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“GERRAWAY!” CROWLED BILLY BUNTER

L |
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wanted !—William George Bunter. .

ILLY BUNTER tapped at the
door of Dr. Locke’s study and
entered as the Head's

hailed him to “Come in !”
“Ah! Is that you, Bunter ?” said the

voice

“Yes, sir.”

Dr. Locke picked up a newspaper that
was spread out on his desk.

_*I've got something here, my boy,”
he said, **which I think interests you.”

Billy Bunter smiled.

“I read about that boat,
thought——"

“What boat is that?” interrupted the
Head.

“The Glengarliff, which was sunk
with all those provisions on board, sir,”
cxplained Bunter.

Dr. Locke frowned, and handed his
fat pupil the newspaper.

“Read that paragraph,”
pointing _to an
“Legal Notices.”

Billy read the paragraph, and re-read
it, and then whistled with astonishment.

The Head watched him closely, and
emiled.

“Read it out, Bunter,” he said,

Billy took off his spectacles, rubbed
them with his handkerchicf, readjusted
them, and read:

sir. I

} he said,
advertisement under

! Messrs. Laurie & King, solicitors,
London, exccutors for the late Phencas
Caobb, of Cincinnati, U.S.A. (once
known in England as Herbert Bunter),
desire to know the whereabouts of
William George Bunter. If
William George Bunter will eorrespond
with tho above addrees, he will hear of
gomething to his advantage.’”

Dr, Locke and Bunter smiled at onc
another.

“That certainly looks as though you
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were being al-
vertised for, Bun-
tor; and I am
sure I am very
glad to have
baen the one {o
have noticed the
advertisement. I
don’t often: X

SST; suppose they have some money for
me, sir,” interrupted Billy.

. “Without a doubt. They say ‘he
will hear of something to his advantage.
You must certainly write at once. '

“Rathér—I mean yes, of course, sir!”

“You may take the newspaper with
you.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“And just state in your letter your
whercabouts, and—"

Yes, sir.” And Billy Bunter made
for the door.

Mecanwhile, during the interview
between the Head and Bunter, a buge
crowd had gathered in the passage out-
side Dr. Locke’s door. *

Gosling had told Bulstrode and Stott
that Bunter had somehow got mixed up
with the “noosepapers,” and the Remove
bully and his crony had soon spread the
tale about Greyfriars,

The incident had got exaggerated,
until it now assumed {fearful propor-
tions, and the crowd of juniors, and
even seniors, which had now gathered in
the corridor were expecting every
moment _to see Billy Bunter come out
of the Head's study under the escort of
a ]1011cc-inspr_\ctor, or even two.
- It was a scrious story which had
spread so rapidly, and the juniors were
talking in whispers of fthe exciting
arrests they had seen policemen make,
when William George Bunter came out
of the Head’s study with a contented
grin upon his fat features.

“Trying to brave it out,” muttered
Stott, Bully Bulstrode’s particular

crony.

“Yah!” shouted Skinner, another of
the bully’s followers. -

This one word scemed to relieve the
tension _in tho crowd, and they surged
round Bunter:

The fat junior of Greyfriars grinned.

“It’'s all right, you fellows!”’ . ho
shouted. ~ “Dll' stand you all a jolly
good feed when—-"1 '

“Yes—when?” said DBulstrodo sar-
castically. 2
*“Oh, I shall be able to buy you up !
“What do you mean, you fat por-
poise 7"
““Oh, only that I've had some money
left me!” said Bunter.
“Money !
“Yes."
“Left you, you fat—you fathcad?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
* “Look bhere, you chaps!” shouted
Bunter. “I've just heard such jolly
good news that it's made me feel quite
faint.” y
“What's the news?”
and Bland together.
“Some money been left to me.”
“What for?” asked Bland.
“Buy a muzzlo with!” shouted Bul-
strode.
“Is that a fact, you fat—"
“Of course it is r. Locko has just
interviewed me.
Blundell and Bland, the two Tifth-

said Blundell

Formers, looked at one another and
winked. J
“Come on!” said Blundell. “Catch

hold of his arm, Bland, and get him to
our study !”

“Ow ! eried Bunter, as he was pushed
through the crowd. “Where are you
taking me to, you rotters?”

‘“T'o our study, of course.”

Ow! Leggo! What for?”

“To grive you a good-feed, old chap,”
said Blundell.

The fat junior allowed himself {o bo
hauled alol

“Thanks! I sha’n't forget you when
I get my money,” he jerked out.

After a hard struggle, the two Fifth-
Formers.managed to get their fat chargo
out of the crush, and they hurried up to
their study to fete the foriunate Grey-
friars junior.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter and His “ Thousands.”

(U ETTER shove a notice up on the
door, Harry,” said Frank
Nugent. “That’s about the
fifteenth ass that has come in

to ask if it's true!” -

“Think that’s what I had better do,

Shove us over a sheel of—7 -

Bang, bang!
Harry did not complete his sentence,
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a3 there was a terrific thump on the
door of Study No. 1.

Bang, bang!

Frank picked up a heavy lexicon from
off the table.

“Como in!"”

“O\T !” e e

Frank Nugent had fluny his missile as
tho door opened, and the book canght
Bob Cherry with a thwack in the chest.
“Come on, Linley, and Wun Lung!”
clled the injured visitor fo the two
inning juniors outside in the corridor.
Sock into these rotters!™
Wun Lung, the Chince, and Mark
Linley shared Study No. 13 with DBob
Cherry, and they gave a cheer as their
leader banged wide the door and grasped
the laughing Nugent round the neck.

““Rescue, Harry !"”

“Right !” shouted the Remove cap:
tain. “Out of thir study, you rotters!”

Mark Linley caught up a cushion from
an armchair, and hurled it at ITarry
Wharton. <

“Well played, Linley ! gasped Bob

b
&

Cherry, who was sitting on Nugent's
head. i .

“Temme gerrup!” came in smothered
toncs. 4

Bob rubbed his victim's fuce deeper
into the carpet.

“T'll teach you—

“Quch!”

Harry Wharton, with Mark Linley
and Wun Lung clinging on to him, fell
with a crash on Bob Cherry and Nugent,
and there was a fearful mix up of legs
and arms.

“T've got you
ferociously, gra
take for Nugen

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Harry Wharton rolled over with Mark
Tinley, and the table overturned with a
crash.

Tho inkpot fell on to Nugent's head,
and the flow trickled down his face.

“yah!” roaved Bob, scrambling to his
foet. “That will teach you rotters!™

Harry Wharton and Frank gent
stood against the door, panting with
their exertions, but with their fists up in
businesslike fashion.

“What do you kids want in this
study ?” 2
“Who are you calling ki

“Well, what do you want?

“\Weo wantee to knowee all about
Buntel !”” exclaimed the Chinese junie

“Right-ho,  then!”  said 81
Wharton. * Pax.”

Bob Cherry glared at Frank Nugent,
who looked very comical with the stream
of ink down one side of his face.

“1'Il make it pax now,” said the leader
of Study No. 13; “but we'll pay you
rotters out for this S

“Any time you like to try,”
Wharton. N

“Well,” said Mark Linley, “is this
true about Billy Bunter having a huge
fortun> left him?”

“Something of the kind, T believe.”

“Well, where is the porpoise 7"

¢ Here he comes,” said Nugent. * Any-
body can tell that awful tramp, tramp,
coming along the corridor.”

There was a shuffling sound of feot
without, and the juniors waited expect-

"

" muttered Bob Cherry
1g his own leg in mis-

laughed

antly.

“Thanks, you chaps!” came Bunter's
voice. 2 &A%

_“That's all right,” replied Blundell.

“Quite all right. Ta-ta, old chap!”
added Bland.

And the two Fifth-Formers were heard
to leavo Bunter and walk on.

Billy Bunter opened the door of Study
No. 1, and blinked at Nugent, who had
just pulled the table up on to its four

egs. 5
“TTallo, you fat porpoise! What's the
matter ?” g

“Nothing.  T've just had a ripping
feed in Blundell and Bland's study. I
had six pies, a plate of new pastries, four
sausages, a bag of biscuits, and three
bottles of X

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter removed his spectacles and sat
down.

“Look here, you chaps,” he . said,
“you've no right to laugh at me, and 1|
won't have it.”

“Go hon!"”

“No, I won't, Cherry. You'll have to
treat me with proper respect now—all of
you. I've come into some money."”

“What! Did you carry off the first
prizo in an eating competition 7"

“I don't know what the amount is
yet,” continued Billy. ignoring Nugent's
remark. ‘“It's sure to be some thou-
sands, though.”

Bunter made this startling announce-
ment with such coolness that the Remove
juniors sat back anch gasped.

“Some thousands?”

“You?
R
il
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a notchook from his pocket, “I shall
scratch your mame, Cherry, and Wun
Luung's from the list of chaps I intend ta
give a feed to as soon as I get my
money. "

“You fat guzzler!™ growled Bob
Cherry. I don't want to come:to your
rotten——"

*When
monay,
Wharton.

“I've got to write a letter now.”

“Good! Tlere's some paper.”

“Get off that chair, Wun Lung !" said
Bunter anthoritatively.

“Me savvy.”

Billy Bunter sat down at the table,
and drew the writing-blotter and ink-
stand towards him.

Tho Removites crowded round.

“This is quite private, Wharton," ex-
plained Billy. “I've got (o write to my
solicitor——

“Ila, ha, ha!"

“And I don't want you chaps—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

il

il

into your

coming
Harry

interrupted

are ‘\'O\I
Billy 7™

‘‘ Well, Cherry, what is it 2" asked Mr. Quolch, turning from his
desk. “If you please, sir,” nnsl;veruldunob, “‘ I've brought the ginger-
oor E

BENANNANNNANANANNNL

“Yes, me, Wharton.”

“You fat bounder, now vou can pay
me back for that penknife and cricket-
bat of mine you sold to Skinner!” ex-
claimed Nugent.

“Certainly, Nugent,” replied Bunter,
polishing his glasses.

‘* And that camera of mine you broke,”
said Wharton.

 And the tyres of my bike you burst,”
eaid Bob Cherry.

“Of course I will, Cherry. Pass me
over that bag of apples. I think fruit is
awfully good for you in this weather.”

“Do you?’ laughed Bob, taking an

apple. " “So do I, don't you, Wun
Lung 7"
“Mo savvy,” replied the Chinee,

taking the remaining three apples and
juggling them in the air, until they fell,
one by one, into the pocket of his loose

~
o

be, :
“Very well,” said Bunter, taking out

‘‘Poking your noses into my business,”
finished Bunter, in spite of the hilarious
interruptions.

“ I;‘lllthmld !"B 11,

All right, Billy, we will leave you to
yoursalf, iub don’t you commenceygorg-
ing. Come on, you chaps.”

And the E]lun_mrs crowded out of tha
door of Study No. 1, and made for the
playing-field, where they
shooting at goal,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Correspondenca.
QUARTER of an hour later, the

door of Study No. 1 opened,’
a dark faca {onkenl in? vl

1 “Hallo, Inky!" said Bunter

looking up. “Iave you two penny-
sml"ims 2%

The new-comer was Tlurree Ji
Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhunipulf:n::::'lt

could practise
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A gent'e smile overspread “his dusky
features as he replied, in the wonderful
Lnglish he had acquired at Bhanipur :

**Yes, my esteemed Bunter.” ;

* You might let me have two, Inky !”

“Tho willingfulness is huge,” yaid
Hurree Singh, handing over to Bunter
two penny stamps which he had taken
«from his pocket-case.

“Thanks, Inky, I will pay you for
them, you know.”

Hurree Singh knew his Bunter, and lic
held. out his hand to reccive the two-
‘pence, .

The fat junior pretended not to sec
this, and fumbled the two letters he had
written into the envelopes which he had
sllnmpcd, and he sat down to address
them,

““Of course, you have heard I've come
-into seme money, Inky.”

““Yes,” replied the Nabob. “The sur-
prisefulness  was terrific  when the
esteemed Bulstrode told pne.”

“Some thousands, you know, Inky,”
said Billy Bunter impressively. .

“My worth}' chum- pays for tho two
stamps, then 7’

“Of course, Inky.” ; -

Hurreo Singh held ont his open hand
again, and Billy Bunter looked at it with
a sickly smile.

““Can you change a hob?” he eaid.

** Tasyfully, my worthy Bunter.

“Oh, well, you can’t he in any great
nced"for tuppence if you can change a

“My ecsteemed study-mate will hand
over the—"

“Of course I will, Inky,” interrupted
Bunter.  *Come down™ to the Closo
now, and I will post thesa two letters
:n]nd ;.:.iz‘e you the tuppence in the tuck-
shop.

“My  willingfulness s
assented Hurree Singh in
ordinary English.

Bunter picchd up the two letters, and,
with the nabob, left Study No. 1.

he two juniors walked out into tho
Close whero was the school letter-box,
and they then adjourned to see Mrs.
Mimble, the old damo who kept the
school tuckshop.

Snoop and S‘(innnr, two of Bulstrode’s
followers, were stauding in front of
the: counter when Bunter and Hurree
Singh entered.

“Hallo, Billy!” said Skinner.
suppose it's quite trne about—-:"
‘ *Of course it is! What have you got
there 7"

“New pastries just come in. They're

H) SO 9m
ripping, aren’t they, Snoop ?

*“Spiffing I agreed Snoop, cramming
his third pastry into his large mouth.

“I su})pnsc you've heard I'm giving a
big feed 7’ said Bunter, drawing a chair
up to Skinner and Snoop. .

“You giving a feed?” chorused Bul-
sfr?dn’s Jbvo followers.

cs.

“When 7"

“Oh, as soon as T get some money sent
to me from my solicitors.”

Skinner and Snoop were impressed,
and they each handed Billy Bunter a
plate laden with pastrics.

“Thanks !"” said the fat junior, in a
deferential manner. “IIl just have

terrific,”
his extra-

«y

“When do you expect to héar from
your—er—your solicitors ?”

“To - morrow morning-!”  gulped
Bunter, as he finished his pastry and
reached across for another one, ~“I've
just written, you know.”

ITurree  Singh grioned as ho say
Skinner’s and Snoop's faces lengthen as
Bunter wired into the pastries, but the
two toadies recognised that'it would be
diplomatic to pamper the fat Removite
if he had come into a fortunc.
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“You might pass one of those pies
over, Mrs. Mimble,” said Bunter, as he
Lnished the last of 'the pastrics.

“Certainly, Master Bunter!” emiled
the old dame.

Bunter took the pie and blinked acroes
the counter at Mrs. Mimble, who stood
waiting with her open hand held out.

“That's a threcpenny pie, Master
Bunter.” -

“It's all right, Mrs. Mimble,” ox-
plained Skinner, throwing three pennies.
on to the counter. “I'm standing this
feed.”

*“Really, Skinner, that’sawfully decent
of you,dyou know ! T was just going to
pay, and if you will—’ 3

Billy Bunter was interrupted as a
crowd of flushed juniors came flocking
into the shop. They were all very hot
and noisy as they came trooping in from
prdetice with the football, and Billy
Bunter’s face brightened up as he saw
the possibility of his being still more
feted.
. “Hallo, you fat porpoise!"
Bob Cherry, slapping Bunter
back. ““Still at it?”

The fat junior grew red in the face
and spluttered and gasped.

“Really Ch-e-ra-y—"

Bunter was coughing &o violently that
he was unable to complete his yemon-
strance.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter staggered off his high chair in
a fit of coughing.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“You—hem, hem!—jou cads, Il

greeted
on the

“Pat him on the back, Inky!” yelled
Harry Wharton,

“The pat him on the backfulness is
right, my esteemed friend,” replied the
nabob, giving the choking junjor a ter-
rific pum’sh between the shoulders.

w2

The piece of pic was shifted, and Billy
Bunter sat down and glared at the
laughing juniors. *

“Tl strike you all off!” he yelled.
‘‘ Every one of you rotters will be barred
from my feed. Everybody here, except-
ing Skinner and Snoop !”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

If Bulstrodo’s two cronics had pampered
Bunter, there was no chance of him being
spoilt by the rest of the juniors.

Harry Wharton & Co. and all the
Greyfriars fellows, with the exception of
Bulstrode and his followers, did not
take ealth into consideration when
friendship was concerned.

Mark Linley, for instance, was one of
their staunchest chums, yet Linley’s
father had to work doubly. hard in a
Lancashire factory so that his son could
have a good education at Greyfriars,

Harry Wharton & Co. chummed with
Mark Linley because he was a good,
healthy-minded Britisher—as all Lancas-
trians are.

