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GOOD FOR CIRCULATION!

No doubt mast of you have heard or
read about the gyro wheel, a German
invention which was mtroduc.ed mto this
country recently. The idea is for the
victim to fix himself inside the wheel
just like a sFo]ce. and then w]‘llrl ]'urrl.ﬁe[(
round. It's supposed to ?
efhcacious for the circulation, \\*e nrc tol
Anyway, when Charlie Paddock, the
{nmous American runner—known as. the

* fastest human "—sampled it, he didn't
stay in the contraption long. Photo shows
him upside down in the wheel. He
appears. to be enjoying himself—but that
was before he started revolving !

SHE'S OFF!

The leunchicy of 2 vessel is a t
eccasien, for it is the culmination of months
and months—perhaps years—of teil. In
many cases great ships are released hy

- hydraulic or electric rams, and the sk
uself is greased with tons of tallow. en
there's the interesting, time-old ceremony
of breaklng bottle of champagne over
the Iwws—&'nn]:mg to the good health
of the vessel, so to speak. Afterwards
eomes .the sight—an impressive sight—
of the towering mass of steeJwork running
smoothly down the slipway into the water
with a booming roar. 'E'hv: photograph
shews the " Duchess of Richmond "’ in
the shps at Clydebank, just before it was
launched by Lady Manton, of Winnipeg.
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SHOUTING THE ODDS !- King H{c‘k_a

rd once sald : ‘' A horse, a horse ; my kingdom for a horse IV

eryis: “Ab ker, a b

on the Turf!

e e e

here's a rib-tickling
yarn of school life,
introducing  Harry
Wharton & Co., the
chums of Greyfriars,
and Billy Bunter, the
fattest and Ffunniest
schoolboy in the
world.

et - -

THE
FIRST CHAPTER,

# Chuggy ! "
come

" ON'T
D"
L Ehl:r) ’

“Buay!"
explained Billy
Bunter,

Hartry  Wharton
stopped 1n the door-
way of Study No. 7 in
the Remove.

At the table in that
study  Billy Bunter
sat, with o pen in his
hand, a gheet of paper
hefore him, a thoughtful frown on
his fat brow, and a smear of ink
on his little fat nose. He looked
up irritably as the captain of the
Remove appeared in the doorway, and
waved a fat hand as a signal of dis-
missal,

Lvidently Bunter was busy, and in-
terruptions were not wanted.

“You fat ass!" gaid Harry politely.

“Shut up 1" .

“1 came here to see Toddy——"

“Toddy's gone out! Buzz off I

“I'll wait for him!”

“Wait in the passage, thon!
busy

Harry Wharton smiled, came into tho
study, and seated himself on the corner
of the table. It was true that No. 7
was Bunfer's study as well as Poter
Todd's; but, then, Buntor was nobody—
less than nobody, if possible. And
Wharton had to sce Toddy on the sub-
ject of ericket—a matter that was more
important than whole tribes of Bunters.

The Ow! of the Remove gave him an
angry blink through his big speetacles.

“Look here, if you're going to squat

I'm

there till Toddy comes {n—

“I am!” assented Wharten,

“Then don’t talk, and don't jog the
table! I'm writing an important letter
—an important business letter!” said
Bunter impressively.

Wharton chuckled.

“Writing to the Postmaster-General
to inguire why your postal-order hasn't
come ?" he asked. “It's about time that
mystery was cleared up !

“No!” snorted Bunter, “I'm writing
to—never mind whom! You can lemd
me & stamp, if you like!” he added
graciously, “Got one?”

LIl "

“Well, look here, if vou're going

to stick in the study, look through
Toddy's desk for me, and see 1f you can
find a stamp.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“I've got to catch the collection!”
cxplained Buunter. “I want this letier
to go out this afternoon! It's awfully
important ! May mecan a lot of money
to me shortly !”

Bunter dipped the pen in ilie ink
again, dropped a couple of blos, and
bc%an to soribble ones maore. Harry
Wharton began to whistle by wuy of
passing the time til! Peter Tadd Lap-
pened in.

“Tor. goodness" sake. stop that row!”
exclaimed Bunter. “low's a fellow to
write an important business lekter when
you're poing off like & railway-cngine?
Chuck it 1"

Wharton politely ceased to whistie

“Just keep mum!” said  Buuter.
“Bhut up, you know! Not a word!”

" Look here—"'

“Bhut up! You're like a shlicep's

head, you know—necavly ail jaw! If
you're going to sit there, sit quiet!”

Duuter  resumed his  letter-writing.
The writing of tLat important Lusiness
leticr scemed to be costing the fat
junior a lot of effort. I'or sowe minntes
these was silence in the study, and then
Bunter looked up suddenly.

“1 say, Wharton, how many k's in
faceount 'Y

The captain of the Remove grinned,
Lut did not answer, DBunter blinked at
Lim fwpatiently.

“Dieaf, vou stlly asa?” he hooted.

Apparently Wharton was deaf, or at
Ieast dumb. Hae did not speak.

“Wharton, vou silly fatlicad! T
asked you how many k's there were in
faccount ' !" roared Dunter. “Don’t
you know?”

, my breakfast for a bookmaker '’ For Billy has greal

Rilly Bunier's
king a forlus:z

¢ o

g o BY a2 s
Frank Richards.

Dead silence.

“Can't you answer, you
chump?” howled Bunter,
exasperated.

“You told me to sit
quict ! explained” Whar-
ton at last, “I'rn trying
to do as I'm told. like a
good little boy!

“You silly ass!
Tell me how many
k's " there are in
‘account " 17”

“ None, you bur-
bling bander-
snatch! Two ¢'s!”
said Harry, laugh-
ing. -

“Sure?” asked
Bunter doublfully.
“Ha, ha! Yes!”

Bunter shook
his head.

“I don’t think
you're right,” he
“I think I'd better put in a k.

said. L
You don't know much about spelling,

Wharton! 1 shall put a k!”

“Put as many k'apas vou like, old fat
bean! Three or four if you think they'd
look nice!” said Harry.

“Shut up!™ said Bunter. i

The Owl of the Remove resumed his
laborious task. Dut another ortho-
graphical diffienlty stopped him again.

“Is it a double d in ‘credit’t"” he
asked.

“Ha, ha! Only one!” .

“[ think vou're wrong,” said Buriter.

“T'll try two, anyhow. There, the
thing's done now! Now I want an
envelope.  You might have hunted for

a stamp for me! T shall lose the post

at this rate!”

Bunter turned tle letter over on the
blotting-pad and blotted it carefully—
blots and all. Then he found an
envelope and addressed if. with the
usual allowance of blois and smears.
Y¥lere again a diffieulty arose.

“Tioes  *Avenue’ end with a
double 027 he asked doubtfully. *Is
it a double o or ‘ew’?"

“Ha, ha, ha! Make it ‘ue,”” sug-
gested Wharton.

“Phat's rot!™ said DBunter. “You
don't know how to spell, Wharton! T
wonder Quelehy isn't down on you more
than he is!" E

Wharton elickled, and said no more.
If Bunter cliose to spell * Avenue ” with
a double o or an *“cw,” he was welcome
to do so.

The euvelope was addressed, Bunter
sereening it with a fat hand as he
addressed it. Apparently he did not
want the eaptain of the Remove to see
the address. He need not have taken
the trauble. as Wharton was not curious,
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and had no desire.shatever to sce it
But this, apparently, was a very secret
matter that required: great caution.
Having finished writing, bloiting, and
smearing on the envelope, Bunter
turned it over on the blotting-pad.

“That's done I he said, folding the
letter and placing it in the envelope.
“Now abont a stamp?” Hg blinked at
Wharton. “You might have found.one
for me, you slacker! Btill, I suppose it
will be all right without o stamp.
Chuggy will take the letter in all right
and pay onm it; he's not the man to
refuse business[”

“Chuggy ?” repeated Wharton, rather
glruck: by that remarkablg name.

“0h, no! I'm not writing to any-
body named Chuggy!” said Bunter
hastily. “If you thin{; I saw his adver-
tisement, and this is an answer to it,
you're mistaken! Nothing of the
sort |

“Fathead 1"

“Beast! 1 say, you might run down
to the letter-box with this for me,” said
Bunter. *I ‘can trust you not to lock
al the address, can’'t I1”

“You can trust me not to look at the
address, and you can trust me not to
run down to the letter-box with it!"”
answered Wharton cheerily. “I'm quite
trustworthy in both respects!”

“Peast !

And William George Bunter relled
out of Study No. 7 to take that im-

portant business letter down to the .

school letter-box himself. And a few
minutes after he had gone Peter Todd
arrived at Study No. 7, and with him
arrived William Wibley of the Remove.

e e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Difference of Opinion !

€ 00K here, Todd¥—"

I' . William Wibley was speak-
ing in rather excited tones as
he came up the Remove

passage with Peter Todd.

“Oh rot!” answered Toddy.

“1 tell you—"

“Rats!”

“ Look here——" roared Wibley.

Harry Wharton grinned as he heard
Wibley’s excited voice. Wibley of the
Remove was President—head-cook and
bottlewasher, as Bob Cherry called it—of
thd Remove Dramatic Society. Willism
Wibley lived, and moved, and had lis
being, in amateur theatricals. That he
was & good man at that game, all the
Remove acknowledged; and when the

.D.8. gave a play, Wibley took the
lead as & matter of course. But Wib's
enthusiasm was not fully shared by the
other members of the socicty. ibley
regarded Jessons, for instance, as trifles
light as air in comparison with theatri-
cals; and there the Removites cou-
curred. But he also regarded games as
things that did not matter, in com-
parison with his theatrical stunts. ‘There
tha Removites did not eoneur; but
thought—and stated—that Wib was a
howling ass.

A new play was on the carpet now,
and Wibley’s study in the Remove was
{alrly stacked with theatrical properties,
eostumes, disguises; all sorts and con-
ditions of stage stuff, And Wibley was
tb# busiest man in the Remove, and the
most exacting and irritable, as became
sn actor-manager, Until that play was

voduced, Wigleey was going to give

imself no rest—and nobody else any
rest, All the fellows were keen to take
parts; but nobody seemed very kecen
on -putting hard work into the parts.
Fellows learned their lines, and forgot
them again; and they actually dodged

rehearsals in the Rag when more attrac-
tive affairs drew them away.

The cricket match with 3t Jim's was
just at hand, and Wibley fairly snorted
at the idea of such a fixture taking the
fellows' attention off the production of
the play. It was not a common sort of
play, either, but a masterpiece, written
by Wibley himself.  There is an old
maxim that if you want a thing well
done, you must do it yourself; and
Wibley worked on that maxim. But
there was no doubt 'that the Remove
fellows thought more about the St. Jim's
match than about Wibley’s play—ever
so much more—sbout ffty thousand
times as much, in fact.

Which naturally was exasperating to
Wibley, and led to heated words in the
Remove passage.

Peter Todd came into No. T Study,
Wibley following him in with & red
and wrathy ecountenance.

“I tell you!” hooted Wibley, “that
I've fixed the rehearzal for this after-
noon in the Rag! You've simply got
to come!”

“What about cricket?” said Wharton.

Wibley stared at him,

“0Oh! Youre here'! Another dashed
slacker !

“Blacker!” repcated the captain of
the Remove indignantly. “Who's a
slacker? We're just going down lo
games practice now—"

“You're mnot!” hooted Wibley.
“You're coming to a rehearsal in tho
Rag! That howling chump Cherry has
just dodged out—=-"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“That fathead Bull has disappeared
somewhere—that bandersnatch Nugent
has hocked it—Sguiff can’t be found.”
Wibley gasped with wrath., “What's
the good of fixing up a rehearsal if
fellows don’t come to it?”

“Feho answers, what ! smiled the
captain of the Remove. “I say, Toddy,
I want you to come down specially fo
games practice; you'll be wanted to play
8t. Jim's, and—"

“8hut up about 8t. Jim’s!” roared
Wibley. “Blow Bt. Jim’s! I tell you
I want all you fellows at rehearsal this
afternoon, How are we going to give
‘ Reckless Rackstraw’ if we don't re-
hearse? I've got my pari—the book-
maker’s part—perfect—letter  perfect,
costume perfect—all O.K. You fellows
are miles behind, Think the 8t. Jim's
nin.tch is as imporlant a matter as the

ay !

"th? What? Yes, rather!”

“Then you'rs o silly goat!” howled
Wibley. *Look here, are you coming
down to the rchearsal, or are you not?”

“Can't be -done, old bean! We shall
have to give theatricals a bit of a rest
till after we've beaten Bt. Jim's,” ex-
plained Wharton.

“Blow St. Jim's!"”

“1 hear that Tom Merry and his lot
are in great form——"

“Blow Tom Merry!”

“1t comes off on Wednesday,” said
Wharton soothingly. * After that, we'll
pile into the play, and make a tre-
mendous success of it. After all, old
chap, it's your part that will bring down
ihe house—the people in front will be
watching you, not us.”

A soft answer turneth away wrath.
William Wibley cooled down very con-
siderably.

“Well, that's so, of course!” he said.

“Of course,” sald the captain of the
Remove, rather unfortunately eclosing
ony eyo at Peter Todd as he spoke.

Wibley caught that wink, and hLis
wrath revived at once.

“You silly chump ! he roared. “ Look
Lievo—T'11 jolly well cut you out of the

play! I'll cut Toddy out! T'll eut 'em
all out!”
“And give & solo performance?’

grinned Toddy.
“Ha, ha, ha!” :
“Oh, go and eat coke!” hooted
Wibley, and he retired from No. 7
Btudy, and slammed the deor after him
with & slam that echoed the length of
the Remove passage.

“Poor old Wib!” ‘said Wharton,
lal:!ghmg. “He's a jolly good fellow,
and he can act—but fancy a fellow

thinking that a play matters as much
as a cricket match! Bit potty in that
direction, I suppose.”

““ More than a bit,” said Peter. “0ld

Wib’s got the artistic temperament—
he thinks the whole giddy universe is
Tun s ially for his stunts.”

ell, now you've tirned up, como
down to the cricket,” said Harry, sli
ping from the table. *We've got. to-
in form for Wednesday. 'To tell the
truth, Toddy, I haven't been quita
satisfied with your batting lately: You
don’t mind my saying so ¥ |

“Not at all,” answered Peter Todd.
“There’s & whole lot you don't know
about batting, old chap. Come on.”

The two juniors left the study. Billy
Bunter passed them on the Remove
staircase, as they went down, ihe QOwl
of the Remove coming up.

“Catch the post, fatty ?” asked Harry,
with a smile.

“Yes, that’s all right;
raid Bunter.
the morning.”

Pater Togd paused.

“Chuggy !” " he repeated,
Chuggy?”

“That’s telling 17 grinned Bunter.

“I've seen that name somewhere,”
said Peter. “It ain’t a common name.
My hat!” DPeter uttered a -sudden
cjaculation. “I saw the name in an
advertiscment, in that racing paper you
had the other day—the one I stuffed
down your back. I'm sure it was the
same name,”

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“You fat chumpl” roared Peter.
“Have you been writing to some racing
man 7

“Certainly not! I—I've been writin
to my—my uncle—" stammered
Bunter., 8ince Billy Bunter had
developed sporting proclivities, he had
gathered more kicks than ha’pence, o
to speak; sportsmen getting absolutely
no encouragement whatever in the Grey-
frinrs Remove. Peter, as Bunter's study-
mate, felt that it was his duty, when
Bunter wandered from the straight and
narrow path, to kick him back into
it, a duty that Peter performed with
assiduity, without eliciling the slightest
gratitude from Bunter.

“You've got an uncle
Chuggy 7 exclaimed Wharton.

“Exactly! You—you see—his name’s
Charles, and we caﬁ him Chuggy for
short,” explained Bunter hastily.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Look here, Bunter—" began
Peter; but Bunter, instead of “looking
there,” dodged past the two juniors and
escaped into the Remove passage.

Peter turned, but Wharton caught him

just in time,”
“Chuggy will get it in

“Who's

named

by the arm. .
“Cricket!” he said tersely.
“That fat idiot is tting himsell

into trouble again,” growled Peter. “He
will get flogged, or bunked, if he keeps
on. I can sce that it's time to kick
him again.”

“Kick him afterwards,” suggested
Wharton. “Cricket now, old chap-
you've got to improve your batting a
bit if you're going to stand np to the
St. Jim’'s howﬁug. Come on.”

And Peler Todd grunted, and came
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% Gome in here, you fellows, and look at this! ** hooted Peter Todd, pointing to a bloiting-pad he had just picked u
Interested to learn the cause of the excitement, Harry Wharton & Co. entered the study.

study table.
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My only hat ! **

said Wharton recognising the impression of a blotted address in Bunter’s well-known orthography. (See Chapler 3.)

on, and they joined the Remove
cricketers on Little SBide. The sportive
Bunter had to wait till after games
practice for Pcter's attention—when ho
was sure to get if, and probably in
way that would make him fecl that No.
7 Btudy in the Greyfriars Remove was
no abode for a sportsmaun.

P

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Asking for It!

1] ALLO, hallo, hallo!” cjacu-
H lated Bob Cherry.
Harry Wharton & Co.
had come in after games

practice; and thoe Famous Five were
chatting cheerily in the Remove pas-
sage, when Peter Todd looked eut of
Study No. 7, and glared up and down
the passage with .an exeited glare.
Peter had gone into his study quite
good-tempercdly; but evidentlw he had
found somcthing in that study to rouse
his ire.

"Heen that fat chnmp?” he roared.

“Bunter 1’ asked Wharton.

“Yes; I'm going to slaughrer him.”

“But what—" )

“Come in hero and look al this!”
hooted Peter. “He's done it this timu,
the frabjous chump!”

ClBut__.)

“The burbling bandersnateh [

“But what—"

“The frumptious
Petet,

Quite interested to learn the cause of
the excitement, Harry Wharton & Co.
came into tho study. Pcter pointed to
a blottiug-pad that lay on the table. It
was a nice, new, clean blotting-pad, so
evidently it did not bclong to Dunter;

idiot!” roarcd

but Bunter had used it for his letter-
writing, Clearly marked on the white
surface was the impression of tho enve-
lope Bunter had blotted there. T'eter
pointed at it.

“Look "

The echums of the Romove looked.
What they saw was the backward im-
pression of the blotted address on the
envelope:

ygguhC
wenevvA yrrebsctfah®

nodnoL

That was a little puzzling at the first
glance; but read in rever:e it ran as
[ollows:

Chuggy,
Shaftesberry Avvenow
London
The address was in the strikingly

original orthography which was one of
the many gifts of Willium Grorge
Bunter; bot undoubtedly it was in-
tended for Shaftesbury Avenue,

“My only hat!" said Wharton,
staring at it.

“Who on carth 5 Chugmy?” asked
Bob Cherry. “I've never heard that
name before. Is it & name?”

“What does it matier, anvhow?”
asked Fravk Nugent.  “Banter  ean
write to & man named Choggy if he
likes, I supposec.”

“No business of ours,” said Johnny

Bull; “or youry, either, thut I can see,
Toddy. What's all the excitement
about ?*

“The excitefulness  seems o be

terrific,” remarked Huoreree Jamset Ram
Singh. “What iz the estcemed and
absurd reason, Toddy?”

“Fatheads!” hooted Teter Todd.

“That man turf
arcountant
“Phew I

“Man who aceepts bete on horsea!”

Chuggy is a

“Great pip!”
“You scem to know all about it!”
grinned Bob. ‘“Quelchy would like to

know what wou know about Mr.
Chuggy, Toddy.”

“Ass! I've seen his advertisement!"
snorted Poter. “Bunter had a sporting
paper here the other day. I stuffed it
down his neck, and thought it was done
with, I saw a big agvertisament of
this chap sprawling all over the paper,
He opens accounts with people who
want to back horses on tick.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“It's not & laughing matter!” hooted
Peter.  “Bunter's done it this time.
Look at this—and this—and this—"

Peter pointed to patches of writing
on the blotter. Here and there words
showed where Bunter had blotted the
letter he hadd written to the sportive
Chuggy. Sueh words as “akkount ™
and “creddit ” came out quite clearly.

The juniors ceased to chuckle as they
stared ot those traces of Bunter's
letter. It was obvious that the Ow) of
the Remove had written to Mn,
Chuggy, with a view to opening s
credit account with that sporting gentle-

man. It was to draw such applica.
tions, of course, that Mr. uggy
advertised in the racing papers, Cer-

tainly, Mr. Chuggy was not likely to
cdesire applications from schoolboys; in
fact, for his own legal protection it was
certain that lio made it 2 rule nover to
deal with schoolbovs, But a little eir-
cumstance  like that had no doubt
oscaped the attention of the Owl of the
Remove.
Tne Magxer Lmrany.—No, 1068
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Bob Cherry gave a long whistle,

*Bunter's geing it!” he said. “But
what’'s the ftrouble after all, Peter?
That man Chuggy won't let Bunter
open g betting account with him. He
would want references and things; and
unless he was potty he wouldn't have
snything to do with a fellow writing
from a school. Why, he could be fined
for taking bets from a schoolboy.
Bunter will get an anewer telling him
there's nothing doing.”

I know that, fathead! And Quelchy
will see the answer.”

{I’Oh l,) .

“I suppose you don’t need telling
that our Form-master keeps an eye on
Remove  correspondence !  snapped
Peter, “When he sces a letter arrive
for Bunter from that chap, what will
he do? It won’t look like an ordinary
letter from a relative, and Quelchy
will spot it at once. And what will
happen when he knows that Bunter has
written to a turf accountant in London
to ask him to open an account for
backing horses?”

“Great Beott]”

The juniors were
now. .

Any Gre;rfria.rs man who was dis-
covered doing what Bunter had done
could be absolutely certain  of one
thing—the sack from the school. In
Bunter's case, possibly, the well-known
asinine qualities of the fat junier
might be considered in extenuation: it
was barely possible that he would get
cff with a flogging and a severe warn-
ing. But the E_oggm would certainly
bo a sovere one; and it was quite on
the cards that Bunter might be ex-
pelled. The Head did not know him as
the Remove fellows knew him; he had
never plumbed the abysmal depths of
Bunter’s fatuousness, Certainly, any
fellow who was supposed to be in pos-
session of all his seven senses would
be sacked, short and sharp, for such an
offence,

Harry Wharton & Co. locked at one
another.

For some time now Bunter had becn
playing the giddy goat, as his Form-
fellows described it., He had pl‘ot the
idea into his head that he could spot
winners; and o fellow who knew how
to spot winners had fortune at his feet.
All that was needed was to get his
money laid on those winners, and to
rake in the huge profits as fast as they
came along.

