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: ;,JJHET LIEHM. luﬂeqanr Houge. ;::
rmgicdﬁn Gtreet, London, 'E.C4, | am
always pleased to negr from my chums,

FOR BEXT MONDAY.

«“ THE REMOVE BUGGER TEAM.”
By Frank Richards,

That iz the title of our néxt grand,
long, complete school story of the chums
of Greyfriars. Harry Wharton & Co. get
the idea of fnrmmp; a8 Remove Rugger
team, a game which they have played
only once or twice since they arrived at
the school. Many of the juniors, in fact,
forgot all they learned, and had fo be
taught again. Billy Bunter plays the
game—he is useful on account of his
weight. Of course, the fat junior makes
mu{'h of the fact that he is chosen to play
in the Remove’'s first Rugger match,

Stories of this great winter sport are
5o few and far hetween, I am sure all
my readers will greatly gppreciate our
next issue.

—_—

There will be another splendid gupple-
ment, compiled by the chums of Grey-
friars, Harry Wharton & Co. have col-

lected a magnificent budget of stories
and articles fram many contributors, and

j
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their supplement is full of fun and
adventure.

I should again advise all my readers
to order their copies in advance, As one
friend has written to say—he has started
the New Year well by ordering his copy
—he had enough last year in wailing
until Monday, and chaneing his being
able to obtain a copy of the MAGNET
Linrary ! His luck was very often like
the MagrET—OUL!

—

WATCH THE “ POPULAR!”

Very scon now 1 shall be surpnsmg
my chums who read the “ Popular.,” 1
have a greab treat in store for them, and
I want my MAGNET chums 1o share
in this. ®o I advise you all to kesp an
eve on the “Popular,” which 15, as you
know, the greatest week-end stery paper
pubhished,

For the benefit of new readers—and
there are many—1 must tell you the
nature of the stories in the * Popular.”
In the first place there is a gpand, com-
plete school story of JI&rr:r,' Wharton &

Keep An Eye on the ‘' Popular’ —

Co.; and, secondly, a complete story of
Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood.
Billy© Bunter publishes his famous

“Weekly 7 every weel, and there is &
splenchd serial by a favourite author—
Mr. Sidney Drew. If there is one paper
which comes anywhere near the Mag-
NET LiBrary for excellence and velue—
then it is undoubtedly the *Popular.}
Gel the issue now on sale, and see for
yourself.

T T

NOTICES.

e

Foothall,

Queen’s Park Athlatic, average age 14,
will be willing to meet any club of that
age in Blackburn and distyict.—George

Hargreaves, 211, Queen’s Road, Black-
burn, Lancs.
Downhills Football Favourites, ages

14-17, want good players, all pmxtmns—
Hon. Sec., F. Bottomley, 48, Downhills
Park R{}ﬂii, Tottenham, {\T

Two players, average age 15, require
places in any South London team;
League preferred.—8. Brown, 59, Cam-
berwell Grove, Camberwell, S.E. 5,

Canonbury  Rowvers T.C. require
matches, home and away*; average age,

F15-16; also a few good players.—W. Cash-

man, 2, §t. Paul’s Road, Islington, N.
27th Liverpoal Scout Junior IF.C,
require home or away matches, three
mifes of Aieburth, Liverpool; average
age, 16.—Apply G. E. Bailey, Bee., 13,
Hallywood Road, Aigburth, Liverpoal.

your €ditor.

__
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WRIGLEY'’S,

{Desk 23),

177-118, Tottenham

FRETWORK
OUTFITS
 HALF PRICE'!

Here is a splendid oppertunity
for any boy to obtain a splendid

for only 5/- and
wrappers saved from the 3d.
packets of any of the four ||
delicious varieties of VWrigley's

will be sent by return—carriage
paid—and will enable you to
make all kinds of useful things.
It is just exactly what you want
for the long winter evenings.

H}fﬁu have a Fretwork Outfit

FREE LIST of many other
splendid things Wrigley's are
offering at HALF PRICE. Simply write your name and
| address on a postcard and address it carefully to—

Londaon, W.1.

jdi ¥
10/- Frerwork Outfit

five outside

The outfit

Sweeis,

send a postcard for

LTD.
Court Road,

No. T2%.

Tue MacweET LIBRARY.-

WRIG[EYS

There is no other Sweel which is so delicious
and long-lasting as Wrigley's.
Jutey Fruit?
Wrigley's P.K. s—lovely little pieces of sugar-
coated peppermint gums.
and every piece lasts for hours,
play football, you'll play a lot better if you
chew Whrigley's.
for the Fretwork Qutfit HALF PRICE. Don't
forget—five outside wrappers and only 5/-

for a splendid 10/- Qutfit,
Send to-day - - Address as below

SOLD EVERYWHERE

SEALED TIGHT
- KEPT RIGHT
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Do you know
I’s grand. And the new one—

Ten in a packet for
If you

Buy some to-day, and send

The Flavour (asts!
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A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete School Story, dealing with the Adventures
of Harry Wharton & Co., and Billy Bunter at Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Looking for a Bargain!

1 HERE'S a sale on this after-
noon 2
“A saill?™  repeated Dob

Cheriy.
Billy Bunter nodded.

“Yes. Will vou fellows come®”
Harry Wharton & Co. stared at
Bunter. It was a keen winter's after-

noon, and there was mist on the sea and
over the cliffs. The proposition of going
for a “sail " was not very inviting.

“Oatch ns going for a sail in this
weather I remarked Johnny Bull,

“The sailfulness will not be great, so
far as my honourable self is concerned,”
said Hurrce Singh, with a shake of his
dusky head.

Bunter sniffed.

“0Oh, don't be slackers!” he said. “If
I can stund the westher, vou can. I'm
not soft,"

“Bofl!” ejaculated Bob  Cherry
warmly. " You fat duffer, this isn’'t the
weather for a sail.”

“But it's going to take place—"

“Yell, the chaps who po sailing in
this weather will be welcome to all the
trouble they collect,” remarked Harry
Wharton. *'T think we'll stick to foot-
ball,"”

“No giddy zailing for me,"” assented
Frank Nugent.

“You silly asses!” exclaimed Bunier,
blinking impatiently at the Famous Five
of the Greyfriars Remove, *“ When I sav
sale, T don’t mean a sail—I mean a
sale.”

“Clear as mnd!™ said DBob Cherry.
“Let's have that over again! When
you soyv u sail, vou don’t mean a sail,
you tmean a sail? The question 15, do
you mean anvthing at all¥”

“A sale!” howled Buntler. **A sale,
you know! Nol a sail! A sale!"

“Not a saitl—a sail!” repealed Robs

herry.  ““Is 1t a conundrum?  When
13 o aail nol a sail?”

“A sale!” shriecked Dunter. ““An
auction sala!™
“Oh, a sale!” said Bob., * You mean

By FRANK RICHARDS.

a sale?  Why couldn't you say so at
first?”

“T id, didn't 1?" demanded Bunter

indignantly. *It's a sale, of course—not
a saml. Catch me sailling in this
weather! I say, you fellows, the sale’s

on at Grimes' Auclion Rooms, at Court-

hield. Lots of things: It's a place to

pick aup bargains,.  Will you fellows

come?”

“*Bother the sale!™ said Bob Cherry.
refer footer!"

" Same here,” remarked Johnny Bull.

“The samefulness is terrific!”

“0Oh, do come!"” urged Bonler. “I'm
going! 1 hope to pick up a few bar-
gains. You see, a chap can make money
that way. You bury something awfully
cheap, you know, at the aunection, and you
sell it again for a lot of money. Suppose
yvou buy a bedstead for three bob——"

“Buppose !” grinned Bob Cherry.

* Anc su‘Ppmaﬁ you sell it again for
three poun

““Oh, my hat!”

“That's o clear profit of two pounds
seventeen shillings!” said Billy Bunter
impressively. “Sounds nice, doesn't
lt?!l‘

“Bounds better than it is,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. * Suppose the other
way round—that you buy a bedstead for
three pounds, and sell it for three
shillings! That's a clear profit to some-
body else of two pounds seventeen.”.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Of course, a chap would have to use
his gumption,” said Bunter, *That's
where I come in strong; I've got lots of
gumption. 1 say, vou fcllows, I should
really like you to come. I may run short
ol cash——""

“Very likely, I think,” grinned Bob.

“I've heen disappointed about a
postal-order, as it happens,” said Bunter,
“Utherwze, | should have I}]i'lll_'l..' of cash
i hand.  Biill, it's only delayed : and, of
course, you only have to pay a deposit on
the stuff you buy. You pay the rest
when you take the goods away., Often
aud often you can sell them again on the
spot 1o some olther chap who has missed
a bargain. Now, wvou fellows want a
lot of things.  That carpet in Study

1]

{ _'-u--—"

No. 1 13 frightfully shabby. You may
pick up a splendid Persian rug, abouti—
about seven-and-six, perhaps.”

“The perhapsfulness is tevrific!”

“Then your clock never goes,” con-
tinued Bunter. *'It's never kept time
since Skinner put the gum in it.  You
may pick up a splendid marble clock, an
ornament to any mantelpiece, for a few
bob.™

“And we mayn't!” remarked Nugent.

" Bikes, too,” said Bunter. “I've got
the auctioneer's list. There’s a number
of bikes, and fitlings and things—pumps
and lamps, and so on.  Bound to gn
awfully cheap. Your bike lamp has the
glass cracked, Boh.”

“That was after you borrowed the
bike, you fat owl!"

“Well, it's cracked, anvhow,” aai
Bunter, “You may pick up a bike-lamp
worth fifteen shillings for about nine-
pence, if you're lucky.™

“If 1" said Bob Cherry.

“Look at this list,” said Billv Bunier,
holding up the catalogue of the enter-
prising BMr. Grimes, of Courtfield.
* Splendid four-poster bed i

“"Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. “1
can see Quelchy's face, if we came home
with a aplendid four-poster bed!"

“Canopy and brass knobs complete,”

said Bunter.  *‘Splendid marble clock,
strikes  the hours, and chimes the
quarters—mechanism a little out of

order, but can easily be repaired—"

“Ring oft "

“Four safety bieveles in exeellent con-
dition, only needing new tyres and
pedals and handle-bars and chain—""

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“Lot 5, bicycle-lamps
several—"

“Well, a chap might get a new lamp
cheap,” said Dob Cherey, intorested at
last ; “and money's jolly tight.”

Harry Wharton considered,

Lven football was not so attractive as
usual m misty, drizzly weather.  And
there was a certain amount of enlertain-
ment to be derived from an auction sale,
beside the possibility of picking un
bargaina,

and pumps,
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“Let's go!" said the captain of the
Remove, A walk down to Courtfield
will do us good, anyhow.”

“Let's!” assented Bob.

Billy Bunter beamed at the chums of
tha Remove. Ewvidently the fat jumor
had powerful reasons for wishing the
Famous Five to accompany him to the
auction at Courtlield,

Bunter was thinking of bagging a
bargain; but, as usual, his financial
resources were limited. With five com-
panions, all more or less supplied with
that wuseful article, cash, Bunter felt
better prepared to face Mr. Grimes in

his lair.

“That’s right he said. “Trot
along! I heard of a chap once who
hought something -and sold it on the spot
for double the price. 'We may make a
lot of money this afternoon.”

The Famous Iive chuckled; they did
not share Billy Bunler's expectation in
the least. But they were ready to walk
down to Courtfield for the sale, and they
went in for their coats. Billy Bunter
went in, too, for a coat, but he helped
himself to Vernon-Smith's coat from the
lobby ; it was a cold day, and Smithy's
voat was a nice warm one, Fortunalely,
Smithy was in his study at the time.
Penfold’s muffler was hanging on a peg,
and that came in useful, too. Bunter
felt quite warm and comfortable and
satisfied when he started to walk to
Courtfield with the Famous Five.
Herbert Vernon-Smith did not feel so
satisfied, when he came down to go out,
and looked for his coat. But in an im-
perfect universe it was impos:ible for
everybody to be satisfied.

jr
s

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Bids!

L OT three! This magnificent
I hall-stand——"
The sale had commenced

when Harry Wharton & Co.
reached the auction-rooms at Courtfield,

Mr, Grimes, a fat and portly gentle-
man, with a red face and a powerful
voice, presided in his rostrum, hammer
in hand. There was quite a large crowd,
many with catalogues in their hands, A
group of three or four gentlemen with
fur-collared coats and promment noses.
stood mnear the aucltioneer, chaliing
merrily to one another and chafling My,
Grimes, and one of them, evidently a
recognised humorist, raised an oily
chortle every now and then among his
comrades by a bid of ** Half-a-thovereign,
old thon ! Billy’ Bunter pushed his way
forward, as eager for bargains as any of
the Semitie gentlemen.

*“This magnificent Imllstand—hold it
up for the ladies and gentlemen lo see,
William ! said the auctioneer.

This was a joke, the magnificent hall-
ctand regquiring at least three men to
move it, without holding it up on view,
Mr. Grimes raised a laugh, which was
good for business,

“Did 1 hear Mr. Isaacs say thirty
pounds¥” asked Mr. Grimes.

“Youw thertainly didn’t!” answered

Myr. Isaaes. *'Half-a-thovereign!”
And Mr. Isaues’ [riends  chorlled
merrily.

“IMifteen bob I yelped Dunter,

Mr. Grimes looked at Bunter and
grinned.  Billy Bunter had taken Mr.
Isaacs’” humorous bid quite seriously, and
was raising him,

“Five pounds!" came from some-
where, and the bidding went on briskly.

“8ix pounds !

NEXT
MONDAY!

Tue MagrerT Linrary—No. 729,

“THE REMOVE RUGGER TEAM!™ ¢

“Kight "

“Fight-ten ™

“Ten pounds!™
reclilessly,

Bob Cherry grasped the fat junior
by the zhoulder and shook him.

“*¥You howling ass!” whispered Bob.
“What are you up te? Ave you lrying
to buy a half-ton hallstand, you frabjous
jabberwock "

“Only helping on the bidding,” said
Bunter. ' Puiting some life into it, you
know,™

" Suppose it's knocked down to you ¥V

“Oh, rot! It wen't go for ten quid!”

exclaimed Bunier

“Dry up, Bunler!” said Harry Whar-
ion.  **You'll get landed with some-
thing."

“Oh, rais!” said Bunter. “I know

my way about! Daon’t you fellows worry
about me! 1 can look after Number
One 1"

“ Fathead !
*T'en pounids I am offered ! said Mr.

Grimes, with a curious glance at
Wilham George Bunter. “Ten pounds
for thiz magnificent hallstand — ten

pounds—going at ten pounds—""

Billy Bunter felt a cold shiver.

If that hallstand was knocked down
to him at ten pounds—when his capital
amounifed to someihing under {en-
pence—

Fortunately, there was another bid,

“Guineas |

“Ten guineas for this handseme hall-
stand, an ornament to any gentleman’s
manswon ! said Mr. Grimes, “Comae,
come; we are not here entirely for plea-
sure, gentlemen—business first ! This
magnificent hallstand is going for the
langhable sum of ten guimeas.  Going—
going—-" The hammer rapped.
*Gone "

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove had had a
oW escape.

The lesson was not lest an Bunter—for
a while. He econtrvived to remain silent
while the sale procceded—though silence
was & state in which Bunter was never
really  happy.

Lot after lol was disposed of, (ill the

“several hike lamps " came o, and
then Bob Cherry began to bid.  TBob
had the satisfaction of securing three

bike lamps, which certainly wanted ¢lean-
ing, but were otherwise quite all right
for seven-and-six. Bob  paid the
aunctioneer’s assistent, and seeured |his
“lot " on the spot. Billy Bonter blinked
at his prize,

“They'll want cleaning a lot,” he said,

“Well, I'in going to clean them,” said
Bob. 1 don’t mand® pulling in a little
work to save money.”

“You really owe that bargain {0 me."
remarked Bunter, *1 hruué‘ht you here,
you know. I shall expect ene of thgse
lamps—after vou've cleaned them.”

“You can expeet ! said Bob cheerily.
“Expect anythmmg yon like, old top, T
I find you bagging any of these lamps,
you can also expeclt a thick ear.  And
you won't be disappoinied,”

Billy Bunter turned his attention {o the
sale again.

Lot 25 was now going. Mr. Grimes
described 1t as a magnificent, and in-
deed, uneqnalled, four-poster bed—bed-
stead, with brass knohs, and bed ecom-
plete. The ponderous article was in a
corner of the big room, and it was
pointed out by the anclioneer’s man to
all who carved to look at it. There was
plenty of it, certainly; but enormous
bedsteads seemed to be at a  discount.
Mr. Isaaes humorously started the bid-
ding with *half-a-thovereign.”  Billy

SPLENDID TALE
FRIARS. .

Bunter was tired of keepine wilent, and
he yelped out:

A pound !

Every eye turned on Dunter,

The sight of a schoolboy in Etonsg bid-
ding for a [four-posier bedstead was
rather an uanusual one in the auction-
room. Billy Bunter alwavs enjoyed the
limelight, and be assumed an air of im-
pnrt&;lﬂt& at ouce, 1 . 3

“Shut up, you young ass!" whispere
Johnny Elﬁ]‘. P

“"Rats !