So when Billy Bunter thought that his
sudden good fortunc would bring the
boys of Greyfriars flocking round him
he was sadly mistaken.

Of course, such boys as Bulstrode,
Skinner, Snoop, and Stoit are to bo
found in every school, but they are in
a decided minority. 5

Bunter glared at the grinning juniors
as he finished eating his pie, and then a
scheme of revenge entered his head, and
he saw that he could get his own back on
Bob Cherry.

“H-hem !”

A cough sounded at the door of the
tuckshop. X

“Cave !

“Old Quelch !

It certainly sounded like Mr, Quelcl’s
cough, and the next moment any doubt
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that the juniors might-have had that
it was not was dismissed.

“Is Cherry there?” came the Remove
Form-masicr's voice from wwithont.

“Yes, sir!? )

“Well, please 1un up to my study with
three bottles of ginger-beer. 1 have
some visitors.”

The juniors round the counter had a
hard struggle to suppress their laughter
as Mr. Quelch gave such an extraordi-
nary order. &

“Right, sir; T will!”

“Thank you, Cherry!"” .
" They waited to hear the Form-master's
retreating footsteps, but none ecame.

“Half a second!” muttered Nugent,
creeping to the door. “Tll have a

boss.” :

Aunt Matilda! Tle must have
lippers on ! he added a mement
“He's gone !V

after.,
Mrs. Mimble had heard the order, and
sho handed over three bottles of ginger-
beer to Bob Cherry. .
“Mr. Quelch will pay me for them in

the morning, Master Cherry,” said the
old dumo‘] *
** Right-ho! . X
Billy Bunter turned to Skinner with
a broad grin as Bob Cherry left the l!wk-
shop with the three ginger-beér boitles
under his arm. ok xE
“That wasn't old Quelch’s voice ! he
spluttered.
“What d’you mean, !'11]1’
“It was mine, don’t——
“You've had too much to eat,
gourmandiser ! Of course it
Quelch I« : ?
Bunter blinked at Skinner in a know-

ead ?"”
)

yon
was

olly good ventriloquiser, you

you—you don't mean to

replied Bunter. 1 did it to
out for nearly—=

“(Choking———"
“Jolly good!’
£Met” 2
Bunter managed to finish his sentence,
and Skinuer roared with laughter as the
Greyfriars ventriloquist explained how he
had” sent Bob Cherry to Mr. Quelch’s
study with three bottles of ginger-beer,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Qreyfriars Ventriloquist Causes
Troul

D ( :0.\”‘, in!” far :
Mr. Quelch was writing at

his desk when Bob Cherry
opened the door and enterca
the room. 23 Wi

* Well, Cherry, what is it?”

“I've brought them, sir.”

“What do you méan, my boy?"

“The gingerbeer, sir.”

“ Gin—ger—""

*“Yes, sir, The three bottles.”

Mr. Quelch locked alarmed, and he rose
from his chair. 2

“TIs this impertinence,
demanded severely.

*“It’s the three bottles—"

“You had better sit down a minute,
my boy,” interrupted the Form-master
in concern. :

“Thank you, sir.”

‘*Is your head all right?”

Bob flushed. He had reccived a pretty -
big bump on the side of his head when
he had fought with Nugent in Study
No. 1, and he wondered how Mr. Quelch
could have gained any knowledge of the
fight,

Cherry,” he

iite all right now, sir,” he ex-
plained. . “It wasn’t very big, you
know.”

“Have you haen out in the sun with-<
out a hat on your head?”

“What's he gelting at?’ muttered
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Cherry to himself; and then aloud he
said: **Out in the sun, sir?"” 3

“Yes; my boy. Have you had the sun
too much on the back of the neck?”.

“Oh, no, sir!” replied Bob, with a
sickly smile.

Mr. Quelch poured out a glass of water
and handed it to the junior. - -

“Drink that,” he said. “I'I just ring
for Wingate."”

Bob Ehm‘ry looked at the glass of
water, and then at the gingerbeer bottles.

“Have your visitors gone, sir!” he
asked . i

The Form-master ignored the question,
and walked across the room to ring the
bell.

There was silence in the study for a
minute or two, but it was dispelled by a
loud knock on the door.

“Come in!”’ said Mr. Quelchs

Giosling, the porter, put his head round
the door.

“Has you rung for me, sir?”  he
;(ruml)lcnl.“ “Hi was just a-sitting down
tor 2

tat will do, Gosling,” interrupted
Mr. Quelch. “T want you to go to Mr.
Wingate's study, and ask him_if he will
kindly como down here immediately. 1t
is very important.” -

(So§li|ngplxl\ltlcr(-¢l some unintelligible
remark, and banged the door to violently.

Mr, Quelch strutted up and down the
room, and glanced anxiously at Bob
Cherry, who, in turn, was gazang with
1o little concern at his Form-master.

The Remove junior was just about to
ask the master a question when there
ame a second kunock on the door, and
Wingate, the big Sixth-Former and cap-
tain of the school, entered the room.
-+ Ah, is that you, Wingate!” said Mr.
Cueleh.

“Yes, sir. Gosling has just told me
vou want me urgently.”
* “Hem!"” coughed the master. “I want
vou to—er—just take Cherry up to_the
dormitory and see that he gets quietly
into bed. The rest of the boys will be
up presently, and I shall be obliged if
vou will sce they make no unnecessary
noise. I'm afraid Cherry is not very
well, and he must keep—""

Bob Cherry jumped up from his chair.

“)fe! Not very well!™

¢ Just take him up,
you?’ v 2 s
¥ W Yes, sir,” replied the prefect, catch-
ing hold of the junior gently by the arm.

“Pon’t bo an ass, Winny!"

““Now then, Cherry, my boy,"” said
Mr. Quelch, “get quictly into bed!"

«Me, sir?”

«Yes. Now, go along.”™

“Bed!"” . ,

«Yes, you will be all the better for it
—and L will come up later on and bring
you somo medicine.”

And Wingate led the remonstrative
junior out of the g\ul_\',

“TLook hore, Winny, don’t be a silly

Wingate, will

ass!” i i :
The prefect smiled grimly, leading Bob

along.
e You silly fathcad!

raini”
“Well, Mr. Quelch thinks differently.”
¢ Quelchy must be off his rocker!”
rowled Bob. ‘‘He came to the door of
tuckshop and asked me to run up to his
study with three bottles of gingerbeer!”
* Wingate smiled grimly. 3
“Well?” A
“T took ’em up,” continued Bob, “and
he treats me as though I'd gone wrong
in_the onion.” X
The two had now gained the Removo
dormitory, and Wingate led Bob in und
shut the door. ¥ v
- “Wall, buck up and getinto bed, kid
he said good—l\mnourr“dly.
“Me got into bed?’

I'm as right as

1

“Yes, buck up! The other chaps mli ]
be up in about an hour's time!”

“Right-ho, TIl wait for them!"

“No, you won't—you get into bed
now!"

“Don’t be an ass, Winny!
como up and find—"

“Look here,” interrupted the prefect;
“don't you see that I shall get into a
row from Mr. Quelch if T don’t see that
you get into bed

“Well, if you're going to put it like
that,” replied Bob, taking his coat off,
“T suppose I had better turn in.”

Wingate chuckled with amusement. as
the junior explained in full how he had
gono to the Form-master with the three
bottles of gingerbeer.

“Somebody must have been gotting at
he said, as Cherry scrambled into

If they

“My only hat

“What's that?” said Wingate, turning
as he.reached the door,

“My only Aunt Matilda!"

“Oh, shut up and get to sleep!"”  And
the prefect left Bob Cherry to himself.

“My only hat!"” mutlered the junior,
sitting up in bed. It must have been
that—that fat porpoise and his beastly
ventriloquism! The greedy, fat, gour-
mandising rotter! I'll pay him for it!"”

“Well, my only hat!"” added Bob
Cherry, as an afterthought, as he lay
back on his pillow waiting for the rest of
the Removites.

The hour passed very slowly, and in tho
subdued ligf\r and quietness Cherry was
just dozing off when a wild scrambling of
feet was heard in the corridor without.

The dormitory door was flung open, and
Harry Wharton, who was the first of the
Remove juniors to enter, staggered back
ixs I‘m caught sight of Cherry sitting up in
ved.

“Hallo!™
the wheeze?

“What do you mean, dummy?”

Harry Wharton was pushed into the
dormitory by the crowd of juniors behind
him, and they all showered questions on
Bob Cherry.

l.'o gasped. “What's—what's |

“ What are you doin'?"

“What's the idea, Cherry?”

* Doing the Sleeping Beauty wheeze?"”

Bob glared at his questioners.

“Is that fat cormorant Bunter
here?"” he roared.

“*Our worthy corpulent friend is not
up yet,” replied the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I'll—I'll smother him when he
comes!"” spluttercd Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

::\ylxy, what's the trouble this time?"”

‘The trouble? Why, didn’t he sord
me to Quelchy with three bottles of gin-
gerbeer, and—"

“Of course not!”

“He did!"” red Bob.
_“He didn't!” shouted the Removites
in chorus,

“He did, I tell you!”

“It was Quelch himself who told you
to take them, and 2

“It -wvasn’t Quelch,”
glm‘iug at the grinning juniors; ‘‘it was
ghnt” at porpoise’s rotten ventriloquis-
ing !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And I took the beastly ginger-beer
into his study—""

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“And he thonght I'd gone off my
onion !" roared Bob.

““Ha, ha, ha!"" yelled the juniors.

“And he sent me to bed to keep
quiet.” -

“Ha, ha, ha!" 3 ;

“\When that rotten, fat porpoiso of a
Buntor—"" >

up

replied Bob,

The Removites turned round to ths
dormitory door, to sce Billy Buntec
standing there, Dblinking through his
huge spectacles. -

Bob Cherry flung himself out of his
bed and made a dash for the fat junior.

“So you have come up to be fizzled
alive, have you?” he roared, catching
Billy by the ear and pulling him into
the room.

“Ow "

“Mad, am 1? Ha, ha!"

Bunter's flebby face went livid.

“Rescue ! he roared. **Rescue me,
you chaps!" :

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Rescue me from this mad asz, Whae-
ton!"

Bob whisked his victim to the ground
and rubbed his face into thé carpetf.
“Ow !" roared Bunter.

l‘1- Tll pay you, you fat gourmandizer!
Thn—

“Lemme gerrup !

¢ Cherry ! .

Mr. Quelch was standing. at the door
with a bottle in one hand and a spoon in
the other, and he rapped out Bob's nama
&0 suddenly that Bunter was able to
tear himself away and scramble up.

“Yes, air?"” stuttered Cherry, as the
Form-master strutted into the dormitory.

“Didn't I tell you to get into bed and

30

. ain.”

“ And here I find you the chiei comba-
tant  in a  rough-and-tumble  with
Bunter !"

“Yes, sir.”

“Am I to conclude that it is anotler
symptom of your brain weakness?"

* Yes—er—I mean, no, sir!"”

“Then why are you attacking Bunter
in that ferocious manner?”

“I—I don't know, sir."

Bunter's face brightened up consider-
ably when he saw_that Bob Cherry was
not going to tell Mr. Quelch the reason
of his assault, and the fat junior saw
his chance of doing Cherry a good serviea
in return, K

The Greyfriars' ventriloquist cleared
his throat.

“Mr. Queleh !

It was the Head's voice on the ather
side of the door, ;

“Yos, sir,” said the Remove Form-
master. ¢

“You might just go into the Pifth-
Form dormitory.”

“Very well, Dr. Locke,"” replied Mr.
Quelch, surprised—as wera the juniors
—at the strange request.

“Thank you!” sounded the Head's
voice. And Mr. Quelch left Bob {herry
and the rest of the Removites, %

“Hallo!" cried Nugent “What's the
matter with you, Billy 2" .

The fat junior's face had gone a deep
red, and he was rocking about, with his
arms clutched round his sides. -

“Ho, ho, ho!"” '

“What's the joke, you fat duffers"
ho — gone —— ho—ho--to
chase my voice—ho, ho, ho!"”

“Gone to what?” roared Nugent,

“That wasn't the Head, I ventrilo-
quised his voice !"' {

““I‘-{u,”lm, Lin 1" .

Vell, get into bed, you chaps,” aaid
Bob Cherry at last, *“and \\'?::n old
Quelch returns he will have forgotten
my scrap-up with that fat rotter.”

“Really, Cherry,” remonstrated Bun-
ter, “‘you've no right to call me far! I've
not had much to-day; but when I get
my fortune—— P Ps

‘And Billy Bunter clambered into hed
to dream of the feeds he wéuld have in
the very near future.

“What's that, Cherry?"
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THE FIFTH._ CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Day Off.
1J1S rieing bell had gone, and the
- Remove dormitory presented a
buey scene.

There was a crowd of juniors
before a looking-glaes, all awaiting their
turn.

“Hurry up, Bulstrode!™

“Rats "

“You've been fooling about with that
tie of yours for about ten minutes now !””

**You ehut ull’ young Linley,” shouted
the Remove by iy, ecowling at the. junior
from Lancashire,

“You vely elow, Bulstlode,”
Wi Lung, the Chince.

“1l pnﬁ your beastly pigtail if you
don't stop grumbling.”

“Me' no savvy which side the bed
you getteo——"

“Cave!”

“It's old Quelchy !”

The door opened, and Mr. Quelch;
the Remove Form-master, looked in.

*Hurry up, you boys!” he said, with
a emile, then he frowned and came
further in. -

“Is that a hoy etill in bed?”

“ My only hat,” muttered Bob Cherry,
it it jen't that fat bounder etill asleep i”?

AMr. Quelech walkéd down ‘between the
yons of beds and stopped at the foot of
Bunter's. The fat junior was still asleep
and enoring heavily.
“Why haen't anyone awakened him?”
avied  Mr.  Quelch, giving Bunter: a

ke, s
Billy in his

eaid

‘Gerraway ! growled
eleop.
* Bunter!” .
“Shut up, you cads!”
Bunter!” ~eaid the
ruising his voice,
2illy turned over and’blinked.

Form-master,

“You're a rotter, Wharton!” he
cled, yawning. “Why in® the
keus can’t you let a chap have a
Hirtle extra——"

‘Bunter!” )
The fat junior jumped up in lis hed as
though be had had a pin jabbed into

him

“Mr, Quelch??

"“Yes. Bunter,” ' replied the TForm-
master, ‘it is, and I want to know what
yun mean by-—"

* I'm cincerely sorry, eir,” said Bunter,
pulling his epectacles from under the
piflow, “but I didn’t know it was you.”

“T sappese not: but it is no excuse.
Do vou not know that the bell has been
1ang oW some twenty minutes ago,
and licre you are sfill in bed !

“Yes, eir, but it docen’t matter about
me.” E
“What do you mean, boy?"”

*I'm not going to do any work to-day,
3. Queleh.” :

The Form-master coughed angrily as
a’ dictinet snigger came from the rest
of the iuniors.

“0h, =0 you have decided not to do
=iy work, Bunter,” he said.

“Ves, eir—at—leagt—-"  *

“Well,

I have deeided you must—and
tra. You will take fifty lines
f being up with the rest, and yvou
will do lifty more for making euch an
ahaed resolve!”

*Oh, #ir, hut Dr. Locke has given me
Jeave {0 have the day off, and——"
“The day off 7' 3
“Yes, Mr. Quelel,”

“For what reason, might T ask??

“To wo and ecc my solicitors, Mr.
Queleh.”

*“]a, ha, ha!”

The Removites roared with langhter
z# Bunter made his announcement, and
thie Fonn-master turned with a frown.

“Silence!” he ordered. “And you,
Bunter. will get dressed immediately.

Trer Pr Porvrar,—No. 259

There will be no_ excuse for you not
being down at breakfast to time!”
And Mr. Quelch stamped out of the
dormitory.

“Have you really got the day off, you
fat bounder?"”

*Of couree I have, Bulstrode, and 1
want to epeak to you on a serious matter
before you go into class this morning.”

“Oh!” exclaimed the bully wonder-
ingly.

*Come on, chaps!” said Wharton,
slipping on his coat,

* Right!”

“Half a eccond!”

“Me comce, Hally.”
“If the Thonourable captain will
wait——"

“Very well, Inky,” laughed Harry,
“but buck up.”

In a few minutes the dormitory was
deserted save for Billy Bunter, wlho ngyv
I'stood before the wash-basin,
“Suppese T had better have a proper
wash this morning,”” he muttered.
“Ugh—ugh!?

