
proot.”

“That’s all rot!” seid Peter Todd.
“1 nover took inuch stock m Bunter's
yarns; but Carboy refused to toke the
muticr before Quelchy., That settled
it, to my mind, and 1 haven't changed
my opinion.”

" Bamea here!” remarked the Bounder.

“"Halle, halle, hallo! What sbout
the seven mullions?” roarcd Bob.
“Don't the seven millions prove that
Carboy is a little tin angel ¥

“1Ja, hs, ha!”

“Bkinner thinks
Johnny Baull.

“ A fellow may make a mistake and
own up to it,” said Skinner sullenly.
“T don’t see anything in that.”

“Only you (i-iﬂn't make a mistake,
and you jolly well know it ! said Peter
Tndci,r ﬂﬂﬂjﬂf. “1 bar Carboy, unless he
explaing why he left Olderoft.”

“I dare say Carboy won't mind you

so [ chuckled

hnrrin.g him!”  sncered Skinncr.
“You're nobody in particular, you
know,. "

Christopher Clarence Carboy, giving
no apparent heed to the discussion,
turned in. Wingate of the Sixth came
into tho dormitory to ?ut out the lights,
and the talk ceased till he was gone.

Then it ran from bed to bed, Carboy
did not join in it. When Skinner ven-
tured 1o call out “Good-night, Carboy I”
there was no answer; apparently the
new junior had gone to sleep.

When the rising-bell rang in the
autumn morning Carboy turned ocut of
bed with the rest of the Remove, as
cheery a3 ever. He was still in Caven-
try, =0 far as & good number of the
Form woeve concerned. But the number
of fellows who barred the i?er of
Greyfriars had diminished considerably.

Billy Bunter bestowed an affectionate

grin on him.

:::11 say, Carboy, old chap—"" he
B814.

Carboy etared at him without

snswering.

“I say, old lellow—"

Carboy turned hiz back on the Qwl
of the BRemove. Bunter blinked ut
hitn, puzzled snd annoyed.

“1 say, Carboy, are you deaff” he
demanded.

Mo angwer.

“He's in Coventry 1 -growled the
Bounder. “8hut up, Bunter!™ .

“I'm letting him out of Coventry!®”
said Bunter loftily. *“I've let him off.”

Carboy looked round.

“Don't!” he said.

“Eht Don't whati™

“Don’t let me off! You undertook
not to speak to me again, hold you
te iE! You can't think how nice it's
been.”

“Hn, ha, ha”

“Oh, really, Carboy——"

Tae Maawer Lisrarny.—No. 1,081,
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“Shut up 1"

Skinner, who lhad been about fo
speak, closed his mouth. Bolzover
major, on the point of nodding to
Carboy, did not nod. They realised
that it would be, perhaps, more judici-
ous to procecd siowly and tactfully.

But when Carboy left the dormitor
Hazel joined him and went down wit
Iuim and wulked into the quad with
1itm.

Carboy, upparently uneonscions of his
company, walked on with his hands in
his pockets, whistling,

“Lovely moruing,
Maeel at last.

No reply.

“Look here, Carboy,” =zaid [Tazel,
colouring uncomfortably, *the fellows
seoem to have made & lot of asses of
themselves—jumping to a silly conclo-
sion. You necdn't keep your back up
about it.” !

Carboy did not speak.

“IF you're going to be stuffg—="

Carboy walked away. Hazel was laft
with a very red face.

But as C{Erbﬁ:? came into the House
to breakfast Fisher T. Fish met him
with a beaming countenance.

i Lm:-kiug for vyou, old tulip,” said
Fishy affably. *“1 say, I guess T was
vather mad with you; you do pull a
aloot’'s leg, you koow, just a few,

ut I caleulate I never was a guy to
bear malice. Let it drop, and let’'s be
friends.”

Carboy walked inte the House.

L“th:II, I swow | ejaculated Fisher T,
Fish.

It had been easy enough for Skinner
& Co. to send Carboy te Coventry.
But it really zcemed & more difficult
matter for them to get him out of
Coventry again.

isn't 1! said

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Rallying Round Carboy !

ARRY WHARTON glanced
H from the window of ﬂt.udi
No. 1 into the gquad an
lnughed. It was BSaturday
afternoon, and what the captain of the
Remove beheld in the guad scemed o
amusa him. "
B

Ilcnrh.}?“ﬂ
remarked.

Frank Nugent grinned and joined
him &t the window.

Carboy of late had g&nerﬂ!y walked
glone when he took his walks abroad.
But he was not alone now.

Skinner wasz on one side of him,
SBtott on the other. Apparently Carboy
had relented and condescended to come
out of Coventry.

Perhaps he was too good-natured to
resist the blandishments of Skinner
& Co.; perhaps he thought they ought
to bo rewarded for their reopentanco.
Anyhow, he had ceased to be stand-
offish. After keeping Bkinner & Co. on
tenterhooks for a econsiderable time,
Carboy had smiled on them, greatly to
their satisfaction,

Now, it seetned, all was calm and
bright. Carboy, a talkative fellow, was
talking ; Skinner and Stott, though not
very patient listeners as a rule, were
listening, as if to words of the deepest
wisdom. Sidney James Snoop hovered
round. Skinner had linked an arm in
ona of Carboy's; Stott had hocked on
to thoe other. There was, of courze, no
arm left for Snocp to hock on to, so
be drifted roand unhooked. He was
annﬂsﬁd; but whenever ﬂa:r]:-ﬂ&' hap-
pened fo glance at him he smiled.

In the offing was Fisher T. Fish, re.
garding the successiul captors of the

growirg popular!"

multi-millionaire with a malevolent eye,
and the multi-millionaire himself with
a2 friendly smilo—rather a difficult [eat
to perform, leading to rather strange
contortions of Fishy's bony countenance,

From a distance DBolsover major
nodded 1n & very friendly way to Car-
boy; but DBolsover had a little more
dignity than the others, and did not
join the group. Ie mﬂ{ wanted to meke
it clear that he understood, at long last,
what a really decent chap Christopher
Clarence Carboy actually was.

Nobody, looking at Carboy now,
could have pguéssed that less than
twenty-four hours agzo ho had been
lonely and solitary in the cold ehades
of Covenfry.

As he walked and talked Hazeldene
passed and gave him a nod and a smile.
Micky Desinond etopped for a minuie
to speak and offer & whack in & bag of
bullseyes. Other fellows nodded to him.

Indeed, it was the fellows who had
not cut him at all who were least
effusive now.

“Ha won™t stay in Coveniry long at
this rate,” said Frank Nugent, laughiug‘.

“No. I'm rather glad of it,” said
Wharton. "I can't say I like the chap
much ; but he's decent encugh,”

“You don't believe he was sacked
from Olderoft?™

Wharton hesitated.

“Blessed if I know!" he szid.

“There's somcthing fishy about it, ot
he would speak out on the subject.
He's got something to hide, I suppose.
All the same, I can't belicve that he
ever did anything rotten. He may have
been turned out for some fatheaded
jape.”

“Well, that's ible,” said Frank.
““He's done nothing shady since he's
been here, at gll events; and ho seems
all right. But who'd have thought that
he was a multi-millionaire?” -

“Is he?" said Iarry, shrugging his
shoulders.

“Well, his father is, at least, from
what was in the paper.”

“Things get into newspapers
aren't true,” said the mptnﬁ:ﬁf of the
Remove. “In fact, truth is stranger
than fiction—in a newspaper. The
Friardale reporter may bave got it
wrong. ' ]

. Nugent stared at him and then burst
into a laugh.

“Oh, my hat! ‘What a game, if
that's so! Bkinner will want to lynch
that reporter, if there's nothing in it.”

“Hallo, there's Bunter joining the
admiring circle 1”

Billy Bunter rolled up to the gmg‘p in
the quad. The juniors in Study No. 1
mul:i‘ not hear what he was seying, but
they could see the fat ingratiating grin
on his face.

With some of the Remove, at least,
Christopher Clarence Carboy was un-
doubtedly growing popular.

“Queor thing about moner!” :aid
Nugent, layghing. “Carboy doesn't
show it off here—he doesn't spend more
than any other cha.ﬁ. Those [atheads
can't expect to touch any of . Just
hiz having money is working the oracla!
I suppose & fellow -xho's coming info
seven million pounds some day is worth
knowing.™

“ Mo end of a cateh 1" said Wharton,
“Ghall we go down and compete with
Bkinner & Co. 7"

“Hardly |"” grinned Nugent.

“My hat! There's Hilton of the
Fifth.”

“Phew " :

Cledrio Hilton, the dandy of the Filth
Form, had stopped in the quad to speak
to Carboy. Carboy answered him
brightly and cheerily. Carboy’s com-
panionz eyed him very morosely. The

that
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Enmad{:l; ﬂthaumﬂlinsncsl nﬂlﬂd evidently  *“Ha, ha, hal” THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
sprea e Upper Schonl, o o

“ Loder !” Ejlgi;llltﬂd Nugent. ) Fish(f:' T.E‘.’E‘ia]: Bat i i?laéuh:;-‘pﬁg Carboy Brings & Friend !

Loder of the Sixth, sauntering loftily you coming out for & walk this after- ISBHER TARLETON FISH
across the quad, paused to speak to yann9» F groaned.
Carboy, and gave him a {riendly nod as He could not help it. The

ho d on. _ _
t, who had lines.to write,
turned back to tho study table. Whar-
ton, who was waiting for his chum,
stood at the window . while Nugent
wrote. Carboy left his friends, and
went into the House at last. A few
minutes lator his footsteps were heard
in the Remove passage, and he came
in the IR d h
into Study Neo. 1. Skinner followed
him 1n. g_un]d S8kinner was evidently
on hia way to becoming an inseparable
chum,

“Bure you don’t mind, Skinneri”
ﬂaﬁhur was asking, as he came into the
study.

“Pleased, old chap,” sanswered
Skinner. i

“You're awfully goodI”

"Not at- all, old fellow.™

‘:‘WEH. here's a Fnl‘.'nplﬂ of my fist,"
saidd Carboy, aurtmf cut a paper.
“Make it as much like mine as you

. You know Quelchy is a wary old
bird." '

[13 R'EI on ma'lh
“Quelchy won’t spot it!
vou said ™

“That's right.” _

“T'll have them done before tea-
time,” -

Skinner, with a semple of Carboy’s
handwriting, left Btudy No, I,Nt:ﬂ.kmg

eaid Skinner.
A hundred,

no notice of Wharton and Nugent
Car smiled at them..
H at’'s' jolly goodnatured of

8kinner, 1mn't it?" he remarked.

“What is?'" dsked MNugent.

“I had = hundred linea from Quelchy
this morning.
them out for ma."

“Oh, my hat!”

“] mever noticed before what an
obliging ochap Skinner was™ remarked
Cnr'gojr. "Ygu live and learn, don't
you 1

“You do!™ assonted Nugent, with a
chuockle.

“It's nice for & new fellow in a school
to fnd such kind friends, ain’t it?”

said Curboy. )
“ Awfully nice! %ui_ta- & change in
Bkinner since yesterday!™ seid ry

Wharton, laughing. )

“QOh, . you're here!” Fisher T. Fish
R;z his. bony countenance into Etuﬂg

o L "Enrhn;, old tulip, you ha
lines this morning. Look here, if you
want to get out this afternoon, leave
them to me. T'll write them for you
with pleasura.”.,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton and
Nugent,

isher T. Fish stared at them.

“1 guess I don't see where the cackle
comea ini"” he snapped. *“Can it, you
posky jays. What about those lines,
Carboy 1

“Awlully obliged, old chap,” -said
Carboy gravely, * bat—"

“My dear chap, don't mench! Jest
give me a sample of your fist, and I'll
run those lines off for you.”

“Bkinner's doing them for me.”

“ Gep-whiz I

“Much obliged, all the same, Fishy."”

*“Jest like that scallyway Bkinner to
butt in!" said Fisher T. Fish crossly.
“¥You want to watch out when you're
dealing with Skinner, old bean. He's
not & chap to trust. I'mm warnin’ you
because you're new here, you know.”

"Thanks. Skinner'a given me the
game warning shout you,” remarked
Carboy innocently. :

“Why, the pesky guy!” exclaimed

Fisher T. Fish inignecty.

Skinner iy going to write.

“Btott’s asked me already.™

Fisher T. Fizh snorted,

“Like his cheek, butting in. Look
here, are you fixed up for tea yet?”

13 Nﬂ-t- Fﬂtr“

There was a pause.

Evidently it was in Fisher T. Fish's
mind te ask Carboy to tea in his study.
But he hesitated.

A study spread cost money. Fisher
Tarleton Fish hated parting with
money., To his ‘I'ransatlantic mind
money was the beginning and end of
all thi But he made 5‘1& effort, and
made the plunge.

he

“Tea with me old fellow?”
gasped.

“"Thanks!™ snid Carbor.

“It's fixed, then?” asked Fisher T.

A BOOK OF WONDERS.

Amazing Nature Photographs,

De you Eknow that dragons still
exist? Do you know that there are
Torms of life so small that 50,000,000
of them coun!d be crowded together in
a Ealt spoont Do you know why the
pellcan carries a bag under his heak?
Do you kuow that every fresh-water
e¢l |3 borp deep down in Mid-Atlantict

Natural* history is treated in a new
way in  WONDEER OF NIiMAL
LIFE, a faacinating new fortaightly-
part work, the first part of which has
juzt been published, price 1s. 3d. Every
page i3 alive with wonderful revelations
uf the animal world. The complete
work wlll present & thrilling panorama
of animal life to which you will be
able to turn agaio and again with un-

. falling Intorest.

The most remarkable feature of
WONDERS OF ANIMAL LIFE is ita
marvellous collection of photographs—
pvhotographs that bring to your fire-
side the, liviog realltles of juogle,
forest, 1lver, ailr and sea, Every
animal that cap be photographed hos
beean photographed for thiz work.

The demand for Part 1 has already
reen very great—you shomld secure a
copy with the least poszible delay.
This par{ includes a wonderful Colour
late in which there are 108 pictures
of animals in their nataoral colours.
*ha complete work will contain over
!.II.',ﬂiu- phofograph: and numerous colour
plates,

Fish, Perhaps he hoped that Carboy
m:th change hizs mind.

“Yes, rather!”

“It’s a go, then!”

Fisher T. Fish drifted away, with a
very thoughtiult expression on hiz face.
He had bagged the multi-millionaire
for tea; but be would rather have done
lines for him, or taken him for a walk.
Certainly he was glad to gét Carboy to
his study for tea. On the other hand,
there was the unavoidable expenditure
to be considered. Fishy's satisfaction
was rather mixed.

“You'll be the most popular fellow at
Greyfriars soon, at this rate!” said
Harry Wharton, a little sarcastically,
as Carhoy smiled after the retreating
form of Fisher Tarleton Fish,

“¥es, it's nice to be popular, ian's
it?” said Carboy. "It's guite surpris-
ing how fellows are rallying round me
now. Quite a change from Coventry—
and much more amusing.”

And Christopher Clarcnee
gtrolled out of the study,
cheerily.

Carboy
whistling

situation was excrucinting.
The pangs that went to the hesrt of
Fisher T, Fish were sharper than a ser-

pent’s tooth,

It was tea-time. Io Study No. 14 in
the HRemove, the festive board was
spread. Johnny Pull snd Squiff were
teaing out, eo Fishy had the study ic
himself and his expected guest. Uhat,
et least, was a relief. His study-mates,
had theF-l.r &*ernu'i:ﬂud prcrlun mi%hthha‘r“
enercached on the su of good thi
he had laid in for EI;PI'EOI g 8

Fishy wos very plemsed to sed.them
go. With a arate pang for cvery
shilling, Fishy had made his purchases
at the school ghop, and there was quite
a good spread on the table, But Fishy
still hoped. Carboy had never appeared
to be a greedy fellow—nothing like
Bunter, for instance. His appetilo was
quite normal. It was very probable
that he would eat only a reasonable
portion of the spread, and the rest
would remain Fish's property.

Fishy hoped, too, that some of Car-
boy's other devoted friends would stand
him cakes or buns before tea, and thus
diminish his appetite. It was quite
probable. Fishy, who was a calculat-
ing youth, calculated that it was quite
likely that he would produce all tha
effect of standing his friend a hand-
some spread, and yet get off with a very
slight expenditure of actual cash, That
was & happy prospect. But now—

Even on the cheapest possible lines, a
spread cost something. Thdt “some-
thing,” howsoever small, was likely to
give Fishy a sleepless night or two.
But he guesscd that it was worth it
There was an heir to thirty-five million
dollars in his Form, and he knew wvery
well that his popper, in Noo Yark,
would expect him to get on tho right
side of that golden youth if he. could.

His per would caleulate that it was
wc-rt]l:ogamething to do so. '

E_:l

is

Indeed, his popper would be apt to
mad with him if he failed to do
level best to ingratiate himself with a
guy worth thirty-five million dollars.
Fecling that he was sure of ntal
approval, Fishy had nerved bimself to
the ordeal, screwed up his courage to
the sticking-point, and spent money. A
handsome sproad graced the study
table, and there was a reasonable pro-
epect that most of it would remain aftor

arboy had gone—to be sold lster
among the fags by Fisher T, Fish—per-
haps oven at a profit to hard-u? agsa
uirlhn would have to buy on "tick.” And
then——

Carboy came inta the studly. T

William George Bunter rolled in with

im.

There was a happy expression of an-
ticipation on the fat face of the Owl of
the Remove as he rolled in.

Obiviously, he had come to the spread.