“ Thirty shillings ! came [rom another
bidder,

“Thirly-live !” yelped Bunter,

“T'wo pounds !’

“Two-ten!” said Dunter,
fairly going strong now.

The general attention of the auction-
room had got into his head, as it were,
and Billy Bunter intended {o run up the
bidding, and make himself more con-
spicuous than ever,

“Three pounds!” said Mr. Izaacs,

“Four ! said Bunter.

“Foui-ten!”

“Iive!" howled Bunter,

Billy Bunter fully expected
ten 7 {o follow.

But it didn't.!

H“ini forgotten his lesson already,
Bunter had landed himself sgain, amd
this time there was no rescue. Nobod
wanted to give more than five pounds
for that magnificent four-poster bed-
stead,

"Five pounds T am offered ! caid Mr,
Grimes.  “ QGentlemen, this unequalled
pedstead 18 going at five pounds—five
pounds ! Did any gentleman say six?”

No gentleman did.

_Bunter felt a shiver run down his back !
He had done it again! He blinked round
anxiously through his bip spectacles,

“Going—going at five pounds 1 said
Mr, Grimes.  *This magnificent bed-
stead  with  maltress complete, brass
knobs, and—and——  Going—going—""

Bunter trembled,

Rap!

“Gone !

The bedstead was Bunler’s!

who was

L1 EI‘!“E'

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Bargain!

ILLY BUXNTER Dblinked at the
auclioneer, Mr. Grimes gave

him a cheery nod and a smile.
"-."r"h.'_l,; on earth a Sc'lluntljny wianted

ta buy an enormons. old-fashioned bed-
stead, Mr, Grimes did not know, and he
did not care in the least. It did not
occitr to My, Guimes that the fat youth
did not want 1o buy the bedsiead at all,
and had only been “lalking out of his
hat.” But if Mr. Grimes had known it,
it would not have made any difference.
Ha was there to knock down the goods
to the highest bidder. And William
Georgo Bunter was the highest bidder.

Bunter tried to speak. He was there
in search of a bargain; but this vwas cer-
t;t:_inly not the bargain he was in zearch
of.

“I—1—I1—"" he stutiered.

“Lot 26, said Mr Grimes, utlerly im-
heeding Bunter now that Lot 25 was dis-

posed of, A splendid dining-roem
suilo——""
“I—T—"  gasped DBunier. “I—I
don’t——t
“8ix chaivs, {wo armchairs, uphel-

stered 1 mcroceo leather——"" continued
Mr. Grimes.

"Hﬂ!r*ll-ﬁ!ﬂ\il‘I‘l"E;."']'I " zaid Mr Tsaaesa:
and there was a langh.  Mr. Tsaacs'
humounr scemed limited, but it was sure
of success,

OF THE JUNIORS OF GREY.
is By FRANK RICHARDS.
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#I—I-T say, Mr. Grimes—=" gplut-
tefed Bunter.
“Five F{':!I'['L:.'l-i ' eame from a Lidder.

t Si.x I
Y Six-ten

“Oh crumbs " gasped Bunier.  * My,
Grimes, I—1 don't——""

“Don't intervupt  the sale, voung
gentleman '™ snapped  Mr.  Grimnes.

“Six-pounds-ten T am offered for this
gplendid dizinz-room suite—"

“ But—hbut—""

“Seven!”

*Seven-ion 17

“Beven-fifteen

“Right '

“Look here——"" yelped Dunter.

“Don’t interrupt the sale, young man !
Speek to my assistant about your lot!”
rapped oul My, Grimes, * Eight pounds
I 7n offered-—"

“0Oh crumbs 1" mumbled Bunter.

“You've done it now ! said Johnny
Bull consolingly,

“¥You asked- for it, Bunter!"” grinned

'1‘1

Nugent,

“Oh dear!”

The bidding for Lot 26 went on
briskly, and it was disposed. of. But
there was no pause in which Bunter
could have explained matters to Mr.

Grimes—Lot 27 came on the tapis at
onee. Not that Mr. Grimes would have
[lstened to any explanalion. Lot 25 had
been disposed of, and it was already
ancient history to Mr, Grimes.

" Ladies and gentlemen, I am offered
three pounds for this magnificent solid
mahogany dining-table !

Billy Bunter backed out of the crowd.
His only hope now was.in flicht. But
as he rolled towards the door, William,
the auctioncer’s man, tapped him on the
shoulder. Bunter jumped, A police.
man's iap on the shoulder could not have
startled him more,

“Lot 25's yours, sir,” said William.
“Ihd you say cash? Or are you leaving
a deposit on it 7"

“Oh dear!™

William:  looked
eyes.

“You'll want it moved,” he said.
“Evervthing has to be moved before
ten to-morrow morning, to make room
for the next sale. P’'r’aps you ain’t used
to auctions, sir,”

[ D‘L‘l' I:I"-

Harry Wharton & Co. looked on.
Exactly what was to be done they did
not know. The bedstead was Bunter's,
whether he wanted it or not. He could
not go back on his bargain. DPossibly
William, among his other duties, had to
keep an eye on bidders who made
thoughtless bids and then altempted
a stralegic retreat, At all events, he
evidently had an eve on Dunter, and
there was no escape for the Owl of the
Eemova,

“The—the fact is—"
William interrupted,
"Come, sir! Can’t waste time—busy

day!"”

“I—I've left my money at the echool !
gasped Bunter,

“That's all right, sir! Name and
address, and a pound deposit—that will
do,” said William briskly.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Namo?"

at him with Dbeery

gasped Bunter.

“Jones!” gasped Bunter. “John
Jones.  Address—lemme see! 101,
Groavenor Square, London!"”

“You fat idiot!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

Bunter's tortuous mind had taken

refuge at once in a false name and
address, as if by mstinct. _
But the chums of the Remove were

NEXT
MONDAY!
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not likely to back the fat junior up in
a fraud.

“His name's DBunter!™ Bob
Cherry, in a growl Girey-
friars School !"

““(th, yvou beast " gasped Bunter.

Willinm gave Bunter a look of beery
suspicion,

* Deposit " he snapped,

“1—1 forpot to bring my purse!
stammered Bunter. * I—I mcan, I—1've
been disappoinied about a postal-order!”™

T 't‘i‘*n.‘ ?1‘1

Bunter cast a helpless blink at his
COMPanions,

“One of your lend me a pound, [or
goodness' sale!” he stuttered,

“You fat idict!" growled Harry.

¥ 0Oh, really, Wharton!"

Very reluctantly, buot  feeling  thal
there was nothing else to be done, the
chums of the Remove sorted out their
cash, and subscribed a pound. This was
handed over to William, who gave
Bunter a receipt. Then his manner
became more genial.

“You'll want that there delivered,”
he said. " A young genlleman like vou
can't see to it. I knmow a man with a
‘orse and van what'll do it cheap. Say
ten bob—wat "

“Oh! Ah! Yea! Anything " mum-
bled Bunter, only anxious to escape
from the auction-room,

“Pay on delivery " asked William,

“Yes, yea! Good-afternoon!” mum-
bled DBunter.

“ Arternon, sir!”
genially,

Biliy Bunter rolled out of the auction.
room. Harry Wharton & Co. followed
him out with rather grim faces, Money

sald
“ Address:

LR

said William, gquite

and a pod was a pound, even when
subscribed among hve. In the street
Bunter blinked pathetically at the
Famous Five, while they told him what
they thouzht of him.

“You frabjous ass!"

“You burbling chump!

“You spluttering jabberwock ™

“You frumpiions wdiot 1™

“You fatheaded bandersnatch ™

“1—I say, you fellows,” mumbled
Bunter feebly, “I—I never mecant to
hiy the beastly thing, you know! Of

course, I'll squarve up that pound !

“How ?"” demanded Bob Cherry.

“Out of my next postal-order.™

“Shul up ! roared Dob ferociously.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“The frumptious ictiot has done us out
of a quid,” saicdl Bob, “and there's four
more to pay somrchow, Bunter can sce
to that.”

“Ye? rather.”

“The ratherfulness is terrifie !

“And ten bolr for delivery,” said
Frank Nugent. " And what the deuce
15 ‘going to be done with the dashed
thing when it gets to Greylriars to-
morrow morning "

“Bunter can have it in his study!”
arinned Johnoy Bull,  *“There's just
about room in Siudy No. 7 for thai
bedstead !

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I1—1 say, you fellows, there's nothing
to cackle at! I-—-1—"

“If the dashed thing isn't claimed, |
think they'll sell it again in the next
auction,” said Harry. “That's the
simplest way out!™

“But T've paid a pound on it!” ex-
claimed Bunler,

was not plentiful with the Famous Five ;
|

i

ity
i

U
r"'!:”.li

-
-.-:'.rl'lﬂ'ia'-

to the carter,

Harry Wharton eounted out five pounds ten shillings and handed the money
The man took the money, searched in his pocket and pulled
out a receipt, which he handed over to the captain of the Remove,
“ Thank you kindly, young gents ! ** he said,

that bedstead over ! ™

e v — —

“ Awful trouble I "ad getting
(See Chapter 6.)
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“Youhave?” yelled Bob. *“We have,
yon mean !

“1 owe you the pound,” said Bunter.
“1f I owe you the pound, I've paid the
pound—you ean't have it both ways! 1
can't afford to lose a pound!”

* Why, you—you—"

“I'll, tell _you what I'll do,” said
Bunter. “That bedstead is a jolly good
big one, worth more than lLive pounds,
really!  You could send it home to
Wharton Lodge, Harry, as a present for
your uncle or aunt.”

“Catech me ! said arry.

“Or Bull could send it to Miss Bull”

* Falhead !”

“Or—or Nugent could give it to his
father as—as a valentine,”

“You fat chump!”

“It's worth a lot,” wurged Bunter,
“and 'l tell you what 1'll do. Tk let
vou fellows have it for four pounds.”

“What #"
*Then 1

said Bunter.
nol. mean about money !
give me the four pounda.”

[Tarry Wharton & Cuo, did nol give
Billy Bunter the four pounds. They
scomed to come to the end of their
patience all of a sudden. Five pairs of
hands were laid on Billy  Bunter, and
he was sat down on the pavement
foreibly with a loud bump.

“Yaroooh !"" roared Dunter.

The Famous Five walked away, leav-
ing him sitting, They had had enough
of Billy Bunter for one aflerncon.

“Ow! DBeasts!"”

Bunter serambled up, and rolled home
to Greyfriars in a dismal mood. lle
had gone to the auction in the hope of
bageging a bargain. He had bagged one
~—a big one. But he did not seem to be
pleased.  TFour pounds remained {o be
paid on the bedstead—with mattress and
brass knobs complete—and Bunter, when
he counted his cash, found that he
possessed a total sum of fivepence half-
penny.  OF which one of the pennies
was a French one—and the halipenny a

lose the pound 1've paid,”
*1 don't mind that! 1'm
You fellows

had one! How he was to mect his
liabilities, with such limited cash re-
sources, was a problem far beyoyd

junter's mental powers,

I[Te thought it out all the way back to
Greyfriars without finding a solution.
But evidently fivepence-halipenny was
not of much- use towards his habilities
so Bunter rolled into the school shop,
and there disposed of his limited financial
resources.  Which was some comfort 1o
the inner Bunter—but left the problem
quite unsolved.

e -

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Gener:us !

ETER TODD jumped.
He was startled.
Peter was sceribbling lines at
the study table in Siudy No. 7
in the Remove, when the door flew
suddenly open.

A fat figure came in like a bullet and
rpun half across the study before it col-
lapsed on the carpet. And there was a
roar that rang the length of the Remove
passagae.

“What the thump!"” ejaculated Peter.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Lireyfriars, grinued in- at the deorway,
It was Smithy’s bool that had propelled
Bunter.inlo the sludy with such start-
ling suddenness,

“ Madeyou jump?” asked the Bounder,
“Sorry! Bunter borrowed my coat, =o |
lent him my hoot !”

And the Bounder

NEXT
MONDAY!
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Remove passage, Billy Bunter sal up
an the carpel and voared,

“Yow-ow-ow-woonp ! Peter, you beast,
why don't yon lick him?  Can't you
sland by a fellow in your own study?
Yow-ow-ow-ow 1"

“Serve you richi!” caid Peler un-
feelingly,

“Yah! Beast! Yow-ow-ow!"

“Did Smithy kick you havd i7"

“Yow-ow! Yes! Wow!?

“Do you wanl me to kick you
harder "

“Eh? No! Wow!?

“Then shut up that row,” said Peter.

Which was all the sympathy Billy
Bunter received from his study-male.
The fat junior scrambled up, and col-
lapsed again into the avm-chaiv, He
turned his big spectacles on DPeler with
a ferocious blink.

“That's what you eall gratitude, 1
suppose, afler all T've done for you!™
he said bitterly. d

“Dry up "

“After I've walked all the way to
Courllield and back, to de you a favour,
Peter,” said Bunter reproachfully,

Peter stared at him,

"What's that ?” he inquired.  “ You
don’t mean to say vou've been to the
vun-shop and brought back something
for tea? II you have, you've scoffed it
on the way home. I know you!”

“I've done more than that! I went
lo t}h;:-. hum.—tl.:ilun ntb(;‘nurtﬂeld, thinking I
might be able to buy you something vou
would like, Peter I”"rr Y oy

“My only hat!”

“And 1 bought it,” eaid Bunter.
“What do vou think of a magnificent
four-poster bedstead, jewclled in every
hole?™

“What?”
“I—I mean with brass knobs com-
plete I

“Are you wandering in yoeur mind,
Bunter " inquired Peter Todd,

“Oh, really, Peter! It isn't every
chap who buys a five-pound bedstead for
a pal, and pays a pound on it out of
his own pocket, That’s what I've done.
The moiment T saw that bedstead T said
to myself. *That's what old Toddy
would like—to send as a present to his—
his people. So 1—1 bought i !"

“Great Scott!"

“It’s  yours, Peler,” =said Bunler
generously,
Peter Todd grazed at his fat study-

male. Ile was: too astounded to speak.
Often and often Peter had suspected the
Owl of the Remove of sullering from
fatlty degeneration of the brain. Now it
really looked as if the blow had fallen
al last!

“You've b-b-bought a b-b-bedstead #7
gasped Peter, finding his voice atl last.

“A magniticent bedsiead !”

“ For—for me?"

“For you, Peter! Decause we're pals,
you know,” said Bunfer affectionately.

“Great Christopher Columbus!  And
what am I to do with a four-poster bed-
stead 1" shrieked Peter Todd,

“You can send it to your peonle as a
present, you know, Or—or you can give
it to the Head as a—a mark of respect.
Ur-—or to Mr. Quelch ™

“You howling ass !’

“0Oh, really, Peter 17

“It's softening of the
Taddy, shaking his head.

“I've paid a pound on it, wilh my own
mioney,” said DBunler with dignity.

“You hadn't a pound.”

“I borrowed it from some friends, for
your sake., That bags nearly all my
next postal order. All you'll have to do
is lo pay the man ten shillings for deliv-
ering it !"”

brain,” said

A SFLENDID
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“Oh Y

* And=—and the balance of feur pounds
at the anclion rocmns!”

“Wha-a-at 7"

“And the bedstead’s yours,” said
Punter. “I lose my peund. A pound’s
a lot of money, Peter, e I don’t
nhikl=—for your sake. T never was a
mean fellow with money 1%

“I—I'm to pay a man ten bob, and
saine other men four pounds, ard—and
then T'mn landed with a—a ihundering
Dedstead |7 gasped Peter Todd, * You
frabjous idiot ™

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“¥You can keep your magnificent gifts,
Eunter,” said Peter Todd, **If vou want
to spread yourself in the genevosity line,
vou can stamd your whack at tea. Or
you con square the bob you horrowed
yesterday,  Or the eighleenpence you
borrowed the day before. IKeep your
bedsteads !

“*1 sav, Poler!”

“Keep ‘em ™ szaid -Peler Todd., “If
you've been swanking at an auction, and
got landed with something you can't pay
mr'm“l‘l bean, you can't pass 1t on to
me !

“Oh!"™  gasped Bunler. **Of—eof
course, I—1 wasn't thinking of anythin
of the kind. How did you guess? I—
mean what makes vou think——"

Petey Todd chuckled.

“Go and offer it in some other siudy,
my fat tulip,™ he said, " Try next door !
Try the youngest fag in the Second
Form! Try somebody who's never con-
strued  *Timeo  Danaos et dona
ferenies !" ™

**Oh, realiy, Peter!”

" And now shut up !* said Peier Todd,
“I've got lines to do, and shall have to
deny myself the pleasure of your conver-
sation, Bunter,™

“1 say, Peter——’

“Shut up!” roared Toddy.

“But, T say—"

Peter Todd «lutched ithe inkpot and
turned a ferocious eve on Bunter. The
Owl of the Remove rose hastily and
departed from No, T,

Peter chuckled and resumed his lines.
Bunter did not chuckle, His fat face
was dismal as he rolled into the Remove
passage, Hiz generous offer had been
reflused—his magnificent gift was going
begiing! On the  morrow-morning
Bunter's bargain was coming home to
roost, as it were, How to geb rid of it
before it came was now DBunter’s press-
g problen,

¥

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“Timeo Danaos!”