The fat junior braved himself for the
effort, and eplushed himeelf freely with
the water.

“Ugh—ugh!” he muticred again, as
he dried himsell. “T don’t underetand
how those chaps do it on cold morninga.”

Billy took particular care over his
drecsing, but he was not over particular
whose property he donned.

Bob Cherry had ‘a very nice pair of
patent leather shoes, and the fat junior
eyed them covetously as they rested by
Bob’s bed.

“I shouldn’t think Cherry would bhe
annoyed if I wore those shoes to-day.”
murmured Billy, taking them in
hande.

his
“TI'll shove ’em on and sce what
they look like.”

In Bunter's estimation they looked
ripping, and he then and there decided
to borrow them for the day. IIe like-
wise borrowed Frank Nugent’s tie, and
by the time he had finished his toilet
Billy felt very plensed with himself.

“Shure, my only Molly O'ITara!”
whistled Micky Desmond.

“Look at Billy!"

The fat junior came strutting into the
IMall with a contented grin on his flabby
face.

*“Hn, “ha," ha!”

**Silence, boys!” snapped Mr. Quelch,
rapping his knuckles on the table.
“ Bunter,” he added, “you will give me
filty lines this timo to-morrow morning
for being—"

“I'm gincerely sorry, sir, but—7"

“8it down, Bunter!”

And the fat junior eubsided into a
chair, and attacked the rashers of bacon
before him savagely.

*Go it, pigpy!” said Trevor, who was
sitting next to him

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, it’s all right. T only wanted io
ece whether you recognised your name.”

Billy Bunter blinked through his
enormous  spectacles,

“Well, you wouldn't waste much time
if you'd had as little to cat as I havo
the last two daye.”

“Why you fat cormora 1 waiched
you at supper laet night, and you wolfed
wree tinmes as much grub as anybody

nt

he fat junior ignored Trevor’s charge,
and wired in ) renewed vigour.

ITe was still munching away at toast
and marmalade when the masters and
prefects left the rcom.

The Sixth-Formers next ircoped out
in their usual dignified manner, and then
the rest of the boys ecrambled out.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
stopped Blundell and Bland, the two
Fifth-Formers,

* “T suppose ‘yon bounders are prepared
for it?” grected Frank,
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“Prepared for what?”

“For the hefty licking, Bland, dear
boy, we're going to give you this after-
noon |”

. Bland scowled.

S Well Il eat my hat if the Remove
do beat us, you checky bounder!™

Nugent and Wharton grinned and
walked away. '

“Do you think,” muttered Blundecll,
with a frown, “that there is any chance
of -them pulling i

*“Seen Bunfer?” interrupted Bulstrode,
coming up to the two Fifth-Formers.

“Yes, eaw the porpoise taking nouricha
ment in the Hall. He's in there now.”

“Thanks!”

Bulstrode strode into the Hall and saw
Bunter still eating at the Remove Form
table.

“Oh, is that you, Wharton?"
short-sighted fat junior.

“No, it isn't, ass! It's me!”

#“Oh, I'm sor Buletrode. I thought
it was Harry W 2

“Well, it isn't.
to speak to me.”

Billy Bunter rose from the table and

said tho

-

t
You said you wanted

joined the Remove. bully, who was
standing at the head of the table.
“Yes, Bulstrode,” he replied. “I

want to aek vou eomething.”
“Well, what is it, fathead?” .

“I hope you won't be annoyed about
it, Bulstrode ?”
“Have you sold something
belongs to me, you fat porpoise?”

roared.

Bunter started back in alarm.

“Really, Bulstrode, I hope you don't
think I'm such a cad as all that. What
I want you to do is to lend me twenty
bob.”

“Twenty bob?™

that
he

“Yes,” continued Billy, quite wn-
moved by the consternation he had
caused. *“T've got six bob on me, but

as I’'m going up to London, and shall
want something to eat when I’m there,
I want you to lend me some more. Of
course, I shall pay you back to-night—
with interest, if you want it,”’ Billy
added, as an afterthought.

“*You silly, fat dummy,
pay me back to-night if you've only got
six bob on you now 7” ed Bulstrode.

“Oh, I shall get my solicitors to ad-
vance me a few pounds.”

Although Bulstrode was a bully, and
the ‘most obstinate pupil in the Removo
Form at Greyfriarg, his redeeming trait
was generosity.

Bunter was quite aware of it, and it
was for this reason he had decided on
asking the bully before any of his Form
icllows in Study No. 1.

Bulstrode’s father was a wealthy, sclf-
made man of the world, and he kept his
only son well supplied with pocket-
money.  Bunter knew all this, and the
fat junior smiled as the bully put hLis
hand into his trousers’-pocket.

“Well, look here, you fat porpoise!
If you don't pay me back this quid to-
night TiII—ll—"

Bulstrode gave a fvrccious growl, and
Billy Bunter's flabby checks shook with
fright.

“That’s—that's all right, Bulstrade !”
he stuttered.

The bully handed over the coin, and
.\lzllmp(‘(l off as Billy jerked out his grati-
tude.

“Suppose I had better start for the
station now,” he muttered.

And he ran upstairs and fetched his
silk-hat and gloves, and walked out of
the school building.

Gosling was standing outside his lodgo
smoking his pipe, and the Greyfriars
porter’s eyes opened wide as the fat
Removite came towards him,

**Good-morning, Gossy 1"

how can you
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«{¥hat T ses is this ‘ere!” replied)
Gosling,  ignoring Billy's  salutation.
“Why ain't you in class, Master Bun-

“T'm going up to London, Cossy."”

“You?"

“Yes, to see my
+ “Up to Lunnon? 3 ¢

Bunter smacked his cane walking-stick
against his fat leg. 5 >
£ Yes, )Gosling." he said. “You
know, I've had a fortune left me by
some American, I suppose he was an
unclo or something of minc. Anyhoy,
T'm going up to London to-day to claim
S

solicitors."”
v

A " ““ 101
The words “London’ and solici-

tors " impressed Gosling, and he opened
the big iron gates with alacrity. :
“Woil, Master Bunter, what I ses 13

this 'ero! I 'opes you won't forget t‘h(‘
old Greyfriars sohool-porter when gyon're
a rich ™ gen'I'man. Many's the  timoe
Hi've shut me cyes when you've
smuggled tuck into the school. That's
what I ses.”

“Of course T sha'n't forget
(ossy !" replied the fat junior..

“ And Hi'm pleased to ’car it, Master
Bunter."” 5

“Well, good-bye, 3 e

¢« (tood-morning, r Bunter!™

And Billy strutted on, little dreaming
of the colossal disappointment he was to
suffer before the end of the day. ’

«Phow !” he was muttering to him-
soli. “Feeds every day! Phew !”

you,

G
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’'s Phantom Windfall.
i
E No. 13. :
“There isn't room in there
1 tell you!”

“There is!”

HEN we must have it in Study
3.0

«There isn't, fathead!"”

« Anyway, it's as good as Study
No. 1.”

“Tt isn't!”

The football match between  the

Remove and the Fifth had, strange to
sav, ended with a victory for the Re-
move, and Harry Wharton & Co. werc
greatly clated.

= The Remove juniors had change A from
their football clothes, and were now
otanding before the counter in Mrs.
Mimble's tuckshop.

Harry Wharton had suggested in the
pavilion that the Remove should cel
hrate the afternoon’s match with a stu
foed, and at the same time o
Billy Bunter, a3 the fortunate receiver
of an unexpected windfall.

Bob Cherry, Mark Linley, and Wun
Taung had suggested Study No. 13 as the
panqueting chnmber, but Tarry Whar-
ton & Co. held out for Study No. 1.

The Remove captain smiled.

“yell, look here, chaps!” he said.
«pilly's train gets in at half-past six,
and it's twenty to now, so buck up and

1" exclaimed  the  lea of

“It must be oun

vou!" roared Bob

Do you mean in our snid Trank
Nugent, in an aggravating manner.

**No, in ou ou—you 2

“[a, ha, ha!” roared the Removites,
as Bob Cherry and Nugent glared at one
another.

“ywell, look here!”- said Wharton,
with a frown. I think the feed should
take place in Bunter's own study. Ie'll
feel more at home there.”

7 still think Study No. 13 is the

”

best,” growled Bob Cherry: “but, of
courso, if you're goiug to persist, I sup-
pose I'll have to give in.”

“Of course !" muttered Frank Nugent.

Bob Cherry feigned not to hear the
remark, and the juniors were soon cn-
L{:nglod in making purchases for the great
eed.

All the juniors were pretty flush, and
soon a huge pile of *grub ™ had accumu-
lated on the counter.

Mrs. Mimble smiled.

“Think yow'll be able to carry all
this?" she said.

“Yes, rather!™

“Not half!"

“Jt's very heavy, though, with all
those pies."”

“The weightfulness
assented Hurrce Singh.

“TLook here, chaps!” laughed Whar-
ton. *“*Bach take as much as you can.
We needn't take 'em up on a tray.”

“No, rather not. Come on, kids !™

And the juniors trooped out of the
tuckshop heavily laden. 4

The table in Study No. 1 literally

is  terrifie!"

ks

No. 13 to bring down some toffee which
the Chinece had made carlier in the day,
and when he entered the door he l~yu¢j
the table with satisfaction
“Lipping, you chapees,’ he said.

It does look all right. dovsn't wit,
kids?" agreed Bob Cherry. * Hallo!"™
he added. “X hope that fat porpoise
won't keep us waiting much longer, for
it's a quarter to seven now.”

IFrank Nugent looked at the clock
which was ticking out =0 loudly.

“It's more than that," he said. “"That
rotten dial is slow. It's nearly five to.”

Harry Wharton tipped the fizeding

sausages on to a ot dish.

“These are done to a turn, chaps,” ha
announced.

“They do sniff all vight, don't they 2™
said Bob Cherry. “It'll be a beastly
shame——" &

“Listen ! interrupted Mark Linley.

Tramp, tramp, tramp! ,

“That's our Fnt porpoise’s shuffle !

**Yes, hero he comes!”

Bob Cherry pulled out a comb from
his pocket, and, wrapping a picce of

groaned with the weight by the time the

BNy

oV

“Why are you nof gatting up?”

last of the packages had been put on
to it.

“By Jove, doesn't it make your mouth
water !"”

“ Rather !

Harry Wharton grinned, and set light
to the fire, which was already laid.

“Come on!” he said. * Bustle to!”

Bob Cherry untied the two parcelscon-
taining sausages, and slapped them into
a frying-pan.

“Here you are,
“Shove 'em on!”

By the side of the frying-pan. there
was only just room for the kettle, but
the water was soon boiling, and Hurrce
Singh made some cocoa.

Six large dishes were required to dis-
play the buns and pastrips to advantage,
and " with the addition of the jam-jars
and butter-dish the table looked fit for a
king to sit down to. ;

Wun Lung had been sent up to Study

kids!™ he said.

“ Bunter!’ shouted Mr. Quelch angrily, giving the fat junior a shaks.

sloopily.

paper round it, put it in his mouth.

‘“Qerraway !’ grunted Billy Buntar

Ile made an exeellent attempt to pliy
the first few bars of “See the Conguie:-
ing Hero (‘omes.”

Billy Bunter opened the study daar.

Buzz-z-2-2, buzz-z-z-z, by -

“Whatever-fs that fearful roy
the fat junior, blinking through his
spectacles. §

“Come on, you chaps!” shouted Boh
g‘hcrry, taking thg (:omb from his mouth
‘oSre; [Iﬂgﬂl‘t}' Come on, altogether:

Giving his chums the star!
the comb to his mouth once :x:;n-?.“h S

B Bt z, buzz-z-z
into the room. wil

ed

ey

Billy Bunter came
took off his silk hat.
“What's  the matter with
Cherry?” he said, in concern.
you feel welt?”
The leader of Study No. 13 coulinned

o,
A l)nn't
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his buzzing, but glated ferociously at his
fat questioner.
"~ Bumzzz—

The torturing music stopped suddenly,
and Bob Cherry dropped his comb to
the floor.

“My only hat!” he gasped.

“Tt isn't, Cherry,” replied Billy, look-
ing at the lining of his tall hat. “‘It's
mine!”

“Well, my only Aunt Matilda!®

“What's up?”

“That fat cormorant! That overfed
porpoise! That gourmandising rotter's
got ‘l:l"ly best patent shoes on, or I'll eat
em !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry rose- from his chair and
clutched hold of. Bunter's left leg.

“I know them by a mark on the in-
step!” he roared. “Come on, up you
come!” :

“0Ow! Look out, you cad!”
~Bob gave a vicious pull, and the fut

“junior’s leg came up. . 3
Ow! Look out,"I'm—TI'm going to

Thud! :

Bunter crashed to the floor with a
mighty bang, and the table shook
dangerously.

*“Great Scott !

“That’s smashed something!”

“It's sure to bring Quelch

Billy Bunter lay on his b
ag the juniors muttered in alarm.

“My only bat! Here comes some-
one!” .

The door was flung violently open, and
Mr. Quelch put his head into the room.

*What has happened, Wharton?” he
said. ‘“‘Has a chimney come through the

e

gasping,

00

“A chimney, sir?”

“Yes. What  was
crash?”

“No chimney has fallen into this
study, sir. It must be in Study No.—"

“Qb-h-h!”

“Why, whatever is the matter with
Bunter?” 3

“QOh-h, I believe I am dying, sir!’”

“What do you mean, boy? Get up

5

that  feavful

OEEOOE®

[oXoolololotololofofololololololoXololo]
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®
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“Mr. Quelch, has anything happened
up here?” interrupted Dr. Locke’s voice.

“Great Scott, the Head!”

“The Remove Form-master opened the
door, wider to allow the-Head to enter
the study.

. Bob C‘i)erry had meanwhile been kick-
m%v Billy Bunter, who still obstinately
refused to get up from the floor:
“Bunter I’

“Oh-h! Yes, sir?”

“Get up immediately !"

. “Certainly, sir!” groaned the
junior, scrambling to his feet.

“What is the meaning of this food on
the table, Wharton?” demanded Dr.
Locke severely. .

“Oh, the food, sir

“Yes. Why is the table- filled up with
all this food?”
“Oh, yes, the grub, sir
“Answer me, Wharton, and don’t be
silly 1
“Well, sir,” stuttered Harry, “we
thought we would like to entertain
Billy—er—I mean, Bunter, on the occa-
sion of his windfall—"

. “Is that the terrible noise T heard
just now?”

“No, sir; I
has lad left him.

“Oh, yes: of course!” said the Head,
turning to Billy. *“You have been up
to town, Bunter?”
+“Yes, eir,”

“And you
right 7

“Yes, sir.”

“That’'s right,” smiled Dr. Locke.
“And how much money are you the
fortunate possessor of now, my boy?”

Billy Bunter put his hand into his
trousers-pocket, and drew out three
coppers. -

* Just threepence, sir,” he said.

“No, no; I don’t mean that, Bunter.
How much money has that American
man left you?”

“N-nothing, sir!”

“What?” shouted the Head,
Quelch, and the juniors in chorus.

fat

Pr
7

mean the windfall Bunter

found the solicitors all

Mr.
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illy’ Bunter blinked nervously.
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Next Friday’s Grand Long Complete Tale of
' Harry Wharton & Co.

is entitled :

“THE LANCASHIRE JUNIOR'S

RESOLVE !”
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“No, sir; nothing!” o

]t)fgx'xss;)rlxﬁn to s??% that the fat junior
was terribly disappointed, and the l‘lsari
took him by the shoulder in his usua
kindly manner. 4 y

“Tell me, my boy,” he said. 3

“Well, sir,” explained Bunter, “Iwent
to my—to those solicitor chaps, and they
laughed at me, and said that the W |1lmn.|
George Bunter they had advertised for
was found in a workhouse. He was
seventy-three years of age, :\nd‘,hc had
been left three thousand nom‘uls. i

Billy ended his esplanation jerkily,
and tears blurred the big spectacles of
the fat youth. ot 4

“Well, never mind, my boy,” said the
Head. “I never ought to have raised
vour hopes as I did. We ought to have
found out whether your father knew of
any-relations of his who had ever gone
to America. ‘T am very sorry I allowed
you to go all the way to London to ‘J(‘;
disappointed like that—I am very, sorry
indeed, my lad!”

And Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch walked
out of Study No. 1. > %

There was an oppressive silence in the
room for a moment or two; but Harry
Whatton at last dispelled if. 5

“Come on, Billy!” he s jlj\ppmg
the fat junior on the back .,“ e've got
a ripping feed ready for you!

