S

Mo, B77. Weol. 12 Parch Yst, 1918,

BUNTER IS NOTWANTED BY THE TERRIBLE THREE. !

Copyriaht in the United States of Amarica. 1-3-19



2

THE GEM LIBRARY.

No. 577.

A MAGNIFIBEN"’ NEW, LONC, COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF TOM MERRY & GO. AT ST. JIM'S,

CHAPTER 1.
Sheoed Off !
P SAY, vou fellows!”
1 “8hoo I
“Wha-a-at?”
“8HOO !”
Bunter of the Fourth blinked
Terrible Three in surprise and w ;
The chums of the Shell were 111‘|t.tmg
e quadrangle at St. Jim's w hen the
junior rolled up. As if moved by
y same spring, Tom Merry and Man-
er raised their |11m'l=h
nl‘l—--' shooin

i lll{:‘,

him
«n ohnoxious wildfowl
" roared Dunter.
*What do vou mean, you silly asses?”
**Shoo !’ .
Bunter bliuked at the three juniors
ihrough his | s with a really

!'vml ious blink.
F'om Merry & Co wedd and walked
the i

away, smiling, fat  junior
rooted to t ground for a moment er
Lwo.

“You — you — you chumps !

asped Bunter and he started after the
ell fel , not to be beaten.

Tom Merry & Co. quickened their pace,
crossing the guad with long strides, and
Billy Bunter had to break a run
in pursuit, his fat little legs going like
\-inuk‘.\.'m‘l\',

“Ow!"”  gasped
‘Yow! Rotters! Stop!

The Terrible Three walked faster.

“0Oh, dear! I—I might as well have
red at G iars if I'm going to be
ated like mumbled PBunter,
‘Beasts! 1 unn rotters— Look
old fel top for me! Tve got
nething important to say—very

o
8¢

Bunter  breathlessly

po

ant !"*
The juniors strode on, grinning, and
Junter panted in the rear, his fat face
owing erimson with esertion, and his

!'T,!’h commq in g- s

vy of the Fourth
of ‘the School
persoll the

Wis unm‘ling thu
House with his

as
whed.

she'l fellows appr He turned
Eui~ eyeglass upon thent in surpris
‘Bai Jove! Isthisa wac be asked.
“‘-t,npl“' howled Bumnter.

old (hap will you do us a
favour?" asked Tom Merry.

“Certainly, deal boy. What is it?"”

“Keep Bunter off while we hide some.
where !”

1 sy, you fellows-—""

‘Run for it!” exelaimed Tom,

Bunter rotled up to the steps, panting.

* Grusdey,

as

The Terrible Three rushed into the
3 and disappeared from view.
Bunter, ‘out of breath,
araingt the stone halustrada and
“Ow! DBeastz! O

Arthur Ang

stus
i=tus

Yy

By MARTIN

“VWhat are those silly chumps dodging

me for like this?”? spluttered Bunter.
“What does it meant” :
“Powwaps they do not enjoy your
society, deah boy-l” suggested Arthur
Augnstus,

“0Oh, don't be an ass!”

“ Ahem 1"

“Perhaps they think you've got a

postal-order you want cashed,” sugg 'e-:tod
Jru_].\ Blake, looking cut of the doorway
‘and perhaps they think the Im,rn,
po-—tﬂ order won't come; and pmhapa
they're once bit and 1\\1‘.0 shy—what?
"f)h‘ really, ke
‘Yaas, \\:lt]]\I.ll_

Ih\, fack is, Buntah,

you are wathah a wowwy,” remarked
Arthur August “Yqu are weally so
vewy much like your cousin, lely

vou know.

Buntal: of G‘.‘-'(‘._\'f\\'l.ﬂl‘e_
; e, in h[ntc of his

reinned o litt
exasperation.

Ilis remarkable resemblanee every
respect te Btilv Bunter of Greyfriars had
been remarked on many times; yeb

cne guessed that he was in reality Billy
Bunter of Greyfriars, and that he had
changed places with his cousin, Wally
Bunter of 8t. Jim’s.

Bunter had expected that change to
turn out an excellent thing for him; but
esult was not quite so excelent as
pated.

juniors who had liked Wally
Bunter found that Billy Bunter was far
from lovable: and as they believed he

was the same fellow, they
had been mistaken in him.
Billy Bunter had quite
hausting anyone’s patience
possible space of time.
, you fellows,” said the Owl of
iking at [’ Arey and Blake,
s a matter of fact, you'll do! T was

supposed they

wift for ex-
in the shortest

going to speak io those silly asses, but
I'll take vou into my confide instead.™
“You won't take me! Blake
d l[..{ y
“Wathah not !’
“You see, we knr;w ¥ ton well!”
expiained Blake. “You 't do i

“Take you mtrm my confidence, I
howled Bunter. “It's g
matter— =

Shoo 17
“ What?

Tafl\ lel
UL the same ¢
‘ible Three.

" he said.
wathah !

s at Bunter
as the

asperating manner

“Bhoo !
“ Yaas

15,
n eilly, thumping as
i E‘ilico
dlake and D'Arey walked ocut into
11:'- quadran, and Billy Bunter shook
a fat fist after them in great wrath. It
was really intensely exasperating to be
£ ehoood hk\ this—just as if he
e.:uT of the fascinat-

ing fellow

* Beast

He 1ol dlscont iz into the
House. e found Is Clive, and

at the fock of th Case, .mn[

to them with an

Cardew

CLIFFORD.

Study No. 9 waved their hands at him,
und said, in a kind of chorus:
‘jl.[Ul"] g
You Ihunl]_)mﬂ‘ chumps !
Lllht“
“Bhoo!”
“You g Il;lill-i‘., ass, Clive—"

ejaculated
l) o you think I'm a cat?”

¢ a rather important matter I was
going to confide to you—-—"

“* Bhoo I

It was evidently impossible to confida
the important m'\ttrr to three jumiors
wha persisted in “shooing 7 him eff,
and Bunter, with a snort, started up the
stairs.

He realised that the humorons juniors of
the School House were all entering into
the little joke; for what reason he “eould
not understand. Bunter’s conversation
was an honour for anybedy. and ought
to have been a delight. But the St.
Jinv's fellows did not seem to find it so.

He found Julian and Kerruish in the
Fourth Form passage. FHe paused as lu*

saw them; but before he could ~pea\
they were wayv ing him off and ** shooing.”
Bunter shook a fat fist at them and
rolled on.

He was heading for Tom Merry's
study, No. 10 in the Shell. e was deter-

mined to run the Terrible Three down
to their lair, so to speak, and div ul,‘
that important matter, whether they
liked it or not.

His heavy footsteps were audible well
ahead of him, and the Terrible Three in
tho study griumed as they heard him.

i Here comes the barrel !” murmured
Manners.
'\loutv Lowther closed-one eye.
“Leave him to me !” he murmured.

Bunter rolled on towards the half-open
door of the study, and as he came near
hu heard a stage \\hi_-spf.‘r from within.

“1s it loaded, Tom?”

“ Right up to the muzzle.

“Good! Tl Jet fly the
shows up.
accident, of conrse,

"l‘?il, of cou

e
he

moment

It will be supposed to be an

1

gus"pw[.
The awful v

hn
there !

“He's stopped!  Cunt out after him
before he can get away, Monty !

“You bet

There was a rush of footsteps, and
\Fot ty Lowther Lmr:'t from the study
with something long and dark to his

shoulder, and g]ul'ufl round in search of
Bunter. There was a rapid patter of
footsteps, and the slamming of a door in
the distance.

Bunter was gone

Monty Lowther grinned, and strolled
back into the utud\' and threw down the
golf-club.

“The dear boy didn't wait!” he re-
marked, **He must have !-'\pro.‘!‘_‘(! that
driver was a gun. I wonr]r—r what put
that idea into his head?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Terrible Th
sot ahout getting tea.
; Owl  hind
w1 7 off.

chortled as they
r once the per-
1 ancerssfin |l




 Every Wednesday,

CHAPTER 2.
Bunier the Philanthroplst,

§s EEP off1”
“Bai Jove!”
“Help!”

#What the—"

“Help! Fire! Muorderl”
Billy Bunter.

Blake and
stood rooted to the threshold
No. 6 in the Fourth,

They had come in to tea together, and
they expected to find Study No. § un-
pecupied, ;

Finding Bunter there was not so very
surprising in itself, but the actions of the
fat junior were very surprising indeed.

Ha bolted round the table, yelling,
evidently in o state of dire terror. They
stared at him blankly.

“Pai Jove! What is the mattah with

surieked

Ierries, Dighy and D' Arey
of Btudy

the young nss?" 7 ejaculated Arthur
Augustus. Ilave you gone potiay,
Puntah 7"

“Oh!” easped Bunter., fT's you, 1s

it? I—I—I thought it was that our-
derous villain—-""

i l‘:l] ?fl

#That
casped Punter.
me with a gun!”

“A gun!” yellad the four,”

“¥es, I-1 heard them loading it in
thelr study. I heard the ramrod shoved
in,”  said Dunter, drawing on his
imagination a little,  “They had it
loaded up to the muzzle.”

“Bai Jove!"

homicidal beast Towther!”
¢ le—he—he was after

“I—1 barely eseaped with my life!” |

wasped the Owl of Greyfriars, * Lowther

rushed after me with the gun
shoulder {”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“,Bl-..-sar.-rf if I see anything to cackle
g

exelaimed the fat junior indiz-
#1—~I've had a narrow escape

“Of dying of Tonk, T should say!”
vhuckled T 5. “You silly duffer!
3o you think there's any firearms in the
junior  studies, zou fathead?  There
an't, but there's a boet, and youw're
vaing to get it if yon don't clear [

“1 say, you fellows——"

“You are an utiah ass, Bantah ! said
Angustus D'Arcy. M1 wegard you as a
wotten funk, Buntah ™

41 say, Guasy——""

“1f you addwess me as Gussy, Buntah,
1 shall have no wesouree but to give you
a feahful thwashin’, I wegard it as
cheek 1"

“There's a door to this study, Dun-
ter 1" remarked Blake.

Al right, old chap,” sail Bunter,
who had recovered by this gime; 111
shut the deor for you. 1 like to make
myself nseful when I come fo tea.”

“But you haven't come to tea, my
son!” said Blake grimly.

#0Oh, really, Blake—— A

“You're too numerous, Bunier,”
plained Dighby. |
0

e
! “The charms of your
ciety have palled. Travel along, old
t. Disappear!”

Yaas, wathah! Vanish, deah boy "

Billy Bunter blinked at the four
juniors, debating in his fat mind whether
I3 . ] al- o ]
he could take those remarks as playful
jokes. But he couldn't take Herries’
boot as a joke, and Herries was only too
plainly getting veady to use his boot, He
assumed a pathetic look.

#I—I say, you fellows, I thought yeu
were gbing o be pally when T came to
St, Jim's,” he said rveproachfully. I
really wish I'd staved—I mean, gone to
Greyfriars instead.”

“1 wish yon had " assented Dlake,
“Couldn't you manage it now? I'll tell
vou what, Bunter, if you could change to
Ureyfriarz we'll have a whip-round in

at hi"“;cha.p." aaid Bunter.

| has had bad luck, and he's awfully hard
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the Fourth and stand your mailway
fare.”

* Yaas, wathah!”

Billy Bunter blinked at the chums of
No. 6, more in sorrow than in anger.
e looked like a feliow who was sorely
misunderateod,

“Counsidering what pals we've been,
D' Arey—-"" he began.

s \‘Futﬁ :\_' ;

1 think T mentioned there’s a door to
this study,” remarked Herries. *Can
you sea it, vou owl?”

*Oh, really, Herries

George Herries made a stride towards
the fat junior, and Bunter executed &
strategic moverent ronnd the table.

“] say, vou fellows, don't play the
goat!” he urged. " You meedn’t think
['ve come here to tea. I should refuse
to stay to tea if you ssked me on your
hended knees. 1've got something rather
important to say.”

“We know all about
order !” reared Blake.

“] waen't going to say anything about
a postal-order ! howled Bunter.

“My hat! ¥an me, somebody

“1 ‘think you might do the decent
thing, and Dback a fellow nup when he’s
trying to help a chap who's down on his
luck ! said Bunter,

. “Wha-a-at?” .

The chums of the Vourth stared at
Bunter, Ile had sncceeded in surprising
them,

“You're trying
down on hiz lnek 17

¢ Certainly.”

“YWhe's the chap?”

“ A chap in onr Form—a School House
“The poor fellow

the postal-

e

to help a chap who's
exelaimed Dighy.

up.”

p""\\i-_'»li. my hat!" said Blake in_as-
tonishment.  ©This is the first time I've
heard of you worrying about any chap
outside your own fat skin, Bunter "

“Some fellows are kind-hearted and
generous,” said Bunter loftily. ‘" That
kind of thing mayu's be in faveur in this
study, but I happen to be a {ellow of that
kind.”

“Pai Jove!”

“The chap I'm speaking of iz awlully
down on his luck.” continued Bunter.
“1f 1 don't help him, nobody will; and
he's too prond to ask snybedy to lend a
hand. Now, mv idea is to reise a sort
of fund to see him through.”

“YWho's the chap?” yelled Herriea.
“4e know all the chaps in the Fourth.
What's his name 77

“Yaas, wathal! 1f somebody in the
Fourth is down on his luck, we are guite
pweparsd to stand by him,” said Arthur
Angustus D'Arey,  “DPway divulge his
name, Buntah!™

Billy Bunter blinked cantiously at the
chums of the Fourth, and did not imme-
dintely reply.
“Gammon |7 said  Ilervies.  “Iie’s
trying to raise the wind for himself, of
con ITe wants tin to blue in the
tuckshop. Rats!”

“0Oh, really, Heiries—

“Ten't that it ?7 demanded IMerries.

“f regard that suggestion as an imanlt,
Werries, 1 don’t expect good manners
in this study,” said Bunter, with dig-
nity. * Bot really. there ought to be e
limit. I'm trring to befriend a chap

»

who—m

“What chap®”

“Yau see, { con't tell you his name,”
explained Bunter. * He's awfully proud.
Ile would feel insulted. But—"

“ And vou expect us to swallow a Farn
like that?” howled Blake.

“(ertuinly. You can take my word, I
suppose T

“Your word ! Oh, my hat

“1 assure von that 1t is the ease, and
that's enouch for honourable [ellows.

pas

Three-halfpence, 3

Now, suppose vou start the subsceiption
in this study?" said Bunier hriskly.
Y (ussy might put in a aoid.”

“Bai Jove I”

4 You fellows, say, five shillings each.
That's letting you off lightly., Tt will get
the chap I'm speaking of out of an awful
fix. The other fellows will follow your
example, 1 may raise ten or twelve quids
in all. Did vou say vou'd begin with &
quid, Gussy "

“Certainly not !"

“ Ahern! What
with, Blake?” .

“Awly boot if you don't buzz off, you
fat fraud " said Jack Blake, in great
disgust.

“Put I've explained what the money’s
wanted for, haven't [?—a chap in the
Fourth awfully down on his luek. 1
should think you fellows would be willing
to lend a band, 1'm backing him up, and
I'm only a new feliow at St. Jim's,” said
Bunter reproachfully.

“Produce the chap, and we'll seel”
grinned Digby.

“That can't bhe done.
you see—-""

“1f he's too proud £o come for the cash
himself, e can keep his pride and we'l
keap our money I chuekled Blake.

“1 leok on that as mean, Blake.”

“Look here, you fat rotter!” roared
Blake. “Can’t you see we know you're
ouly spinning us a yarn? We don't
swallow it—see? Ilerries, you've got the
biggest feet, Kick him out!”

Billy  Bunter cirenmnavigated the
table again, with Ceorge Herries in pur-
suit. -

“ I say, vou fellows

“ Shoo!”

“But I =av, you know

“2hoo !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter backed out of the doorway as
Herries reached i, The door slammed
almost on his fat litile nose.

It opened again a moment later, and a
paiv of big glasses glimmered into the
study,

“[ zay, you fellows—"

“Whiz!

e 1_{00(?0}‘: 2k

A cushion caught Billy Bunter under
his fat chin, He departed, in n greal
hurry, with a loud yell; and Study No. 6
sat down to tea without any further im-

aré you begiuning

Ife’s proud,

"

"

portupities from  the amateur philan
thropist.
CHAPTER 8.
The Fund.
" IEwi”
P “What the merry dickensi”
“Bunter again!™

The Tervible Three of the Shel
strolled into the jumicr (ommon-reom
after prep, and found six or seven
fellows gathered round a paper that was
pirned on the wall.

They joined the
3 Romie of

civele  in gome
the fellows were

8ty
grinning.

The 1 vas evidently a notice, and
{ha *fist 7' on it was recognisable as that
of Bunter of the Fourth, It was rather
a remarkable announcement. It vang

SOTPISHAL NOTISS!

A Friendly Fund will be opened for
Le Bennefit of a Member of the Ferth
1 who iz Down on his Luck. All
metbers of the Lower School are re-
gwested to contribewte aceording to their
ability. Large contribewtions thankfully
received, also small ones and others.
Three prominent members of the
Lower School are reqwested to offer
thair sorviess on o commitky to conirol

Tar Gry Linniry.—~No. 517.
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the fund, and see that all is abeve-
hord and fare and sqare. :
Chareman of the Fund,
W. . Besrter.”