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
at tea m No, 1 Study as
William George Bunter passed
the door of that celebrated

apartitent, Bunter paused and looked
in, but did not euier. Bob Cherr
picked up a loaf and took aim, and his
intention was so evident that Bunier
mevely ejaculatied ** Beast!” and rolled
ou without bestowing the honour of his
company on the Famous Five.

On the Remove landing he found
skinner and Snoop and  Stott of the
Remove in conversation. Skinner called
to him as he passed,

“Seen Penfold, Bunter?”

“Penfold?"* repeated Bunter, full of
his own problems. * What's the good of
seeing lim? He got’s no money.™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner.
“That’s candid anyhow. DBut 1t's zbout
the muffley.”

“Mufler! What miufHer #7

“Pon says that somebody horrowed
TALE OF THE JUNIORS OGF GREY-
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his moMar from the lobbry this alier-
noon. He couldn't Gnd 1t when he went
fob il.""

“RBlesa Penfoid, and blow his maffler,
eaid Bunler mnﬂwh “T've gol no timwe
to worry over DPenfeld’s cheap mufflers.
Ponfold can go and eal coke.”™

“He was looking aa if e was going (o
eat you ! chuckled Skinner.

“ Blow Tenfold!” snapped Dunier.
“I—1I say, you fellows." DBunter pansed

and blinked at Skinner & Co. through
his big =peclacles, 1 say, T was at the

auction in Uourtheld to-dav.”

“8pent all your last r_mstcl*mdm
asked Skinner iuu‘:mt‘uu#y. }cnl-'hl[
the whole show "

“] landed a Lig bargain,” said Dunter.
“ A bedstead worth thu'a pounds ! 1
gave five pounds for iL.’

“Whose fiver?’

“™ine!" howled Bunler. * But the
fact is, Skinner, I'd rather have the
ready monev., You could sell that bed-
stead for fifteen pounds anywhers, as il's
worlh forty, 1'm willing to let you have
it, if von like, for live pounds ten shil-
lings !

“Go hon !

=Tl 1nLe five onineas’

Skinner & Clo, :hnrt]cr!
HMake it hive farthings,”
Skinner. “Then we might
think about it ™

“It's a big bargain—well worth ffty
pounds "’

“And that's why Dunter wanls to pass
it on to us,” E-Illt'l Skinner, grinning at
his comrades. “Jevver hear of such a
generous chap?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“The fact 13 [ m2an to be generous,’
said Bunter. “A keen fellow like YO,
Skinner, could make a lot of profit sell-
ing that splendid bedstead. It's really
magnificent.  Jewelled in every—I—
mean iron frame and check aclion!"

“ What ?"

#T—T mean all wool and double-width
—that 15, [—I mean——" Bunter was
getting a little confused.

“] know what you mean,” assented
Skinner. “ You've been playing the goat
at an auclion, and got aobbled, and now
vou wani to land the goods on a mug.
Try Lord Mauleverer., He's the biggest
mug in the Remove.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Snoop
Stott.

Bunter turned back into the Remove
passage. There was obviously * nothing
doing ' with Skinner & Co. DBut
Skinner's suggestion might come in use-
ful. Lord Mauleverer had plenty of
money, and he was not suppesed to be
very clever. DIossibly he had not, as
Poter Todd put it, cut*airued “Timeo
Danaos.”

Bunter tapped at Study No. 12. To
his annoyance, the door was locted, He
rapped with his fat knuckles.

“You in Mauly?” he shouted.

“Yaas," came the sleepy voice of his
lordship from within,

“Dpen the door!"

"[}'nnt be did!"

“Why not, you 3.55""
*Spotled you comin’ up the passage,’

said DBunter.

suggested
berin to

and

Ehuckled hm lmdahtp “Tacked lhn
door just in time.’
“You silly owl!” roared Bunter, *I

want to speak to you very parlicularly,
Mauly.”

“0Oh. pad!
o somea other
instead?"”

“You silly ass!"

“Thanks!"

¥T've bLousht a Dbedstead for vou,
Mauly,” sad Bunter, through the |c~r"-r*
hole. *1 thought it would do splendidly

NEXT
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Can't you pgo and speak
chap very particularly,
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lemme explain.
for you.

Billy Bunter blinked at the Remove Form-master.

I—I—brought thai—that splendid bedstead, sir, as a present

[ hope you will accept it with my—my kind regards !
Mr. Queleh looked dazed. (See Chapter 7.)

“ [—I—excuse me, Sir—

he said.

far the best bed room at Mauleverer
Towers.”

“0Oh great gad!”

“It's coming to-morrow morning.
YVou'll only have to pay a balance of
four pounds on it, and ten bob for the
man.”

“TIs thal all?”

“That's all, old fellow.”

“(o0 away, then!”

“You're going to take the bedslead?

“(Oh, no!

“You—you—you chump! It's a
inagrnificent  bedstead! Brass knobs
complete. IFirst-class in every respecl.
As supplied to the troops. I—I mean,
as supplied to first-class mansions—"'

“Bend it home to DBunter Court,
then.” sugprested Lord Mauleverer. “1i
will be rippin' for some of the distin-
guished guests you have there, Bunler.
I'm sure some of your ducal friends
would appreciaie 1t.”

“ Look here, Mauly—"

* Good-bye!

“Will you _open the door?”

“No fear.”

“Yah! Beast!™

Billy Bunler bestowed a ferovious
kick on the door, and rolled away. 1le
lef: Lord Mauleverer chuckling, and

rolled on to Study No. 13, That study
belonged to Bob Cherry, Wun Lung.
Mark Linley, and Hurree Jamset Ran:
Singh, Dob and Hurrees Singh had gone
lo Study No. 1 te tea, bul Bunter found
Linlay and the 'Chmm- there. Ile did
not even look at Mark Linley. The
scholarship junior was poor, and, thers.
fora, not worth Buonler's lofty nolice
But Wun Lung had plenty of money,
and DBunter bestowed his most friendly
and ingratiating smile npon the heathen,

A SPLEMDID TALE
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" hie bezan.

“Wun Lung, old chap—

The “old chap™ put the healben
Chinee upon his guard at once. He
grinned.

“Buntes wanlee bollow monee?’ hLa
aslked.

“(Dh, ro; nothing of the sori! I’

piving something away,” said Bunter.
“I've rot a receipt here for a pound.
It's yours if you like, old fellow. You’ll
have tu pay the balance of four pounds
mrnd

“Ne savvy.”

“And ten bob [or Lhe man——

“No savvy.”

“Then wvou Dbecome the owner of a
fine, splendid, magnificent four-poster
bedstead in solid ocak with gilt edges
complale &

“ No savvy.

“ Look he-ue- n!d fallow——

“ No savvy.”

“You fatheaded
Dunter,

The heathen Chinee chuckled.

“No savvy ™ he answered again,

Bunter shook a fat {ist at the grin-
ning  heathen, and rolled disconsolately
oul. It really was an exftrmordinary
stale of affairs, for the lucky man at aa
anction to be offering his greal bargain
dirt  cheap, and finding no takers,
Bunter began to wish that he had never
heard of Are. Grimes, auctioneer, of
Courthield. Hoping against hope, as i
were, he rolled into Study No. 14, where
he found Fisher T. Fish.  Fisher T.
["ish was reputed o keen youth, with a
vory sharp eye for a bargain. The Owl
of ‘the Remove hoped that he would
have a sharp eyve for his—Bunter's—
Lareain,

I¥

T

heathen!™ roared
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“TFishy, old man,” sanl Dunter, “I've
been to an auclion——""

Fisher . Fish waved
pencil impatiently. He was deep in
an abstruse caleulation.  Fishy had lent
hall-a-erown to Tubb of the Third a few
weeks before, Tubb had repaid him four
shillings so far, and Fishy was working
out exactly how much Tubb still owed
him. Naturally, he did not waut to be
interrupted while engaged upon matiers
of high linance. .

“I've bagged a2 lige bhargain, Fishy,
old +

“Go away !

“Thinking that you might like {o take
it on——"

:Hllihi“k ggni?f" ! .

By paying four pounds—

“Vamoose the ranch, for goodness’
sake !"

“You secure a magnificent Govern-
mient bedstead—""

“ Absrquatulate !" ‘

“You're an awlully keen chap, Fishy,
amd you could make a lot of profit on
that bedstead—-"

“Fairly keen” agreed Fislier T. Fish.
“"Too keen, T guess, to get landed with
vour pesky bargaing, Dunter. Shut the
dear after you !

“But I say——-""

“Git!” roared Fisher T. Fish. ‘

And Bunter, in the lowest of spiriis,
ol gn,l.!;l

One maore effort remained to be made.
He drifted downstairs, and made his
way to the Second Form room, in
search of his minor. Tirotherly affec.
tion did not often take William George
‘o the quarters of Sammy Buanter, DBul
it the present moment he was [ull of
brotherly affection, and ready to let
srotherly love conlinue till he had
ianded Sammy with the bedstead. He
found Bunter minor in the Form-roam,
helping Dicky Nugent and. Gatly and
Myers to roast chestnuts. He was also
helping to dispose of them, to judge by
the remark Dicky Nugent was making
as ihe Owl of the Remove eniered.

“You fal, puzeling hounder, let those
chestnuts alone! You've scolfed about
half already!™

a stump of

“Sammy, old fellow ! said Billy
Bunler.

Sammy blinked yvound as his majer
enlered, Perhaps he hoped, for a

moment, that a remittance had arvived,
and that Billy bad come to bring hun
his “whack.” But at “old” fellow ™
Sammy’'s hopes died on the spot, and he
gave only an unbrotherly grunt,

“ Stony I

“I've come here to do you a favour,
Sammy."

“Can it!” said Sammy.

Billy Bunter breathed hard. Sammy
was evidentlv sceptical. And, besides,
Bunter major's remarks were not worthy
of being canned. But William George
kept his temper. He had no hope that
Sanuny would be able to pay for the un-
happy bedstead. But he aned, at least,
la land his minor with the responsibility
for il. That would be somelhing
attempted, someithing dore, to earn a
night's repose.

“A preat favour, Sammvy,” he saud,
“I've [‘mini a pound on a wonderful bed-
stead I've bought at an avetion——"'

“Well, you idiot?” said Samny,

“T'm going to give you the receipt.”

“You're Jolly well nott”

“Look here, Sammy——""

“Anvthing more to pay on
grnned Sammy.

“Qaly four pounds.”

NEXT
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“Ile, he, he! You've been done!™

“Not at all. It's an amazing bargain.
The bedstead belonged to a duke, and
was sold to—to pay the death duties”
said Bunter. * My idea is that you could
mako a profit by selling it again. I'm
too busy to bother over it, but I want
to keep the—the profit in the family, so
I'm olfering you——""

“Can 1t!"” advised Sammy again.

*Yon cheeky young waster!” roared
Bunter,

Sammy, evidently, was not ‘‘taking
any "; and the Owl of the Remove
advanced upon him, to’ obtain what
rrulie;_f-e he could by bestowing a brotherly
cuff,

Bunter miner jumped up,

‘“Here, hands off !” he yelled. * Back
up, you fellows——""
“Turn that Remove cad out ! shouted

Nugent minor,

“Kick him out!” shouted Myers.

“Here, I—I sav, you fellows—'
slammered Bunter. He beat a rapid
retreat to the deor. Sammy Bunter sat
down and grinved, Tlis major retreated
in n great hurry before five or six belli-
gerent fags. They did not care twopence
for Sammy ; but they were not going to
have thenr Form-room im‘udﬂg by a
Removile. So they laid violent hands
on Billy Dunter, and ejected him into
the passage. They followed him out and
kicked him with cheerful vigour. Billy
Bunter was the only fellow in the
emove whom the Second Form fags
could venture to kiek; so, as 1l was a
rare sport, they enjoyed it all the more.

Bunter did not enjoy it. Ile serambled
away, picked hims=elf up, and fled
meloriously, followed by vells and hoots
from thie fags.

In o dismal moaod, Billy Bunier ambled
back to the Remove pazsage. 1lig last
hope had failed him.  He made one cr
two more feeble attempts to palm off his
great bargain in the Remove., DBut the
story of the auction and of Bunter's big
bargain was common property now, up
and down the Remove passage, and all
the Form were chortling over it. DBun-
ter’s offers wore received with howls of
lunihter.

Bunter gave it up at lasl. He rolled
dhistnally into No. 7, to begin his prep—
rather late.  Peter Todd greeted him
with a grin.

“1 say, Peter——"
feebly.

“Timeo Dannos!" grinned Peter,

" Look here——"

“‘Et dona ferentes,” as merry old
Laocoon remarked to the Trojans,” said
Peter Todd, 1 fear the Greeks when
they bring gifis!  0Old Laocoon knew
somethineg! So do I! Can it, Bunty,
can it !”

Billy Buunier went {o bed that night,
wondering what on earth was going to
happen when that miserable bedstead
arrived ab Greyfriars in the merning.
Maost of the other Removites wondered,
too, and they chuckled as they wondered,
appavenily regarding the maiicr in a
comic  light,  Buat Willlam George
Bunter could sce nothing comic in it,
ITe was so worried that it was five
minutes at least before his snore
resounded through the Remove dormi-
tory.

¥

murmured Bunter
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Delivering the Goods !

R. QUELCH had something to
M say to Dunter in the Fonu-
room the next morning,

In the [lirst place, with the
worry of that wrelched bedstead on his
mind, Billy Bunter had been able to give
littie atiention to prep. His construe
was even worse than usual—which 1s say-
ing a great deal. It was Bunter who
was celebrated for comstruing ' LEst in
conspectu Tenedos " “ He was expecting
a lenner.” On thiz partiealar mormng
Bunter outdid even that beilliant effort;
at which Mr. Quelel could not hbe
expected to be grateful or comforted.

In the Eemna place, Bunier wasn'sg
able to pive much aitention to Mr.

uclch. He was wondering whether
that dreadful bedstead would arrive
during lessons,  Ilis unhappy mind was
haunted by the thought of his big barv-
gain, Too late, he realised that he
would have done more wisely to make no
arrangements for the delivery of the
fearsome article. He had consented to
anvthing to get out of the anction-room.
Aud he reflected bitlerly that the bed-
stead couldn’t possibly have been
delivered, if Harry Wharton & Co had
allowed him to give a false name and
address, It was nll their fuult really;
vet the disastrous consequences fell on
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove feit
that it was mosi unfair. It occurred to
him suddenly that e might telephone to
the auctioneer and ask him to delay tho
delivery of the bedstead. Unfortunately,
this did not occur to him till he was in
the emove-room at lessons, lle won-
dered whether he could venture to ask
Mr. Quelch for leave, and whether it
would be any rood if he did. With such
weighty problems on his fat brain, Bun-
ter was not likely to tale a deep interest
in the * pius neas” and his rather
dismal adventures, He resolved to pus
it to the touch at last, and jumped up.

" Pleasg——""

“You may sit down, Bunter!™

“May I use the telephone, sir?”

“What "

“I=—I want to telephone home, and-—
and ask my [ather how he is, =ir,"” stam-
mered Bunter.

Mr. Quelch gave him o slecly look.

“1s your father ill, Bunter?®"

“Yes, sir—awiully *

“What is the matter with him*"

“Smallpox, sir,” said Bunter—
“galloping smallpox, sir.”

“ Bunter !”

“I-I mean, plumbago, siv—that Is,
lumbago——""

“You will take a hundred lines for
telling falsehoods, Bunter !

Wil ':}].l!ll

“You need not speak again. If you
do, I shall cane you!"
Bunter did not speak again, It was

evidenlly useless. Ile eat in quaking
fear of hearing the arrival of the magni-
ficent four-poster bedstead. Fortunately,
it did not arrive during lessons,

When the Remove were dismizsed zt
last, Bunter wandered out into the
quad, still occupied with his piroblem,
He shuddered as he caught sight of a
van abt the school-gates. \Whether icle-
phoning to the auction-rooms would have
done any zood, he was nol sure; bug
evidently it was too late now. “The hig
barsain had arrived!

Outside Gosling's lodge, there was a
stack of furniture. At least, that was
what it looked like. Never had a hed-
stead looked so large and imposing. even
taken to pleces and paclked. Prass knobs

(Cuontinued on page 13.)

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUMIORS OF GREY-
FRIARS. Bl
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| AT THE END OF THE RACE! At last Snoo> sw his chance.
before Vernon-Smith could breas! it.

Running his hardest he got to the outsireiched tape just
T here was a cheer from the crowd in the gateway.

¢ ™M  sorry for  Snoopey,” said  Harry
Wharton thoughtiully, *He's fall:n
on hard times.”

The other members of the Famouk
Five nodded sympathetically.

It was seldom that the chums of the
Remove felt any sorrow for Sidney James
Sooop. He was not o fellow with whom

they had a great deal to do, He helonged
to that dingy society of cads of which
Bkinner and Stott were prominent members.
He was weedy and pale and  aneenoc-
Inoking, He never played games., He was
a slacker, and, in many respects, a waster,

Yet  Snoop bad  his  good  points,
Deeasionally, be gave ghmpses of & higher
and belter nature,

Ouly the previons evening he had beliaved
like a Good Samaritan, He had heeo
coming home from Courtfeld, when he had
enconntered on the hichwiy a ragged and
half-starved  woman, who wis wandering,
Lhomeless and Lelpless, with her child.