There was only one fiy in the oint-
meént; spotting winners was not 2 casy
matter. Bookmakers live on people
who set out to spot winners; aud the
fact that they live at all may be taken
as a proof that more losers than win-
ners are spotted.

But that was nothing to Bunter. His
niry  self-confidence .was complete.
Bunter belicved that he could play
cricket; he believed that he could play
football. He believed that he was &
good-looking, nice-mannered, fascina-
ting sort of fellow. So it was not sur-
prising that he believed that be could
spot winners. Such a belief was quite
in keeping with the state of Bunter's
powerful intellect.

“Well, he's done it this time!” said
Johnny Bull. “Quelchy’s practically
certain to see the answer that conies
for Bunter, and—"

“And all the fat will be in the firc!”
sajd Nugent.

"“The fatfulness will be terrifically
fiery,” said Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,
*The ridiculous Bunter will be sack-
fully bunked |

“The fat chump!” said the captain of
the Remove.

Tue MaeNer Lisnary,—No, 1008,

serious enough

“The letter’s gone,” said Peter.
“No chance of atu;\:}:ing that. The man
is sure to answer, if only to tell Bunter
there's nothing doing. Of course, he
won't take the fat fool on as a client—
he couldn’t if he wanted to; it’s against

the law. DBunter doesn't understand
that. Jevver hear of such a born
idiot 77

“ Never 1

“Hardly ever!”

“Well, let him get it in the neck,”
said Johnny Bull, with a grunt. “If g
fellow plays the blackguard, the
chopper is the best thing Lo can get.

“Qh, rats!” suid Peter. " Bunter's
only & fool! Any other fellow who
did that ought to be sacked. Bunter
only wants kicking.”

“The kickfulness onght to be terrific,
my esteemed Toddy|”

“Wo shall have to take that burbling
chump in hand,” said Harry Wharton,
“We're not going to have other Forms
sniggering over a Remove man being
sacked for blagging. Besides, Bunter
doosn't deserve it; he's omnly a horn
chump. Something’s got to be done.”

“ After tea ?” suggested Bob Cherry.

“Hem! Yes, after tea,” agreed the
captain of the Remove. The juniors had
come- in rather hungry mgter games
practice. ‘‘After tea we'll have the
howling ass on the carpet.”
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And there was an adjournment for tea,
during which meal the chums of the
Removo discussed ways and means of
dealing with William George Bunter.

—_—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Troubles of a Sportsman !

ILLY BUNTER sat in the arm-
B chair of Study No. T later that
cvening, with a fat smile on his

podgy countenance. That smile

indicated that all was going well with.

Bunter—so far as the Owl of the Removo
could sce, ut all events. It was nearly,
time for prep, but Bunter was not think-
img of prep. Much more important
matters occupied his fut mind. Bunter
was dreaming dreams—dreams of wealth
that put Golconda to the blush; of vast
viches such ‘as lay at the command of
Prinvce Fortunatus when he came into
possussion of that wonderful purse that
was incxhaustible; of treasures as un-
bounded as that of Midas when all that
that lucky monarch touched turned to

gold,

Such wealth lay at the beck of any
man who could spot winners, and Bunier
had pored over the “Tipster’s Racing
Guide,” and “Sure Buips,” and other
valuable volumes, and had no doubt that
he knew all about it.

The thing was, in fact, simple. You
selected the horse that was going to
win, you backed him, and bhe won—
whersupon the bookic handed you six to
one, or ten to ono, or a hundred to one,
as the case might be. There was no limit
to the possible profits. Bookmakers, at
such & raioc, miggt go “broke ” one after

another; but there were plenty of book-
makers—and Bunter 'was prepared fo
reduce them all to bankruptcy. )

The field of wealth was bounded only
by the possible exhaustion of the supply
of bookmakers with money to pay out on
winners—spoited by Bunter. When all
the bookmakers in the kingdom had been
reduced to the workhouse or to carrying
sandwich-boards for a living, then no
doubt Bunter would have to stop. 8till,
Bunter would be prepared to stop at that
point—he was not grecdy.

There was a lion in the path, so to
speak—a difficulty in the way of skinning
all the bookmaking fraternity down to
their last brass button. The difficulty
did not lie in spotiing the winners—
Bunter was sure he could do that, Itla
in the fact that Bunter was at school,
and not allowed—according to the rules
of the school—to have anything what-
ever to do with bookmakers or races or
spotting winners, or even losers,

Bunter snorted with indignation and
contempt at the thought of such a re-
striction. Certainly he was not going to
ba kept out of a gold-mine by any such
restriction, A fellow could hardly be
expected, Bunter considered, to refrain
from stooping to pick up a fortune when
it lay at his feet.

But there was another difficulty, even

reater. Backing horses required cash.

ookmakers, though facing absolute ruin
at Bunter’s ruthless hands—required a
backer to*put up hard cash when he
backed his fancy. Hard cash was just
the trouble—Buuter hadn’t any. Really,
as their ultimate ruin was so absolutely
assured, the bookies might as well have
handed their wealth over to Bunter
without this preliminary.  Still, they
wouldn't! They might as well have
done s0; but there was no doubt at all
that they wouldn't. Bunter, with for-
tune at his feet, was bafled—like so
many other geniuses—by a miserable
lack of ready eash!

And then, like light in the darkness
came that entrancing advertisement of
Mr. Chuggy in the *“Tipster's Times."”
Bunter could scareely believe his eyes or
his speetacles when he read Mr. Chuggy's
advertisement. It really scemed toa
goad to be true,

Mr. Chuggy +was prepared to accept
clients to make bets on credit. If you
lost you paid your losses, of course—a
detail that did not affect Bunter, who
was going to win. If you won—no “if
about it in Bunter's case—Mr, Chuggy
sent you a cheque for the amount you
had won. It was as simple as A.B.C.
With a credit system like this hard cash
was superfluous ; moreover, Bunter's first
win would place him in possession of
hard cash. That any consideration what-
ever would prevent Bunter from getting
into touch with Mr. Chuggy, of course,
was hot to be thonght of. Mr. Chuggy
was the man he longed to do business

with.

That My, Chuggy would not have been
in business at all had his clients. been
able to spot winners, was an obvious con-
sideration that did not occur to Bunter,
That the mere fact that bookmakers con-
tinued to exist was & proof that they
were on the safe side of the game was
another obvious consideration that did
not bother Bunter. His wonderful in-
tellect had its own way of going Lo work,
quite different fromn that of common
mortals.

Bunter sprawled in the study arm-
chair and dreamed dreams. Dreaming
d-ecams waas onc of his little ways; for
instance, Bunter Court and the boundless
wealth and high connections of tho
Bunter clan were such stuff as dreams
are made of, But this dream of fortune
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smiling on him from the Turf was the
most dazzling dream of all.

Of course, it had to be kept dark,
Bunter was too busy in envisaging his
coming wealth to think much about the
shady side of his proceedings. He was
willing to admit, as & matter of argu-
ment, that gambling was wrong, or, at
least disreputable; but there were ex-
ceptions to every rule—in favour of
Bunter. Besides, an absolute certainty
like this could hardly be called gamb-
ling ; it was more like a sober and sedate
business transaction, Anyhow, if
Bunter’s fat conscience had a twinge or
two on the subject, the twinges were not
véry severe.

Bunter was the happy possessor of a
very accommodating conscience, and it
would always stretch a little when re-
quired, Btill, the thing had to bo kept
dark.  Benighted headmasters and
foolish Form masters did not understand
such things—even the Remove men, in-
stead of admiring Bunter’s geniug, would
simply ‘look on” him es a disreputable
young rascal—they might even kick
him; Peter Todd, in fact, was suro to
kick him, if he knew. Bunter realised
that his racing transactions cdould not be
kept too dark!

It was hard for a follow with his finger
on the pulse of fortune to hold his tongue
about it. If was hard for Bunter to hold
his tongue at any time on any subject. If
there was anything Bunter liked almost
as much as tuck, it was the sound of his
own voice, & proof that Bunter hadn't a
musical ear. If there was one thing
he enjoyed, it was telling other fellows
about his cleverness. It was hLard lines
for a fellow to have to hide his light
under a bushel, to let his genius blush
unseen and waste its sweetness on the
desert mir. But the Owl of the Remove
vealised that he could not be too care-
ful, and he resolved to keep Mr. Chuggy
very dark indeed—in blissful ignorance
of the fact that he had left the im-
pression of Mr. Chuggy's name and
address sprawling over Toddy's blotting-

pad.

The sound of footsteps in the Removo
passage disturbed Bunier from his dream
of winners and wads of banknotes and
currency notes in stacks. ¥e gave an
impatient grunt.  That beast Toddy
would be coming in to prep—prep had to
be done. Bunter really had no time for
prep; he had nono too much time to
study the form of geegocs as luid down in
{hat mine of wealth, the ‘‘Sporting
Tipster's Weekly Guide to Winners.”
Heo felt that it was a sin and a shame to
waste his time on preparing Latin. Buf
he felt also that it would be no good
cxplaining that to Mr. Quelch in the
Form-room in the morning. Prep had to
be done.

Peter Todd came in; and he did not
come alone. The Famous Five of tho
Remove followed him in, and Nugent,

the last to enter, closed the study door.
Bunter blinked 'at that proceeding in
some surprise. Apparently there was to
be a meeting in "Study No. 7 of the
Remove,

“Here he is!"” said Cherry, surveying
the Owl of the Remove with & grin, “As
large as life—or largor.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

‘:il.‘gow, you fat idiot——"" began Peter

Todd. .

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

“I'or two or three weeks now,"” said
Peter, glaring at him, “you’ve heen
talking out of the back of your neck, and
playing the giddy ox and making a fool
of yourself generally. You know that?”

“You cheeky beast!”

“You're going the right way to get
sacked. Well, we're not geoing to let
you be sacked. Got that?”

“Mind your own business!" roared
Bunter wrathfully. “I suppose a fellow
can do as he likes.”

“Bomething wrong with your sup-
poser, then. You being a born idiot and
not' responsible for your actions, it's up
to me to sce that you don't get yourself
bunked. These chaps are going to help,
See?”

“Go and cat coke!”

““Better begin by kicking him——"

Bunter jumped out of the armchair
and dodged behind it. He did not,
apparently, want the procecdings to be
opened in that manner,

“YLook lere, you beasts!”

Bunter. .

“We're taking fhis up to save you
from being kicked out of the school,
Bunter,"” said Harry Wharton mildly.

“Rats! No bisney of yours!”

“Blessed if I see why he shouldn't be
sacked ! said Johnny Bull. “It would
improve Greyfriars immensely.”

L2 immensefulness  would be

"

hooted

The
terrific!”

“Beast !"

“Now, Bunter, you've written a letter
to & turf accountant about opening a
credit eccount with him,” said Peter
Todd sternly.

“1 haven't !" said Bunter promptly.

An exact and ineticulous regard for
the truth never had appealed to Bunter,
He was above petty considerations of
that sort,

“Then
Nugent.

“Nobody ! Never heard the name!”

“Why, you fat villain—"

“I—1 meun, it's my Uncle Charles.
We call him Chuggy for short. I told
you so."

“Does your uncle live in Shaftesbury
Avenue, Loudon?” hooted Bob,

“Certainly not! He lives
Bunter Castle.”

“Oh, erumbs!"

Peter Todd picked up the blotting-
pad, and shoved it under Dunter's fat,
little nose.

Chuggy ?” demanded

who's

at—at

“Blink at that, Owl!*

The Owl blinked at it. His fat face
looked rather dismayed for a moment.
He realised that that impression on the
blotting-pad gave him away with all the
completeness that could be desired.

“I=I say, you fellows—" he
stammered.

“Well 7 'hooted Peter.

“That—that's my wuncle's town
address;” . explainved Bunter. = “His

country house iz Bunter Castle in—in
Yorkshire, and his town house is in—
in Bhaltesbury Avenue. I've written
to him nboutcﬂ—a oﬁtnl—urlder 1 wis
expecting. Chuggy's simply & nick-
name—short for (ﬂrllrstophetg"

“ For what 7" shrieked Bob Cherry.

* Christopher—my Uncle' Christopher,
you know."

“It was Charles a minute ago!”
roared Bob. )

Bunter started. Bunter knew quite
well that a certain class of persons,
according to the proverb, ought to have

ood memories. Still, what was a fel-
ow to do? He had a bad memory, and
there it was.

“I—I mean my Unecle Charles
Christopher,” he explained, at length.
“Weo sometimes call him Charles, and
sometimes Christopher.”

"bAnd sometimes Cluggy?” gasped

ob.
“Exactly 1"
“And you address letters to him as

Chuggy "

“That's it,” assented Bunter, He
—he likes it, you know."

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob. .

“I hope you're satished now,” said
Bunter scornfully, “I don't like this

sort of questioning, I can tell you. It
implies a doubt of my word. I dare
say you don't mean it, but there it is.
I'm not the sort of fellow to have his
word doubted.”

“Not !" gasped Bob.

“No!" roared Bunter.

“T'alk about Ananias end George
Washington !” said Bob. “They were
simply fools to this chap!”

“Well,"” said Peter Todd grimly, “if
vou've written to your Uncle Charles
Christopher Chuggy Buuter, all right!
When his answer comes, and Quelchy
opens it, he won't mind you getting a
letter from Charles Christopher Chuggy
Bunter, If it wero from a firm of turf
accountants, it would be & flogging for
you, and very likely the sack ms well.
acky for you it’s only a letter from
Uncle Chuggy that's coming.” .

Billy Bunter gave a.gasp. His faf
jaw dropped, and ho stared at the
chums of the Removo with his mouth
open, like » fish out of water. That
consideration—obvious as it was—had
entirely ecscaped Bunter.

“Ow!" he gasped. “I—I say, you

(Continued on next prge.)
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fellows, do you think Quelchy will see  Bunter could aimost feel already the a chep what to do!” said Bunter

the answer from Chuggy?”

“He's absolutely certain to.”

“CUh dear!” gasped Bunter, “I1—I
rou, you fellows, I—I shall get o Head's

ogging! Ow! say, Wharton,
ou’'ve got to help me out of this some-
ﬁow! ou helped me write the letter I"

“What?” roared Wharton.

“¥You know you did!” roared Bunter.
*You wvere telling me how to spell the
words.”

“Why, you—you—you—->">
“Jf I'm up before the Head, you can't
expect me to take a flogging, Wharton,
and keep dark your part in it.”

“Mum-mum my part in it,” repeated
the captain of the Remove dazedly.

“ Certainly ! You  helped me!
Yarooop |”

Bump!

William George Bunter smote the

floor of No. 1 Study, and smote it hard.
And for some minutes No, T in the
Remove was filled with sound—the
heavy bumping of Bunter on the carpet,
and the frantic yells of William George.

Bump! Bump! Bump!

“There |” gasped Wharton at last,
when he was tired. Bunter wns more
than tired. “There, you fat villain!¥

le Il’

“Now get yourself logged and sacked
as soon 28 you like, you fat rotter! I'm
done with you!” exelaimed the captain
of the Remove wrathfully.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !”

The Femous Five left the study, leav-
ing Bunter to roar. For several
minutoe Bunter under-studied the cele-
brated Bull of Bashén, while Peter
Todd eyed him, debating in his mind
whether Bunter had had enough, or
whether a few licks from a cricket-
stump would do him good. .

“I—I say, Peter old chap,” gasped
Bunter, at last. “I say iqu go after
that beast—ow !—and lick him—wow |—
and I'll stand you a fiver out of my
first win! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !”

Peter Todd decided, without further
debate, on the cricket-stump. William
George Bunter fled for his life, with
the stump whacking behind.  Buynter
had & lot of weight to carry; but he
mnegotiated the Hemove passage at a
reslly remarkable speed, and Peter was
Jeft hopelessly in the rear. If Bunter
had backed himself in that race he
would undoubtedly, for once, have
spotted the winner.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Beasily for Bunter !

E following day there was a
long face in the Greyfriars

Remove.
It was the fat countenance of
William George Bunter.

Dreams of boundless

leasant fo dwell upon. Floggings
?mm a headmaster were not. And 1t
was a Head’s flogging that Bunter had
to think of now,

That letter to Chuggy, which was to
have led to laying the foundation of
Bunter’s huge fortune, seemed likely to
earn Bunter a Head’s licking—merely
that, and nothing more.

Bunter had not thought of it, till it
was pointed out to him; but he thought
of it now, and he realised that Chuggy's
answer was practically certain to fall
into his Form-master’s hands.

What Mr. Quelch would think when
ha found a boy in his Form in com-
munication with & firm of turf account-
ants was almost unimaginable.
what he would think did not matter so
much as what he would do,
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wealth were

nd  yelled also.

whaeking of the cane. He could en-
visage the majestic wrath in DM,
Quelch’s countenance. He could almost
hear the Head's voice saying, “Take
him up, Gosling !”

It was an appalling prospect.

That such difficulties should beset a
fellow whe had; practically, discovered
& gold mu.ie, was very hard. But there
it was. If Bunter spotted winners the
result might or might not, be dazzling.
But if Mr. Quelch spoited Bunter the
result was certain to be very painful.

Bunter had a lot of food for thought
that day. By that time Chuggy had his
letter. Chuggy's reply would be in the
post. that day. On the following morn-
ing it would be delivered at Greyfriars,
Would it fall into Mr. Quelch’s hands?
Bunter, now that it was pointed out
to him, realised that there was little
doubt of it, if any. It was an unex-
pected obstacle. Any other fellow
would have expected it, but not Bunter.
S0 far from opening a “creditt
akkount ” with Chuggy, all that Bunter
would gain would be & flogging. It
was rotten, It was sickening, But it
was 80,

In morning class Bunter looked wor-
ried. In the afterncon he looked
dismal.

Harry Wharton & Co. seemed to have
let the matter drop. Possibly they were
fed-up with Bunter. Bunter was a fel-
low with whom it was easy to get fed-
up. He had told the chums of the Re-
move to mind their own business. Now
they seemed to be minding it, and even
that was not satisfactory fo Bunter. If
trouble threatened the Owl of the Re-
move, his view was that all Greyfriars
ought to rally round. When Bunter
was up aguinst it, it was time for the
whole universe to sit up and take
notice.

But the wuniverse rolled on its
accustomed way, just as if Bunter did
not matter. The stars in their courses
took absolutely no notice of William
George Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove grew more
and more worried, At tea-time in
Study No. 7 he mentioned the matter to
Peter Todd. Peter stared at him,

“Didn't you tell me to mind my own
business " he asked,
but——"

“Well, I'm a good little boy, and
always do as I am told,” exp{ained
Peter,

“Qh, really, Toddy »

“Now shut up!”

Peter seemed to have washed his
hands of the matter. After tea, Bunter
met Bob Cherry in the Remove passage.

“I say, Cherry, what's going to be
done ?” he asked.

“Right a3 rain,” answered Bob cheer-

fully. *“We're going to beat them.”
“Tth? What?  'Whom”
“8t, Jim's 1
“Bt. Jim's! Blow 8t Jim's! I

wasn’t talking about a ericket mateh!”
howled Bunter,

was!"” answered Bob, and he
walked on.

Bunter confided his woes to Skinner
& Co. As Skinner & Co. rather dabbled
in sporting matters, he expected
sympathy at least from them. It is said
that a fellow-feeling makes us wondrous
kind. But a fellow-feeling did not
make Harcld Bkinner wondrous kind;
it did not make him kind at all. He
yelled with laughter when he heard
what was impending over Bunter, and
told the fellows in the Rag. and they
Only the comic side of
Bunter’s sportiveness scemed visible to
the Removites.

“T say, you fellows, you might advise

plaintively.

“Certainly,” said Skinner. “Put
wome exercise-books in your bags when
you see Quelchy about it. 'That’s my
advice,”

o« BBnBt lll

“We'll all stand round to see you
sacked, Bunter |” said Snoop. “We'll
give you a send-off |”

“ Beast |”

“Look here, you pay me that shilling
you owe me before you vamocose, you
fat clam!™ said Fisher T. Fish.

“Yah!”

There was no comfort for William
George Bunter—not even any sympathy.
It really scemed as if there would be &
lot of dry eyes at Greyfriars when
Bunter went, if he was sacked.

In search of sympathy and helpful
advice, the fat sportsmen dropped into
study aftor study in the Remove that
evening. In Study No. 4, Vernon-
Smith roared with laughter, just as
heartlessly as Skinner had dome. Tom
Redwing kindly told him that he might
get off with a caning, and pointed out
that a caning was just what he wanted
for playing the ox. No doubt this was
true, but it could not be called helpful,

In No. 6, Bunter found Wibley of the
Remove, and there he received some-
thing like serious attention, at least.
William Wibley and Morgan and
Desmond had finished their prep, and
the two latter had gone down; they
were among the fellows who were
chortling over Bunter’s misfortunes in
the Rag. Wibley was alone in the
study, and the room was almost filled
with theatrical properties that Wib had
been sorting over.

Wibley was seated at the study table,
with a pen in his hand, and a sheaf of
paper before him, and a thoughtful, far-
away look in his eyes. Wibley looked
like that when he was in_the throes of
composition. He was making some
alterations and improvements in the
script of “Reckless Rackstraw; or, the
Road to Ruin ”—the thrilling play that
was to be produced by the Remove
Dramatic Society after the 8t Jim's
match was over and out of the way.
The chief part in that play was that of
a bookmaker who helped Reckless
Hackstraw on the road to ruin; and
that part was to be taken by Wibley
himself, who was a past-master in the
art of make-up, and was certain to look
just as if he had stepped off the race-
course at Doncaster when he wasa play-
ing the part. As the actor-manager
was taking that character, naturally
most of the “fat” was given to that
character; and Wharton, who was to
play the hero, had a rather thin time in
comparison. That was the advantage
of an actor-manager writing the play
himeelf.

Wibley was now busily engaged in
cutting out several speeches that had
been allotted to other characters, and
filling in the vacancy with a little extra
business for his own part.

This required deep thought, and
Wibley sat like a fellow in a trance,
thinking it out.

“1 say, Wibh,” said Bunfer—"I say,
old fellow, I'm in an awful fix1”

Wibley gazed at him earnestly.

He did not speak, but his gaze was so
earnest and attentive that Bunter was
encouraged. Here was a fellow who
would listen to him with sympathetic
attention, at least.

He told his talo of woe, and Wibley
did not interrupt him once, sitting wiih
his steady, earncst gaze fixed on
Bunter in silence,

“That's how it stands,” concluded
Bunter, “I say, what’s a fellow to do?
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Piffie ! Tripe ! * yelled Bunter.

pot and sent it whizzing in his direction.

Old Quelchy’s sure to bag ‘hat letter
when it comes. He's sure to kick up n
shindy about it. He's sure to teke me
to the Head. I say, Wib, what would
you advise a fellow to do?"”