“Well, my only Lat!” said Tom
Merry. )

Y Just o little bit too palpable, [
think.” remarked Monty Lowther, with
a chuckle. “T faricy it's some meore of
Bunter's little tricks fer raising the wind.
Who's the chap who's down on his luek,
anyhow?"”

“Echo answers, who?1”

“Is it vou, Gussy ! inquired Lowther,
as Arthur Angustus came in with his
chums. :

Arthur Augusius turned his eyeglass
upon the **notiss.’” &

“Bai Jove! 1 wegard that question
#s asinine, Lowthah!” he said severe!?x
“I{ T were hard up I should certainly
not allow Buntah to waise a fund for
e 2t :

“Fancy Punter starting as a giddy
philanthropist!”  remarked  Manners.
“But it's rather odd that he's asking for
a committee. He will-have to give the
chap’s name to the committee.” -

“PBai Jovel That is vewy twue. It
weally looks as if the mattah may be
genuine, aftah alk.” -

“Bosh 1 said Grundy of the Shell,
“Only a trick.” :

“Well, I must say it looks like one of
Bunter's little games to me,” said Tom
Merry. “But if there’s a School House
chap in a serape-——"

#Might be young Brooke,”
Mellish, “Broeke's hard up.”

“Brooke’s not friendly with Bunter.”

“Mizht be Trimble,” said Aanners.
“Primble’s always hard up, owing to the
big cheques not arriving from Trimble
Hall.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hallo!  Here ha ig!  Trimble, you
fat bounder, is Bunter raiging a fund for
your hehalf?? -

Bazgy Trimble started at the netice on
the wall, : "

“No jolly he answered.
“ Besides, I'm not down on my lck, 1
had a tenner from Trimble Hall this
afterncon.™

“Let's see it,"" suggested Wilkins.

“] left it in my study,” said Trimble
earelessly,

“You left a ten-pound nete in your
study ! howled Wilkins,

“Why not? Tenners ain't so much to
me as they are to you, Wilkins!”¥ said
Trimble loftily,

And Baggy Trimble volled away with
that remark.

“Hallo! Here's Bunter!™

Bunter of the Fourth came into the
Common-room, and all eyes were turned
upon him at once,

Bunter’s various devices for raising the
wind -were pretty well known in  the
LEower School at 2t Jin’s by this time,
and the general imipression was that the
“Friendly Fund ™ was one more of
them, But Bunter at least was taking
his fund seriously.

He had a large coffee-tin in his hand,
which had ence held two pounds of
ecoffec. Now, apparently, it was to hold
the fund—if any. :

The lid was fastened down with wire,
and in the middle .of it a slit had been
made for coins to pass though.

Unheeding the geneval stare. Bunter
eame in, a.ns placed the coffee-tin an the
table in a prominent position. Then he
blinked round at the juniors. -

“1 say, you fellows, you've seen the
notice? he asked. :

“We've seen it, you fraud!

*0Oh, really, Blake—"

Tre GeEx Lierany.—No. 577,

said

fany ¥
TRAr:

”

© “IWhat's that tin for?” demanded Tom
Merry. g .
. “That's for the fund,” said Bunter
calmly. **Gold, notes, or silver, it's all
the same to me, :
pounds, if possible, to' get that poor chap
out of a scrape.”
“What poor cliap?”’ asked Talbot.
Bunter jerked o fat thumnb towards the
notice,
“Chap he
answered. : :
“Name?"” gaid a dozen voices.
Bunter shook his head. ; :
“] can’t make the poor chap the talk
of the school,” he said. “1've undesr-
taken to help him in this scrape out of
kind-heartedness.  But, as some chaps
may be suspicious—"" %
“Ha, ha! That's very likely I’
Grundy, :
“As some chaps may be suspicious,*
pursued the fat junior ealmly, ™a com-
mittee of three will be selected to see
fair ‘play all round. The name of the

mentioned there,”

' roared

' chap will be given to the commitiee.”

“Pai Jove!  That sounds all wight.”’

“] should be very glad if D' Arvcy would
serve on -the committee,” said Bunter.
T think I’ Arcy’s word would be good
enough for anybody present.”

“1 twust sol” said Arthur Augustus
warmly,’

“Tom Merry, too, as the head of the
Shell,” said Bunter. “And 1 think
there ought to be a New House chap—
say. Figgins, If they agree to serve on
the committee, the name will be given {o
them, and they can tell the fellows
generally whether the matter’s genuinie
or not.” ' -

“My hat!” zaid Tom. L

The juniors looked puzzled.

1f the affair was spoof it was really o
puzzle, for a committee comnosed of Tom
Merry, George Figgins, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy would certainly have
made short work of anv attempt at a
swindle, A committee like that would

assuredly have inspired confidence in all

the Lower School.
“You mean that?” asked Manners,
““ Certainly 1" .
“You'll give the chap's name to-the
committee, and they'll tell the fellows
that they’re satished—if they are?” :

““"gl‘]_. it beats me!” said Lowther.
“Blessed if I don’t begin to think that

‘Bunter's telling the truth for once!”

“It weally looks like it
surpwisin’,”

Billy Buater pointed to the coffee-tin.

““There’s the collecting-box,” he said,
with dignity, ' You can see that it's
fastened dowss It won't be opened ex-

It iz vewy

| cept in the presence of the committee,

when_appointed. It's standing there for
contributions.  All present are requested
to contribute according to their ability.”

And Bunter rolled away to an arnm-
chair and sat down, leaving the coffee.
tin ready for business.

-CHAPTER 4.
Something Like a Collection !

LINK!
Clink ?
Bunter was apparently deep in

a boock, but his little round eges
glistened behind his spectacles as he
heard that clinking from the direction of
the table.

. He gave a hurried blink round.

Monty Leowther's hand was hovering
over. the coffee-tin, and a third clink
sounded as he drew it away.

A fat grin of satisfaction came over
Bunter's face. His fund was stariing, at
all events. : . :

- Clink, clink! :
Mannere was the next,

1 want to raise ten |

| was

The cominittee of three had net yecb
been appointed, and so far there was
only Bunter's word for the genuineness
of the appeal; the name of the distress-
ful mentber of the Fourth was still wn-
kinown. It looked as if the juniors had
decided to accept Bunter's word.

Tom Merry strolled up to the. table,
and passed his hand over the tin.  Clink,
chink ! "

The expressicn on Bunter's fat face
growing almost beatific as Le
listemed to that musieal sound.

Jack Blake came up to the coffee-tin,
paused, and glineed round at Bunter.

“1 say, Bunter! Currency notes will
e all f'ig{ht in the tin, 1 suppose?”

“(ertainly.”

Thers was a vustling of paper as Blake
squeezed his contribution through the
shit in the lid. ; d

The example of the leaders of the
School House junigrs was generally fol-
Jowed. -

“Junior after junior strolled up to the
table, and each visit to the coffee-tin was
accompanied by a olinking of metal or a
rustling of paper. = :

Bunter assumed a look of indifference,
as far as he could; but he could not dis-
guise the satisfaction in his fat face, ov
the greedy glimmer in his eyes. But he
képt up a great appearance of reading
his hook sedately while ihe clinking and
the rustling continued.

Even Baggy Trimble and Percy
Mellish came up to the tin. They were
Bunter's study-mates in the Fourth, and
certainly had never before displayed any
great confidence in W. G. B. Now they
rolled up with the rest, the example of
the Terrible Three apparently being con-
tagious, : .

Levison, Clive, and Cardew, of the
Fourth came along, and Cardew called
out to the fal junior.

“ Bunter. old nut, any objection to
banknotes 3™ ) :

““None at all, old fellow,” said Banter
affectionately.

“It won't be overdoin’ it?" asked
Cardew.
i n

he mare the mervier,
“ All serene, then.”
And theve was a rustle,
Figging of the New House luoked in
at the doorway. He had come over io
speak to Tom Merry about foothall, and
he seemed rather surprised to  find
the Schoo! House juniors gatherad, with

smiiling faces, round a coffee-tin on the
table, :

“Halls! What's the game!?” asked
Figgins. ‘' Conjuring trick 1"

“Ha. hal No. Friendly fund for a
fellow down on his luek” answered Tom
Merey cheerilty. ' Bunter's raising it.”

“Who's the fellow #7

“ Bunter has't told us™

Tiggins jumped.

“Youw're shelling out without knowing
whom it's for?"” he ejaculated.

“Well, Bunter says——"

“¥Yaas, wathah! Buntah says—-"

“Well, you must be a set of dulfers!™
commented George Figgine with great
candour, ‘“‘Fd trust Bunger with a bad
farthing, I think—not with more than
that.”

* Oh, really Figgins—"

“ You must be a lot of chumps !* said
Figging, puzzled.

“8Bome fellows can
Figgins,” said Bunter, with dignity.
“dome fellows ain’t saspieiou you
know. The best thing you can do is to
apdlogise, and put hali-a-crown in the
collecting-hox 17

“(Catch mel?
full

trust a’ felfg\;r,

gaid Tiggine disdain-

"YBet!er pub something in,” murmured
Tem Merry, in Figging' ear, *Apy old
i thing will do, you kmew,™ -
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Tiggins started and grinned. Then he
came. up to the table, a0 5

<Oh, all right!” be said, “I'll do the
same as you've done 1", \

Clink, olink ! : :

“That's right, Figgy,” said Dunter
encouraginglys “I'll gring the tin over:
to the New Eouse to-morrow to make a
collection, You can fell the fellows to
have their bobs ready.”

a7l - tell 'em -to be ready,” said
Figgins. g : A

“That's right 1" : » .

Tiggins chatted with the Terrible
Throe-for some time about football, while

juniors visited the collecting-tin every
Tow minutes, and the contributions con-
tinuad to clink into it. Before leaving,
the New House fellows muade another
visit to the tin, and thera was ancther
clink. Figgins, for reasons best known
to himself, was grinning when he tool
L:is departure. i :

Bunter glanced at the clock. B

1t was getting towards bed-time,  and
fat junior rose fram his.armchair -at
t, perhaps thinking it would only ba
wlicions to et the tin away.before a
prefect came in.

“Not. closing the
Bunter 17" asked. Blake, . :

“Oh, no!" said Bunter prompily.
“The fund is still open. "If you've got
another half-crown——" - b

“ Ahem! Not just at present.”

“Wathah ~ not!™ grinned
Angustus,

“The fund’s still open, of course, and
to.morrow the tin will be Jieve sgain,”
wnid Bunter, “I'm going to lock it safe |
ap in my desk for the night~—"

“# Without opening it?"” said Blake.

*Oh, of course !

“Jt's only to be opened in the
svesance of the mewwy committee, you
know,” remarked Arthur Augustus.

“(fertainly,” assented Bunter.

¢ Perhaps it would be better for some-
hody else to take charge of the tin,” sug-
gested DMonty Lowther gravely. “0Of
conrse, we all trost Bunter——"

“Of course!™

“Put thoe founder of a fund onght to

tl
1:
L

fund already,

Arthur

e like Mrs. Ceesar, above suspicion,’
“*Yaas, wathah !

Billy Bunter clutchad the tin.

I say, you fellows, I'm taking cha
the fund!” he said warmly., “7If
think I shall open this tin——"

“ Better leck it up in onr study,”” said
T.owther, shaking his head.

“1f you think you are going to get a
hanee to bone anvthing out of this tin,
T.owther—="

“What . yelled Monty.

“Ha, ha, ha!” g

# 11 mean—
; You fat villain!” roared Lowther.
5 ‘; TS

ST mean, T don't want to give you |
the trouble of looking after it!” gasped
the Owl of Greyiriars. “That’s what I
Jdlv meant to say. I'm going to lock it
up safe in my desk till to-morrow.”

And Bunter rolled towards the door
with the tin under his fat arm, Tt felt
guite heavy, and it clinked as he moved, |

“We'll see you lock it np,” said Tom |
AMerry., frke

“If you ean't trust me, Merry—-

“My dear man, we trust you as far as
we can sea you, or nearly,” answered the
captain of the Shell. ¥ Why shouldn’t
we see vou lock fF up?” o 1.

)

1
i

B ‘{‘m —vou gea——"" stammeored | w
Junter, ¢ ; :
Y es we're going fo sea!” assented

Tem Merry, *Come on, Tou chaps "
“Yaas, wathah!™ :
Tunier blinked at the juniors as a
whole patty of them accompanied him
froni: the Common-roor. - Considering

Jistregsful person unknown, and not for o

prm

why

i the contents of thé tin wére for u |
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Buunter, thera really sesmed no reason

the fat junior should want to carty
the tin off by himself. But it was protty
clear that he did, all the same.

Put what Bunter wanted, and what

to get, wera guite
different things. The School House
juniors showed no intention of leaving
himr alone with the preeious tin, =~
“Bunter's fat fact was rather peculiar
i expression as he ascended the stair-
cage in NUMercus company. ;

He arrived at Study No. -2 in the
Fourth, and Bunter rolled n, followed
by his study-mates, Trimble and, Mellish,
the. Terrible Three, and thé chums of
Sindy No. 6, and then’ Roylance, an
Grundy, and Gore, and Wilking, and
Gunn, and Levison, and Clive, and Car-
dew, and Tompkins, and Mulvaney
minor, till there was scarcely standing-
room in the study. And outside, in the
passage, Talbot, dnd 8kimpole,

Bunter was going,

and ! House first,

" -._'Itﬁreelh,alfpence;. )

¢ Bub—but the stady’s a bit or
and—and——-"

¥ (Give Bunter plenty of voom.” said
Tom Merry. *This iz Fyour desk, I
think, Banter "
i Ve.g-es |

e Well, lock up the vast wealth, il
dare will be along scon to ruzh ve off to
tha dorm.” :

U4 The—the fact &, I-T've gob some
lines to do—"  *°

“Then lock up the tin sliarp, and de

them.”
PBunter breathed hard. He' had a
strong suspicion that when the {in was
locked up the key would be denianded
for safe keeping. And for some regson
of his own—not hard to guoss—he didn'é
want the collecting-tin thus placed out

=

| of his reach.

71 think Tl go bver to the New
l get some foore contri-

follows crowded.

Kangaroo, and Glyn, and Dane, and | butions in the tin!” he gtammerad at
Kerruish, and Julian, and several more | last.
It was quite a repre-| Tom Merry shool his head.
“Too late he answere “Thoe
. : )

sentative gathering of the Lower Bchool,
all smiling, and all keenly interested in
Bunter and the coffee-tin,

Bunter blinked at the crowd, and the
crowd smiled at Bunter, and there was
a panae,

CHAPTER 4.

Under Lock and Key !
¥ SAY, yon fellows—"
1 . *Yaas, deah bor?”
g “1—1 .‘f\il}'_'—'. :
“Room for Bunter,” said Tom
Merry.  “Don’t crowd Bunter !  He

i3 tolock up the collecting-box.”
And we want to see him do itl

I grinned Blake.-

#Ha, ha, ha!”
¢ Yans, wathah! Cho ahead, Buntah !’
¢ [T’ much obliged to you feliows ;
stammered Bunter. © [t—it's kind of you
_to see me home like this——" ;
‘Wao mean to be kind,-old nut,” - said

House is closed—it's a quarter-pasb
. 1 1

“As he jolly well knows " growled

Gieorge Alfred Grundy.

“Oh, really, Grundy

“PBai Jove! It weally begins to lock,
Buntah, as if vou wish to get out of our

sight with that collectin™tin 1"

“ hope you don't suppose I would
spend anything out o that tin,
D'Arey 7" said the Owl of Grerfriars,
with a great deal of dignity.

1 am sush you will neval do any- .

i of the sort, deah boy, even if i
isn't. locked  up,” answered  Arthur
Augustus. :

“YWe , trust you & that  extent,”

assented Tom Merry.
“Qh, yes, rather!”
#[et's zee -the tin locked up,
same,” eaid Blake. - ¥ Noth
making assurance doubly - sur
Toe Gea LisRaRY.—
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“Léck it up, Bunter.” ;

Bunter breathed hard, and went to his
desk, tin in hand. There was evidently
nothing else to be done. - To insist upon
vetaining the collecting-tin in his. own
hands was to give himself away—if he
had not done it already.

the tin inside, and closed the lid down,
ander a crowd of eyes. ;

“Now lock it}” said Manners,

Bunter felt in his pockets.

“1—1I seem to have lost the key

“Then it had better be locked vp in
another study,” eaid Tom Merry
decidedly.

“T~T've found the key!”

“Good! Go ahead!”

Bunter turned the key in the lock of
the desk- with a grunt. Although the
juniors declared that they could trust
him not to spend anything that was.in
the tin, they were really acting as if
they distrusted him a little—which was

very painful to William George Bunter..

a

Now, you're satisfied that-1t's safe, T
hope 1" he said, slipping the key into his
pm_‘.kef..

“értainly 1" said Tom.
the key.”

“Wha-at?"”

“Getting deaf? Give me the key !’
eaid the ‘captain of the Shell

*“Look here, Tom Merrr

“ Hand it over!”