Skinner wonld probably  hoave walked on.
So wonld Stott.  But  Sioop’s  heart was
touched., He had  twelve-amd-sixpense on
him, and he gave the entire sum to the
deatituete woman, hidding her o oamd seek o
night's lodging in Conrtfield, and get some
food for lLerself and the child,

The poor creature had thanked Inm pro-
fusely, her eyes shining with gratitude and
a new hope.

Snoop tramped on to Greyfriars with that
glowing Teeling of satisfaction which is in-
geparalde from a kindly aod unselfish action.

Supplement i)

On reaching the school, he found that a
calamity had oceurred in his absence. .

Billy Bunter had wanted to go into Friar-
date, and for that purpose he had coolly
horrowed Snoop's bike. .

In the darkness of the winter evening,
the short-zighted Owl of the Remove had
ridden into some railings. He had escaped
injury by a miracle; but the hieycle wus
badly battered, and oo longer rideable,

snoop was simply furioos. - Although rot
n fighting  man, he squored up to Billy
Bunter, and smote him with great vielence
on the nose. Then he punched him in the
chest. After which, by way of variety, he
ot in an upper-cut, which caused  Billy
Bunter to roll over on the flagstones in the
Close, groaning feebly,

“You fat villain!" panted Soocop. " You've
ameshed my jigeer beyond recognition!™

e I

“Tt'1l eost me a couples of quids to get it
properly  repalred !™

"Yow!"

“It would serve you right if I sneaked
on you, and the Head wrote to your pater
and made him pay!™

YGroo !

Rilly Bunter's conversation  consisted
golely of grunts and groans. As he lday
there on the flagstones, he resembled a

punctured balloon.

Snocop was very upset ahout his bike. He
knew that Billy Bunter would not  nnd
could not pay for the damaze., He himself
would have to get ihe machine rephired, aod
he had oot & peowy in his pocket, The

twelve-and-six he had just given away won'¥
have cnabled him to pay for certain repairs,
and he conld have done the rest himself.
Hut now he was penniless,

Harry Wharton & Co. had found ont what
Lad happened—not  frem  Snoon's lips—and
they were genuinely sorry for the junior,
They would bave had a “whip round ™ in
order to pay for the repair of Snoop's
bike; but it zo bappened that fundz were
searce,  Johnny Bull's  supply of pocket
money had been delaved in the post, and

the others could only muoster o shilling
hitween them.
“Wish we could help Zpoopey in some

way ! said Nugent.

“We ecan  do npothiog”
shakine his head.

“Afraid not.”

And the juniors censed to discuss Snoop
ond  Dis aflairs, amd  talked aboot the
Marathen race which was (o be ron on the
IOTFOW,

The race was open fo Hemovites omiy
Mr. Larry Lascelles had promoted it, awd
he was awarding a prize of two guineas to
the winner.

Speculation was  rife as  fo whom the
winuer would he.  There were several
splendid long-distance rtunners in the Le
move, and Harry Wharton, Bob  Cherry
Mark Linley, and Veroon-Smith were all
faunecied.

Harry Wharton & Co. had a hig surprise
nexk day when they assembled in the sclinol
gatewny in their runnipng shorts,

Tae Macher LiBrary—No. 729,
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For smong the yunners was Sidoey Suoop!

The juniors could oot help smiling.

Snoep was no Tunner, long-disfance or
ptherwize. Nor did he look ope. His calves

were woefully thin (Bob E€herry likened
them. unto mateh-sticks) and he sessed
pneither  speed mnor  stamina, t  was

extremely douhtful if he would be able to
complete the distance.

“Hallo, Bnoopey!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
"(Going in for the Marathon?®”

Snoop flushed.

“Yes,” lhe replied. "1 haven't a dog’s
chapee, I knew. But 1'm going to have’ a
shot." .

“But what's the idea of competing?

ashed Wharlon. »

“I've pot my eyve on that two guineas,
wnid Snoop, with a faint smile, “If I win
it—there’s always a remote possibility, you
inow—I shall he able to get my hike re-
pulred, Bon't laugh at me, you fellows, if
I hreak down ou the road.” .

wnpop turned away with a quivering Nip.
He hu.ﬂ'-mgrcttm! having torned out for the
race. What echaoee had he agoiost such
:aterling, rupners us Wharten aod Cherry and
Linley

Just before the siart, Harry Wharton &
Co. stood together in a group, chatting
confidentially. Snoop koew pothing of
what they were discussing; and he did not
care,

Crack}

Mr. Laseelles fired the pistol. The
runners started off with long, easy strides.

There were ten competitors. Each had a
number on his chest, and Snoop was No. 10.

“The lagt oumber,” he reflected. "Is that
an omen that I shall finish last, I wonderi®

And then he recalled a saving he had scen
somewhere that the last should be first and
the Orst last. It hearteoed him a little,
He ran quite well for the first mile. And
tien he was obliged to drop behind Lhe
others. He had pot trained for the event.
Already he was flusbed and perspiring and
seanty of hreath.

“But I'N stick it out!" he muttered,
“I'l Gnish the course, even if I'm the last
ona home!™

Snoop ran on steadily.

The other rupners were lost to sight.
But wheu Bpoop rounded a bend fn the
road, he came upon two of them. The
were Bob Cherry and Mark Linley., Boi
were seated on  the bapk, and Dob wae
subbing Linley's ankle.

“My hat!™ ejaculated Smoop, as he Jrew
ievel with them. “What's happened, you
fellows§™

“Can't you see?™ eaid Bob Cherry, look-
ing as solemn as an owl, “les bhad to re
tire from the race.”

"rAmnd yout”

“I'm going to help him back te Grey-
friars. But don't waste your time, Booopey.
Go right ahead!™

Snoop ran on in a stale of wonder,

Now that two eof the hest runners had re-
tired, his chances of wioning, almost
negative though they were, had Improved,
He seemed to get his second wind, and be
covered the next mile at quite a useful pace.

At the end of that mile he overtook four
FUnners.

Johnny DBull, Frank Nugent, Hurree Singh,
and ‘Tom Browp were plodding along
Lbogether in a leisurely manner. They scemed
to be trying hard, but-it was as {f they bad
run themselves to a staodstill, Snoop gave
a queer tittle chuckle of triumph as he over
hauled tlem.

There were now only three ronpners ahead
3f him—Harry Wharton, Vernon-Smith, and
Peter Todd, It only be eould pass them!

Smoop  ran with reoewed energy. He
covered the next mile and a half withowt
incident, and without passing anybody.

And then he came upon Harry Wharton.
The captain of the Hemove was resting on &
stile by the roadside. Mis face had the
drawn expression of one who is in pain.

“*Wharton!™ panted Spnoop. “Why bhave
you drapped out?

“Stiteh,” explained Wharton briefly.
my side. DBut don’t worry about me.
on!™

With the kunowledee that only two fellows
were in front of him, Snoop summoned all
the energy Lhat was in fim and ran on,

His face was Llurned towards Greyfriars
now. The race had entered on its €ipal
stage. Two miles of twisting road, and the
pciiool sates would come into view

Snoop  became unutierably weary., Hia
lers were achine, and it was =oon as mnch as

Tur Maoxer Taprany—>No., 729,

“Tu
Carry

f

he could do to drag one after the othker.
He limped on paiofully. The next mile
scemed more like five. And there was no sign
of either Vernon-Smith or Peter Todd.

“"They may be home by npow,” Sooop
thought. = Still, 1 shall finish thirde And I
fancy there's a third prize of flve bob.”

He flogged his way slowly along the hard
road, and toiled up o ateep hill. As he came
over the brow of it afd looked down, he
siw Verpon-Smith and Peter Todd, running
side by side. They were rtunning very
glowly—szimply erawling along. To all

P appearances they were “ whacked.”

They looked round over their shoulders and
eaw that Spoop was in pursuit. And they
scemed to try to pull themselves together
and quicken their poce.

And presently the familiar
Greviriars came into sight.

Snoop gave a groan. It seemed impossible
that he would secure the lead in time.

gateway of

A dozem yards from home, however, a
startling thing happened.

_Peter Todd collapsed completely. And
Vernon-Smith, utterly exhausted, it

appeared, had dropped into a walk,
Tihis waz Snocop's pgreat ehance.
braced it. Running his hardest, he
the outsiretched tape
Smith eould hreast it.

There was an astopished cheer from the
crowd o the gateway.

“What duffer sald thie age of miracles was
pasty” remarked Dick Russell to his chum
Ogilvy. “Bmoop’s won the Marathom!"

To which Ogilvy respouded faintly:

" Carry me home to die, somebody!"

Yes! Bidney James Snoop had wean the
Marathon, and, iocidentally, the two
guineas. He did pot know—and nobody ever
enlightened him—that the crack runpers of
the Remove had plotted a plot heforehand,
nnﬁi allowed llil:;l to win,

noop was able to get his hicycle repaired,
and he had some cash aver for ni.'.h?r ur-
EQEFE. He had helped a needy wom in

er hour of distress; aod his action had not
gone unrewarded. Swch aciions pever do.
Sidney Jumes Snoop had cast his bread u
the wafers, and it had returned to him, not
after many dayvs, but after a short interval,

e em-
got to
just before Vernon-
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EDITORIALIS

By H. VERNON-SMITH. &
BB B DO BWBF BB SDED

M course, T knew it would have to come,
sconer or later., My edit®ng an issue of the
“Greyfriars: Herald,” [ mean.. Bob Cherry
und others have tried their band, and I knew
it would be only a matter of time before
Wharton entrusted me with the task of
hrivging out a number of my own.

Am I pleased? Well, to tell the truth, 1
am. I frankly confess, at the risk of bl:fng
dubbed selfish, that I am fond of the lime-
light. I like to wake people up, every now
and again, and show thein that sueh 4 person
a3 Herbert Vernon-Smith still exists. I am
no meodest, blushing yocung herg that hides
his light under a bushel,

Further, I have complete confidence in my
ability to successfully edit a paper for onpe
week, 1 shouldn't like to have to do it
always. It would bore me. Variety is the
eplee of life, and I don't belicve in settling
down in one fixed groove.

As I happen to he the Sports Editor of the
“(ireyfriars Herald,” and contribute sporting
featurez from time to time, as the spirit
moves me, I suppose I had better infuse
plenty of aport into this issue. Most fellows
are Keem on spori.  An overwhelnring per-
centage prefer sport to swotting, anyway,

There may he a few readers who have
lheard but little about me and my Grey-
friars history. They wonder what manner of
fellow I am, I will tell them. 1 uvsed to he
a gay dag, and a blade, and a goer; but I
lave now chucked that sort of existence.
I stopped myself from going to the
dogs, because [ foand that it wasn's at all
an  exciting  experience. It was dull and
sardid. I exhansted all the so-called joys of
what is koown as “g gay time,” and 1'm
jully glad I reforwed. There's nothing like
playing with a straight hat.

Well, dear readers, 1 will “cut the eackle,”
and leave vou to eujoy the somber which 1
have been at great pajos to produce. Jolly
good wishes to you all!

H. VERNON-SMITH.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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LATEST REMOVE
MATCHES !

By Our Special Reporter,
PO R I A R R R

GREYFRIARS REMOVE

¥a
HIGHCLIFFE.,

Played at Greyfriars. The Remove
atlacked strongly in the opening stages,
and scored three times through Wharton,
Nugent, and Vernon-Sinith. Highcliffe
toolk. a loag time to eettle down, and
the Remove forwards led them a rare
dance. DBut there was no further geor-
ing before the interval, when Greyfriars
led 3—0. In the second half Highcliffe,
aided by the wind, played witﬁ reat
dash and determination, and ank
Courtenay scored two goals in quick
succession, Try as they would, how-
ever, the visitors could not obtain the
equaliser. Shortly before the finish
Wharton scored again for the Remove,
who ran out winners by 4—2

ST. JIM’8 JUNIORS

V.
GREYFRIARS REMOVE.

At 8t. Jim’s, in wet weather. The
Remove could not adapt themselves to
the heavy ground, whereas the St. Jim’s
players quickly got into their stride, All
through the first half they bombarded
the Greyfriars goal, but Bulstrade made
some capital saves, There was no score
at the interval., In the gecond half St.
Jim's maintained strong pressure, and
Tom Merry scored from a pass by
Talbet. Blake added to the home side’s
lead, and although the Remove struggled
desperately to better their position, their
elforts proved unavailing., and the final
whistle sounded with the score: St
Jim's, 2; Greyfriars Remove, 0.

GREYFRIARS REMOVE
V.
ROOKWOOD..

At Greyfriarse. The visitors went off
with a rush, and played surprisingly
well, Lovell scoring a grand goal after
three minutes. The Remove retaliated
strongly, Bob Cherry scoring with a
great shot from twenty yards range.
Rookwood, however, continued to play
dashing football, and put on two mere
goals through Jimmy Silver. Hali-time :
Rookwood, 3: Greviriars, 1. The seeond
half was packed with thrille, and the
Remove gave a vastly improved display.
Twenty minutes from the end their
elfforts were rewarded, Vernon-Smiith
netting. In the last minute, following a
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desperate struggle in the Rookwoed
goal-mouth, Penfold headed a smart
goal. Result: Greyfriars, 3; Rook-
wood, 3.

GREYFRIARS REMOVE

V.
BILLY BUNTER'S XL

This was a farcical game throughout,
even theugh Billy Bunter had the
assistance of a couple of uszeful players
in Bolsover and Morgan. The regular
Remove team did all the attacking, and
coils came 1n profusion. At half-time
ihe Remove led by five goals to nil,
Early in the second half, Bolsover was
sent off the field for deliberately {ripping
an opponent,  After Boleover's depar,
ture, the Remove forwards ran riet,
scoring no less than ten goals! Billy
Bunter was weeping as he left the field.
Result : Greyiriars Remove, 15; Billy
Bunter's XI, 0.

[Supplement i,



0k ROWN'!" said Mr. Prout, bearing
down upon me in the Close, on the
last bhalf-holiday.
thing on this alternooni”

“Of course, sir!”

“*Anything special, my hoy?"

“A faney waieteoat and a new pair of silk
spats, sir!” I said.

Mr. Prout frowned.

“Tro not jest with me, Brown! You know
perfectly well what I meaot. Have- you an
important engagement?”

"No, sir,”

“Then perhaps you would like to ae-
company me to the golf-links, and carry my
c¢lubs for me?" .

I made a grimace. .

“Aren't there any caddies on the links,
sir?"

“Yes; but 1 ecaonot tolerate them!™ said
Mr. Prout. “They are impudent and im-
pertinent to a degree. If it should happeo—
and it decsa not very often happen—that I
miss the hall, my caddy invariahly sniggers,
and puts me off my game, You, Brown, would
not he so rude as to titter at me. That Is
why [ am asking yon to come. T will, of
pourse. provide you with tea at the goll-
house.”

Having nothing speein! to do that after-
noon, I fell in with Mr. Prout's wishez.

I hoped that the master of the Fifth waonld
telephone for a4 taxi to come and plek us up
at. Greviriars, and convey us to the goll-
links. But® Mr. Prout diduw't believe in
luxuries.

“We will proceed on foot. Braown,” he said,
handing me his bag of clube.

It was a Jeng way to the links. When at
lagt we arrived, 1 was perspiring profusely,
deapite the fack that it waa a bitterly cold
day.

*1 suggest, sir, that we have tea Arst, and
that you go round ihe links afterwards.” |
murmured.

Mr. Prout torned to me with a snarl.

“When I stand in need of your sugpestions,
Brovn, | will ask you for them! Meanwhile,
he goodd. enorpgh to hold your tongue !

My companion made his way to the hrst
tee. He had twe gall-balls in his posaession.
They were known as “ Dimple ” and * Pimple.”
Dimple had dente in ite surfzee, and Phmple
had humps.

Mr.Prout was at zreat pains to explain that
these golf-balls had cost him two shillings
apiece,

"On oo accotrnt are they to bhe lost,
Brown,” he said. “Faeh time I make a
stroke, follow the flight of the ball with
your eye. Then run after it, and stand
heside it, so that [ shall know just where
it has fallen.”

“YVery good, sir!™

Mr. Prout placed Pimple upon a littie
mound of earth. He then helped himscll to
a driver from the bag 1 carried, and pro-
ceeded to chastise the ball, just as he
micht have chastised an erring pupil.

Pimple was a vervy obstinate ball. When
it was atruck it rotled stupidly for about
two yards, and stopped dead.

“Perdition!” said Mr. Prout.

“If at fost you don't sueceed—" 1
hegan.

Mr, Prout spun round, Hourishing lis club
dangercosly near to my head.

“Pray refrain from quoting moth-eaten
maxims!" he snapped. “You really are a
most trying boy, Brown! HReplace that hall
on the mound, and 1 will address it again.”

Pront's next shol caused an avalanche of
dirt to shoot into my face, almost choking
me. The Form-master had renroved not
anly the bhall, but the mwound on 'which it
had rested.

"TFollow its Night—nauickly '™ he panted.

“"How can 1T follaw the flight of the ball
when I'm blinded ?" 1T growled.