Still Wibley did not speak.

His carnest gaze was fixed on Dunter,
just as it had been fixed on tho door

fore Bunter entered the study. 1t did
not occur to Bunter that Wibley, deep
in the throes of composition, had not
heeded his entrance at all, and was not
listening to him.

I .y, Wib #

“Splendid 1 cjaculated Wibley.
Apparently he had discovercd, at last,
the phrase he was secking.

Bunter stared.

“Eh? What?"

“Tine ! said Wibley, and he began to
seribble hurriedly. Billy Bunter hlinked
at him in apngry amazement.

“Look here, "

Wib—r
“Don’t interrupt!™
“DBut I say—"
“Shut up !”

Wibley wrote rapidlv, Dunter blink-
ing at him. When Wib's busy pen
ceased to seratch, he looked np with a
smile. It was the smile of satisfied
genius—such a smilo as Shakespearo
might have smiled when he had finished
jntting down the soliloquy in “ Hamlet.”
Only Wib had really more cause to
smile with satisfaction; for, like other
modern playwrights, he was aware that
he eould knock  Slinkespeare into a
ﬂiycked hat when it came to writing a
play.

“Listen to this!” said Wibley, “I'll
read it ont if you like—"

“I was telling you—"

i

i

% -
** Do you think I've come here to listen to you spouting rot ? ** oried Bunter. ** What ? ** gasped Wibley. * Rot ! Rubbish !

“Eh? Were you telling me any-
thing 1" asked Wibley.

“Didn't you hear me?” roared
Bunter.

“MNot a word.”

“Why, you—you "

“Anyhow, it doesu’t matter,” said
Wibley, “Listen to this! Don't talk;

just listen.”

Billy Bunter gave a glare that almosk
cracked his spectacles.  All the time he
had been telling his tale of woe, cx-
plaining {he pressing nature of the
present  awftl  situation of affairs,
Wibley had not been listening—had not
heard him at all.  His fixed, carnest
gaze had only been eaused Ly the deep,
deep thoughts that were passing in his
bram!

“You “hurbling  clump ! roared
Bunter, in great weath, “ You howling
ass! I was telling yon—

“Tor goodness’ sake dry up, Bunier!"
said Wibley erossly. “Do you want (o
hear ine read out this passage or not "

“Ihe vou think T've come here to
listen (o you sponting that rot?” hooted
Bunter,

Wibley jumped.

“That what "

“Rot! Rubbish!
yelled Buuter.

Bunter would have said more, but
‘Wibley had grasped the inkpot, and
Bunter had just tine to dodge into the
passage before it flow.

Bunter flew, and the inkpot flow ! But
fortunately—for Dunter—he was in the
first Bight.

He did the Remove passage as if he
weore doing the school mile. A fellow
who told Wibley that his compositions

TiMe! Tripe!”

—

The Owl of the Remove would have said more, but for the fact that Wibley grabbed the ink~
Fortunately, Bunter was In flight first.

(See Chapter 5.)

were tripe might not be very far from

the facts, but it behoved him to get as
fur as possible from Williamm Wibley.
Bunter had vanished by the timo

Wibley whipped out of the study with
a poker in his hand, and homicide in
his eye.

Bunter rolled dismally down fo the
Rag.

He was up against it, and there was
no help—not even sympathy. Great ex-
pectations of  boundless wealth  had
given place lo dreary cxpectations of a
Head's floggiug, and Bunter was foeling
now like the raven's unhappy mastoer,
whom wmitnerciful disaster followed fast
and followed faster,

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Help !
6 BAY, you fellows!”

E It was Bunter who spoke, o,

rathee, groancd.

Wharton and Nugenk lad
finished prep, and were about go
down to the Rag, when the Owl of the
Removo  presented  himself at  Study
No. 1.

Bunter's fat face was dolorous.

But in No. 1, ns in other studies,
sympathy secined to be at a discount.
¥Frank Nugent grinned, and Harcy
Wharton grunted.

“I say, you fellows, you might help a
chap out,” groancd Bunter,

“Woll, I'll do that,” agreed Wharton.
“Turn round.”

“Eh? What for?”

Tre Macner Lisrany.—No. 1068,
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“For me to help you out. I'll do it
with my boot.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“Waiting I”’ said the captain of the
Remove.

“1 say, don't be a beast, you know,”
gaid Bunter. “I'm up against it. I'm
in a fearful hote. Now 1 come to think
of it, I feel sure that Queichy will get
hold of that letter when it comes in the
wmorning "

“Sure to,” said Nugent, with a nod.

“Well, that means a flogging for me.”

“Just so. Serve you rght!"

“ Beast !" roared” Bunter.

“Well,, it can’t be helped,” said
Harry. “Besides, didn't you tell us to
mind our own'business?”

“I—T take that back, old chap! Be-
gides, this is your business, .as you had a
hand in it—"

“What 1 bawled- Wharton,

“You helped mo to write that letter
to Chuggy, you know,
it. I shall be bound to let the Head
know that, -if it all comes out. You
can’t expect moe to take all the gruel and
leave you.out, I—I—I mean, you—you
didn’t help me write to Chuggy,”
amended Bunter hastily, as Wharton
picked a cricket-stump from a corner of
the study, “That—that's what I meant
to say, you know. I—I think you ought
to help me beecause—because you're such
w nice chap.”

“Oh 1” ejaculated Wharton.

“Such a splendid fellow!” said
Bunter.

“Yon fat idiot 1

“SBuch a pal !” said Bunier.

“Fathead! Chuck it!”

Bunter chucked it,. blinking at the
captain  of ' the Remove. Flattery
secmed to be of no use, though Bunter
was prepared to hand it out, like pine-
apple, in chunks, He blinked pntheti-
cally at the two juniors

“] say, you fellows, what's going to
be done? I can’t be flogged, you know.
I say, can't that letter be stopped, some-
how? You fellows stand by me and get
me out of this fix, and I’ll make it worth
your while. I don’t mind standing you
a tenner cach—a couple of temners, if
you like—out of my first winnings."”

“Qh, great Christopher Columbus!"

“You wsee,” said Bunter ecagerly,
“once I get this fixed up, I shall be
rolling in money. I've been going into
the matter, and I can spot winners. It
simply needs a keen, powerful brain, a
concentrated, first-class intellect, you
know, and an extensive capacity for
thought, deep study, and—and so on.
Well, that's me all over!”

“That's you all over, is 1L %" gasped
Wharton.

“Yes. Lots of people lose money
backing horses—"

Y believe they do!” said Harry.

“I've heard of such things happen-
ing 1" groaned Nugent.

“Yots and lots of people do,” said

Bunter, “You: sce, they haven't my
intellect. I'm not a fellow to boast—"
“Ye gods! ™

“But I'm bound to say,” continucd
Bunter, “that very few fellows have an
intellect like mine.”

“ And those few aren’t at Greyfriars,”
remarked Wharton. “They’'re at
Colney Hatch !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter, “Is
this & time for rotten jokes? Look
here! I'm not going to Le mean when
I get large sums of money. Fellows
who stand by me will come in for a
good thing, The helidays ain’t far off
now, and I'm prepared to stand you
fellows a topping holiday, regardless of
“xpense. T'll take you to Monte Carle,
e MaeNer Liprgry.—No. 1068

You can't deny

if you like; or a trip round the would
by special aeroplane—that could be done
for & few hundred pounds. In a short
time, hundreds of pounds will be no
more to me than a few coppers; I'll
stand you anything you lite——"

“Out of your winnings by backing
horses ?” gasped Wharton.

‘“Yes, old chap.”

“0h erumbs !

Wharton looked at the Owl of the
Remove.A fellow who Dbelieved that he
could make hundreda of pounds by

k h , ovidently required look- . 4 "
backing horses, evidently regquire Yhat you Live up plsing tho iddy or.

mg after. Indeed, it seemed doubtful
whether it was not a case for a mental
specialist,

“Look here, you {at chump ! said the
captain of the Remove, at last.
“You're too frabjous an idiot to under-
stand what you're doing, and I suppose
it's no good blaming you. Though why
they sent you to Greyfriars instead of a
ome for idiots, beats me hollow.
You'd better go to Quelchy and oxplain
to him what a fool you are—"

“You silly ass!”

“If you explain to him that you think
money can be made by backing horses,
he may understand what you really
need, and he may send fce a doctor in-
stead of thrashing you. See?”

“You—you—you—-" spluttered
Bunter; He had comé to Study No. 1
for advice in this emergeney, but he-did
not seem to be getting the advice he
wanted.

“Well, that's the best tip I can give
ytol.}," eaid Harry, “Take it or leave
H

“Look here, you ass! You fellows
ou{at to help me!” urged Bunter.
“That lettor from Chuggy musin't be
delivered here.. Quelchy’s sure to get
hold of it, and that means a flogging.
Supposc—suppose you got it off Boggs,
the postman, before it’s delivered?
Boggs might hand it over,”

“Boggs isn't allowed to land over
letters to the fellows, ass! Ile has to
deliver them here.”

“He might for a tip, if you waylaid
him in the morning,” suggested Bunter.
“Tip him a quid! It's. worth it!”

“(ot the quid?” asked Nugent, with
SATCASB,

“Nunno! You fellows can stand the
quid. At the present time I'm short of
money. I've been disappointed about &
postal-order. But in a week or two I
shall be rolling—"

“Shut up !” roared Wharton. “If you
talk that pifflc again, you'll be rolling
this evening—out of this study on your
neck. Nobody's got a quid to tip
Boggs—and, besides,  he wouldn’t.
More likely to' report us to Quelchy for
trying to get letters off him.”

"What about seizing him—"

o Eh T)l

“ Qaizing him in the lane, collaring his
sack, and—and getting hold of the
letter? You two follows conld lLandle
old Boggs all right.”

“ And be taken before the Ilcad o be
sacked for doing it!”

“You conld wear masks——"

“Masks ! velled Wharton,

“Yos. Like they do on the filins, you
know.”

“QOh crikey !

Evidently Bunter did not mean 1o
stick at trifies. At all events, he did
not think it necessary for the other
fellows to stick at trifles. But wearing
masks, like the villains on the films ab
Courtficld Picture Palace, and “holdin
up ” & postman, did not secm to appea
te Wharton and Nugent. With the
selfishness to which Billy Bunter was
sorrowfully aceustomed, they declined
promptly, emphatically, and impolitely,

1]

“YWell, what's going to be donef”
demanded Bunter desperately. “I'm
not going to be Hogged.”

“Looks as if you are!”

“Like Quelchy's cheek to mess about
with my private correspondence. I've n
jolly good mind to tell him so. Still, I
suppose he wouldn't see it.”

“Might not!” grinned Nugent.

“Yon fat chumpl!” said Harry
Wharton. “I don’t see what can be
done! Look here, I'll spenk to the
fellows, and see what we can do—if we
can do anything—but it’'s on condition

No more of your frabjous fooling, s2¢{”

“Qh, really, Wharton—"

“Do you agree to that?” snapped
Wharton. “If you don't you can buz
off, and shut up and take your chance.”

“I—I—I'll agree to anything!"
guspecl Bunter.  “Only keep Quelchy
rom secing that letter from Chuggy!”

“Then we’ll see what can be dggm,
fathead! Cleur off!”

Bunter rolled dismally away; and
then o meeting of the Famous Five
and Peter Todd was called, in Study
No. 1, and the matter was discussed.
The chums of the Remove agreed that
anything that could be done, should be
done, to save the fat and fotuous Owl
from geiting the chopper. But the
difficulty was to discover what could
possibly be done. And it was Bob
Cherry who had a brain-wave.

“Wibley !” he exclaimed.

“YWibley! What about Wibley?”

“Wib's the men!”

“But how—"

Bob Cherry proceeded to exp]ain-—
and his explanation made tho juniors
gasp. But after gasping ihey con-
sidered the wheeze, and then there was
a.tn dadjoumment to William Wibley's
study.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Monsieur Wibley !

' ON jour, Monsicur Boggs!”
B "Mornin’, sir!” said Mr.
Boggs, halting in Friardale

and,

“1] fait beau, Monsicur Doggs! Vat
you call & nice morning!”

“Wee, wee, mongseer |’ answered Mr.
BagTs, politely answering the French
gentleman in his own language—or as
near as Mr. Boggs conld get,

Mr. Boggs waa quite well ncquainted
with Monsieur Charpenticr, the French
master of Greyfriars.

Often and often he had passed that
dapper little gentleman in the lanes, and
always Mossoo had a polito bow and &
polite word of greeting. i

Mr. Boggs rather liked Mossoa. Ar.
Roggs was rather a short man himself;
and, like most men of small stature, he
liked to meet a man of still smaller
stature. Tt gave him that pleasunt
feeling of being, after all, rather a big
wan,

Mossoo, Lthough not large, was rather o
striking  figure. His little, pointed
Wlack beard, his twisted moustache, hia
dark complexion, his tight-fitting
frock coat, and silk hat, his dainty
little shoes, his exuberant tie, rather
attracted the eye. Wibley of the
Remove, who was groat on impersona-
tions, hud impersonated Mossoo, in the
Remove passage, to tho very life,
making himself up to resemble Mossoo
s0 cxactly that he looked like the
French master's twin brother. All
Mossoo’s characteristics lent them-
solv 23 to imitation—such an impersona-
tion was simply “pie” to William
Wibley.

Mr. Boggs, travelling along the lane
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in the sunny morning, was not at all‘his twisted moustache, and then his

averso from stopping for a few minutes
for a chat.

The little gentleman was leaning on
the stile when the postman came along
from Friardale, and Boggs halted and
leaned on the stile also.

“Vous nvez—you have some lettuirs
for ze school zis morning, isun’t it
Monsieur Boggs "

“A good manmy, sir.” .

“Cest ca! I zink you have in zat
sack one lettair for one garcon named
Buntair.”

“Very likely, sir.”

“] zink so, Monsieur Boggs. I have
been requested to meet you before you
shall arrive at ze school aud take zat
lettair. Monsieur Quelch, he would like
to have zat lettair tres vite—vat you
say, at vunce., You have no objection
zat I take zat lettair Mr. Boggs?”

“Not at all, sir.”

“(est bient !”

Mr. Boggs was a little surprised, but
there was no occasion for suspicion.
Any Greyfriars master wus entitled to
take in ‘letters for Creyfriars, and
Mossoo was & Greyfriars master. j

“Vous voyes—you see,” went on the
little gentleman.  “Monsieur Queleh,
he keep vun eye on leitairs for ze
garcons in his Form.”

Mr. Boggs smiled.

“I know that, sir~-and I dessay he
needs to, sometimes. Why, sir, there’s
been moneylenders’ circulars addresscd
to the school sometimes.”

“Justement!” said “the little gentle-
man. “And in zis case it appears zat
some undesirable person, he |has
written wvun lettair to ze boy Buntair,
and zat lettair he must be supervise.
Zat, at least, is what I am teld.  Zat
is why I am ask to micct youw and tako
zat lettair.”

“Certainly, sir.”

Mr. Boggs did not sec why the Re-
move master could not wait till the
Yetters were delivered at Greyfriars,
and then select from the heap the letter
that was addressed to Bunter by an
undesirable person. But that was no
business of hia. A Greyiriars master
was a Greyfriars master, and there was
no room for doubt., Tossibly Mr.
Quelch was too busy that morning to
supervise the correspondeneo  as usual,
and had asked Monsicur Charpenticr to
seo to the matter. That would have
been unusual, but not specially remark-
able. Anyhow, there was wo doubiing
the bona-fides of Monsicur Charpentier
—and Mr. Bogegs went cheerfully
through his bag, selected a  letter
addressed to “W. G. Bunter ™ in type,
and handed it over to the liltle gentle-
man,

“Merei bien, Monsionr Bogps! Yank
you ver' mooch!" said the little gentle-
man, slipping the letter carelessly into
lis pocket.

“Not at all, sir.”

“Tlon jour, monsicur!"

“(iood-morning, sir!”

Mr. Boggs touched his hat, and the
little geotleman raised his silk topper
m the manner of exaggerated politeness
for which Monsicur Charpentier was
well known; and the IPriavdale postiuan
went on his way.

Not till ho was out of sight did (hn
Freneh gentloeman move from the stile,

Then he walked a  little distance
down the lane. and turned into a path
in Friardale Wood.

In a deep, shady thicket he stopped,

Hiz next proecedings were  really
remarkable for a middle-aged goentle-
man who was French master at a
sihool.

Ho took off hLis silk hat, and then

pointed black beard.

Then, in spite of his skilful make-up,
his face began to resembic that of
Wibley of the Remove, more than that
of Monsieur Charpentier,

He further proceeded to divest him-
self of the tigﬁt frock coet and black
trousers—revealing Ktons underneath.

He was still as tall as the French
master; but not quite so wide,

Having removed all these appurten-
ances, he proceeded to a pool in the
wood, where he washed his face with
great care,

The makenp disappeared, and
Wibley of the Remove stood revealed.

He grinned at his reflection in a
little pocket-mirror,

“Easy as falling off a form!” he re-
nmiarked to his refiection.

The garments he had worn as
Mossoo were bundled together, and con-
.i:ealccl in the thickets, to be recovered
ator.

In his own proper person, William
Wibley walked back to Greyfriars. He
arrived rather late for first class,

Mr. Quelch gave him a-severe frown
as ho entered the Remove Form:room.
“Wibley !” rapped- out Mr. Quelch.

H Yus,.air!" said Wib meekly.

“You' are ten minutes late for
class 1

“Sorry, sir—"

“You will take a hundred lines,
Wibley.”

“Yeos, sir.” y

“Go to your place!” suapped Mr.
Quelch, ’ ® e

Wibley went to his place. As he
passed Harry Wharton he bestowed a
wink on the captain of the Remove.

“Cot it?” breathed Bob Cherry,

“Yes, ass! Shurrup !”

“8ilence I rumbled Mr. Quelch.

There was silence; but a good many
members of the Remove failed to give
Mr. Quelch their undivided attention
during first and second lesson, "hey

were waiting eagerly for morning
break; while in another room Monsieur
Charpentier was taking o French set,
in blissful unconsciousncss of the part
he was supposed to have played that
morning.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Chuggy Is Not Taking Any!

orT it
William Wibley was sur-

rounded, under the elms i

the quad, by cager inguirers.
The Famous Five and Peter Todd and
Billy Bunter all gathered round
Wibley, whko grinned complacently,

“Qf course!" ho answered.

“The of-coursefulness is not terrific,”
romarked IHurree Jamset Ram Singi.
“It was not absurdly easy.”

“Easy as falling off & form—to me!”
said Wibley.

And the chums of the Remove
grinned. A little swank was allowable
to a fellow who had pylled off a very
diffieult feat; and as Wib had done the
trick, they were willing to concur in
the excellont opinion Wib had of hi~
own remarkable cleverness.

“Boggy really took you for Mossoo !"
said Bob.

‘Wibley sniffed.

“It's just pie making up as Mossoo!
I could make up as the Head if 1 liked
an‘El' take .i-f' all the school

“Um !n'

“Think I couldn’t?”’ demanded
Wibley warmly. “I can jolly well tell
ou—"

¥

“Well, you can make up as' Mossoo,
that's a cert!” said Harry Wharton.
“We've scen you'do it in the Remove
passage. ‘But Mossoo’s built on a small
scale. I don't quite sce how you'd make
urif as a man o foot taller than your-
celf.?

of things you don't see,”
|Continued on next pege.)
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answered Wibley. “That's only one of
them. Lots of others!”

“Well, you pulled this off all right,”
said Wharton soothingly, *“'That was
jolly elever, anyhow!”

“I say, you fellows——"" squcaked
Bunter,

“And Boggy never spotted you?”
said Nugent.

“No, ass! If Mossoo himsclf had
seen me he would simply have supposed
that he had a twin.”

“1 say, you fellows——"

* 8hut up, Bunter'!"

% Shan't | hooted Bunter. “I want
that letter ! If Wib's got that letter, 1
want it! It's mine!”

“That letter's going to be burned,
and at once!” said Harry Wharton.

“Why, you beast—-"

““We've hooked you out of this serape
~—or, rather, we've got Wib to hook
you ouf of it, on condition that you
gave up Flaymg the goat!” said the
captain of the Remove sternly. “You
promised that, Bunter.”

“Did—did—did 11"

*Yes, you did, you fat frump!”

"That—t.hat- was only a figure of

gech—"" -

“Shut upl” roared RBob Cherry.
®“Hand out that letter, Wib, and we'll
rnke an end of it, ‘and if Bunter

oesn’t shut up, we'll make an end of
lllm, too [”

“Q0h, really, Cherry—"

*Bhut up, fathead I

Willtam Wibicy produced the letter.
R was addressed to W. G. Bunter, st
Greyfriars, in typing. Bunter made an
eager grab at it, and gave a howl as
Bob Cherry rapped his fat paw.

*“Yargooh |”

*Hands. off!” said Boh.
Ietter's got to be got rid of

“You beast! It's my letter, ain't
R?” hooted Bunter. “Can’t you mind
iour'owp business, vou cheeky rotters?

utting into a fellow's private affairs!”

“Why, you—you—you—"

“Just leave me ‘and my affairs
alone!” said Bunter indiguantly.
“Never saw such an inquisitive lot of
rotters! I'm disgusted at you!”

“Doesn’t he take the whale giddy
bun?” said Bob Cherry. “Let’s mind
our own business, you men, and begin
by taking this letter to Quelchy's
study.”

€ Gﬂod ege 14

“I-1 say, you fellows,” exclaimed
Bunter, in dismay, “I—I didn't mean
that, of course! I say, gimme that

“That

letter ! I—I want to see what Chuggzy's
got to say! Lemme read the letter,
anyhow !”

“Well, no harm in that !” said Peter
Todd. “Let the fat idiot open the
letter before we burn it! We'll all look
at it and see if there's any harm in it.”

“You're not going to hutt into my

rivate correspondence, Peter Todd—

arooocoooh I

Bunter sat down suddenly in the

nad,

"“That settles it!” said Harry
Wharton, frowning. “We're a Jot of
asses to take any trouble about Bunter
at all! We should all get licked if
Quelchy knew! That letter had better
be dropped into the post again, and
then it will come on to the school in
the usual way, and it can be delivered
without us interfering in Bunter's busi-
ness.”

“Done " said Bob. “I'll cut down to
Friardale on my bike and post it !"

Bunter serambled up.

“I—I say, you fellows, I—I mean, I—
I want to read this letter-out to you
chaps! I really do! I—I'd take it as

TI'ne Maaxer LisrarY.—No, 1068.

a favour if you—you'd read this letter
with me !

“Then shut up, you fat owl!”