That, of course, cut no ice with Fisher
T. Fish. He was quite prepared to kick
out the uninvited guest. But—-

. Eﬁ_!:rwght & friond,” said Carboy,

"Yau* ’dnn’t mind my bringing & friend
5

groaned, In the circumstances, no
citizen of the TUnited Stetes could have
helped grosning. 3
Carboy, & feilow with a moderate
appetite, who did not care particularly
for tuck, might have left that spread
TaE Macxer LiBrary.—No. 1,081.
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hardly fouched. The expenditure of
Fishy s dearly-loved cash would, in that
case, have been merely temporary. With
Bunter present, the matter was quite
different—awlully different. If thero
was ono thing that was certain about
Bunter it was that ho would never quit
80 long as anything eatable remained
on the table. Yet it was difficult for
Fishy to object to a fellow bringing &
friend. The spread was being stood for
the sole purpose of currying favour with
the multi-millionaire.  Refusing  to
entertain Carboy's friend would not
gerve that purpose.

Fisher T. Fish, in his aponised state
of feeling, was tempted to wash the
whole thing out—to bundle Bunter out
of the 5tul§ and Christophor Carboy
after him. %ut that would mcan [eav-
ing the multi-millionaire to the mer-
cenary fellows who, as Fishy was onl
too well aware, wera affer him. He felt
that Lis popper in Noo Yark would not
approve of that. On the other hand,
with Bunter to tea, the table was certain
to be left in the same state as Mrs. Hub-
b_a.rd!’s cupboard. It was an awful situa-
tian

“No objection to Bunter coming to
toa—what ¥ asked Carboy, with cheery
and breczy genislity.

“0Ohl Nope! Oh dear!
at all.™

“Not feeling well, old chap?"” asked
Carboy, locking at him,

“ Nope—I mesn, yep! All QK.

“J thought I heard you groan.”™

“Only—only & twinge ! guﬂped Fisher
T. Fish. *“It's sll right. Sit down, old

¥

I mean, nok

{:hap

Carboy sat down.

Bunter pulled a chair to the table.
Fisher T. Fish eyed him, and felt that
it was too much for Transatlantic flesh
and blood to bear., He made a dos
perate effort. i

“"The—tha fact is, Carboy——"" he

Basped.
“%ga, old fellow.™

“The—the fact is, I—I wanted a quict
chat over tca. If vou wouldn't mind
baving Bunter another time—"

“0h, really, Fishy—".

“Bhut u ou fat clam!" hissed
Fisher T. Fish ferociously,

He had no politencss to waste on
Bunter.

“Tha fact ia, T really want Dunter,”
said Carboy. " Buat il you don't want
him, of conrse, I won't land him on you.
Coma on, Bunter.”

“1—I say, deon't go!"” gasped Fisher
T. Fish, as Carboy rose from his chair.
*1 didn't mean--1 mean, I'll be glad to
have Bunter—in fact, I'd like him to
stay no cnd !

“Bure? asked Carboy.

“Oh dear! I mean, yes.”

" Right-ho, then! Sit down, Bunter.™

Bunter grinned and sat down, Carboy
gat down again. Fisher T. Fizh did not

it down. Ho folt that he could not
keep still

Tea began.

Carboy, as Fishy had farvently hoped,
ata littla. Indeed, he hardly scemed to
taste the good things on the table, DPer-
haps he had mlready bhad hiz tea, and
was only affecting to cat as a matter of
form. He not only fulfilled the hopes of

Fisher T. Fish, but more than fulfilled
them. Had Carboy come alone, the
spreadd  would  hardly have been
diminished at all. )
But what was the use of that, as Fishy
bitterly refleeted, when DBunter was
thgre? t all
t wasg no nse ot all
Bunter had come in hungry. He had
had nothing since dinner, except tes n
his own study, and a cazke he had found
in Study No. 4. #o he was more than
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prepared to do justice to the most exten-
siva spread,

Carboy, a talkative fellow, talked.
Fisher E" Yish, suifering like 2 member
of the noble army of martyrs, avswered
in dreary monosyllables. DBilly DBunter,
also talkative, was too busy to talk now.
His jaws moved swiltly and incessantly,
but not in speech. ﬁunlf.-r made a
frontal attack on the spiread, and carried
all before him. '

Itemy after item vanished.  Carboy
mercly pecking, as it were, while Bunter

took the %ﬂ"ﬂdﬁ sboard in bulk. Every
it was followed by a2 mournful glance
from Fisher ‘Larleton VFish, When

Bunter started on the big cake, Fishy
had difficulty in repressing a shudder.
It was a three-pound cake, and IFishy
had reesonably expected that it would
remain almost intact after tea with Car-
boy. Under Bunter's hefty attack it
rew smaller by degrees and bheautifully
csf, till only erumbs remained. Bunter
Bnished up the crumbs,

Fishy ate hardly anything himself. He

wasg too wretehed to eat.  All his cfforts
WOLe m:fzmre!i to keep something resem-
bling a hospitalle grin on his face.
_Carboy drank weak tea, with only &
little milkk and mo sugar. That would
have been splendid, had he come alone.
Now it matiered nothing.  Buntor
drank tea till all the milk was gdne
Then he ate the sugar, Jump by lump.
Being short-sighted, he left a lump, and
Iishy hoped that that lump, at ir:..;‘nﬁ.L,
would escape. DBut Bunter rook another
blink, and the last lump vanished. Thero
was now nothing left on the table, and
Bunter blinked round in vain for frosh
worlda to conquer.

“Anything in the cupboard, Fishyi”
he asked cheerily.

I Nﬂ'["ﬂ+ "

Carboy rose to his fect.

"Thanks awfully for the spread, Fishy.
This really iz hospitable of you. Come
nn, Bunter!t"

Fisher T. Fish mumbled o farewell.
When his guests had depavted, he eved

the table and groancd dismally. He

could have wept.

- UWell, T swow!" he gasped.  “That

fut clam ! Oh dear! I}E erikey ! Seven

shillings and minepence-halfpenny ! Oh,

great Chrisiopher Columbus! Qe 1™
Fizsher Tv Fish sat and wiped the

porzpiration from his brow.

THE KINTH CHAPTER.
The Walking Party !

OVENTRY, for  Christepher
q Clarence Carboy, was a thing of
the past.

Some of the fellows had never
been in it at all. Some had not been
vory keon about’ it.  Those who
been keenest had not only given it up,
but gone to the other extreme. 2o the
“sentence of the Form * died a natural
death within the noxt few days.

Whether Carboy had or had not been
sacked from his last school romained an
open guestion, To most of the fellows
it now scented improbable.  Skinner’s
opinion, that no headmaster would be
ass enough to sack the heir of seven
million pounds, gained ground. Such a
fellow, Skinner pointed out, when he
Lecame an Qld Doy, might do lots of
things for his scheol, and boards of
governors were well known to be jolly
keen after endowments, and so on.
Begides, wasn't Carboy all  right?
Wazn't he o really fine fellow? A hit
given to japing, perhaps; 'h-ut that was
simply high spivits, rather in his favour
than otherwise.

Skinner admitted that he had been
wild when Carboy introduced pepper
into his cigarettes. DBut he further ad-
mitted that he had been hasty, and a

_and

fellow could do no more than own up
lo having been in the wrong. Bolsover
wajor took a similar view with regurd
to the smashing of his Sunday tnp}:ur,
He had intended to smash Carboy's hat.
Carboy had pulled his leg, and led him
to smash his own by mustake. A joke
was & joke, and Percy Bolsover was not
the follow to besr malice for o joke,

As for Carboy having been sacked
from Olderoft, Bolsover major scouted
the idea, A headmaster might not care

about the millions, as Bkinner supposed,
but he would think twice bcfore he
sacked & fellow who was a credit to any
school,

Carboy'a hitterest detractors lad
become his most enthusiastic adoiirers
supporters. Fellows, who had
spoken of Carboy as a fellow with a
Pash now only cared to remember that
iz was a fellow with & future.

The whole story against himn had been
founded on what Bunter had seen in a
lotter fromn Br. Carboy. Buot Bunter
was now certain that he had misappre-
hended that letter—indeed, his opinion
now was that that letter, rightly con-
strued, would have proved that Carboy
never had been sacked.

Certainly, at the time when Cerboy
had been dared to take the matter
before the Remove master, he had
refused, and his refusal had condemned
him in the geueral opinion. Dut that
was easily explained now, It was due,
a5 Hazeldene was the first to discover, to
pride—a very proper pride. The chap
had felt insulted at being suspected, and
had very properly disdained to submit
to any investigation. It was, in fact,
plucky of the chap—showed an inde-
pendent maturoe that ought to be
admired. And Skinner & Co. agreed
that it was so. .

If many of the Remove still regarded
Carboy with doubtful eyes, they were
not the fellows to make themselves un-
neceszarily unpleasant. The fellows who
liked making themselves unpleasant
WErS ToW ﬂ.ﬂghiﬂ enthusiastic friends.

But & fecling was growing up in Car-
boy's new cirele of friends thet, while
seven million pounde in the bush were
undoubtedly glorious, a few actudl
pounds in the hand would not have
colme amiss,

It was very right and proper for Mr,
Carboy, multi-nnllionaire as he was, to
place his son at a school on & precisely
equal footing with other fellows, It was
in every way to Carboy's credit that he
didd not splash money about as the
Dounder did. WNevertheless, a fellow
with such gorgeousz cxpectations might
spread himself a little—just & little—in
the way, for instance, of standing little
troats to chaps who really liked him and
refuged to hear a word against him.

DBunter saw no reason why Carboy
should not cash & postal-order for him
occasionally. Fisher T. Fish, who
always had a nnmber of articles to sell,
apined that Carboy might naturally he
cxpected to purchase some of them,
without inquiring too ¢losely inte their
value, Bolsover major could not help
thinking that a party for 2 matinee at
Courtfield Theatre on Wednesday after-
noon would be a really pood idea.
Skinner and Snoop and Stoit were
rather surprised at not being asked to
handsome spreads in Carboy’s study.
Tazel was really hurt when Carboy
declined to lend him a fiver to put on a
harse that was absolutely ¢ertain to win
in a cortain race at Wapshot—though he
was, perhaps, & little consoled when the
horse came in eleventh. :

The feeling grew among Carboy’s
friends that something tangible ought to
accrune from their [riendship.

Of course, he was a fellow worlh
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“ There's something fishy about that news ol Carboy in the © Friardale Gazet

** sald Harry Wharton. * The

Taporier

musf have made s mistake,”” “ Oh, my hat ! 'What a game, If that is 50 ! ** sald Nugent. ** Skinner'll iynch that rnpnrur;
i there’s nothing In it | ™ Ellly Bunter rolled up at that moment, an ingratiating grin on his fat fage, (See Chapler 7.)

knowing and cultivating, sanyvhow.
Christmas holidape at & muolt.
reillionaire’s house were worth consider-
ing. Carboy had asked nobody as yet;
but there was plenty of time for that,
Bkinper, who wss a fellow to look
aehead, envisaged a future after school-
days were over, when & chap rolling
in money would be extremely useful to
a neady fellow with his way to make
in the world. 8till, the feeling grew
that & hird in hand was worth two inr
the. bush, and Carboy's friends were
undoubtedly of the opinion that some-
thing ought to be seen of the famiily
millions st Greyfriars.

On Wednesday afterncon, which was
a half-holiday, Carboy's friends looked
for him, with the intention of giving
him. a friendly hint on the subject.
They found him speaking to Harry
Wharton near the House. Possibly
Cerboy knew what was.in their minds,

“Like & walk this afternoon,
Wharton " he was saying, as his many
frienda drew near.

“Booked,” answered Harry,

Ho was s little surprised by the
question ; for although he had made it
a point to bé civil to Carboy, snd they
were friendly enough in a way, they
corteinly were not at all chummy, or
likely to he, Carboy did not seem
rebuffed by his answer.

“I'm for & jolly good walk,” he said,
smiling. “I was the best walker at
Olderoft. Sure you won't come "

- “I'm going over to Higheliffe with the
fellows,” answered Harry,

¥¥ou ses, I'd rather not go alone

Eﬂhm I'm going to the bank,” remarked
ar

“The bank !"” repeated Wharton,
- *“Well; footpads and things aren't
guite unknown, you knaw,” said Carboy.
*“ A fellow with a hundred pounds in his
pockets can’t be too careful.”

Skinner and Bnoop and Stott had
stopped-close at hand. -They exchanged
a glance.

“A  hundred cunds!™  repeated
Wharton, “Yes, I should say you'd
better be iu]ly careful i1f you've got &
sum like that about you.”

“That's what I think,” agreed Carboy.

“I don't know about footpads, but I
know that Que’!{;hg would jump on you
if he heard of it,” said the captain of
the Remove. “A ‘fellow here isn't

?ﬁﬁ:ﬁd to have sums of money like

“I suppose not,” amsented Carboy,
“1t was the same at Olderoft, of course.
A fellow has to be careful. I'm not
fomg_ to call on Quelch and tell him that

‘v got a hundred pounds ‘in my
pockets.”

"1 shouldn’t!1' spid Wharton dryiy.

“Well, if you won't come I'll ask some
other chap,” drawled Carboy, and he
turned away, loaving the captain of the
Remove staring.

He had not, apparently, noticed
Skinner & Co., and he almost ran into
them as he left Wharton,

They joined up at once,

“Going out this efternoon, wold
t‘eilmff” asked Skinner affectionately,

“Yes; I've got to run over to
Lantham."

“There's & train [rom Courtfield——"

Carboy shook his head.

“I'm wallung it,” he answered.
“None of your stuffy local trains for me,
Bosides, I want the exercise.”

“It's @ good ten miles to Lantham.”

“I'm good for more than that.”

“ After all, we could take the irain
back,” remarked Snoop.

“You fellows like to come?" asked
Carboy blandly, *The fact is, I've got
a reason for .not wanting to go alone.”
Apparently he war unawara that
Skinner & Co. had heard his remarks to
the captain of the Remove,

Skinner smiled.

“I heard what you were saving to
Wharton,” he answered. “You can't
be too jolly cereful, with a hundred
pounds 1n your pockefs. I say, why
didn’t your father put it in the Court-
field bank for you? It's quite near.”

dare say my pater has never heard
of Courtfield. Anyhow, I've got to go
to Lantham. Anybody coming?”

“Yeas, rather |*

Three fellows, at lesst, ware mmiﬂ%
But Carboy was not ready to start yet.
and before he was ready the news had
spread farther. By the time Carboy
was rexdy to walk out at the gaies he
had quite & numerous party—uite
numerous enough to make il safe to
carry about & hundred, or indeed a
thousand, pounds. Bolsover major and
Hazeldene and Fisher T. Fish joined
up, and Billy Bunter came rdlling w

breathlessly. Nobody wanted a ton-mile

walk

excopt Carboy. But all Carboi"s

{(Continued on ¢ 16.
Tar MAGRET L:nmﬁﬂr-ﬂﬂ? 1,081,
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friends wanted to go to the bank with
him. They were indecd eager to do so.
The richest fellow at Greyfriars never
had a hundred pounds in his pockets, or
anything like it. The millions were
materialising at last!

“You chaps all coming?” asked Car-
bov cheerity. *I say, this is jolly kind
of you 1™

“1 guess we're gqin%_tu tee you safe
home, old bean,” said Fisher T. Fish,

“Wea'll come back by train,” said
Hazel,

"Or car,” suggested Bkinner. “I dare
say Carboy would like to stand a car
and make 1t a joy-ride.”

“Ripping !" said Carboy heartily, “I
like a joy-ride as much as any other
fellow.*:

“Wo shall be late for tea.,” remarked
Snoop.  “But there's a jolly place in
Lantham—the Pagoda—*

“I'm new here, of course,” said Car-
boy; “but you fellows will show me
where the Pagoda is.”

“Yes, rather, old chap I said Bunter,

“Can you get a really good feed
there I” asked Carboy. "“None of your
twopenny teashops, I]i"mp&!"

. “ Rippin placal” said Bkinner.
“Best in Lantham! The bills come
r:lhﬁr high, but that won’t matter to

u

“Not in the least.” said Carboy. "1
don’t see why a fellow shouldn't spread

himszelt a little, just occasionally.
What ’ ¥
“What-ho !

Beumins faces surrounded Carhoy as
ke atarted. The ten-mile walk was
rather discouraging—Bunter especially
hated the idea of it. But what was to
follow was very attractive, At long
last, Fisher T. Fish felt comforted, and
almost ceased to mourn over the ex-
penditure on that tea in Study No. 14,
After all, it had besn = sprat to eatch 5
whale, and now the whale was about to
be netted.

In high spirits the party started.
Those high spirits, however, were not
destined to last,

[

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Tired !

HRISTOPHER CLARENCE

CARBOY was a good walker.

In games practice he had shown

that he could 1un, and that he
had a good and steady supply of that
useful article, wind. He did not shino
uu.rtmulane: at Soccer; but Harr
Wharton had noticed that he wnulﬁ
look as fresh as paint after & hard and
slogging practice,

In such respects he was extremely
unlike his new friends—especially the
special friends wheo were going with him
to Lantham. A teo-mile walk on o fine
autumn aflernoon was little or nothing
to Carboy. To his companions it was a
tremendous fewt, if not an impossible
one.  Bolsover major was the only
member of the escort who was likely to
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be in at the death, as it were. And he
was hkely to be extromely tired and
winded,

The weird sense of humour that had
haunted Carboy at Greyiriars, and
caused him plenty of trouble there, was
probably still active. It had led him
to bring Bunter to Fishy's feed in
Study No. 14—the varving expressions
on Fishy's face during that repast
having en vastly entertaining to
Carboy., No doubt it was the same
humorgus spirit that led him to take a
collection of the frowsiest slackers in
the Hoemove on a long country walk,

There was o twinkle in his eye as
he started, and he was in great spirits.
S0 were the others—at the start. As o
matter of fact, most of them had their
own ideas about that walk. Bolsover
was able to gat through with it alive;
but Skinner & Co. did not mean to walk
the distance if they could help it. And
if there was no help for it, and they
had to walk, nt least there were to be
plenty of long rests by the wayside—il
they could contrive it.