“Yon should not have ot in the way!”
ganl Prout. "1 fancy I bave e¢leared the
bunker!"™
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“Have yon any- |

Tom

“"Talking ahout bunkers,” T sald, "I feel
like doing a bunk myself!"”

“Be silent, boy. Go and
the ball fell!"

I then sapent the best part of am hour
scarching for Pimple. But the wretehed ball
refused to show itself, [t was hiding pre-
hably, in gome tuft of grass, or was peeping
ont at me from heveath some stone,

I was obliged to give up the search at
length, and [ reported to Mr. Prout that
Pimple, like the lady in the song, was lost
and gone for ever.

“You showld have noted the direction It
took!" said Prout. * Really, Brown, you are
a4 wmost incompetent caddy! Your negligence
has cost me the sum of two shilMngs. |
shall now have to use Dimple!™”

Mr. Prout seized the sole surviving hall,
placed it on a mound, and attacked it
savagely.

More by accident than design., he made
a wonderful drive. Dimple went careering
into =pace.

Mr. Pront pnfTfed out his chest with pride.

“There would he a fuszs ahout that stroke
had it heen made by Braid or Vardon!" he

said.
NN
R_

ascertain where

O

Mr. Prout's next shot caused an avalanche

of dirt to shoot into my face, Imost

choking me.

“Therc'll be a fuss about it now. sir” 1

r1 said, with a chuckle. “It's hit Major
Thresher on Lhe bead!”
“What '™

Mr. Proul saw that I spoke correetly,

Major Thresher, the retired Army oflicer,
who lived near Greyfriars, happened to e
wialking across Lhe course, right in the line
of fire. Fortunately, the ball was somewhat
spelt: when it got fo him; but it gave him
a nasty erack on the head, all Lthe same,

spluttering with fury, the major came
striging towards Mr. Prout.
“¥ou have done me a serious injury.

hegad!™ he thundered,  “T shall have @ bump
the size of a pigeon’s egg where your con
founded ball struck me! Dash it, zir, you
wirght have killed me!”

Mr. Pront was equally wrathful,

“Wou spoilt my stroke!™ le said. Tl
h:ill would have travelled another doann
vards at least, had you not robt in the way
You are a elumey intrader, sir!™

“Amd yon, sir,” thundercd the mwajor, "o

@ public danger! You oueht to he chaine
wp ™
“You—you—-="  Mr. Frout wasz wlnnst

feaming ab the mouth. “ Where iz iy hall®

What bhappencd to it after it struck yon:" |

“T put it in my pocket.” =aid the major-
*and there it is going to reman!”

“But it is Lthe only goli-Gall left in my
poEsession—""

*So much the bhetter!
Lo =0 any more damage!™

You won't be able

Mr. Prout glared fiercely at the major.
The major glared flereely in return,

“Give me back my goli-ball!" spluttered
Mr, Prout.

“1 refuse, eir!
tected !™

“Were I a younger man,” aald Mr. Preut,

The public must he pro-

F 1 should reeover the hall by force!™

The major snorted contemptuously.

“Bah! Do yon suppose you would stand
the slightest chance of * overcoming a
seasoned warrfor like myself?  You flatter
vourself, sir!"™

“Until you I shall be
unahle to proceed with game!” said
Mr. Prout.

“And a good job. too. begad!™ said the
ajor.

And he turned on his heel and strode away,

Mr, Prout looked as if he would follow.
But he thought hetter of jt.

“Come, Brown.' he said, turning to me,
“we will go and refresh onrselyes!™

I bhrightened up considerably at this,

Mr. Prout’s ideas of a good tea, however,
did not coineida with my own.

“1 have lost golf-balls to the valee of four
shillings this afterncon,” he wmaid, "and [
must be economical, 1T will merely order
yon o cup of tea, Brown., Are vou huogryd™

“Ravenous, sic!”

“Then you may have a modieum of short-
bread with your tea. It will cost me am
extra penny; but I promised you a tea, and
I must keep my word."

I have had some disappointine teas in my
time; but the tea I Lad that afterncon at
the zolf-house was the limit!

One enp of lukewarm tea, one small piece
of shorthrend!

When 1 thonght of my cosy study at Grey-
friars, and of the choice array of tuck set
out on the tahle, I could have hurled the
piece of shorthread at Mr. Prout.

“A meal like this, Brown, is far hetter for
vou than a miscellaneons aszortment of
indigestihle and mesay  compoundsz!™  said
Prout., "This cup of tea will fortify vou for
vour journey hack to =chool!”

[ emitted a deep and hollpw groan.  And
I resolved that never  again, ander any
cirewmstanees, would T et as eaddy fo M=
Prout. He may get hold of some guileless
yvouth on the next half-holiday. But tihe
name of that yonth won't he Thaomas Brown!

returm my  hall,
my

HOW 1 SEE OTHER

FELLOWS!

By Frank Nugent.

HARRY WHARTON.
THE MagxeT L1BEARY—NoO. T29.
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HE story I have to tell is a pathetic

one,
I have had n long and wvaried
career as o football; but instend of
starting at the boitom of the ladder and
working my way up, as it were, I started
at the top, and am finishing at the bottom.

I was made by hand in Birmingham, not
many years imgo. Everyhody remarked what
a splendid ball I was—jnst the right size and
weight, and awlully good-looking.

I was purchased by the Aston Villa Foot-
ball Club, and when enly a week old [ made
my first public appearance.

How prond I was as | stood in the centre
of the playing-pitch at Villa Park, with a
crowd of thirty thousaud people gazing at
me! 1 felt that I should simply burst with
pride.

It- was an eventful afternoon. From the
time that the referee blew his whistle for
the start, up to the time when the final
whistle sounded, I waz booted by the backs,
hacked by the half-backs, fastened upon by
the forwards, and punched by the pgoal-
keepers.

However, [ had a thick hide, and I with-
stood the treatment well. The pround was
nige and dry, and I was ulmost as clean at
the end of the mateh as at the beginning.

The Aston Villa plavers were very pleased
with me, for their forwarda had kicked me
into the net no less than five times.

The visiting eleven, however, were furious
with me. They snid I was full of bounce.

Unfortunately, that was my only appear
ance on the Villa ground.
played with I was no langer classed ns a new
hall. One of the minor clubs bought me.
and I led a very strenuous existence for the
next few weeks.

It had alwnys been my ambition to figure
in the Cup IFinal, but this fond dream was
speedily shatlered. [ was given to under-
stand that a brand-new ball would be re-
quired on that eventful Saturday in April.

After doing duty with my club for about
a month, I beeame badly punctured.

A [ull-back gave me such a savage kick that
I struck a corner of the grand-stand roof.

I fell to earth with n sickening thud., The
game was suspended, and a group of plavers
stood pazing down at me.

“Dented out of shape!™ said one

“All the air's eseaping!” added another.

“Fairly done for, by Jove!" said the brutal
back who was responsible for my condition.

“Take it away to the dressing-room,” said
;:Jhe 1IE'r-uppu':r of the side, "and fletch a new
all?™

For some weeks [ was out of action. And
my next recollection was of being sent awny
hy train to a saddler in Courtfield. Here T
was thoroughly overhauled and patehed up,
and blown out again te my natural size, 1
was then placed in the shop window, and the
following words appeared on a small sheet of
cardboard which stood in front of me:

“SPLENDID MATCH FOOTBALL!
As used by the celebrated Aston Villa Cluhb.
Price 15a."

I did pot remain long wnsold.

Every day dozens of Greyfriaras fellows
flocked in to examine me. Many of them
tried to induce my owner to lower the price
of me; but this he stubbornly refused to do.

I was purchased at length by Harry Whar-
ton, the ecaptain of the Remove LEleven.

I liked Wharton. He did not play with
me on the way back to school and kick me
into ditches and puddles. He earried me
very carcfully by my lace,

I looked forward to remaining in the
service of the Remove team for a long time.
But, nlas! my service was restricted to one
match only.
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Having anee been.

It happened to be a wet day, and I became
very heavy and depressed. 1 lacked all my
former ‘heunce and wvitality,

Bob Cherry gave me a mighty kick but 1
refused to lift mysell from the ground.

*Call this a football, Harry?” said Bob, In
disgust. “ Why, it's a blessed puddiug!”

“It's certainly on the stodgy side!™ said
Wharton. “But the ground's like a quag-
mire. It's enough to take the heart out of
any foothall!™

My heart went out to Wharton for those
sympathetic words. One fellow, at any rate,
understood me.

Towards the end of the game Vernon-Smith
gave me a fierce Kick, which fattered me
ngainst the erosshar.

I was knocked hopelessly ont of shape, and
resembled a Rugby ball or a miniature
Zeppelin,

“ Another fifteen bob gone west, Harry
said Frank Nugent. “We must give this

one away, and get a new ball.”

Billy Bunter begged to be allowed to have
me, and. aiter many entreaties on his part 1

ey <

[ fell to the ground with a sickening thud.
T he game was suspended, and a group of
players stood pazing down at me.

was handed over to him, and his fat fluce
was beaming with delight as he took me
away in his armas.

I was in a sorry plight, but Bunter did his
best for me. He blew me up with a bicycle-
pump, while several juniors stood looking on.

“"How long do you think it will stay up,
you fellows?” asked Bunter, referring to me.

“0h, about fMve minutes!" snid Bolsover
major,

“That ball's seen its best davs, if you ask
me," said Skinner.

“With a bit of luek,” said Stott hopefuliy,
"INl Keep its shape for twenty-four hours.”

Alas for Stott's prediction!

The fellows started plaving with me in the
Close, and BRBilly Bunter, in attempting to

kick me, lost his balance, and sat ou me
instead.
I can stand a good deal, but when it

comes to heing sat on by a fellow whose
weight is fourteen stone, 1 confess 1 am not
equal to the ordeal.

With a resounding report, 1 burst!

“Good-hye for ever! snid Skinner.
“You've fairly done it in now, Bunter!”

Skinner was right.

After that terrible experience, T was no
longer fit for active service, 1 was consigned
to the lumber-room, where, 1 =uppose; 1 shall
speud the rest of my days.

It's jolly hard lines, of course! DBut, then,

i foothall must always expect more kicks
thau penee!

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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A TRIBUTE TO £
SMITHY !

By DICK PENFOLD.
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Smithy’s a player of dash and skill,
A ripping forward he.

Rushes and rallics with a will,

And gives the lookers-om a thrill,

For when he shoots, he shoots to kill—
Oh, a gallant forward he!

nutnnnmnnm
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ITigh shots, low shots,

It's Smithy who fires them in.
Swift shots, slow shols,

ITe takes with & cheery grin,
Scorching shots and dropping shots,
Teasing shots and topping shots,

And the sort-that-ltake-some.stopping
shots,

It's Smithy who fires them in!

Smithy’s a player we all admire,
A valiant forward he

ITis efforlts never seem to tire,

He always shows a keen desire

To wrest the game from ont the fire—
Oh, a splendid forward he!

Strong shols, sound shots,

It's Smithy who fires them in.
Grand shots, ground shots,

He takes with a cheery grin.
F"Iasl_ung- shots and furious shols,
Curling shots and eurious shots,

And the deadly but non-injurions shots,

It's Smithy who fires them in!

{Many thanks, Pen! Next time you
have occasion to call at the editorial
sanctum, help yourself liberally from
the cashbox—Verrwox-SmiTn.)
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FOOTBALL FLASHES!

By BOB CHERRY. =
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Why is i vever safe for our opponents to
play in red?

Because there’s a “DBull® in the Temorve
eleven!
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Why is Peter Todd a penerous half-hack?
Because he's constantly “feeding ™' hia for-
wards.
= 5 L1
What happeas near the Remove goal?
The crowd bawls “Save' aond DBulstrode
saves ball!

" T L]

What do the angry spectators do when the
Bemove team iz ofl eolour?
Pick up pebbles, and stone a Cherry!
L L) £
Why is Billy Bunter an
football-field?
Because be's too plump to ' pass.™

# = =

obztruetion on the

What is the eszential difference bLetween
Bolsover major and Billy Bunter?
One always “squares up™: the other
doegan’t !
# - ®

What song did Harry Wharton sigze when
hie hpught some new football zear?
“Toree * Fishers ° went sailing.”
= L -
What iz the difference between a  elover
Wharton and Harold Skinner®
Une runs down the field—=the otlier “runs
down " football.
" L 3 "
What is the difference betwsen a clever
forward and Gosling, the porter?
The former takes a shot: the latter shnkea
a "“tot."
[Supplement iy,
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o« Billy Bunter’s Big Bargain!’ i
fContinued from page 8.) |

glimmered 1in the su. The mattrozs
made a huge roll, Buuter blinked at Lhe
slack from o distance, and turned to flve.
e gave the problem up; and could only
think of being undiscoverable when he
was inguired afler. But Gosling had
scen him, and Gesling bore down on
him, shouting.
“ Master Dunter !
“Hallo, halle,
Lherry. ™ You're
“Roll up, Bunter !
“Ta, ha, ba !
“"The man's walling for the money .
howled Goshing. “Sayvs he's brou 'h

Master Bunter!”
hallo!*® roared DBob
wanted, Dunter !

" oyelled Bkiner.

that there vanload for wou, Mas Ao
Bunter !

“Oh dear!

“TPay up, Dunier!: chuckled Bob
Cherry. “It's a mm:,h rful bargain, yvou

know '™

** Beast !”

“Botter pet rid of 1t belove Quelihy
sees 1t,” advized Vernon-SEmith., ** Theve
may be a row!”

“All Grexfriars will see it soon !™ saul
ITarry Wharton, laughing. * Bunter,
vou frabjous ass o~

“Tell him I'm not at home, Gosling ™
easped Bunter, “Suv—say I've been
suddenly ealled to—to London——~%
“What am I to do with that there bedl-

tork to the man,

lead T

“ Anything vou like

“You come and
Masier Bunler——"

“I—I—I've got nolhing to say to the
man——-"

“Then I'd betler go to the "Ead, and
see what's to be done.”

“Hold en!” howled Bunter, *I—I—
I'll see the beast1”

Gosling grunted, and strode back to lis
lodge. zosling  was  amazed and
astounded by the arrival of smch an
arficle for a Remove fellow; and his
opinion  was l;hut. these were precious
‘gpoings-hon.”  Billy Bunter followed
him, and nearly all the Remove followed
Bunter—as well as a contingent of the
Vliird, the Fourth, and the Shell.  The
slory of Bunter's bargain had spread,
and there was general interezt in the
maenificent bedstead. But {for once,
William George Bunter did not enjoy
the limelight,

A genl]eman with a blue chin, a pug-
nose, and a red-spotted mufﬂer was in
1hmge of the horse and van, and he

wemed, by his looks, lo be getting
unpatmnt

““*Where's this ‘ere Bunter?” he
demanded.  ** Which of vou is Buntﬂf

I've got to get back to dinner, I ’ave!
luur quid to collect for Mr. Grimes, and
‘eve's the receipl ready made out, and

ten bob for delivery. And I'll thank you
to 'and it out!”

“The—the
unter.

“You Bunter?"

“Yeog-eees ! The fact 1s——"'

“'Ere's the receipt. YWhere's
dibs 7

“The~the what?”

* Spondulics—dibs—money ! snorted
the blue-chinned gentleman, “Don't
you hunderstand IHenghsh at this ere
school 7 Strike me pink! "Ave I men-
tioned that I want to get "ome to my
dinner, or 'ave I not?"

“Well, Bunter's done it
vemarked Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Owl of the Remove cast a piteous

NEXT
MONDAY!

fact 1s——"  stultered

the

1

now !

blink around, It was only loo evident
that the blue-chinned centleman was not
Lo be argued with, e had no sympathy
whatever for a hapless bargainer who
had got more than he had bar gained for.
All his consideration seemed to be con-
centrated upon his dinner—which  he
wanted to get home to! Bunter's loaok
pright have melted the heart of o ITun.

Harry Whavion exchanged a glance
with Ins comrades, DBunter was a most
exasperating duffer; but the caplain of
the Remove felt that it was I.III to him
to help a lame dog over a stile. The
blue-chinmed gentleman looked as if he
were capable uf assault and battery if his
clanms were not settled in tine for ham
to get home to his dizner. And at any
moment the scene at the school gales
might draw a naster to the spol. Some-
thing, evidenily, had to be done,

“You crass ass!” said Wharton, *“I
suppose we've gol to get you oul of this
:omehow.”

“You—you can have ihe bedstead,”
~uitl Bunter feebly.

*Fat lot of good that is to anybedy 1”7
rrowled Bob Cherry.
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“1 say, Smithy, lend me four pounds
ten!” mumbled Bunter.
“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Dounder.

Ammreutly he tock that modest
request as an effort of humour,
“Look 'ere———"" began the owner of

the blue chin.

“I7s all right, my man,” said Harry
Wharton, * Wﬂ’ll arrange it somehow.
Hﬂld on a it.’

“I've got to get 'ome Lo my divner.”