The letter was handed to Bunter, and
seven juniors stood in a cirele round
him to make sure that he did not ‘bolt
with it, It was fairly certain to the
juniors that the Jetier contained nothing
that would be of any use to the fat
sportsman, but they were not taking any
risks in the matter. Tf there was the
remotest chance of Bunter getting into
dealings with Mr. Chuggy, they wero
going to knock that chance on the head
promptly and effectively,

Bunter’s system of

landing This
scrapes on, the shoulders

of other

fellows was neither grateful or com-

forting. Wibley had already landed a
hundred lines, and it was certain that
there would be lickings all round if it
came to light how the juniors had inter-
vened to save the fat Owl from dis-
covery. . They had saved Bunter, but
they were fed completely up with the
fat’ sportsman and his sportiveness.
This matter was coming to a short and
sharp end,

But the look on Bunter's [at face, us
he read the letter from Mr. Chuggy, in-

dicated that there was nothing to be

alarmed about.

Bunter’s fat jaw dropped. He blinked
at the letter in dismay and disgust.

“Oh, crikey!" he ejaculated.

Peter Todd jerked the letter away
and held it up for inspection. There
was a general grin, My, Chuggy’s
letter was typed on a paper with a
business heading, and it was short, if

not sweet, It ran:
“IW. G. Bunter, Greyfriars School,
Kent.

“Dear Sir,—We are in receipt of
your letter, and beg to inform you that
we transact no business with schoolboys
or minors. ‘Fhis is plainly stated in
our adviz., and we are surprised, there-
fore, that you should have communi-
cated with us.—Yours truly,

Chuaay & Co.”
"I:IE., RL‘-
movites,

“The silly chump !" hooted Bunter.
“Like his cheek, Besides, how does ho
know I'm a schoolboy? 1 never told
him so in my letter. Ho might have
taken it for a letter from a master here
or the Head Limself! I don’t see how
he knows.”

“Ha, ha, la!” shrieked the juniers.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Perhaps he guesses that a master

ha, ha!” rocared the

wouldn't spell *account’ with {iwe
k's!” roared Bob Cherry.
“He might tumble to it that ilo

Ilead wouldn't put a double d in
credit ! shrieked Nngent.

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“¥ah! Rats! You can keep that
rotten letter ! said Bunter. ¢ That's
no good to me! I shall refuse to do
any business with this man Chuggy !

“@Go hon!”

“After all, ithere’s othier ways,” said
Bunier morosely,

The letter from Mr. Chuggy was soon
disposed of, Disappointing as it was
to Bunter, it was ztill a proofl -of his
having communicated with a firm of
turf accountants, and had only to mest
Mr, Quelch's eye, to earn the Owl f
the Remove a flogging, Harry Wharton
set a match to a corner of it, and .t
was soon reduced to ashes.

The juniors strolled awsy, leaving
Billy Bunter with a clouded face.

He had been raved from a flogging.
but that little triflc had slready passed

from Bunter's mind, Gratitude for ser-
vices rendered never had been one of
Bunter’s weaknesses. Being out of the
serape, he dismissed the scrape from his
fat mind, and so far as he thought at
all of what the juniors had done, he
thought of them as a set of interferin
beasts, But though the scrape worrieg
him no longer, and though considerations
of gratitude did not bother him in the
least, ha was deeply troubled. For it
wus now abundantly clear that his won-
derful scheme of {mcking winners en
credit was a frost

Chuggy woyld have nothing to do
with him—turf accountants were of no
use to Bunter. If he was going to carry
on as a sportsman, it would have to
be on a basis of hard cash—and he
would have to get in touch with &
racing man somehow. Both presented
difficulties—Bunter was short of cash,
and getting into toumch with a book-
maker was not easy. Cash, perhaps,
could be horiowed—Bunter had wonder-
ful skill as a borrower. But he could
not roll -down te Wapshot races and
back gee-gens there. Some go-between
was needed. 'Those stacks of wealth, at
his finger end as it were, were still
out of reach.

What was the use of a fellow possess-
ing the rare gift of spotting winners,
if %IG couldn’t get his money %aid?

Bunter snorted with indignation.

Fortune was at his' feet—and he
;'pllidll‘ﬁ stoop to pick it up. It was hard

LIER,

But Bunter was a sticker! He was
not going to be bLeaten so easily as all
this!

When the bell rang for third lesson,
and the. Removites were going in, the
Owl of the Remove joined Wharton on
his way to the Form-room.

“1 say, old chap——" he began,

“Wall, fathead?”

“That man Chuggy has let me down,”
satd Bunter sorrowiully, “I'm not
going to have anything lo do with him.
I say, I want to get in touch with
bookmaker.”

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Bookmaker! Man who takes bets,
vou know! I say,.old fellow, suppose
you wanted to get in touch with a
bookie, how would you set about it?"”

Wharton gazed at the Owl of the
Remove, Evidently, his lesson had
done him no good, and his promise (>
“chuck™ playing the goat weighed very
lightly on his fat mind,

“Bo you're going to keep on that
foolery 1 exclaimed Wharton at last.

“0Oh really, you know ! I'm not likely
to throw over the chance of making
a huge fortunc,” snapped Bunter.
“Look here, Wharton, you help ma
get in touch with a bookie, and I'll
stand you a whack in the profits. I'll
give you ten per cent of my winnings.
It may come to hundreds of pounds
before the end of the term, What do
you say to that?”

Wharton did not say anything to that.
It seemed to him a time for action, not
for words, He grasped the Owl of the
Hemove by the collar, and jammed liis
head against one of the old stoue
buttresses of the House. Bunter’s head
was hard, but the buttress was harder,
There was a fiendish yell from William
CUeorge.

“ Whooooooop.!"”

Then Wharton went into the Form-
room, In third lesson, Billy Bunter
rubbed his head, and -gave the captain
of the Remove infuriated blinks. For
the present, he gave up thinking out
his pressing problem. . He gave the
insi‘f; of his head a rest while he rubbed
the outside.
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Not doubting the bona-fides of Monsiour Charpentier, Mr. Boggs went cheerfully through his bag, selected a letter addressed

to W. G. Bunter, and handed it over io the little gentleman.

‘*Morcl blen, Monsleur Boggs [ Zank you ver’ mooch ! * sald*

the pseudo French master, ralsing his topper polltely. (See Chapter 7.)

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The St. Jim’s Match !

T. JIM'S came along on Wednes-
S day. On that great day, the
heroes of the Remove were think-

ing of ericket, and of nothing

else. Cricket was the order of the day.
Even William Wibley gave “Reckless
Rackstram or the Road to Ruin,” a
temporary rest, and deigned to take
gomo little interest in the simmer game,
Even Billy Bunter rolled down to
Little Bide to wateh the game. though
Bunter wns not thinking whally of
ericket. DBunter was as sportive as ever,
s far as his limitations allowed. Ile
was not yet in touch with a bookmaker.
He was not yot in possession of hard
cash. One or two little loans that he
had raisod in the Hemove had gone
the way of most of Bunter's financial
resources ~1a the tuckshop; temptation

in that direction having proved (oo
strong for the (hwl fo resist. But a
ericket maleh with a visiting team,

offered the fat sportsman a little scope.
I'here might be some sportsinan among
the 8L. Jin's fellows willing to back
his team to win, 1f so, Bunier was ready
to take him on. That 1dea, however,
the [t Owl kept sirietly to himself,
He objected 1o being kicked off Little
Bide. whirh wonld  indubirably have
heen his fatp, had the Removites sus-
pected what was in his mind.

Tom Merry & Co., of 5t Jim's, were
in great form.  Some of Lis men, such
us U'albot of the Bhell, and 1D'Arcy of
the Vourth, were at their best. The
Remove eleven were also in good form,
though they missed Da Costa, one of
the very best, whe had lelt Greyfriars.
It was a great game, and well worlh
watching by ihe crowd that gathered
ronnd the field. S0 Jdim's went in lo

bat first, and knocked up seventy. Grey-
friars scored sixty-ninc in their first
innings,. When 8t Jim's batted a
second time. they made it an even
hundred, and looked very merry and
bright when they finished. Greyfriars

had a hard row to loc to beab that
total,
" Wippin' ! said  Arthur  Augustus

1Y Arcy of 8t. Jim's, who was lounging
gracefully before the pavilion, when the
last wicket went down, *“*They will
find that wathah hard to beat, Blake.”

“You bet!” ngreed Jack Blake.

“I rather think we shall pull it off
this Hme,"” remarked ‘I'om Merry
cheorily,

“Yaas, wathah!”

The Iast batsmen were coming off;
T'albot of the 8hell net ont at the finish.
Arthur Augnstua gave a sudden gasp
“'1 he felt a knoekles jammed into lus
ribs.

“Ow! Whal——" Te tnrned his eye-
glass upon a fat youth who blinked at
him thvough a large pair of spectacles.

o (].:'lllu(l to so0 you, Clussy, old chap.,”

“Eh

" Yon
fellow?”

IYArey gazed at him thoughtfully.

“Iave I seen you befosh somewhah,
deah boy?" he asked innocently.

“0Oh, really, IYArey—"

rementber  me,  what,  old

“1I wemembah  now-—your name is
Gwuntal,”  said  Avthur  Angusius,
“Either Gwuntali or Bhuntah, I weally
forget.”

“Bunter, old chap," said the Owl of
the Remove.

“Bai Jove! Yaas, now T think of i,
it is Bundah,” agreed the swell of 8t
Jim's,  “How do you do, Gwnniah—I
mean, Buntah”

Withont  waiting  for an  answer,
Arthur  Augustus {turned back to the

group of 8t. Jim's men. But Bunter
caught him by the slecve,
"1 say, I haven't had a chance to

speak to you, old fellow,” he said.

“Just step this way a minute, will
yout"

* Weally, Buntah——"

“It's  rather importani,”  urged
Bunter,

“Vewy well, deah boy.”

Apparently, the swell of 3t, Jim's

did not yearn for the society of William
George Bunier. But he good naturedly
walked a little aside with tho Owl ot
thoe Remove, to hear what he had to
say,  Bunter Dblinked round verv
cantiously, much to 1)'Arcy's surprise.

“You're a rather sportin® fellow,
I’ Arcy,” he remarked.

"I twust so, deah boy.”

“You fancy your team’s going to
win?”

“Yaas, J wathah think it looks like
il, Buntah,”

“{.}iku to back yoéur fancy "

*Ehi"

“T'm backing Greyiriars,” explained
Duuter. “TI'll give yon two to one, in
aquicls.”

“Bai Jovel"

“ Dash it all, three to one if you like,”
said Bunter recklessly. “I'm a sports-
man! How about it?”

Arthur Augnstus 1)’ Arey gazed fixedly
at the fat junior. He was so astonished
that his breath was almost taken away.

“Fivers, if you like,” said Bunter
enticingly.  “¥ou think your lot ara
going to win. I don't say they ain't;
but if you back St. Jim's, I'll back
Greyfrinrs. Anything youn like! Thres
to one in fivers. Whatt"”

A more ruspicious fellow than Arthur
Aungustus I Arey might have questioned

(Continted on page 16. ..
Tor Macyer Lismay.—No. 1068,
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' H erikey | "
O Dir. Birchemall, the revared

and majestiok Head of He,

Bam's, made that sjackulstion
an ha resd the contents of & letter thas
lay on the table beiors him,

t wos broakfost-tims in (e Hall st
Bi. Bam's, snd on all sides the bungry
hordes wers savvidgly sttacking moun-
taing of brend and merjarine and jam.

Tha Hesd, who had an  esermous
A ite, had beon eating ravenously,
w up nod anly his own prate platelful;
but odd slices from other %.Eu,_m_-

tes, when the owners weren't looking.

ut ma he read his lelter, all thoughts of
grub few from kim, and & garsily yellow
neemmed to spresd over lin dile, giving
lhim & stringely gilty appearmncs,

“Oh crikey!™ e repesiod. " Why
can't the beasily, interioring obd roltler
wmind his own bizness 7"

And he bogen to peruso &hie  leitor

again.

The jentlemnn ho had referred to in
such uneompliment lerms  woa Sie
Frederick Fungum, tafranan  of Lhe
Board of Ouvverners, Tlis fn what ihe
ancient arristoorat had written to the
Head - —

" Dear Avr,—1 have recaived son.
fidentinl  Information from ooe  wha
onght to know, that & certain persen
belonging to St. Bam's is in the habit
of wimiting, by nite, & low tavern st
Zn_m_nuuruﬂ known sa the Jolly Sasilor.
This bs Lo give you warning that unles

ou suxxeed in putting an end to this
m“EﬂlﬁnE wiato of affeirs, I whall nak

the Hoard to reduce your sallery from
Os. Bd, » wosk down to Ba wd 1o
I wem QK. but for roomatism,
» i8d mossdss. Hoping you'rs
the same—~Farpenrck Fonaues,':
Tne dMaicwer Lmnany,—No. 1068,

Loadmaster feal fad-up,

of fack, the reasons for fesling fed.up

. wern partioulsrly slrong.
Bk to the skool, be had himsall on one or

= two oncasionn, ﬁ“s_

_.___».. - -m__w tha Jolly .mm_-___ in thes dead of ﬂf,

A it waa & gilty ponsciance as much ma

y arything eles that mads him tun yallow,

|

to me—bot an the other hand, he mmay !
reflécted the Hesd, gloomily streking hia
board.
Lo
I'va : .
of tho Sizth sb times, Siil, weather he

meang if for mn or not, Bir Frederick in
on tha treok, and somathing most bo did | ™

wm k. Jfrda._l.. ..J..-.L.- .ﬁ_m-.

rht.l.... L .‘.

B e, B e
Buch & letter wes enuff (o make any
In Ir. Birchemall's cass, as & matier
For, unknown

syrupditioun  wisita

‘M course he may not be _.n__nﬂm:m

" I'm not the enly ond that goes
Jolly Bailor if it comen to
frd durk roomers about Hounder

Sani's, over iehich L_.._:..___....n ahlartio r

presides, (Oviher's note.)

ﬂ.-ﬂ?ﬁunu.—.ﬁ..u.?.gﬁnun-r_ﬂn
ﬂﬂ_nn“ about cur Form.moater, E...._.ﬂEE.
“Hlesend if T have ! "™ answered Jack
Jolly, seratehing his curly napper. “ Ex-
oept that he has looked dravwn snd ba §
and Joat about five stone in wait, he fooks
vary much s per vsoal, I faney |

*“Ah! Funnily enufl, you've hit isl"
eprtelnlmed M o "I've detocted &

ite difference in Lickham mysell Intely,
sl 1 think it may casily be dew to wild,
bectia nilen ot the _W_u__.u, or 1™ ;

Jack Jolly and Bright stered af ther
pul in horror, -

" Grato pip ! Burely you're nok sericus-
“_m_ Fu ng thet our Form-master s
the chap that's brosking bounds to go
Ef.ﬁlﬂﬂ%. breethed Jock Jolly.

" Tha eggeactly whot 1 wgioat

*That's y whot T am & 4k-
ing | "' I answered calmlv.

"What 1 A dignifiie Forna-mgsier

with an Oxbridge educalion? Oh, it's
unthinkahla | * cried Jock Jolly, ™ Of

HRising to his feet v, Birehamall rappad

sherply on the tablo with his maollet, o

o n silemon,

Bang |

hﬂ...wom._l*u.ﬂ o deth.like allence rainad
in the Hall, broken only by the foverish
...._._:._.n“_."hn. of tha hur W ? Ba itley

fininhedd tha lamt erum

“ Haya 1 u..u__!..._ tha .m.__nl__m. :._.__q_qn_u_.nuh
hiin ing fioelk with & glara, L T you
are all aware, there in & low tavern in
Muggleton known s the Jolly Bailor
That tavern, needless to remark, ia out
of bounds, Tn spite of that fwct, howevor,
I have mason to beliove that somesns
from 5i. Bam's in making a preetiss of
wisiting whe vilo plos in the dead of nitn.*

A murmor of ioterest ran powsd 1
crewiled tallos,

“1 nm thepniora giving o this war.
iog," wani on the Head. 11 1 eneed
anybody going to the Jolly Sailor wiver
thisy T make Lim roa it Gl Dis slyoing

nh-..ﬂ.. L
ha fnces of some of the Llask slieop
bl argun Dol

= Alark _H__.m wirrld, whioover the enlprit
may ba, 11 lem Bime i ha Dallers fop
mercy | ™ said Dr. Birchomall, furociously.
* Lot the chap that's thinking of playing

T mm_un__u_. X At (liat obgiminalio TR 1]
think earcfully befors ho gosm  That's
all; I thiok ! Now you tan buzz off—or,

s tha vulger would poat i, dismies [ "

Farcly buzzing with cpgaitemont, ming-
tera nned jumiors Bneznod off,

“Wall, whsat’s ihat | " remarkod Jnek
Jolly, se he jomeil lils edoms, Merry and
Bright, outeide the Hall, " Wonder who's
been on the tiles ¥ '

" Boumder of the Sixili lookol pretty
wiliits abosgt the gills when the Hend wes
talking," ~ grinucd  Bright, ' Shouldn't
wondar if ho's the gidd .n._.—.m:.:....

But Merry _.__:.n_rﬁ__- vl

"Prapa yvou're right,”" he mermered,

..P-.m-r.u.lullllll.lol_.l..-“ Y

pourss I low Die wesd oo
break bounds (o go io tha
aluggleton  Skatag  Hink,
Hut to ﬂﬂn to tlee Jally Seilor
—mniz, |t's too elesp, Gkl
bean | 1 ean’t beliowve i 2"

" Neverilieless, I've pot
mare raason than one for
thinking [t's troa,'" sekd
Morey, * Listen ! I lavan't
tald wou thin befors | Last
nite [ woks up when &voryons &ls
was aslemp and  fonnd A Fggor
eillogetiod against one of the dorm
windowa, I ‘woas  just H_E...m L got
aind wfcd lsle the elwp on the nRapper
with my washstand, when I suldenly
Enaﬂu..aﬁ_ who it was,'"

"Who woe it 1" asked Jack Jolly
.-.ain__._.Lﬁ

* Oure Form-mosier—old Liekliam ™
anAwered Merry., I wmaw that ha
witd elinbing down the vy from i
bisdroom fnda the quad, [ crossecd
over t9 the window and listened. Anid as
s fowored hismself down I eould licar
lirn mmttering fo liemself '™

“What was he saying # ' asked Brighi,

“"Ho wna seyving: "1 wonder whiat
the Hepd wounld sy il Lo knew 1 was
breaking baunds 1o go to the Jolly Satler | *
And tleen he eliekled | ™

Y Orate pip L™

“Wall, that beats e bapd 1" pe-
macked Joaok ..._.n_-..._.. U Whonver woanhl
hivve thought of ohd Lickham going o
this __.n_.ﬂ.-. o

" I ahouldn® for one," confessed Brigl,
" But i what Merey saya in corcect, it
errteinly looks an if cur respecled Form.

_._____.__..m_._":.::u_.. “Bus ['va gok  mmy oW
midafaEnns e Lo e cyedentliy of e

moater 18 on the downward path | "
Jaike .s.z__nu_ luakmd q_w_n_n__"..._._.q__.._-1 Theu

-
r

)
ol e

wmddenly his landesome dile broke into &

gnin,
“ Tha
" Wa'll save him "

* Wa'll whatier ¢ " Bright.

"Wa'll save old Lickham ! It's i
to us ae leaders of the Form to ssve onr

ﬁn...ﬂ-.ﬂ--&.__ 4]

“And how the dickens are we going
o do that 7" asked Merry,

"'Wa'll wait for him to.nite, mmwd sos

i ho breaks bounds agein. I lio doss,
inl

wa'll just have a quist talk to him—
out Lo him the error of his ways, and palk
him seriously to return to the straight
and narrow path,” ssid Jeck Jolly en-

ihuslastically, * What do you say, vou

ﬁrl.mi-:

u...“ m..__.__m.ul.._n._."_;: grinned Marry and
ere and then the ehuma af tha

Fourth laid thelr plans for leading
Mr. Lickbham baok to the fold !

11,

LANK !

Tha first stroke of midnite
rang out from tle old clock
towor of 5t. Bam's, Elovon

pilior atrokea [lollowed,

It waa i sandster kind ol nlte, and
round the turrets and baililemants af
51, Ham's the wind mosned earily.
Low, l.__.up-hﬂ.—nnp.m.m olovds  hung
about over the ancient quad, It was
n nite to dawnt the stoutest
hare,

Novertheless, somebody was
propared 1o venture  out.
Down the ivied walls of the
Hﬁ-"ﬁ”ﬂni Y r clad in

oap 0 Wie

ilescending. :iﬁ Lick.
lian, B..._,.ir:. "1_ the Fourth,
going out oo the ren-dan,

] Hand wunder hand, foot

undor fool he descemmlod. Ii

= wha an wsighty-foot descont

N —
m—

—— ]

Fourth performed the dificuls feet
nl_.—h_u__..

n an gmazingly shork space of Lmea
il master of n_ﬂu_u_ﬁﬁ_u:u. himel roanlyed
tha 4__.!___.. anad et off down tho graval
pail leading to tho gaica,

Befora I had takon hall & duzzen stopa,
hewever, Lhires ._.._.:_.:nﬂ..__. .m.:._.mﬁ__—l Aprang oug
from behind & bush and surrounded Lim.

* Yoropeooo | yelled Mre,  Lickliam,
thinking fer a moment that Lo wea
aftacked by ghosta,

"It all right, wie!" oried Jack Jolly,
_.Ai.i!:.__uﬂn.___.. * It's anly ue—TJolly, Merey
niicd _._i__m t, you koow |V

"Ow! Thank hovean ™ geaped Mr,
Lickham. " But whut the thump oo
v beoye doing out lera at the time o'
nita § "

“That's just the guealion w8  wors
about o put (o you, kic | " answered Jack
Jolly ealmsly, ** You aren’t by oany
chancs gomg blagging at the Jally Sailor,
are you, sir f

bdon 1Y he  exmsclaimed,

gave him | "
“*{irato

* Hear,

pirgh m ehd

this time.""

St —x J.Jllll.l.ll
fram Mr. —.._nr:l._...__.- _..—n.__ﬁ._“___n:ﬂ 1o
tha quad but the mesiar of the

/

pip
geelng s tho w__.g__

in my own Forin !
Bz off to your dormitory,
youl T am sorely tempted to give you
oach n thoussnd lines, buk ss you're
keoping mum about me 'l et wvou off
Jock Jolly gave s hopoloss sl
“And wvou are still going to _.n_.p Jolly
Sadlor 1" he saked.