It was under half a mile from Grey-
frinrs that Billy Bunter had bellows to
moend. A hali-mile to. Bunter was
““some ¥ walk. On the ecarliest slopes
of Redelyffe Hill Bunter lagged behind,
and his pasps were frequent and pain-
ful and free.

“Buck up, slacker!” jeercd SZnoop.
Iiven Bidney James Snoop was not
fagged yet.

“Groogh!” gasped Bunter,

He lagged further and further behind,
But he made great efforts. He wanted
to be there when Carboy drew the enocr-
mous sum of a hundred pounds from
the Lantham bank. 'Etiﬂo more, he
wanted to be there when the feast took
place at the Pagoda,

Still, he knew that he couldn’t walk to
Lantham. He shuddered at the idee.
Really, ho wounld hardly have attempted
it 1n earnest for all the seven millions
that belonged—or were supposed to
belong—to Carboy's father.

“1 say, you fellows, wait for mel” he
called ount.

“Rats!” retorted Bolsover major.

“Carboy, old chap——"

“Oh, hang on & minute or two for
Bunter,” suid Carboy good-naturedly.

The party halted, ang Bunter plugged
painfully up the hilly road and rejoined
them. Ho stopped and wiped his
perspiring fat brow.

"‘I say, you fellows, we could get a
train at Redelyffe,” ho said. “What
about getting it?"”

The party looked at Carboy, The
had ne objection to & train: indeed,
they greatly preferred a train, or any
other means of locomotion, to walking.
Walking had & resemblance to work,

But Christopher Clarence Carboy
shook his head.

“"We're walking,” he said. “Why, I
w;::uldn’_t miss this walk for anything!
What ripping .air, fresh from the sea!”

“0Oh, bother the air!” said Buntor.

“What lovely views of tho woods—
loock at the wood on that hill turning
2 beautifu] sutumnal brown—-"

“Rubbish!” said DBunter. *“Look
here, if you fellows want to wnlk, all
right; but I'll teke the train. Seet

‘Just as you like,” agreed Carboy.
*Come on, you men.”

He re-started after the interval.

Hold on!® welled Bunter.
Oh, my hat! What is it now

“I've come out without any money,”
et:;éinmgél Hrr.lt]ntﬁ:r. o Il.eﬂ:i it all in my
study. Yon! ave to lend me my fa
tnﬂaﬁﬂﬂmm." o v are

rboy ran his hands through hi
pockets, 5 )

(1]
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“*What n rotten coincidence!” he ex-
claimed.

“Eh? What's a coincidence?”

“I've come out without any moncy,
too,” said Carboy blandly. *“Left it &li
in my study, like yvou.”

O, renfl}. Carboy—--"

“Some of these fellows—" suggested
Carbey, glancing round af his friends.

The augg&stinn was sufficient to start
thoe wholo. party into action again.
They walked on.

“1 say, yvou foellowa!™ howled Bunter.
The fellows walked on rogardlees.

ﬁhristupher Clarence Cearboy followed
&M,
Billy Bunter stood in the dusty road

and blinked after them through his big
glasses, with feelings too decp for words.

He plugged on a few more steps, and
then stopped again. It was useless to
proceed.

“Nobody in the Ea.rtr. it was evident,
was going to lend Bunter eny money,
Ii he went to Lantham that day he had
to go afoot. He could almest as easily
have -walked to Lands’ End or John
o' (Groats, as to Lantham, on his own un-
mided limbs. The game was up—for
Bunter.

Ho thought of Carboy at the bank; he
thought of the whole party at the
Pagoda, and groaned., That glorious
prospect was not for him. Ho was out
of the race in the firat lap.

In deep dismay end indignation,
Willism George Bunter ssnk down on
B grnssg' bank by the roadside, to take
8 rest before he tramped wearily -back
to Greyfriars. - And the remarks he
made concerning :Carboy hinted that his
friendship for that youth was under
golng & very. severe strain,

Meanwhile, the party proceeded on
their way. They weré quite cheery as
they passed over -the top of Redclyffo

Hill, and did not waste any sy thy,
on the fellow who had been {eft behind.
Nobody wanted Bunter—the whole

party thought that Carboy was an ass
to have let him butt in; and Dunter was
now disposed of to the gemeral satis-
faction,

Carboy swung along with elastic fresh-
ress on the [urther slope of the hill,
On the downward path Bkinner & Co.
did fairly well. But in the fourth mile
to Lantham came another long rise in
the ground, and Sidney James Snoop
proposed & rest.

Skinner and Stott backed up the sug-
gestion; Hazel and Fishy agreed that it
was & good idea: lsover major
nodded  assent. But  Christopher
Clarence Carboy looked impatient.

“Look here, I've come out for a
walk,” he said. "“You fellows. rest it
you like—I'll keep on.”

“I don't want a rest,” eaid Bolsover
major at once. * Lot those glackers sit
around while we go on.”

“1 guess I'm good for ten miles, and
a few over,” declared Fisher T. Fish.
“I ghould smile!”

“Oh, get on!™ ssid Hazel, rather
sulkily. ~ It was Hazel's way to grow
sulky when he was tired, as if his
fatigue was somebody else’zs fault.

Carboy was gu::inf_nn. az fresh as ever,
Skinner & Co. followed, but their high
agmtu had evaporated by this time, and
they seemed to be suffering from a pessi-
mistic outlook on life,

At a cross-ronds Sidney James Bnoop
stopped, He pointed to a signpost.

“Dridgewood is only a quarter of a
mile off the road,” he said. “There's
a station there.”

“After all, we've walked nearly half
the distance,” remarked Skinner. ™ Mavy
ESF‘:?EI}: train the rest.” ’

y not, if you like?” said Carboy.
w I‘En walking T"& e
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“We'll wait for you at Lantham Station.” :
“DBut I am not going anywhere near Lantham Station.”
*“The bank .is opposite the station.™

“XNot the bank I'm gomg to.” .

“Well, look here, we'll meet you at tha Pagoda, then,
said Bkinner, who was getting very restive. ™ What time "

“1 may not go to thoe Pagoda—depends on whether I like
the look of the place,” gaid Carboy. “Can't make arrange-
ments about a placoe I've never secen.” x

“Oh, let's kecep on!” said Bolsover major. " We're
wasting time—and gn!.tmf tired standing about.”

"T'm tired!” gruutqi:i Hazel.

“You shouldn’'t start on & walk if you're not 6!
Bolsover major was getting tired, too, snd, as a con-
sequence, quarrelsonre,

“I don't sea why we can't make arrangements to mect
somewhere in Lentham I said Skinner surlily,

“Well, I do,” said Carboy impatieptly. " If you're com-
ing with me to the bank, you're coming with me to the
bank. If you don't care for the walk you can back out.
Therc's nothing to stop you.”

And Carboy marched on. s

His friends followed; Sncop treiling more and more to
the rear. Snoop realised that he ecould not stand it and
gat down on a stone at Jast,

“1'1l follow you fellows!” he called oul. -

They disappeared along the country road, while Snoop
took a rest, But Snoop, when he had rested, did' not
follow., Nothing would have induced him to attempt to
negotiate the other five miles, He knew that if he did
ho would not arrive at Lantham in time for anythin
but taking a train home. He limped away to Bridgewoo
Station. There he could have taken -a train on to
Lantham, but as Carboy hed refused to appoint a meeting-
place, he would not have had much chance of finding the
party there. Snoop took a train back to Friardale and
returned to Greyfriars—in a most unpleasant temper. At
the gates of tha school he came on Billy Bunter, limping in.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Where are the other beasta?” he asked,

“The rotters have gone on!” grunted Snoop. .

“I hope they'll get jolly tired!” said Bunter charitably.

“Blow them [ said Snoop. |

“That beast Carboy—" =aid Bunter.

“That rotter Carboy—" snarled Snoop.

1 shouldn’t wonder if he was sacked from his last school,
after all,” said Punter. )

“I'm jolly sure he was!” growled Sncop. “I1 wish he
was sacked from Greyfriars, too!”

T'he twa juniors went in, grousing.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Lelt Behind |

s OOK here!” said Skinner,

L ' Well 77

“(Oh, nothing!l" ;

The walking-party plogged on. Christopher
Clarence Carboy was feeling no strain. Evidently he was
enjoying the walk—with & heartless indifference to the lack
of enjoyment on the Enrt of his friends. Possibly he
appraised their friendship at its true value, and did not
think that they mattered very much. . .

Bolsover major was tramping along in silence, with grim
endurance, g was the heftiest o t_]‘m party, and was
good for the walk, though he did not like it. But Skinner
and Stott wera E.Gitil]g and weary, and Hazel had a nettlr:g
expression of enmity and bitterness on his face. Fisher T.
Fish had to drag his feet from -the ground at every step.
But Fi kept on heroically. Fishy was prepared to
walk his legs almost off, rather than part with s galoot
who was going to draw five hundred dollars from the bank.

Hazel stumbled and almost fell. He gathered himself
up again, with an expression on his speaking countenance
that revesled a bitter hatred of the whole human racd in
general, and Christopher Clarence Carboy in particular.

“Look here, I'm fod-up!" he suarled.

(larbey glanced round.

“Tired 1" he aszked. : i

“T'm jolly well worn out!” said Hazel savagely. H““ﬁ
¥ou mnd] your ten-mile walk! Couldn’t we take a tramn?

" T haven't stopped you from taking a train, have I
asked Carboy, raising his eyebrows.

“Well, I'm not going on.” .

“Sorry to lose you!” said Catrboy politely.
Tatalt” .

Hazel leaned heavily apainst & tree and watched the
walking-party trail out of sight, with = bitter stare.
Loans fivers, feasts at the Pagoda, did not np};}ﬂal to
Hazel now. His legs felt as if they wounld drop off. Iis
enly feeling towards Carboy was a desire to punch him
hard—if he hed had strength enoogh left to punch anybody.

iContinued on next page.)
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iTe leanod on the tree and grosned and
gapod. TUnless he some sort of a
lift back ho did not know how ho was
ever going to get to Greyiriars agamn.

The reduced walking-party walked on.
It was scon reduced still furthor.
Frederick Stott, without taking the
tronhle te announce hia intention,

dropped behind, and sat down, and
made no attempt to rejoin the party.
Only three members of tha walking-
party remained with Car now—
Bolsover major still going fairly sirong,
Skinner and Fishy limping painfully,
and mumbling doloréusly. :
Fisher T. Fish was the next to break
up—only two miles out of Lantham.
DBut those two miles might as well have
been two hundred, so far as Fisher
Tarleton Fish was concerned.
. ‘]‘I hgu&u 'i'mF_ﬁ:‘uckm
galoots ! gasped Fishy.
don’t mean thet! But I'm fed-up,
I can tell youl The roads in this genky
cﬂd island ain’t fit for & guy to walk on!
r-r-r-y 1
And Fisher T. Fish tailed off. His
bony legs were nearly dropping from his

boany body. ) :

“FEovely afternoocn, isn't it?" re-
marked Carboy, as he passed out of
Fishy's sight with Belsover major and
Skinper. '

Naither -of his companioms replied.
Bkinner had no breath for = h, and
Bolsover major was tired and sulky and
BUETY. .

“No good keeping on by the h::ﬁ,h
road,” went on Carboy. “Too jolly
thick with cara! There's a lane—"

Skinner found his voice.

“Thé lane’s a mile longer roynd!” he
gasped.
“That’s ell right! What's a milet”

“What's a mila?” stuttered SBkinner.

“A mero step to a good walker!”
said ‘Carboy breezily. "&ma on! We
turn off the road at this cormer!”

“ Look here—" shricked Bkinmer.:

Carboy seemed desf. He turned the
eorner, and walked up the leafy lane
with his elastic . step.

Bolsover major and Skinner halted ‘st
the cormer. They cast inimical glares
after Csrboy, and then loaked at one
another.

“He's

this, you

‘Pulling our leg!"” Thissed
Skioner. “He knows we can't walk all
thees miles. Goodness knows how hbe
can do it himself 1"

“Well, T.can do it!" said Bolsover
major. “I'll walk that brute off his
legs, and chance it! 'I'd rather punch
bis head, though "

“IFd like to lynch himi!*

“Well, he's gone onl Wa shall lose
him at this rate! Come oni”

“I'm not coming any fsrther! I
can't !"

Slacker!” jeered Bolsover major.

And-he hurned slone after Carboy.

Skinner sat down end gasped and
groaned. He had made his mind tp do
tho other two miles into Lantham some-
how. But when the two miles. extended
into three Skinner was done—done to
the wide. He felt thet he would not
have walked those three miles, even to
Le ‘given, as s present, the hundred
?aunda that Carboy was going to draw
rom the bank. o sat and moanod;
and it was s good hour hefore he
picked himself up, to hunt for some sort
of a lift back to Greyiriars.

Carboy was going sirong, and
Bolsover major had to put on speed to
overtake him. But he did overtake
him, and they walked on together.

Carboy waa whistling  merrily, and
Bolsover wondered where he got the

Tee MAgXET LipBarY.—No, 1.0BL

“1 min't tired

wind for it. Bolsover certainly had no
wind to spare.

“What about taking a short cut?®”
asked Carboy suddenly.

Bolsover major brightened uwp. They
had done & mile of the lane; and &
short eut was about the happiest sugges-
tion that anybody could have made, in
Bolsover’s opinion.

“What-ho!” he zaid.

Carboy wveulted liﬁhti over a #tile
into a field £ th: lsover clam-
bered over it slowly after him.

By a grassy path they pursued their
iwt:f A nﬁizre—whinh qeemﬁ;;d IEMEu &
ue to sOvVer major— under
tﬁr fcet. By that tlimn the roofs of
Lantham ehould have been in easy
sight. But only fields and woods sur-
rounded them.

Bolsover major stared round him with
growing slarm.

“I say, are you sure aboubt this short
cut?” ho asked. “I don't know much
about the paths, so far from Greyiriars,
Are Igau sure this leads to Lanthem "

“"Not at sllt” :

“What 7’ gasped Bolsover major.

“I'm new here, of course,"” said
Carboy. ‘I know less of the country
than you do.” :

- Bolsover stared at him.
“You said it was & short out!™ he

gasped.

“Well, a fellow can’d be too sure
about thesa things, without even a sign-
post about,™ u-iﬁ Carboy. *I dare say
it's all right. Let's keep on and see.”

“¥ou ni!i;' azs 1"

*“Thanks [*

“You footling chump!”

“You're wasting your breath, old
chap, and you haven't much to spare.

on!" said Carboy encouragingly.

He aoccelerated a little, and Bolsover
major panted after him.

o bm?. you dummy!” hooted Bols.
over. “I'm jolly well not going on till
I find put whether we're going right.”

“My dear man, I came out for a
walk, mnd Fm not keen on goin
straight to Lantham. In fact, T’
rather go round & bit to see the
country.

A4 Well, I don't want to!” roared
Bobksover major. *I want a rest.”

“8uit yourself, old bean.”

“Hang on, I tell you, &ill we find
out where we are.”

“Oh, put it on!"” sdid Carboy.

He swung on his way. Bolsover major
limped after him. They came out into
& lane at last, after what seomed to
Bolsover milos, and miles, and milos of
wesry tramping scross fields. In the
lane was a signpost, which gave the in-
spiriting information that it was five
miles to Lantham. Obviously, the short
cut had not led in that direction.

Bolsover major sat down at the.foot
of the signpost.

“Five miles!” zaid Carboy thought-
fully. “Tt will be quite &8 walk—quita!
Still, it's no good grousing. Come on [
” He swung away towards Lantham.

Bolsover major did not follow,

He couldn’t.

He -sat on tho grass, leaning back
apainst the signpost, weary to the bone.
¥e did not stir when Carboy glanced
back over his shoulder.

“Coming?” called out Carboy.

Bolsover did not anawer.

Carboy stared at him and wealked on
by himsclf. -He had dropped the last
member of his escort. He had left
Greyfrinra with seven friends, and he
walked imto Lantham alone.

Which, gﬂﬁﬂibty was what Christopher
Clarcnce Carboy had intended zll slong.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Golden Youth !

ARRY WHARTON glanced

H very curioysly at Carboy wheuwr

that youth came into Study

Neo. 1 {for prep. that evening.

Frank Nugent regarded him with equal

interest. Unrboy seemed very fresh and

cheery. His long walk that afternoon

had not, spparently, told on him at all.

Seven miserable fellows in the Re
maove had lim in to call-over, looki
as if they "found life hardly worth
living, but Carboy hod turned up as
bright as & new penny. ;

He strolled into the study and s=at
down at the table and pulled out his
bdoks. All the Remove knew, by this
time, that Christopher Clarence Carboy
had gone over to Lantham that day to
draw a hundred pounds from the bank,
and that a party of friends had gone
?-El;h him, to see him safe home with
L

Such & sum e) a hundred pounds made
Lower Fourth fellows gasp, though it
was, of courses, & mere trifle in com-
parison with the seven million pounds to
which Christopher Clarence was heir. 1f
a man had seven million Pﬁunﬂu it was
guite ible that he might give his
son a hundred to spend, Btill, it was
a stupendous sum to fellows who counted
their pocket-money by shillings and six-
pences. A fellow with & hundred pounds
in his pockets was sura of the kindest

ards of quite a large number of his

oolfellows. Indeed, it was only Car-
boy's git-edged state—or nup'pmeg gilt-
edged stato—that saved him, from the
vengeance of some of the members of
that unhappy walking-party.