Bunter readjusted his spectacles.

“Well, that's jolly decent of you, you
chaps!™ he said huskily.

“Not at all!”

Frank Nugent picked up the plate of
sausages from before the blazing fire,

and Bunter's eyes brightened. at the
sight of them. # 2
“Come on, you fellows,” he said; “I

haven't had much to eat to-da

And the Removites set to. X

The topic of conversation while the
feast was in progress was the football
match between the Remove and the
Fifth. s

But Harry Wharton & Co. did not at
that festive table, or ever after in Study
No. 1 or in Study No. 13, mention any
incident connected with Billy Bunter's
Windfall.

THE END,

foJoloelelolelolololololololold)

(cloYololofololololololololclololo)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Tom Merry.

( :U'IT-'.‘, of the Fifth, came along
the Shell pa 1 the School
House af nd tapped at

Tom Merry's door. N

“(ome in!” called out Tom Merry’s
heery voice.

3 Cutts opened the door.

Tom Merry, Manners, and I.u.\“tlu'r
glanced _at the figure of the Fifth-
Former in the doorway.

They looked surprised—as they felt.

Lowther slid his hand along to the
inkstand, as if to be ready in case of
Manners made a strategic

emergency. : @
ovement towards an Indian club in the
corner. S "

“Tallo, Cutts!"” said Tom M

“(Can [ come it asked Cntts.

“(

only hat!" said Monty Lowther,
zement. ‘‘Are you ill, Cutts?”
Y No.

No.
suffering from some pain or

“Then what's the matter?”
GRRe”
“\What's made you so jolly polite all of
a sudden?” demanded Lowther. ast
time you came into this study, you kicked
the door open.”

“And we chucked
Manners reminiscently.

(utts grinned faintly.

“T want to speak to Tom Merry,”

you out!” added

he
said. ’
“well, go ahead,” said Tom Merry
cheerfully.” ““No ch 3
«1—I want to speak to you
“That means that we're to get out, [
suppose " said Manners. ““‘I can see it's
<omething awfully important. Iave the
1ifth made up their minds to take their
proper place at last, Cutts, and to bow to
the Shell, and have tl sent you ag

e,

ambassador to tell us so?
“No, vou ass!” said Cutts,
«1 don't approve of Tommy having

socrets ~with these Fifth-I'orm chaps,”
g1id Monty Lowther, with a solemn shake
of the head. “I think Cutts had better

i his message to all of us. DPile in,

Clutr

+1 want to speak to Tom Merry.”

“ Alone?” asked Tom Merry, puzzled.

IHe had not the faintest idea what the
Tifth-Former could have to say to him
that hiz-chums could not hear:

C'utts nodded.

“No larks?” asked Tom Merry, sus-
piciously. 9 s

ile could not help being a litHe sus-
picious of Gerald Cutts. Relations be-
tween Cutts and the Terrible Three had
been very strained. ® .

“No larks,” said Cutts. :

“Well, we'll clear,” said Lowther, in
rasponse to a look from ‘l'om Merry.

“But mind he doesn't lend .you astray I

while
Tomm

Tom Merry laughed.

“Dry up, and clear out!"” he said.

“Right! Come on, Manners. We'll
go and jaw to the chaps in Study No. 6
while Tommy is listening to the deead
secrot.””

And Manners and Lowther, really not
without some slight misgivings, quitted
the study.

The door closed behind them.

Tom Merry looked curiously at the
Fifth-Former.

There was real distress in Gerald Cutts'
face, and there was no doubt that the
Fifth-Former was in trouble of some
sort; but why he should come to Tom
Merry about it was a mystery.
were not friends.

Apart from the rivalry between the
Fifth-Form fellows and the Shell at St.
Jim's, fellows in different Forms did not
chum together very often; and the differ-
ence between a senior and n junior was
very marked.

And Cutts was not the kind of fellow
Tom Merry liked. The hard, keen-faced
Fifth-Former, whose reckless conduct was
talked of in whispers in_the Common-
room aud the junior studies, was not at
all in Tom Merry's line.

Tom Merry could not “help thinking
of that new, but he was quite ready
help Cutts, if he could, whatever his
trouble was. Any fellow in trouble was
swre of finding a friend in Tom Merry
of the Shell.

. U Well, drive ahead, Cutts,”
junior.

“TI'm in trouble.”

“Sorry to hear it.”

“Rotten trouble,” said Cutts.

“You méan that I can help you?”

“Yes—if you will!”

“T'll be glad to do anything T can,”
said Tom Merry wonderingly.  ““Sit
down, and tell me what I can do.”

C'utts remained standing.

“T suppose you think it’s a bit queer
my coming to you?" he said restlessly.

Tom Merry nodded. -

“\Well, T do, as a matter of fact,” he
said.

“There's nobody clse,” said Cutts.
“ Nobody else who could and would help
me, [ mean.”

“You've got
Fifth.”

“Yos—Prye and Gilmore and Jones
major,” said Cutts, with a nod. “But
thoy can't help me in this, I—Tve

Sy

ur uncle's eye isn't on you,

said the

3

plenty of friends in the

tried.

“Well, T'll help you if I can,” said Tom
Merry. ““But I don’t see how a junior
can help you, if a senior can’t. What's
the trouble?" ¥

“Money.”
“«Oh 1"
. “I’want twenty quid!"
“Grent Scott!”
“Will' you.lend me. twonty pounds,

Tom Merry?” Cults made a step towards
the captain of the Shell, and his face was
white and strained.  “ Lend me twenty
pounds, or I'm ruined, and I shall be
expelled from St. Jim's!"”

'om Merry stared blankly at Cutts.
“l‘ ’I:wcl‘x‘ty pounds!” ho exclaimed.

o3,

“But—but—""

“I'm in a hole,” said Cutts. “I'm in
a frightful hole! T've had cruel luck ever
rimcc"tlw flat racing stopped, you know.

~

- “You mean you've been losing money
on horses?"” P

“Yes, and in other ways."”

“I won't say it serves you right, or
ask what did you expect,” said Tom
Merr; *“But 1T must say——""

Cutts smiled bitterly.

“I know all that,” he said. “I had
faith in my luck, and my luck's given
out, That's all.  No good telling me
I'vé been a fool; T know that. No good
telling mo to chuck it all and start fresh,
T'vo decided on that already, if T can only
get out of this hole.”

“Well, that's one good thing, any-
way."

“Ti T can once get clear—"

“ What about your pater?™

“I've been too thick on tho pater
Intely,” said Cutts, “ He's stood me over
fifty pounds extra this term, and now—
now he's written to ask me what I've
been doing with the money. He hints
that he's going to ‘ask Dr. Holmes to
keep an eye on me, and see whether I'm
wasting too much money.” -

Tom Merry gasped.

“I'vo been trying to borrow
money,” said Cutts wretchedly.
but 1it's not so jolly q
twenty quid.”

. “Then I don’t sec it's much use ask-
ing me,” said Tom Merry. “I'm sorry
for you, and I'd help you if I could. But
I ‘r:m'(." BT

‘It would be only for a couple
days,” said Cutts. it

“How do you mean?"

“In two days' time I shall have plenty
of money—by Friday,” said Cutts. ¥
could settle up, then, every shilling, and
interest, too, if you wanted it.”

Tom Merry coloured.

-“I'm not a rotten moneylender,” he
said. “I shouldn’t want any interest if
I made you a loan. But I can’t do it.”

::’II:hon I'm ruinp‘i!‘;l"‘

m sorry,” taid Tom Merry uncom-
frrtu{)‘l,};. t‘_‘l}ubdl don't sce what I T«:’n
do. at is it—do you owe th 9

“That's it.” y the mongyg

“If you're going to have plenty of
money by Friday, surely your creditor
would wait till then—a couple of days.®

tho
“Bot—
casy to borrow

Cutts shook his head.

“Io won't wait after to-night.”

“And if he docsn't—what wiil bg
done #”

Tie Pexyy Porvcar.—No, 259,
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“I ¢hall be ehown up.” ’
“Kouﬂcouldn't put him off 2”

“Non

“Who is it?” _

"M’nn named Criggs—you've seen
>

“Griggs, the bookmaker?”
“You.?

“That’s the kind of man you've been
Taving dealings with ?"" eaid Tom Merry,

“with a curl of the lip.

“You needn’t rub it in.
been a fool.”

“What is he going to do if you don't
pay him?”

“Go to the Ilead.”

“He wouldn't get the money then,”
faid Tom Merry. *“The Head wouldn’t
Jet you pay him. Gaming debts don’t
have to be paid.”

“My father would pay it to stop the
disgrace, if it all came ont. But I should
be ruined here—and at home. You can
fancy the reception I'd get from my
people -when “was sent home for
gambling.”

Tom Merry was silent. e thought he
could imagine it. o was sorry for
Cutts; but _ho was feeling angry with
Tim, too. What right had Cutts to come

“to him—a fellow he hardly knew—and
burden him 4vith his disgraceful secrets
and his blackguardiy troubles?  That
was Tom- Merry’s thought, though he
would not utter it.

Buf at the same time_the junior’s
generous heart was tonchﬁh. e would
have given a great deal to be able.to
help the reckless Fifth-Former out of the
difficulty his recklessness had® brought

I know I've

him into. 3

“Well2” said Cutts, at last. .

““I don’t know what to say,” said Tom
Merry.  “I haven’t the money, and I
couldn't poesibly raise it. I’ve got credit
enough to raise a few quid among the
-fellows, I suppose, by way of loan, if I
could rely upon you to settle with me, o
that I could settle with them.”

“By Friday I shall have plenty.”

“‘But that would only be a few pounds
—three or four. T couldn’t possibly get
twenty pounds, My dear chap, think of
it. I don’t suppose all the Shell have as
much as twenty pounds in their pockets
now, taking the whole Form together.”

“Very likely.”

* “Then I can’t do anything.”

“You've got plenty of money, Tom
Merry.” ¥

“T’ve told yoa I haven't.”

“X ‘mean, in your hands. You're
treasurer of the Junior Sports Club, and
of the Junior Dramatic Socicty. You've
got their funds!”

Tom Merry started. :

“That’s not my money,” he said.

“But it’s in your hands.”

“Yes. But—" -

- _“It’s only for a couple of days,” eaid

Cutts. “‘I swear—I give you my word
of honour—that by Friday night I'll
return every penny.”
- “Do you know what you're asking me
to do?” said Tom Merry. “That kind
of thing is called embezzlement, when
the money isn’t 1cplaced.” .

“1¢ wﬂY ba replaced. It’s only a ques-
tion of lending it to me for a couple of
days—to save me from being expelled
from the school. I know it's like my
cheek to ask you—"

X should jolly well think it is,”
Tom Merry warmly.

* But—but it's the last chance !” Cutts’
face was haggard. “I know we've not
been friends, Tom Merry—"

“T'm not thinking of that.”

said

“But you don't want to see me
znekeg':" £
“0f course I don't. But—-"

“That's what it means,” said Cutts
Tyie PENNY PorrLar,—No, 259,

P
huekily. “I shall be sacked from the
school kicked out in disgrace—and
marked for life. Being turned out of a
school like this clings to a fellow as long
as he lives:”

“T know that.”

‘“You can save me, if you like. I know
it's asking a Jot, but it mcans a lot to
me. And I give you my sacred word of
honour that I shall have the money on
Triday,” eaid Cutts. *“‘Don’t you believe
me?”

*‘Yes, I believe you. But—"

“You don’t want to usa the money
before Friday 7"

““No. Some of it will be wanted on
Saturday,” said Tom Merry. “I've got
some accoun:s for the foote= club to settle
on Saturday, .that comes to over twelve
pounds.”

“T ehall return the money on Frida

“But—but :t isi’t my moncy,” d
Tom Merry, “‘I’ve mo right to lend it
to you.”

“I Kknow,” said Cutts. “But—but
can’t you stretch a point for once to save
a chap from heing ruined?”

“I would if I could. But 3

Cutts made a hopeless gesture.

“Well, if you can’t, you can’t,” he said
miserably. T supposc I was a fool to
come here. T only came on the off-
chance. T was a fool. 1 might have
known that you wouldn’t help me. No
reason why you should, for that matter.”

“It isn't that,” said Tom Merry
slowly. “If the money were mine 2

“T'm not asking you to give it to me,”
said Cutts, “I’'m asking you to let me
have it for forty-cight hours, and then
it will be safe in your desk again.”

“But I've no right—"

“Very well. T shall have to stand it.
that's all,” said Cutts. *Don't say a
word about what I've said to you, of
course,”

“That's- understood.”

Cutts turned to the door.

“Hold on a minute,” said Tom Merry.

Cutts paused at the door.

Tom Merry was thinking hard.

“Suppose yoa offered- Griggs part of

”

it,” he said.

“I've done that.”

“He's refused ?”

“He says ho wouldn't take nineteen-
pound-ten.”

“The rotter!”

“Well, it can’t be helped.
own_fault, and I shall have to face the
music, that’s all. If you’d helped me,
I could have made a fresh start—got
clear of all that, and started fresh. Now
I'm ruined—for life! I'm’ sorry you
won't do it, Tom Merry. You might
have eaved a St. Jim’s chap from going
to the dogs, and you won't.”

“It isn't that I won’t,” said Tom
Merry, “but I can't, I can’t lend you
money that doesn’t belong to me. Sup-
pose anything happened to prevent you
from paying it back—"

“I’ve given you my word about that.”

There was a pause.

“When aro you seeing Griggs about
it?” asked Tom Merry. -

“He's coming here for the money—
to-night.”

“Here!” exclaimed the junior.

“I'm going to meet him outside—after
dark. Look here!” exclaimed Cutts
suddenly. *“¥Yqu can see him, if you
like. Tell him you’re helping me, and
ask him if he’ll take some on account,
and give me time, He might 2,

Tom Merry hesitated.

The idea of meeting Griggs, the book-
maker of Wayland, was not an agrecable
one to him. Such a meeting, too, might
got him into trouble if it were found out,
ut Tom Merry did not think of that at
the moment,

It's all my

He was only thinking of
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clping Citts out of the difficulty the
]l:‘if{‘h-ll":ormer’s {olly had landed hlrfl in. .
“If you t}éink it \\:?uld do any goo
ing hi Jutts— -
SCL:}‘I‘E’ l:l]lixgl,lf. He doesn’t belicve mo
when I say I could pay if hc]gn\sl me
time. But he’d take your worc, perhaps |
—he’d know you were squarc.
“Then I'll come :}'Itll v'%\\l‘ed
h < aatly relieved.
&I\‘;;s.x’]l?; kxfdgg;d 'Tom Merry,
he said huskily. ‘I sha'n’t forget t]'l’ll.,.
“When are you going to sce Inm,l
“Eight o'clock, outeide the sc hool
walls.”
“All right.” P
“You know the slanting onk?” eaid
Cutts. *““Ba there at five minutes to
cight, and I'll meet you, and we 1l go
together.” -
“Right-ho!” eaid Tom Merry.
Cutts left the study. P
Tom Merry was left alone, m deep
and painful thought. Cutts had played
the fool—and worse than the fool. But if
he repented of his folly, and wanted a
chanco to make a fresh start, surely he
was-cntitled to a chance! A
If Tom Merry could save him from
being expelled—it was worth an effort,
and worth risking trouble for himself,
Cutts had told the truth when he said
lisgrace of being expelled from
St. Jim’s would cling to him

”
»

could

And
imagine the averted looks, cold and cut-
ting words, that would greet the dis-
graced fellow when he returned home,
fo say that he had been kicked out of

his people—Tom Merry

school for disgraceful conduct. It was
worth some trouble and risk to eave a
St. Jim’s fellow from that.

Should he take the risk ?

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tom Merry Says “‘ Yes!”
TRL’E to his promise, Tom Merry

met Cutts ab the slanting oak at

eight o’clock. He climbed over

the wall, and followed the Fifth-
Former down the lane,

Cutts did not speak; but Tom Mlerry
could sce that the Fifth-Former's usual
coolness had quite deserted him. Cutts
was full of suppressed excitement,

It was no new thing for Cutts to be
outside the school walls after locking up.
No new thing for him, to_meet cven so
diereputable a person as Mr. Griggs of
Wayland.

His nervous excitement was evidently
due to the state of his affairs—that stata
of affairs from which he hoped Tom
Merry would be able to extricate him.
Tom Merry, almost sorry that he had
come, and yet anxious to do anything he
could for ~Cutts, followed the Fifth-
Former with a moody brow.