Mr. Lickham chuckled sardonikly,
q: What-ho ¢ _H.u...__u_ -E__....unnnwl E :
of your eggeellent sermon, by, miil
intend to bo o morry blade, and & gay dog,
aid & bolid, bad Elﬂﬂaqql: rollecl into one !
Good.-nite; boye '
* Good -nits, sr | ™
& Co. mornfully.
Me, Lickham
ewallowed up in

Mr, Lickham starbed violontly,
“Grate pipl How did you
ho oried  horssly.
um..é... do, don't blow f{he gaff to Dr
irchomall |

“Have no foar, sir; your secrei ie
wife in onr hands,’ ssid Jack Joliy.
“Wo're not in the habil of smebling, T
assure you | "

el o e

3 whal's your e in Bl
mo up in the desd of thoe nite lilie this
demanded Mr. Lickbam,

"We want to give you a litils advice,
wir, that's all [ sosworsd Jack Jolly.
“Wo can't s onr own Form.mastar
hﬂniﬂn tho giddy ox and going to the

whwows wWithout making sn effort Lo

* Tally 1

¥

n..ﬂ_van off,

the lowest of spirriis.

- L ] L] L]

" Bix for pame 'Y
The eggsitemont was intenss round ilia
snakes mnd-ladders  board

Sakler, A

poaty-faned, sinnioal-looking

.n.-fllllp.l?llll...llll..ll., moen whtched every throw

1enad TV
hetasvar

and Briglt.

' eald Mr Liskham,
nated ak Jack Jolly,
" Now why don't you chiuck wp bei

gay dog and try to bo o man instead
n-m.ﬂ.._u_wnnr u_.._.u._m_n!nt“__.,

o
" Wou'll find in
the end that ericket in just ss snjoyabls
as bilHards, and uu:_._.lwu.di imiich  balter
than cigareiies."
hoar § ™ gas Morry -~ and
Bright, nlmost staggered ﬂﬂ.h_,#u olloquence
of their leader,
Mr. Lickham regained his power of
spoocli Ak laak,
" Yop=—you olweak

young welp ! " ha
eried Poricuasly, ;

“T've never hoard
o my lHfs! From & junise
It's the mmna".m. limmit |

all thres of

* In spita

returned Jack Jolly

and was soon
a darkness, wlile the
chivms of the Fourth returned te their
dormitery in

in {he Jolly
hip crowd  of

of the dire. The nir was thick with th*
ﬂ.aﬁn of ci,“. -ﬂm”l._.. .._..s_..u.._:_ !Er.h of

o popping o pain sorks waa osl
contipuous, It woes & wild, hectic soon.

AL the table itselfl il two playere
played for sakes of a size rarely equalled
evem in this notoriows center of bling.
Ouno of the mon wos an avil-) ng fellov
with glittoring o and & black mustaral,
named Kaptin Snocoker. The other, sad
to relait, was tho master of the Fourth
e voril s E___E__.q had played

or b ours ons
desprit game altar anotliss, im_.n_ this resulb
it ﬁuﬂw_."ﬁr-ﬂuq s!_w.__?ﬂ ?T—-.ﬁ...i
EAVings . Nowi war ng
i laat will gumo lor & E:_—.ﬂﬂi.-.._.m?

Bix aquares fo go | Mr. Lickhem's hand
trem na bo took up the dice. If b
failed ho hadn't & ahilling laft to pay.

With a dramatick jesture ho *ﬂﬂu.l tha
fatalul littls cubea, To Mr, Lickham they
ssemed to hit the table with a sickoning

thinad.

“Two ™ yelled the umpire.

Mr. Licklhnm allowsd. His
scocn of two had (a him on to & make's
hesd, which led right down to the boblom
ol the board in.

Kaptin Bnoo then threw the dios
with n confidant oggepression om his
mifiniei] dils, and there was an bmmodiste
roar of applowa Ho hed scored six|
The o wika Jiis |

“ Now  thon, Liekbam, whst abous
that bob } " Le ssked in an unpleszang
volep,

T Alp. Ligkhmm chokoed, "I
finven't got & bob (" he blurted ecus
wiratahadly,

"Oho ! Bo that's how ib s &= it 7%
eried Kaptin Ensoker, bearing his Leall
in m erool grin. " Then in that cass ['ll
nsk you to writo me out an T O U, aiv}
I'll come to St Ham's to-morrow morning
and collect the cash for ivi ™

With trembling fi the mastar of
s Fourtlh Form at 5t Bam's wrola oul
the 1 O U, Then, withi & strangled éry,
ha quitted the Joliy Sailor and went ous
into tho nite,

ANl the way boack to St Bam's Mr.
Lickham's brans cchoed with the gques-

tion @ *“MHow the thump can I reiss &
shilling in the morning ¥ "

Like many another blade bofors him,
he was finding that the weigh of the

Lransgrossor i _mi_.p_ 1
THE END.
(There will-be another amusing yarn
of Faek Jolly o Co. in weri week's
Alaguey, rufitled: "IN THE TOILSI"
Aw it shows Iheby Nwgend in lip-fop
form, wou con peepore govrselves for
o wral goosd, kearfy lnbgh, chusrsl)
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where Bunter was going to get those
fivers from to settle if he lost. But that
thought did not occur to Gussy's inno-
cent mind, The matter certainly would
have presented some - difficulty, as
Bunter's financial resources, at the
moment, were limited to a threepenny-
iece—which was still in his possession
ause it was & bad one. Buf Bunter,
as o maiter of fact, gave that detail no
more thought-than D'Arcy did. He was
going to win, So what was the use of
thinking about what would happen if he
ost? That was the way in which
Bunter’s powerful intellect worked.

“Bai Jove!’ said D'Arcy at last. “I
pwesume that vou are jokin', Buntah,
though weally I fail to sce the point of
the joke.”

“Not a bit of it, old chap! I mean
business! Look here, four to ene, if you
like! What? Isita go?”

“You are not weally
Buntah!”

“Yeos, you ass—I mean, yes, old chap.”

“You are weally such a disweputable
wottah as to bet money on a dwicket
ma‘n'tglh ?';"’ asked Arthur Augustus.

gewious,

“¥ou are weally such a howwid toad
as all that?"” inguired D’Arcy.

“Look here—"

*Wats!”

“ Just listen—

“T wefuse to heah anothah word fwom
you, Buntash! I wegard you as a wottah
and a wank outsidah."

And Arthur Augustus turned his back
on the fat junior and walked back Lo the

pavilion.

“Beast!"” hooted Bunter, in great
annoyance.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's that?"

exclaimed Bob Cherry, staring at Bunter
as he caught that polite remark. “Is
that the way you talk to visitors, you
fat frump? Why, I'll—"

Bunter departed.

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
No Takers I

ARRY WHARTON end Vernon-
H Smith opened the second innings
for Greyiriars. The innings
started well, and the runs came,
and Tom Merry & Co. were kept busy in
the field. Billy Bunter blinked at the
cricket with a morose, fat countenance.
The St. Jim's men were all ongaged now,
and Bunter was unablo to seek & member
of the ecleven of more sportive tastes
than Arthur Augustus—ii there were
any. But the Remove sportsman did not
despair,

Six or seven 8t. Jim's men had come
over with the team; and they were
grouped before the pavilion watching
the game. Bunter turned his attention
to them. If thete was a sportsman
‘among them Bunter hoped yet to lay

e Macner Lisrary.—No. 1068,

the foundation of his fortune by a bet
on that mateh. This would place him in
possession of the ready cash he needed
for his Turf operations later; the cash
without which it was uscless to possess
that wonderful gift of spotting winners,

But there were a crowd of Greyfriars
fellows standing with the Bt. Jim's
followers, and Bunter was only well
aware of what would happen if they
spotted him. He gave it up and watehed
the ericket for some time morosely, and
then he sighted Bkinner & Co. coming
along to see the finish of the game. And
Bunter rolled away to join Skinner &
Co. BSkinner was a sportsman, in
Bunter’s peculiar sense of that word—not
at all. particular in such matters like
that stuffed dummy, D'Arcy.

“1 esay, Skinner, old chap, which side
are you backing 7" asked Bunter.

“Looks like 2 win for S8t, Jim's,”
answered Skinner, “They're miles
ahead, and I don't think much of our
batting.”  Harold Skinner never did
think much of anything, if he could help

it.

“What about backing your fancy?”
asked Bunter,

Hkinner grinned,

“You, fat chump!”

“Oh, really, Skinner! Look here, I'll
lay two to one Greyfriars.”

“%mda?" grinned Skinner,

“Yes, rather.”

“Cough up the quids,"

“I—1 left my money in my study——

“You shouldn't leave all that money
in your study,” said Bkinner gravely.
“It's & temptation to burglars!’

“1 suppose my 1 O U’s all right 7" said
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Skinner,

Harold Skinner seemed to find some-
thing entertaining in the suggestion that
Bunter’'s 10U was all right!

“Look here, you beast—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well bowled, Talbot!" came a shout
from the 8t. Jim's men at the pavilion,
a8 Harry Wharton's wicket went down.

“Looks like a win for us, I don't
think!"” jeered Skinner, “His Lofty
Magnificence is out.” He chuckled. *If
you had any tin, Bunter, I'd be jolly
glad to book that bet. Sorry I've no use
for wastepaper.”

“ Beast!"”

Bob Cherry joined the Bounder at the
wickets, Matters did not secm to be
going very brightly for Greyfriars at
present, and when Bob's wicket fell to &
tricky ball from Fatty Wyno of St
Jim’s, Bunter began to feel rather re-
lieved that be had not succeeded in book-
ing bets on Greyfriars. Johnny Bull was
next man in, and after a few more overs
the Bounder was out, neatly caught by
Tom Merry., The Bounder was a bad
loser, and he frowned as he .came off,
Smithy had expected to do much belter.

““Rather o procession, what?"” yawned
Skinner.

]

“All over bar shouting,” agreed
Bolsover major,

T say, you fellows—""

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“Ten to one on St Jim's!” zaid

Bunter recklessly.

‘‘Ten to one in what ?” asked Bkinner,
I‘I 0 UI‘?‘I B

“Ha, ha, hat”

“There goes Inky!" sniggered Snoop,
as Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh, who had
taken Smithy's place, went down to
Tatty Wynn's bowling.

“What a game!” yawned Skinner.
The Greyfriars men were lookin
serious now, The innings began to looﬁ
like a procession, as Skinner had de-
scribed it, When Arthur Augustus

D’Arey caught Squiff out, Bunter was .

still more pleased that he had not
succceded in  backiug Greyfriais, but
wildly eager to back St. Jim's. He
caught Harold Bkinner by the sleeve.

“I say, old chap, be a sport!" orgel
Bunter. “TI'll give you fifteen to one 6a
8t Jim's.”

‘' Fifteen postal-orders 1" asked
Bkinner humorously. **You must be ex-
pecting 4s many ag that by this time.*

“Beast |”

The innings went on, and after a few

runs had been taken, -another wicket
went down. Fatty Wynn was bowling
for St. Jim's in his greatest style, and
the home batsmen found him hard ‘to
play. The St, Jim's fellows looked
bucked, tho match looked like endi
carlier than they had expected, and wit
8 wider margin of victery than they had
looked for. ]
. I say, Bolsover, you're more sport-
ing than Skinner,” said Billy Bunter.
"Take fifteen to one, old chap! I'm ex-
pecting a postad-order to-morrow—-"

“ca_, kha; ha!"”

rickel’s an  uncertain game,” re-
marked Skinner. “Greyt’rilrss. may pull
it ‘o%; iou. never can tell,”

‘Back your opinionh, then,” urged
Bunter, “Sixteengo one " ¥

“Don't I wish Bunter had some
money " sighed Skinner. “I'd jump at
thot 1™

“I'm expecting a postal-order—

“Ha, hn!:.’ ha.!”! i

“From one of my titled relations—"

“C‘&‘n. it, old fat beant Hallo,
Taddy’s standing the bowling all right,”
said Bkinner. “He's not much to look
at, but he’s some use.”

Peter. Todd and Tom Brown were at
the wickets now. Poter wis in great
form, and he séemed able to put paid to
Fatty Wynn's bowling. No game is so
uncertain es cricket. The “procession "
had stopped, and the St. Jim’s men were
given & good allowance of leather-hunt-
ing. Toddy knocked up thirty runs-on
his own, amid thundering cheers from
the onlookers. Peter was going strong,
and looked like being not out at the
finish.

‘“Btill offering sixteon to one on 8t
Jim's, Bunter?” chuckled Skinner.

“Eh! Nunno!"” Billy Bunter had
changed his mind again, “T'll give you
two to one on Greyfriars, Skinner.”
Crash went Peter Todd's wicket to a
deadly ball from Fatty Wynn, “I—I
mean two to one on 8t, Jim's."”

“Ta, ha, ha!”

Had William George Dunter booked
all the bets he had offered on one side
or the other it would have required a
mathematician to work out exactly how
he stood at the end of the game,

With last man in, the Greyfriars
second innings stood at 100, so vigorous
had been the recovery of the Remove
cricketers. Tatty Wynn was bowling
again, with Tom Brown getting it, and
the New Zealand junior stood like n
rock, with [lazeldene at the other end.
Twice the ball went down, and was
knocked away; at the third Tom Brown
hit out, and the leather flew, and the
batsmen flew, and a roar from Grey-
friars announced that the scores had
tied. The batsmen were running again,
when Tom Merry sent the ball in
straight as a die for thoe batsman's
wicket. And Tom Brown ran as he had
never run before.

Crack!

The wicket Hew to picces. But thoe
bat was on the crease, and the umpire
skook his head,

“Not outt”

“Greyfriars wins! Hurrah!”

With a wicket in hand. Greyfriars had

won that hotly-contested match, There
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was a Skinner
chuckled,
“Let's see—did I book that bet,
Bunter?” .
“Eh? Which one!” The fat sports-

nman wag a little mixed, * No—yos—"

roar of cheering.

“@ixteen to one on St. Jim's!”
chuckled Skinner. 2
“No!* s=aid Bunter emphatically.

“You dida't 1"

*“Ha, ha, hal”

There was & celebration in the Rag
after the match, at which the Bt. Jim's
visitors were entertained by the victora.
Billy Bunter rolled in and selected a
seat beside Arthur Augustus D'Arcv
Arthur Augustus looked at him and
moved away to another place. Appar-
ently he did not desire the propinguity
of the fat sportsman, The fat junior
grabbed him by the arm.

“1 say, Gussy, old chap——"

" Pway welease my arm, Buntah! And
pway do not call me Gussy.”

“QOh, really, D'Arecy—"

“Wats 1"

D’Arcy jerked his arm away.

* Look here, you checky ass—"

“1 wegard you as a toad, Buntah!
That is to say,’” added Arthur Augnstus
hastily, *if I wero not & visitah heah I
should wegard you as a toad!”

And Arthur Augustus went along the
table. Billy Bunter snorted. Then he
squeaked, as a finger and thumb took
hold of his fat ear.

Leggo, Bob  Cherry, 3you

“What do you mean by rowing with
a visitor, you fat chump?”’ demanded
Bob wrathfully. “Haven't you any

manners, you fat bounder? What's
IFArcy got his back up for?”

“How should I know?” grunted
Bunter, “You needn't ask him, Bob
Cherry. He might make out that I'd

officred to bet on the match——"

“What?*” roared Bob.

“He wasn't sportsi:an enouga to tahe
it an. Not that I did anything of the
sort, vyou know,” added Bunter
cautiously. “Here, I say, leggo!
Yaroch] Wharrer you al? Yoooop!*

“What's the row there, Bob?" called
out Harry Whearton.

“Nothing—only helping Bunter out !
said Bob cheerily. “This way, Bunter!
1lere’s the door 1™

Outside the door of the Rag, and out
of view of the wvisitors, Bob helped
Bunter still more omphatically, His
foot had some active service for a fow
minutes, and the sportsman of the Re-
move fled for his life. And the cele-
bration in the Rag procecded, and
finished, without the assistance of
William George Bunter,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means Business !

OB CHERRY sat up in bed and
blinked round in tﬁc shadows of
the Remove dormitory.

Something had awakened him.

Sowmething, or somebody, was moving
in the dark dormitory. 1loly, as ho satl
in_bed, could hear stealihy movements,

He peered to and fro in the shadows.
Qw1

Ii, was a sudden, Lreathless cjacnlation,
and sounded as if the follow groping
abont in the dark had Larked his shin
on something.

“ Bunter I' ejaculated Bob.

“OLIY came a gasping voice.

Bob peered towards the vaice, and
dimly made out a fat figure m the
gloom. e stared at it in wondor. The
hone was lale—it was past eleven o'clock,
Billy Bunter was about the last fellow
in the Retnove to turn out of bed before

rising-bell if he could help it. But it
was Bunter who was up and doing at
that late hour,

“You fat ass, what's this game?’ de-
manded Bob.

“*Tain't me!” gasped Bunter,

“What "

*“I—1 mean I—I'm not going out.”

“Going out!" repeated Bob blankly.
“Going out—after lights-out! Are you
off your rocker?”

‘‘Oh, really, Cherry—"

Bob Cherry slipped out of bed and
groped for a box of matches, The
sound of voices had awakened two or
threa other fellows. Bob struck a
match, and the flickering light revealed
William George Bunter, fully dressed,
stealing on tiptoe towards the dormitory
door. .

“ Where are you going?"’ hooted Boh.

#J—]—— Mind your own business!”

“Stop, you fat idiot!”

Bunter did not stop. He made a
jump for the door; and Bob made a

“8o you were going out of bounds—
after lights-out, Bunter?” cxclaimed the
captain of the Remove, .

‘Mind your own business!” hooted
Bunter.

“The rorty dog again!” chuckled
Skinner. * Bunter's going to paint the
town red I

““Ha, ha, ha!*

"I say, you fellows, do . shui up!
You'll have a prefect up here at this
rate!” said Buntet. “I'm not going
out, you know. I—I'm just going to
walk up and down the corridor a bit,
because I can't sleep, you know.”

“You can generally sleep,” said Whaz-
ton. “It's one of the things you do
}'call,;,r well. What were you going out

r

“Find out! Besides, I wasn't going
out! And s fellow can do as he likes, I
suppose!”  said  Bunter _ defiantly.
“8Bmithy goes down to the Cross Keys
sometimes. Don’t you, Smithy?"

(Continned on next page.)

ump for Bunter, p——
ob’s movements

were the more
rapid, and he col-
lared Bunter, with
the f{at junior’s
hand 6n the door-
handle.
“Yow
Le o!”
Bunﬁcﬁ.
“What the thump
—"gxelaimed
Harry Wharton,
“Beast | Leggol!”
“Hold him!” ex-
claimed Peter Todd,
turning out of bed,
“I've got hjm!”
chuckled Bob,
“Bunter isn’t going
to break bounds to-
mght—at least, his

-ow !
howled

car isn't! If he
goes he . will go
without his car.”
“QOw ! Beast !
Leggo "
Bunter, appar-

ently, did not want
to go and leave his
ear in Bol's posscs-
sion. Bob had a
vice-like grip on the
ear, and did net
mean to part with
it.  Bunter stayed
with the car. He
really had no cheice
in tho matter.
Eurl-ing would have
cen too painful.
Poter  lighted  a
candle-cnd. By that
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time all the Re-
moyve  wern awake
and sitting up in
bed, and  half o
dozen  fellows had
turned out,  Btill

with a grip on Bun-

ter's fat ecar, Dob
led him back into
the light of the

candle, und the fact
was revealed to nll
eyes that  Bunter
was completely
dressed, even to his
shoes, Evidently
the fat junior had

been  planning  to
break bown ngr] 80y
thongh-~heing Bun-
ter—he  had  been
unable: {o do s0

without giving the
alarn.
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Vernon-8mith made no answer to that
uestion. If the Bounder ever haunted

that disreputable resort, he did not in-
tend to say so. .But a doren fellows
spoke at once,

“The Cross Keys!”

#QOh, my hat "

“ Pub-haunting !"
“This is rathcer & new
Bunter 1" Great pip!” S

“The great pipfulness is terrific!”
r:jla.m.\‘latecls Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The preposterous Bunter must be off
his absurd rocker!”

“¥You fat idiot!” said Peter Todd in
measured tones. “You—you—you——
Well, there ain’t a word! You're going
to begin pub-haunting after:lights-out—
after you nearly g’ot. a flogging over that

grinned Skinner.
departure for

letter to Chuggy. ;
“Chuggy fet me down!” said
Bunter. “I've got to get in touch with

»

a bookmaker, you see! I mean——
“Ya gods!” said Bob Cherry, gazing
at the fat Owl in wonder.
The abysmal fatuousness of William
George Bunter was really past fathom-

ng.

“In t-t-t-touch with a bookmaker!"
babbled Peter. “Oh, my hat! Oh, my
only Aunt Sempronia!”

*Chap can't butt in there in the day-
time,” said Bunter. “Too jolly risky!
That man Spratt at the Cross Keys will
take on bets; Hazel used to bet with
him—"

“You fat dummy!” hooted Hazel-
dene.

“Besides, I wasn’'t going there,”
added Bunter, rather late. “I—I was
ju% going to stroll along the passage,
and—"

“Bolster {" said Harry Wharton.
#38ix! B8hove him across his bed!”

“Yaroooh !”

Bunter yelled in anticipation. Three
or four Hemovites collared him, and
there was a bump as he landed face
down on his bed. Then Peter Todd
grasped a bolster.

Swipe! Swipe! Swipe!

B“_Ynmpl Help! Yaroooop!" roared

TLar,

Swipe! Swipe! Bwipe!

I'eter 'I'udd put his beef into it.

iy Bu.ter wriggled and roared and
yeiled. Tlo dormitory, so silent a few
miiutes before, echoed with sound.

“Cuave!” called out Squiff suddenly.

Peter dropped the bolster. and bolted |

bed. Like rabbits dodging into
their burrows, the other fellows fol-
lowed his example. ‘The candle was
blown out; heads Jlaid on pillows.
Bunter squirmed on his bed and roared.

“You fat chump !” breathed Peter.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

"guelchy’a coming "

“Oh erikey !”

Bunter bundled into bed, dressed as
he was; there was no time to get off his
clothes. He dragged shects and blankets
round him, and up round hi3 neck to
hide his collar. He was only in time.
The dormitory door opened, and ‘the
light of a lamp gleamed n. Behind

the lamp the gimlet eyes of Mr. Quelch:

gleamed into the dormitory.
"~ All was still and silent. Mr. Quelch
stared into the room, evidently puzzled.
He had heard a noise; he was assured
that he had heard a noise. He was
sure—or almost sure—that that noiso
had proceeded from the Remove dormi-
tory. Yet never had that dormitory
been more calm and peaceful than it
was at the present moment.
“Dear me ¥ said Mr. Quelch. *Are
all you boys asleep?”
* Apparently they were. At all events,
there was no answer; only a sound. of
steady breathing and a snore or two.
TeE Maener Lisnary.—No. 1068.