“Had a nice walk this afternoon?"
psked Frank Nugent, with a grin.

“Ripping !" =said €Carboy heartily.
m BEMEtiqu scanery round about hnr{.
You can't beat Kent for scenery.”

“YVou must have scen a lot of it
fr?% q-tlz:ant Il:iii:aﬂr'” i

gite a lot,” ag arboy.

“ Bunter's- nearly dead.” ;

‘“Poor old Bunter! He would come.™

“SBnoop’s limpiog.”:

| suppose he would ba,” agreed’Car-
boy, " He's not much of & walker, I
wonder why he started on such & jolly
long walk?™

“Hazel's in the worst temper T've
ever seen him in.”

“I dare say he got tired,” said Car~
boy tolerantly. “Bome fellows get cross
when they’re tired.”

“B?l!mwr's like a bear with a sore

“JI thought he was more like an ass
with sore feet.”

Nugent chuckled.

“J suppose you walked them off their
feet for & lark. One of your fat-headed
japes—what 1"

“The whole party erocked up, I heat,”
snid Harry W);mﬂan, laughing.

“Yes; they scemed fo got & bit tired,”
agreed Carboy.

“ And you ]jc’:r.-.t your escort, after ell 1
said the ain of the Remove. *“I1
hope you got the hundred nds safe
to Greyfriars. Hardly safe for a fellow
to walk about alone with a sum like
that on him.” _

“] wasn't robbed coming back,” an-
swered Carboy cheerfully. I say, lend
me & Latin die, will you?”

Carboy gave his atteniion to prep. Ap-

arenfly fu did not want to discuss the
Eundred unds. i

“You'll have to keep it pretty dark,”
remarked Hug:fent,

*“Eh, what?"

“I mean, having such & sum as a
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Bolsover major sat down at the foot of the signpost.

good grousing ! ¥

handred quid. Quelchy would be down
on you like a ton of bricks.”

“TI'm mnot going to mention 1t to
Quelch.”

“The whole Form's telking about it,"
said Wharton. " When a thing's talked
about a lot it has a way of getting
round to the masters.”

“My hat! What would Quelchy do
if he koew 7™

“He would make you hand the
money over, io be returned to your
father., He wouldn't let you keep more
than five—or ten, at the most,” said the
captain of the Remove. “ And he would
write your father a jolly stiff letter on
the sugject, too. Ii'e!fnwj aren’t allowed
to roll in money in the Lower Fourth.

Blessed if I ses what you want such

a sum for in a lump. A fellow can't
spend a hundred pounds at school.™

“(h, money roes,” said Carboy, “I'm
pot unpopular now, as I was last week,
you know. I've a lot of friends. I'm
sure they’d be willing to help me spend
more than a hundred pounds.™

“I've no doubt about that,”
Wharton dryly.

Carboy grinned and went on with his
prep. Prep was not finished when
Skinner locked inte the study.

“Coming down, Carboy, old chap?”
he asked.

“YWhen 've finished prep.”

“'N walt. ™

“ Do, old bean!™

Skinner lounzed in the deorway and
waited for his friend. Skinner was still
horribly tired—too tircd for prep. is
face wai move pasty than uzual, and ho
was extremely bad tempered=—inwardly.
It no sion of boad temper showed in
hiz face. Skinner wae not the fellow

said

“‘ Come on ! ** sald Carboy.

to display resentment towards a chap
with a hundred pounds in his pockets,

He leaned on the door while he
wartted. He simply could not sland
without lcaning against something.

Carboy rose from the table at last.
He slipped his hand into an inside
pocket and drew out a sealed envelope.
It gave a crizp and rustling sound as
he %‘t&ﬂdlﬂd it. Bkinner's cyes fastened
on that envelope with a greedy gleam
in them, :

Carboy slipped it back into his pocket.

“QOnly zeeing that it's sofe,” he re
marked. “I'm coming down now,
Skinner,”

“Come on, old fellow!” gaid SBkinner
affectionately.

They went down to the Rag together.

In et?m Rag that evening Carboy was
tha eynosure of all eyes. Hiz friends,
recovered a little from their fatigug,
rallied round him like one man. Had
Carboy been a lover of =olitude he
would have found it difficult to gratuy
his taste in that dircction. Ha could
not move without at least two or three
attached friends surrounding him.

Onece or twice he was scen to slip hia
hand into hiz inside pocket, obviously
{eeling the envelope there to make surs
it was safe, When Skinner thought of
the amount of banknotes that that
envelope must contain ha [elt that be
could forgive Carboy everything.

When the Remove went to bed that
night Carboy was secn to place the
envelope carcfully uwnder his pillow,
Rilly Bunter’z eves followed it long
ingﬂ"- "

“1 say, Carboy, old chap,” he
squeaked, “if you'd like me to mind
that envelope for you——" s

“Thanke; it's all right where it 1s,

= ' i
“ 1t’s another five miles yet, but it’s no
He walked on. But Bolsover major did net fellow—he couldn’t, He sat on the grass, leaning back
againsi the signpost, weary to the bone. {See Chapter 11.)

“] shouldn't oper it, of course, old
fellow. Besides, there’s no harm in juat
locking at the banknotes™

“Ha, ha, hal"

Carboy went to. bed with the mvn[uﬂa
under his pillow. If he dreamed, he
cortainly did not dream of whal was
that envelope, DBut many other fellows
did. Bunter dreamed of unlimited {eaats
stond by the golden vouth of Groeyiriars.
Dollura and dimes danced before the
gleeping  vistion of Fisher T. Fish.
Skinner no doubt had his own happy
visions, for he smiled in his sleep, and
assuredly it was not o clear conscience
that made him smila.

In the morning, wheo the Remova
turned gut, Carboy's first action was to
trapsfer the eealed envelope to his
pocket. B30 many [riends went down
with him that he looked as if he were
Jeading an army, The love of money
15 said to be the root of all evil, Dut in
thiz case 1t had produced a large number
of touching and devoted [riendships, ahd
wan Christopher Clarence Carboy golden
opinions froin all sorts of peoplo.

I'hat day Carboy was, as Fishy would
have deseribed it, the “goods.” He wos
“it *1 Other fellows wers merely also
vans. Fov the first tims on record A
Greyfriars junior was walking about tha
school with a hundred pounds in his
pocket—or. &t least, was believed to be
doing s¢. Shkinner could scarcely credt,
when he looked back on his azinine con-
duct, tha: he had ever taken tho lead
in zending this splendid chap to
Coventry—a chap who walked over to a
bank and drew out a hundred pounds,
just as any other follow might draw ten
bob from the Post Office.

Tha mero possession of that scaled

Tue Macxer Lippart.—No. 1.08L
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savelope was like » halo round Carboy’s
head. But satisfactory as it was to con-
template the contents of that envelepe,
in their thoughts, Carboy’s friend: could
not help thinking that it was time for
the envelope to bo opened and the bank-
pmotes to be pluced in eireulation. But
the cnvelope, so far, repozed unopenad
in Carboy's inside pocket. No doubt
there was o good timo coming; but it
bad not vet come.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Carboy's Bank ]
R.- QUELCH ecame into the
Reoemove Form-room that

afterncon with a somewhat
severo expression on bis face.

Fellows who noticed his look guessed
at once that something was “up.” They
knov what Queleh's various expressions
meant, and they had no doubt that
somchody was “for it."

When it was observed that his gimlet
eve flixed on Christopher Clarence Car-
boy the junmiors knew what was tho
matter,

(Juelchy had heard!

It was scarcely possible for the Form
master to remain in ignorance af the
excitement in his Form. A metter that
was broasthlessly discussed throughout
the Lower School wa: bound to eome,
sooner or later, to the knowlodge of
masters or prefects.  Indeed, many
fellows had expected Quelchy to get on
to it sooner,

Now it appeared that at last he had
got on to ib, and the Remove wonderad
what was going to happen.

Skinner & Co. wore deoply annoyed.
It wae absolutely certain that if the
Eemove master discovered a Remove
man in possession of such a sum
a: 2 hundred pounds he wounld descend
on that Remove man like o wolf on the
fold. and call him to strict account. If
he loft the fellow with a tetiner out of
the hundred the fellow would be lucky.
The rest would be returned to the
feliow's father with » very stiff letter
from: Quelchy, pointing out the in-
judiciousness of bestowing such sums on
a schoolboy.  As soon as Qualchy's
attention was drawn to the matter it was
all up with the hundred pounds, and
with the schemos that Skinner & Co. had
laid regarding it. And now the chopper
wn: coming down.

“arboy 1™

“Yos, sir?”

" 5tand out before the Form.”

Carboy stood out before the Form.

All eyes were fixed on  him, but
Cavhoy did not seem at all confused or
put ont. He was cheery and smiling.

A most extraordinary story has come
to wy ears,” said Mr. Quelch in his
deepest voice,

“Indeed, sir.”

_ “'T cannot believe that it is correct, but
it is a matter that’ I must investigate
withqut loss of time. From what I have
heard, Carboy, it would appear that yon
nre in posscssion of o large sum of
moncy—a much larger sum than an
Greyiriars boy, even o Sixth-Former, is
allowed to possess while at school.”

“00h, sic!™ enid Carboy.

“Thoe sum that has been mentioned,”
said Mr. Quelch, *“is a hundred pounds.”

“*Indeed, sir.”

“You will tell me at once, Carboy,

whether you are in possession of any
suck sum !

“No, sir.”
Carboy’s answor was immediate. The
Rrmovites stared harder, and Skinner

grinned p little,
murmured Bob

“My only hat!™
Crry,
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Wharton's lip curled.

Every man in the Remove knew that
Carboy had a hundred pounds in bank-
notes in the sealed envelope in  his
pocket. Yet with complete coolness he
denicd the well-known fact. Even
William Georgo Bunter would have
hesitated to tell such 2  whocking
whopper as that. Carboy did it without
turning o hair. Skinner & Co.,, who
were not very partienlar about veracity
themsclves, hoped that he would get
away with it

“¥ou have no such sum, Carboy?”

“Certainly not, sir.”

“I require to know how much money
vou have In your possession at the
preseat moment, Carboy.”

“Two shiilinge and sevenpence, sir.™

“That is all?" :

“That is all, sie.”

“IF make it a rule,” said Mr, Quelch
“to adeept the word of any member of
my Form, unless 1 should have grave
reazon for doubting it. In the present
case I am bound to go farther, though
you must not take this as implying any
doubt of your honour, Carboy.”

“Thank you, sir!"

“The matter nppears to be the talk
of the school,” said Mr. Quelch.
“Beveral Sixth-Form prefects have men-
tioned it to me, as well as some other
masters in Common-room. It is extra-
ordinary if auch a story has spread about
the schoo! with no foundation whatever.”

“0h, quito, sir!"”

“Have yvyour a sealed envelope in your
pocket, Carboy "

-

I-SEE - ALL

“T'E‘!T' Sil".”

“What does it contain ?”

“A folded sheet of tissue papeéer, sir."

There were gasps of ﬂ.at.n-nisi'mmnt
among the Removitos,

“1 secarcely understand this, Carboy.
For what possible reason can you be
carrying about with you a sealed en-
velope containing a folded shoet of
tizssue paper "

“"Because tissus paper rustles like
banknotes, sir.™

“W]‘ll].f..?”

There was another sensation in the
Romove.

Mr. Quelch eved Carboy as if he would
ﬁgnet_rate that youth's innocent face with

18 gimlet ayes.

“Am I to understand, Carboy, that
you have been playing & trick, giviog
yvour schoolfellows the deliberate im-
pression that you have a large sum of
money, when such 13-not the case ¥

l'fﬂ. zir. "

“And for what reasom?” oxclaimed
Mr. Quelch sharply.

“Omnly a lark, zir!" answered Carboy
meekly. “T've never satd that T had
any money in the envelope. If fellows
jéxm[r Ta?’ coneclusions it’s not my Tault, is
it, sir?

“A most absurd trick, Carboy. I
have noticed befors this absurd tenden
to practical jeking on your part, and
do not approve o it

WOh, sicl®

"That, however, i3 a matter into
which I have no.desire to enter,” said
Mr. Quelch. * A foolish practical joke
on your school-fellows-is. no concern of
vour Form master. Buat ¥ must ascertain
that what you state is correct, Carboy.
Place the envelope on my desk.”

“Cartainly, air.”

Carboy drew "out the sealed envelope
and placed it on the Form master’s desk.
All ayes in the Remove {ollowed it.

8kinner & Co. were the prey of
mingled feelings. They hoped that the
truth was that Carboy, foreseeing in-
quiry, had prepared for it, and was
“stuffing " the Remove master.  DBut
they could not help feeling a very dee
misgiving. Billy Bunter's jaw dropped,
and he watched Carboy through his big
Bflmt-a-clea, with his mouth, egape. If
there was nothing but tissue paper in
that famous envelope, where were all
the pglorious feeds that Bunter had
anticipated !

Mr. Quelch glanced at the envelope.
but did not touch it. He fixed his ayes
on Carboy again. Possibly he suspected
—a3 Bkinner hoped 'was the case—that
# dummy envelope might have been
pre‘%a.red for his official inspection.

“I must question you further, Car-
boy! Did you go to Lantham yester-
day afternooni”

“1 did, air,”

“Ihd you inform a number of boys
thn@gjﬂu were geing to a bank?

[ 1] E‘S. alr‘h‘

“Did you go to the bank?"”

“Certainly, sir!”

“Did you go alone, or with others?

“1 started with a lot of fellows, sir,™
enswered Carboy: “but they all scemed
to get tired, and I got to Lantham
alone. ™
_ “You will be very careful in answer.
ing my next guestion, Carboy. Doubt-
less you sre aware that, although you
went alone, I can ascertain the precise
facts by telephoning to the banki”

“ No, gir, I was pot aware of that.”

“Indeed! You are aware of it, at
least, now that I have told vou.”

15 § suppose it must be so, sir, as you
have told me; but I should not have
thought it passible,” answered Carboy.

H Very welll Take caro to answer my
question E{E'rgcﬂy,’? said the Romove
master. “Did you draw money from
the bank? ¥

“No, sirt”

*Then why did you go there?”

There was a pause, and the Removo
watched Carboy breathlessly. If he
was lying to the Form master, it
seemed cifficult for him to produce any
untruth that would pass muster now.
Evien Billy Bunter would have been at
& l[oss,

“1 went chiefly for the walk, sir,”
replied Carboy at last. “I'm fond of
walking, sir."

“Possibly. But that was no reason
for going to o bank,. What did you do
at the bank?"”

“ Just looked round, sic.™

¥ For whet purpose?”

“To admire the scenery, sir.”

Mr. Quelch started, and the Remove
fairly gasped. Car spoke guite
calmly and sedately, as if he considered
it guite a natoural proceeding for =
fellow to go to a bank to admire the
sconery. What “scenery ' there could
be to admire st the Lantham bank was
rather a mystery.

“Are you speakin

serionsly, Car-
bﬂ; " exclaimed Mr.
I-q 2

uelch at last.
uite, sir.”

“"You have the effrontery to tell ma
that dyop. went to the bank at Lantham
to admire the sconery? thundered Mr.
Quelch.

“Yes, sir,” _
“Ané what scenery, boy, is thera at
the bank at Lanthami”™

“Lots, sirl 'Trees and woods and
fislde and the downs in the distance,
and——"

“What "

“1 thought it ripping, sir.”

Y Carboy! To what bank did sou go
at Lantham yesterday afternoon?’
stuttered Mr. Quelch. )

“The bank of the river, sir,'t
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
_ Dark Doubis !
DEAIJ silence fell on the Remove

Form-room.
Mr, Quelel wae bereft of the
power of speech,

The Rewmovites sut dumb. _

Fer sowe mwoments o pin might have
been heard to fall. _ _

The Rewove master [ound his voice
at last. . .

“The—the bank of ihe river! Did
you b:&,ﬁ*’ the—the bank of the niver
Carboy 1"

“.YES; Cﬂrh}b’
sedately. _

“The—the bank of the—the river!"”
repeated Mr, Quelch, in & dazed sort
of way. 1

“The river Sark, sir,” said Carboy,
with cheerful calmness. *“It's quite o
small stream so far inland as Lantham;
but the scenery ia very pretty, Bsin
There's an old bridge——"

“You walked to Lautham yesterday
to visit the bank of the river therel”

“Yes, sir,”

“Rither there -is some very strange
misunderstanding or you have been
deliberately misleading me and others,
salldﬂiir.‘ ;Lt;&]ch.

‘Oh, sir!” - :

“Did you lesd other boys to believe
that the bank you were going to was
the Lantham bank1” ] )

“I can't sa5 what they belisved, air.
I certainly never mentioned the Lan-
tham bank. 1 said I was going to the
bank there. That's what 1 did, sir—
the bank of the Sark—" .

“Did you state that you were going
to draw & hundred pounds from the
bank at Lantham?"’

“0Oh, no, sir! Never!™ ] )

“What did you say on this subject
Carboy 1’ :

“1 gaid that a

gir,””  answercd

fellow Wit{}i &hh%nﬂ?d
nds in his ets couldn't be too

E:Eeful, sir. made the rumal;k to

Wharton. He will bear me out.”

Wharton' gasped. He remembered
Carboy's remark—from which he had
certainly drawn & wrong 1mpression.