“Who's in charge of this fund, 1
like to know 77 demanded Bunter wdilil
nantly. “You're taking too jolly mue
on yourself, Tom Merry! I shall keep
charge of the key. for safety !” -
- *‘Bafely’s the guestion,” agreed Tomn.
“Hand 1t over! Hand it to anybody
rou like—but hand it over)”

“1 refuse!™ said Bunter loftily.
decline to be treated with distrust! T
thall be abliged if you fellows will leave
my study |7 -

" What do you want to keep the ley
for 7" grinned Blake. '‘Suppese you
walked in wyour sleep, and came down
from the dorm-——"

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“1 refuse to trust anybody with the
key!” eaid Bunter firmly. “I den’t
really think you weuld burgle my desk,
Tom Merry——' ~

i EII?.,

“Dut I think it would be wrong to
Lll.::u?c temptation in your way. So I shall
eep the key.” Jeiapai

“My hat!”

“Give me

1

d

“Pway -allow me to make a sugges-
Augustus. " Let'e

tion,” eaid Arthur ot
aslk Kildare to mind .the key till to-
mowwow.” - ;

" Hear, hear !’

“Perhaps DBunter
piace  temptation in
;.;'.'iuued Blake.

*Ha, ha, hal” :

“I—I say, you fellows, vou know

“Take him hy the neck,” said Tom.
" We'll give Kildare the key. Hold him
upside-down and shake him till it drops
out.”- :

“Yaas, wathuh "

Bunter jumped back.

“1—1 say. you fellows, I
Kildare having the key. The—the fact is,
I was going to suggest it!” he howled.

“Then hand it over,” said Tom.

Vnwillingly, as if it were an obstinate
tooth he was extracting, Bunter drew
the key from his pocket, Tom Meny
took possession of it. 5% %

“doesn’t - want . to
Kildare's wav?”

"

i I

don’t mind |

“You can see me hand this to Kil-|

dare.” he said.
men ! :

“Ha, ha, hal”. .

Billy Bunter blinked at Tom  Merry,
and blinked at his desk. The treasure-
tin was out of his reach now—unless he
broke open the desk.  As it was his own
CTee GeM LiBRary,—No. 577,

“No deception, gentle-

easily. .
He opened -the lid of liz desk, placed |

_you've shown up, helping unknown chaps

desk, he was “entitled to do that, of
course, if he liked. = It was evidently
necessary, however, to do i% in strict
secreey: i

“1 say, you fellows, now you've goi
the key you can clezr off,” he said un-

Tom ‘Mesry glanced at lis watch.

“Dorm in five minutes,” he remarked.
“Let's stay here and chat with DBunter
til! Kildare vells for us.”

.. *¥Yaas, wathah!” . .

“I—I've got some " lines to dol!”
gasped the unhappy Owl o

“Then T'l tell you what,” said Tom.
“ After Bunter's etood up. for a chap—
name unknown—wheo's in distress, and
raiged a fund for him, we ought to help
Bunter. Let's all lend a hand with his
lines till bed-time.™ .

“ Heay, hear!”

“Yaas, wathah!"” -
Augustus,

“Many hands make light work,” con-
tinued Tom. “How do wbu like the
idea, Bunter? Deon't trouble to thank
vs—Ilet’s begin.” |

Bunter did not loak as if he was going
to thank anybody. He looked more
inclined "to bite Tom Merry than to
thank him.

* Look here——"" Le began.

“Not much time to lose,” said Teom.
“Let's get on with those lines.” i
-“On—on second thoughts, I sha’n't
do them till to-morrow!” etammeied
Bunter. . “I—I wish you'd leave me
alone for a bit. I've got something to

think out."” :

“A problem " asked Lowther.
“Ye-en, exactly !” A
“Buch as how to open o desk without
iie"j"f"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the
“Oh, really, Lowther——" :
Reiily of the Fourth came along the
passage. 2 :
- “Dorm!"” he called out.
dare’s after ye!” :

“Halla! Bed-time!" said Tom regret-
fully. “We sha'n’t be able to help vou
with your lines now, Bunter—or in think:
ing out your problem. Come on, old
fellow ! ;

“*I—I'm coming!"

" Well, come, then!”

“You needn't wait for me!”

“My dear chap, after the splendid way

chuckled Arthur

juniors.

“ Bare, Kil-

in distress, I'd wait for you any lengih
of time!” answered the captain of - the
Shell affably, *‘ As.loug as you like !”

“Now, then!”™ It was the voice of
Kildare of the Sixth in the passage. * Off
to the dorm, you young sweeps! What
are you up to*"

The grinning juniers crowded away,

Tom Merry with his arm linked in Bun- |

ter's. The fat junior murmured somwe-
thing. under his breath. - There was 1o
heln for it, and he had to leave the study,
and the treasure-tin reposed in the locked
desk—so near, and yet so far, )

CHAPTER 6.

In the Dead of Night !
““ BEASTS A
: " " Eh?

Bunter?"” g

“N-n-nothing ! Lemme zlone,
and get along to your dorm, Alerry!”
grunted the Owl of Greyfriars sulkily.

“Right-ho! Hadn’t you better sec me
hand Kildare the key firsti” 1

Another grunt from Bunter., He did!
not seem interested in the key, now that !
it had passed irrevocably out of hisi
possessiorn. : :

But Tom i
word. He stopped Kildare in the dormi-
tary corrvider, -

C“ Kildare——"" he began,

What did you say,

Merry was a fellow of his Pfor the minutes to pass.

“Get a move on!” answered the pre-
fect. : £ 2
“*Would you mind keeping this key for
us till to morrow?” asked Tom. “ We've
got something locked up in a desk, ‘and
we want the key kepi safe, if “you
wouldn't mind.” - T £

“Oh, all right!"” said Kildare, with a

smile.  And he took the key and slipped
it into his waistcoat-pocket. - ** Now, ges
along ! :

The Shell and Fourth separated, and
went to their vespective quarters. -

Bunter cast a longing blink down the
stairs, but it was impossible to get away
%uat then, and he went into the Fourth
‘orm dormitory with the rest of the
School House Fourth.

His fat face was clouded.

“ Anythin' w'ong, deah boy?” asked
Arthur Augustus kindly as the fat junior
hicked off gis hoota. ?

“No!" snap Bunter. ;

“You were lookin’ wathah wowwied!”

L ltats:"

Arthur Augustus coughed.

“The tin's safe, Bunter, old bean!”
remarked Cardew. *Kildare will keep
the key all right!”

Grunt! . :

“Perhaps that's what'a worrying him !
suggested Levison. And there was o
laugh.

Kildare was looking after the Shell, and
Darrel came to see lights out for-the
Fourth. The juniors bolted into bed as
the prefect looked in, and Darrel called
out to the Ywl of Greyfriars. .

“‘Bunter! You're only half undressed!
What the thump do you mean?”

“Eht I—I—" .
“Some game on in this dormitory
what?" asked Darrel sharply.. * Mind, if
there's any turning out after lights out
there'll be trouble. Finish undressing at
once, Bunter, and sharp!™
The Owl oi)eyed, with a black brow.

Dayrel turned the lights out, and re-
tired; and there was a chuckle in the
dormitory after the door had closed.

“Why weren't you goinﬁ to undress,
Bunter?" ehirruped Trimble. :

No reply. :

“Thinking of getting up.again, and
sneaking - down to ‘the etudy?” chuckled
Mellish. i -

““Oh, really, Mellish—""

“(Oh, Bunter wouldn't do that!” said

Blake. - * Besides, the desk's locked, and
Kildare's got the key. The tin's all
right "

“Of course it is!” exclaimed .Bunter

warmly. *‘You don’t think I'd bust open
my own desk, do you? Of couree, it might

happen. Some fellow might do such a

thing for—for a lark! I wouldn't!"

“Of vourse, if we found in the morn-
ing it had been busted open, we should
conelude that some fellow had done it for
a lark ! remarked Jack Blake gravely.

“Of course!” said Bunter. o

“Being such innocent, uneuspicions
youths, we should be bound to think so!”
remarked Cardew. * Who'd suspect Bun-
ter of sneaking down in the middle of the
night to burgle his own desk?”
© “Who, indeed?” chuckled Roylance.

“Y¥Yaas, wathah!” ¥ : .

-~ Billy Bumter did not speak.again. . He
was not, for once, anxious to get to sleep;
but he was very anxious for the other
fellows to get to sleep: :

" The buzz of voices died away in tha
dormitory at last, and the last good-
nights were exchanged. Bilence setiled
down on the big room, and never -had
silenice seemed so blessed to the fal ears
of Billy Bunter. -

He waited with suppressed impatience

i But as ten
chimed out from:the clock-tower he sat up
i1'. b(‘t], n

“You fellows asleep?” he breathed. |
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Silence. . ¥

“You fellows asleep®” repeated Bun-
ter in a slightly louder tone.

“Hallo! Who's jawing®?

It awns Jack Blake's voice.
_ Bunter’s eyes glittered in the darkness.
Blake was evidently still awake.

#That you, Bunter?” | :

“No!” gasped . Bunter.  “I-—T'm
asleep! I mean, I just woke up! I—1've
got a toothache!” ..

“ Poor old chapi” .said Blake 5_\'m9:1ihe-
tically. * How lucky I'm awake! 1 1l get
vou something for it 5
M 1t's all right—it's
Bunter. ;
~*“Bure it's gone?”

[0 X‘es‘Yl

1. ghouldn’t mind
a Bit, if you liked.” - -

Bunter breathed hard through his fat
little nose. .

“You beast! I mean, I—I don’t wani
you to! I only want you to go-to sleep,
7o U——

gone now 17 gasped

itting up with you

“Eh?” S )
“I1—I mean, I don't want to. disturb
yon—->"

“0Oh, all right! Good-night, Bunty iy

“Good-night !I” said Bunter, bebween
his teeth. ; :

The fat junior began to snore. But bis

snore did not last very long. It was about .
a quarter of an hour later that he sat up:

once mMore. . :

“You asleap, Blake

“ Hallo!”

“Oh, you rotter!”
mayed at finding Jack Blake still
the arms of Marpheus. -

“ What's- that?”" yawned Blake.

“ N-n-nothing 1" :

siagill got the toothache?”

“Nunno!" =iar

“What i3 it this time, old chap?” asked
PBlake quite affectionately. **Would you
like me to sit up with you?”

“No!"-howled Bunter. . -

“PBai Jove! There seems to be a feak-
ful lot of talkin’ goin’.on!” came a sleepy
voice from Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s
bed. ‘‘Anythin” happenn’?” . .
“Poor old Bunter can’t sleep!” ex-
plained Jack Blake. * I'm thinking of
sitting up -and talking to the peor
fellow !

. #Bai Jove! That is weally & vewy kind
kind thought, Blake! I will sit up, too!
What shall we talk about, Buntah®"” |

There was a subdued chuckle from some
of the other beds: ]

It dawned upon Billy Bunter that a
good many of the Fourth were still
awake. W. (. Bunter. was not very
acute, but he began to guess that il
Fourth-Formers were remaining awake on
purpose. : ;

“Oh, you beastsi” murmured Bunter.

“Did you speak, Buntyi" :

Snore! .. . . . :

“Hallo, he's gone to sleep, after alll”
said Herries, ** Are you asleep, Bunter?”

Snore ! - :

“Bai Jove! I think we cansettle down
now, deah boys!" o

Another chuckle, and then silence. Billy
Bunter lay in bed in s Hunnish frame of
mind. He was exceedingly sleepy himself,
and he knew that he had to wait a long
time now. ‘It would never do to make a
move while - the Fourth were wakeful,
and any more alarm might make them
really suspicious—if they weren't so
already ! e J

Bunter resolved to wait. * He had his
own reasons for wanting to open the
treasure-tin in strict privacy, and that
could not be done on the morrow. -

“In spite of himself, his eyes closed; but
the treasure-tin was on his mind, and he
dreamed: of it—of clinking ~gold and
silver and-rustling notes—and he awole.
with it still in his thoughts.

A clock was striking in the distance.

,i;;aép}_‘d Bunter, dis.
out of

.and counted the strokes.
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The fat junior rubbed his sleepy-eyes
Eleven! ; A
1t was pretty certain that the Fourth:

Form were aslcep by that-time. . But

Billy Bunter did not risk speaking again.i

He crept cautiously out_oFbc-d, grabbed

up his clothes in the dark; and begaii to:

dress quietly: e ; :
Then-he crept away
wards the door.. = iy
His heart was thumping. hard, and he
listened anxiously as he crept on; but
there was no sound in the dormitory save
that of .steady breathing.
‘His fat hand. was on tho door at last,

and he drew it open, e
Outside, the corridor-lay black -and

gilent. - Gk it 7 Vi b
The fat junior crept out, and drew the

door softly shut behind him. - It was

talt clear ™ at last ! e

in his zocks to-
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ARE YOU ONE?

Now is the time to show what
stuff you are made of, Don’t slack
about the streets in “civvies” if
you can join a Cadet Corps.
HELP YOUR COUNTRY BY
applying to “C.AV.R,, Judges’
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
tice, W.C. 2,” who will send you
particulars as to. your .nearest
Cadet Corps. You can do  your
bit by e S
BECOMING A CADET TO-DAY!
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CHAPTER 6.
: At Treasure-Trove ! .. .
ILLY BUNTER crept -down . the:
stairs, feeling his way in the dark-
ness. Here and there a glimmer-

.. ing- window gave a glimpse of
starlight, but fortunately the fat junior..
knew the way well enough to find it in
the dark. He bumped several times oh
banisters and corners, and yelped sup--
pressed . velps, but he arrived in the
Fourth Form passage at iast.

Softly he cpened thé door of Study
No, 2. From somewhere below the big
staircase there was a glimmer of sub-
dued lights, but in the junior guarters
all was dark.  Bunter knew his study
when he camé to it, and he crépt iu,
closed the door, and scratched a mateh.

He blinked at the window, to ascer-
tain that it was covered, ahd then lighred
a candle-end. 3 : - :

Then he grinned.

¢ Beasts !” ‘he marmured.

H Just geif

sums in the hands of Bunter on

7' Threeshalfpence, 7 11 - T

a c]:?'p couldn’t be trusted! I'll show
em |- o

He blinked at the ‘desk for 'several
minutes. It was locked, and the key
was in Kildre's waistcoat-pocket, 80 -
there was no opening it by the usual
method: The only way to get at the

~collecting-tin was by forcing the lid up,

and that meant cracking the lock. Bun-
ter had a mnatural disinclination “to
damaging his own property, and hie rc-
gretted that he had not allowed the tin
to be -locked in somebody edse's desk.
That would not have mattered so. much.
‘But there was no help for it now, and
he made up his mind to it. A
~ He tried the poker first. He bent the
poker. and squeezed his fat thumb, and
yelped; but the desk remained at it was
before. - Then he hunted through the
study for a chisel, and found one belong-
ing to Mellish. . L re \

He squeezed the chisel under the lid
with some difficulty, end began:to prisc
it ups. e

Creak ! Crack?!

#QOh, dear!"” gasped Bunter.

In the stillness the cracking of the desk
sounded alarmingly loud. He cepsed his

" offorts, and remained listening for several

minutes with thumping heart. He was

| feeling a_good deal like 2 burglar, as n
' matter of fact, and he felt the nervous-

ness natural to a person taking up that

. honourable profession for the first time.
" “Peasts I murmured Bunter. ' Fancy

all this trouble to get ut
Awful beasts! I really
at . Greyfrizrs, onl)

eiving a chai)
‘his own fund!
wish T'd stayed

| they're .just as beastly there, if .not
| more so.

1 dare say Wally’s having no
end of & good time, while I'm put to
all this trouble. Beasts!"”
He shoved in the chisel again at last,
and there was another loud erack. )
* But Bunter was in deadly-earnest now,
and, -heedless of the cracking ‘of the’
desk, he ‘persisted in his labours. :
There was a louder crack, but it was
not caused by the bursting of the lock.

‘1t was the lid of the desk that split across,

*Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bunter.

His eofforts were detracting consider-
ably from the value of the desk. i

““Bensts ! Rotters! Somebody. ought
to pay me for this! But I know jolly
well they won't—sure of it! Beasts "

Crack ! ; T

‘Half the lid flew up at last, and that
was enough for the amatenr cracksman. -

He thrust a fat hand into the desk
and dragged out the clinking tin of con-
tributions. : RETVERES r &

Heedless of the damaged desk new,
Buunter proceeded to jerk off the wire:
that fastened down the lid of the coffee-
tin.

The incessant clinking that accom-

1 panied the movements of the tin was -

music to the fat ears of the Owl of Grey-

|| friars. -

How much was there-in it?
- “He hardly dared to fuess; his imagina-
tion was running riot.  The tin was
heavy—very heavy. Even if all the con-
tributions had been coppers - the collec
tion was worth o great deal. - But, of
course, it wasn't ‘all coppers. - He had
heard fellows. speaking of half-crowns,
shillings, florins. = ‘And hadn’t he been
asked whether currency noles and bank-
notes would do?  Why, the émuilest
denomination ~ of banknotes was five
pourids!  And if therc was only one
fiver——
Burnter was dazzled at the bare idea.

© A fiver and some currency notes, 0s
well as a rogular heap of silver, large
and smalil! It was dazzling!  The
generosity -of the St Jim's - juniors
eyualled their simplicity in placing such
i ) his bare
And on the morrow there was @
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frech harvest to be gathered—the New
Ylouze was untouched ro far, with the
exception of Figgins!

In his mind’s eye Bunter could see
himsel fairly volling in banknotes, cur-
roney notes, silver, and copper!

iz fat hawds trembled on the tin
. The lid was wired down very securely,
and he jerked and jabbed at the wire
with feverish impatience in the ghimmer
of the candle-light.