A squat figure wae waiting under the
chadow of the trees, a hundred yards or
less from the school gate. It was M.
Griggs. He wore a &ilk hat a little on
one side, and a necktic that announced
his presence at a considerable distance.
Cleser at hand, Mr. Griggs exhaled a
genial odour of spirits and tobacco,

‘“Hallo!” eaid Mr., Griggs. ‘‘Who's
this with yer7”

‘“A friend of mine,” said Cutte.

Mr.  Griggs peered suspiciously
Tom Merry in the gloom.

““Master Merry !” he exclaimed.

“Yes,” said Cutts, “He has come
with me to—to—"

“Well, to what?” said Mr. Griggs
grufily.

“To speak to you!”?

“That’s it,” said Tom Merry.

“Well,” said Mr. Griggs, “if Maeter

at
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Merry wants to put a little bit on a ‘orse,
I ain’t the mam to say no.”

Tom Merry reddened.

“It’s nothing of that sort!” he ex-
claimed. % ¥

“Then wot’s your business with me "
demanded the bookmaker angrily.

“It's about Cutte.” :

“You want to pay for Cutte—is that
it?"”

*No. ' But—"

‘hen I can’t see that you've got any
business with me,” said Mr. Griggs dis-
agrecably,

“I told you 1t wouldn't be any good,
Merry,” muttered Gerald Cutts,

“Cutts tells me that he owes you
money, and that yon won’t give him time
to pay, Mr. Griggs,” eaid Tom Merry,
as civilly as he could.

“Well, wot of it
Griggs.

“Cutts will have money on Friday.”

“’Ow do you know ?’

“He gives me his word."”

“Well, that's al ht,’
Griggs. ‘‘I know
fellow of his word,
money, yowll get it t

“It isn't that. Ca

demanded M.

you wait till

TFriday 1"

‘““‘No, I can’t!” said Griggs

“ But you've said yourself t
on his word.”

“That’s all right!"” eaid Mr. (
“I'd take his word if I could v
can't. Friday's no good to
short myself, and I must hav
to-night.”

“But if Cutts can’t

““If he B
eaid Mr. Griggs, with a grin.

“What will you do?”

“Toller you back to the
ece the 'Ead,” said Mr. Gr

*“He wouldn’t pay you a

“1 fancy ‘e would, rather tha
action brought,”” chuckled M

“But you couldn’t get anyt}
action, Cutts is a minor. Beside
debts are not legal, and can’
lected

-

Mr. Griggs chuckled explo
“But the action can be bro
nman, and the namo of the swindie
the name of the school and his *
master, can be got into all the papers.”

“That’s blackmail !

“Not the kind
illegal, though,” said Mr. C
*That’s my i I ai
yeckon I shall be §

“I don’t think =
and nothing more.

“TIl chance it,” said My, Grigoes,

There was a pause, SY

Tom Merry knew that if Mr. Grigga
carried out his threat, whether he ob-
tained his money or not, it would be
certain ruin to Cutts,

There was no doubt whatever on that
point.

“Well, wot'’s the game 7 asked Grigge
at last. ‘“’Ave you come to tell me that
you can’t pay, Master Cutts?”

Cutts nodded.

“And Master Merry "ave come to tell
the same—hey 7"’ 2

"ch,,:’ said Tom Merry, “ And to ask

ou—-

o Ask me nothin’ !’ gaid Alr, Griggs.
I tell you I'm short of money, I've ’ad
losses, or I wouldn’t be ’ard on an old
friend like Master Cutts. Ain't I due on
the course to-morrer, with ’ardly a brown
in my pocket. I want my money,”

“But—"

“There ain’t any buts in the matter,
Am I goin’ to be paid, or am I not goin’
to be paid ?” demanded Mr. Griggs.

Tom Merry was silent.

“Come on, Merry,” said Cutts hope-
lecsly. “I told you it wounldn't he any
good. Let him do his yworet !

young
and

You'll ruin Cutts,

“And I will!” gaid Mr. Griggs. “ You
leave me *ere without payin’, and ste wot
will *appen. I'm comin’ straight on to
the scheol.” =

“You know what that means to
Cutts 7" eaid Tom Merry.

“Wot's that to me

“You are a hard-hearted hound!”
burst out Tom Merry, ‘¥ dare say you've
made enough money out of Cutts to go
easy with him for once.”

The bookmalker scowled.

“A ’ound, am I?"” he exclaimed, “A
'ard-’earted ’ound! That finishes it!
Hand me over my money or clear out,
and leave me to take my own way !”

“Fveo got no money,” said Cutts,

“Then go your waye, and I'll go mine,”

Cutts moved away towards the echool.
Tom Merry hesitated a moment, but it
was evidently usecless to make any further
appeal to the angry bookmaker. The Shell
fellow followed Cutts, leaving Griggs still
snorting and bristling with indignation.

Friday. 1

baich_dlvd before the IMead when Grigge
calls,”

“What are you going to do?"

Cutts shrugged his shoulders again,

“Bolt !"” he said briefly.

“You are going home?"

“To explain_to the pater before he
hears from the Head? No, thanks i .

Tom Merry looked alarmed.

“Then where are you going?” he
asked.,

I don't know—anywhere,"”

“ Look here, Cutte, this won't do. You
can’® bolt like that. You—-"

Cutts caught his arm,

:I“ll‘lwk !"t ho mutlcrrei!l. o

e squat figure of Mr. Grigge paseed

them in the dusk, procr:cdin‘frg d?roecuy
towards the gates of the school,

“You see that 1" eaid Cutts. “What's
the good of going back £

4 wish I could—"
~“You could help mo if you like,"” said
Cutts sullenly. *You heard what Griggs

= 7'//—"////////// ] ///ml li ’] {'\'
‘ . : O /N
' P

Amidet great excitfement and thunderous cheers, Mr.
out twenty sovereigne from the purso,
Twenty pounds!

"Tom Morry accepted them.

Jaggers counte
and like a falloveoln a dl:'::.r:
He was saved !

ﬂfW\N\MN\AvaWwv\ANWW\/WWWVV\NWI

“T'm sorry, Cutfs,” said Tom Merry.

Cutts gave a hopeless ehrug of his
shoulders,

“Well, you've dished me novw, if there
was a chance at all,”’ he said. “There
was no need to call him names.”

The junior flushed. 3

“I'm sorry. But I don't eec that it
n;{.{l’e any difference. He wouldn't let you
off.!

“No. I suppose he wouldn’t.”

“Yhat are you going to do now 7’2

Cutts gave a hard Jaugh.

““You can go in,” he said,

Tom Merry }mused as Cutts «topped. -

*“And you?” he said.

‘‘Leave me here.”

“But what'are you going to do?” eaid
Tom anxiouely.

“I'm not going back to the school to

said—cven he would take my word aboup
paying on Friday. And you won't.”

1 take your word, but—but—-1

“Then let me have the money for a
couple of days. You don’t want it till
Saturday; and what difference will i
make t{o yon?”

::%Ione; but—'t";

ut you won't do it—to e

being rilincd gl ATe e

i th

*“Why should you 7” said Cutts bitt
“WWell, let it go.ab that, - Good-bye ™"

“Hold on a minute !”

Tom Merry’s brain eeemed to be in-a
\\'lilrl. ; i

For himeelf, he would never ha
dreamed of touching the money enmnt:z
to him. But—as Cutts said—it
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a loan, to be replaced before the money
was wanted. To save a St. Jim's fellow
from ruin—surely it would be justifiable
to use the money? Nobodlv’ would be
“wronged, as the money would be replaced.
Surely he was carrying-‘punctiliousness
too fur in kecping the money locked. up
in_his desk while a fellow was being
rained for want of the use of it for a
couple of days?

* You—you're sure about the money on
Friday, Cutts?” faltered the junior.
Cutts’ face lighted up.

** Honour bright !"* he said,

“Then—then—"

“You'll let mo have it?”

“Yes,” -snid Tom Merry.

" Tho words seemed wrung from him.

“Good egz!” exclaimed Cutts. “You
sha'n’t be sorry for it. But—but perhaps
it's too Inte. If Griggs has run——"

“‘Stop him !

Cutts dashed after the bookmaker.

He rcjoined Tom-Merry in a few
minutes, k

“It's all right!” he said. - “‘I stopped
him in time. He was just at the gate,”

“ And—and—"

‘‘ He's going to wait ten minutes while
I fetch the money.” P

. Very well,” said Tom Merry heavily,

““‘Come on—we shall have to be quicl |
He half-suspects it's a trick to gain

“Right-ho !”

They hurried back to the spot where
they had crossed the school wall. Five
minutes later they were in Tom Merry's
study, in the Shell passage in the School
House. Tom Merry took out a bunch of
keys, and selected the key of his desk.
Cutts closed the door of the study, and
stood watching him with cager eyes and
trembling hands. -

“Quick ! he muttercd feverishly,

Was he afraid that Mr. Griggs would
not wait, or that Tom Merry might
change his mind ? e

Tom unlocked the desl.

He toolk out the money from a sccret
recess—two banknotes - for five pounds
each, and ten golden sovereigns. It
cleared out his stock, with the exception
of a half-sovereign and some silver,

Cutts took the money cagerly.

“If T don’t have it Knck on Friday it
means that I'm disgraced instead of you,
Cutts," said the junior heavily.

*“It's a dead cert for Friday.”

“Then go and pay Griggs.”

Catts thrust the money into his pocket,
and hurried out of the study. Tom Merry
relocked his desk, and threw himself into
his chair, with a wrinkled and gloomy
brow. Had he done wisely—had he dono
honestly ?

Suppose, by some -wretched chance,
Cutts failed to retarn the money? \What
was to happen then? The thought was
like an icy chill to the junior. Ile had
acted  foolishly—wrongly—for another's
salt:;. And how was it going to turn
oul

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tom Moarry Makes a Discovery.
HE next morning Tom Merry felt
—and looked—worried. He had
not slept well, and that told upon
him a little. ~ And the twenty
pouids he had lent to Cutts, of money
not his own, was an ever-present weight
upon his mind,

Jack Blake of the Fourth thumped
him on the back as he met him in the
TForm-room passage.

“Glorious morning, kid!" said Blake,
“Come down to the footer! Chynce of
a little decent practice at last!"

“I'll join you there:”

“Come now !” said Lowther.

Tom Merry shook his head.
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“Why not " demanded Manners,
“Oh, don't bother ! .
“What "

_#I-I mean let me alone for a bit !”

Tom Merry's sunny temper  was
suffering from the cficets of mental
worry.  His rusty answer would pro-
bably have caused huffiness at any other
time, but just now Manners was very
patient. Tle only nodded, and walked
dway. Monty Lowther lingered for a
moment, and then followed him.

Tom Merry remained in the Form-
room passage as the juniors trooped out.
A few minutes later tho Iifth Form
wero released, and Cutts came out with
Pryc and Gilmore and Jones major.

Cutts was looking quite cool and
cheerful; ho was quite tho old Cutts
again. He could hardly have been

recognised as _tho same fellow who had
come to Tom Merry's study the previous
evening.

Ho did not sece the Shell fellow uniil
Tom Merry came forward to speak to
him; then he nodded quite coolly.

< speak to you, Cutts

said
'1‘om- said
“Fags arc not allowed to speak to
Fifth-Formers,”

o said  Pryo. “Run
away, little boy !"

“Go away and play!" said Jones
major.

But Tom Merry was not in a mood
for fun.

“I want to speak to you; Cutts,” he
said. : »
::gx;n”,t. it wait 7" said Cutts,

“My hat'!" exclaimed Jones major
warmly. “Of all the cheek! I suppose
they haven't shifted you into the Sixth
all of a sudden, and made you a prefect,
havo they, Merry ?”

“No,” said Tom Merry.

“Then buzz off, and don't be checky !

“I must speak to Cutts !

““Oh, let him rip ! said Cutts lazily.
“T’'ll join you fellows in a minute !

The Fifth-Formers sniffed, and went
on. Cutts remained behind with Tom
Merry. His manner was not cordial.

“What is it?” he asked sharply.

“About that money,” said
Merry.

“Well, what about it? Don't shout !

“I'm not shouting.”

“Well, get it over!" said Cutts
irritably. “What do vou want to say
about it 7" 4

“You're quite sure about Friday ?
_ “Haven't I told you so?"
“Yeos.?

Tom

“Well, then, do you want me to say
so again ?”

“Yes,” said Tom Merry. “I--T've
been thinking about it. I—I couldn’t
sleep last night for thinking of it.”

Cutts stared at him.

“Well, you must be an
mented.

“I suppose I am,” said Tom Merry
bitterly. “I was an “ass to.lend money
that didn't belong to me, that's quite
true.”

Cutts nodded calmly.

“You'ro quite, quite sure thal you can
let me have it to-morrow,” Cutts?"”

“Quite sure.”

“It's a large sum.”

“I shall have twico as much to-mor-
row,” said Catts, in an airy way.

Tom Merry eyes opened wide.

“Tywice as much! That would be
forty pounds!”

“I know it would.”

“You expect to get forty pounds to-
morrow ?"’ -

“It's a dead cert.” :

“Well, that’s all right, then,” said
T‘an Merry, relieved,

ass!" he com-

Of course it's- all right, you young

duffer ! you think 1 was going to
let you in?" demanded Cutts.

-~ THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday. .

“Well, no.
you know.” X

“There won't be any accident this
time. It's a dead cert—the deadest of
dead certs,” said Cutts confidently.

The words made Tom Merry uncasy
again. Cutts had said last night that it
was a dead cert; but Tom had not taken
special notice of the words. Cutts was
given {o speaking in sporting slang.
But the words now, as the Fifth-Former
repeated them, struck upon his mind
with a new wmeaning.

“Would you mind telling me whero
the money is coming from, Cutts?” ho
asked. “I don’t want to inquire into
your private affairs, of course, but—"

*‘But that's just what you are doing,
said Cutis.

Tom Merry flushed. 4

“I don't mean to,” he said. “But--
but this is such a jolly serious matter
for me, that I can’t help fecling worried.
I suppose you are expecting a remit-
tance from your people?”

Cutts Inughed.

“I jolly well wish I had somo pcople
who would remit me forty quid at a
time !"" ho said.

Tom Merry's heart sank.

“Then it isn’'t a remittance?”
asked.

““Of course il isn't."” -

““A—a present from somebody, then?"”

“If you know any somebodies who
make presents of forty quid, kid, I'd be
glad of an introduction to them,” said
Cutts.

“Then what is

“It's a cert.”

Tom Merry started. g

“You—you don't mean that—that it's
a race?” he gasped. “You're not ex-
pecting to win moncy ?”

“What clse did you think?"”

Tom Merry scemed to see-the Form-
room passage and Cutts and everything
else spinning round him for a moment.
So that was it!

But accidents happen,

ho

He found his voice at last.

“You—you villain!” he gasped.
“You swindler !

Cutts laughed.

Truly, Cutts oxtricated from his

difficulty was a very different person
from Cutts in fear of the consequences
of his reckless folly.

Tom Merry clenched his hands.  1le
was tempted to plant his fist full in the
laughing, cynical face of the blackguard
of the Fifth.

Cuits drew back a pace.

“Don’t be a fool, Mcrry!” he said
harshly. &

“You thief!"

“Don’t be a fool! Iold your tongue!
Do you want to get a crowd round us?™
said the Fifth-IFormer savagely.

“I don't care!”

“You had better care. You can call
me a swindler if you like. Jut what
will the fellows call you when they know
you've spent the money trusted in your
hands?"

“Spent it 7" :

Cutts shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, disposed of it, at any rate,” he

said.

“T lent it to you.”

“Not much” good telling the fellows
that- when (hey want to know what's
become of it,” said Cutts, with a sncer.
“Better keop your temper, and hold
your tongue. T tell you you're going to
have the money back to-norrow. What
moro do you want?"”

“Money won on a race
Merry.

“It's as good as any other money,
isn't it ?”

“No,” said Tom Merry, “it isn’t. It's
not clean moncy. No decent fellow
would touch moncy made in gambling.”

on

said Tom

“NMy dear chap, we're not in a
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Sunday-schiool  Mow,”  remonstrated

Cutts. *“‘Don’t give me that bosh!”
“0Oh,” said Tom Merry. “If I'd

known ! Y

“You wouldn't have lent me the tin?”
“No, I wouldn’t.” = S
“Then I'm jelly well glad you didn’t
know.” 3 3
“You—vou said yon were going to
b over

that. To turn a new

o]

chuck all

lea -

“Well, g0 1 am.”
meant that I was-goir \
ful—and &0 I am. No more plunging
for me. I'm not going to have any
money on oufsiders at fifty to one, It's
too caveless; they never roall{ get home,
only onee in a blue moon. Nothing for
me in future, unless I know the geegee
i« going to romp home. This time it's
a straight tip from the stable—straight
from the horse’s mouth. The Kid is
sure to get lh’o!m'.".