“Tt was merely a remark, sir," con-
tinned Carboy blandly. “Such a re-
mark as ang fellow might make.” :

“1 fear, éarbnjf. that you made this
remark with the deliberate mt&n}:_ian
of misleading those who heard you.”

1 often got misunderstood, sir,” said
Carboy meekly, “It's not my faulg
sir. if fellows misunderstand a perfectly
ur&inuy remark.”

* There wasz & pause.

“In short, Carboy, I am to under-
stand that there s "“hmf whatever in
this extraordinary story I bave heard
concerning you?”

““Nothing at all, sir.” .
“You will open that envelope in my
presence.”

“T've no objection, sir.*”

“To so at oncel”

Carboy picked up the famous sealed
envelope, slit it with his penknife, and
turned out the contents. A folded sheet
of shiff tissue paper came to light. It
rustled crisply as Carboy took it out of
the envelope, with the soft, banknote-
like sound that fellows had heard before
when Carboy handled that envelope.

“ Mr. Quelch knitted his brows,

“Throw thet rubbish into the waste-
paper basket, Carboy!”

Yes, sie.”

There was another lon
Quelch’'s hand strayed to
he did not pick it up.

“The matter turns out to be an
absurd practical joke,” he said slowly.
“"¥ou have wasted your Form master'a
time and the time of the clags, Carboy.

paunse. Mr.
is cane; buf

But—— '
What ?

Billy Bunter, the Paul Pry of Grcﬁfﬁnu, has got this
bonnet, and be won't be satished till

WAS SACKED!

Once Bunter gets on the track of someone elsc’s private business,
then that business doesn’t remain private long.

The surprising events that follow Bunter's inquisitiveness you

will read in:

“ALL THROUGH BUNTER!”
By FRANK RICHARDS,

next week's rousing long complete school story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
of Greylriars.

ORDER NEXT WEEK'S ISSUE TO DAY, CHUMS!

You will take a hundred lines of Virgil,
Go te your place!”
Carboy went-to his ﬁlma.

Skinner's cyes met his as he pnﬁﬁgd
with a glare & fury. Skinner's mis-
givings had been justified. The whole
affair had ended in smoke; it was one
more of Carboy's leg-pulling stunts.
Skinner, thinking of that awful walk
to Lantham—from which his legs still
ached—breathed fury. ,

But Carboy, as he passed him,
winked.

Skinner started. )

That wink seemed to imply that it
wag all right, alter all. Was it possible
then, that Carboy had only been *stul-
fing ” Mr, Quelch all this time, and
that the hundred pounds had a real
existence, tucked away somewhere far
from tho Form master's ken? That sly
wink certainly scemed to lﬂ'lié]}‘ a4
much. On the other  hand, Carbay
might only be stuffing Skinner. Harold
Skinner did not know whether to glare
at him threateningly or to wink back
in a friendly manner. It was most
uncomfortable.

Corboy sat down again.

The afternoon’s work proceeded, but
Skinner & Co. did not give Mr. Quelt’:h
very much attention, They couldn’t.
Their minds were filled with dark and
troubling doubts. Had Carboy becn
stuffing Quelchy, or had he been
gtuffing their noble selves? If there
was & real hundred pounds, they were
still his loyal and devoted chums, pre-
pared to go through fire and water for
him. If, on the other hand, the hun-
dred pounds was all *gammon,"” they
could not help suspecting that the
famous paragraph in the " Friardale
Gazette " might bo "“gammon,” too—
in which case they hated Carboy with
a deadly hatred, and yearned to lynch
him in the Remove passage.

Buch a doubtful state of mind was
vary disconcerting. Not to know for
certain whether you loved a fellow like
& brother, or hated him like poison, was

There's something Enh‘y sbout Christopher Clarence Carboy.
He was sacked from his last school.
He must have done something disgraceful to be sacked.

bee in his
e's found out WHY CARBOY

quite upsetting, It made it difficult for
a chap to know how to act. Bnoop, who
was sitting mnext to Carboy, did not
know whether to pass him a packet of
toffee because he lgkm.'l him so much, or
to hack his shins under the desk because
ho hated him. Bolsover major could
not docide whether when class was over
he would link srms with Carboy in the
passage, or bang the fellow’s head oan
the passage wall, Hazeldene, who had
intended to take Carboy to tea at Cliff
Housze on Saturday and borfow s fiver
of him on the way felt all at zea, quite
unablo to make up his mind. '

Fellows in the Remove were gener-
ally eager for class to come to an end,
On this particular afternoon some of
the fellows were uncommonly eager.
Skinner & Co, oould scarcely endure
the prosing of old Quelchy that after-
noon. They longed to get out of the
Form-room, and settle the matier of
Carboy one way or the other, They
still hoped for the best; but their mis-
Eurmg‘u. were stronger than their hopes.
‘hey remembered thet Christopher
Clarence Carboy was an incorrigible
japer—and thoy could not help feeling
that the Carboy millions were just ono
more of Carboy's weird japes—merely
that, and nothing more.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Carboy Loses His Friends !

6k SAY, you fellows—"
I “Shut up, Bunter I
“But I say—" : -
“We've got to seltle 161" zaid

Snoo : :

- I’T]. smash him ! said DBolsover
major.

"Il pulveriso him 1™ said Fisher T.
Fish. "I guess L won't leave so much

a3 & grease-spob of that perky guy if
o

AIE 1" gmid Stott.
TeE MagneT Liprary.—Neo, 1,081,
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“That's the trouble! There's an if!”
hissed Skinner. ‘ _

It was a mceting in Skinner's study
after class. All Carboy's new [riends
were there. Uhey met to dcbate the
doubtful matter. Questioning Carbo
was no use. The fellow would only pull
their leg. Besides, they could not

westion him without impl}'m? want of
aith. That would never do, il he was a
multi-millicneire, and they were t> re-
main his loyal pals. y

But they had to know. It was obvious
that they had to know. They could not
go on like this.

Carboy, for instance, had & hundred
linea. If all was well his friends were
keen and eager to do those lines for
him. If all wasn't well, naturally, they
were not keen or J:ui:er.

“It's all gammon ! growled Dolsover
major., " fﬂ:'s taken us in, 85 he's taken
in every man in the Remove some time
or other. It was just a trick to get us
to let him out of Gmegtri.”

“It looks like it,”” said Hazel slowly.
“I suppose he was, as a matter of fact,
sacked from Olderoft.”

“Bet you he was ™ said Snoop.

“Wash that out!” grunfed Bkinner.
“We can’t rake that up again, and send
him to Coventry after——"

“I'll smash him!" hissced Bolsover
major.

“We wont to know how the matler
stands,” said Bkinner. “Xle may be
etuficg Quelchy in the Forni-room.™

“If g0, he was telling a thumping lot
of liea!” znid Snoop.

*Well, very likely he was.”

“Ha ain't that sort,” said Stott.
“He's & japing beast; but he's no liar.
He was giving it straight to Quelch.”

“That means that there's nothing in
it, if you're right,” said Skinner. * But
—but there was that paragraph in the
g:par. Of course, the reporter may

ve made a mistake—mized him up
with somebody else of the same name,
or something. Reporters’ make lots of
mistakes.”

“If you read a thing in a newspaper
you can generally depend on it t it
ien’t  true,” said Bnoop. Hnoop's
opinion of journalism seemed to have
fallen to a very low ebb.

“8till, the man must have had some-
thing to go ou,” said Hazel. *“Of
course, Carboy may bave inserted that
paragraph himself.” 7

“What!" roared all the etudy.

*“Well, they'd print anything in the

local paper if it was paid for,” said
Hazel. “They have a regular charge
for reports -::f social events and so on.

They don't advertise
Skinner gaszped.
"My only hat! 1 never dreamed of

that! Of courze, that utter 1otter may

have put in the paragraph, paying for
it to inserted. May even have got
it in for nothing, as they'd believe it
was true. Smithy could get s para-

fraph in about his pater’s rotten mil-
1ons if he liked. Is it ible—-"
*Quite [ snarled Hazel,

Fisher T. Fish groaned.

Soven shillings and nioepence helf-
penny had Fisher Tarleton Fish ex.

ended on a study spread to ingratiate

meelf with the son and heir of a
multi-millionaire. "Ninety-three pence
and a halfpenny. The hanpenn:.r alona
would have given Fishy & pain, The
ninety-three pence overwhelmed bim
with gloom and woe.

“He fixed it up!” said Snuoop bit-
teriy. "It was a dodge to get out of
E‘qwntrj, and make fools of us for
being down on him. He knew the kind
of fellows who'd rise to such a bait.,”

“0Oh, cheeste it!™ growled Bolsover

Teg Magrer LIBRART.—No. 1,081,

you for nothing.™

major, “I don't care snything about
the chap’s money, and never did.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“8hut up, Bunter!”

“It makes us look as if we were after
the fellow's money,” said Snoop.

Skinner sneered bitterly.

“Oh, cut all that out!™ he said con-
temptuously,. "“We were after his
money. And what's the good of gam-

mon among ourselves ™

“Look here—"" snorted Bolsover
major.

“0Oh, keep to business!” snapped
Skinner, “We've got to find out

We're going to do the Brute's lines for
him if he’s rolling in money. We're
going to scrag him if he isn't. Don't
gammon !

The whole meeting glared at Skinner.
No doubt his observationa were well-
founded. But all the mesting felt that
thiz brutal frankness was in the wvery
worst of taste.

“We can find out by asking at the
local paper office,” said Hazel sullenly.
“If they printed that stuff as an ordin-
ary news item in faith, as I've
no doubt they did, they won't mind let-
ting us know where the got it. 1 know
that reporter chap. He's the brother
of one of the Form-mistresses at Cliff
House, and I've scon him there. T can
cut down on my bike and ask him.”

“Pity you didn't think of that be.

fore,” growled Bolsover.
Did you think of it?” jeered Hazel.
I say, you fellows, 1 thought there
was something :ﬁsh;r about that para-
graph sll the time.”

“Hhut up, Bunter!"™

“In fact, T thought all along.
ow-ow ! roared Dunter. as
major hacked his fat shin.

“Now, shut up!” enarled Bolsover
ferociously. ¥

“ Yow-ow-ow 1

Bunter shut up.

“ Plenty of time to cut down to Friar-
dale before lock-up,” said Skinner.
“You
how wo stand.”

Hazel nodded, and left the study,
The meeting broke up. It broke up in
thoe very worst of tempers.

Skinner & Co. rather waonted to avoid
Carboy. Until Hazel came back from
Friardale with definite news, they really
did not know how to treat Christopher
Clarence. Skinner, and Snoop, and
Stott remained in their study aﬁer the
other fellows went out to keep out of
Carboy's way.

But Christapher Clarence Carboy wan
not to be avoided. Perhaps he knew
that he was on the verge of what Fishy
called a show-down, and was desirous
of making hay while the sun still shone,
* There was a tap at the door of No.
11 Study, and Carboy’s cheerful faco
ldoked in &t three scowling

conntenances,

“¥You fellows here said Cerboy
brightly. “I was wondering if any of
you would care to help with my lines.
Quelehy gave me a hundred, you know.”

Skinner & Co. gazed at him. If they

[ {4
of

Y ow-
olsover

3¢

had only known what Hazel was going Co

te report—

Fut they did not know.
nght" ?.‘" sald Skinner after a
pAuse. Il iﬂ-ll:*? them on for you

alter tea, Carboy.

Carboy shook his head.

“They've got to be handed in by tea-
time.” he said,

" Well, you seo—"

Carboy stiffened.

"Of course, if vou don't care to
oblige a chop——"" he said, end he was
turning away from tho door.

“Hold on!™ exclaimed Snoop hastily,

get off, Hazel, and let's know

re—

Carboy turned back,

“You see, I'm going to punt ao ball
about with somo fellows,” he said. *1'd
E:l‘i’f like & chap to do those lines for

i o

SYou were stuffing Quelch in the
Form-room, I suppose?” asked Skinner
desperately.

f.'.!al:hur winked.

"What do you think? he answered.

It was a non-committal answer, and
teft Harold Skinner in as much doubt

as l:i[ifnm.
“Hallo, hallo, halloe, You Ccoming.
Carboy # bawled Bob Cherry from tlile

Remove staircase.

“Yes! What about those lines, you
meni” asked Carboy. “Of course, if
fuu g-::-n't want to write them for me

Skinner breathed hard. In an hour,
Le would know for cortain, one way or
the other. DBut he did not know yet.
He was almost sure, but not quite sure.
A possible multi-millionaire had to be
given the benefit of the doubt. Skinner
;-:ahae& that and mado up his mind to
"Il do the impot, old man,” he
sald,

* Thanks.”

“I hope you're taking good ecare of
those banknotes,” said S inner, in o
last effort to get information.

“My dear chap, I'm alwavs carcful
with money, especially banknotes.”
answered Carboy. “Thanks for doing
the impot.”
Again the reply was non-commiital.
Carboy went whistling down the pas-
sage, and Skinner & Co. looked at one
g o [

“TI'ulling our leg,” said Bnoop.

Skinner gritted his tecth. "

“{:mng to do the lines?"” asked Stott.

Yes, may as well. But if he's
spoofing ws—"  Skinner did not
finish, but his look was that of a
basilisk.

When Carboy came in just before
tea-time, the impot was ready—in
Skinner's skilful imitation of kis hand,
quite good enough to satisfy BMr. ?ue ch.
Skinner, as he handed it over; longed
to hear Hazel returning: but it was not
time yet. Carboy thanked him wery
valitely and walked away with the
ines.

A quarter of an hour later, Hazel
ut up his bike and walked into tle

ouse. Skinner & Co. were waiting in
the doorway: and Christopher Clarence
Carboy was at hand. azel came in
with & black brow and gave Carboy a

bitter look.
“IHallo, old bean,” said Carboy
HTEHF} k t d H
on't apeak to me,™ snappe azel,
“Eh? Why noti” ik

“I don't care to be gpoken to by
fellow who wasx sacked from anotheor
school before he camo here,”

Carboy raised his eyebrows.

“You're not draEging* that wp agein,
surely! I thought you were quite
satished about that,”

“Go and eat coke!™

Hazel walked away with Skinner &

TWell!” gasped Skinner, as soon as
they were out of hearing of the othor
fellows.

They knew the truth already. Hazel's
worda to Carboy had told them enough.
Fisher T. Fith was quite pale. Seven
shillings and ninepence - halfpenny —
seven shillinga wmnd ninepence-half-

nny—the words hummed in his head
tke some horrid refrain. He had spemt
seven shillings and ninepence-halfpenny
for nothing! In American history there
have beon many great disssters, such as
the earthouske st 3an Francisco, the
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Great Fire of Chicago, ani the Declar-
ation of Independence. But Fisher T
Fish felt that he had hit the greatest

disaster of alll Beven shillings and
ninepence-halfpanny—spent for pothing|
Fishy could have cried.

“Well! You've found out——"" gasped
Skinner..

“Yes ¥ growled Hazel.
"ﬁﬂd Ih

“They got that mnews paragrapb
from—"

“ From whom

“ Carboy.”

“Carboy I repeated Skinner & Co.

“Then it's all gammon ™

“Of course®

“T'll slaughter him ! .grsped Skinner.
“I've just done & fresh %ut- of lines for
him! I—I-T'll slaughter him |*

Christopher Clarence Carboy had
lost his friends,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Out at Last!

T FPON my word |"
U Mr. Quelch stared at tho
black-board in the Remaove

Formi-room. .

It was tho morning following the pain-
ful discovery made by Skinner & Co.
There had been much laughter in the
Hemove studies over that gismvary+
. The feelings of Skinner & Co. to-
wards the golden youth—who was not
golden after sll—were deep and bitter.

The japer of Groyfriars had japed
once more—once more ko had pulled the
legas of the Remove fellows: and it was
the most tremendous jape of all.

Skinner & Co., for very shame's
sake, could not revive the proposal to
gend Crrboy to Coventry, 1t was they
who had rescued him from Coventry—
under A misapprehension. Even
Skinner did nvot like lo advertize in

AR i

A g

[—

i
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publie that he was turning bitterly
against the fellow because he had sup-
posed him to be rich, and found out
that he wasn’t rich. 'There waa some
limit even to Skinner’'s effrontery.

Carboy had spoofed them, made foals
of them, snd got away with it. Skinner
& Co. could do npothing—only make
themselves more ridiculous still, if they
liked, by constituting themselves onco
more Carboy’s enemies,

But, if fair rmeans were unavailable,
there was at least one of the black
sheep of the Remove who was not above
foul means. That much was testified
by the chalked inscription on the black-
beard, at which Mr. Quelch was now
staring.

All the Remove fellows saw it as th'Eﬁ
came into the Form-room. 3r. Quelc
stood fixed to the Hoor, his eyves glued
on it. Evidently, he was taken greatly
by surprise.

“My hat!? murmured Bob Cherry.
".Th?} jolly old cat's out of the bag
oW,

“Some cad's given the chap away!”
said Nugent. :

“Bkioner, I suppose,” said Wharton,
with a shrugl of the shoulders. “'Ngt
that there will be any proving who was
th- sneak.”

In large chalked letters on the black-
board, a sentence stared the Form and
the Form master in the face. It ran:

“CARBOY, OF. THE REMOVE,
WAS EXPELLED FROM HIS
LABT SCHOOL.*

That starthng piece of information,
obviously, ioterested Mr, Quelch wery
deeply. He gazed at i, and gazed
again. The Removites [oocked at it, and
looked round at Carboy.