“Shell out, you fellows,” said Harry.
“We can sell the dashed Ll:mg for sone-
thing, I hope, =o it won't be all loss, 1

can put up ten boh.”
“Mine's a tanner,” said Bob Cherry.
“Bame here!” said Nugent, with a
|_.:mnd»:r= “and the last !
‘Fiftcen bob!" gruuted Johuny Ball,
with a savage glare at Bunter.
He followed his leader’s lead,
did not pretend that he liked it.
“Oh, my hat! What about you,
Tnky?"
“An esteemed pound, and an excellent
1en- -hi]lm;1; note, my dear Wharton,”
mi the Nahob of Bhaanipur,
“Thal's better. You ccotributing,

Sothy ?"”

but he

13
“Calch me "
*“You, Skinner:"
“Ask me again after (he vee,” =a:d
Skinner cheerily.
“Two pounds sixieen,” satd Hasiy
Wharlon, counting up the vollection.

“That won't n.eet 1.}11: Lill.
ol nllj,l!nltrr Bunter?'
“1'm expecting a poslal- ﬂ!'l]!l"l' —r
“Have you got any money " howled
Wharton.

“Nunno "
“Nice goings hon "
iributed 1o the discusaion.

15 this "ere—="

Have you

Gosling  cone
“Wol I siys

“*Shut up, Gosling!”" said Wharton
irritably,  * We want another thirty-four
shillings.  Smithy, lend me one pound
fourteen,  Wo'll settle it somehow or

Safurday.”

The Bounder nodded,

“T'Il lend it 1o you with pleasure,” he
z.ald

“You won't lend it to me
Bunler.

** No fear!”

“* Beast !’

Vernon-Smith opened a little leather
purse in which there was o roll of cur-
rency noles, The Bownder had plenty of
money; also plenty of ability to take
care of it. He handed one pound
fourteen to W hdrlnﬂ willingly enough.

“That does it,” said Harey, *““You
know I’ll square, Smithy, though that
fat rotter will never stump up a sixpence
towards it.  Ilere you are, my man—
here's the money.”

The blue-chinned gentleman took the
money, and handed over the receipt
signed in advance by Mr. Grimes. Then
he waited, But there was no tip to be
had; the Famous Five's linances were
exhausted to the last sixpence. So the
mottled gentleman granted, and returned
lo his van and drove away, stull grunt-
Ing.

The bedstead remained.

“What's going (o Le done with thie
"ore " demanded Goshng.

“(Goodness knows! I suppose it can
be shoved into the wood-shed for the pre-

¥H

* hooled

sent,” said Harry Wharion.
“1 s'pose it ecan,” said Gosling, with
a grunl, T shall ’ave to get My,

Mamble to lend me a "and with it."”

“1 say, you fellows, mind where yoa
shove my bedstead,” said Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove seemed 1o
have recovered quite suddenly since the
departure of lf‘lE blue-chinned gentle-
mai.

“Your
Cherry.

“Yes, It's valuable: I lllﬂﬂ- want it
spoiled,” suid Bunter.  “1F it's tﬂhe'a
proper care of, T may be able to sell ;
and get the money back.”

The Famous Five stared at Bunter
blankly. As they had paid for the bed-
stead, and the earriage of it, very much
apainst the grain, they had naturally
supposed that the article was theirs, to
he dispored of for what it would fetch,
Apparently it wasn't!

“Your bedstead!" £
fal rascal

“(Oh, really, Wharton——""

“That rotten rubbish will be sold for
whatever it will fetch, and we shall get

back as much of our money its we can!”
L‘-..l"ttl.lllll"lil the captain of the Remove
indignantly.  “1 shall offer it to the
I|L~=.L ragman who comes along l]m road.”

bedstead ! e¢jaculated Bob

id Hovry, “*You

“You jolly well weon't!” reared
Bunter. “1 owe E‘nu fellows 'I'ml'l pound
fen, 1l settle when I've sold the bed-

That's fair,”

stead at a profil. _
somebody ! smd  Bob

“kall  ham,
Cherry.

A SPLEMDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREY-
FRIARS.

4 ¥ By FRANK HI{:HAHDE.
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The Bounde. ehiuckled.

“Herve you Jolly well right, for lend-
ing him a hand!" he said. *“ Calch me
dowg 1!

“(Get it into the wood-shed, Gosling,™

“1t's 'ard work, "eaving about a 'efty

thing like that there,” said Gosling. *“1t
ain't part of mé,' doolies.”
“We'll stand you half-a-crown,” said

Harry, *For goodness’ sake gel the
rotten thing out of sight "

“Too late ! grinned Skinner. *" Hore
comas Quelchy !

“(Oh, my hat "

Billy Bunter beat a strategic retreat.
Whether it was still his bedstead or not,
evidently he did not want 1o face the
Remove master in the presence of his
wonderful bargain. The Owl of. the
Bemove disappeared in one direction as
Mr. Quelek approached from the other,
and Harry Wharton & Co. were left to
face the music.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Waxy!

R. QUELCH blinked at the
M stacked-up  bedstead, The
juniors stared at Mr., Quelch.
Bunter's bargain was so extra-

ordinary a sight at the school gates that
its effect on Mr. Quelch was cerlain 1o
be startling. The Remove master did
not seem to be able quite to believe his
eves, He gazed at the big bedstead as
if it fascinated him. Evidently a storm
was pgoing lo burst—and the juniors
waited for it.
“Bless my soul!"” said Mr. Quelch at

last. “ What—what—what is this?”
“A--a  bedstead, sir!” murmured
Harry Wharton.
“T can see that 1t 1s a bedstead,

Wharton—a huge bedstead, In the name
of all that is absurd, what is that enor-
mous bedstead doing here ¥’

“It’'s—it's been delivered, sir.”

“Does it belong to anyone at Grey-
friars?"

“Ye-es, sir.”

“Gosling 1"

“8ir?"” said Gosling,

“Who brought this—tihis astounding
article to the school?”

“Man in a 'orse and cart, sir,”" said
Gosling. “Covey of the name of
Wilkins, sir."

“Why did you allow him to leave it
hera?"

“He wouldn't take no for an answer,
sir—sald it was for Master Bunter."

“Bunter!” DMr., Quelch looked round.
¥ Where is Bunter?”

Billy Bunter by that time had faded
over the liorizon. Mr., Quelch fixed his

gimlet eyes on the captain of {he
Remove.

“Wharton, do yoa kunow what this
means "

“ Ya-p-es, sir,”

“ Explain at once, {hen,"

Harry Wharton stammered out an ex-
planation. Mr. Quelch IListened with
great severity of countenance. He
seemed hardly nble to credit his ears
when he heard of Buntler's big bargain,
But, to tharelief of the Famous Five, hia
gevere countenance relaxed a hittle when
he learned of how the bedstead had been
sottled for.

“You acled very foolishly, Wharton,”
he said.

“Oh, sir!”

“It was, however, very kind of you
and your friends to extricate Dunter
from the trouble he brought upon him-
self by his incredible folly,” said Mr,
Quelch. “T1 have no doubt you meant

HNEXT
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well, and T shall not reprove yvou for
having acled with kind intentions, how-
ever thoughtlessly, DBut this—this—this
absurd thing cannot remuain here. YWhat
13 it that you are thinking of doing with
it, Wharton?®"

“I—I thought of stacking it in the
wood-shed. sir, and selling 1t to the first
ragman  that came along,” mumbled
Hirry.,

Mr. Quelch nodded.

A moszt absurd and disagrecable state
of affairs,” he said. * Bul doubiless it is
the best thing that can be done, in the
—the circumstances. I should be sorry
indeed 1if you should lose all the money
vom have paid to save Bunter from the
results of his folly.”

“Thank you, sir!" said Harry, very
much relieved to find Mr. Quelch taking
that kind and reasonable view of the
matter.

“Gosling, ask Mr., Mimble to help you,
and get this—this bedstead stacked out of
sight as quickly as possible.”

" Yessir!” grumbled Gosling,

“Todd! Find Dunter as quickly as
possible, and send him to my study.”

Mr. Queleh stalked away, with rustling
gown and frowning brow. Evidently he
was very much annoved and perturbed,
though, being a just old gentleman, he
had not visited his wrath upon innocent
heads. Nobody envied Bunter his forth-
coming visit to the Form-master's study.

My, Mimble, the gardener, was called
on to assist, and the big bargain was
slowly but surely conveyed to the wood-

shed, in sections, and there stacked.
Meanwhile, Peter Todd lacked for
Bunter, and after a long search dis-

covered that fat youth skulking in a

dusky corner at the end of the
cloisters,
“I—I say, has he gone?” asked

Bunter, blinking uneasily at Peter as the
latter came up.

“You fat duffer, Quelchy wants you !™

“Is he waxy?"

“Yes," said Peter ruthlessly,

“Oh dear!”

“I've been twenty minutes hunting
for you, wou fat bounder! Quelchy
always gets into a bigger bait, if he has
to wait.  You know that! Cut off at
once !

ﬁl’iuntﬂr did not seem in a hurry to cut
off.

" I=—TI say, Peter, couldn't yon go—

“Quelchy doesn’t want me; he wants
yvou!"

“Tell him I'm ill,
sinking state &

Peter Todd took the fat junior by the
collar, and marched him out of the
cloisters. Words were wasted on William
George Bunter; so Peter proceeded to
actions.

Bunter was led to the School House;
and there, feeling that he was in for it,
he rolled disconsolately into Mr. Quelch’s
study.

His Form-master greeted him with a
frown that made the Owl of the Remove

r

Say I'm in a—a

quake.

“Bunter !

“Oh  dear!  Yes, sir!”  mumbled
Bunter.

“You have acted in a silly, foolizh, and
reckless manner, Dunter, and plunged
several of your Form-fellows into an
expense that they can ill afford,” said

Mr. Quelch, in a terrifying voice.

*Oh, sir!”

“If you should ever enter an auction-
room again, Bunter, and make bids for
any article there exposed for sale, I shall
[:,lu‘r‘xish }"G:Ill most severely!”

Keep An Eye on the * Popular’ --

“You have canzed a ridiculons seene
to take place at the school gates, Dunter,
You have acted with foolish thoughtless-
ness, and, I fear, very preat selfishnoss,
showing a truly reprehensible want of
consideration for others.”

“Oh!

“lli;nr that T shall cane you, Bunter.”

1] _'rr‘_.|‘|i

“You may hold out your bard,
Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, taking up his
CEIe,

Billy Bunier blinked at him, evidently
very unwilling to hold out his fat hard,
“I—Il—excuse me, sir—lemme explain,
sir——you—you see—"'

“There 13 nothing to explain, Bunte-.”

*Oh, yes, sir! You—you see, sir, i—
I bought that—that splendid bedsteud,
sir, as a present for vou, sir,” said
Bunter despergtely.

LT 'i‘_'ﬁrrl_lalt -:id‘r

“I=I hope you'll accept it, sir, with
my—my kind regards, and—and wishes
for many happy returns of the daw, sir,”
stammered Bunter.

Mr. Quelch looked quite dazed,

“Ia it possible, Bunter, that vou are
speaking seriously?” he exclaimod.,

“Oh, yes, sir!” said Bunter eagerly.
He thought that Mr. Quelch was over-
whelmed by his generosity, and I
hastened to make it quite clear. *“It's
n present for you, sir. Really, so long
as you're pleased, sir, I-don’t care how
much I pay——" .

“You have paid nothing, Dunfer!
Wharton and his friends have paid.”

“Hem! I—I'm going to square those
chaps next week, sir. I'm expecting a
postal-order shortly.” '

“I regard it as being very doubtful,
Bunter, whether you will discharge this
liability ineurred on your behalf by your
Form-fellows."

*MNot at all, sie! I—""

“And still more doubtful, Bunter,
whether you have any intention what-
ever of discharging 1t,” rumbled Mr.
(Juelch.

“(Oh, sir!”

" As for your suggestion of making me;
your Form'master, so0 absurd and
ridiculous a present, Bunter—="

&L I‘_"_'I___.!‘F

“In the first place, my position here
does not allow me to accept presenta
from boys in my Form, as you know
very well, In the second place, only a
boy of deficient intellect could possibly
think of purchasing such a useless and
cumbersome arlicle as a present. In Lhe
third place, Bunter, T do not believe
your statement.”

L] 0!] 1'1!

“1 think, sir,” thundered Mr, Quelch,
“that you have told the first foolish
falsehood that eame into vour foolish
head !"

Bunter quaked.

“TI was poing to correct you, Bunter,
with one stroke of the cane. Now I shall
not do so."

Bunter brightened.

“I deem it my duty to give you =six
strokes,” said Mr. Quelch.

Bunter’s brightness faded on the spot,

“Now you will hold out your hand,
Bunter,” said Mr, Quelch, swishing his
vana in a businesslhike manner.

-IliI____'I_I 1

“If you say anyihing more, Bunter, I
shall double your punishment.”

Billy Bunter suppressed his elogquenca.
He could have said a great deal more;
but not at that price. He held out hia
fat hand, and then the other, and so on
alternately; while Mr. Quelch’s cane
swished rhythmically.

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREY-
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—For Some Grand New Year Surprises.

Swish, swish, swish!  Swish, swizh,
swish !

“Now vou may go, Bunter:™ said Ay,
WYaeleh, lavinge down hi=s cave. 1 trust
that tiis will be a lesson lo you.”™

Billy Bunter himped from the :ludy,

For a considerable time afterwards
Bunter was not thinking of magnilicent
bedsteads with brass knobs completle, or
of wonderful bargains, or of the question
of the ownership of property. He sat in
hiz gtudy with his fat hands tucked under
his podgy arms, and rocked himself te
and fro, and poured out a stream of
mcessant ejaculations. Aud the burden
of his song was:

“Yow-cw-oWw-ow-ow-cw !
OW-OW-owW-0w !’

Reast ! Yow-

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
No Trade!

OR the remainder of that day, the
wood-shed was 2 sort of Mecca to
the Greyiriars jumiors. Every-

K

. body seemed interested in the
stacked bedstead, and the rolled-up
maltress that sprawled on i, Fellows

came to stare at it, angd to crack jokes
about it. They chipped Bunter on the
topic of his wonderful nose for bargains;
aud- they chipped the Famous Five for
expending thewr cash in rescuing Bunter
from his scrape. Dut interest in the
affair died away at last, and on the
following day, the magnificent bedstead,
with brass knobs complete, lay unheeded
and unobserved in the woaod-shed,

~ But it was still of deep import to six
juniors—Bunter and the Famous Five.
Notwithstanding the cash transactions
that had taken place, Billy Bunter still
regarded it as “his " bedstead, and he
was moved to hot indignation by the
bare idea of a ragman being called in to
take it away. While the Famous Five,
havipng spent all their ready eash, and
being in debt to the tune of one pound
fourteen shillings, were anxious {o get
the wretched thing disposed of, hoping
that it would at least realise enough to
“aquare V" Smithy,

A generous impul:e  had caused
Wharion to come to the rescue of the
Owl of the Remove, and lus chums had
followed his lead; but it was not long
before they felt rather inclined to kick
themselves. Billy Bunter really was not
worth rescuing.

It was not pleasant Lo be *stony,” and
the chums of the Remove were feeling
the draught, as it were. Dunter's greedy
mgratitude was more than usually
offensive, in the circumstances,

The Famous Five had a very kind offer
to relieve them of the difficully they
had brought on themselves.  Lord
Maunleverer ambled amiably into Study
No. 1 at tea-time, and nodded pleasantly,
and in rather an embarrassed manner, to
Wharton and Nugent. He coughed
several times before making a remark,
and the chums of the Hemove smiled,
wondering what great thoughis were
working in the brain of the scheolboy
earl,

“Cough it up, Mauiy "
Nugent encouragingly,

*“Geot it off your chest ! :aid Wharton.

His lordship coughed again.

“The fact 1s, I've got scriethis’ to say
to you chaps,” he saud.

“Bay on, old seout!” =aid Ilarry,
faughing,  “Say anything except that
you're stony! Just now this study is
hard up.”

“Not at all, dear bov! Quite the
reverse,” said Lord Mauleverer

“Lucky burgee!™

NEXT
MONDAY!

sald Frank
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“1 will give you one pound for it,”” said the Jew.
worth more,” *‘Make it two, and it’s a trade [ " sald Wharton.
here,”” eried Billy Bunter, struggling in the grasp of Johnuny Bull, ** I won’t
have my bedstead sold under five pounds!”™

““ The bedstead is not
““ Look

(See Chrapter 1.)

“I want {o buy somethin™—"
“Fhi”
“A—u—a  bedslead ! eid  Lord

Munleverer, getting it out at lest.
Wharton and Nugent blinked at him.
“You want to buy a bedstead !"" ejacu-

lated the captain of the Remove.

“Exactly.” ILord Mauleverer scemed
reliecved now that he had got it ont. *1
~—I rather think I can find room for a—a
big bedstead at—at home, you know.”

“Does your giddy guardian let you
furnish the bappy home " asked Nuougent.
S Well, pi'_"l‘l[lu]jlﬂ not as a rule,” saud
Lord Mauleverer cautiously. “ But on
an exceptional oceasion—ahem! Tho
fast 15, I'm prepared to take thai bed-
stead off your hands! You've becn
stuck (o the tune of five pounds ten, 1
understane.”

“Just that!”

“Well, I'm wyour man!” said Lord
Mauleverer, “There’s no end of old
roomns at the Towers where the dashed
thing can be put. Is it a sale?”

“You frabjous ass!” said Harry.
“Do you think we're roing to stick yvou
for the money because Dunter stuck
s ?"