The lid came off at last.

With a gasp of relief the fab junior
up-ended the coffec-tin on the tuble and
poured out the contents,

And then—

Three trouser-buiions rolled out fi
much te Bunter's surprisc. 'Chey w
followed by a regular cascade !

But alas for gantﬂr"i rosy vizions of
wealth !

It was nob 2 caseade of gold and silver,
or even copper, not a flood of banknotes
und currency notes !

Not at all} :

Trouser-buttons and shirt-buttons and
waistcoat-butions, it kinds of buktons;
Lroken studs, small pebbles, pen-nibs
that had seen service; such was the trea-
sure that poured out of the tin under
Bunter's astounded eyes!

There were coing, certainly—iwo! One
was a defaced halfpenny, and the other a
sevionsly damaged farthing!  Neither
was likely to be accepted at face value
Ly anyone but a blind beggar.  And they
were the only specimens of the ecainage
of the realm.

Bunter blinked at the heap on the

table, He blinked into the tin. Then
hie gasped.

“Oh! Beasta! -Oh! Ow! Ah!
Rotters 17 '

The fat junior seemed almost petrified.

That was his treasure !

‘That was the great collection that had
ween made for the Friendly Fund for the
dlistressful unknown. The musieal clink-
ing he had heard in the Commion-roon
had been caused by buttons and pebbles
Jrapping through the slit in the tin, And
the rustling banknotes?  Fragment
crumpled old envelopes mingled with the
agsortmens of rubbish—not fivers, not
curreney notes, only wastepaper

The fat junior could scarcely believe
Lis eyes or his spectacles, What had that
ccene in his study meant? Wiy hadn's
the beasts let him open the un when
there wae only this rubbish in it?

) The explanation dawued on him at
agt,

Hiz podgy leg had been pulled all the
time, The juniors had known perfectly
well that he would creep down from the
dormitory in the night and burgle his
vwn desk—evidently.

1o had stayed awake, and Blake had
stayed awake to keep him on tenter-
hooks. He had erept down from bed at
a late hour, he had smashed his own
desk, and now—

Now he was rewarded with 2 unigue
collection of buttons !

He realised at last ihat hie had been
the vietim of a joke planned among all
the juniors. Even Trimble and Mellish
had been in the gaine; Tom Mervy &
‘0., and all the rest, had been in it, to
pull hia ;"regi‘ous leg as a punishment

ol

. . £
for his “apoc ; :

And the burgled desk remained as o
proof that he had intended to bag the

loot all the time,
loot to bag |

Bunter's feelings were too deep for
words,

He remained staring at the weird col-
laction for a good five minutes, the
candle-light flickering on his fat, dis-
mayed face,

There was a crash at last as ha pitched
the tin and the collection into the grate.

Tyg Gy LIBRARY.—No. 577,

And there wasn't any

. Lowther,

That was the ond of his dreams of
wealth.

He blew out the candle and crept from
the study, His eyes were gleaming be-
hind lis spectacles as he erept back to
the Fourth Form dormitory.

iTe rolled inte the dormitory, and
cloged the door after him with less cau-
tion than before, There wasn't much
need for cantion now,

“Hallo{” Thers was a yawn from
Blake’s bed, * What's the row?”

Tha closing of the door had awakened
Jack Blake. He sat up in bed, ring
into the darkness,

“Beast | hissed Bunter,

“That you, Buntyi”’

“ Boast I

“Have vou got up in the middle of the
night to call me namesi”

* Boast !

“PBeen downstairs?” chuckled Blake.

“Been looking after the giddy
treasuret”

“Beast!™

“Ts it still safa?”

“ Beast 1"

Billy Bunter rolled info bed In a

furicus temper, and it was some time
before ha went to sleep.  Blake chuckled
deepily, and turned his head on  his
pillow, and slumberad peacefully, And
as Dunter at last sank into the arms of
Morpheus, the last murmured word on
s lips was:

“Beasts ™

CHAPTER T.
Calied To Account !

OAM MERRY & CO. were down

bright and early in the morning.

And as soon as they wers down

tha Terrible Three made their

way to Study Ne. 2 in the Fourth. And

ai the sight of the broken desk there was
a roar of langhter in No. 2.

“PBunter's been at it!”
“Poagr old DBunter!
there's the eontributions in the grate,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T1 wonder what the dear boy feli like
when he found that eollection®”

“Ha, ha, hat” ¢

There was qguite a crowd in Study
Na. 2 before breakfast. All the juniors
wera interested in the burgled desk.
And howls of laughter vang along the
passage, and reached Billy Bunter's ears
when he rolled down, lass of the Lower
Schoal, as usual,

The Owl of Greyiriarz did net ap-
proach the study. Thers was nothing to
interest him there, At the breakfasi-
table that moming DBunter's fat face
wore a frown of wrath and indignation,
while the other fellows were smiling
sweetly,

After breakfast the fai junior rolled
out into the guad, still frowning, And
he was followed by a dozen iellows, who
sarrounded him under the elms, Tom
Merry tapped him on the shoulder,

“Do vou know what's happened,
Bunter?” he demanded.

“Qh, rats!” snapped Bunter.

“We've been to your study——

“Br-r-r—ré”

“ And your desk’s heen burgled,” said
Tom gravely., “TIt's seriously damaged.
The lid's eplit into pieces.”

“Yaas, wathah!"” grinned Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, “The desk is vewy
sewiously injahed, Buntah, DPid yeu
knowi™

“1 suppose you're going to the House-
master shout it?? said Lowther,

Bunter started,

“0h, really, you fellows——

“You see, the collection’s gone,” said
Tom Merry, “I don't know how much
it was, but the tin was heavy, and it

*

”

Tt can't
Lhe

must have been a lavge sum.
be allowed to disappear lilke this
burglar must be found.”

“Wha-a-at?"”

“As chairman of the fw
responsible for the money, : s
“The best thing is to report tho loss 6o
Mr, Railton at once.”

“Ehiv

Y Huppase
pe :lmdé)l—w 2

“There wasn't!” howled Buanter.

“How do you knoew?'’ asked Tom.

Junter blinked at him.

“Do you mean to say that it was you
burgled your own desk, aud shat vou
were after the collection?" demanded the
captain of the Shell.

“Numo!” gasped Bunter., ¥ Ca-
tainly not! I—I slept like a top all
night. I certainly never went down.”

“You didn't mean to bag the collec-
tiont” '

“Of—of course not.”

“Well, somebody’'s danc
Tom, ‘“And, as there may
thirty or forty pounds, the
have to be called in.”

“The—the pip-pip-police?”

“Certainly. The burglar can'c e
allowed to get off with all thai swag.”

“Wathah not.”

. Bunter blinked specchlesely  at the
juniors, 5

“You're responsible, you know,” sal
Tom, shaking a fovefinger at him, "
money was in your desk,”

“There wasn't any money !
Bunter.

“1 mean the collection,”

“There wasn't any collaction,
buitons and things.”

Tont Merry shook his head, and thera
was n grave shaking of Leads all vound
Bunter. Apparently the School House
juniors were not prepared to accepd thas
statement.

“That chicken won't fight, Bunter,”
said Jack Blake. *What did you lou!
up the tin so carefully for if thera w
only buttona in itt"

“1—1 thought—-"

“It's pretty plain,” said Tom gravely,
‘somebody went down in the night an
baged the money, and chucked all th
buttons ahbout to cover up his frac
Camouflage, you know, Now, DBunter’
weleome to the buttons—-"

“Yaas, wathah!”

“But the money’s got to bo found,
The question is, who bagged it? Are
you sure you never wenit down in the
uight, Bunter!”

“Ye-e¢, certainly " gasped Bunter,

“Then it was somebody else, and ho's
zot to be found. The moncy must be
recoverad,”

“You know there wasn't any money i?
shrieked Bunter,

“Eht How should I know?”

“You didn’t put any in, you bhe

there was about twents

LI (T

ouly

i

“How do you knowi”

L 1

“Yes, if you didn't open the tin,
how do you kmow there wasu't any

l'r-.r‘:.‘nley Ii‘u Iit i “giggled Bagry Trimble,

“ Better all go to the Hon
report this,” said Tom.

“¥aas, wathah "

“I—I—1 say, you fellows,” gaspe
Bunter, “d-d-don’t vou tell Railton o
thing! He might think there really w

smaster avd

some money, and that i had bees
taken.”

“Well, wasn't there?”  demanded
Tom. “Only the fellow who burgled

the desk and opened the tin can know
for certain, Come on, you chaps, and
we'll catch Railton before classes,”

“Hold on!” gasped Bunter. “I-L
dor’t mind admitiing that I-T opened
tho—the tin ™




Every Wednesday,

“Why, vou said you didn't!®”
".U d-did
“Yaas, h.l!}:'lh Buntah !

T—I—[ meant that I did
; I really meant to say all s
-.pu.I Bunter,
“0Oh, when you said you dic
acant that ‘.Ul did? 2y lue .
Imu Merry. 8o vou burgled the desk '
=T '-\upI)u-“ I can bust my own desk

f like #*

“And you opene d the tin?"”

el

“And took out tho money’

“There wasn't any mon * yelled
Bunter, * y that rul \b-a[a—-tm'r

sud things. You know jelly well there
w 01 11\ :uhhs-\h as you puv it into the
you b

Ia, ha,

;‘;1’

“This jsn’t a langhing matter,’
Fom Mer “ Bunte ems to han
rm;..md the !und which ~was for

fit of an unknown person in distres
.p:m us 4 yarn about buttons and
things, but we’ re not bound to beliex
Wea must see that Bunter accounts for
"|r‘ mon
“Yes, vather!”
Hu\\’ much w as there,
‘There  wasn't 7
Bunter, ‘“You know
“What - we

thie
know i
to Railt

. to me,’
black ind

“It's a serious deling muiv-
Fxpense to the Realm .\_tl ud M
Lowther solemnly, * Bunter is liabl
to about a hundred ye
We a bound to h

i 7

re

n, Bunter!”
vou fellows,”
alarm, *
I—Um ready 1-5
You had bett
heal, B 'mﬂ‘ (ki
\ull : -

=

i anm 1

“1=I don’t me an $w car,
- I nmean swed

“Come alrmk
you want to 1\'\ b

YT aw

2 wasn't any maney

tha tin!” howled Bunter desperatel
“You know there wasn you_ bea
Hov 1ld there be m ; in it, wh

put in old but and wa
1 votters ¥

1at’s your story !' said TL\lh e
cing his hrad

Junter !
athal not, Buntah !
s a fand is bom“.j to acecount for

y. I you hod opened the tin

you

A fellow who
1.}43

the pw.
he on all wigl

“That shows he mea
dibs,” said Monty Lowil

meant to, and he did it! (_l< ar as dagy
l:IgI:t.'
HI=T didu’t mean to ! wailed B
rot at tin to—to se«

“I—I only g
it was :1}1
Lildare mi
"'“}i‘ ﬁ. you i
T—I went don
That’s all 1"
"On, my ha
say,
You ki

thought D"flhd}.'h
1 _11: h- tempt-—d to—to

know !

I am!i”
“Bai Jovel!
“H], ha, ha!"”
I'

1] ﬂi.'irf‘l.'ll(‘fx‘;

for Tom
Billy

"‘.unu i\e%ta, l b‘,
go down and—and
that's wiy you made me
to pull my leg—-s’

tin, and |
it up, jus

’i

in |

| and the

w I'd | [at j

¢ g8 s00N a8 il
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“Ia, ha, hal”
“Val! RCIttt‘l’ﬁT

The chapel bells wera ringi
| Bunter was L>u; in peace at 1 #
| rolled away in great wrath and indigna-

Bai Jove! I fmm\ Buntah will be

fﬁl 1-;' with waisin’ funds for bluein’ in

”

the  tuckshop! remarked  Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “1 weally think we
have l.r,‘:rd the last of that wemarkable
stunt.

But in that prediction the swell of St
Jim's did not display his usual ]m]pmnnn
The last of Bunter’s *‘stunt” had by no
means been heard.

CHAPTER 8.
Success in Sight .
OM MERRY & CO. were playing
football that afternoon, and they

had not much attention to bestow
The

upon Bunter of the I ourthn

"fat junior gave them many reproachful

Three-halfpence.

]1-|r‘:i-;-|' blinked at him.
7 What 111':: thump do you mean
by t\ 3 to one ! he asked peavishl
“(roals ! explained Lowther.
“Who's mlkmq about goals?
“Haven't you come to inguire
result of tho match?” asked Low
affably.
Snort !
“Tommy took the first go

L]

tinued Lowther cheerily. “ It 5
gf.-o\l. Gussy sent him a pass——"
‘1 say, you fellows——"
1

got the

ke for
"

was q
slammed it 1n~r-—

L l‘.ud Fatty Wynn i
wae beaten all the Wity —1nis 1 the ball
by inche said Lowther., *'He's a gr
man, but we were too much fm Tz
That was the nrut. [go W, Buater,”

“ Look here

al, but ha

“Figgins took the next for the New
House.

1t was pretty smart of Figg:

WHAT HAS TRIMBLE HEARD'?

t heod—in fact,
mner the Qwl of
5 Jod the Terrible Three,
Ay est pr‘d him, and Buanter
10 W d tiem down to the foothall
in a di late mood, He remained
there to h the beginning of a House
match, ‘but House matches did not in-
terest lim, and he rolled away again.
While the frwror was going on, ]ylow VT,
lie found a little ]:a'mhw 1 nec r
entertainment in jooking into study cup-
boards, and was Ineky Pnoll_]l to lmd a
cale m Study No. 6, and a hag of ;am-
tarts in 'lum Meriy's :-t\i(h Thn caka
jam-tarts consaled a little
{ for the failure of the Fr ‘::)d, but
that fund was still in his X
The chums of the o1l did
Bunter agam till tm-nmp They were at
tea after the football match when the
ior presente: | himself in Study No.
IU'} m he Shell,
'Two {:- one " said Mouniv Lowther,
o Owl come in.

hich they did

After d

nob see

ad Dig u_, ulh_'i

ven't come here to falk [cotball I
howled Bunter.
“You've come here to }

ar 1
1

y tallc it?

Right-ho! Figgins put tl
I{L?I'"ID-’ let him do it. I'n
to ‘«md\ No. & ‘;lmut

Herries UHglaL not trJ hiave dono it. :
**1 say, Tom Merry
“But he did,” continued

“Te let the ball through, and

House scored ene. But then

T

“Will you give a fellow
Bpe: alc ™
hora

i

shriecked Bunter. “I've ¢
"

to tell you
-'-r,r, you interested in the o

\«) I'm not, you s
“0Oh, vou will be when y
all al it said Low
i 1l you about the
= hvu: House——'
=8 Lipnauy.—N




10 THE BEST 4° LIBRARY D@~ THE “BOYS" FRIEND” 40 LIBRARY.

“1 won't listen! I—"" .

“ Gussy had the ball—-"

“ Look here——"" ...

“He played it over. the line, and, of
_conrse, that was just like Gussy: to let it
o into touch instead of sending it in.. I
told him so afterwards, and he was quite
ratty. He said it was the game to play
it into touch just then. Didn’t he, you
chaps?® .. - g ; E

“He did!". grinned Tom Merry and
Mannera. -

“Will you listen to me?” raved
Bunter. :
“But-he ought to have sent it in to

Tommy,” ‘said Lowther, shaking his
‘head. ”*“What they don’t know about
focter in Study No. & would fill volumes
and volumes. New House got it from
the chuck-in, you see, and they came on
like giants refreshed with: Government
Al i
“1 say——
“And fairly rushed our goal,” con-
tinued Lowther, smiling blandly at the
excited Owl, “*Thére was me en-my back
—there was Manners star-gazing as
usual-——"
“Look here!™
warmly. .
“There was Blake wandering around
like a lost sheep, and Gussy hunting for
his eyeglass, -Luckily, Herries played up
in gan and sent the leather out, and
Kangaroo clearéd to midfield—"
“You silly' chump!” ‘raved Bunfer.
“1 tell you—""" y
“Then we were fairly on it,” said
Lowther—*“ right on the ball you knew,
and buzzing it up the. field like one
o'clock. Where were the New House!
forwards? Nowhere! Where were their:|

"

-interrupted . Manners

halves? Same place, Wheve were their
backs—" : : .
Slam ! ;

Bunter departed from the study, clos-
ing the door after him with a terrific
erash. e e
. “Hallo! Bunter don't seem to want
to know about that last goal !'? ejaculated
Monty Lowther, in surprise.

“Ha, ha, hal” 5

The chums of the Shell went on with
their tea. In o few minutes the door’
opened again, and Bunter looked in.

“1 say, you fellows o

“ \Where were their backs?" continued
Moenty Lowther, as if there had been no
interuption. “Nowhere—simply no-
where. We came through them like——""

“ Lowther, you silly idiot—-"

“ A knife through cheese. Fizging was
on his back, contemplating the mysteries
of the firmament—"" : 2

I_ iy ;

“Kerr was foo soon
ton late.
gonl——"".