Christopher Clarenca Carboy was
locking at the blackbeard. For once,
hiz smiling serenity was rled. Some
af tllulfelﬁ.}wa thought that they could
read dismay in his iﬁca_

hs did pot intend

“I must question you further,
Carboy,” sald Mr. Quelch., * Did
j'uumgﬁgr t;* the T{l:r:.:ﬂ!; ;ﬁ }.anthnmm
Im i L 13 'Bl: ,I‘ L] E
you go alone or with others #** "1
sigried off with a lot of fellows, sir,”
answered Carboy, ““but they all
seemed to get tired, and I had to finish
the journey alene.’” (See Chapler 13.)

“I guess Queich%’.l on to i, nowl
murmured Fisher T, Fish, and Snoop
nodded, and grinned with satisfactiom.

“That's your work, suppose,
Skinner 1" said Squiff, 2 _
“Eh? Not at alll” said Skinner

airily, "I asssure you that I know

nothing about it."

B“liﬁnmahad? did it ¥ grunted Johnny
wll,

“0Oh, quite! Was it youl" asked

Skinner blandly.

Mr. Quelch turned round to his Form.

“ Bilence 1"

There was silence.

“This extraordinery message has bheesn
chalked on the blackboard, evidently
for my eyes!” said the Remove master.
“Who chalked it there?”

No andwer.

"1 demand to know who wrote those
words on the blackboard

Mr, Quecleh’s demand remained un-
satished. Thore was a dead silence in
the ranks of the Remove, Ceriainly,
the {ellow whe had chalked on the
blackboard was there. Equally certain,
to make himself
known.

“A matter like this cunnot be passed
over,” said Mr. Quelch, after & pause,
“Carboy, you are new at Greylfriars—
you came here from another school.
No doubt, your headmaster was per-
ghnlly satisiied when he admitted you to

reyfriars. No doubt, that statement,
chalked on the bgard E;jr a surreptitions
hand, 13 a falsehood and & calumny.”

“Quite so, sir!™ said Carboy.

“¥You were at a school called Old-
croft befors you came here, I under-
stand i

“Yes, eir.”

“Your father's reason for removing
yvou, and plecing you at ‘Greyiriers,
concerns him alone,™ said Ar. Quelch.

(Continued on page 28.)
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SETTLING DAY!

fec,

The Tables Turned!

i HARLES—meet an old friend
q of mine—Lal Begwwmn!”
Ferrers Locke bowed slightly
and srniled in the weak way
of the man he was impersonating.
“Dielighted, I'!n sure ! he said, in the

ghrill accents of Charles St.
Bunthm}*de

Samuel Bigways touched him on the
shoulder, anf“hiapered in his car:

" Poesn't really understand a word of
English. He'll do anything I tell him.
"Thinks I'm a philanthropist t*

Bigways gave the Baker Strect detee-
tive a surreptitious dig in the ribs,

Locke advanced a himp hand for the
Hindu to shake, Dut Lal Begwum
gelaamed, after the fashion of the East,
and stood stock still waiting, ap-
parently, for some word from B:-gwn}}'

It was the morning [ollowing t
pariv at which Locke had, been
fortunate enough to seenre the finger-

Leger

prints of the entire garsdalﬂ rst
eleven. As Bigways had stated, for
gafety sake, 1t was necessary for

“Charles 8t. Leger Boothroyde ™ to be
hidden in the secret room in case of any
surprise raid by the police. Locke had
willingly enough allowed Digways to
escort him there. Flis surprise was very
manifest when he saw the still igure of
Harold Wentworth, one-time the erack
outside-right of tha Athletic.

Drawing Loclie on one side, Bigways
had explained all that had led up to
Wentworth’s  present  condition—as
diabolical a story as the famous detee-
tive had ever had to listen to. His
revulsion of feeling at what Bipwavs
had disclosed had ﬁ’mﬁst led to Locke's
undoing, for the detective was sorely
tempted to scize Bigwavs by the throat.
He had conguered that impulse, how-
over, for now, with average luck. it
was only a maltﬂ-r of time before Big-
waya was placed in the dock, to answer
for his many sins against mankind.

“You don’t speak  Hindustani,
Charles, T know,” said Digwavs, “and
that's sll Lal Begwum understands. He
thinks that Wentworth is profiting by
his I'lj"pﬂﬂtlf: treatment—so he is in &
way,” added the rascally Bigways.
“ﬂert:ﬁ.m ¥y his memory will never take
him back to events that ocenrred before
he was shot.™

Locke, controllin
great effort, nodde

Tue MacreT

hiz feelings with a
and smiled weakly.
Lisrany.—No. 1,081
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“That was & cunning wheezoe of
qours,” he said. “DBigways, you get
more of a master erook every day of

vour life.”

It was the sort of compliment the
director of the Athletic hked. He gme
Charles—as he thought—a friendly E«a

|

on the back, and then turned to
Degwum. ﬂ!’thuugh Bigways spoke in
Hindustani, Locke understood every

word. Translated. it ran as follows:

“Lal, the poor patient is progressing

W underfui!y under your treatment.

eat the same hypnotic advice, and
he'll be cnred before the week is out,
never fear.”

Lal Begwum's glittering cves sparkled
their delight st Bigways' encourage-
ment. The “adviee,” of which Bigways
spoke so glibly, did not now come as &
surprise to Ferrers Locke.

he Hindu salaamed deeply before

Samuel Bigways, and then advanced on
the still figure in the bed.

Wentworth stirred faintly as he felt
the dread personality, which was surely
but s;lrndually changing his life, ap-
proac Had h;ﬁmam phrsmnl
power, Wentwo would undoubtedly
have shrunk away from those piercing,
all-compelling eves. DBut he possessed
no such power. Eﬂmeﬂnng like a low
Moan nm&ped s lips &s he felt Lal
Begwum'sa hlmmﬂu: orbs fix upon his
own. It was the moan of surrender.

Locke waited, every musele taut.

“ You must forget 1" said Lal Begwum,

in very creditable English. “You must
f;:rgsti ! ¥ou must forget, you under-
stand [™

The figure in the bed gestured a
submission.
“ You must forget I Again came Lal

" Begwum's monotonous voice.

Lacke could see through it all now.
Unknowingly the Hindu, as putty in the
hands of . Samuel Elg'-'l"ﬂ-j’ﬂ was ¢om-
pelling Harold Wentworth to fr.:rrlft the
past—the past which had brought him in
contact with Samuel Bigways and his
gang of erooks—the past that had
brought him & bullet wound in the
memorable match with the Arsenal.

The detective ground hia teeth in
helpless rage. Dearly would he have
liked to put a sfop to this devilish
husmess But the tirme was not vet ripe.

ﬁwaya plucked him bv the arm and
chuekled -softly

“That’s the ﬁt.uﬁ to give "em—what $”
he whispered. *1I persuaded Lal to put

‘he might. For some time

paid to the .m:mmh: of several leading foofer oluba,

In fact, the famous

gf

-Tlm concluding chapters
of this great foothall
and detective serial.

tho "fluence on Drake—Locke's assistant,
vou know., And 1t worked—it worked
liko a charm. Back home went ‘that
cub Drake and promptly commitied a
murder; killed his own guv'nor! Can
vou beat it?” )

Locke, playing his part well, 1grunm:-{i.

“It was a master-stroke, Bigways.
But there, nothing you do would
astonish me now I

Bigways seemed pleased.

"Ah I could tell you a few yarns, my
dear old boy, that would make you
gasp., But suma I}fhEl‘ time, Some
other time. You'll excuse me, I 1nust
attend to some business mattara for a

little wh:Ie You won't mind the com.
Emw of Lal I!egu.um—he worn't
ypnotise you, I'll promise.”

“Don’t worry about me,"” returned
Locke easily. “We'll have a chin-wag
after you've attended to your business,
Is it a question of dividing up the spoils
from the latest crib?”

“Ah1" Bigways laughed lightly and
shook a play ul ﬁnger at the detective.
“You never know.

And with that the rascally Managing
Director of the Sparsdale Athletic strode
to the lift of the secret room, entered it,
ind then passed from view.

For a few moments the detective stood
staring at the sccret door. Now that
Bigways was pone there was no lon er
nead to play I'.he part of Charles
Leger Booth mi{ ke's one ﬂ'tﬂught
was for the he plms gufferer on the bed

“Lal Begwum, I command you to
stop [ Farrem Locke spoke excellent
Hindustani—much bebter, in fact, than

id Bigwavs.

Begwum wheeled sharply, ap-
parently astonished that the gentleman
to whom he had been introduced a short
time ago should only just remember that
he spoke Hindustani,

“Stop!” commanded tha detective
authoritatively. “Do you know that
vou are torturing that man? That you
are killing him? That wyou have
stopped him making his peace with the
world #*

Lal Begwum looked amazed, as well
had been th £ of ut mow 2t

a e protege igways, in
whom he placed implicit truzﬁw To he
told by a stranger that he was, in cffect,
killing Bigways' patient, angered him
be;ynnd measure.

*You say that? blazed the Hindu.
“1 kill tl'us poor fellow? You are madl-
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You are another patient of my pood
friend DBigways![”

There was deadly enmity in Lal
Begwum's eyes, and Locke, secing the
danger signals, tried another plan. For
half an hour or mevre he spoke guietly
but convincingly to Bigways' dupe.
His own ideptity was dizclozed and the
reason of his presence in the house. Lal
Begwum Jistened to it all with the
interest and amazement of a child. Cer-
tain it was that no tale so strango oub
of the East had moved him so deeply.

“You beheve me?” asked Locke at
the finish. “I swear that what I have
told vou is truc? Who do you think
shot that poor devil Wentwortht Why,
Bigways! And why does that scoundrel
wish him te forget "

Lal Begwum shiugged his shoulders
helplessly.

“Bo that Bigways' life of crime will
never come to !igl:::t. So that Bigways
will never stand in the white sahib’s
place of iudgmmlt and receive his just
sentence.’

“Very clever indeed |

Both Lal Begwum and Ferrers Locke
wheeled sharply as that famjliar voice
broke in on their conversation,

There in the doorwsy stood Bamuel
Bigways. There was & blaze of
demomacal fury in his face as he gazed
upon Lal Begwum and the Baker Street
detective.

Lacke stiffened. He knew now that
it was touch-and-go. The lavelled re-
volver in Bigways’ hand was ready to
dispatch its messengers of death atb the
whim of the impassioned fiend who
held it.

“80."” said Bigways harshly, "you
plot and conspire against me, you twol
Two, whom I counted good friendse! As
for you, Charles 3t. Leger Boothroyde
—tha revolver rose to a level with
Locke's head—"1'll shoot you like the
dog you are! ‘Traitor! Would you
betray the friend who took you in? Or
iz it that the police sent you here to
bring about my downfall 7"

“] came of my own free will,” said
Locke coolly, still in the disguised voice
of the plastic surgeon. “I came io
bring about your downfall, even as you
heve said.” :

“"You traitorous dog!™ hissed Big-
wars., “You'll never leave this place
glive! And neither will that yellow cur
Begwum !” He jerked his head in the
direction of the Hindu a3 he spoke.

"Begwum has acted in ignorance of
vour Hendish plans,” szaid Locke in
Hindustani., “You have had the power
over him for some time past now,
becanze he acted in good faith., He
trusted you. But that very power you
have misused i3 gpoing to strike at you
in return, for Begwuam, once your slave,
15 now your master!”

Lal DBegwum, watching the two men
az a cat watches a mouse, saw more
daylight then, so to speak, than he had
ever seen before im his dealings with
Bigways, the *“philanthropist.” For
Bigwavs' ugly, heavy face broke into
a snarl, and his revolver shifted slightly
towards the Hindu,

“We'll gee what power he's got!”
rasped the master criminal. "“Ha, ha!l
Wa'll sea 1’]']u:at. how much hypriotic power
Begwum has over his master. He shall
ba the first to reach his happy hunting-
grounds |”

The revolver now covered Lal
Begwum’s heart. Bigways' - finger
curled round the trigper.

“And you, Charles 5t. Leger DBooth-
rovde—you Judas!—shall join  him
within three seconds!™

Slowly—devilishly slowly—the trigger
finger began to  compress.  Locke

hurriedly whispered three words to Lal

Bopwum :
“He'll kill you I
Three words, fravght with preat

meaning-—three words, which Digways
unclerstood, as well.

“Yes, I'll kill lom!™ e hissed,

Lal Begwum’s dark eyes glittered, the
muscles of his face beeame set as all
the powers of suggestion he possessed
were brought into play. Locke, looking
on, felt a wondrous thrill pass through
him. Ilis oyes, liko those of the Hindu,
never left Samucl Bigways' heavy face.

“Put that gun down !

Lal Begwum's voiee was like the
hissing of a snake.

And Bigway:, the stroeng man, the
ruthless master criminal, obeyed the
Hindua, like a cur ﬂbE[‘_f‘S its master,

Slowly the gun was lowered.

“Give it to me,” again came the pur-
ring words in Hindustan,

’l%m gun changed hands, as com-
manded.

Bigways, the terror of the underworld,
tho man who was “wanted” by the
police for at least & dozen crimes,
cheyed that order like 8 lamb.

“Now go to sleep " said Lal Begwum.

With a strenge expression on his face,
Bigways found a chair, and sank weanly
into it. A moment maore, and ha was
breathing deeply, a victim of the 'fluence
of tha man he had deceived.

Then, and only then, did Lal Degwum
take his glittering eyes from Samuel
Bigwaya.

Locke shook him warmly by the hand.

“Well done, Lal Ba?%wum.” he said

heartily. “Well done ] .
Lal %.e wum's face was lmpassive as
he bowed.

“Y zee now, Sahib Locke, that you
were right.” :

Locke gave one more glance to Big-
ways, sprawled there in the armcharr,
and then ho turned his attention to
Wentworth. The Sparsdale winger was
in a serious condition, that was obvious
nt & slance. It was expedient that he
chould be given the best medical treat-
ment as quickly ag poszible.

“You will try and remove the spell
from this poor fellow,” said Locke to
Lal DBepwum, in the latter's own
languago.

Then, as the Hindu stated his willing-
ness to do anything that Locke bade
him, the detective gave his instrnctions
in English, for that was the only
language which Wentworth knew :

“Yeou must remember—you must re-
member ! You must remembeor every-
Lhing ! You must get well—you must!
Ferrers Locke wants you—wants to sce
o
d Time and fime again Lal Begwum
ropeated these words into the oars of
Wentworth, Locke watching for any
sign of recognition in the pallid face
of the stricken man in the bed.

[

WHAT HAS QONE BEFORE,

Convinced Mt the Sparsdale Athletic Foollall
Club {8 composed of a team of criminale undar the
leadersfiip of Sasivel Biroaye, their Monaging
Lrireclor, Ferrers Locke, giguix on as o playing
wuember of the club with a view to rounding up the
gang,  Realizging shortly aftertoards that he fias
Mundered 11 signeng o Locke, BiMoairs resoloes
fo gel the sleuth oul of the way. .{mrdi-a%m
enlisle the fervices of Lal Hepuum, & clecer
Findu hypnotist, who puls Jack Drake, Ferrers
Locke's boy wastsiand tndo @ trance ard then
orders he yowspeler to go and shool ’his nialer.
The diacbolical plot feds, however, although
Biqways it led to believe that it has succceded,
Subsemuantly Ferrers Loeke, disguizes meéj’
ag Charies SE. Leger Hoothroyde, a clever plastie
surgeon who is serving a gentence for erilas
send,  He visits Digways' Aouse a8 an ercd
conviet, and by a clever ruse succeeds iR g
Finiger-prinds of the schole gang.

{ Nowr read on.)

.

Recognition came at last, just when
Lal Begwum, the gweat standing out
on hig brow, had almost exhausted his
powers.

Wontworth half-raised himself on his
olbow. Imimediately Locke’s arm went
out to support him. Next, Wentworth
passed]l & hand across his brow, in the
manner of one who is just awaking
from o dream.

“Gently does i, Wentworth 1

As Locke spoke Wentworlh turned
and saw hun for the first time since
he had received that deadly bullet shot
during the match on the Sparsdale
ground. It had taken Locke only =
second or so to whip away the disligurs
ing wig of Charles Bt. Leger Booth-
royde, the bushy eyebrows, and the
built-up nose, It was not the unsual
picture of Ferrers Locke, to which
Wentworth had been accustomed, but ik
was sufficient.

“You arse with o friend. Taka ib
goutly,” said Locke, " All will be well
soon :

A flicker of a smile eroesed Went-
worth's wan face,. and then, with a
happy sigh, he sank back on the pillows.

nee  more the sinister power of
Samuel Bigway: had been turned to
nought.

The Round-Up !

i“ IST!”
H Farrera Locke plucked ILal
Bc’fwum by the arm. j
ha jush

couple  had

vacated the secret room, the Hindu’s

knowledge of the hidden mechanism
proving & boon.

They were standing

now in the big,
well-appoi :

inted lounge. door was
slightly ajar, and {aintly to Locke's cars
m%a tlhﬂ soft padding of feet,

a

MNeither Locke nor his companion
uttered a’sound, but the former waited
with hiz hand on the gun that had once
belonged to Bigways.

The knock was repeated, and then
Bjgways' butler entered the room. He
selbme surprised at seeing Lal Begwum
with a complete ztran But he had
o time or inclination to utter a word,
for the next second ho was staring down
the muzzie of & gun.

“One word of alarm and vou'ro &
dead man ! snapped Ferrers ke,

But the pertly butler had no intention
of giving the alarm. For cne thing,.
he was 10 mortal terror of the gun going
off. For another, he was experiencing
the shock of his life in secing Ferrers
Locke, whom the world believed o be
dead, in the room of his master, Mr.
Samuel DBigways.