For several moments Mr. Quelch
stood there, holding the lamp and look-
ing in, Then he closed the door guietly
and retired. His footsteps died away
again down the dormitory passage.

There.'was a gasp from Bunter.

“I—I say, you fellows, i .he gone?
Liook here, you make any more row and
you'll %vat a licking all. round—see?
I'm jolly well. going to do as I like!
I'm jolly well—” ’

“Go it!" said Peter. "1 fancy
Quelchy hasn’t gone much farther than
the end of the passage—"

“ Fh 3"

“He will be glad to sce you! Get
going !"

There was a chuckle in the dormi-
tory.

Billy Bunter did not get going. It
was only likely ‘that Mr. Quelch, who
was well known to be & downy bird,
was keeping a wary eye and ear open.
Bunter decided to wait till the beasts
were all asleep and Quelchy gone to
bed. He took a little nap' while he
waited. ‘That did it! When Bunter
opened Kis eyes after that mnap, the
summer sun was shining into the high
windows of the Remove dormitory and
the rising-bell was clanging out over
Greyfriars.

—p—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Barker, the Bookls |

ILLIAM WIBLEY' put his

%w head in at Study No. 1 after

tea 'and glared at six juniors

in that celebrated apartment.
There was a disoussion going on in
Study No. 1, and it was not upon the
subject of the epoch-making play the
Remove Dramatic Society were going to
produce at the end of the term. It was
upon the infinitely less important sub-
ject of Billy Bunter.

Wibley glared. Now that the 8t
Jim's match was out of the. way, Wib
expected general attention to be fixed
on the stunts of the R.D.B., of which
he was the great chief,

“You fellows awfully busy ?" he asked
sarcastically.

“Well, we're holding a pow-wow,”
said Herry Wharton. "“We've got to
do something about Bunter—""

“Blow Bunter!” . ;

“You see, we can't let the silly ass
be sacked from the school just because
he h‘aptgans to be a howling idiot !” said
Peter Todd.

“Well, it wouldn't do for chaps to
be sacked because they're born asses
and howling idiots!” agreed Wibley.
“I don’t want to be the only Remove
man left at Greyfriars!”

o Eh?ﬂ

“You checky ass!”

“They ought to have sent Bunter to
a home for idiots!” remarked Nugent.

“1 understand that they did!" re-
torted Wibley. “He was in this study
onco, wasn't he, before he changed to
Toddy's?"

Wiglay was evidently in a mood of
sovere sarcasm.

“0h, draw it mild, old chap!” said
Bob Cherry, laughing. “ What's biting
you, anyway?"

“What about our play?” hooted
Wibley. “First it was ericket, and now
it's Bunter. Look here, I've got every-
thing O.K. now fot my part—the part
of Barker, the bookmaker. I'm going
to try on the toga and make up. I
thought possibly you fellows might like
to see the effect!

Wibley spoke with deep sarcazsm, See-
ing Wibley made up in his part was,
of course, no end of a treat and an
honour. The chums of the Remove

feetly serious.

smiled, They were accustomed to the
little weaknesses natural to an actor-
manager.

" Right-ho, old bean!"” said Wharton.
“You go and make up, and we'll come
along and see the sights. No end of a
pleasure !* o

“The pleasurefulness will be teyrific!”

“ Looking forward. to. it no end!”
said Bob Cherry gravely, “Wouldn't
nriss it for warfda?—in fact, for whole
solar systems !’

“Get on with it, Wib{” encouraged
Nugent. “Deon't keep us waiting too
long! We're frightfully eager to see
how you shape as a bookie!”

“We are on the esteemed tender-
hooks!” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh,

“ Yearning to see it!” said Johnny

Uil

William Wibley snorted. All thia
would have been very gratifying if the
chumeg of the Remove had been per-
But there. was some
slight lack of sericusness about them.

“Well, come along in ten minutes to
my study;’ said Wibley. “You can go
on chinwagging till then. I know.you
fellows would fade away and perish if
you couldn't wag your ching{"

And Wibley retired from the study,
slamming the door emphatically. There
was a general grin in sl:u No

“But
Todd.

“I'm getting rather fed up with
Bunter !"” said Johnny Bull. “It's pos-
sible to have too much Bunter |"

“The Bunterfulness can be too ter-
rific |” assented Hurree Singh.

“ We've Eut to stop the howling ass
somehow, though I” satd Wharton. *“ His
trying to break bounds last night is the
finish! Kicking him isn't any good !
Wel’\ra kicked him, and he still keeps
On "

Peter Todd looked worried.

“I'm not going to have a fellow in
my study sacked!” he said. ““Besides,
Bunter can't help being a fool. Stands
to reason that & fellow wouldn't be such
a fool if he could help it. If he isn't
stopped he will root out some black-
guard sooner or later—like that man
Spratt, at the Cross Keys, that Hazel
was in tow with onee; and if the man
thinks he's got any money, he will take
tho faf idiot in hand. That means
bunking if it comes out; and, of course,
it will come out. It's up to us to see
that Bunter doesn’t land himself like
that! We're his keepers!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I agree. But what can we do?
Though you bray a fool in 2 mortar,
yet will not his folly depart from him,
you know. That applies to Bunter.”

“Bomething’s got to be done! If he
gets in touch with a bookmaker, as the
fat chump calls it;, he's done for!
But—""

There was deep discussion, All the
chums of the Remove agreed that a
fallow so utterly asinine as William
George Bunter ought to be saved from
himself. But how it was to be dove
was another matter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Dob
Cherry suddealy. “Ten minutes is up!
Wib will be tearing his hair if wo don't
go slong! We told him we'd go and
ree him rigged out in his part.”

“Well, he mustn't tear the hair he
wears as Barker, the bookie. It belongs
to the Remove Dramatic Society{” re-
marked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hat":

“Come on,” eaid Wharton. ‘' Bunter
can wait, We must stroke Wib down
the right way. The dear old man's
rather toughy.”

And, dismissing the topic of Dunter

about DBunter—" said Peter
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for the time, the juniors left No. 1, and
proceeded slong the passage to No. 6 in
the Remove. Bob Cherry hurled open
the door of that study, and the juniors
crowded in—prepared 4o lurn on_the
required enthusiam when they beheld
William Wibley in his make-up.

Wibley was not to be seen in the
cstudy. There was ome occupant of
No." 6—a short, stout man, with a red
face and a moustache, thick brows, rad
nose, and a cigar in his mouth. He was
dressed in a rather loud pattern in
checks, and a pair of race-glasses wero
slung over his shoulder. His bowler-hat
was sot rakishly on one side of a well-
oiled head. The little, stout, red-faced
man looked as if he had just stepped off
4 racecourse, and the juniors gazed at
him in wonder.

That a bookmeker eould he within tho
bui]ding was impossible; but ithat this
wag William Wibley in his make-up for
the play, seemed equally impossible, He
did not bear the remotest resemblance
to Wib, He looked fifty yecars old, and
he looked a bookmaker to the very life,
When Wapshot races were on, gentle-
men of that fraternity were not uncom-
mon in the neighbourhood, and the
juniors had seen a good many of them—
at a distance. And this red-faced man
with the cigar, the rakish howler-hat,
and the race-glasses, looked the part to
the life.

They gazed at him,

*“Back your fancy, gentlemen!™ said
ithe red-faced man, in & deep voice,
“Two to one Bully Boy, three to one
Flowerdew 1"

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaneulated Wharton.

“Ts—is—is that really you, Wib?"

gasped Bob Cherry. -

“No! Name of ‘Barker, sir, Member
of Tattersall's, Well-known on the
principal racecourses of the United
Kingdom.”

“Well, my hat!"”

The juniors stared at Wibley. It was

Wibley ; but he was absolutely unrceog-
nisable.

“Ripping ! said Wharton, with o
laugh. “If I make up like that when I
play my part, T shall be satisfied.”

“Yon won't!” said Wibley, in his
natural voicn, “It takes somie deing,
vou know. You couldn’t do it in a
month of Sundays. You'll he only so-so0
in the part of Reckless Nockstraw. But
T rvather faney I shall knock iliem as=
Barker, the bookie, whai?"

“Wos, rather 1
“'The ratherfulness is tervifio
The Famous Five wrre all enthnei-
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aztic. Poter Todd did net spoak. o
was staring at Darker, the hookie,
with a  very iongliful  expression.

Wibley looked at him,

“Well, what do you ilink, Taddy?”
lin demandul,

T think 3'va got Y suid Peter,

“Bh! Got whart”

“ Buntey——"

“Rlov, Bander " roared Wibley, ex.
waperatend. “Oive Baner a0 ret!
Win's talking about Bunter?”

T am, old bean!  Tunior wante (o
et o toueh with a bookie- ="

“5hut np wbouni Booles 17

“But, don't yon see?
bepeghdo 27

wi ‘\'! at?”
 Todd grinned joyously.

“You're ilin bookio that Buuber's
soing to goet in fonch with,  Wa'ro
zoing to pull his fat leg and feed him
wp abont boolkies,  See

SOL " vjaculated Wibley.

“Rravo!™  exelaimed Teb. “That’s
tha wheeze ! That’s the jdea! Wib can
do it on lis Liead! Bunter ean get in
taneh with Wib——*

“¥a, la, hai”

Yau're the
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“ Dash it all ! ”* said Bunier recklessly.
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“ Il bot you three to one in quids S¢.

Jim’s don't win. I'm a sportsman ! Howaboutlt? ** Arthur Augustus D'Arcy

gazed fixedly at the fat Removite.

* Bai Jove ! '* he ejaculated.

““ 1 pwesume

that you are jokin®, Buntah, though weally, I fail to see the point of the joke."
(See Chapter 9.}

“ And Wib can frighten bim out of his
#illy wits, and scare him off bookies for
thn rest of Lis life!” said Poler.
“You've got to do it, Wib! It will bo
good practice for your part in the play,
unyhow.”

Wibley grinned.

“I'm on!” he said. )

Wibley was always “on " in nn}'!hmq
{liat gave him the limelight, and
shownrj’ off his weird gifts in the make-
up line.

And there was a dizsenssion, puncin-
ated by muny chinekles amd chortles, in
Wibley's study. In those very moments
Billy Dunter was in the next siudy
deeply debating in his fat mind of how
{o gob in loueh with a bookmaker—in
ovder to rake in nnlimited wealth by the
simple system of spotting winners,

Sp far, tliat problem beal Bunter.

But while the QOwl of the Remove was
wrestling with ihat problem in No. 7,
the problem was heing solved for him
in No. 6.

Bunter Finds a Bookie !
(1] E
“Rais!”

SAY, you fellows——"
“1f you fellows think I want (0 coma

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
" Buzz off, Buntor ™
“PBut T say—"
to your ralten picnic, you're mistaken !
said Billy Benter.

“Pow-wow [”

“But I supposs I ean walk where I
like on a Imlﬁmlidu}'?"

“Broaerr [

It was Saturday afternoon.  Billy
Bunter—who heard everything that ' did
not concern hLim, and saw cverything
that was no business of his—had been
aware nll day that something was on,
The word “ picnic” had been mentioned
in his hearing scveral times. Friardale
Wood had been alluded to. ILess than
that would have becen re nired to put
Bunter on the alert. ven spotting
winners, and getting into touch with a
bookie, took sccond place in Buntee's fat
mind when a spread was on the tapis.
And so, when the Famous Five walked
out of gates Lhat afternoon, one of them
carvying a large package, they were not
surprised to see Billy Bunter roll ont
after them. In fact, they would bave
heen surpriscd not to sec him.

They sauntered down Friardale Lane,
and Bunter joincd them when they
reached the opening of the foolpaih
through the wood. The Owl of iha
Remove blinked at the package undor
I3ob Cherry's arm. That, of conrse,
contained the tuck for the' pienic.
Nnnter had no doubt about that.

Harry Wharton & Ca. cnlered {he
footpath, and walked on _cheerily
throngh tho wood. Bunter rolled after
them. As he had said, ha had a right

The Maeser Lapnary.—No. 1068,
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to walk anywhere he liked on a helf-
holiday. )

“I say, you fellows, is it to be at the
old priory ! he nsked.

“That's telling,” grinned Bob.

“ Will Marjorie and Clara be there?”

““ Bow-wow "

“1 say, wou fellows, don't be mean
beasts, you know,” urged Bunter. .

“Oh, come along if you like [” said
Harry Wharton. “But it's not going
te be a picnic.” . :

Bunter blinked at the big package
and grinned. .

“I'll come, old chap,” he said, And
he came. o

Some distance along the shady foot-
path was a fallen'log, and on that log
a red-faced man, dressed in loud checks,
was seated as the juniors came Dby.
They glanced at him, and he glanced
at them. And Billy Bunter fixed his
eyes—and his spectacles—on the stranger,
with deep interest. The mman looked
about fifty years old, and his clothes,
his race-glasses slung over his shoulder,
his whole get-up and manner, betrayed
the racing man. Bunter eyed him with
intense interest. Obviously—to Bunter
—this stout gentleman was one of tho
bookmakers who came along to the
vicinity for the Wapshot races.

“?Arfternoon, young gents,” said the
red-faced man aﬂ?a.bﬁr, as the juniors
came up., ‘‘Nice day.”

“Ob, quite!” said Wharton; and he

passed on with his friends—as nice boys
might be expected to do when they were
addressed by a' man who was evidently
& racing man. -

But Bunter lingered,

Here was a, chance, at last, of getting
in touch with a bookie. The man was
obviously willing to make acquaintance
with the schoolboys. On the other
hand, there was the picnic.  PBunter
wantod to back winners; but he wanted
also to be on the spread. He was torn
two ways. Like Desdemona, he per-
ceived here a divided duty.

Just at that moment, as if to relicve
the Owl of the Remove from his doubts,
Bob Cherry dropped the parcel.

It burst open, and the contents rolled
on the footpath.

Bunter jumped.

The contents of the pareel were not
tuck. They were not anything like tuck.
An old coat and a pair of boots mot
Bunter's astonished blink.

“What—what's that?” he ejaculated.

Bob Cherry gathered up the fallen
articles.

“Only some things we're takin
Purkiss, at Pegg,” he answere
cently. “ What about it?"”

“Isn't there going to be a picnic?”
hooted Bunter.

“I told you there wasn't,"” remarked
Wharton.

“ Beast |

Bob Cherry re-packed the parcel. Ap-
parently the chums of the Remove wore
bound on a charitable errand, taking the
old coat and the boots to Mr. Purkiss;
a cottager at Pegg, who had a large
family and a small income, and was
glad to receive such contributions. It
was quite a praiseworthy errand, but it
had no interest whatever for Bunter,

“Come on, Bunter!” said Nugent
cheerily.

“Rats I”

"uAren’t you -coming ¥ asked Johnny

ull.

“No,” hooted Bunter.

“But—"

“Oh, clear off 1" said Bunter.

Now that there obviously was not
going to be any picnic Bunter had no
further use for the Famous Five, and ho
was anxious to see the last of them. He
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wanted to make the acquaintance of the
red-faced gentleman seated on the log,
while he had the chance.

“You'd better come, Bunter,” said
Wharton, in a low voice. *“You don't
want to get talking to a racing man—"

“Mind your own business!” snapped
Bunter.

“You'll get into tronble——"

““Dlessed if I can see why you fellows

are always bufting into my affairs,”
said Bunter scornfully, “¥or goodness'
sake mind your own business, and hook
it!”
“QOh, come on!” said Johnny Bull,
“Let the fat idiot play the giddy goat
if he likes, Come on! We're wasting
time.”

And the Famous Five went on their
way and a turn of the footpath hid
them from Bunter's sight. Out of the
Owl's view 'they exchanged a cheery
grin,

“Jevver see such s silly ass?” asked
Bob, *“Walking right into it with his
silly eyes.wide open.”

And the juniors chuckled and walked
on to Pegg, leaving William George
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DBunter to  his devices—and
Wibley's.

Bunter breathed more freely when the
footsteps died away in the wood, This
was the chance he had been Jooking
for, and he had greatly fearced that
the chums of the Remove would butt
in and yank him away by force to pre-
vent him from making the valuable
acquaintance of the racing man. That
he had been led by his fat nose to that
spot precisely to make the acquaint-
ance of that racing man was not likely
te occur to Bunter.

ITe turped back towards the red-faced
man, who sat on the log under the
trees.

0t day, sir!" said the red-faccd
nian affably. “S8it down, sir! Lots of
room for two.,”

Bunter sat down on the log. His fat
heart was beating fast, Iere was the
bookie with whom he wanted to get into
touch ; but it was still doubtful whethor
this bookie would consent to have deal-
ings with a schoolboy. Most bookmakers
would do nothing of the kind, as Bunter
was aware. 'There was, however, had
Bunter known if, no doubt in this case.
This particular bookie was only tao
anxious to do business with the' fat
sporisman,

“Waiting 'ere for a young gent, sir,”

own

the racing man went on, with confi-
dential affability, *' He's rather late;
mayn't be able to get ’ere, p'r'aps, ¥You
ain’t seen him, I s’pose? Young gentle-
man about your age, sir,”

“No,” gasped Bunter

_His little round eyes gloamed behind
his spectacles. This was the man he
wanted—a bookie who was doing busi-
ness with & young gentleman of about
Bunter's own age! ¢

“Well, a schoolboy ain't always his
own master,” said the bookmaker tolar-
antly. “If he can’t come to-day I may
see 'im to-morrow. You sce, I've got
some money to pay that young gent.
8till, it will keep.”

Bunter gasped.

#1—1 Sﬂ.y—"—”

“Yes, sir?”

“You—you—you're a bookmaker,
aren't you?" gasped Bunter, -

“Well, what did you think I was?”
smiled the red-faced man. “Name of
Bagshot, sir; well known at Wapshot,
sir. I always come to Wapshot for the
ﬁ_xt?u'fes there, You interested in "orses,
BT

“Yes, rather!” gasped Bunter. I
back a gee occasionally, you know! In
fact, I—I'm rather a dab at it.”

The bookmaker coughed, possibly to
conc;al some emotion.

“You're a sporting youn ent,
what?” he rema%kad. S

“What-ho !” said Bunter, “I rather
go it, at times, you know. I'm a bit
of J dog when I get going, I can tell
you !

“Oht! Ah! T—I sec! Well, sir, if
you want & relinble man to do business
with you can't do better than old Joe
Bagshot, sir. Pay on the mail is my
motter, sir. Always open to do business
with a gentlerman, sir. Any fancy for
Wednesday, at Wapshot, sir?"” d

“You bet!"” said Bunter.

The fat sportsmun was beaming now.
He had already selected winners for
Weapshot on Wednesday., This, to
Bunter, was easy. He had his winners
all right, All he needed was & bookio
with whom to back the winners. And
here was the lbookio! Fortune was
smiling on the sportsman of the Remove.

The red-faced man drew a little book
from his pocket, 'That, apparently, was
the “book " he was making on the Wap-
shot races.

Bunter trembled with cagerness,

“There's one thing, though, sir,” said
Mr. Bagshot gravely, *“I can't take
ready money from you, sir, You soe,
#ir, this 'ero ain't a place within the
menning of the Act.”

Dunter beamed,

It would have been difficult for Mr.
Bagshot to take ready money from
Bunter, apart from tho illegality of the
transaction, as DBunter’s ready money
was still limited to a Wwad threepenny-
picce.

“I—1 see," gasped Buntor. “Of—of
course !"”

“¥ou name your fancy, sir,” said Mr.
Bagshot. *Settlement every Friday is
my rule. You get your winnings on
Friday, or you pay up vour losses, as
the case may be, That's a regler rule,
Suit youn?”

“Yeos, rather!"”

Nothing could
better.

It suited him ecxactly to bet on the
“nod," and reccive hiz wiunings on
F'riday, or any other day. As for his
lozses, that did not matter at all; there
weren't iﬂi!‘lg‘ to be any losscs, It was
becanse he knew how to spot winners
that DBunter was taking up this par.
ticular line of, business.

“Well, sir, give it a name,” said Mr,
Bagshot. “(lad to 'ave met you, sir!

1

have suited DBunter
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Always glad to do business. There's
four races on Wednesday arternoon, sir,
29 T dessay you know. Got any fancies
for them?”

Bunter extracted a grubby sheet of
peper from his pocket, He had this
out-and dried; his winners were already
selected. And this was an easier method
of getting “on”’ than seeking Mr.
Spratt at the Cross Keys after lights
out at Greyfriars,

Business was soon done. Bunter had
selected Pink Eye for the two o'clock,
Pocket-Knife for the two-thirty, King
Arthur for the three o'clock, and
Snigger for the three-thirty. These were
the horses that were going to win, if
Bunter knew how to spot winners. Mr.
Bagshot was even move accommodating
than Bunter had dared to hope. He gave
Bunter odds of three to one against
each of his selections, and when Dunter
requested that the bets might be booked
in fivers Mr. Bagshot raised no objec-
tion at al]l.- 8o, when the business was
concluded, Bunter stood to win sixty
pounds if his sclections won, and to lose
twenty pounds if they lest. The fat
sportsman could scarcely believe in his
good luck, Sixty pounds was a dazzling
sum—and it was only a beginning ! Six
hundred would come next; and then
pix thousdnd, if Bunter knew how to
spot winners,

“You're a sporting young gent, you
are |” said Mr. Begsﬁmot admiringly, as
he rose from the log. “You do go it,
sir! Well, I ¢’pose I must be getting
along, sir. See you again in this ’ere
spot next Friday, sir, to settle up. That
suit you 7"

“Make it a bit later,” said DBunter.

“We have classes on Friday afternoon. '

I could get here at six,”
“8ix on Friday, sir. Done!"
And Bunter parted with his book-

maker,

Billy Bunter seemed to be walking on
air as he rolled back to the school. His
fat face was irradiated with beatific
grins that afterncon at Greyfriars.

He was not aware that Mr. Bagshot—
after divesting himself of his sportive
extorior, with the help of five grinning
Bemovites, in the wood—also returned
to Greyfriars. Bunter never dreamcd
how closely he was in touch with his
bookmaker.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Great Expectations !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. wern
considerably entertained by
the manners and customs of
William George Bunter during

the next few days.

Bunter, judging by appearances, was
having the time of his life,

His fat face beamed.

Often and often Bunter had been
known to grouse. Generally he found
something to grumble at.

Now he appeared quite satisfied by
the way in which the universe was being
run, .

From his looks, it appeared ihat he
found Greyfriars the best of possible
places, in the best of possible worlds.