“You—you—-—-"" : S

“ And Tommy slammed in the ba
said Lowther,- ’ ias

“1Well, and it was goal,” said Bunter.-
“{lad you've come to the end.” Now, I
sav, you fellows 3

“But it wasn't goal vet,” said Lowther
cheerfully, - ““Fatty. Wynn buzzed - his
napper on the ball; and it came out again

. and Redfern was
Right up to the New House

1]
LT

—right eut ’ 3

“1 say . -

4 And Thompson cleared nearly to mid-,
field. - But that gave Kangaroo d chance,
e was on the ball like lightning—""

Slam ! - sl

“ Dear me 1" said Lowther, as the door’
closed after Bunter once more. * Bunter®
will never hear how we got that goal at
this rate, . I wonder if he’s coming in
again "’ .

But the fat junior did not come. in
again, - He had realised that so long as
he was in Study No. 10 Lowther would
continue to give him focthall news. - And |
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so he rolled away in search of other
victims,.and the Terrible Three had their
tea in peace. --. . ..o Ly

_The fat junior rolled away fo. Study
No. 6 in the Fourth. He found Blake &
Co.- there, an- they smiled as the fat face
showed in the doorway, . i

 Just finished )" daid Blake.  ~*Not
a crumb! Not a merry morsel! Too
late, my fat pippin! Sold again'!”

- “J say, you fellows——"" - .:

“ Pewwaps :Buntah knows what be-
came of our cakel” suggested Arthur
Augustus, AR e ey A

“(lake ! said Bunter vaguely.

“There is a cake missin’ fwomi o
cupboard,: Buntah.”- . - )

“Boms of the New House have been
raiding you, I expect,” said Bunter
calmly, 1 don’t know anything about

ur

.it. Measly small cake it was, too!

say, you fellows, T've come here to speak
to you about the fund.” r
% You've found the missing money
asked Blake. e e

“There wasn't any. meney!” roared
Bunter. . **You. know there —wasn't!

| 4

Now,-look here, you fellows, I'm not

going -to start that tin_again. It only
Teads  fellows: to . play rotten, practical
jokes. But the fund’s important. I've
decided to appoint thie committee at once.
When the committee geta to work I
think the fellows will have the decency
to put in something better than trouser-
buttons.” - : R i :

“You fat ass!” said -Jack Blake in
measured tones. ** Are .you kecping up
that varn? Do you think anybody. be-
licves you you were raising the wind for
a chap in distress? There ‘isn't such a
chap! You've invented him. to spoof
us out of our dibs !  Got that?”

“ Oh, really, Blake——""

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augus-
tus, with a serivus shake of the head.
“Tt goes pgainst the gwain to suspect
any fellow of .such wotton twicks : but
weally, Buntah, it is quite palpablel ¥ou
are a feahful spoofah, and: the chap you
wefer to does not exist at all.. It is all
spoof fwom beginnin’ to end " - - = -

Bunter blinked at the chums of the
Fourth with an expression more of sor-
row than of anger. .o -

“T'm sorry to sde that you can't trust
me,” he said. * Frdon’t know what I've
done to deserve this. -You know me to
be an honourable chap—always candid:
and above-board, and strictly truthful
and—"" . i
< “(Oh, bai Jovel™ ; -

“But as there seems a lot of suspicion
about I'm appointing a commitiee, and
tho matter will -he -taken entirely out of
my -hunds:
satisfy you.

laced in my study, and fellows can put
in what they like. All particulars will
be given to the committee, and their
word - will be good enough for all the
chaps, I hope.  :-Will ‘you act on the
commiittea, D' Arcy 1" -
Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass

- on the fat junior in perplexity.”

- *Weally, Buntah, you are awah. that
I do not cwedit your statement,”. he
said.  “1 am sowway to say it, but I do
not take your word. I do not believe in
the existence of the chap you wefer to.”
Y Suppose [give you f:is name "
¢ Then I should weserve the wight to
ask him personally whethah your state-
ment is cowweet.” LAt
. “That's agreed; of course!™
. *0h, that's agreed,
Blake in surprise. -
Y Certainly ! .
-* Look here, you ass,

I should think that would-
A collecting-box will be-

is-it 7" exclaimed

we don't believe |

there’s any chap in the Fourth on his;

uppers, ns you say, and we don't believe
you'd try. to help him il" there was!”
growled -Herriea. - - E .

~NOW 0
'SALE-.

“Bai Jove! If Buntah gives us the
name and particulahs we can_prove that
for ourselves!” remarked Arthur Augus-
tus D'Arcy, . “I think even.Buntah
ought to have a chance. 'If there is a
chap, in_this House. in feahful bad luck
I am willin' to back up, for one!” .
48 are we alll” growled Blake.
“ But thers isn't 1", :

. “Pway give us the chap’s name,
tah, and we will sce.”.. .. . :

“The name can only be given to the
committes. The chap is in awfully low
water, but he’s very proud,” said. Bun-
ter, *He doesn't want. his troubles to be
the talk of the school. He's frightfully
hard up, and he's got some debts to
pay, and the committes are welcome to
make all inquiries. . 1 can’t say more
than that.” ot
 Study No. 6 stared at Bunter. He had
succeeded in impressing them at last.
For the first time they began to think
there might be something in Bunter’s
claim that he was trying to raisc funds
for a St. Jim's fellow in distress. Cer-
tainly, if the name was given to ‘the
committes, and they questioned the fel-
low concerned, persom?lly, there did not
soem much room for *spoof.”

“My hat!” said Blake. “Is it barely
possible that the fat bounder is telling
the truth, after all?” - ‘

“Oh, really, Blake—"

“It would be vewy wemarkable, deah
boys, but it is barely poss. Buntah, I
am willin’ to act on the committee on
condish that T am at liberty to make
every investigation into your state.nent,
and pwove that mattahs are as you
desewibe, befoah anythin’ is contwibuted
to the fund.” -

“Well,” that's all right,” assented
Blake. :

“PDaone !" said Bunter at once. .

“Bai Jove! If Buntah agwees to
that it must be all wizht, and we have
been wathah too distwustful,” said

Bun-

{ Arthur Augustus, *I will speak to Tom

Mewwy and Figgins at once, and the
committee can get to work.” :

The swell of St. Jim’s was convinced
at last. Billy Bunter followed him from
the study with a fat grin of satisfaction
on his face. He felt that success was at
hand, and the next collection would be
something. getter than wastepaper and
trouser-buttons!

CHAPTER 9.
What’s in a Name?

WAY be sewious, deah boys!”
The committee had met.
‘Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had

called on Tom Merry, and then
ging of the New House, and both
weery youths had yielded to the

L1

on Fig,
those ¢

i persuasions of the awell of Bt. Jim’s.

Arthur - Augustus had pointed out to
them ‘that, if Bunter actéd up to the
conditions agreed upon, the matter must
be fair and square; and Tom Merry and
Figgy, after some thought, agreed to
that. ~ Not that they expcoted Bunter to
fulfil the conditions. They were pre-
pared for some fresh “ wriggle ”’ on the
part-of the Owl, - = &
However, the committee of three met
in the Hobby Club-room in the School
- House, prepared to-give Bunter a”hear- -
ing. Tom Mérry and Figgins were'in a
humorens mood, certainly; and it was
in vain that D’ Arcy begged them to be
serious. They couidn't quite take the

“You see, deah boys,” continued
Arthur Augustus, “if Buntah is weally
in earnest, there is some chap we know
who is in & difficult posish, and Buntah
appears to be tryin’ to help him out.
| That is wathah decent of Buntah, if it
is the case.”

=111 chackled Figgina:

1 Owl seriously.
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“Buntah is goin’ to give us all the
particulahg—-"

“My duar chap, he's gomg to try_to
spoof us!” said Tom. * Still, we'll gnn
him a chance. Hallo! Here he is!”

Bunter camre in, and closed the door
after him. A number of curious juniors
were in the passage outside. But it
was agreed. that the committee should
meet in strict private.  If Tom Merry,
Figgins, and-D’Arcy backed up Bunt.era
claim, that was good encugh for the S
Jim's juniors. It was certain that in
that case contributions would flow in for
a ‘deserving case of distress. So the
juniors ‘remained outside the Hobb
Club-room; very curious to hear the ﬁn
m%of the committee of three. -

unter blinked at the three juniors
itting at thge big table, and Arthur
éugustua kerWup an expression of proper
r'mvzty ; while Tom and Figgins smiled.
say, you fellm\s—-—— br‘g.m
Bunter. ¢

“Tom Merry held up }us finger. -

“Let's have this plain, Bunter," he
said.  “You say there’s a chap in the
Se }m;_?}. Honsc who's awlully hard up'! "

“And he's too proud to ask for help,

and so on, and doesn't want all the fel-
lows to know 7"

[ I‘}'at!e lt ”

“But he's agrecable fo a fund being
nm‘od to help him out‘

“Yes, he's willing.” En
“Ha owes money, I think you said?”
“Yen'

“ Nat gamblm’ debts, or anythin’® of
that . kind?" asked Arthur Augustus
mthnr hastily.

“Certainly not !

“Then how did he- get into debt?”
asked Figgine.,

“It waa realiy through beir IE generous |
i

to other fellows, aud not thinking about
his own interests.’

“Well,"” said Tom, **if it's a genuine
fase, there's plenty. of fellows ready to
lend. a hand. Prove it to us, and the
Lower School will take our 'nord with-
out the poor chap’s name being genr»ra]ly
known and bandied about., But I may
as well warn you tha.t. we ahajl \\.-mt it
quite clear.”

“Yaas, “nthah i

“Well, we're waiting.”

“Hold on a minute, though !
Bunter oautlousl_y SHIE T tel
name, it’s understood that you don t give
it away. You won't mention it to a
single soul?”

“f course not.

“That's a promise?”
3 Hunour bright?” -

*“ Honour bnght " said the commlrtu‘

‘1'11 one voice,

said

That's understood.”
asked DBuntor.

“But we must see the chap,” added
Figgins,

“ You'll see him, of course. And when

the chap has satisfied you that he's

stony broke, and owes money, you'll tell
the fellows, without mem,mnmg the
chap’s name to them?"

“That's the programme,” assented
Tom.  “You're jolly long-winded,
Bunter, - Let's get to the point.”

“Well, a fellow can 't be too eareful,”
gaid Bunter sagely. “I don’t want any
misunderstandings afterwards, You'll
toll the fellows that the chap is stony,
.-url owes money, and is in need of hc‘lp—
if T satisfy you on all these points?”

o Lormmlv SRR f

. “ Right- ho, then!” : S

“Pai Jove, you dow't seem in a
huwwy, Bunter! What's the chap's
name?™

Bunter drow a deep breath.
“1 dare_say it “111 mirplp-:, you,”
t.ult']'
“1s it old Bwooke!" asked D’Arcy.
- Oh l]‘-)..‘ ol
“Mulvaney minah,

he

or Tompkins?”

is-W,

‘befriending.

you the.

W 3rm1\' -
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“Don’t téll us who it isn't; tell us
who it is!” said - Figgins plactlca],v
o Whnt"‘u tha name, untor peuk
et

And Bunter ‘spoke up.

“Buntert” he said

“ Wha-g-at?"”"

“W. G. Bunter!" said the fat junior,
b]mkmg at ‘the astonished committee.

‘That's the name!”

“Eh? That's your name!

“Yes—I'm the chap-""

“You're the chap""
\iel

i3]
stuttered Tom

05
Tom \Iﬂrr_,r :md Figgins Iool\ed b]ar.ldv

at the Owl ~ Arthur Augustus® D'Arcy
looked perplexed. :
-“1 do not quite undahstand you,

Buntah.” You are the chap: who is
wai-’n' the fund for a fellow uho is hard
u

* That's right,” said Bumel with a
ned.  “And the fellow who m hard up
G. Bunter—that's me!’

“Gweat Scott! Do you mean that you
are waisin’ the fuhd for yourseli be-

o

cause vou are hard up and owe money!

ejaculated. Arthur ~Augustus, compre-
hending at last. :

“You've got it !"

*“ Why, you ofin’, deceivin’
wottah——"" bo;.rau rthur -\ugust.ns

“Oh, really, D'Arcy—"

£ Ynu-—you—vou b!(_‘-mf‘:] fat. wortn !
exelaimed Figgins, * Pulling. our leg .-.1‘
the time. I knew there wasn’t such a
fellow as you mentioned——"

“But there is!” ]10 wled BumeL

“I'm

“tha fellow.”

* You said it was a chap in rhn Fourth
who was in a serape for motiey: o

- “Well, I'm the Fourth, ain’t 17” de-
manded Bunter,

“I—1 euppose you are,’ 'ndm:ttr}d
Figgins. * But—but—but yeu led us to

suppose it was o.nothor ch:lp you ware

“Yaas, wathah, you Bpﬁuf.ﬂ;\”’ ~

“Not at alll” said Bunter airily. “I
said a chap in the Fourth. Well, Tm a
chap in the Fourth. I'said he was hard

Well, I'm hard up—stony, in fact!
I eaid he owed money.. Well, I owe
money, right and left. Why, I owe you
fellows yourselves. money. -1 said I
thought he deserved to be helped. Well,
1 JO“Y well think I deserve to be hereJ
Isn't that clear?”

The committee blinked at Inm g

"Lleur! ! gtuttered Tom Merry. “ Oh,

yes, it's clear enough—clear spoof.”
- “Not at-all. I saidd I'd give you the
fellow’s name in - private. Well, I've
given it—my own ‘name,” said -Bunter,
with refreshing coolness. “I've fulfilled
all the conditions, haven't It”

“Bai Jovae!"

“If- you thought I was spcakuw (af
some other chap,- that's your look-out
I only =aid a chap, and I'm a chap, I
suppose,” said ‘Bunter.. “Now I want
you fellows to back me up in raising the
fund

“B-b-back you up?”

- Certainly, according to agreemer‘r
sud Bunter ﬁrmly : :

“We haven't agreecd W i

“You jolly weil hdve,” said Bunter
“1 hope "you fellows-are' not
oing back on Four word. . You. ought to
ﬁn strictly honourable, like mel”

“Like vou! My word"’

“¥You'll tell tha felldws you know the
chap’s name, and it's true that he's hard
up. and owes maney, and wants help!”
said Bunter firmly. *“You won't men-

"

tion his name, as you promxsed‘ I hald

you to your word,’ '
“Gweat Scott ! - ]
i 1 It call the fellows in mneow,” said

Bunter; “You chaps. do as ynu".'e

-up, my son!

) Three-halfpence, ~ 11

promised—that’s all T ask, . I picked out
you three because I uJLlId wh' on your
ke{n m;{ a promise.’

“ou spmﬁng wori ! howled
Figgins, ‘Why, ' ryou've tn-'m}d us
into thls—spoofed us ito backm;.r you
up, to get money out of the fellows!’

“You've prommcd
“ But—bhbut you 3
“1 hope you're geing to Leep your

promise, F)gglns, said Bunter with
dignity. “1I despise a fellow-who breaks
his “ord But I'm sure I can rely on
you.’

Figgins pasped. 3

The Owl of the Fourth rolled away to
the door -and epened it.. --There was an
expectant crowd outside, n.mmus to hear
the committee’s veérdict.

“1 smay, you fellows,: come in,” said
Bunter, *It's all right. I've teld the
committee, and they're satisfted. a7

The juniors crowded into the room.
They found the committee sitting at the
table with extraordinary expressions on
their faces. How to deal with Bunter as
he deserved, without breaking the pro-
mise he had so cunningly extracted from
them, was a_problem the comunittee had
not been able to solve.

Certainly they could not break thaoir
word, even to a fellow like Bunter; bus
the only alternative secmed to be to help
the fat junier in extracting cash from
the other fellows on the supposition that
it was for a_.schoolfcllow in distress—
when in reality Bunter himself was _m
distress. and his distress was.the result
of reckless expenditura in the tuckshop!
Bunter had certainly led themi to sup-
poeo that he was taking up the sad case
of some other fellow, but they could not
say that he had. exaem— said so. They
could not say that the distressful youth
did not exist—when Bunter anncuniced
himself as the distressful youth.

The committeo felt cornered, and w hat

to do was a mystery to them.  And
meun\-rhllo a deozen fe!.lm\s were .J.slung
for mrormnt:on. :

: CHAPTER 10. _
Trimble Trumps the Trick !

u-"‘m ?'ELL?"-
“Go it, Tommy!"”
“Ig it all Tight!”

The committee
without answering,

“]1 say, you fellows, it’s all right,”
gatd Bunter confidently. *‘I've satisfied
the committee,™
- T don’t see-why they're sitting like a
1ot of moulting fowls ! remarked Blake.
“Why can’t they speak?” He tapped
Tom Merry on the shoulder, Wilke

[EL]

linked,

“Oh!” gasped Tom.

“Wake up, Gussy!"”

“ “4"|11y Blake—-"

“Well, 18 it all right?  Has Buuter
been telling the truth for once?’ asked

Blake. . “Has he given vou the chap's
name 7" ;

“Yaas,”  gasped Arthur Augustuos,
“He—ho has Lertau.lv wiven us a
name.

“Is it a chap.in-the Fourth?”
“Oh, vaas!”
“ Hus ‘he satisfied vou that the chap [
reallv. hard up?” dem-xmlul Bake
“Yaas, wathah!”
“ And that he owes money i
“Yans, certainly.’