“Well, I hear that ii's no end of a
magnificent thing ! suid Lord
Mauleverer feebly. *Worlh no end of
money, and all that. And—and I
chouldn’t miss the fiver.”

“* Scat 17

“I—I really want to buy that bed-
stead, you know.™

The chums of the Remove chuckled.
They fully appreciated the kindness of
Mauly's offer; but they had ne inlen-
tion whatever of passing on their bad
bargain to Mauly.

“You've a good old ass, Mauly,” said
tarry Wharton. * But you needn't try
lo humbug us, you know. ¥You want {o
vl us out of the serape, and you're as
transparvent as a sheel of glass. Nothing
doing, "

“Begad ! Really, you knaw
“Much oblized ! said Nugent.
we're goinyg to stand it somehow.”™

Lord Mauleverer sighed.

“1'd veally hike to help!™ he said.
“1i's not up to yvou chaps specially {o
se Lhat born wdiot through his idiolic
tronbles,”

“Well, it's our own fanli—or, rather,
my faunlt,” said Harey., “Give it a miss,
Mauly—we're not taking your money.”

Lovd Mauleverer nodded, and amblad
ant of the study again.  He was veplaced
by a much less welcome visitor-——Willinm
(reorge  DBunler.  The Owl  of the
Remove rolled in, -and blinked susp-
cionsly at Wharlon and Nugent.

“What did Mauly want?” he asked.

“He's offered us live pound ten far the
dashed white elephant,” =aid lrank
Mugent.

DBunter jumped.

“My hat! Did you ngree?”

ii KD, HBH!JI

“Well, of eourse, lhe {ranzaction
ought to show a prehii,” smd Dunter
thoughifully. * Five pounds ten i1z ouly
the out-of-pocket expenses. DMauly ean
easily afford six ten if he wants the bed-
steacl.”

“1f he wants it !" repeated Wharton.
“You [frabjous barrel of lard, he doesn’t
want il !

“Rot! What did he offer to buy it
for if he doesn't wani it *"

“But

A SPLENDID TALE 0OF THE JUNIORS OF CREY-
FRIARS.
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“To gel ns out of the scrape you've
landed us in, you owl!™

Dunter sniffed,

“You're pretiy green!” he said.

“What?"

“Mauly knows that that magnificent
bedstead is worth ten pounds at least,”
saidd Bunter scoffingly. “He's on the
make, of conrse !"

“ You fat rotter!" roared Wharton.

“Leave it 1o me,” said Bunter. *“The
thing isn't yours to secll, anyhow. 1'll
sec Mauly about it. Leave it to me.”

“Stop!" howled Nugent, as the Owl
of the Hemorve rolled out of Btudy No. 1.
But Buater did not stop.

Bunter knew what be was about, or
he thouslit he did. Heedless of the
wrathful voices frem Study No. 1,

L]

Bunter rolled hurriedly along to No. 12,

where he found Lord Mauleverer sitting |

down to tea with his study-mate, Sir
Jimmj ‘ri\'iﬂ.ﬂ-

“Here you are, Manly!" exclaitned
Bunter breathlessly. “It's all right, old
fellow !

i Eh i._}‘ll

“You can have that bedstead.”

Il“‘hut?u

“It’s going fairly cheap,” =aid Bunter,
blinking at the astonished Mauly. “Of
course, yout can’t have it for five ten.
That’s not reasonable. T put it to you
as a fair-minded chap.”

“Begad "

“1t cost five quids, and ten hgb for
bringing it here,” said DBunter. “Of
conrse, I didn't buy that bedslead to
part  with it simply for ount-of.pocket
expenses. You can't expect to rome it
over me to that extent, Mauly,”

Lord Mauleverer gazed at Bunter,
seemingly dazed.

“But I'll tell you what T'll do,” said
Bunter.  ““I'll let you have that splendid
bedstead for seven ten, Mauly.”

i ].‘:h?ll

“Seven pounds ten shillings, and il's
a lrade.”

“You fat idiot !"

“Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Get out !™

“I'll make it seven pounds™ =aid
Bunter. * Seven pounds in ecash, and the
bedstead’s yours. How's (hat ?”

Lord, Mauleverer looked across the
table at his study-mate, who was grin-
ning,

“Jimmy, old scout,” he said, “you're
more aclive an' strenuous than 1 am.
Would yon mind kicking Bunter out of
the stui}'?"

“Not at all,” said Vivian, jumping
un,

“Here, hold on!” shouted Bunier.
“What's the row? Look here, Manly,
if you're going (o be mean, I'll let you
have it for six ten—not a peany less.”

Possibly Dunter would have lowered
the price still further, to tempt his lord-
ship to close on the bargain. DBut he
had no time. 8ir Jimmy Vivian rushed
at_hnn, only too willing to oblige his
noble chum by kicking Bunter outr of
tho study.

Bunter turned to flee, und inadver-
tently placed himsell in an execellent
posture for Vivian to carry out Mauly's
reauest,

Crash!

“ Yaroooooop !

Sir Jimmy's boot came on Bunter like
a  battering-ram. The Owl of the
Remove f[airly flew through the door-
way.

He landed on his hands and knees,
roaring.

“Come and have another! chortled
Sir Jimmy.

“Yow-ow-ow.ow !"

paper for sale,

“hick  him along the paszsage,
Jiunmy !” wvelled Lord Mauleverer.

“Any old thing,” said the eblizing
haronet.

He rushed out inte the Remove
passage. DBut Bunter did unot wait for
lhim. He fled along the passage as fast
as his fat legs would carry Eﬁm, and
went down the Remove staircase threo
steps at a time. Pursued and pursuer
passed the open door of Stndy No. 1.
both going strong; and Wharton and
Nugent chuckled. Evidently Bunter
had not succeeded in his negotiations
with Lord Mauleverer.

T

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Sold Again !

o UNTY !

B Skinner calledd to  Bills
Bunter, on Salurday aflernoon,
and the Owl of the Remove,

who was loafing in the Remove passage,
blinked round at him. Bunter had been
trying to raise a little loan that day, to
advertiso his big bargnin in the local
He had not succecded
in raising the loan, and he was fecling
Yery morose.

“Well 7" ho snapped.

“They're selling your
grinned Skinner.

“What?"

“They've got Old Clo' in the wood-
shed, and they're selling your giddy bed-
stead ! chortled Skinner,

Billy Bunter gazed at Skinner, dumb.-
founded, for a moment. His wrath and
indignation were too great for words.

“Selling my bedstead !” he ejaculated
at last.

Bunter broke into a run, Te nego-
tiated the Remove passage as if it had
been the cinder-path; he did the stair.
case as if it had been a toboggan. He
rushed oul of the School House like a
Red Indian on the warpulh. Breathless,
gasping, and splultering, he arrived at
the wood-shed.

It was oniy oo true, ,

The Famous Five were there, and with
them was o gentleman who was generally
known in the district as Old Clo'. His
name was Abrahams, and he somelimes
calied on Gosling and Mr. Mimble to
purchase what he described as ladies’ and
cents' leflt-off wearing apparel, Bob
Cherry had  spotted him interviewing
Gosling, and had eaptured him at once,
and the Famous Five escorted Mo,
Abrahams {o the wood-shed to.view the
famous bedstead, with a view to purchas-
ing the same.

Mr. Abrahams was a genileman with
a keen eye to bargains, but he did not
seem very happy as he viewed the gigan-
t1c bedstead,

Ilo was formulating a refusal to pur-
chase in Lhe politest language possible,
when Billy Bunter burst in, breathless
with exertion aad indignation.

“ My bedslead!” gasped Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Get
Bunteyp !"

“You're not selling my bedstead !
yelled Bunter,

The chums of the Remove did nol
argue the question of ownership. They
collared Bunter, and Natiened him down
on the brick floor,

“8Sit on him, Johnny !" zaid Wharton.
“You're the heaviest.”

“Right-ho ! said Johnny Bull,

He sal on Dunter.

The Owl of the Remove squirmed and
velled,

“Yah!

bedstead ™

out,

You awful rotters! Selling a

Two Stirring School Tales in the * Popular ** Every Week!

enain's bedstead !
Head !
oooch !

Bunter's eloquence was suddenly eud
off, as if a tap had been turned. Johnns
Bull effected it, by the simple process of
Juinming his cap into Bunter's wide-open
mouth.

The Owl of the Remove gurgled and
gasped and spluttered, but Johnny held
the twisted cap firmly planted in his
moulh with a hand of iron, and Bunier
was only able to gurgle and gosp and
splutter. Speech was denied him.

Mr. Abrahams witnessed that scene
with astonishment, The ways of the
Greylviars Remove wanted gelling used
fo.

“DMr cootness ! murmured Mr. Abra-
blames,

" IKeep thal fat fool quiet, Johnny !

“You bet!” said Johnny Bull grimly.

“Grooogh! Qoooch!”

“ Now, Mr. Abrahams, about that bed-
stead 17 said Harry persuasively., “Il—
it's u jolly big one, you know——"

“I'remendouns !" said Bob Cherry.

“Unusunal size !" urged Nugent.

** Brass knobs, loo!” said Boly Cherry.

“Big Dbedssteads are a drag in ze
market,” said Mr, Abrahains regretfully.
“It would not be worth ze lrouble of
taking away.”

“Oh dear "

“Nobody buys second-hand mat-
tresses,” said Mr. Abrabams. “1 would
nol giff him room in mine shop !”

*“Well, we could chnuck the dashed old
maitress away !” said Harry. “ But you
would like to buy thai—that magnificent
bedstead——*

5 ‘;f"."ilj.‘ a couple of pounds ! said Johnay
ull,

Mr.
horror,

_ "“What about a pound?” szid Wharion
desperately,

“My tear Master Wharton, T would
give a pound wiz pleasure o

(1 Gnﬂ-d !II‘

“If 1 could afford it—-"

Wi Dh IH‘

“But it would cost me feefteen sheel-
ing to have dot bedsiead taken avay!™

“Great Scott!”

The chums of the Remove locked ot
one another. How much the hugze
article was worth, and whether it was
worth anything,. they did not know.
Irobably it was worth five or ten pounds
to anybody whe wanted such an article,
Bul it was pretty certain that few people
were likely to want it.  The cost of
transport was a consideration. Mr.
Abrahams explained that he might keep
it in his shop, taking up valuable space,
for years, before he found a customer
reckless enough to load himself with such
an article. The juniors had to admit that
this was reasonable.

“1 tell you vat,” said Mr. Abrahams.
“You vant to gel rid of him "

“Yes, rather!"

“ Bick of the sight of it !"

“Vell, T giff you ten shilling, and 1
pays meinself for him to be taken avay !™
snid Mr. Abrahams in a burst of
wenerosiby,

The chums of the Remove exchangzed
glances. They were more than fed up
with Bunter’s bargain, and they had
expected 1o nel a loss on the transaciion,
Bul the loss was a heavry one.

Bunter could not contribute to the dis-
cussion—he was forecibly dumb. There
was a long hesitation.

“Dash it all, we could get more than
that if we managed to get it put up at

I'lIl complain to the
I'l=I'l—— Yaroop! Oooooo.

Abrahains held up his hands in
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anction somehow ! said Dob at  last,
“There was somebody in UGrimes' sale-
roomy offering four-ten, before that idiot
Buuter offered five! It's worlh some-
thing as firewood 1

“1 make him one pound!” said Mr.
Abrahams,

“Muake it two, and it's a trade!” said
Bab,

Mr. Abrahams shook his head. He
almost wept as he protested that he could
not do such a thing without imminent
danger of finding himself in the bank-
ruptey court. But he came up, by slow
stages and with evident painful efforts,
to thirty-five shilings, which veally
looked as if the big bedstead was not
quite so valueless as Mr. Abrahams had
at fArst inferred. At thirty-five shillings
the “lot” was knocked down to Mr,
Abrahams, it being understood that he
was to remove it at his own expense. The
purchase did not include the ancient
mattress, which Mr. Abrahams positively
declared he would not take as a gift,

“Done!” said Harry Wharlion. And
Mr. Abrahams counted out thirty-five
shillings in a greasy pound-note, a
greasier ten-shilling note, and five oily
chillings.

It transpired that Mr. Abrahams’ cart
was “‘round the corner,” and the Fam-
ous Five left him to nepotiate with Gos-
ling fer help to remove the purchase.
Rilly Bunter's feelings, as he saw * his "
property thus disposed of, may be better
imagined-i{han deseribed. What measures
Bunter would have taken cannot be
known with any certainty, for the reason
that he was not allowed to take anjy.
When Harry Wharton & Co. left the
wocd-shed they took Bunter with them—
and Bob Chervy had a grip on his collar,
anid Bob's knyekles ground into the back
of his neck whenever he tried to make a
remarle,

Rilly Bunter had the pleasure of a
pleasant walk with the Co. until Mr.
Abrahams and the bedstead were well
off the premises, Then he waz releazed.

He spluttered for breath, and glared
it the Famous Five with a glave that
almost eracked his spectacles,

“You awlul beasts M
“lear off 1Y
“You've sold my bedstead-——"

“Dry up ¥

“Hand me over my money .’
Bunter.

“Thirty-five bob off five pounds ien,”
said Harry: “ You owe us three pounds
fifiteen, Bunter, yvou fat rascal !”

“Gimme me thirty-five bob!” roared
Bunter. “I'mi going to settle that other
matter out of my next postal-order. 1
told von so, Lots of fellows heard me.”

“We can  settle with Smithy with
this,” =aid Wharton, unheeding Bunier,
“That leaves a bob over.”

“Well, il's something to get cleay of
what we owe Smithy on that fat rolier’s
arcount.” =aul Bob. “But if ever I
think of helping Bunter oui of a serape
again, 1 hope somehody will kick me
hard !”

' roared

“Better kick Bunter,” =aid Jehnny
Pl

“Hear, hear!”

Tht‘]'i‘: wis  =ame  solpce -i-.u'lill'll:'_’.'
Funter, so the chuamszs of the KEemaove

Ficked ham hard.  They then went
eonrell of  Vernon-Smuath,  and  the
Bounder was vepatd his one pound fouy-
weenn, which left the Famous Five with
a shilling to share among them. They
werce three ponnds hffeen to the bad, and

there were short commons. in Sludy
No. 1. 8¢ it was rather natural that
HMEXT

MONDAY!

‘' THE REMOVE RUGGER TEAM!"

when Billy Bunter rolled in that evening
to demand “his "' money the Owl of the
Remove collected more kicks than half-
pence,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Hard Times !

g T'S simply
Cherry.
“The roitenfulness is terrific,
my esteemed chum!”

“Inky's most out of pocket,” said
Bob. “But I think we had better whack
the loss round equally, and make it up
that way."”

The Nubob of Bhanipur shook his
head,

“My esteemned and cashful resources
are more exteniful than those of my
worthy chums,” he remarked. * That is
all right, my esteemed Bob.”

Harry Wharton frowned.

“It's really up to me,” he said. *Ii
was my idea to see Bunter thmn%’h, and
you fellows only backed me up.”

“0Dh, that's rot!" said Nugent. “Sink
or swim together.”

“Ye-ps; but—"

“We're going to whack it out equally,”
gsaid Bob. “As soon as I get my next
allowance, it’s going to Inky.”

“The rotfulness 1s great !”

“1’d rather stand the lot myself, if you
fellows don’t mind,” said the captain of
the Remove,

“But we do mind !"" said Bob.

“Fair play’s a jewel,” said Johnny
Bull. “I don't mind saying I was

zald DBob

rotten !”’

17

against shelling oulb for that falt bounder,
But we're all i it equally, and we sland
equal whacks 1"

“My excellent Johnny——

“That's settled,” =aid Bob.
up, Inky, old chap!”

The Nabob of Bhanipur gracefully
yielded the point. The chuws of the
Remove were discussing the matter a
few days after the disposal of the bed-
stead. Shoriness  of cash reigned
SUpTeme,

There were many little calls that the
chums of the Remwove had been unable
to meet, owing to the depletion of their
cash resources by Bunter's big bargain.
Had Bunter taken the affair in a dif-
ferent spirit, 1t would not have been so

inful. But Bunter teok the view that
e had been ‘“done " : and as the Co.
had actually been “ done,” the whole
allatr was quile annoying.

Short commons in their studies, owing
lo Bunter, were not nice, and still less
nice when DBunter was posing as an
injured party. Anybody in the Remove
would have lent the Ca, money, but they
had a natural dislike of indebtedness,
They preferred to ** stand it ™ until things
came round; but it was not nice. More-
over, lthongh the Co. agreed that the
expense should be “whacked out " in
enqual proportions, that came harder on
some that on others, . especially Bob
Cherry, who was nol overburdened with
wealth.  But  Bob was determined to
stand his zhare, and there was no gain-
saying hinn It was likely to make him
hard up for some weeks,

Billy Bunter looked into Study No. 1,

mn

“Slhat

where the Famous Five were holding
their discussion over a very frugal tea.

|

m

I

_.:mur
T YT

on their ftrack.
through the slit in the box.

The juniors proceeded to the poor-box in the hall, with Bunter almost racing
‘* Hold on, Wharton
“1 say—"" Clink !
shillings followed the sovereign.

»* Clink !