“The Kid! 4

“'I'{:g!'q the name of the horse,” eaid
Cutts, in condescending pity for the
junior’s ignorance of the Tarf,

“And—and the money I gave you—
it wasn’t to pay- Griggs, then—it was to

ke a new bet?
“”(}u(u shifted uneasily.  Even Gerald
Cutts was not quito dead to a sense o

ame. Z
bh‘tl‘,\'ot exactly that,” he said.  “You
cce, Griggs was very rusty—very ugly
indeed. I had to let himi have his
money, or he would have done as he
threatenod.  Ile's not a welsher. e
plays fair, and pays when a chap wins,
and it was only fair to let him have his
money. 1f he'd been a swindler him-
«olf he wouldn’t have cut up so rusty:
it was because he's always paid on the
nail that he cut up so rusty about not
wetting his money. 1 had staked on my
word, end I couldn’t make my word
cood. It was fifteen quid I owed him,
and he'd really given me a lot of time,
{oo. And he was short of money him-
self. He had to have it, or he'd have
gone to the Head”

You said twenty!

«\Well, you see, 1 had this dead cert
about tho Kid-it's un absolute cer-
tainty. I've got it frp_m‘ o p:\l who
knows the owner. The Kid's being kept
Jark, but he’s absolutely certain to romp
nome.  They're giving cight to eone
against—think of ~that —cight to one
against a hor.\(‘"!]m‘! \\'l_ll romp home as
cure as a gun!” Cutts’ cyes were shin-

ing with excitement now, lh‘c gambling

fovor was on him; and Tom Merry,

Jooking at him, could understand how

it was that honour, and principle, and

everything else, vanished from con-
sideration when the spiriv of gambling

seized upon its wretched vietim, “I

had to have fifteen quid for Griggs. It

would have lH.‘l‘"‘i\ sin and a shame not
to have another fiver to put on the Kid,
to net a clear forty quid as easy as
yolling off a log. Don’t you think so?7”

“1 don’t.”

“Qh, rats! =

“Suppose the Kid doesn't win 772

“He will win.”

“But suppose he doesn’t 7"

“What's the good of supposing an
impossibility,” said Cutts irritably. “I
tell you it'’s an absolute dead cert—a
straight tip from the stable.”

© 7 “If it were my own money I'd lent
you, I’d refuse to take it back from such

a source as that,” said Tom Merry.
“Then you'd be a fool.”
“1'd yather be a fool than a gambler,
But it wasn’t my money, and I must have
it back. I must.” :
“Well, you'll have it back to-morrow.
‘And some more With it, if you like.
Look here, it's not too late—a wire to
Griggs. -

“What do you mean?’™

“T mean, that if you've got a quid to
spare, I can wire it to Griggs, and you'll
have eight quid, and yom' own quid
back, to-morrow.”

“I wouldn’t touch it.”

“What rot!”

“If I get that twenty back, it will be

all right,” said Tom Me * But——"

“You'll get it to-morrow,"”

“When3¥

“The race is run at two o'clock. The
evening papers will have the winners
in them,” said Cutts. “You can get
an_evening paper in Wayland at {:ht
o'clock, if you like.” Tle paused. But
I shall_have the money before then.

Griggs is coming back here, and I shall
see him in the evening, and he'll square
HED

 After——""

“Yes, after what's happened.
is a square man, in his own line. He's
all right now he’s got his money. He'll
turn that fifteen quid into five hundred
to-morrow, I expect. I only wish I had
his chances.”

“And if your horse is

“He can’t be beaten. '

“If I'd known this,” said Tom Merry,
“I'd have chucked you out of mv_mul_v
last night. But it's no good talking to
you, 1 can see that. If you get the
money, pay me the twenty quid you bor-
rowed, and don’t cver speak ~to me
again.”

riggs

’bcmcni"
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;

Mr. Jaggers makes an Important
announcement.

Gerald Cutts langhed.

“¥ don’t exactly pine for the society
of junior kids,” he said. “I sha'n't
bother you any more, I assure yon. But
don’t go round with a face like a hatchet
—the money will be here all right to-
morrow. It’s a_dead cert!”

Tom Merry did not repl
out into the quadrangle, ’Ziﬁ heart as
heavy as lead. Cutts walked away
whistling. Cutts was very bright and
cheerful that day.

’
He went

THE FOURTH CHAPRTER.
The ‘' Dead Cert.”

ANNERS and Lowther were
M lounging in the doorway of the
School House the next after-

noon, when Tom Merry came

out, with his cap on.

““ Going out?” asked Monty Lowther.

“Yes,” said Tom Merry.

““Anywhere in particular?”

“I'm going for a spin on my bike.”

Lowther bit his hip. Tom Merry's
reply was an evasion; he understood that.
He would not say where he was qoing,
and he did not want them to come!

The_ chums of the Shell looked after
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v

walked away, round the house towards
the bicycle shed.

They watched Tom Merry wheel his
bicycle down to the gates. Tom Merr,
mounted, and pedalled away towards
Wayland.

Tom had not seen Cutts that after-
noon. The black sheep of the Fifth had
gone out soon after lessons, and he had
not returned. Tom Merry guessed
casily enough that he had gone to sea
Griggs; but he could not wait for Cutts
to return. _IHe must know whether The
Kid had won—whether he was to re-
ceive the money that evening, as Cutts
had promised. A

His thoughts were bitter enough as‘he
pedalled through the dusky lanes,

What a fool he had been! He had
trusted a gambler—he might have
guessed what the result would be. He
had lent money that should have been
sacred to him—money he should never
have touched for his own purposes.

He realised the seriousncss of that
now. IHis motive had been good and
generous; but in effect it was the same
as if he had squandered the money for
himself. The money was gone, and he
could not replace it. If E‘hQ Kid- did
not win—— .

The Kid must win!

It was the wretched thought of the
gambler~he felt that he was a gambler
now. He was like the misornlﬁc mén
who stood upon the racecomrse, with
hearts palpitating between hope and
fear—afiluence on one hand, ruin on the
other. Tho horse must win!

Like the trembling punters standing
round tho roulette tables at a Continental
casino, \\'ntchmﬁ for the number to come
up—numbers backed by money they
could ill spare, money "sometines not
their own. The number must come up!
But the number does not come up—and
the horse does not win! And then——

Tom Merry thought of Cutts with
bitter anger. Cutts had dragged him
into this—had made a gambler of him
in spite of himself, 4

He rode into Wayland, and inyuired at
the first newsagent's for an evening
paper. But Wayland did not receive ita
evening papers early. They were not in
yet, and he had to wait—a weary wait,

He rode away on his bicycle, and spent

/B a quarter of an hour riding nbout aim.

lessly. Then ho came back: bat the
papers had not arrived. Then he waited
outside the shop.

He pictured to himself Cutts, fre-

B quently engaged in that manner, wait-

ing for the arrival of the news,
scanning  the racing columns
whether his horse had won.

What was there in it—what but
feyerish anxiety and misery ?

How_ could any fellow who was not a
erass fool spend his time and money
in such a_way? It was Tom Merry's
first experience of the gambling fover—
it would be his last. It was bitter
enough “while it lasted.

The papers at last!

Tom Merry took the paper, and
opened it outside the op. In his
anxiety he forgot the risk o being seen
scanning the sporting columns of a newe-
paper in the public street. He could
think of nothing but the Abbotsford
Plate, and The Kid.

. Had the horse won? Cutts'
intelligence was generally reliable; cer-
tainly he had often won money. Had

e been right this time, or was the
deadest of dead certs a delusion and a
snare? 8

He scanned the paper eagerly. Ho
could not find the racing page at first,
and when he found it, he found reports
-of various races, but the Abbots
Plate wns not among them, & Tace

eagerly
to see

racing

Tom Merry with lowering brows as he
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was mpntioned, but not among the Te-
sults. The report was not there. The
paper Lad gone to press-too carly for it.
'om Merry's heart sank within him.

After all this misery and anxiety he

~ was not to know—not till he saw Cutts
again. Then suddenly he thought of the
Stop Press column. He sought for it
eagerly. He knew that the results of
~ some of {he later races would be there.

Yes, hore it was. Stop Press News.
Abbotsford Plate. Result:

“King Cole. Merryandrew. North
Wind.”

What did it mean? There were only
three names given, and the name of The
Kid did not appear among them.

He knew what it meant.

King Cole had won, Merryandrew had
been second, and North Wind had been
third. The Kid had not even been

Plz\ced‘ ;
The “dead cert” had failed.
The horse which was to
home, the dead cert from the stables,

“romp "

~ the tip that was as good as straight from

the horse’s mouth—he remembered all
Cutts' expressions—they had failed.

The Kid was not even among the first
three—the only names that were given.
In a later paper his place might be
given—fourth, or fourteenth, it was all
the same. He had not been backed for
a place, but to win. And he had not
even been placed. The Kid, instead of
being a dark horse, and only a supposed
outsider, was a real outsider, as most
outsiders are. 5

He had lost the race!

Cutts had lost!

And Tom Merry?

The unhappy junior threw down the
paper, - and slowly and mechanically
mounted his bicycle, and rode back to
St Jim's

What was to happen now?

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The Last Chance.

IRECTLY he reached St. Jim's
D Tom Merry went up to his study
and shut himself in.

At length the door of the study
opened, and Manners and Lowther came
in. They were both Tooking very grave,

“You're coming out, Tom?" usked
Lowther.

Tom Merry shook his head.
“There's a performance at Jaggers'

rcus at Rylcombe,” said Manners.
“It's the last performance before they
Ko. You must come and sce the

Japanese wrestler I

“Thanks, I don’t want to.”

“TLook here,” said Lowther, * we were
thinking that you might take him on,
You're a topping wrestler, and in good
condition, and you might be able to take
the bounder down a peg or two.”

Tom Merry smiled faintly.

. “You must come ont, Tom,”
Manners.

“T don't fecl fit.”

There was a short silence in the study.
Tom Merry knew that his chums were
searching his face, and his glance
dropped before theirs. | It was the first
time Tom Merry of St. Jim’s had been
ashamed to look his friends in the face.

“Look here, Tom,” said Lowther at
last.  “This won’t do. Tell us what's
the matter. This can’t go on!”

“It can't Tom,” said Manners.

Tom Merry groaned aloud.

“0Oh, what a fool I've becn—what a
fool ! he muttered.

“Tell ns, Tom,” said Monty softly.
“We'll stand by you. And three can
bear it better than one—whatever it is.”

¢ Shoulder to shonlder,” said Manners,

“You won't say that when you know,”
eaid Tom Merry drearily, 1

“Try ns, and sce.”

said
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Ee dis o -

“Tsuppose I may as well tell you now,”
said Tom, with an effort, “The whole
school will know it soon, and they’ll point
at me in the quad as a swindler, till T
get out.”

“Tom,” said Lowther huskily, “are
you mad? Do you know what you're
saying?”

YVes” -

“A—a—a swindler!” °

“Yes."”

“You're off your rocker, Tom!"” said
Manners, whose face had gone. very
white.

“You don't know what I've done.” .

“YWhat have you done?”

“I've used the club funds{”

It was out now.

Tom Merry stood with his eyes upon
the floor. There was a long, long silence:
—it scemed centuries long to the unhappy
unior, When Lowther broke it at last
.tls voice had a strange husky sound in
it.

“You're joking, Tom.
done that?"

“Y have.”

“The club funds—you're treasurer

“Yes

“You've spent them?”

“No. T've given them away!”

“I knew it wasn’t so bad as you made
out,” said Lowther, with a breath of re-
liof. “Tell us all about it, you fathead,
and don’t make yourself out blacker than
you are. Tell us the facts, you silly, silly
ass!” . i

“It was Cutts, I know {hat,” said
Manners.

Tom Merry nodded.

“Tl give you the whole yarn,” he
said.  “Cutts was going to be shown up
by a bookmaking cad, if he didn’t settle
with him, . Tt was a question of his being
expelled. He asked me to let him have
the club money to save him.”

“The cad—the rotten cad!”

““I refused at ficst. I—I ought to have
stood to it. But I saw the man, and he
meant to ruin Cutts. And Cutts swore
that I should have the money back to-
day for certain. Tt was only loaning it
for a couple of days—to save him from
being disgraced and expelled. I gave
way, like a fool.”

S Lll'(u a_fool—yes; but not like a
rogue,” said Lowther warmly. “The
fellows will think you're a siil if
they know; but that's all.” 3

“I hadn’t any right to lend moncy that

You haven't

oy i !
wasn't mine,” said Tom Merry heavily

“Besides, you fellows believe .me, of
course, but other fellows mayn’t. = All
they know is, that I've got rid of the
money that was trusted to me.”

“I—I suppose so.”

“And  Cutts won't pay?” asked

Manners.
“He won’t be able to.”
“How much is it 7"
“Twenty pounds.”
“My hat !
enty pounds!
“ Might as well be twenty thousand,”
said Manners miserably. = “Why, we
“lt“"w{t !l\_(" ghost of a chance of raising
) et
Monty Lowther gava a sud
“My hat!"” he exclaimed,
“Monty—"
“Great Scott, I've got it!"”
“Got what? The twenty quid?”
No, ass; the idea!” ~
Tom Merry's face flushed with hope.
*What are you thinking of, Monty ?”
he asked. d
“ Yoshi Kayeshi!”
“What 7"
“The Japanese wrestler."
“But what—"
“Don’t you see,” exclaimed Monty
Lowther excitedly—“don’t you sece, fat-

W
A

den jump.
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head? He challenges the public at every
performance for a chap who can stand
against him for five minutes, and offers
twenty pounds to the chap who can do
it. You're going to try, and do it!
Sce?” : 2

Tom Merry put his hand to his brow.
Was it a chance, after all?

“T—I couldn't do it!” he stammered.
““Rot!"” said Monty Lowther em-
phatically. )

“But—but—" i

“No time for buts!” said Monty
Lowther. * You're going to wrestle the
Jap, and you're going to hold him for
five minutes. You're going to bag the
quids, and everything in the botanical
department will be lovely! See?”

R "

ut—

“Shut up, and come on! You're
going to do it, I say! We'll take n
crowd of 8t. Jim's chaps to see fair play !
Come on 1™

“ But—" :

But Monty Lowther did not wait for
any more “buts.” He grasped Tom
Merry by the arm, and rushed him out
of the study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tom Merry for St. Jim's.

AGGERS' CIRCUS was crammed.
J In a front row sat the Terrible
Three, supported on_either hand
by Blake £ Co., of Study f
and Figgins & Co., of the New House.

Tom Merry sat silent amid the hubbub
of voices. His brow was knitted and
moody. He had determined to take on
the Jap wrestler's challenge, and do his
best.  But while all the other fellows
were thinking of the excitement of the
contest, and the glory that would acerue
to St. Jim’s if Tom Merry stood up
against the Oriental champion, Tom
Merry was thinking far other thoughts.

It was the last hope.

If he stood manfully against the pro-
fessional wrestler, and held his own for
the stipulated five minutes, he was saved.
If not, it was ruin! :

That knowledge was enongh to make
him grave amid the buzz of cheery talk.
He lardly noticed the performance when
it began.

He hardly saw the rapid ride
acrobats, the clown, the lion-tame h
various turns that preceded tho appear-
ance of the Jap.

A buzz at last told him that his pro-
specti opponent had a) re/i.  The
Jap came into the arena.

He was a lithe, small man, not much
bigger than the boy who intended to take
up his_challenge.  But his form was
splendidly developed, and he looked a
mass of sinew and strength.  If he was
not a real Japanese, he was got up very
well indeed to resemble one. ™ Ile was in
the scanty garb of the wrestler, and his
bare skin glistened in the light.

“Tlere he is!" said Monty Lowther.

“Look at him, Tommy !"

That was not needed. Tom Merry was
looking at him with all his eyes. = Iis
heart sank a little. k

Yoshi Kayeshi would have baen a
tough opponent for a full.grown man,
and a professional like himself.

And Tom Meryy, strong, and well-
trained and athletic as he was, was oniy
a schoolboy—a junior schoolboy.

“Iallo, here’s Jaggers going
speak! This is the challenge!”

Mr. Jaggers addressed the audience.
* ITe announced that Yoshi Kayeshi, -of
Nagasaki, would give an exhibition of
various kinds of wrestling, and added
that the Japanese champion had ne
found an opponent who could stand
against him.