“Woll, that seems clear enough,” said

Blake, “ You two fellows say the same
as Gussy?™ -
“Oh. ves!” stuttered Tﬂm--.-Ierr)',

“Ye-es " murmured Figgins.
“You secm rather worried about i85

gaid. Blake. - “Ja it a scrious 'matter,

after all?? - - rox -
*“Yes=—na! -Oh, dear!" gasped Tom.
“Well, if Buntor's satisfied vou three

Tur GEM Lipnary.—Ne. 5TT.
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chaps t-mi J.t’a all nght wo necdn t hw
any doubt about it that I know of,”
said Blake. =~ % All contributions will be
made to the committee, -and by them
handed to the chap in question, of
eourse?”

“T was going to suzgest that!” said
Bunter, with dignity. :

"Oh, you awful wottah!’ g':apﬂd
Arthur ALl_matm, e

“Hallo ! , What are you (‘all:nu’ Blﬂlttf
names foir?” asked Monty Lm\.ler, in
surprise, . : :

*Oh, deah! say——'"-

*Well, what do vou ss\' 7 i

“ N-nnéthi ng stammered - J “lmr
Al ignstus.
'Ihew was nothing e (‘onld sa¥, snth-

onk infringing wpon the promise snlomnly
made to the Owl of the Fourth. There

was no' help, for it; th:, committee were |.

bound to silence.

ERWell,
Banter, Gusay,” =aid Kangaroo,
roems to me . he's acting decently fl'Jj'
once, - He's taken a ot of trouble in fhe
rratter, and the money doesn't go into
Lia- hands—the cnmmltter are gm"e to
collect it,"

“We veally seem to have done Banler
a bit of an injustice,” remarked Talbot
of the Shell. “It's his own faunlt, per-
1|.1m' but in this case he seems to 'hc
(”aum' a really decent thing.”

“Who said the age of miracles was

pask " murimured Cardew of the Fourth.

“Wall, as the matter’s settled to the
sntiafpetion of thio committee, we may as
well shell ont,”’ said Bidney Clive. “I'm
s#eady, for one.- If therve's a Sehiool
11 ouse chap in & real fix, it won't hurt us

t6 help him out a bit. Anybody got a
hat?" . i
“0h, deah!”  murmured  Arthar

Angustus helpl

aly.
exclaimed Tom

“Hold on!” \I+>1"
“Wa—we know the chap's name and all
that, but—Dbut we, don’t advise you to

hand out any tin.’

“ Why not, if t'ne (‘hap 8 Ted
want of money?” asked
would: be only friendly.”

“Ye-g-oa; but—->"

“You mean .it's his own fault—he's
been careless, or extravagant, or some-
wing 7 8till, dash it all, if fhere’s a
Sechool House fellow on the rocks, we.can
hielp him off, T suppese? It won'i come
t0 1:1‘1ci1 each. T'm ntart ng it with a
Bob," gaid Blake.

“ He, lie, he 1.

Theie \\sa a g\m.aa.! jump as that
weird eachinnation came from under the
big table at whlcil the commitice sat.

# ile, he, he
The Lommitn e pushed Lack their
chairs, had had no suspicion that

iliere was anvone hidden under the big
le. ther had Billy Bunter had
suspicion of that awkward fact; and
eves almost bulged through lis

‘--wrhzfla- as ho hard the fat

from below, 4 .

C“Hallo! What an carth’s that?”
nimed Blake . > =

* Bai Jm(

the table

chuckle
LE
There's son

mebady 1113('!;-.51

* rvelled Herries, as a podey
ont® from under the big
fat rotter, you've been

on
Ustening !

“0Oh, dear!™
““ He, he, ha 1"
'“'-‘_i.- heard it all |

gasped Bunter.
giggled Baggy Trimble,
He, he. lw ?

" You—you Le-u‘:l — stommeéred
’F‘am Merry. . ; :
‘Yes, 1-1:1-(1 ! IIL- hie,  hio——

Yarcoooh !
rashed upon Lim and seized him by the
£ silar, and dragged him out w ith a bump.
’inupl Lr\ggok iaroooou‘h
1111;1 him out!"
T

yelled Bunter, in

Cira Lisnary.—No, 577,

I don't see any need to ]m\_

roared Baggy, as Jack Blake

. Augrwtlu D’ Arey,

nlnrm “ nun l lt.t 1um 'talk"
out!- I say, you fellows—"""
“Trimble, you cad !™ exclaimed Blake.
“You hid yourself there.to spy, and to
hear what Bunter told the comm:ttee i
“Yow-ow! Yes! Owl Legg
_ “Then you heard the numo"'
Figgins.
“Yoop! Yes

ehouttd

Laggn Blake
Draggimoff ! howled: - Trimble. I
lieard tho name right enough’ He, he!
Y nrcaoh t T tell all you. {ol]ows—-«

“ You won't " exclarmed Blake angrily.
“Do-you think we're a-lot of inquisitive
Wworms l:Lo you, you podgy bounder?
Thé nanie’s known to the committes, and
if yon breathe a word of - whut vou've
-lpled out vou'll get :L'dpedl

“But T—I say you don't under-.{and
ga.-ped Trimble. * Leggo'

“Kick him out!"” howled Buutcr. “I
say, you fellows, get on with the contri-
bution ! Turn that rotter out! Besides,
he won'b-tell the’ t:uth You know what
an awful 11]')1:01' -he is! If he me ntions

my name, uon 't take am. notice cuf lum.
. “XWhat?

“ 1T me. ¥ .
“It's h is. own r:';me shricked
Trimble. “TIi's - all - spoof!l He 5 the

rlmp who's h‘lrrl up, Bunter—he’s the
fellow! It was hifown name he gave
the . dommittee, after - making thein
promise not to tell anybedy. Thr_‘ fund's
for himself I"2 :
“Wht 7" T o
bai Jove'!” mur'mm‘g-.d ‘Arthur
“1t weally looks as

if the secwet is out now, deal Lovs‘ o
It did. . v,
Like a flash Bunter's atmazing 51,,001
davwned upon the juniors” as Trimble

velled out his discovery.

Jack . Blake veleased the trinmphant
Dagey, and turned towards Bunter. I'h"
Owl of the Fourth backed away, ©

i gay, you follows “he stam-

ed.

i

E‘T

o that's” it!” said Plake, in
moaamnl tones, o llmts why the com-
mittea ave looking like a set of silly owls,
You've. bcm spoofing all the time, nml
there isn't any fellow in disiress at all 1

Tu‘m lnm

“Yes, thera is!” g'npod Bunter,
“I'va  given the commiitec  the
name i

“His own nama!"” yelled Trimble.

“Your own name, Fou spooling |
\ﬂ'garni?" roared Blake. ;

“Tho—the fact is, I—I—TI-—— Cen
tainly hot!” gasped Bunter, as the
juniors closed round him nlamfullv

""\oth:m: of the kind! The—the name
can’t ha me utmnr\d of course—ii’s a dead
socret,”

“His own namn! shrieked Trimble.
“He made them promise not Lo tell, and
then said Lis own name! Spoofing all

the time! Ile, he! He's' the fellow
who's hard up! He, he! The fund’s
-)1 himselt | He, he, he!”

“I—1 say, .you fellows,” ‘gasped|

Bunter, © 1 shouldn’t take any notice of |

that chap Trimble—he’s “untruthiul.

T.ook here, I'm ready to take the contri-

b.lhﬂll- What arve you giving, Blake?”
ST migiving you o jolly good hiding 1"
answered Dl ui

* Yaroooh !

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yaas, wathah! Give
spoofah a feahful thwashin shouted
Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy, waving his
eyeglass oxcitedly. “He faibly had us
cornahed, vou kunow, It is vewy lucky
that that wottah Twimble was undah H:e
table. © He is a spyin® beast, but it is
vewy lucky, all the sama! (xue Lim a
feahful thwashin®, deah boys!”

g Thieves !

the

[

" Yarooh ! Murder !
Help " shricked Bunter,
" Bump, hump_ bump! .
“Yoop! Help! Yaroooohl™

howwid |

Bun"p, Immp y o

“Oh, erikey ! I—Tsay, you fcl]ows. it
Was ar-ly a_joke, you know!” howled
Bunter.  © Of—of course, I wouldn't
have knpt. any of the tin, I—I wouldn't .
have touched it, you know. Yaroooh!
T'm too hononrabla! Helpi”

Bump!

Now kick him out!” shouted Blake..
“ Al together, a,r-l:l kick your hardest!"-

“*Yaas wathah[ %

“Ha, ha, hat”

Billy Bumm escapad from tise B.obln-
Club-room at last, dusty and dishevelled,
breathless and perspiring, and.fled for his
life. He few to Study No. 2, turned the
key in the lock, and sank into a chair
gasping. Once more his little schemes
had zone awry, and this time it was un-
uoul;tedlv the finish of the “fund.” By
whatever means the Owl of Gre friars
sucoeeded in raizsing the wind in future,

it crrtamly would not be by that means.

Thf‘ c"‘ma thei‘a were Eounds_c;f 3
strifs in Study No, 2. Billy Bunter -was -
not o' Aghting-man as a rule, but this
time his wrath overflowed, and Baggy
Trimble had the benafit of it. ~A crowd
gathered round the doorway to see the
sorap; but fortunately . the two fat
juniors were too afraid of one another to-
do much damage. When the Terrible
Three were at supper in their study, the
door opened and a sorrowiul fat face
looked in.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Get out I roared Tom Merry.

“0h, really, Merry! I say, I—T'ro
been d-iappomte‘l about a post.u.n-order
and—and--and there won't be any fund
now, you know, T-—I suy, i yon could
lond me fen bob till my postal-order
comes——"" .

g Mly {%ear chap,” ~:Lid
heartily, *come rxgl:i. in! T never
finished tclling you about the footer
n\sﬁl,h A ter Fafiy Wynn fisfed ont the
ba

“ Look here, Lowther

“Tom ‘\Iarry got his head to i, and in
it went again. - Then—-"

“You a1lls' ass! J—-"

“Right. in it went, and Wynn fisted lr
and then—- Halle! You're not going.
Bunger "

But Bunter was gone!

THE EXD.
{Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St
Jim's—"“ BUNTER ON THE WAR.
PATH!1"—by Martin Clifford.)
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Correspondence, ete., Wanted by—
James Ravage, 17, Monks Close Rtoad, Car
Ja—with reader well up in pl:aaograph

Lowther

”

Misz Ada Cummings,
Lounceston, Tasmania,.
readers anywhere,

. 'H. Evans, 85, Dudley Road, Lye, Btour-
bridge, Worcestershire—with readers overseas,

Miss Alice Locke, 180, Queen's Road, Sutton,
Surrey—with girl readers anywhere,

Harry E. Nance, 13, Button Lane, Moor-
head, Shefeld—aged 18—wants to hear from
a reader of 18, interested in drawing, ete,, in
Sheffield.

Sacretary of new club, 824, Grosvenor Road,
Hanwell, W.7, wants readers to serve on

committea, '

Ww. R, Dunn, 189, Marton Road, Middie:-
nwrough, Yorks,. wants members x‘or club ;
stampéd cnveiope., magazine, 4d,

€. Lockenby, 5, Horsefield Strest, Middie:z-

lﬂiough, Yorks, wants readers for magazine ~
4. !
. Btagley W.. Diaper, 123, Fortune Green
Road, West HMampstead, London, N.W.G,
W antq toe bear from biz chum, . Tobit Godire ¥
Eobinson, last beard of at Hilda House, 19,
The 2teyne, Acton, London, W,

19, Invermay Road,
Aunstralin—with gir}




L}

. Every Wednesday.

@@ﬁ&%@@@@@%@@%@@@%@@@@@@%@@%@@@@@@@@%@@@%@%@
THE ST. JIM'S GALLERY.

No. 37.—Stanley Gi‘bson. 3

&
P HBBBBEHIVDBFEIDFEHLBFHHHE®

BB

&

T

2
@
o]
&
&

TANLEY is his baptismal name, though
in the Third they aiways eall him
Curly, His hair earned him that nick-
pame, as muay easily be guessed. No

one would {hink of christening a kid Curly.

Gibson i one of the little band of six who
tollow Wally D'Arcy. It is not oply those six
whe recognise Wally as leader and war-chief,
of course; but those six—Levison minor,
Manners minor, Frayne, Hobbs, Jameson, and
Gibzon—are his chums, - -

Wally himself, Frank Levizon, and Reggie
Manners have aiready been dealt with in this
series, Joe Frayne will come before long;
there is quite a lot to tell about him. Hobhs
and Jameson may be included hefore we have
finished, though in their cases there is less to
he told.

I should suy that, on the whole, Curly
Gibson is the wenkest of the seven. 1 do not
mean so much physically weak, though most
of them are sturdier than he is, but weak in
character. He is one of those youngsters who
might easily go wrong if he got friendly with
the wrong sort of fellow—Piggott, for in-
stanee. Curly has gone wrong hefore now,
though not irretrievably. Buf he is not along
in that. Reggie Manners has outdone him I
some ways, ii not in all,

Curly got Into trouble over a stamp onece,
Tt might have turned out very hadly for him,
though he had not the slightest felonious in-
tention. He merely acted foolishly. 1t was
in the days when the Merry Hobby Club was
in full swing. Arthur Apgustus D'Arey wis
among the St. Jim's stamp cellectors then,
and Arthur Augustus wanted a green Ceylon,
1862, He was on the track of ore. Baker ef
the Sixth had a specimen. , Curly also lad
one, und wanted to eell it to Gussy. Int
Curly's was the sea-green varjety, whereas
Paker's was emerald-green; It was emerabd-

reent Gussy wanted, the market value of that

ing somewhere round thirty shillings, while
the other was pot worth more than a fifth as
much—a matter of their comparative rarity,
of course,

Gibson had given eight chillings for the
stamp he had, and be was naturally -anxicus
to compare it with tbe other. IVArey did a
deal with Baker, and the rare stamp took ita
place In his album, which was depoeited with
other treasures in the-flobby Club room.

_As be wanted Lo see the two stamps side by
side, Curly should have asked D'Arey to let
him compare them, But therz his weakness
came in. Me is rather a sensitive little chap;
and he had already shown his stamp to the
swell of the Fourth, who had been quite =ure
that it was not the valuable issue. Gibson
was not satisfied aboul that; but he did not
feel Hike telling D'Arey so. He tried, instead,
to get a peep at the stamp on the sly.

“Nothing badly wrong in that, excepl that
doing things on the sly seldom pays. But
Curly messed things up rather badly. Tom
Merry and Manners,-taking a stroll in the
quad, saw a light in the Hobby Club Toom,
where no light shouid have been, and investi-
gated, They found Curly there. Curly did not
explain properly his presence in the Toom; he
was nervous about %,

Next morning Manners found him down
early, with a paper which his Form-master
had banned—with quite insufficient reason.
The Shell fellow got a snapshot of him, Then
he asked him questions, and Curly again
chowed nervousness, Mr. Quince came along,
and conflseated the number of “ Pluck *—with
the stamp inside it!  Curly had concealed jt
there from the eyes of Manners.

Then it was discovered that the stamp had
disappeared from the album. Curly naturally
feli under suspicion. He was subjected to
examination, and confessed that he had taken
the rare Cevlon. He had only taken it 1o com-
sare it with his own specimen. But now he

ad lost it. He did not know where it had
gone, Manners' guestioning had confused him,
and he had slipped 1t into the paper without
fuite realizing what he was doing,

Nobody wanted to think Curly a thief; but
if the affair had come to the edrs of those in
authority there was a very grave danger of
his heing taken for ome, and punished—per:
Laps by expulsion, Curly had wild notiens of
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running away ; but' Tom Merry made him pro-
mise not to do that.

Manners cleared it up after ail. The enap-
shot he had taken showed the stamp Iving
beside the eopy of “Pluck,” and Manners
theory was that it had been taken up with
the paper and was probably still in it.

Five of the SheTll and Fourth waited in
deputation upon Mr, Quince. amd the paper
wus pl’()dll{_‘eli by that gentleman. Munners
was proved to be. right, and Curly was
cleared !

The one other affair in which Curly took a
prominent part was that connected with the
activities of Mr. Jex, of “Jex's World-Wide
Bmporium.® It may be doubted whether the
Emporium had any existence outside the
imagination of Mr. Jex; but that gentleman
himself was very real—and at the same time
very false. MrT. Jex, to put the matter

lainly, was a complete rogue—*“ A Regular
}ﬁnxcnl.“ to quote the title of the story which
told of his precious activities. . 3

Mr, Jex did business in rotten goods ¢n the
Instalment system. It was not Curly Gibson
alone who fell into his trap. Fellows older
than the Thid-Former, and, in thelr own esti-
mation, much wider and wiser, were also
taken in.

Kerr, always eautious, shook his red head,
and resisted all the blandishments of Mr. Jex.
Figgins bought a fountain-pen, Manners some
films, Monty Lowther a camera, D’Arey a bike,
Tom Merry a-football, Fatty Wynn a punch-
ing-ball, Herries a fishing-rod, Blake a pair of
footer-boots, and Georgze Gore a cigarette-
case.

Mr. Jex pointed out how very ‘easy his
terms were, They might regard Jonas Jex,
he said, somewhat in the Jight of a falry prince
out of the ¥ Arabian Nights,” who would
suﬂ,ﬂy them with all they wanted just for the
asking. It was really more for advertisement
than anything else that he did it.