A sovereign dropped
Clink ! Clink ! Five
(See Chapter 12.)
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Bunier glanced al the tea-tuble. and
sniffed. Jor once the Owl of the Remove
had no desire to ask himeelf to tea.
“1 say, vou fellows " he began.
“Get out!” growled Bob Cherry

#You've sold my bedstead,” said
Bunter, blinking at them. 1t was like
vour cheek. But you've done it. After

all my trouble in-securing that big bar-
gain, and paying a pound deposit, you've
sold it over my head. Now, I owe you
chaps five pounds ten, and you owe me
thirty-five bob. I'm going to write to
my pater for a cheque In settlement.
I shall ask him to make 1t pavable to
vou, Wharton—five pounds ten !”

“DBr-r-rr "

“1 want you to write to your uncle at
the same time,” said Bunter firmly.
“01d Colonel Wharton doesn’t shell out
handsome tips like my pater; but he
would part, on a special occasion like
this. Tell him vou ewe the money, and
you're in honour bound te pay it. Then
vou hand me the thirty-five bob, and I
hﬂndjynu the five pound ten. ‘That's
fair !’

“Why not deduct the thirty-five bob
from the five pound ten, and vou hand
over the balance *"" mquired Johnny Bull
sarcastically.

Bunter coughed.

*“That’s not business,”” he said. "“The
—+the remittances mayn't arrive just at
the same time. Wharton may get his
remittance from his uncle before I get a
cheque from my pater.™

“Yery likely, I think!” grinned Bob
Cherry.

**A thing like this ought to be settled
on business hines,” smd Bunter. * Will

vou wrile to uncle to-night,
Wharton ?"

‘*Pq“.”

“TIl write to my paler at the same
Lime ;

“Tor goodness’ sake shut wup and
clear out, Bunter!" exclaimed the cap-
tain of the Remove impatiently.

“T'm not going to be diddled " roared

Dunter.

Wharton looked round for a fives-bat.

“Well, look here,”’ said Bunter,
calming down a little, ““the bedstead’s
gone-—my magnificent bedstead. But
there’s the mattress. That ought to
fetch something.”

“Old Clo' refuzed to take it as a gift !”
growled Bob. :

““0Oh, he's an old duffer! Besides, he's
so jolly sharp!” said Bunter. * My idea
13 to advertise 1t 1mn the * Friardale
Gazette,” as a new matiress and a great
bargain. When people come after it, we
can say it's one the Head has used, and

your

discarded for some reason. Hee?”
“Why, you fat rogue——"
““Oh, really, Wharton! But I don't
want to argue about 1t! What I want

is righteenpence to pay for the advertise-
ment in the loeal paper. Under the cir-
cumstances, seeing that you’ve got thirty-
five bob of my money, T think you
fellows ought to stand that. What do
you say?"

“Kill him,” said Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—""

Nugent minor, of the Second Form,
put his head info the study.

“That fat pig here?” he asked. *' Oh,
here he 15! DBunter, Quelchy wants
you."
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“Oh, blow Quelchy !” growled Bunter,
“What does he want1™

“You!” grinned Dicky Nugent. ‘“He
looked waxy. He's just {maﬂ speaking to
Gosling at the wood-shed, Gatty says.
Something about that frowsy old rag
you're keeping there, I suppose.™

And Nugent miner walked away.

Bunter blinked suspiciously at
Famous Five.

“1 suppose you fellows have been h%-
ing claim to that maitress,” he said.
“My belief is that it's worth money.
That mattress 135 mine. You're not
coing to diddle me out of it as well as
the rest of the bargain. ©h! Ah!
Yah! Yocoop!”

Bunter flew into the passage. Once
more he had exhausted the patience of
the Famous Five.

Feeling an extremely injured youth,
William George Bunter picked himself
up, and rolled away to Mr. Quelch’s
study. If there was going to be any dis-
pite about the remnant of Bunter's big
bargain, Bunier was prepared to
asseverale his cleim to it. Harry Whar.
ton & Co. were left to finish their frugal
tea, and to discuss ways and means to
tide over the lean period till eash came
in again.

It was decided—after much thoughtful
discussion—that the bike lamps Bob
Cherry had secured at the auction should
be sold—there being several fellows in
the Lower School willing to purchase
the same. So the juniors proceeded to
draw up a sale notice to be stuck on the
board downstairs, dismissing Bunter
from their minds; but they were soon
to be reminded of that fascinating youth,
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Golden Quids !

k- UNTER !
“Yea, sir!”
“There remains in the wood-

shed,” said Mr. Quelch, “an
old—indeed, very disreputable-looking—
mattress—"" : :

Billy Bunter was about to voice his
claim o that valuable property. But he
refrauned. Mr. Queleh’s look did not
engpurage hini.

“Gosling has drawn my attention to
it,” said Mr Quelch. *I understand that
the bedstead has been sold, and that
Wharton and his friend have been partly
indemnified for the expense they incurred
on  your account, Bunter. I trust,
Bunter, that you have properly testified
ii{mr gratitude to your Form-fellows for
iaving acted in this generous manner to-
wards you."

Bunter suppressed his indignation,

It was thﬁmt that Mr. Quelch would
never comprehend what an injured youth
he was.

“Now, Gosling tells me that he has
asked @ rag-and-bone merchant to take
away the mattress, and that the man bas
declined to do so, as it is valueless,” said
Mr. Quelch.

Bunter's fat face lengthened.

It was not much use insisting upon a
caim to an article that was disdained
by a rag-and-bone merchant, y

“The article cannot, however, remain
in the precincts of the school,” said Mr.
Quelch. “It must be disposed of. It
ran be taken inte an obscure corner of
the gardens, and there burnt. That will
be the best plan, as it is very dirly, and
possibly infected.  If thm mallress 1s
your property, Bunter, you will kindly
sen to thns without delay.”™

“Tt isn't, sir!” said Bunler promplly.

The claim to ownership quite disap-
peared from Billy Bunter’s fat mind now,
If ownership meant a laborious and un-
pleasant task for no reward, Bunter pre-
ferred not to be owner.

“Jt is not your property, Bunier ?”

“Not at all, sir. It's Wharton's,”

“Indeed ! said Mr., Quelch.

“Shall T tell Wharton it's got to be
taken away and burng, sirl” asked
Bunter, suppressing a grin.

“ Most decidedly, if it is his property,”
said Mr. Quelch. *Tell lum 1t must be
done before dark this evening.”

“Very well, sir.”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study,
and took his way back te Study No. 1
in the Remove. His fal face wore a
derisive grin as he looked into Harry
Wharton's room, where the five juniors
were bending their heads togelhor over
the sale notice.

“] say, you fellows——

“ Buzz oft I

“ Message Quelchy 1"

Bunter.

“ Get it out, and cut ! growled Johnny
Bull.

“That old matiress——

“(onfound the matiress!” roared
Harry Wharton. “ You fat idiot, you
can have 1t if you want it! Do wou
think we want 11"

Bunier chuckled.

“But, you see, I Jdon’t want it,” he
answered coolly. " You've bagged the
hedstead, and yvou can bag the maltress,
too, Quelchy says il's got to be burnt
hefore dark this evening, 1n some corner
of the garden. He won’t have your
rotten, smelly rubbish lying aboat the
place any longer, ['ve told him at's
your property, Wharton. [le, he, he!
You've got to gel it burned!”

¥

from hooted

And the Owl of the Remove rolled
avway, chuckhnge. _
“My only hal!” ejaculaled Dob -

Cherry. “ Another job for us! That
fat bounder ought to do it—"

“0Of course he ought., But we've got
the job,” said Harry. “Lelt’s go and
see to it mow. It won’t take long for
the lot of us. We can rip it in pileces
in the shed, and borrow Gosling’s
barrow to run it into the garden.”

“Right-ho!”

Leaving the sale notice unfinished, the
Famous Five quitted Study No. 1, to set
about the task that William George
Bunter had so cunningly landed on their
shoulders.

They found the ancient mattress lying
in a corner of the woodshed, and set
about their task at once.

It was not a nice mattress. It was old,
and it was rather damp, and it seemed
a little smelly, and it was patched in
several places, and some of tﬁ:u patches
were loose, ietting out the stuffing.
Perhaps it was not surprising that Gos-
ling was tired of seeing it about his
woodshed, Bob Cherry secured a bill-
hookk belonging to the gardener, and
started ripping up the mattress, pre-
paratory to the burning thereef.

““He, he, he!”

Billy Bunter grinned in at the door-

way.
“Come and lend a hand, you fat
bounder!”  growled Johnny  Bull

“Bring that barrow over here!”

“He, he, he! T'm not handling the
filthy old rag!™ said Bunter cheerfully.
“Ti's yours, you know. He, he, he!”

“Bit smelly, isn’t it?" said Skinner,

looking in over Bunter’'s shoulder.
“Bhouldn’t wonder 1if there’s lots of
diseases bottled up in that old rag.

Hadn't you better put on gas-masks?”
“He, he, he!” cachinnated Bunter,
*Oh, go and eat coke !’ prowled Bob.
Bob Cherry plied the billhook, and his

comrades dragged the ancient matiress

into sections, There was a sudden clink
of metal on the brick floor of the wood-

shed.
‘““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Dob
“What's that?”

Cherry, in amazement.

A quid!”

“* An esteemed sovereign!”

“ My only hat!”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at it in
amazement. There it was, that rare and
reflveshing sight, a real sovereign.

The coin had evidently rolled out of
the torn maitress.

Iarry picked ik up, and it pazzed from
hand to hand among the Famous Five.
Once in a blue moon, so to speak, the
juniors saw a real sovereigpn. But they
knew one when they saw it! Tt was a
real, genuine quid, a relic of the days
when money was money, and govern-
ments had not learned to produce value-
less wealth by means of the printing-
press |

“(Greal Christopher Columbus!” ejacu-
lated Skinner. “That's a sovereign! I
say, there may be some more in that old
I'-EI-EIH

“It's mine ! yelled Bunter.

“What?

“That maitress is mine!
it is mine!”

Anything in
Once more the Owl of the

Renfove fluctuaied on the subject of
ownersnip  “ Yon fellows let it alone!
It's mine! Yarooooh!"”

Bunter sat down on the brick foor
with o bump thai exhansted his breath.

Then the chums of the Remove turned
their attenlinn 1o the mattress again,
The amazing find had excited them.

Evidently some former owner of the
matiress had sewn up savings in it for
secenriiy.  Probably half a eentury ago,
ter junde Ly the look of the mattress..

With eacer hands the juniors tore the
rarrel] old article apart, ahd turned out
the stuffing and searched it.

Clink, clink!

—
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Ancther and another golden sovereign
dropped into view, and were promptly
secured.

Then another, and another!

“Five quids—real quids!”
Cherry.

That was all.

Every rag was carefully searched, but
no more sovereigns came to light. Five
was the total.

Harry Wharton held the five sovereigns
in the palm of his hand, and his chums
regarded them admiringly.

“Now, the question is, whom do these
quids belong io?" said the captain of the
Hemove.

“ Me ¥ yelled Bunter.

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry,

said Bob

greatly  tickled,  “Didn't  you  tell
Quelchy that the matfiress was Whar-
ton's, Bunter ¥’

4 I_I_I_’___”

“Good  old  porpoise!”’  chuckled
MNugent. “ You landed this job on us,

Bunty, and you landed the quids, teo.”

“T—I—I'll get the dashed rubbish
burned!” gasped Bunter. “1—1—]
meant to all along,™

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, vou fellows, you hand over
those quids!” roared Bunter. *“T'll go
to Mr. Queleh! T'll go to the Head!

I'll po——"

“You'll go!” agreed Bob Cherry.
“There’'s my boot to help you, old
bean!”?

“YE}CK‘I-}.}!”

Bunter went,

“T1 think we're entitled to these

quids,™ said Harry Wharton. “ But we’ll
take them te Mr. Quelch, and see what
he says. He can decide.”

“That's a good idea. Let's get this
dashed old rag done with first, and ge!
rid of i1t."”

“Yaos, rather !

The fragments of the ancient mattresa
were stacked in the barrow, and trundled
away to an obscure corner of the
rardens, where Mr. AMimble had been
burning hrushwood. The bonfire was
duly made, and watched to burn out,
and the last remnant of Bunter's big
bhargain  vanished in smoke. Billy
Bunter eved the chumns from a distance
wilth wolfish eves. Five golden quids
quile dazzled Bunter. The thought of
hetng parted from them made him feel
like a tigress robbed of her voung. When
the bonfive was dene with, Harry Whar-
ton & Clo. proceeded to Mr. Quelch's
study with their prige, and the Owl of
the Remove followed.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.,
All Serene!

R. QUELCH'S glasses almost

M dropped off as Harry Wharton

laid the five sovereigns, in a
glistening pile on his table,

“PBless my soul!” ejaculated the Re-
move master. “ What—what—what 1z
this, Wharton?"”’

Harry Wharton explained.

“Diear me ! said Mr. Quelch, when
the capiain of the Remove had finished.
“What a very singular occurrence !”

“Wa should like youn to decide what’s
to be done with the guids, sir—I mean,
the sovereigns,” said Harry.

Mr., Quelch refleclted. Ile examined
ithe coins.

“They are all Queen Victoria coins,
and 1the lalest date on any of them s
1860,” he said. “It is clear that they
have lamn in concealment for a very IUHE
time, and do not belong to the lalest
owner of the—the mattress. The original
owner is probably long  since dead;

(Continued on page 20. ]
Tae MacNeET LiBRARY—No. T29.



“Billy Bunter’s Big Bargain!"

{Continued from page 19.)

indeed, nothing else can=acconnl for the
coins  being left in their hiding-place,
Unddubtedly any contents of the mat-
tress were sold along with the article
itself. 1 should, however, recommend
money oblained in this singular way
being placed in the school poor-box——"'

“It's miue, sir!" howled DBunter.

“You told me the matiress belonged
to Wharton,” said Mr. Queleh sternly,

“That—that was a—a mistake, sir!"

“Bilence! Tf the mallress was vour
property, DBunter, vou evidently dis-
claimed ownership in order to escape the
task of destroying it and vou are pro-
perly punished for your mendacily.”

‘iI___I'_.___"

“'If the mouey were vours, Bunier, I
should command vou to repay these hoys
the amount they have spent in exirvicat-
ing you from the position vour absurd
folle brought you into,” said My, Queleh,
“But il as ned yours, and vou will kindly
vemain silent, Wharton, T undersiand
that you and your friends are out of
pocket ovér this ridicalous affaie *"

“Three pounds hifteen shallings, sir.™”

“Thal is a large st fov junior school-

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

boys te lose, Perhaps you will not be .

so thoughtless on another sccasion,”

“No jolly fear!” said Bob Cherry em-
phatically. And then he caoloured and
added : “I—I beg vour pardon, sir!”

“With regard to the disposal of this
money,” said Mr, Quelch, “1 suggest
that you boys should tuke the amount
vou have expended—three pounds fifieen
shillings—and . that the balance—twenty-
five shillings—should be placed in the
school poor-box.”

“I—"" began Bunter,

“Silence, Bunter? 1s that proposition
agreeable to you, Wharton "'

“Quite, sir 1Y said Harry at once.

The chums of the Remove left Mr.
Quelch’s study quite satisfied. The
“stony " period was over. Owing to
that lucky find, the dearth of eash caused
by Bunter's big bargain had come Lo a
happy end. The juniors proceeded to the
poor-box in the hall, with Bunter almaost
raging on their track.

* Hold on, Wharton!

Chnk !

A aovereign dropped through the slit
in the box,

“I say

LR ]

L

{J[Iink,- clink, elndi, elink, oink!  Five
shillings  followed the sovereign, one
after another. To judge by Dunler's

expression, each clink might have been
a death-knell,

The “balance ™
satisfaclorily

been thus
Wharlon
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& Co. procceded 1o Study XNo. 1 (o
whack out the three pounds fifteen shil-
lnugs among its various owners.

~ “And now,” eaid Bob Cherry, “ we're
in funds again, I vote that we blue a
whole merry quid on a tiptop spread Lo
celebrate the occasion,”

“Hear, hear!"

“1 say, vou fellows——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's Bunter
again! Buzz off, Bunler !”

“1 say, vyou fellows, don't change
those quids at the tuckshop!” gasped
Bunter, “ Golden sovercigns arve worth
moré than pound notes. You can sell
them at twentv-five shillings each. Tl
do 1t for you—"

; 2 :In'};'h}‘. vou fat villain, i's against the
aw .o

“But lemme have the quids to sell at
a proht, and I'll hand you the three-
fifteen, and keep the rest——="

All that Bunter received was a bool—
and he did nol seem very willing 1o re-
ceive that., Bul he received it, all the
same

In Study No. 1 thal evening there was
a record spread, to which nearvly half the
Remove came. It was a great occasion,
and greatly enjoved, which was, after all,
a happy ending to the affair of Bunter’s
g Dargain. '
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Thought-Reading. 1/.; Meswerism. 1 6.—G. Wilkes & !:-';.. SBtockton, RugE; Eng

Langhable Art. Only 1/-, post iree.
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All applications for Advertisement Space

in this publication should be addressed
the

UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St.. London, E.C.4
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Advertisement Manager,
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