With mouth wide open, like that of
a codfish, the butler stared first at the
rovalver, then at Farrers Locke, thence
io Lal hegwum, whoea impassive face
expressed no emotion &t all, and back
again to the man whe should, by all
rights, have been dead.

“Just keep thiz pun pointed at our
friend here,” said Locke to Lal Begwum
in Iindustani, “whilst I get on the
phone to Scotland Yard.”

The Hindu nodded and tock charge
of the gun. The butler ¢yed him 1n
terror, for he had a wholesome fear of
the dark-skinned protege of his master.
In a moment Ferrers Locke was through
to Inspector Pyecroft. In a few words
he cxplained what had happened.

“Oh, great Seott!” exclaimed the
C.I.D. man, in admiration. “If you
aren't & marvel! DBut there, I'll keep
all that until I see you. Now, whet
havo you done with Bigways?”

15E Macser LiBrary.—No, 1,081,
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“He's asleep in the seceret room,”
answered Locke., “He's quite safe, for
I've shoved the bracelets on him. If
you'll bring a cordon round here guietly
within half an hour TI'll arantee to
iiave the whole gang safely delivered.
I will give you the siqnnI—Lthrea notos

of the gong. Got ma?

“What-ho ! came Pyecroft's choery
voice. “'So-long!”

Locke roang off for a second, after

which he asked the exchange for the
number of the Athletic Foothall club.

Clifford Mozrgan, the ex-conviet, and
the groundsman for the Sparsdale
Athletic, answered the call. .
In:::l want to speak to Bulsome,” said

ke.

“Who's speaking?” came Morgan’s
gruff tones.

Locke chuckled.

“ Why, the plastic surgeon the boys
have been telling you sbout this morn-
ing,” he said, relying on the fact that
the “boys ¥ wounld, of & certainty, have
pub their actomplices wise to what was

L Ol
@Thire was & hoarse chuckle over the
wi!:ei.’ £ Fred was telling me

%o pot you. IDred w
shout it all. I say, Mr. B:?Pthruyde-.
when are you going to do ma?

Locke considered for s moment before
replying. . .

HLWEI'II: here, Morgan,” he said. “T've
‘heard all about you, and I'm wiliing
to treat you like the rest of tho boys.
Come along with them in a quarter
wf an hour's time—the whole crowd of
you—and I'll fix the lot of you up.
promise you " \

“You're & deep 'un!” came Morgan’s
guttural voice. “I've always wanted
tixing up like the rest of the troop.
Ehal? I call Fred?” _

“(yh, don't bother now,” said Locke.

* Just give him the wheeze. Tell him

the guv'nor an' I have a sur riag fi::r
the z. Hpecial occcasion. uv'nor's
taking forty winks, you know. He's

been cxperimenting with me ‘f;:-r some
time, and he's got a bit gleepy.”

o Wﬁthlthuhﬁﬁt&g?_l:-'ﬂ;n‘b stunt ?

Locke lau ightly.
thi:g:g like it,” he returned.

Cheerio !
Again he rang off, and then he turned
and faced Lal Begwum, speaking
quickly in Hindustani;
“['ve fixed it all up,
spreading the net already. Just kecp
that bladder of lard covered a little
while longer, will you? I want to be-
come Charles St. Leger Boothroyde
again”

Lal
return.

To the butler’s further smazement,
Locke brought into wiew the sandy-
coloured wig that had been mistaken for
the natural locks of the plastic surgeon.
Standing before a large, orpate marrar,
the famous detective began to make
himself up again. In the remarkably
short space of ten minutes he was once
more Charles St. Leggz Boothroyde.

He turned to Lal Begwum for inspec-
tion. That individual nodded in sabis-
faction, whilst the expression on the
bloated face of the butler told Locke
eloguently enough that he had success.
fully resumed the role he had adopted
the fFrevinua night.

“Thompson,” said Tocke to the
butler, “1 am now going to accompany
you. to the cellars. We are going to lay
in a special treat of champagne—the
best in the house. ¥ou understand?”

Thompzon blinked, but said nothing.

The police are

Begwum flashed = smile In

All this was beyond his comprehension,
although he had a feeling that his own
misdeeds of the past, when he had
practised the gentle art of picking
poclets, were going to come to light
very shortly.

“1 shall accompany you to the
collars,” went on Locke, *just to make
sure that you don't play any tricks.
You will not let the other servants
question you. If you play mo false—
well, there's a loaded pistol about an
inch from vour baeck all . the time.
Savey? Now, get busy.”

Ha spoke rapidly to Lal Begwum and
bade him wait & while. Then, slightly
in the rear of Thompson, Ferrers Locke
moved off.

He and the butler were gone five
minutes. When they returned the latter
was carrying an armiul of bottles—tho
pick of Bigways' cellar.

(Glasses were laid on the long table.
Then, having no further use for Thomp-
som, the detective bound and gagged
him and dum him unceremoniously
in & large cuphboard.

The ker Street detective and Lal
Begwum were smoking two of Bigways'
choice Havanas, when from outside the
house, twenty minutes later, came; the
gcrgeching of brakes as three faxicabs
drew up to the pavement.

From tho window the two saw fifteen
men, all wellknown to the fans who
supported the Athletic, slight. Locke
rubbed his hands with satisfaction ns
he saw them. :

“Four more than I cxpected in the
net,” he muttered., *Now for itt™

Next came & hearty peal at the door-
bell, which Locke answered himself.

Froed Bulsome welcomed him with a
cheery grin, and the rest of the visitors
did likewise.

“Clome in, you men!"” said Locke in
the shrill accents of Charlea 8t. Leger
Boothroyde. *“The fizz 1z all ready for
vou !

14 E!"ﬂ.‘fﬂ- IH

Like & procession of schoolboys the
members of Bigways' gang trooped in
and scated themselves round the long
table, In a moment corks were
popping.

“Here's a health to Mr, Booth-
rovde!"” said Bulsome, rising, glass in
hand., “May our fingerprints never
ot us down agrin—what?"

“Hear, hear!™ ;

Locke smiled ﬁrimlp He had a good
idea that it would be a long, long time
betore those ineriminating Bngerprints
did lot any of them down again.

“Qpeech, Charles!” ealled out Bul

‘gome; and the call was greeted with

roars of applause from hi; fﬂllnwar;;l[ .

Locke, smiling, rose to his feet. His
hand reached out for the gong he had
placed on the table,

“Order, please!” sang out Hebbel.

Gong, gong, gong! -

Three ?:u toned notes rang through
the library—the agreed si nal, The
echoed and re-echoed in the groun
outaide the library window.

“Hands upi”™ i . ]

As if by magic, policemen in uniform,
all armed, appeared in every direction.
Half & dozen appeared at each gpmz
window, three stalked in at the door
of tha library, cloesely followed by half
a doren more.

“ Hands up ! _
The fifteen choice specimens of
humanity who had gulled the publie

with their sporting activities in the
colours of the Sparsdale Athletio zab
like fifteen stunned beings,

Fred Bulsome was the first to recover
himaself. He started to his fect, bhis
face aflame with anger.

“What does thizs mean?” he demanded

otly. .

“ft. means, Frod DBulsome, nlm:ﬁ
Jerry Verrington, that the game s
up!™ said Locke ieily.

At mention of the name of Verring-
ton, Bulsome cowed back, his face a
picture of mingled rage and astonish-
ment.

* Boothroyde—you he
snarled.

Ferrers Locke laughed.

“¥our little mistake, Verrington,”
he said coolly. “Boothroyde is happy—
or, otherwise, in Blaxten Frison.
Your little mistake—" .

While he was spedkipg the detective
was rem&vinpi] his disguise, Then, as
his identity became revesled, a com-
bined ery went ceilingwarda:

*Ferrers Locke!

The detective bowed mockingly.

“The same!" Then to Inspector
Pyeeroft: “Take them away!”

The *“Sparadals Athletic” looked a
sorry crowd as the armed policemen
bore down upon them. Resistaneo was
useless, and not one of the gang offered
it. Apart from that, the action of the
constables was too sudden for them;
they had yet to recover from the double
shock of discovering that Ferrers Locke,
whe, far from being dend, was very
much alive and kicking, and that
Charles 5t. Leger Boothroyde had never
heen outside the bars of his prison, as
thoy—together with the rest of the
public—had been led to suppose.

“"That's the lot,” said Pyecroft, who
looked mighty pleased with himself.

“You've forgotten the most important
merchant," smiled Ferrers ILocke.
“You'll find Bii]p;ways asleep upstairs.
Lal Begwum will conduct you £o him."

“Good man!” exclaimed the C.I.D.
mgn. “Jove! What a day's work!”
_He accompanied Degwum to the seerct
hift, and waszs about to ascend, when
Locke called him back.

“By the way, there's ancther one"
he gaid, with o grin. *“I had to shove
him in that cupboard vonder. He's the
butler—at least, he's got a butler’s wig
on; but I faney he bears =zome Te-
scmblance to a certain Liverpool pick-
pocket who suddenly *retired’ from

traitor I

- business about a year age. Better tako

him, too.”
“And what about you? msked the
C.1.D. man. *Where are you going?®"

“To see poor old Jack Drake,”
replied Forrers Locke. “ The kid must
think I'm the worst guv'nor on earth.
You explained everything to himi”

“Of course ™

“Zood man! Hee you later. On the
way home I'll get Sir Harry Revers,
the specialist, to atiend to Wentworth
here. Have him moved—gently, mind
you—to another room. on’t expect
he'll be allowed to be taken from the
house for & day or so yet. You'll do
that for met"

““Zure thing!”

“HSoe you later, then,” amiled Locke.
“ Gentlemen “—he turned to the sullen-
faced fifteen, all with handcuffs upon
their wrists—"I'll bid you adieu, too!"

“ A thousand curses on you!" hissed
Bulsome in 2 sudden burst of rage.

“Thank you!” smiled Locke. Au
revoir [ .

And, with a light laugh, he left the
house and was soon speeding 1n a taxi-
cab to Baker Street, there to greet and
make hiz peace with Jack Drake.

Printad .nd Fuh!i:‘ud "“E‘ Baturda _
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The Unexpecied !
s |l'iIL] ol 1.||1:

.l-'.'l !lh-lnt i‘: L7l “-hl'l] il
thronghout the world,
virtons members ol that

Leaun were wanted Dy the
jmilice practically  every  civilized
country., Bobboery,  violows,  orsn--
CveLry erite in Lhe enlendnre: eonld  De
fraved vither to one or ollwer ef them.

It was tho ﬁllgﬂriu‘iulrj that  =eplead
their doom, apart from any  fuviher
evidence Locke had to olfer, Tor they
woern damning aod irrevocable,

Yot for sensation the trinl of  the
fifteen paled into  insigoibeance beside
that of their feader

Like the grasping, uoseropulons eur
he was, Samwel Bigways bad left his
followers to pet out of their broobles
as best they could, For himsell he hadd
briefed some of the leading counsel of
the laml, regardless of expense.

It was the day afler Bigways heard
the sentences of hiy associates that he
was tried, and, needioss to suy, the
court was Tull

Samuel  Bigways, neatly  dressed,
stood in the dock, nmazingly calmn and
confident  for one whose consciency
gt have been henwy with guilt. e
sobered  down  somewhat, lowever, as
he eanght sight of Ferrers Locke,
Jaek Drake, and Lul Begwuin in the
front of the court, and a pucker erossed
his_brow.

“How was it thet these people still
lived? IHe remembercd that Locke had
been reported dead—killed by the hand
of his own assistant. He remembered
covering  Lal Begwum  with  his
revolver. Heoe remembered—  But
thero memory failed him. DBeyond
'w:nking from o sleep to find handeuffs
upon his wrist, and ¥nspector Pyeeroft,
of the CII. at his side, Bigways
remembered nothing.

But he felt strangely trouwbled now
?l;\' he felt Lal Begwum's oves bent upon
11111,

The robed judge ontered, and the
court rose. In & few moments tho law
and its meachinery was in full swing.
It woa just when Bigway's counsel was
interrogating hinr that Bigways found
himself gazing at Lal Begwum. The
oycs of the Hindu attracted him, com-
pelled him, They were the outward
and visible form of a message. A
messaga? What waos the messape?

Clearly through Bigways' brain it
CAME ;

“TELL THE TRUTH, THE
WHOLE TRUTH, AND NOTHING
BUT THE TRUTH ¥

Then come what is perhaps un-
parelleled in the histery of a trial.
Samuol Bigways, the *sportsman,” the
“philanthropist,” the man in the dock
on trial for hiz life, the man who had
hriefed the most expenszive connsel in
order to save hiz skin, told the true
siory of his life.

Lal Begwum, in & manner truly
Oriontal, was avenging bimself. Like a
child reciting o lesson, Bigwavs told
the hushed court of all he had done

Sparsedalo
s el L IO
for tho

T

Fal™t i.l”:f
51

since he hoad cmbarked on a life of
eTimo.
It made thrilhing, but most sordid

hearing. But that which affects this
narralive must not be passed over
With childhike simplicity, Bigways told
how he had hired Clifford Morgan to
assassinate Lockoe in his Daker Street
flat on the first day Locke had agreed
to take up the case; and how ho had
failed. How, scon after that, Tiger
Wilson had been ordered to “fire ¥ the
detective's aunrters: of Wilson's miser-

_ THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

able foilure:s of e man Richasd
Templing  the recluse who had tuken
ravms opposite Locke's flat—who Dl
I‘l” ll'HJ-H ‘HH" il‘lgi"ll:iﬂll.ﬂ il.h'lil. nr ,'-.1.'1"|'1,‘l.i||t_|:
a bl o the prandfather clock,

I bshied v, the  astoneshed
tagristrate  beckoned o one of  the
wibtders Lo give Wipways o plass of
wither, For ik wa evident had e needed
il Perspnrat ion was shrenming  Trown
thee awman’s beew, ol bis Taco wis
dealhls white, Ty cyes, pever o he
Fargotien, staved straight ahead, appar-

e

most honest folk
snug abed, comes

and Crosshones |

cheerless, fee

homeless, for the hearing
what

of 1it, but full
and the :.!he;t -

.|||1.“-%.=.".'f‘. OF THE

Where the dead man lies, his slaring eyes
Laok out to the Wesiward-ho !

And none can tell where the dead men dwell
With their treasure down below—
With a ho, and a heave yo-ho !

Out of the storm-swept night, when
of merrie England are

those whose fag is the dreaded Skull

Young 'Rniger Bartlett, -cold, wet, and

s the blood coursing fercely
through his veins as the pirates chanty
stirs his spirit of adventure.
has not, but adventure is not
; e raie T
L 13 to prove t venture of his |i
Gold is at the beginning of it , . . gold, hidden
and Jaughs with death

PRICE
TWOPENCE. 21
e ———— - as = = = . TEE ._“-'-'_'_'ﬁ‘:l
aclivilics ol the gang, hesides,  did

sael Bigways reconnt to & court in
whicl e pin condl bave been lward 1o
el ey

" Haerh 1" whispered Fereers Locke
t Ll Begwoum sharply,

And Lal Begwom, with the magnetio
exes and supor will, broka the spell.

Bigways passed B hnowl geross his foros
head, and then stared stupidly at the
conrd, ab his amawed counsel, at tho
jidge, ot Ferrers Locke, at Lal

Bregrwinm |

the eerie chant of

Home he -
denied the OMNE-EYE.
sailor song involves Roger in
€.

EI“:H*. is_at the end
¥ twixt the ope

Here’s a fine Old-Time Yarn of

ROMANCE AND PICTURESQUE ADVENTURE--

nothing, yot their mental

ently seein
vision explored the ast with o
thoroughness unequalled in the evidence
of any trial,

Without emotion, Digways touched
upon his one-time crack winger—Harold
Wentworth. HXHow he had shot him
when it had reached his eara that Went-
worth had tumbled to the Athletic’s
double gamo, and was about to
donouncs the gang; how he had em-
loyed Lal Begwum to wredk, by
ypnotic process, the wounded man's
memory. All that, and the burglarious

Starts in Next Week's MAGNET.,

“You idiot!” whispered Bigways’
counsel. “You've done it now. There's
not a counsel m the world whe could
get you off or lessen your sentencel
Youn've hanged yourself]”

Bigwars stared stupidly at the man.
The judge broke in.
“Did you say, SBamuel! Bigways, that

you pleaded not guilty at the beginning
of this trial?¥

Bigways nodded dully. Hiz counse!
was whispering in his ear;

Tae Maaxer Liprarr.—No, 1,081.
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“You're dono! Done! “Why, one
would think you were hypnotised

Bigways started as the word pierced
his Wrain,

* Hypnotised |

One loak he gave Lal Begwum, and
then, before any of the warders could
stuy him, Bigways' thumb flicked open
a tiny, sceret compartment in the heavy
gold ring he wore on the third finger of
his rlght hand,

Out into the palm of his hand dropped
a small, white capsule.

"Efn]: him!" commanded the judge
sternly.

Two warders leaprd—ton late !

Bigways bared his teeth and laughod,

“Rorry to—disappeint you all. Sorry
to—to—"

Hiz words trailed off inte an wnin-
telligible mutter, then into silence. His
head lolled lorward on his chest,

Hamuel Bigways, one of the greatest
figures the world of criminology had
ever known, was ne more.