In proof of this, Yoshi Kayeshi offered

the sum of twenty pounds to any member

to

. '
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of the audience here present who could
stand against_him for five minutes with-
out being thrown.

Yoshi Kayeshi grinned at the audience,
and showed his tceth. 1o looked
towards the spot where the St. Jim's

" fel llu\\s were clustered, and his lip curled.
“Is there no one who will try?” he
exclaimed. I will not hurt him. Is
there not a schoolboy who will try to
~tmul :\bll“lﬁ( Yoshi Kayeshi?”
“Yes,” roared Blake of the Yourth,
“there is!”

Yoshi Kayeshi's eyes glittered.

** Let him stand forth I"” he said.

Tom Merry rose to his feet.

“T accept the challenge I he said.

There was a deafening burst of cheer-
ing from the St. Jim's fellows. L4

Hurrah !

“ Bravo, Tom Merry !

“ Play up, St. Jim's!"”

Tom Merry stepped forward into the

Mr. Jaggers met him with wide
He was not afraid of the defeat
of his champion, and such a contest gave
an added interest to the cirens perforin-
anee, and was a good advertisement. Mr.

'klg;on was always glad to see Yoshi

Kayeshi's challenge taken u{)

“Welcame, young gentleman!” he
said grulouuh *1f you care to strip,
there is a dressing-room  at your
disposal.”

“TH have my jacket off.”
Moerry; *“that will be all right.”

‘\'cn goed ! Coshi Kayeshi, ﬂnq
young gentleman is ready to meet you.'

Mr. Jakgers took out a big i:n!d watch.
Several of the St. Jim's fellows came
round to back up Tom Merry, and they
timed theic  watches by the  circus-
master’s,  There was to be no doubt
about the result

“Ready ?” Jaggers.

“Ready, sir.” .

Then the signal was given.

And every cye in the circus was bent
cagerly upon the schoolboy and the
wrestler as they gripped, and the struggle
commenced.

Tom Merry gave grip for ¢
his beef in it.

.

md Tom

:nsk‘vd Mr.

grip, with all

At the first grasp of the Japanese he
knew that he had an opponent to face
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who was hard as nails, and wiry and alerd
as a panther.

Tom Merry was aleo wiry and alert.

Iis chums watched him cagerly. 'The
whole crammed circus was  breathless
with excitement. The general expecta-
tion was that the schoolboy waull
crumble up in the grasp of the prefes
sional wrestler.

When he did not, it looked as if Yoshi
Kayoeshi was purpnm'l} sparing him, in
order to make the contest longer and
more interesting to the audience.  But
the keener of the observers u\nl(l see that
this was not the case.

Yoshi Kayeshi's face
bitter, and his eyes were like flints. He
was straining every nerve to *‘down”
the boy who was standing up to him,
nml he was not xuuoe\hng yet.

“Two minutes!” muttered
Lowther, his eyes on his watch.

“Bai Jove!”

And Tom Merry was still standing the
strain,

Tho grip of the Jupanese was like iron

(Continued on the next page.)
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bands. Tho hard face and cruel eyes
Jooked into his with a dack threat in
them. - 3 :

To and fro they swayed, g:'lp against
grip, strength against strength.

'lPom Merry felt himself forced back.

Farther and farther, down and down—
down, {ill it seemed that he must yield, or
break: and the hard face of the wrestler

grinned nbove him.

His chums watched breathlessly.

Could ho stand the strain?

And Lowther and Manners, who knew
what there was at stake, almost groaned.

Their chum was failing.

_But Toni Merry's face was still steady,
his eyes clear, his lips_hard. There was
a sudden twist, snake-like, and the junior
was erect again, still in the grip of the
Japanese, but with his shoulders up, his
liead thrown back—unconquered.

- And the struggle went on.

“Three minutes !”” said Manners.

The audience hung on the struggle
now.

The dullest of them could sec that it
ywas o very real one now, that the pro-
fessional wrestler was doing his best to
throw the schoolboy, and that as yet he
-could not do it.

Two more minutes, and -Tom Merry
would have won, >

Two minutes !

. Two centuries to the gallant lad strain-
ing in the iron grip of the wrestler,

One minute !

There was a slight cheer from the
crowd.

But most of them were too excited and
breathless to cheer. They watched' with
all their eyes. Whether Tom Mo ¥ won
ar lost, he had given an exhibition of
pluck and iron endurance that was well
worth witnessing.

now. Ile did not want to sec his
champion defeated. But he wanted fair
play. He had no desire to trick. And
with the audience keenly’ counting the
seconds, and the St. Jim’s fellows stand-
ing round trickery would have been im-
possible, if he had wanted it
: With the wrestler it was different. Iis
face was growing flushed and savage, and
his hEs were drawn back in a snarl, show-
ing the set teeth. He was putting all his
strength, all his ekill into it now.

And still the schoolboy was -holding

Lim.

Thirty seconds of the fifth minute were
gone.

Tom Merry was still standing the
strain. -

It seemed to the boy that he could
stand it no longer. Tlesh and blood and
bone could not bear the terrific strain
Yoshi Kayeshi was putting upon him.

Mr. Jaggers was looking very serious,

- Yet still he stood his ground.
He was not down yet.

“Tywenty seconds more!” breathed
Lowther.
Tom Merry heard the words. v

Twenty seconds |

Could he stand it so long?

How short a flash of time—a second,
under ordinary circumstances. But now
it seemed as if they would never tick
‘away. Would it nover be ended? The
junior almost sobbed with the cruel
efforts he was making. But he stood it
yet.

£ Ten seconds! Buck up, Tom!"”

The Japanese made a last terrific effort.
Tom Merry put fortlr all his strength to
meet it; but he was failing—failing.
Flesh and-blood could stand no more.

Iis bruin was_whirling.

How long? How long?

“Stand up to him, Tom. One second
more—one second! For goodness’ sake,
stand it!"” Lowther muttered hoarsely.

Then there was a roar g

“Time!”
And tlmn‘ Tom Merry scemed to
crum]?lc up in the terrible grasp of the
wrestler, and he went down, and down,
and crashed into the sawdust.

But time was up.

“Tive minutes and two seconds!”
velled Figgins, as Tom Merry’s shoulders
touched the ground. ‘A win—a win for
St. Jim’s! Hurray !”

“Bwavo!” .

They rushed to pick him up. Tom
Merry leaned heavily in Lowther’s arms—
the cir the faces, were spinning round
him. His vision cleared.

Alr. Jaggers' face was a study. Yoshi
Kayeshi was gritting ‘his teeth.  Mr.
Jaggers whispered to him hurriedly. It
was neeessary to put a good face on the
matter, at all events.

Mr. Jaggers closed his big watch with
a snap.

“TLadies and gentlemen—""

“ Hurray "’

I am pleased to say:

* Hurray !

“I am pleased to say that our young
friend has stood against Yoshi Kayeshi
for the stiPulntcd five minutes—""

“Bravo!”

“‘ And; therefore, wins tha prize, which
T shall have the honour of presenting to
him immedlately. The young gentleman
has shown what British pluck can do,”
said Mr. Jaggers, touching the right
chord.

Thunderous cheers interrupted him.

(hen, amid great excitement, Mr.
Jaggers counted out twenty golden
sovereigns from the purse; and, like n

”»

fellow in a dream, Tom Merry accepted
them.
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Twenty pounds!

He was saved ! y

What he had risked by over-faith he
had saved by pluck.

. % 5 3 x .

Tom Merry and his chums were doing
their prep, later on in the evening, wheu
Cutts of the Fifth looked in. :

Manners and Lowther showed no dis-
position to leave when Cutts entercd.

“Ahem!” said Cutts.  “1 want to
speak to you, Tom Merry, in private

Tom Merry looked at him slon(hl_ﬂ

“You can speak before my pals,
said. “They know all about it.”

Cutts flushed a little.

“Very well,” he said. “T hear that
you got twenty quid at the circus; i
f I saw you bag it there.”

Yes.”

“I've got a jolly good thing on——"

“Another dead cert?” asked Tom
Merry, so quietly that Cutts was cu-
couraged to proceed. §

“Yos, that's just it,” he said eagerly.
“ A dead, sure snip!"”

“Right from the stables, T suppose!

“Yos.”

ho

ight from the horse's mouth, in

fact
Yes, that's it exactly. Tf you care o
risk a few quid—not that there's any risk
in the matter—it's a dead, sure snip.
can get the money put on for you ;.'\t
seven to one, and you'll simply bag the
cash. What do you s
Tom Merry rose to his feet. :
“What do I sa he repeated. ‘1
that the sooner you get out of this st
Cutts, the better it will be for you!
Cutts gritted his teeth.
“You checky young
began.
* Collar the cad!” said Lowther.
And in a_moment Cutts of the Tifth

he

cub—"

strugi ling in the grasp of the
ble 'lﬁ\'ce, But his struggling was
useless against -three indignant juniors

and then a loud bump in the pa
and then the study door ‘closed upon
Cutts of the Fifth.

He did not come back.

“That’s over.!” said Tom Merry, with
a decp breath. I don’'t think Cutts will
trouble us with any more of his dead
certs. I've been lucky—luckier than
deserved, I think—and it will be a lesson
to me.”

Outside Tom Merry's study the facts
were not known. But the many friends
of the captain of the Shell were glad to
see that his trouble, whatever it was, was
gone, and ‘his sunny cheerfulness had
returned, though they. did not know that
it was due to the success of the T.ast
Hope.

THE END.

Next Friday’s Long Com
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Burglary.

¢ r T'S absolutely the giddy limit!™ ex
I claimed Jimmy Silver to i
chums Lovell, Newcome, and
Raby.
““ Absolute agreed Lovell.
“Funny thing that no 7 in  the

whole place heard a sound,” remarked
Raby.

*Don’t suppose there was much sound,
fathead!” ecjaculated Lovell.  *When
anybody bre: into a place, they don't
hang around kicking up as much row
as they can!”

“No, but—"

“(Oh, shut up,
sy, the fact re
ccessfully
wrruption.

The Fistical Four were seat
end study at Roockwood S
cussing @ most unusual event.

During the previous night a burgl
had been committed at the shoo!
Head's study being the ap
which had suffered most severely
hands of the invaders.

They've aoparently made a
good haul,” said Jimmy Silver,

“Oh, yes!” replied Lovell. “A gold

-case, a  silver paper-knife, and
al other things.”
«All small things, though, that could
bo ecasi carvied away in anyone's
pm‘kéh‘."

“It's a rotten sort of thing, because
everybody in the school is sort of under
saspicion.”

“Oh, I don’t think so! Nobody’s
suggested that it might have been done
by anyone at Rookwood.”

“Perhaps not; but the fact that there
is no clue as to how the thief got in
makes things look worse. If the win-
dow-latch had been broken, or anything
liko that, it would have been clear that
it was done by somcone outside.”

“VYes, there’s something in that.  All
the same, I don’t see that we need feel
uncomfortable about it.”

“ Anyway, I sh’a’n’t feel easy in my
mind until the whole business is cleared
up,” said Lovell. g

“Hear, hear!” agreed Newcome and

arried out withe

in the
Y
), dis

jolly

<

Raby. % . Ll
“Well, the police have been informed
and the matter is in their hands,” said

Uimmy Silver. = “The most important
_thing for us to decide is what we're

The claseical chums watched the man stoop and pick up from the anndul
something which looked like a small parcel.

BNNANANNANANNANNANNANNNNNNNNS

going to do on Saturday. It's no good
trying to fix tp a footer match now.”

“Well,” said Lovell, “I suggest that
we take that outing to the seaside you
spoke of the other day.”

* Rather!” exclaimed the others.

“There’s no reason why we
shouldn’t,” said Jimmy Silver. *‘Lym-
ingbeach is a gorgeous place, and it’s
only ahout fifty miles from here.”

“It'd take us between an hour and an
hour and a half,” said Lovell thought-
fully. “That’s not too bad. It's well
worth it!”

“Oh, yes, it's worth it; and there's a
good train early in the morning.” -

“Right! I'm on, then!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Well, for once we're all in funds, and
there’s no reason why we shouldn’t have
a jolly decent day by the sea.”

: m
“All agreed, them,® said Jimi
Silver. o e
Then the four iuniors excitedly began
to discuss -their programme for the

coming day's excursion.

Later or: tlhnt day a further sensation
was created among certain
Classical Fourth by the nt:“";E ll‘yl:x?.
Hooker had been locked up in the
dcﬂi\u;ntlolr)-l-ooni‘. 5

The TFistical Four gradually
the facts of the cugse fronbl 8\1:::‘51‘:
sources, and it appeared that the Classieal
junior had been seen emerging from the
‘Head’s study about an hour before,

Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood.
had seen him, and had asked what he
had been there for. Hooker had given
no  explanation, —and  consequently
Bulkeley had felt it his duty to report
the matter to Dr. Chishalm,’

Chishal '
Tue PENNY POPULAR. - No. 250, i
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fn answer to the Head's questioning,
Hooker had insisted that he had no
explanation to offer as to his presence
in_the study. 3

Dr. Chisholm was very worried and
upset by the burglary of the night be-
fore, and in his exasperation took a line
which was very unpleasant indeed for
Hooker-

“If you have no reason to give for
your presence in my study,” said Dr.
Chisholm. “I must conclude, in view of
what has happened, that you are in
gome way implicated in the events of
fast night. Therefore, as I have no
time to waste, you will be placed in the
detention-room for the present.”

Hooker had accordingly been locked
in the dreaded apartment, under sus-
picion of complicity in the burglary.
~ “I'm perfectly certain,” said Jimmy
Silver to his chums, ‘‘that Hooker is as
innocent of the burglary as any ‘chap
among us.”

“Then, why couldn’t the silly ass give
a reason for going to the Head's study?”
asked Raby perplexedly.

“That's just what gets me,”
Tovell.

“It certainly does look very bad,” ad-
mitted Jimmy Silver thoughtfully, “but
Tl never believe that Hooker has had
anything to do with that rotten busi-
ness. He's as straight as a die!”

“Well, I thought so,” said Lovell.

“He's always been one of the hest.”

“Perhaps he's got into debt,” sug-

gested Newcome, “and was enticed into

the -affair by a promise of money from

someone.” A
. “No fear!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“Hooker's not the sort of chap to get

into debt, and even if he did he'd never

go in for giddy burgling.” 2

“Why on earth can't he say what he
wvas up to, then?” queried Raby.

“Give it up!” said Jimmy Silver.
¢ Anyway, there's absolutely nothing we
can do, excent hope that the business
_will soon be cleared up. I'm jolly sure
that when all the facts come to light

Hooker will be proved innocent.”

“Well, I suppose we shall have to
got on with some work,” said Lovell
reluctantly : “but a rotten affair like this

rather puts one off it.”

e next day a special examination,
hold at the Head's request, was to take
lace, and the juniors.were not looking
orward to it at all keenly.

Exams wero detested at the best of
times, but this was not the best of times,
-by long chalks. The burglary and
Hooker's imprisonment had aroused
excitement, and exams do not go well
aith that.

“’L\en classes assembled next morning
Hoolcer did not appeay, so it was 6bvious
to all that he was still in the detention-

said

TOOM.

“T think I'd rather face a giddy exam
than be shut up in that hole all this
time,” said Raby.

“I should jolly well think you would!”
replied Jimmy Silver promptly. *‘I bet
Hooker wouldn't take long to make up
his mind if he had the chance.”

“Poor old chap!” said Lovell sympa-
thetically. “He’s evidertly booked for
the day, at least.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Qroat Discovery,

HE exam was over and the day
bad draq.ged wearily to its close.
The Iistical Four were scatod
once more in the end study dis-
cussing the all-absorbing topic.
“Hooker ain't out yet, then?”
Lovel

i said
§No,”

replied Jimmy Silver hopelessly,
Tue Pesty Porviar.— No, 259,
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“and the police
single giddy clue.

“I suppose poor old Hooker will be
kept under lock and key until the thing’s
cleared up.”

* Looks like it.”

“What are we going to do about our
seaside trip to-morrow?”

“T don’t feel very much like going now,
after what’s happened.”

“It certainly takes the gilt off the
gingerbread,” admitted Lovell.

‘“All the same, we sha'n’t do anybody
any good by staying about here all day,”
said Jimmy.

“No jolly fear,” said Raby. “Let's
go and forget all about it.”

“Yes; Ithink we may as well,” agreed
Lovell,  “*What time 13 the train in the
morning, Jimmy?”