They may not all have helieved thaf; but,
Curly Gihson, very young and trustful, fully
belicved that he had bought at least five
pounds’ worth of stampa, with an album
thrown in, for two pounds ten shillings, paj-
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able a4 the easy rate of ninepence per week
Kerr had pointed out that the price of
IVArey's bike—twelve guineas—would take
something like five years to pay oif. Fifty
shillings, a% ninepence a week, would take
well aver a years but, of courze, Curly did not
Bnim_t that—that was the business of Mr. Jonas
X,

If Mr. Jex came ocut of the * Arabian
Nights ™ at all, he was one of the Forty
Thieves, and very far from bheing a fairy
rinee. Every thing he sold was a dud. Blake's
woots were made chiefly of brown paper, Tom
Merry's football refused to he ]pum ed hard,
and gave up the ghost after it had been used
for o tew minutes. The gilt came off the gold
nib ‘of Figgy's lountain-pen. There was some-
thing radically wrong with Fatty's punching-
pall. The weight of a hat was too Juch for
Herrics fishing-rod ; but, of course,” Herries
ghould not have been fishing for hats. -And,

anyway, it was just as well he found out
hetore he tried to land a really big fish with
it. As for the camera and the films, which
was the worse it was quite imposgible to
decide,

And all these things had been discovered
hefore the chums of the Shell and Fourth
found out about Curly's stamp album.

le wanted to sell some of the stamps Lo
D'Arey, and he was ready to explain every-
thing—ineluding the extremely liberal terms
of Mr. Jex—to anyone who cared to listen.
The album contained a Cape of Gopd llcﬁe
stamp that represented fifteen ghillings by
iteelf. There was also a set of Jahalbad
stamps worth a couple of pounds anywhere
and a lot of the others were worth a shilling
or cighteenpence apiece.

Curly believed it all. He expluined to the
Terrible Three, with rather a superior smiic,
that it was the advertizement Mr. Jex gol
that paid him. Tom said that if the advertise-
ment hrought Jex customers like Curly, who
paid fifty shillings for what was worth twice
the money, Jex must be going to live on his
losses. And by this time Tom Merry & Co.
were sure that it was not exsetly on bis losses
that Mr. Jonas Jex lived.

The superior judgment of Arthur Augustis
D'Arcy pronounced all the supposedly valu-
able stamps in Curly's albums to be rank
forgeries; only the common v: ieties—the soti
one gets on cheap sheets, sueh ag the beginner
buys—were genuine.

Gussy is not an infallible eritie—of stamps
or of -anything—but there is no rocmn for doubt
that he was right this time. Curly was badly
cut up. His heart was in the stamp hobhy :
and nmow he saw himzelf tied down to paying
half his pocket-money for the mext year or
more for a collection of rubbish,

Tom Merry & Co. took hack the rubbish
they had bought, and refused to pay any
further instalments on it, though Tom let the
rascally Jex have a P.0, for ten shillings as a
kind of compromise. Dut little Gibson did not
know enough to get out of his bad bargain in
this way.

Nohody had tead the agreements signed.
They were printed fn small type; they did
not seem to matter; and Mr. Jex had noi
pressed anyone 1o read them. PBut now Curly
found that by the agreement he had made
himsel? liable to pay the full amount at onec.
Any default in instalment payments brought
this about; anad Curly, with Mr, Jex’s consent,
had paid only eightpence, instead of nine-
pence, on the last Saturday’s settlement.

Jex frightened the small boy almost out of
his senses, All sorts of things might happen
to him il he did not pay up immediately. He
might have to go to a reformatory; he would
have a writ served upon him.,

But he did worse than threaten. [e
tempted. Some of his schemes had turned out
badly, and he wanted to get away with what.
cash he could -collect. So, seeing that Curly
wag Trather a weak youngster, he aug-
gested to him that there were ways of getting
money in a place like St, Jim's, where a good
many fellows had plenty. [e eyen pointed
out from whom the cash might he borrowed
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without the lender's knowing anything about
it—Gussy was the victim indicated. i

Curly did not palter for a moment with
that idea. But he went away from the inter.
view in great distress, believing that if he did
not pay ten shillings on the following Satur-
day nothing short of ruin was in store for
Bim, :

He could nol pay when Saturday cama;
nnd he was in the deadliest of funks. He
faneled that Jex was lying in wait for him,
which was likely enough: and that behind
Jax were all the vague and unknown powers of
the law, which was absurd, for the swindier
dared not attempt to use the law to further
his ends, Knox ordered Curly off to Rylcombe
to get seme stamps, The youngster dared not
o, He tried to get the stamps from Tom
Merry. Tem saw that he was in-trouble, and
ijuestioned him closcty.

Then it all came out., With sobs and teara
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weaws * MAGNET.”
Curl old his tale of woe. The Terribie

“Three heard, and made up their minds what
to do. Gore was also in the toils; a cigarette-
case is not the kind of thing that a fellow
wants talked about to the Head. They helped
Gote out; and Gore joined with them in ven-
geancs upon Mr. Jonas-Jex, The aid of Blake
& Co. and of Figgina & Co. waz also invoked
And Mr. Jex was given a4 warm tima, Treacle
apd feathers came into it. The Head als:o
came into it. Put Dr. Holmes had learned
something about Mr. Jex's activities, and
apparently he copsidered treacle and feathers
quite the right preseription in such a case,
for the juniors were pever brought to hook
for what they had done to the raseal.

Since then I can rocall nmo story in which
Curly Gibzon's part was at all a leading one,

But he has shared in ail the japes and all the
trials of Wally & Co. TUpon bhim bas
descended the wrath of Mr. Selby. He has
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Beiped in rags against the Fourth and SBhell.
He has endured the bullying of such feilows as
Knox and Cutta, He has shared in the friend-
ship of cousin Ethel, whom all the seven
regard as someone guite outside the ordinary
run of girls, and far superior.. The general
attitude of male thirteen towards girls of
any age is a dong way off being one of wor.
ship, or even of admiration ; but Waly & Co.
are quite sure that cousin Ethel is more than
“all right,” y

Curly i3 a good little fellow, and in Wally's
circle is likely cnough to develop some of the
strength that he needs, He is no duffer a
games, and can run well, Amopg his gifts
perhaps the chief iz a real singing voice, He
rather fancies himsel! aa n poet, but his
efforts thus far in that direction hiave not
gong much farther than rbymes of the old
comic valentine type; snd these mre hardly
poetiry,
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NOT GUILTY!

with the Third Form kids; but two of

us have minors among the fags—the
oog-and-only Gussy and Levison-—and we do
2t to hear things through them. That’s how
it was [ heard about the squabble over
Manners minor. Part of the thrilling story—
a3 the newspapers say—came theough Wally
I Arey ; but most of it through Frank Lavi-
‘ho hns a greater respect for his major's
ion  than Wally has. And I don't
wonder!
1 happened to be standiog at the door of
the Hehool Houee, talking to Guasy and
”t'tl;ftlt‘-*, when Wally and his erowd hove in

VERYBODY knows that we fellows in
E the Yourth have precious little to do

You chaps wait here a moment,” Manners
minor said. "I just want to pop into the
Vorm-room . and bag my knife. Old 8elby put
it in his desk when be took it away from me
yeaterday, and I don't believe the old Hun

i0e

“Wea Woeggie——- began  Arthur
Angustua.

ut Reguic took no notice., Somchow or

ight-ho, old bean!
And Reggie uurried oft.
i or you'll meet old Selby coming
in!” Frank Livison warned him. .
Manners minor was going into the Form-
room when he ran against young Harvey.
“Hailo! What are you up to, kidi?™ he
asked, severely,
Nothing !I" replied Harvey, with a guilty

answored  Wally.

Well, don't do it again, that's all!” =
“1 believe you've been at old 3¢l

¢ did not answer that.
nder what the
wttered R

He bolted.
young bounder’s heen
ie to himsel

o smothered rell, eaught it, and
again,

He did not take hizs kmife.
Young but he has his
*retio
» st sz he reached the door, footsteps
nded outside, and as he thrusi it open
w fell slap into old Selby’s arma.

is a
of

Beggie
moments

Printed and pudllshed weakly by the Prov
Agentr for Australasia: Gordon & Gotch, Ml

misor, what are
-master.

“Good gracions, Man
1 ¥
I—1I—" stammered

you aboutl” snapped

“¥'m  sorry, sir!
Regaie.

"You will do me a hundred lines hy this
evening ! the pleasant oid bird rapped out.
“And do frr to behave a little less like a
young heoligan !

Mr. Belby's face was even more sour than
usual as be passed on to lis desk. And that's
saying something., BSelby would really be the
outalde edge if we didn't know Rat

What's up with the old Hun asked
Wally, in a whisper, as the “Third went to
their places.

Nobody knew but Reggie; and he did not
answar,

Mr. Beiby
regular shriek.

_fle had sighted frozay!

“There is a boy in this Form who haa heen
guilty of a most ounirageous action!”
timndered the tyrant.

As he spoke he held up between his thumb
and forefinger the frog. His fare was ail
puckered up, and hiz nose was elevatad. No
on2 eeuld see why be should make ali that
fuss. Frogs don't smell, and why should any-
one mind them?

. “The bey who put &his loathsome reptile
into my desk evidently imagines himszeli a
humerist,” went on the Form-mester. “It i3,
however, not in the lseat the kind of joke
that I ean appreciate. The possessor of this
depraved and obscene sense of hwmour will
stand out at ones

He moved, with all the dignity he eould
muster ap, to the window, raised the sash,
and flung peor froggy futo the gquad.

A gasp wenf round the Form. But the
possczsor of the depraved sense of humour zat
tizht.

“Manners minor, as you lack the clementary

moral deeeney to own up to this impudent
action, I must call upon you to come here !
. Wally groansd. Reggie had heen threaten-
ing for the last day or two to get his own
back on Selby, who had dropped on to hLim
continually of late. And Reggie had been to
the desk just bhefore classes. Wally could see
no leophols for him.

Very unwillingly Maoners minor arose, and
slowly he made his way to the rostrum. He
could see that the case looked black against
him, He easzt round in his mind for some
method of elearing himssll without involving

opened Liz de

lhourne, Srdne
Cape Tows

Harvey, But it was pot easy.

By Robert Arthur Digby.

“You were leaving the room as I entered,
ners. What had you heen doing hered”
sped out Sethy,
“I eame in for gomething I had left,” mut-
fered Reggie.

“What had you left, Manners?”

“Yon took a knife away from me yester-
day,” replied Regoie sulkily.

“And you dared to come iato this room
Elm' the deliberate purpose of rifling my

o
P

it's mr knile, sir!" protested Reg:
“T don't call getting it back rifiing
desk ! Z

“Bui the knife is still here!”

Mr, Helby paused. But Reggie had nothing
to . He wished now that he had taken
the knife.

“Did you or did you
reptile in my  desk
“Bpeak up, hoy!
you!”

"XNo, slr
ing furiopsly.
. “Do you know who
impertinent action?”

Selby iz a rare chap for eross examination,
e would have made quite o hefty Grand
Inquisitor.

Eeggie was silent. He did not actually
know ; hut he felt that there was no real
doubt about it

The tyrant =aw that either he was gnilty
or else he was shielding someone, His next
question was right off the rails, Dut Seln:
does that kind of thing. 3

" Was D'Arcy minor the culprit?” he asked.

“No, sir, D'Arcy minor wasn't—at least, !
don't think so. PBut how should I know?"
said Reguie, with a burst of deflnace.

“I witl pot broek your impudence, Man

not put that loathsom,
" hissed the master.
Xo prevarication will avail

1I didn't I” mumbled Reggie, fush

was responzible for that

ners! WWill you tell me the truth, or must 1

punislr the whele. Form? Hold eut your
hand #*

Reggie breathed a sizh of relief. The kid

ing all right, and he faneied

e 0 caning g
F settle the matter,

"o b
five hundred 1i
have already
impolite bebav
Mauners minor returned to his place with
an angry and sullen counfenance,
Harvey was the culprit, he knew; but it
was plain that Harvey had not the placl
acknowledge his off and clear the

our place, Manners, and take
:3, instead of the hundred I
n you for your rough and

at Tha Pleatwar Wouse, Farriogdon Beraat, Londnn.
[
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And, of eourse, Reggie could not give Harvey
away., :

None of the Form had heard just what had
passed hetween Reggie and Seiby. The master
had spoken in an angry, hissing whisper, and
Reggie had mumbled, as is hiz way when he
"z sulky.

But Wally had caught his own name. He
jumped to the unjustified conclusion that
Reggie, to shield himself, had accused him.

Wally would never have dreamed such a
thing as that if it had been any other member
of his little band. But Reggie had done some
queer things in his time, and it was not easy
to forget. 3

“I will give the Form one more chance!”
rapped out Mr. Selby. *Who put that frog
into my desk?"

There was abzolute silence. Many glances
were directed to Reggie. But no one looked
at Harvey. His guilty face would have given
Lim away if anyone had seen it. -

“Very well!” snapped Mr. Selby, with a
leer of triumph. “It will be my painful duty
to detain the whole Form for an hour after
ses for this and the next two days! We
vill now proceed with the morning’s work !”

Painful duty—oh, you bet! He likes it!

Tt was a trying morning for the Third.
Lines were distributed with even more than
ordinary generosity, and canings punctuated
the impots. Hardly anyone escaped one or
the other; and it was with frayed nerves and
tempers  almost at boiling-point  that the
Third Form poured out into the gquad when
the long morning was at last over. ;

1.
13 ERE. you—young Mauners!" howled |
Wally.
“What do you want?" asked

Regoie sullenly. £
~-'You told old Selby that I put that heastly
frog in his desk, you young liar! And yon're
woing to get it in the neck for heing a liar
and o funk!”

“Oh, cheese that!” said TFrank Levison
warmly. “You know well enough that Reggie
would never he such a rotter, Wally!”

“1 heard him give the old Hun my name.
anyway!” howled Wally. “And I jolly well
want to know the reazon why he had the
vheek to drag me into his filthy tricks!”

“I didn’t, then!" retorted Reggie. “Selby
azked me whether you did it, and I told him
‘No.' Come to that, 1 might have said that
very likely you did!” he added maliciously.
“You wogldn’t be above such a trick!”

“That's not fair, Reggie,” said Frank.
“You know Wally didn't, and whether he
would or not is no odds at all.”

“Why didn't you own up, you Yyoung
sweep?”  demanded Jameson.
“Three hours’ detention hecause young

Manners hasn’t the pluck to own up!” said
Pigzatt spitefully.

“I didn't do it. If yon like to believe
I'm lying, you're welcome to, D'Arcy minor!”
said Reggie,

None of your cheek!” snapped Wally.

Regeie looked
him, but Frank clutched his arm.

“Wally knows that, if you say you didn't,
you didn’t, Reggie,” he eaid soothingly.
Frank Levison is always among the peace
kers.  DBut peacemaking in the Third
t ull violets.
don't care whether he believes me or
;1" fumed Reggie. “A fine chum he is—I
. think! If I were you, D'Arcy, I'd
go and tell old Selby what I said about
him yesterday. 1 should get six on cach
hand then!™

ag if be meant to go for |

It really was a bit rough on Reggie. you |

know. He had
how in difficult circumstances.

“That's what makes it look as if you
put the frog there,” said Wally. “I believe
you did, and I call it caddish to' get us all
kept-in like this.”

“That's not fair, Wally,” said Frank. “I
don't care what anyone says—I'm dead sure
Reggie wouldn't Iie about it.”

“Thank you for nothing!” sneercd Reggie.
“Nobody asked for your opinion. and I can
tell you I don’t care a scrap for it!”

“He ought to have owned up,” persisted
Wally. “Selby practically caught him red-
handed. He can't get out of that.”

*“Semebody else might have bheen to the
¢old Hun's desk before Reggie,” suggested
Curly Gibson. +

“0Oh, that's too far-fetched a notion for
the mighty mind of the skipper of the
Third!” said Reggie bitterly.

*Well, if you know who did it, why don't
von say so?” jeered Wally, a trifle shaken
in his conviction.

Manners was silent. He felt that he counld
not give Harvey away.

acted as well as he knew | ca : A
| didn’t say anything to him..but I was sure
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“Come on, young Manners, and gebt it
out!" said Hobbs. "“We want to get cven
with the fellow who did it for the three
hours' detention he's landed us all with:
and if you value your blessed skin you'd
better give uf his name!” )

“You're a rotten ead, D'Arey minor!” said
Reggie fiercely. “I've sald I didn't do it.
That's good enough, 1 should think. II
vou want to know who did, just you find
out!”

And Reggle stalked away without another

word, :

Levison minor started after him, _ But
Reggie took no notice of Frank. So Frank
came hack to the rest. He wanted to pubt
things right if it could be done. But

hetween Reggie in the sulks and Wally in

a rage royal he was in no very pleasant

position.

111.

[ ‘HOUGHT you were going to give us
up and chuck in your lot with that
young sneak, Leyison!™ said Wally
sarcastieally.

“1f the young bounder wants to
sulk why ean’t yon let him?" said Hobbs.
“0h, don't be rottem, Wally!” urged Joe

Frayne. *'Tain’t like you to be so unfair.

I fancy as 'ow Reggie does know, but won't

ive the chap away.”

hut up, Joe! You're as soft as young

Levison,” retorted the irate Wally. “If the

young ass knows, why can't be tell

We shonldn't split to Selby; he knows that

! well enough. There's a serew loose some-

i wh‘“re 4

t're all wrong, Wallg,” said Frank
quiet. “Hegoie isn't o liar, and he’s said
he didn't do it.”