Three weeks holiday was & long
haliday for Ferrers Locke to take, the
famous detective as a peneral rule bemng
well content with one full week’s fish-
ing and an occazional weok-cnd., But
plter the round-up of Bigwayvs' foot-
ballers © he considered that he was
entitled, likewise Jack, fo o longer rest
than usual. " As was hig fashion Ferrers
Locke soon ceased to  display any
interest in the “job he had ong,” be-
yond inguiring at intervals after the
“e]fum .::f Haorold Wentworth whoe was
progressing favourably; for Locke's was
a nature that pn,ferl-:-d to look ahead.
But many months passed by before the
world ceased to discuss the amazing
affair of the Toughest Team in the

League,
E THE EXNID,

(Nouw look out for the grand opening
instalment of “WOLVES OF THE
SPANISH MAINT a grand old-time
wirn of romanece and adrenture, com-
meiteing th-pext weckiz Macrer, )

RALLYING ROUND CARBOY!
(Continued from page 23.)

“ Mevertheless, as this disgraceful- im-
utation has been made publicly, Car-
g it is well that it should be refuted

licly, Seme boy 1n this Torm,
ap arently, believes that you were ox-
pelled from your former school. Can
you iell me why #"

“Only a rotten, suspicious mind, I
think, sir,” answered Carboy LhEBrfuilzr

Some of the Remove grinned, and
Skinner turned red.

Mr. Quelch coughed.

"I know nothing of your antecedents,
Carboy, though doubtless De. Locke is
well acquainted with them. I think you
had better state, before all the Form,
that there iz no fruth in that state-
ment.™

“ There is no truth in if, pir."”

“1 was sure of it,” said Mr. Quelch,
“The accusation is absurd, I shall en-
deavour to discover who has made it,
and punish him accordingly. Had you
been  expelled from  another school,
certainly you would net have been
allowed to enter Greyfriprs, and that
fact shéuld be apparent to evervone

Mr. Guelch took a duster, and wipoed
the chalked inscription from the I:-Ja!:!-c
board. ‘He turned to the class. agalin,

“I am shocked to find that ‘there is
& boy in my Form, capable of making
snch an unfounded accusation against |

e e e N e ™ e Ny 0 ™

A DOUGLAS MOTOR CYCLE
and OVER 100 OTHER PRIZES
offered in this week's

MODERN BOY

Now On Sale - - -

The Opportunity of a Lifetimme!

hia schoolfellow!” he esid severely.
“Once more 1 ask that boy to stand
Torward.”

Nobody stood forward.

With that, the incident closed—to all
appr:aranr:a "But ohservant fellows could
see that Mr. Quelch's eyes rested on
Chnsm her Clarence ﬂ.ﬂ.rbnv several
times é:.nrmg the morning, with keen
BTt Fossibly, the Remove mastor
renvembered the old adage, that there
is no smoke without fire, and “ﬂ-ﬂdﬂrﬂﬂ
whother there was anything “in” it
When the Form was dismissed for
morning break, Skinner loafed about in
the passage to keep an eye on Mr
{Juelch, and was not surprised to nolice
that the Bemove master went direct to
the Head's study. Skinner smiled as be
went info the guad.

Christopher Clarence Carboy waa
there, looking unusually ihoushi‘ful
Fellows who noted his theughtful looks,
thought that they could guess the cause
of them.

“Well, it’s out n-:a-w‘,' B-::b Cherry
remarked to the Co. que -:hi.- won'k
say much, but he will jolly well worry
ouk the truth, whatever 1t 13. If Carboy
really was sacked, it will all come out
now. That means gc-m:l ‘bye to Grey-
friars for him. We shall know soon.™

“I don’t believe he was sacked,” gaid
Harry Wharton slowly. * But—but there
was something——"

reed Bab,

“There was something,” a :
“and whatever it was &‘uef: v will get
all the

hold of it before long.”
That opinion was shared by
Remove; every fetlow felt that the
matter was not at an end yet. And the
Remove felldows walted with much
%t'gi*imiiy to learn what the end would
2 THE ENTL
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MORE EXPLOSIONS OF MIRTH IN THIS WEEK'S GREAT YARN OF ST. SAM'S!
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NO FIREWORKS FOR JACK J

— i

SPOOFING }he

. "CAUSE THE HEAD’S PINCHED "EM !

A Guy Faiwckes Day without any fireworks iz about as bad ar a plum cake without any plumns in it, But Jock and his .........,.,..

OLLY & CO., ., .

merry pols aren’t Leéafen get ; they go all out to win back thelr fireworks. Explosions follow oz a maiter of cowrse,
for their lotest wheese fairly takes the cahe !

H.r

(13 ROT in, old bean !" yalled Jack
\H Jelly, the kaptin of the Fourth
at 36 Som's, a8 a thupderous
crash sounded on his study

door. ; h

Frank Fearless galloped in, leading
Bangs, the firoworx manufacturer’s son,
by tho ear. i .

“Herc's a spying woras I've just
caught eavesdropping,” eggsplained
Fearlesse. “I alweys suspek that ho
wos an outsider, and now that 've
found him outside your study, I know
it for certain,'

Jack Jolly & Co. glared wrathinlly at
tho sneak of the Third. o2

Thoy themselves were manly British
boys, and consckwently detested caves-
droppers.

*“YWoell, what have you gob to say for
w_n__:_.mu:..u: asked Jack Jolly feercoly.
‘Did you listen to our, secvet ﬂ—ngzi
to get bock the fireworks the Heas
pinched from us?"

Y Certainly not!” answered Bangs, o
W.W.H.Eunﬂ springing neatchorally 4o his
{at-H

i I beloovo wﬂ_.._u did 1"

“1I jolly well didn't!"
“Yon did!” barked Jack Jolly
doggediy.

“"Hera, draw it mild 1" remonstrated
I'rank Foarless, after this little duet
had continued for five minnits or so.
“What about bumpiong the young rottor
on suspicion " 3 ]

“Good ideal!” grinned Jack Jolly.
wﬂ _m.n...m-. thought of thatt Collar

1m .

The juniors closed round Bangs, and

anked him off his fect, then bumped
im again and again.
ﬁ_nhm.-_ Bang! ‘Thump!

Yaroooooo! Yow-owl-

“Weoooop |

I

Waooop

Bangs yelled in angwish as his
annatomy met tha floor repentedly with
terrifick force, but the juniors paid no
heed to his cowerdly erics, ond ecarried
on the good work until they were fzzi-
cully eggshausted.

“Now buzz off, and nover darken our
keyhole again!™ shouted Jack Jolly, as
they slung Bdngs out of the study on
hia neck. :

ks I Greooo! Rotters! Beasts!
Yillans! Doolies!” yelled Bangs, ss he
picked himsolf up and trotted eway
down the passidge. ™ You wait and see!
I'll have my own back, if I have to wait
till Guy Forks Nite for it! Yah!”

With that sionister threat, Dangs
turncd on hia heel and did a bunk, whilc
J Emr Jolly and his pals returned to the
study.

mﬁwu was-in & beastly temper as ho
limped through the wpmﬂn_m.ﬁ towards
his own. quartcers, and his meen brane
was bizzily ocoupied with thoughts of
revenge.. :

It didn't take him long to think out
an cggeollent way of ting his own
back. While he had been esavesdrop-
ping cutside Jack Jolly's study, he had
hord the herces of tha Fourth plottin
4 raid the cellars undernceth the skoo
on the ave of Guy Forkes Nite, and re-
capture the hAreworks which the Head
had doeprived them of.

T know! I'll give the rotters nway
to the Head |" Bangs muttered vennom-
ussly, & nasty grin spreading over his
dile. " 0ld EBirchemall will simply pul-
vorise them if he finds they're after his
fraworks "

Which was perfectly troo. Dr. Birche-
mall had Esmmnwﬂ%. the freworka so
that the Mustors' Firework Club could
have an eajoyable time on ﬂ.:—m. Forks
Nite, frea, gratis, and for nothing. It

was quite certain that the meer. thought

of Jack Joll
agnin, would be suffishent.to drive him
into a frightful wax.

S0 Bangs sncaked off to the Head's
study and insinuated himself into that
dredded apartmont. .

Well, HWM.anﬂ: oried Dr. Birchemall,
nodding plezzantly et his toady. ™I
mﬁnmm_zw.v. the eggepression on your fizz
that you bring me tidings: Open your
patato-trap and coff it up, my boy 1"

Bangs glarnced round the room sus-
ﬂ..m._:amﬁ and sunk his wvoice to a
whispar.

“T suppose it's safa to talk here, sic 7"
he asked. "If the chaps get to know I
give thair little ‘games away like this,
thara'll be the very ‘dickens to pay.”

“Hoave no fear, Bonga!™ said the
Hoad, frowning seveerly. “If the young
scamps ever rumble you, and tear you
limb from limb, I'll seo that they are
sujtably punnished afterwards. M.H_E_,_n
out like a man, Bangs, or I'll start lay-
mnw. birch across your oew troweis, ™

,M.mw. right, sir!” gasped H__num?
“Well, the foact s, Fick Jolly and his
pals are going to raid your fireworks
the nite before Firework Nito 1"

"“"Never!"” cried the Head increddu-
Tussly.

“Honner bright; sic!™

“Why, the checky young whelps!™
asped Dr. Birchemall. * WNever in the
ﬂ_u__m of my skollastick coreer have I
herd of such ordassity. How do you
know this, Bangs?!" ;

Bangs deseribed how he had listened
outside Jack Jodly's study, and Dr.
Birchemall’s heady eyes m?rﬂwm as the
speak of the Third unfolded his tail.

“Thank _m_n.:. Bangs I” ha said, when
the junior had finished. *Thin informa-
tion is indead wvaluable to me. Yom
have done well—one might even say
very well. Your services will not pass
nnrecognised. In fact, here 1 a
licorich all-sort to go on with.”

Bangs gratefully axxepted the prof-
fered sweatmeet, and transferred it
immejsately to his enormous mouth.

:ir% m,u you propose to do sbout i,
pir 7" ha asked curicus]y. “If I werae
Ham I Hm:% give .u.uu.m.r w,qn.__m_ #wmﬂ&. a
o ing. Take my advice,
wuiuﬁ_nm mn.nrﬂ,muﬁ am " .

But Dr. Birchemall had other ideas
on the subject for once in a way.

“T don't think I will, Bangs—yot!”
ho said, with the axxent on the last
woed. * Perhaps it would be as well to
catch these dastardly young robbers jn

& Co. taking them back

the act, and m:& them o lesson they will
naver forgab.™

. Y"'What Surely, eir, yoff don't intend
to hido in the fowl, musty dunjons till
they turn up?” cried Bangs.

“Why not? It will be worth it to
watch their eoggapressions when the
find I am weaiting [ar them,"” grimnz
the Head. :

“Of course, you'll flog them after-
wards, sir?" said Bangs mﬁuwﬂnu_m

“"Leave it to mo!™ said the Head,
leering. ** And now, Bangs, yo'd better
buzz olf—or, as the vulgar svould put it,
you may gol"
mmwu.:mu burzed off, grinning content-

H.Mmﬂ...,u.__.__ﬂﬂ_ Jack Jolly & Co. had not
baen idle.

After Bangs had been slung out of the
study on his neck, Jack Jolly, Merry,
and Tright and Frank Fearloss pro-
ceeded to put their heads together.

It was easy to sce that DBangs would
sncak to the Idead, in the first place.
And the Fourth-Formers knew Dr.
Birchomall well enuff {o antissipate what
he would do.

Having thus decided the probbable
course of events, they were wondering
what they ought to-do,swhen Jack Jolly
stepped 1n with a really brainy sujjes-
tion.

“Got 1t!” he cggselaimed suddenly.
“The wheezo of the century, by Jove '™
: “Prat it out, then!” said Frank Fesarc.
oad.

..Emwbﬂﬁw:?.wmﬂp:? —__m_ﬁu nu
out of cur dilemmer.” said Jack Jolly.

“Algy Actwell? The theatrical jennius
of the Fourth?” eggsclaimed Fearloss.
* How the dickens can ha help us?”

“By dreseing up as Guy Forks”
answered Jack, end then he went oh to
ergsplain his wheeze,

Dreefly, the idea was for Actwell to
disguige himself as Guy Forks, and with

Frank Fearless help-
ing him, to lie in wait
for the Head, when
the Head came inte
the cellars to cateh
Jack Jolly & Co.

Seczing the Ffirst
Emﬂ_..._l. favourable moment,
Guy Forks and Fear-

less were to spring ¢n
the Head and omt.:
: him up. After that
- Guy Forks—alias, of
corse, Actwell—was to
terrify the Head by
saying that he was
mcm,:w.. ta blow up Bt
am's.

After leaving him
tied up for themnite
Guy Forks was to
return in the morning
and pretend to pro-
pare for the grate
mﬁmuﬁ_nﬁnui Nateher-
ally, the Head would
by this time bo in a
state of pannick—not
that the blowing up
of the skool would
worry him so much as
tha thought that he
would go with it!
Then just in the nick
of time, Jack Jolly &
Co. would appear on
the scene, reskew the
Head, and put Guy
Forks to flight. Dr.
Birchemall would be
B0 - oveorcoma with
grattitude at his
delivverance, that he
would ask them to
nane & way in which
he eould repay them. ack Jolly
would then ask for the return of the
fireworks and a jenneral pass-out for
Guy Forks Nite. And all would be well
again.

“Grate pip! What a wheeze!"” eggs
claimed Merry and Bright and Faorless,
.ﬂ_u.m_____uﬁ stunned by the brilliance of their

al. -

P Protty good; fen't it?” waid Jack
Jolly modestly. “ Now, what about see-
ing Actwell 77

“What-ho I

All four trotted out there and then to
aee Algy Actwell, the grate actor of the

Fourtl. They found that junior in his
study, filling in an odd half-hour by

t learning  Shakespears’s works off by

hart. Actwell, who was a decent sport,
gladly fell in with the ides, and plans

 wora discussed immejately ha had given

his consent. The outlook for the St.
Sam'a Junior Firowork Club was now
distinetly brighter.

IL

BASH! 8
A The first ztroke of midnite

thundered out from the old
clock fower at St. Sam’s,

It was the eve of Guy Forks Dar, and
g sinbister silenca brooded over the old
skool, making the occasional nite.birds
who braoke bounds, think with a shiver of
eery, misteerions thinga.

What is that? Is it somo garstly
speckter that slinks stealthily through
the passidges towards the entrance to
tho cellars? Ne; it's Dr. Birchemall,
going to lie in wait for Jack Jolly &
Co. when they make their midnite raid
on the fireworks.

The Head was grinning cheerfully as
he canterad along the deserted corridora.
He fully eggspected that he was going
to cateh Jack Jolly & Co. right in the
act, snd the thought filled him with

glee. Liitle did he dreem that he was
._u..nmr_ﬁm into the trap that Jack Jolly &
Co. laid for him. s

At the bottom of the sieps, waiting
patiently for him, wera Frank Fearless
snd Algy Actwell. Fearless, who hoped
to avoid being_recognired in the dark-
ness, was in Ktons, but Actwell was
rigged out in & Guy Forks costurpe—so
sinnister in appearanca that it would
have struck terror into the boldest hart.

Clatter, clattar, clatier |

MNearer and nearver came the harsh,
metallick ring of the Head's hobnailed
boots on the steps.

Fraok Fearless gripped Actwell by the
arm.

“{Zo for him a= soon as he reaches the
bottom 1" he whispered horsely, ' Dan't

[ give him time to realise what’s _._n_ﬂ_ﬁmu-

ing. Bowl him over and chain him to
tha wall before he knows where he is,
I'll attack from the rear.”

“QGood egp!™ nodded the actor of the
Fourth.

At last, the Head reached the lovel of
tho Aoor. Immejately be had done so,
the two juniors, with a terrifying yell,
jumped at him.

“Yarooooo” shouted the Head, as
Frank Fearless embraced him round tho
neck, end Algy Actwell grabbed him
round the neeze and brought hjm crash-
ing to the floor,

“Tha chains!” hist Frank Fearlees
" Quick 1™

Actwell hastily began to fix hevvy
mannacles on to Dr. Birchemall's arms
and legs, while Frank Fearless held him
down.

As soon as he saw that the chains had
been firmly fized, Frank Fearless dis-
appeared, leaving Actwell to do the
rasat,

The actor of the Fourth then lit a tallo
candle which cast & weerd, flickerin
light over the seene, and faced the Head,
who wWoal now dﬂ:&.ﬂ trying to tear him-
self away from his ivon shackles.

“DBirchemall 1" ha cried, in wringing
axxents, “Prepare to meet thy dooml
¥ am Guy.Forks, sod I'm here for the
purpoeso of blowing up 3t Sam’s !

“Yaroooooco!  Help!” roared the
Head, as he saw the sinnister figger of
Guy Torks, and heard those dreadiul
worda. :

o) H.n-uﬂuuu am going to leave you here
to langwish, while I go and fctch some
gunpowder,” went on Guy Forks. *To-
morrow I will return and eggsccute my
fowl desina I

“Mersy " howled the Head. “Take
my wealth, and everything I __..EE__”E. but
for Hevvan's sake, sapare my lifal™

“Rattz!1” replied Guy Forks, with &
qu.u__..w_ larf. " To-morrow morning, you

yve |"

“Yaroooco 1"

“And now; for tho preszant, good-
byel In s few hours I shall return and
blow 5t. Sam’s to smithereena! Keep &
brave hart, Birchemsall. Your end will
be sudden and paneless!™

" Groogoo 1™

Leaving the Head groaning and moan-
ing at the thought of his approaching
doom, Guy H.Emm then buzzed off and
rejoined Frank Fearless at the top of
tha stairs. After that, chuckling aloud
at tho suxxess of their wheeze, they re-
turned to their dormitory and slept the
sloep of the just

IHE END.

{There's heaps of fun, frolic, and big
bangs in next week's grand story of 3L
Sam's: “QUY FORES NIGHT AT
8P SAM'81” Make sure you read if,
chuma, by erdering your Maoner WELL
IX ADVANCE/) .
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