Great expectations were dazzling
Bunter like the mirage of water in the
desert dazzling the thirsty traveller,

It had not occurred to Bunter yot
that it was o mirage that was entrane-
ing him. That was to eome.

n the meantime, Bunter was greatly
bucked.

Any other fellow who set out to solve
the diflicult problem of spotting winners
might have Leen troubled by donbts.
He might have been haunied by the
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bare possibility that he had backed tho
wrong horse.

Not so Bunter.
was sublime.

All that was needed to enable a fellow
to spot winners, or indeed to perform
any other diffienlt task, was a powerful
intelleet, an aeute and ready under-
standing, the unfailing intuition that is
born of genius,

He had all these—at all events, le
belicved lic had. Bunter had no doubts,
Heo had spotted the winners, he had
backed the winners, and on Kriday, at
six o'clock, ho was going to pocket the
plunder. It was as simple as arithmetic
—simpler, in fact, for Bunter did not
find the simplest arithmetic simple.
His powerful intellect did not work
powerfully in that direction.

Yet a few days, and Bunter would be
rolling in money—the outeome of his
cleverness—and would be feeling like
the ancient elassical gentleman, ready
to strike the stars with his sublime
head.

Duving these days Bunter had a few
little troubles. Ho was, for instance,
unusually careless in class, and Mr,
Quelch did not take it kindly.  Nr.
Quelech, of course, did not know that he
possessed in his Form a fellow who had
the vare gift of spotiing winners,” and
who was about to roll in plunder as a
conseguence,  D’robably he would nec
have been placated had he known it.
So he was very sharp with Bunter, who,
of course, canld not explain to Quelchy
why he had no attention to put info
such frivolons matiors ns Formy work.,

But these fittle troubiles did not, sfler
all, matter very minch. Dunter, in fael,
was already thinking of leaving Crey-
friars at the end of the term.

His father could =scarecly raise any
reasonable  objection  when  Bunter
pointed out to him that he eould mako
more money spottiug winners then ihe

His sclf-confidence

elder Bunter could make on the Stock
Exchange.

Mr. Bunter made his money among
bulls and bears and stags, but horses
were not in his line.  8till, he was
bound to agree with that ancient
Roman emperor who declared that the
smell of all money is sweet. A fellow
who eauld pick up sixty pounds a day
by backing horses was wasting his time
at school.  DBunter senior would be
bound to see that. Bunter had only to
prove that he could do it.

He would sce his bookmaker again on
Friday and draw the sixty pounds. He
was not aware that he saw his book-
maker every day in the Remove. In
the Remove his bookmaker had a very
different aspect from that of the red-
faced man in Friardale Wood.

On Wednesday Bunter was strongly
fqmrtcd to go over to Wapshot aud sce
hia horses win,

He might be sacked if he was found
oul to have gone to the races. But
what did that matter, after all, to @
fellow with his finger on the pulse of
fortune? However, Bunter refrained;
chiefly because—in spite of his immense
cxpectations—he lacked the cash for the
railway faro to Wapshot.

Besides, he would get the news in the
evening paper. He could got an even-
ing paper from Courtfield. Lots of
Tellows would be going into Courtfield
on Wednesday, a half-holiday, aml one
of them would bring the early edition of
the “Kvening News ” back with him for
Bunter. Lock-up was late enough in
the sutnmer days lo allow of thal.
Dunter was rather keen to see the even-
ing paper on Wednesday, He had no
doubts,  Siill, there was nothing like
making assurance doubly sure. e was
keen to see his sclected geegees topping
the lists.

“1 say, von fellows!®

I'ne Magser Lisrary.—XNo. 1068,
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Bunter rounded up the Famous Five,
who were going over to Highelifio on
their bikes to tea with Courtenay and

the Caterpillar.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol You're locking
chippy, old fat bean 1" said Bob Cherry,
“Enjoying_life—what?”

“Well, I'm feeling rather bucked,”
confessed Bunter. “I'm not going to
toll you fellows—"

“0h, do!” implored Bob.

“But I'm expocting a large sum of
money this week,” said Bunter.
“Never mind how! I'm expecting it.”

“Blessed are those who never expect!”
remarked Johnny Bull. “They never
get disappointed.” i

“Well, this happens to be s cert,” said
Bunter disdainfully. “Some fellows
have the brains to spot winners, Some
haven't. But I say, you fellows, if
vou're going over to Courtfield, will you
bring me back an evening papey?”

“Certainly 1"

“Thanks, old chap! Here's the
penny ! Oh, dear! I've left my money
in my study! You can lend me the
penny, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Right-ho! Anything special in the

paper this evening 7"
. “Oh, no,” said Bunter carelessly. “I
just want to see how Kent's getting on
in the two-thirty—I mean, the county
cricket.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at! VYowll bring me that paper?”
asked Bunter anxiously.

“Rely on it, old bean.”

And Bunter rolled away satisfied,
whilé the Famous Five pedalled away
to Highcliffe.

The afterncon passed pleasantly
enough to Bunter. He loafed about
with happy thoughts of the joy he would
experience when he read tho hames of
his winners in the evening paper. He
tried his luck in the school shop; but
Mrs. Mimble declined to take heed of
mysterious hints of vast wealth shortly
to be in Bunter’s possession, and Bunter
volled out again. He could not spend
his winnings at the tuckshop uniil he
received them. 8till, he had the happy
prospect of being the most welcome
customer in the school shop shortly,
Mrs. Mimble would be very different
when Bunter rolled in reeking with
currency notes. (reat expectations and
Lieppy snticipations filled Bunter’s fat
mind till near lock-up, when he rolled
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out of the school gates to meet Harry
Wharton & Co. as they came home,

Five cheery cyclists came in sight,
and Bunter hailed them.

“I say, you fellows!”

There was a jamming of brakes, and
the Famous Five dismmounted, Wharton
Froducud the evening paper, which he
1ad bought at the station as he came
back through Courtfield.

“ Here you are, old fat bean.”

Bunter grabbed the paper.

He turned to the back page, and
scanned the racing results with eager
eyes. The juniors stood watching him.

A puzzled look came over Bunter's
face.

“ How's Kent?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Tht”

“What's the score?"

“0Oh, don't be an ass! I say, you
fellows, what does it n.ear when_they
put & nought after the name of a horse
in o list of resultst”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I'm not quite so well up in
racing as you are, Bunter,” said H‘:.rry
Wharton, “but I fancy it means that
the horse was nowhere.”

“Bh?”

“Tt means that the horse didn’t win
n.n“d wa.,sjn't placed, ass.” -

Bunter's fat jaw dropped. He blinked
ot the paper as if he could not believe
his eyes or his spectacles.

“I—I ecan’t manke this out” he
Easpnd. “ Here's the two o’clock—Pink

ve was going to win the two o'clock,
That was a cert—a dead cert! I worked
the whole thing out! But these silly
chumps bave printed—Snooker’s Pride,
High Jinks, and Fancy Free, 1, 2 3,
and Pink Eye comes a long way further
down with a nought after 1t.”

"Ha, h&’ ha !

“Think it's & mispriut, Fou fellows?”
asked Bunter, hopefully.

“Not likely,” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The misprintfulness is probably not
terrific, my esteemed absurb Bunter.”

“ Then—then Pink Eye's lost |”

“CGo hon!"”

Bunter proceeded further with his
investigations. For the two-thirty, the
result given was equally astonishing:
Pocket-Knife also appeared with &
nought after his name. For the three
o'clock, King Arthur should have
headed the list, instead of which, King
Arthur appeared in a list headed “also
ran.” Almost dazed by these incredible
happenings, Bunter bliuked at the result
of the three-thirty race. It svas in the
stop-press column that he found it.

WAPSHOT! 3.30. Hookey-wooky,
Pulled Peter; Nobbled Nick—nine ran,
There was no mention of Snigger,
doubtless he was also among the also
rans.

“0Oh!" said Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at him.

Punter's fat countenance, which had
been beaming for days and days,
beamed no more,

The glory had departed from the
honse of Israel, as it were!

Bunter gasped. .

“Thes—they—they'va  lost!” Ho
managed to articulate the words. *I
—1 say, you fellows, I—I can’t get on
to this! I spotted the winners, but—
thev—they ain’t won!"”
“Ha, la, ha!”

“Pur much on ‘em?’ asked Bob
Cherry.

Sah, dear!  Tive pounds each!”
moancd Bunter.

“Then  wyou owe somebody twenty
pounds

“Yarooh !”

Dilly Buuter toitered in al the gales.

He was no longer looking forward to
meeting Mr. Bagshot on Friday, It was
quite useless to meet Mr. DBagshot and
offer him a bad threepenny-piece iu
settlement. If Mr. Bagshot kept that
appointment, he was likely to wait long
for the fat sportsman of the Remove.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Awful for Bunter !

L AN to, sce you, Bunter.”
M “What?"”
“Man to see you, old

chap! Looks rather s sport-
ing cove,” said Bob Cherry, “I shouldn't
let Quelchy see him, if I were you."”

Bunter gazed at Bob Cherry in horror.

It was Saturday afternoon.

That afternoon being o half-holiday,
most of the Greyfriars fellows were in
cheery spirits. Not so William. George
Bunter! DBunter's spirits were down te
2810,

He had not kept the appointment on
Friday. Whether Mr. Bagshot had
kept it or not Bunter did not know, He
did not care for that matter so long as
Mr. Bagshot left him severely alone.
He did not want to sce Mr. Bagshot.
Very much indeed he did not want to
sea Mr, Bagshot. Had he heard that
Mr. Bagshot had been swallowed up in
an earthquake, Bunter would have
heard the news with equanimity. But
Bunter realised, with dread, that a
book-maker to whom he owed twenty
pounds was mnot likely to leave him
severely alone.

Every day since Wednesday, Bunter
had-lived in terror of seeing a red-faced
man with & rakish bowler hat arrive at
Greyfriars to inquire after him. Bunter
did not want to back any more winners.
It had been driven home to his fat
mind, at last, that backing winners wag
an exceedingly uncertain method of
making money, His great éxpeetations
were gone—gone from'his gaze like a
beautiful dream. If only Mr. Bagshot
was gone, too, all was well ! But Bunter
could not hope that he was. Rvery
hour since Wednesday he had feared
that something would happen. Now it
looked as if something had.

“ Anything the matter, old fat man?"
ssked Bob, “I say, you'd better sec
that man pretty soon and get shut of
him. If Quelchy secs him, he will want
to know who he is.”

“Wha-a-at sort of man is he?"” gasped
Bunter. Red face—"

“That's it.”

“What name?”

“He told me to say Bagshot."

“Ow! Where is he?”

“In your, study. Teddy's keeping
Lim there out of sight! There will be
a row if he's seen, I faney.”

“0h, dear!”

“Your bookmaker, I supposc, Bun-
ter *" asked Bob blandly.

“0Oh! Wow! I—I say, old c‘haﬂ. fake
him & message.” groaned Dunter.
“all him I—I'm dead, and—and
buried.”

“ He mightn't believe that, as he can
see you now from the study window,™
answered Bob. It would sound a hit
improbable, wouldn't it?”

“Ow! Wha-a-at does he want?”

“You, old bean! He says you didn’s
keep an appointment yesterduy, and so
he's going {o see you here. Better get
in.”

S | off,
and——"

“1f lie coutes oul into the quad after
you, Dunty, it may lead to a lot ©

say, I-T'Il cut and—
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PRICE
TWOPENCE.

*LCave ! '’ Billy Bunter bundled into bed,
dressed as he was, and dragged sheets and
blankets round him, and up round his
neek to hide his collar. He was only
just in time, for the next moment the
dormitory door opened, and Mr. Quelch, -
his eyes gleaming in the light of a lamp,
looked into the dormitory.(See Chapler 11.)

T

7

inquiry,” suggested Bob.
think so?"
“0Oh dear "

The possibility of being stalked
through the guadrangle by a red-faced
man in a rakish hat made Bunter
shudder, Bunter did not want to be
sacked—not being prepared, as matters
had turned out, to take up spotting
winners as & regular business. Ew-
dently, the best thing ho could do was
to keep Mr. Bagshot dark, and get rid
of him quietly, if he could, unsecn by
the powers. lly, it was lucky thut
Mr. Bagshot had not been seen yet;
apparently he had reached the Remove
passage unchserved. Bunter tottered
into the Houze, and DBob Cherry
followed him in.

He tottered up to the Remove pas-
sage. Harry Wharton & Co. met him
there, with grave faces.

“He's in your study, Bunter,” said
Whartan. “Toddy’s keeping him quict,

“Don’t you

for the present. Have you pgot the
money for him1”

“Owl No.”

“Then goodness knows what will
happen.”

“I—I say, you fellows, back me up!”
groaned Bunter, "“I—I say, stand by
me, you know! Oh lor’!”

*“ Nothing doing, Last time we hutted
in, you promijzed to give up playing the
giddy goat! "This is what has eomo of
it!” saul the captain of the Remove,
sternly. ’

“I—I say, you fellows, I—I—T]1
promise again, if you’ll get me out of
this ! groaned DBunter.

The door of Study No. 7 opened, and
Peter Todd looked out.

“Have you found Bunter? Oh, there
you are, Bunter! Hero's a man to sco
you—he esays he won't wait any
longer——"

“I’ve waited long enough,” said a

deop voice from Study No, 7. “If that
there young bilk don’t show up, I'm
going to the 'eadmaster.”

“Ow!” gasped Bunter.

The fal sportsman of the Removae tot-
tered into Study No. 7. He blivked in
horror at the short, stout man in choc’ks
who sprawled in the study armchair.

“QOh, ’ere you are ¥’ said Mr. Bagshot.
“I've called to seo you, young man.
Twenty pun you owe me, fuir and

Ei )

“ Zettle on tho nail is my molter, same
as I told you,” said Mr. Bagshot. "“’And
over the dibs.”

*I—I—I can’t!” gasped DBunter.

“What

“I—I—TIve been disappointed about
a postal-order "

“My heye!™

“I—=F'Il settle the vext term—-"

“Ho! I like that! Where's the 'ead-
master of this 'ere school?” demanded
Mr. Dagshol, staring round at tho
juniors 1n the doorway. “This ’cro
young rogue is a blooming Wilk! T'll
show him up! Where's the blinking
‘eadmaster,”

There was a wail of ferror from the
sportsman of the Remoave.

“1—I—F say, you fellows! Keep him
quict] Lend me some money ! Obdear!
(h lor’! I—]) won't ever do it again!
Honour bright! I—I thought I could
spot the winners, you know! Ow!"”

“Where's tho ’'eadwmaster!” snorted
Mr. Bagshot. “Pay up or show u]:!
Now, then, which is the way to the
blinkivg ‘eadmaster,”

“Ow! Help*

“Wall, you've done it now, Bunter,”
remarked Peter Todd.

“Yow-ow-ow ¥

“He has done it, and no bloomin’
error,” said the red-faced man. "1

Pay upl

come 'ere for my money!
What?

“J—I say, you fellows—"

““ Well, I'm going to your ’cadmaster,”
said Mr. Bagshot.

“Yarooh 1"

“Hem! Como along with me, Mr.
Bagshot, and perhaps we can_ arrange
this,” said Harry Wﬁarton. “You wait
here, Bunter.”

£ Uw !JJ

“I'm a reasonable cave,” said Mr,

Bagshot. *“Anything fair I'll agree to!
T ain't & hard man, Anything rcason-
able—-"

“(ome this way, then.”
“I'm arter you, sir.”

Mr, Bagshot followed the juniors, and
Yeter Todd followed Mr. Bagshot, The
study door closed, and Billy Bunter was
alono. He collapsed into the armchair
that Mr, Bagshot had vacated, and lay
there palpitating with awful funk. Never
had a sportive sportsman and & rorty
dog been in such a doflated state.

The door clesed, Mr. Bagshot did not
ga far; only as far as Study No. 6,
whero hie went in, and Harry Wharton'
& Co. followed him. In the study there
was a breathless chortle. Mr. Bagshot
proceeded to reomove his remarkable
clothes, and wash off his make-up, and
to disappear from view—and from exist-
tence altogether; Wibley of the Removo
rompining in his place. And when that
metamorphosis was completed, Harry
Wharton & Co. returned to Study No. T,
looking as grave as they could.

RNilly Bunter blinked ot them as they
ontared, with an agonised blink.

“T say, you fellows! Is he gone?”

“I1e’s gone.”

“I'he goncfulness is terrifie.” ,

Bunter gasped with relief.

“1)-d-d-did anybody see him go?”

“QOnly us,” said Bob,

{Continued on page 28.)
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‘WARE PIRATES! Black Michael's afloat and he's éwern to blow the navies of the world sky-high!

Q)
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Featuring FERRERS
LOCKE, DETECTIVE, and

his Boy Assistant, JACK DRAHKE.

Chalmers Acts !
LD PETE swung round on Ferrers

R Locke.
correct 1" he

“Is  this :
demanded harshly, “Did you
mutiny

“Ay!” replied the detective grufily.
“And brought th’ ship here wi' &
- happy and contented crew!”

ed Pete stared at him for a moraent
m angry puzzlement. .

“This is & mighty serious thing!” he
said. “And I'm not saying anything
here. You will come ashore with me.
You also, Schuller, This is a case for
the boss to deal with.”

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“I'm agreeable,” he replied.

Schuller stepped forward and con-
fronted Red Pete.

“Yuh zin't aimin’ to leave this hyar
vessel in th' han's of these dogs, are
yuh?’ he demanded.

Red Pete surveyed him coolly.

“If we hang their leader and they
up-anchor and try to run, wc'll blow
them out of the water before they get
fifty .yards! Apart from that I reckon
they've got sensc enough to know "—
and he glanced towards Jack and the
Swede—"that they’ll never mnegotiate
that channel outside! They've muti-
nied, and now they're trapped like
ratsl”

Mollified, Schuller grinned.

“That's right, Pete!” he said. “Wal,
I'm ready to go ashore!”

Ferrers' Locke went ashore with
Schuller and Red Pete in the stern
sheets of the boat. The men on the
Seagull raized a cheer for their leader
as he lefi the ship. They didn’t quite
underatand why he shounld deliver him-
self into the enemy’s hands, as it were;
but they could appreciate the courage
which such a course demanded.

. Ferrers Locke was working method-
ically. It would have been easy to have
refused to leave the ship, and to have
adopted the policy of forcing Chalmers
to come in person to inquire into the
mutiny. But such a course would have
certainly made Chalmers extremely
hostile, and Ferrers Locke had an idea
in his mind that' Chalmers, if tactfully
bandled, would see eye to eye with the
Tre MaaNET LiBrarY.—No. 1068.
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mutineers. He had not forgotten
Chalmers' remark to Schuller in the
latter's cabin on the Seagull.
Reaching the shore, Red Pete led
the way inland, slong a winding, twist-
ing path, till he reached an encamp-
ment of stone and galvanised iron huts.
Men were lounging sbout—hard-

bitten looking fellows—and they stared-

at Ferrers Locke curiously, Many of
then nodded to Schuller, and growled
a greeting. Red Pete strode to a long,
low hut, and, entering, led the way
along a corridor till he halted in front
of u closed door. He knocked, and in
response to a curt “Come in!” ushered
Schuller and Ferrers Locke into a
lalge, sparsely furnished room.

‘Chalmers was szeated at a plain deal
table, poring over g chart. By his side
was a tall, fair man, clad in a smart
Navy-blue uniform. They looked up
as Red Pete strode into the room at the
heels of Ferrers Locke and Schuller.

“There’s been  trouble!” Red Pete
rapped out the words without any pre-
amble. “There's been a mutiny aboard
the Seagull, and this fellow here is the
ringleader |"

He indicated Ferrers ILocke, then
stepped back, his hands in the pocketa
of his reefer jacket. He had said his
say. The rest was up to Chalmers.

The latter stared at the detective,
then shifted his gaze to Schuller,

“Well?” he demanded harshly.

Schuller plunged at once into an
elaborate account of the mutiny. He
did not mention, however, the fact that
he was brutally thrashing Jack Drake
whon the trouble commenced. He spoke
of the demand for the saloon stores,
and dwelt feelingly with many a lurid
oath on the high ideas which seemed
to be turning the brains
EC1IM.

of fo'¢'sle

Chalmers cut him short abruptly
after hearing the main facts,
“Were you maltreated by the

mutineers " he demanded.

“Bure I was!"

“In what way?”

“T waa clapped in irons, an' I was
given hogswash to cat!”

Hogswash? You mean you were
given rotten food?"

“Sure |

S

Introduction
on next page.

—

Chalmers smiled mirthlessly, then
leant forward across the table &nd
rapped ;

“Where did it come from?”

“From——" began 8Schuller, then

broke off abruptly. .

“Yes,” said Chalmers quietly; “I can
finish ypur sentence for you, It came
from the stores you had shipped for the
men,”

He turncd to Terrers Locke. .

“Tell me the primary cause of this
mutiny,” he said, )

“Reckon there ain't much to tell, sir,”
replied the detective, “Th' prub was
rotten—so rotten that you couldn't ha'
fed it to a dawg. Us spoke Schuller
fair, an' asked him to give us grub
what we could ent. The men was be-
hind me to a2 man. Schuller pulled &
gun on me, an’ I slogged him, for I
had noe mind to be shot down. Us saw
how it was then, so us took th’ ship an'
brought it on here.”

“Why did you come on here?” asked
Chalmers curiously. “I may hang you
for this mutiny |”

“In Valparaiso us was offered good
pay in exchange for hard work, Us
signed no articles, but us expected a
square deal. And, by hokey, us would
ha' boen down wi' scurvy, ay, every
man of us if wo'd eat them vittels what
was shipped. When you comed aboard
you spoke me fair an' square, an' I
told my mates that you would give us
& equare deal. So that's why us come
on here, We ain’t hurt your ship none,
an’ we ain't hurt your officers. Tk’
men is happy, an' willin' to work for
you; but, blame my eyes, they
wouldna' ha’ been had Schuller had his
way wi' us!”

Chalmers nodded,

“And you are the ringleader?” he
asked quietly,

£ Ay, Sir ¥

“And what would you say if T tell
you that I shall hang you?”

Ferrers Locke grinned end fambled
with his dirty cap.

“Wal,” he replied easily, “if you said
that, an' meant it, I reckon my mates
woull pay you for it some blamed day.
Us ain't Gggerin’ on nuthin' else hut'a
square deal from you!”

.Chalmers leapt to his fcet, crashing
bis fist on to the table, )
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“And you shall have a square deal!”
he cried. I want my men with me
heart and soul! BSchuller ”—he wheeled
on the skipper of the Seagull—"I gave
you nearly one thousaend dollars with
which to purchase stores for the men.
Where is the receipt?”