“If you're on the sulky young cad's side,
just you say so straight out, young Levi-
son!" snapped Wally. “I can get along all
serene without both of you. And Manners
won't have too many chums. Everyone fecls
pretty sick about this detention bizney.”

Frank walked miserably away. He had
done his best to reconcile his chums, and he
had failed. All he had managed was to
quarrel with Wally, who meant ever so much
more to him than Reggie. I dare say Frank
was wondering whether the peacemakers
really are blessed!

He made his way to the gates, thoronghly
miserable,  passed out, and walked maoodily
along Rylcombe Lane, pondering over the
tragic turn of events.

In spite of all he could do, a wide rift
was vawning befween two of his best chums;
and it looked as though he might be left
on the wrong side of it, thongh somehow
lie could not fee! sure that it was the wrong
gide, either.

He was sure that Reggie
someone.  But who was it?

“Levison! .1 say, just a minute!” ecalled
4 voice behind him.,

Frank turned in

was shielding

surprise, to see Dick

{ Harvey.

“Take it easy, kid,”
came up, panting.
“Levison! I—I

said Frank, as Harvey
Vhat's the hurry?”
want to tell you some-

thing,” Harvey said hesitatingly. -
Frank waited to hear more. But Harvey

evidently found it difficult to say what was
in. his mind.

“Well, let’s have it!” zaid Frank al length.
“I'm willing enough to help, if I can; but
I can't if I don’t know what the trouble is.”

Harvey looked at him- for a moment with
a white, troubled face.

“1 put that beastly frog into old Selby’s
desk,” he blurted out at last. *Manners
came in just as I was cutting out. I—I

he wouldn't give me away.”

“But why the dickens didn't
up, instead of getting the whole
Form detained?” demanded Frank.

“I—I daren’t, Levison! He was in such
a wax, you know. But I wished afterwards
that I had. I heard what you said to
Wally, and I don't want to make a row
among you chaps.”

Frank thought hard about what was the
best thing to be done.

“Will you come back with me now and
tell Wally?” he said. “I'll tell the other
chapg, if you like.”

“0Oh, I ‘say, Levison, thanks very much!™
replied Harvey, in great relief. “1 shall own
up to eld Seiby. It's the only decent thing
to do, and he ean't kill me, anyway. That
will be heaps better than having it on my
mind, and feeling such a beastly worm for
funking.” :

They found Wally with Joe Frayne and
Curly Gibson in the Form-room.

Wally stood at a window, gazing dizmally

¥Yon own
blessed

nug?
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out across the quad. The other two were
| writing lines, or ‘pretending to write them.
| But it was plain that they were only there
| to keep Wally company; and it was also
| plain that Wally felt no special gratitude
for their thoughtiulness, e
Wally looked up as the two entered, but
| he took no notice of Harvey, and only
acknowledged Frank's advent by a scowl,
“Go on, kid!" Frank whispered. ~Ge
over!™
And he turned his back to give H:lrrcy‘
a chance. g
¥ D' Arey——" hegan Harvey,
" gnapped Wally.
hat is, Manners o
What on earth are you
Manners didn't put the
desk ! gquavered Harvey.
“Thanks for the information, but I'm not
in the least interested in Manners minor!”
answered Wally. .

t

it

driving at?"
frog in Selby’s

And Gussy himself, on the stilts, as he
often is, could not have s en more freez-
inglv.

“But—but—you don't understand—I did
it!" said Harvey desperately. “And Reggie
wouldn't let on becanse he was too decent
to give ma away:” R

And Harvey turned, with a Jump in his
throat that would not let him =ay more.

“What—you?" zaid Wally in astonishment.

He might have said more, hut he saw that
Harvey was ol the verge of tears.  And,
for all his arbitrary ways, young Wally has
lots of sympathy with a chap in trouble.

“It’s all right, kid,” he said reassuringly
“We'll put it straight with young Manne

He can’t help being an you know.
But what about Selby?”
“I'm goinz to him now,” Harvey said,

with a new light of resolution in his face.

“I'd go with you if it was a serap of
cood,” said Wally. “But it wouldn't be,
| The old Hun -would only lay it on thicker,
you know.” ;

Selby laid it on guite thickly enough for
Harvey as it was. But he always does. Yon
might strain Selby down to the dregs  and
not find any quality of mercy in him, as
re, of someone, didn’t say. L
v had scarcely left the room when
went across to Frank Levison.

* he said. *
not much, but it was enongh.
2vis minor turned, with a glad light
in his eyes.
all serene, ofd chap?” he said.

“Is it
“Rather!” said Wally, taking him by the
arm. ~Let's go and find Reggie. e's oo

ng ass, but It was pretty decent of him.
was more than decent of you. Franky,
ieht have known "you were right
Which was quite a lot for Wally to =

THE END.
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PROUT,ANARCHIST

. By Peter Todd.

DO not usually go rabbit-shooting at

night, and hence I canpot explain how

it was that the fifteenth night of

March found me engaged In thizs agree-
able pastime. Sufficit, I had just started
out, when I discerned a Welsh rabbit sitting
on an adjaecent knell. I raised my gup, and
fired. (May I state here that my gun is
a 15.6 Lamplighter—best gun on  the
market, eapable of peeling a rotten apple at
a distance of thirty miles?)

Now, I cannot explain how it was that 1
missed the animal, unless the rabbit had
watched the dust-shot coming and had
jumped out of the way. For though it was
impossible that I could have aimed in-
correctly, this creature, instead of dying on
the spot, simply walked off with its tail in
the air. I was never more astonished in my,
life. 3

Now I come to an event which is even
more remarkable. As I was walking along,
watching the strange anties of this ereature,
1 suddenly found that I was damp. The
truth of the matter being that I had walked
straight into the river—one of the trifles so
great a mind as mine often ignores.

To my alarm and dismay I found that I
could not climb out. The current was so
strong as to sweep me clean off my feet, and
to hurry me along in the direction of the
weir. Every moment the roar of the water
grew louder, and I could not help sayieg 1o
myself, in the terms of the Stock B




T Eve_r‘; Wed.aesday,

that there would .be a “Tall in Preus”
directly. - .

With Sparten courace I set my teeth ond
creamed tor help. (Thiz i a more difficuit
eperation than you would suppose; but, re-
member, ] was never an ordinary man.) It
was useless. The rescue I eraved for did
not materialise, P
5 Fortunately, just as 1 thought I might think
about thinking about my last will and. testa-
ment, I managed -to lay. hold of a brageh of
F-gfee, and thought about thinking about
gaining . the. shore instead. v
£This ““opé¥aticn  successfully’ achieved, 1
oked about me, I noticed what, at Brst’
Tzight, I teek to be.thcz moon, and I listened

for the usgial air raid.”. No sound disturbed
SHE “ehlth Weaidty of the night. I lecked at
“bhp moon. poain.. 1t seemed very low down.
AR Thit explained it. What I had taken
for the mcon was really the round mouth of
a cave with the glow of a fire issuing from
it. And, let me tell you, lesser men than I
have made greater mistakes! :

Here 1 might find warmth and solace,-and
my gratitude found expression in the noble
waords, *Dear, dear, they'll be had up as sure
as Fate for showing “all that light! Well, I
aha'n’t .mnt-rllf-ut,e .towards the: fine.” . -
© 71 réached the entrance to the cave—I had
left my Gatling gun behind on someé portion
of the river-bed—and entered, I found my-
self faced by a villainous and ruffianly-look-
ing eréw!. With superb courage, and with
unmoved ccuntenance, 1 turned to run away.
Need T tell you it was merely a rusc? They
were after me, and eatght me up in three
strides 8 k] .

W 1, w-h-hat d-d-do y-y-you w-w-want

w-with . m-m-me$” I articulated, with
grandeur and. foree. ’

Their answer came, and it expressed my
worst-fears.” “Hist!. Of course, when they
said that I knew they must be villains of the
deepest dye. - : :
- -1 put up a really heroic fight. I kicked
cut as hard as I could, and eaught one el
the viliains o fearful kick on the shins. I
ccannct, but hepe it hurt him. rh k

In a few minutes 1 was standing before a
.sort of dais, raised at one end of the cave.
A great stalactite hung -down in front of it,
and 1 knocked my head against this with
considerable violence. This did not, 1 may
_say, disturh my composure in the least.

"A most awful rufian was seated at this
dais.  He lovked worse than the villain at
Drury Lune—he did, really!

But I faced him with undaunted courage.
1 demanded recompense for the outrage, with
. dauntless ecourage and thundering tones.

«Ppl-pl-pleaze, sir, will “you .‘take = me
n-h-home,- - if. y-y-vou w-w-would be =0
k-k-kind ¥

He stared at me with a gloomy brow. 1
told him my name was Prout. 1 told him
Cwhere I came from. I told him my past
history.  [-told him I wanted to go_home to
mother. 1 teld him bow I came to be there,
1 even told ‘him I-.wouldnit give -his band
He looked at me gloomily, When I
d I- weculd - be gilent, bhe . roared

I . . o
“You shall be gilenf, my friend! Yes,
You shall have no tongue to speak against
. ug§ with!" . i .

away.
. promi
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L. BUNTER ON THE WAR-PATH!”

By Martin Clifford, .

3 ‘made very lit
“talent at Bt Jim's
fags' kippers by sending
3 -room to meet Mr.

riloguia
of the

e 10 , and did not want
them-=a gym - was_ 6 small thing for a
. ventriloqt like Bunter,
Bat «

wadé desperate by the sitnation
finds hjmself—re 1 at 8t.
he same light as he ha vays b
Greffrisrs—he tries it om,
yone., £ v o
~Evety story of Bunter at 8t Jim's
" o rate good one; but I am not ab all sure that
th not the best of the lot. ™ -
. J“however, 13 for you to say. What an
editor thinks matters; but what readers think
matters & great deal more in the long run.
Yor if there were no readers there could: be
no editors—see? | We might even be reduged
to working for our livings. No one seems o
think we do that as things are, though from
gome considerable persemal experience I can

has beesn

THE “GEM "LIBRARY.) ™~ Thiee-haltpece, -~ .

At these words 4 wtiered a ety of wedtin.
1 am h&if-afraid he tooie this i3 o sign of
S:u_h;:;elgt_ eourage of my part, - (Imposs.!—
‘BG. R el I
“Tet the tortdrer comies forth!" -
His command {hundered-in my eafs..
“Mow," /said he, turning to e, " will you'
have Your eyes; your ears, - your appendix,
your | niose, your mouth, Yyour teeth, your
backbone, and- your: great-toe removed, or
will you join my band3d” i LSy

The rufian's brutal threats did not terrify
me in the least, You see, I had already
decided to join hiz band, so that T might
the better coenfound his fiendish plols. ~= -

“Well,” he persisted, “what has the
prisoner o gay to my bonourable proposal?”

I answered him, dissembling my intentions:

“Please, kind sir—your majesty, I mean—
1 shall be delighted to do-the most desperate,
dreadful deed which “you can demand of
me!"”

(I forgot to tell you that it-was only the
chill of the water that had made my previous
accents a trifle shaky.)

“Yeou consent?” eaid he. " You consent?
Bring forth the het irops, so that I may
hrand yon with the double-square, which 1
cand mine wear in defuult of a registration
eard, which we can’t print on account of a
serious shortage of paper. Bring forth the
het ir-r-r-rons!” : )

I confronted him sternly. .

“1 am a British subject, I am. - You just
leave me alone, or you mind your eye!” ..

“in moments of excitement my speech often
takes this heroic tope. e

“Ha!" said he, confused and confounded.
“Ha! Shall ‘T, then, sheer off your big toe
in the mincing-machine? Shall we then hold
your head in a bucket of water till you are
black in the face? Will you compel us to
hang you by the neck for three-quarters of
an hour? Answer me, sir!” et

.1 answered him smoothiy, and his wrath
again abated. In consideration of my youth
and innocence, he comsented -~ to. forgo the
branding, which, [ pointed out, would only
serve to make me conspicuous, and hamper
me in my bold, desperate, dreadful duties.-

“The ceremony of introduecing the pew
member then took place. I am not a Free-
mazon, so I must confesg that I have never
undergone & similar inauguration. I .must
confess, though; that the part of the cere-
mony - which _demanded that I should be
raised two feet from the ground, and de-
posited in a aitting position, came &g o very
considerable shock. - : .

Then eame another shock.

A bandit, -with a particularly vielous ex-
pression, murmured softly:

“The bumpfulness of the esteemed Prout
iz terrii—"

Came a-voice from a remote corner. There
seemed to be something familiar about it:

“Shut up, you burbling jackanapes! You'll
give the whole show away!”

““That's «done it!" said another voles, “1
vote we bump that black idiot, too!”

*Zilly asses!” : :

“Burbling* jackanapes!”

“The assfulness of the esteem -

“Look here, you -blundering fopis!” sald
the president. “You'd bebter stop this "if

‘mean, brother and fellow-comrade—— Look
herg, you chaps, stop jabbering, and tedl
‘me what to do with bim.” b

“Maie him eab coke!”

“Make him wash up!”

“Throw him in the river!”

“Give him some dynamite, and make Lim
swallow™ it !"”

“Make him stand a free feed all round!”

I really thought I did recognise this veies,

A4 “sudden idea seized me. They were
«quarrelling among themselves. Why noi
escape? (Yes; I had decided to forfeit the
clory of tracking them down.) No sconer
thought of than acted upon. I made a ‘wild
dash for the entrance. It was blocked by a
burly form in  blue. Never shall I forget
my grateful surprise az [ recognised our
village policeman.

Full well I knew that noble form, that
protruding—well, I'll eall it chest, though it's
rather low down—that magnificent air of
our neighbouring representative of the law!
1 knew those stentorian tones, nobly expres-
sing a justifiable indignation:

“'Ere what's all this about?”

taken aback. A chorus of protest and alarm
- took place. bros 3
“Gosh! It's old Tozer!”
“Toger!  How's your last
ever wasl” ’ : 1T
“Wozer! What did you do with that hoard
of yours®' - - ‘- - d
1 started, The tones came from the blank
wall. My astonishment was as mothing tc

great-aunt os

been “shot.

J“Who -said that?” . . - .

#]_J—1 "am ‘the ghost of your mother-in-
taw. -1 bave watched you! Here you are
arresting others for breaking laws which
you_ have yourself infringed! I—I—T have
watehed you. What ~did ‘you do with all
that grub,.you food-hog, you Hun?”

»'Ere,” you shut up playing the fool, who-
ever you are! "I knows you! I'm doing my
duty, T am.- These  ere guys-are showing
‘too mueh light. T'ln going to arrest them!”
~“Come!" sald the volce. “Come down
here!”

Then a light dawned on me—on me, Mr.
Prout of Greyiriars School, I knew. those
awful tones from experience. I rushed for-
wards to one of the. vilains—a . fat. .villain.
1 seized him. His beard came away in my
hand! . .

“Bunter!” 1

That did it,

gasped.

I—I—well, T woke up.

I consider -it necessary for the morals of
my pupils that I should atitach some moral
‘+o ‘this story. Bo this is all my advice to
you: 7.° ) N ..

" “Don't go shooting rabbits by night with
a Lamplighter, however good; dou't miss;
don’t fall. into the river: meet all circum-
atances with unflinching bravery, as 1 did!
And, above all, don't eat too mmch welsh
rahbit

you don't .want priscner at -the bar—er—I

THE END.
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Editor’s Chat. -

say that there really is sometbing in the way
of work attached to the running of a paper.
THE WNEW SERIAL IN THE

o S HMIAQNET.” -
Ic really ‘to have told you about this
last week. But T date:say most-of you have
heard, and it is not too late for tl
did not hear, for the zynopsis in the e
week's numiber will ‘give yon a fair start.
Remember Goggs—Johnny Gogg—CGoggs of
Franklingham and of *Higheliffe—Gogzs the
ventrilogquist, and expert in ju-jitsu, and foot-
baller, and cricketer, and runner, and jumper
—Goggs, with hiz skinny limbs that have
muscles like stesl and whipcord—Goggs, with
kiz simple face that has a first-rate brain
behind it—Goggs, who is always polite and
proper in hiz speech, bub is as full of japes
s anyone ¢an be? :

Of courze you temember him! T have had
“hundreds of letters a g me for- another
story about him, . He frst appeared in ©The

S

p———————,

Goggs at 2t, Jim's "—which appeared in the
GeM. Then he cropped up in “The Twins
from Tasmania,” playing a big part in the
later. stages of that story.

Iﬁow, together with his chums, Blount,
Trickett, and Waters, he turns up at Ryl
combe, and you will find him playing his japea
there, in more than balf friendly oppesition to
Gordon Gay & Co., but before long up against
other fellows who are not at all of Gay's type

% GOGGE, GRAMMARTAN,”

is the title
afford to mi

ORDER

varn, aipd none of you ecan

NDW.

-
THE
“MAGNET"

Fourth Form af. Franklingham,” which. ran in
& Magnet * ‘for three -or four months a

of -years: OF..50. A little later he
s the chief fignreina 1 sérial-—% Johnny

The Anarchists were taken aback. T ecom-"
clude they were Anarchists. What elze
could they have been? Well, they were

fozer's.. He faced round as though he bad