“ Eight-forty-five |”

,“We shall have to be up in decent
time, then. There’s a longish walk to the
station,’’

““Yes, I do hope old Hooker's lat out
before we start!”

Saturday morning broke clear and

bright, and the Fistical Four scrambled
out of bed in good time for their jour-
ney. -
They felt brighter and more hopeful
than they had done the previous night,
but the thought of Hooker in the cheer-
less detention-room cast a sombre shadow
across the brightness of the morning.

He had not been released when they

set out from the gates of Rookwood, and
somehow they did not talk much as they
made their way to the station through
the sunny lanes.
. The journey to Lymingbeach was done
in good time, and while the day was yet
young the Fistical Four found themselves
1n the little seaside town:

“Suppose we have a stroll along the
cliffs for a start,” said Newcome.
“We've got a long day before us,”

“I'm on,” said Jimmy Silver,

“Same here,” chorussed the others, as
they set off for the seca.

Lymingbeach was a charming little
place.  The seashore was strewn with
wige rocks, and caves penctrated for long
distances in the sides of the cliffs, which
towered two or three hundred feet above
the sand.

When the Fistical Four reached the
edge of the cliffs, they threw themselves
down in the long grass to vest, for the
sun grew hot as the day advanced towards
noon.

“This is great!” said Jimmy Silver, as
he gazed out over the calm, blue sca,
which stretched away before them.

“Perfect!” exclaimed Lovell.
jolly glad we came.”

‘Hear, hear!” =

“I wish T could forget old Hooker shut
up in that beastly detention-room,
though!” added Jimmy Silver,

“T should think we might got down
into this little bay when we've had a
rest,”” said Newcome,

*And have a dip,” suggested Raby.

- “Rather! There doesn’t seem.to be
anyone about.” %

. ““Someone’s just come round the bend
in the cliffs,” said Jimmy Silver.

The juniors were lying flat along the
cliff edge, and they peered over as the
leader of the chums spoke.

“They idly watched the man below for
some moments, He halted suddenly, and

'l.m\-ex;'t tumbled on a

“I'm
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glanced behind and around him. Then
he stooped and picked up from the sand
something which looked like a small
parcel. b ol
He stood for a few moments turning it
over in his hands, then, with another
glance around, he slipped it into one of
his pockets. :
“He's got hold of something he's no
iddy ri,f)t to,”” said Jimmy Silver, as
they” watched him moving along the
shore. .
“Looks like it!” said Lovell. “Now
he's off further up the beach to the side
of the cliff.” 5
The curiosity of the TFistical Four was
aroused as they intently watched the man
below. Then, to their surprise, he came
to a standstill by a large rock, which ho
began to push with all his strength. At
last the rock rolled over to one side.
Then, crouching low, he disappeared in
the side of the cliff. .
“He's gone into a cave!l
Lovell: 3 N &
“Sure enough!” replied Jimmy Silver.
There's something fishy about his
little game.”
The Iistical Four wero thoroughly ex-
cited by this time. P
“Le go down and have a squint,
ed Raby ecagerly. z
probably take us some time to
get down,” said Lovell; *‘and he'll very
likely have gone by the time we geb
there.” .

*Oh, we'll go!" said Jimmy Silver.
“Y should like to know what the
bounder’s up to. Besides, if we're going
to have a bathe, we’ve got to go down.
Can’t bathe up here, you know."” -

The four juniors set off along the clilt
path to search for the nearest way down
to_the shore.

In about five minutes they reached a
narrow, rugged path, and, after a
moment's hesitation, decided to risk the
descent at that point.

hey soon discovered thut they were
not going down by any recogniscd route,
however, for in some ‘places the little
ath was distinetly unsafe. In fact, it was
ardly to be called a path at all.

But they were in a hurry to get on tha

track of the man below, and so they went

exclaimed

<

on.

“T'll bet nobody’s been down to the
beach this way for a good long time,”
panted Lovell, as he slid down the path.

“T'minclined to wish we hadn’t come,”

nuttered Newcome. ‘“It's ten chances to
one the man will have gone when we get
there.”

“Don’t grumble, ass! What do
think you're doing?”

The latter part of the remark w
uttered to Raby, who had slipped s
fallen against Jimmy Silver as he
speaking.

“It wasn't my fault,” retorted Raby
snappishly. >

“Shut up, and mind where you're
going!”

After a lengthy struggle the Fistical
Four reached the foot of the cliffs, pant-
ing and breathless.

“Well, it's a wonder we didn't break
our necks,” declared Lovell, glancing up
the path by which they had doscendes‘

“Rals! We haven't, so what's the usa
of talking?’ said Jimmy Silver im-
patiently. “Pull yourselves together, and
come on!"

It was not ecasy to locate the spot where
the stranger had disappeared, but at last
Jimmy Silver recognised a peculiarly-
shaped rock which was situated just below
their resting-place on the cliff, and thus
found it.

Creeping up close to the sioor wall of
the cliff, the Fistical Four stealthily ad-
vauced. 7

**Steady ! whispered Jimmy ‘Silver, ag
they neared the narrow cave entranco.

you
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Then he dropped on all fours, and,
crawling to the hole, peered into the
cave.

It was all he could do to keep from
shouting at the sight which met his g

The man they had seen knelt ins
and before him was a number of articles
of jewellery and other valuables. He was
examining them closely.  Among them
Jimmy Silver recognised several of the
i which had been taken from the
ad's study. Q
Jimmy drew bac
with excitement in |

“What is it:” whispered Lovell.

“Get back a hit—behind that
there ! ordered Jimmy Silver.

The four chums withdrew to the
<hielter of the rock, and in excited tones
Jimmy Silver told them what he had
sren,

“My hat!"” exclaimed Lovell.  “Then
he must be the rotter who broke into
the school the other night "

stily, and turned
eyes to his chums.

rock

“Or an accomplice,” eaid Jimmyg
Silver,

“What shall we do?” asked Newcome.

“L collar the rotter!" execlaimed
Raby.

“The best thing to do,” said Jimmy

Silver, *“will be to push the rock back,
make him a prisoner, and then get help.
He couldn’t shift it from inside. It will

vincing him that they were telling the
truth, and, accompanied by a policeman,
e set off with them to the seashore.

The little party found Newcome and
Raby seated a few yards from the eave,
and they reported that nothing had hap-
pened.

Arrived at the scene of action, the in.
spector adopted a very important and
official air.

“Now then, you boys," he
briskly, “you just push the rock away,
and my man will stand ‘ere ready to
pounce oun the criminal if ‘e shows
fight I’

The inspector was evidently going to
play the part of commander from the
rear, for he stood well out of the line
of action,

The F ranged themselves
at the side of the rock, and, with a
tremendous shove, once more shifted it
from its place,

The man inside made an instant dash
for freedom, but the policoman clutehed
at his arm, and the Fistical Four flung
themselves upon him, while the inspector
;‘wd ont orders to overybody.

The rufian stood no chance against
the burly policeman and the four etal-
wart juniors, and in a few seconds he was
handcuffed, and ready to be led away

eaid

cal Four

to the police-station,
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As a matter of (M he did mind, but
it was impossible for him to refuse

So the note was hended to the juuiors,
and they bade the pompous official fave-
well, in very high spiritis.

“Are we going back to Rookwood
siraight away @™ asked Raby.

** Rathor exclaimed  Jimr Silver.
“Think of peor cold Hooker, etill in the
detention-room ! We aust have him
out of that!”

“How about a

il

train .

hack?™  eaid

1N go down to the station at onco
re the time of the nest one;”
weplied Jimmy Silver. .

They rushed for the station, whero
they found a train just about to leave.

“Good egg ! exclaimed Jimmy Silyver,
as he dropped into one of the corner
seats in an empty compartment,

“Just in time ! panted Newcome, as
the train moved out.

“By Jove, what a gorgeous capture !
ej:n:uh(ml Lovell, his face aglow with
xeitement,
bsolutely ! T'm

* said Raby.

Tear, hear )? ;
fancy linding the stolen propy
Ly mingh)v.\vh 1 i‘uid Lovell. bl A

“When T come to think of it,” re-
marked Jimmy Silver, “I remember

jolly glad  wo
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only move sideways on account of the
emaller rocks in front of it.”
“Right-ho! Come on, then, before he

clears off !

The four juniors took up positions by
the rock, and gathered up their strength
for one mighty push, so that it would
would roll into its place without giving
the man in the cave any warning.

“Heave !” exclaimed Jimmy Silver in
a low voice. And under the combined
strength of the four sturdy juniors the
huge rock rolled over with a thud.

“Got him ! exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

« Absolutely ‘trapped the giddy rot-

ter!” said Raby.

“You and Newcome had better stay
here on guard,” said Jimmy Silver, ad-
dressing Raby, “while Lovell and I go
for the police.”

“Right-ho !
away.”

#Oh,
that!
along,
stay.”
* # Quite s0 !

Jimmy Silver and Lovell rushed off to
the town to inform the police of what
they had discovered. :

“The inspector at the little station was
inclined to be rather bad-tempered when
the juniors first told their story, think-
.ing it a hoax, but they eucceedéd in con-

We'll see ho doesn't get

there’s not much chance of
But one of his pals might come
so it's better someone should

Before seiting i i i

Jefore seiting off with their captive,
however, the inspector entered the cave,
and gathered together the various articles

of value which were strewn about. b

Jimmy Silver & Co. recognised several
picces of the Head’s property.

Having packed up the stolen goods the
lmppy band started for the town with the
prisoner,

Great excitement was created amongst
the townsfolk at the sight of the trium-
phant procession, the inspeetor swelling
with pride as he marched along on one
side of the captive.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
“The Mystery of Hooker.

HEN the prisoner had been put

i)‘/ under lock and bar, the pomp-

ous inspector rather wanted to

dismiss the Classical juniors.
But Jimmy Silver was not to be so
casily put off.

“We should like a note from you to
our Head, Dr. Chisholm,” said the
leader of the Fistical Four, “telling him
what’s happened. We should also like to
take back to him his property.”?

“Can’t be done!” said the inspector.
“The property will have to be identified
by an official representative of your
Headmaster. But I don’t mind giving
you.a note. . 5

—

reading that there have heen eoveral
burglaries at big houses round about
there, and I expeet most of that stuff
we found in the cave comes from -the
neighhourhood.”

[L'he journcy passed quickly to Jim
Silver & Co. as they cagerly discussn-:;‘]
.the matter from all points of view, and
they soon found themsclves once more
on the road leading to Rookwood.,

“Hallo! What’s Brought you back o
soon 7"’ inquired Tommy Dodd, w, was
at tho school gates with his x\mw
Tommy C'osk and Tommy Doyle. 2

*“ITas Hqoker been let out yet 2 aeked
Jimmy Silver, ignoring the question,

“No. Why?” asked the leader of the
Modern chums.

“We've got the bonnder
into the Head's study !
as he hastened with
Chisholm’s room.

who_broke
? replied Jimmy,
his chums to Dr,

handed him the inspector's note, and
related the etory of what had oct:urrm}
at Lymingbeach®

““'This is indeed good news!" said the
Head, when he had finiched. *“I will
communicate with. the local police imme-
diately.” 3

Then, in answer to a summons from
Dr. Chisholm, Bulkeley |ppul;ed. ~
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The Head chanced to be in his study, -
and disengaged, and Jimmy SH:(S;

s
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¢ Please bring Hobker to me at once !”
said the Head.

“Yes, sir!” replied the prefect, and
withdrew.

Xn a few moments he reapxlmared with
the unfortunate Hooker, who looked very
pale and miserablo, Ho had evidontly
had anything but a pleasant time in the
detention-room. X

“Y find,” said the Head, as the junior
advanced towards the table, ““that there
is no sufficient reason for connecting you
in any way with tho thefts from this
room.” .

“No, sir,” replied Hooker faintly.

YT am very pleased indeed to be con-
vinced of your innocence of any connec-
tion with that affair,” the Head con-
tinued; “but I must still insist that you
inform ‘me of your reasons for being in
this study the day after, What have you
to eny "

T can't explain,”
atubbornly. A

] insist I"’ rapped out tho Head,

Then a startling thing happened. The
door of the Head’s study was burst open,
and Johnson, a youngster of tho Third,
dashed in.

*Oh, sir,” he cried, before the Head
bad time to speak, “I want to make a
confession to youl”

Dr, Chisholm and tho Fistical Four
stared in amazement at the agitated
junior, but Hooker looked at him with
_an expression of impatience on his face.

“Unless your confession concerns any-
body here,” said the Head coldly, “you
will withdraw, and wait until I am free
to.listen to you!"

¢ It—it's about Hooker!” stammered
Johnson.

#Indeed! Then I will hear what you
have to say at once!”

The Third Form junior, looking very
pale and scared, continued:

“The day before the exam I was pass-
ing this study, and tho door was open,
and J—I was tempted to come in and
{ook on your desk to—to see if the test-
Enger was there. I—I dreaded the exam,

ecausc I was afraid L should do badly.
T've been cribbing all the term—I own
it! The test-paper was lying on your
blotting-pad, and—and I took it, and
)vp,y'\t- straight back to my study to copy

repliecd Hooker

“Johnson paused, and looked appeal-
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ingly at the Head. Then ho ontinued,
all in a rush: =

““Just as I was going to copy out the
Questions Hooker came into my study,
and before I had time to hide the paper
he had seen it. e knew directly that—
that T had taken it from this study, and
took it from me. Then he—he jawed me,
and I—I saw what a rotten thing Ld
done. He offered to take the paper to
your study if I promised never to do
such a thing again. I—I promised him,
and—and I mean it! Yl never be such
a rotter any more!”

When Johnson had finished, Dr. Chis-
holm turned at once to Hooker, who was
standing, with bowed head, looking much
moro ashamed of himeelf than there was
nnXIneud for. atay

"I am more glad than I can say,” said
the Head, “to find that the reason for
your intrusion into my study was one

{ofclojolofolofofoYolofofofoloYoYoloYo)
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that reflects no discredit on you. I can
only cxpress my regret that I should
have misjudged you, and offer my apolo-
gics for your confinement in the deten-
tion-room."”

The Head turned to Johnson, his face
stern and hard.

“I am sorry to'find you guilty of
having succumbed to such a base tempta-
tion, but as you have made a full confes-
sion, and, T think, have lcarned a lesson,
Iynm inclined to deal leniently with you.
You will, therefore, write me two
hundred lines from Virgil.”

“T-t-thank you, sir!"” replied Johnson
nervously.

“I am greatly indebted to you boys,”
sgxd Dr. Chisholm, addressing the Fistical
Four, “for the part you have played in
capturing a dangerous character -and as-
sisting to recover my property, You
may go!"

Jimmy Silver & Co., Hooker, and John-

PRPEOEEOO
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Friday.

son all trooped out of the study, and the
Head proceeded to make arrangements
regarding the recovery of his stolen pro- .
perty from Lymingbeach.

Out in the quad a crowd of excited
juniors gathered round the Fistical Four
to hear their story of tho capture of tho
Rookwood burglar, news of which had
travelled round the school from Tommy
Dodd & Co.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were congratu-
lated by Classicals and Moderns alike, as
was also Hooker for trying to shield
Johnson from the consequences of his
folly, though the congratulations, in this
case, were mixed with a good deal of
criticism of the “silly ass' type.

Dr. Chisholm’s property was duly re-
turned to him, with the news that two
more of the burglarious gang had been
captured.

It was learned also that the burglar had
entered Rookwood through a kitchen
window, which was casy to unfasten from
outside, the catch being a simplo one.

The man had been on the way to the
hiding-place with the parcel the day after
the burglary, when he saw someone sit-
ting at the foot of the cliffs quite close
to the cave.

Ho had sat down and waited for somo
time, but the stranger did not move, so
at last he had scraped out a hole with his
bands, into which he thrust the packet,
with the intention of removing it the
next day. He imagined he had buried it
beyond the high-tide mark; but in this
he was mistaken, with the rcsult that
when he returned, he found that it had
been washed out of the shingle during
the night, and was lying exposed.

When the part in the proceedings
played by the Fistical Four becamo
generally  known, great admiration for
their pluck and smartness was expressed.

Letters of congratulation reached them
from several of the individuals to whom
stolen property was returned, and they
received invitations to more than one of
the large houses at Lymingbeach for
their next holiday.

The affair was a nine days’ wonder at
Rookwood College, where, much to the
annoyance of Tommy Dodd & Co., for
the time being the Fistical Four were the
heroes of the Fourth Form,

THE END.

e
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