Schuller hesitated.

“1 reckon 1 ain't got ome!” he
answered defiantly,

Chalmers thrust forward his head,
hiz face working with passion.

“No, {ou haven't got one, you dog!
Yeou couldn't keep faith with any man.
You've shipped some filth which you've
bought for a few dollars, and you've
pocketed what you've made out of the
transaction. Waell, you're through!
Understand that| This man has given
me a plain, honest statement, and I
tell you here and now I'm glad, very
Flad, that he kad the pluck to act like
he did. It’s men like him whom 1 want
with. me, not dirty, sneaking, thieving
rots like you! 6 Get out!”

Bchuller faced him with blazing eyes.

“Yuh're backing this dog’s play ” he
cried. “Is that it? Yuh're through
wi' me, are yuh? By cripes, then—"

His hand flashed to his pocket. In
the same. instant Chalmers' hand
whipped upwards,

Two shots rang out simultaneously,
and a cloud of blue smoke drifted up-
wards. Schuller swayed on his feet, the
gun dropped from his nerveless hand,
and he crashed forward and lay in a
still, crumpled heap on the floor.

Black Mlchael !

HAT same afternoon, when the

I men had disembarked from the

Seagull, Chalmers, himself, ad-

dressed them:. By his side stood
the uniformed man with whom he had
been conversi
the death of Schuller, .

“Men,” he said abruptly, “are there
any amongst you who have never heard
of Black Michael 77

A growl of negation and wonderment
came from the men and they stared at
him with a quickened interest.

“Black Michael, some years ago,”
went on Chalmers, “was a man feared
the length of every seaboard of South
America. He was a pirate who amassed
s huge fortune in the looting of coasting
steamers !

He paused a moment, oyeing them
speculatively, then added quietly:

“I am Biva.ck Michael, and I sail the
seas once more |”

There was nothing melodramatic in
the statement, but it thrilled every omne
of his hearers, and, be it said, not one
man there doubted the truth of the
words,

“] want you to understand,” he went
on quickly, "that my first consideration
is for the men who serve me. No man
can sail the seas on such & quest as I if
his crews are discontented and the seeds
of unrest aroc implanted amonugst them.
] have heard from Schuller the story of
the mutiny, and ¥ have heard also the
story from the lips of your chosen
leader. Schuller is dead, killed by my
hand, and I ask you—are you satisfied
with the justice of Black Michacel ?”

A thunderous cheer rent the air. Ah,
liere was a leader after their own hearts.
A man who had no favourites.

Yerrers Locke, standing by Jack’s side,
glanced quizzically at the boy. They
inderstood, those two, the shrewdness of
Chalmers’ move. Schuller was but one
man, and, in Chalmers’ scheme ot
things, a doubtful quantity. DBy slaying
bim, Chalmers had made a pgesture

over the chart before .

"

n'.'-‘-'ﬂa..

which had swayed his band of new re-
cruits enthusiastically in his favour

“Then work with me, men!” cried
Chalmers in a ringing voice. " Give to
my service your stout hearts and good
right arms and you will some day
return to your home ports wealthy
beyond your wildest dreams. here
to-day is the great British lincr, the
Sacrad?  Where is the Bismark, the
fastest ship of the Nord-Hamburg line?
Where is the L’Ile de France, the great-
est triumph of the dockyards of France?
Ay, where are they and their sister
ships? Fathoms deep they lie, rotting
somewhere in the Southern Pacifie, and
their bullion is mine—three million
pounds of it! Do not your mouths water
and your palms itch to have the spend-
ing of your share, then?”

Again came a ringing cheer, and,
glancing at the men, Ferrers Locke was
conscious of a subtle change in them.
The words. of Chalmers had roused the
lust ‘for good red gold. - Cheeks wero
flushed and eyes were aflame,

“¥ou have come to me,” went on
Chalmers, “and more and more will
come till I have a band which will sweep
tha seas! DBlagk Michael's wolves! Ah,
and we will bury our fangs in many a
fat prize, 4nd every man shall have his
share |

A roar of scclamation burst from his
hearers. Waiting till it had died down,

e cried:

“You chose as your leader, this man,
Hank Peters!” He indicated Ferrers
Locke. 'Then if you still wish him to
be your leader I appoint him here and
now to fill the place of Schuller. ‘The
nigger will hang at sunset from yonder
clifi, and the Swede, Johansen, whom
you elected firet . officer, will take over
the nigger's duties. Are you satisfied ?”

“Ay, ay!” roared the men, and
checred to the echo.

“Then you will now disperse to your
quarters. You will be taught various
duties. The majority of you I shall
require for my submarines! That, how-
ever, will explained to you later.
‘This man,” he motioned towards the
uniformed man who stood by his side,
“is Von Maaser, who is in supreme com-
mand of my submarines! Youn will find
him a gallant leader and a good com-
rade. And to whet your appetites, my
wolves, we sail at dawn to-morrow to
attack the Silvestre of the Anglo-Pacific
line, a vessel of over thirty thousand
tons burden |”

INTRODUCTION,

Ferrers Locke, the famous Baker Street
detective, is called in to investigute the disappenr-
ance of sereral large vessels loet with all hands
under mysterious eircumstances in the South
Pacific. Suspecting a man known s Professor
Chalmers, ansiers in etery way to the
description of Black Michael, a pirate who las
beett lerrorising the western seabourd agysuuug
America, Ferrevs Locke, accompanied Jick
Drake, his clerer boy assistant, sets sail for
Buenoz Aives,  Shortly after reaching (heir
destination an allempt 18 made on the life of the
Baker Street detective by an agent of 'Frizco
Sams, proprietor of Black Michnel's old hound,
whig, to save lvie own life, tells Ferrers Locke all
Jie knows. Cleverly disguising themselves, the
London gleuth and Jack Drake serape an ne-
witeinfance with "Frisco Swm, through whom
they suceeed in gelling ahourd the Sengull,
[freighter bound for Lost Islund. By a clever
piece of stritegy Ferrers Locke engineers a muling
abourd the Seagull, with the resuil thut the crew
teize the ehip, clap the rascally skipper, Schuller,
and his negro mate in irons, and vnanimousiy
elect Fervers Locke to work the ship to Lost
Tsland, Arrivisy there, they are net by Red Pete,
gecond in command on the island, to whom
Sehicller explaing the situation and calls for the
hanging ofp Ferrers Locke ng ringleader of the
muling,

(Now read on.)

A Fateful Decision !
“ HERE is Federkiel! He
‘N should have returned before

this 1
. Chalmers paused in his
restless pacing and bent his head in_ a
listening attitude. Ferrers Locke, Red
Pete, and Von Mauser, seated at the
table in the same room as the detective
had been taken to that morning, waited
patiently. ’

“It is

eleven o'clock,” went on
Chalmers, glancing at his watch, I
hope nothing has happened, Von
Mauser |*

Von Mauser smiled.

I think not, sir!” he replied. “ Feder-
kiel is too good & pilot to have crashed,
and hiz engines are in perfect con-
dition [?

“Might I ask, sir, if it ain’t no
offence,” grunted Ferrers Locke, “who
this Mr. Federkiel is?”

“He is my  eseaplane pilot,” replied
Chalmers. “When not engaged a3 scout
for my submarines he goea & recon-
naisance covering & radius of one hun-
dred miles and more from this island.
Should sny warships be heading this
way we would have due warning from
Federkiel !

Ferrers Locke nodded and relapsed
into pilence. The Bilvestre was to be
attacked on the morrow, and he and
Von Mauser had been called to
Chalmers’ room for » council of war.
Having been appointed to Schuller’s
post, the Baker Street detective had
been granted Schuller’s privileges.

Ferrers Locke was a consummate
judga of human nature. He had
Flayod his cards with an ely]'e to the
uture when he engineered the mutiny
on board the Seagull. He had noted
the stroined relations between Schuller
and Chalmers, and had staked every-
thing on Chalmers siding with the men
against the unpopular skipper. It was
only naturael that Chalmers should have
done so, for, had he sided with
Schuller, then he would have had a
sullen, discontented set of men io deal
with.

* Listen !”

A sharp word from Chealmers broka
in on his thoughts. Far away, some-
where out in the niglht sky, there
sounded a faint drone. It fruw rapidly
in volume till there came plainly to the
listeners’ ears the pulsating beat of
high-powered acro engines. .

With an andible sigh of relief,
Chalmers relaxed, and, crossing to the
table, sat down.

“It is he!” he said.
was very anxious!”

The engines roared thunderingly
overhead, then died away as the pilot
throttled down.

“He is landing, and will be here
shortly,” said Chalmers. “Kindly give
me your attention, gentlomen, please.™

He spread out o chart on the table,
and Ferrers Locke saw that it was of
the Seuthern Pacific, with the main
steamship routes heavily lined in red.

“ At sunsct to-marrow the BSilvestrae
will be here,” went on Chalmers, indi-
cating a point with his pencil. " She is
bound from Sydney to Liverpool, via
the Panama. My sgent is aboard her,
and will attend to the wireless operator
when we opey our aitack. DBy leaving
here at dawn and travelling at forty-
five knots on the surface, we skould en-
connter the Silvestre at the spot I bave
indicated about sunset.”

“You say we, mister,” interrupted

Tue Macyer Lisrany,—No. 1
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PREPARE FOR A FEAST OF THRILLS NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

¢ Yuh're through wi’ me, are yuh ? ** uﬂnd Schuller, with blazing eyes.
dropped from his nerveless hand, and he ctashed forward.

Ferrers Locke. “If il ein't no offence,
muld I ‘ask just who you means by

*we'

G]la]mers smiled.

“I have six submarines!” he replied.
“Omne you sew in the harbour this morn-
ing. The others are lying moored in a
Iarge cave which acts as a sort of dock

(f repair shop combined. The six
submarmes will move forward to the
attack. Of late I have not ignored the

ssibility that some of these liners may
Eo accompanied by an escort. Always
I must be prepared to fight.

There came a quick step in the pas-
sage outside, and somecona knocked
sharply on the door. The next moment
a man in a leather flying coat, worn
over a high-necked, grey uniform,
entered the room, He carried a flying-
helmet and goggles in his hand. His
features were clean-cut and bronzed, his
€éyes o steely blue. There was abuut
him that indefinable something which
tells of breeding.

“¥You are back, then, Federkiel?"
said Chalmers, a-hint of anxicty in-his
voice. ““Anything to roport?”

Federkiel saluted smartly,
military precizion  which
Terrers Locke,

“Nothing, sir!” he replied ecrisply.
“Except that the Chilian Navy are
carrying out manceuvres in these
waters. At seven o'clock this evening I
sighted four light cruisers one hundred
and fifty miles north-west of this
island 1"

“Which way were they steaming "

*Bouthwards, sir!”

“And did they hold
asked Chalmers sharpl

“As far as I could ascertain, sir.
When darkness fell I lost them as they
were steaming without lights!”

with a
intrigued

that course?”

Chalmers half rose to his fect, his
hands. gripping  the fable till the
kuouckles showed white beneath the skin.

“What knots were they doing?” he
asked ‘thickly.

“Twenty-five to thirty, sic.’

Chalmers was silent for a mumernt
His companions watched him curiously.

““Then, provided they hold to their
course, they should be due west of this
island at approximately twelve-thirty—
that is in less than an hour,” he said
slowly.

“That is correct, sir.”

Chalmers stood immobile. Then sud-
denly he threw back his head and
laughed aloud.

“T'll do it} ‘he cried. “I'll let the
world kl)ow that. Black Michael is afloat
once more

“What do you mean ?”

Red Pete was on his feet, his bearded
face thrust forward, his eyes agleam.

“I mean:the greatest, grimmest jest
of the “century, my friend!” cried
Chalmers. “T'll blow them slky-high as
some day T chall serve the navies of the
world [

Von Mauser leapt to his feet, his face
pale.

“8ir!” he cried.
madness [’

“It is madness—

The Arrest !

HALMERS swung his head end

Q surveyed Von Mauser with cold,

gllttermg eyes.

“I say I will do it, Von

Mauser!” he said ielly. “Is that

cnough for you, or dare you presume
to question further 7"

Vou' Mauser drew himself
erect.

rigidly

“ By eripes, then——"'
pocket. At the same time Chalmers® hand whipped upwards and two shots rang out. Schuller swayed on his feet, the gun

His hand flashed to his
(See page 25.)-

“I am sorry, sir!” he said quietly.

In a flash Chalmers' mood changed,
and he patted his lieutenant on the
shoulder.

“Yes, yes,” he said, I understand,
Von Mauser! You and I must not
quarrel.”

Ha wheecled on Red Pete.

“QOrder submarines number seven
and cight to pr Enre 10 proceed to sea
at once!” he said sharply. “They will
carry gun crews and torpedo crews, as
usual.”

“ Ay, ay, sir)” grunted Red Pete, and
dashed from the room.

“You, l'ederklel went on Chalmers
quickly, *will turn in now and be ready
to leave here at dawn when we maove
forward to attack the Silvestre.™

“Very good, sir,” replied Federkiel;
and, saluting smartly, turned on his
heel and left the room.

You, Von Maguser, will take com-
mand of submarine number seven!”
continued Chalmers rapidly. I, myself,
will take command of the other.  We
will travel on the surface when once
clear of the island and will bear dus
west. If these cursed Chilian warships
are about we will pick them up by

searchlight. There must be no mistake,
you understand. There must not be
one survivor. . If any boats are
launched wa will rake them with
machine- gun fire. Get to your sub-
‘marine |

“Very good, sir!”

Von Mauser saluted and withdrew,
Chalmers turned to Ferrers Iocke,

“Ag for you, Petors,” he said crisply,
“1 will take you with me, You will
learn semething of the method of war-
fare which I employ "

“Y have learned all that is neceszary!”
drawled Ferrers Locke coldly

(Continwed on page 28.)

Printed b

,.l tert.l-n.::n ol ey ““5
Tates: Iniand and

Australis and New

Eaturday by ¢ihe Proprietors,
Ieer.wu Hnnu l?rr‘ingd?‘l’l Street, London,

six months. Bom r Bouth

innd: !nu‘l ﬂnrdun & Gotab, Lid.; and for Canadst The Imperial n:mﬂo Ltd,

‘Ths Amulglmlted FPrenss, Ltd,, The Fleetwa
C. .“'ufintemd 'tor t.:-nmn:llllll‘I on by Canadian

Houss, Farringdon Strest, Londen, KE.0.4.
lnuina Pout, Euhurlptlnn
Oentral Xews oln n for

ney.
clnada}—anturo:ay August §th, 1925




NEWS PARS AND PICTURES! -7

WHAT IS IT?
What would you take this to be? A

rough—very rough—spegimen of sculptur-
ing? A badly-done plasticine model? A
wood carving? No. It's none of these.
It's the natural formation of a rock | Truly,
Nature has some peculiar moods, and there
can be no denying that the slmllarlty between
a human face cantammg a pipe in its mouth
and this rock is starﬂmg. TI’II.S rock, which
is called “ The Smoker. is to be found at

apa, California, and is the favourite land-
mark of many tounsts,

JACK’'S THE BOY
FOR WORK!

Even Jack has to have his boots repaired
some tifne or another, although, for the most
part, he does his dm?y round’ barefooted.
And the ship’s cobbler hay to- work under
extreme d1fﬁcu|t|es when the ship is tossmg
and rolling in a heavy sea. -Yet he doesn't
mind ;- he's learnt through. expenence how
to hit the right nail on the iead instead of his
thumb, when the sea is rough. Photo on left

shows a sailor handmg in a pair of boots for

repair to the ship's cobbler on board H.M.S.
Marlborough.

“BE PREPARED!”

No douht, if you were walking
along the frail = looking
* hridge "’ shown in the photo-
graph on Ilac left, you would " be
prepared '’ to come a cropper.
But Lord Humpton. who 1s
seen here testing the ** bridge,”
felt no qualms st all.  He knew
it had heen built by Scouts, and
when Scouts }un|d a thmq—
well. that th:mz 1s O.K. This
incident tonk place durlng the
rally held by Il‘m Hull and East
Riding County Boy Scouts
Associstion  on the Hymers

Colleze Grounds, Hull.

Tue Macwr Tarrery.—No, 1068.
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THE LORD OF LOST
ISLAND!

(Continued from page 26.)

His hand whipped np. and Lo covered
Chalmers with 'liis antouialic.

“Proféssor Chidlmers,” Lt saidl grimly,
“I arrest you “for piracy on the Ligh
seas "

Chalmers staved al Fervers Locke like
a man hypunotised. - The colour dmmul
from his face, leaving it ghastly in its
pallor,

“Who—who are you!

He almost ‘whispered ihe words, and
with the tip of his torigue he moistened
Lis bloodless lips.

"«T am TFerrers Locke. of s Daker
Street, London,” “replied the detective
ntemly

“Ferrers Locke 1”7 Clalners repeated
tl:a words ineredulonsly, then went on
in a voice which shook. “But—but I
thought you were dead!”

“Yi‘s'

Click!

With amazing rapidiiy and dexierity,

CE]

w

I know, Pardon me!

the Baker Stredt detective had stepped

forward and snapped shut-a pair of
handcuffs on Chalmers’ wrists.

The touch of the cold steel on his
wrists seemed to galyanise the pirato
ch{ef from out his' etupefaction,

Curse ¢ *you!” 'he shoufed, and
struggled- madly fo free his wrists.
“Qurse gou! Youlll never leave this
islind alive—"

“ Silence 1

The hql'.t. of Ferr
jammed into the n
enough' to reduce ¢
silence,

“meen 1" went on the Baker Sireet
detective tensely. am going to
relense your rvight weist. 4 XYOU are; g
to pen g short lettor at my dictgfion.
Please understand ‘that at the first fa]so
mave I shall not-seruple to 'shoot .you
dead!”
~Heo lLent forward, The next moment
thdre was a click,. and the steel cuff on
Chalmers' right wrist swung open.

“Now pick up that pen!” ordered
Forrers Locke. “Hurrs ”

) \’t ith shaking {‘ngcrs.-(‘halmms picked
up'a pen which lay before him,

T Now
Mtcmpt to disguise your lmnd“ntmg

5 Locke's ‘revolver

halimers ‘to' instant

1

write as follows, and do mnot

commanded the detective,
ucquainted with it!"”

Tor three minutes Chalmers wroto
libovionsly at Ferrers Locke's dictation.
During that time more than once tho
sleulh’s eyes strayed anxiously towards
the deor, aud he listened with strain-
ing cars for approaching footsteps.

Only he knew how desperate was the
giamble on which be was staking Lis life
against the capture of the pirate chief,
But he had seen hLis opportunily, and
had taken it. There could be no going
back now. The die was cast, and he
stood before Chalmers unmasked.

He rapidly seanned the note the man
had written.

“Dear Federkicl,—I have found it
necessary to change my plans, Go at
once to your seaplane. Fill up your
petrol tank and keep your engine run-
ning. No matter what happens, do not
lenve the machine till further orders.
1 repeat, under no circumstances what-
soever must you leave your machine,
Bo ready for an instant take-off.

“Brack MicHagL.”

Dicking the note up, Ferrers Locke
slipped it into his ket. He locked
the handeuffs on Chalmers' wrists again,
and, standing behmd the man, slipped
his. gun into his pockat.

“Remember,
he warned gm.tlugly

The words covered the faint “plop!”
as he uncorked a small phlaf’ and
allowed a few drops of the contents to
trickle on to a haiidkerchief.

HE Wlmt are  you going
A-a-h

Chnlmen words ended in.a chok:ng
gurglo” as’ Ferrers Locke clapped the
chloroform-soaked handkerchief-over his
mouth.

Hoe

to—

struggled, clawing with  Lis

manacled hands at that firm Jhand wlhich’

held tho séuffocating wad 'so grimly.
Then his ‘siruggles becamé weaker—
weaker,

He collapsed limply at -last in the
doetective's armis, and, laying - him on
the floor, Ferrers Locke sw1tc]1ed ‘out
the light, plungmg the room into ‘dark-
ness,

{onzu to0 well does Ferrers Lac}'p
Enow that ke 13 'staking his'life against
the. cap!ws of « Black Michael, < Dt
come what may, the Baker Street detec-
tive is determined not fo turn from" his
purpose, © Whatever wou ' do,
den't miss neat week's instalment of this
powerful serial. 10s brimful of ﬂ‘ardts n

“1 am well

‘chunis,

BILLY BUNTER'S
BOOKMAKER !

(Contined from page 23.)

“Oh! Good!
is—is—is he coming back?
him away, sonichow! Oh,
gay—"

“We've squared the matter,” said the
captain of the Romove. © Never mind
how—we've clcared him off and he wonlt
come back again. But :1 you play tho
giddy ox any more—"

Bunter groaned, -

“No fear! I'm fed ap,” he mumbled.
“I—I say, you fellows, I—I beliove they
wangle those races, you an\—m\—m\
winners never won, "you know."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can see anything (0
cackle at. 'The rotten racing ought to
be stopped, by law,” groaned Buntey,
*"Buch things oughtn’t to be allowed
Cateh me touching it again! Oh, dear!y

“¥ou don't want to get in touch wuh
a b%okm now? d¢ked Bolb Cherry.

I—I say, vou [ellows,
I say, keep
dear! 1

Bunter. sh»uddere
“Here -ondeth
chuck]ed, Bab,
““Ha, ha, ha“‘
And Bunter was lgft to himseli—the.

" gecond lesson,”

» most difillusioned sportsman that evor

spotted lbsers; a sadder, if not wiser
Bunter
L - - L]
Bunter’s -bookmaker was ot scen ot
Greyfriars again—until ‘the date came

“round for the pm:f ;gmancu of * Reckless

Ra.ckst.mw, or vﬂm 'd- to, Ruin,”

‘Then he was seen,

Bunter, in the audne,nce, Jbehield thi
hcokmaker on the Remova.stage, wifh
bulging éyes. There he was—red face,
rakish hat, cheek dlotlps, race-glasses,
and all, Aid then Buiter con;prehcnded
Bunter glared at'him with o glare that
almost cracked Hhis spectaclds, and, to
the ‘surprise .of tho rest of The nudxenc
shook a fat fist.at hin- Shl], as the fui
Owl had lived in dréad of hearing
further from Nr. Bagshot, it was rather
a relief, afler all, t,o:laar:l that Wibley

_of the Remove w as Bunter's bookmaker,

THE END

.{1". dt week's Fipping varn of Harry
Wharton & Co. at G:c_;frmrs is entitled
*'B:EE_; Bumcrs Fuek!” This is the
first Vof ;e mdgnificent new scrics of
Imhdu_y storics,” 2o be sure o ordey
your’ co;r_,a of the DMaGNET well in
adratee. i
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