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A ROUSING YARN OF SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE AT MONTE CARLO—

By
FRANK ™
RICHARDS.

It was Billy Bunter’s big idea to break the bank at Monte Carlo, and from that idea sprang

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Swat That Fly !

“ OTHER that fly.”
Coker of the TFifth.
He waved a large hand

irritably.

“*Here, look ouf |” exclaimed Potter.
He jerked his head out of the way just
in time; and Coker's waving hand
missed his nose by an inch. .

“Plow it1” caid Coker. * Blessed if
I know where the flics come froml
Ought not to he flies at seal 'That
benst.lg fly keops buzzing ahout a fellow’s
ears |’ )

“Y can't sec any flies—"

“Do you ever sae anything " inquired
Coker politely. “Don’t you and Greene
go sbout with your eyes shut?”

There was a chuckle on the deck of
the Bea Nymph yacht, It came from a

oup of juniors at a little distance from
‘oker. Harry Wharton & Co. of the
Greyfriars Remove seemed amused.

Coker turned his head and gave them
n glare. It was quite useless—Coker
had glared at those merry juniors time
and egain during the Easter eruise on
the Bea Nymph, without producing the
slight.est effect on them.

‘Bhut up, you fags|” rapped Coker.
“PDon’t cackle while a fellow’s trying to
read I”

“ Bow-wow |
cheerfully.

“The iow-wowfulness is terrific, my
estcemed and idiotic Coker!" said
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, the dusky
Nabgb of Bhanipur.

Potter and Greene of the Fifth, who
were seated in dockchairs close by
Coker, smiled. All through that Easter
trip, Horace Coker had been striving
to reduce the Remove feollows to a
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Bunter’s Big Bluff.

proper state of respect. He had had
absolutely no Iuek ! TUnluckily, Coker,
turning back after %laring at the
juniors, caught that smile.

“What are you grinning at?”
inguired inimically.

“W-w-w-was I grinning?”" stammered
Potter.

“ Yes, like u Cheshire cheese—I mean,
a Cheshire cat! If you sees anything
funny in those checky fags cheeking a
Fifth Form man, I can only say—
Blow that fly 1”

Coker clapped a hand to one of his
extensive ears. He had felt quite a
sharp nip there.

“That must have been a mosquito!”
exclaimed Coker. *It was quite a nip !
Faney mosquitoes so far out at sea !”

“Tancy!” gasped Potter.

“Only fancy 1” murmured Greene.

“1 think you fellows might fan flics
away while a fellow’s trying to read a
book ! growled Coker. “Slack, as
usual—too slack for anything.”

And Coker dropped his eyes to his
hook again. Coker of the Fifth, as a
rule, was not much of a rcader. But for
some reason he seemed very keen on
that book-—quite decp in it. That made
the extracrdinary visitation of flies and
mosquitoes all the more irritating.
Those obnoxious insects scemed to he
troubling nobody else on board. But
they kept on worrying Coker of the
Fifth.

The Sea Nymph was stenmin%f over
the blue Mediterranean, heading for the
French coast, The Easter trip was to
end with & visit to the sunny Riviera;
and there were to be a couple of days at
Nice, with a visit to Monte Carlo. After
which, the Easter trippers would be
homeward bound, for lgngland and the
new term at Greyfriars School,

he

=

“Oh crikey!"” ejaculated Coker sud-
denly, as he felt another nip on a large
ear, and he smacked out wifdly to catch
the fily, or mosquito, or whatever it was,
on_the wing.

Smack !

“Whooaop "' roared Potter.

This time he did not jerk his head
away soon enough. Coker’s hand was
large and heavy, and Potter roared as
he captured it with his nose.

“Ow! Look out, you ass!” roared
Potter. “Ow! Oh, my nose! Oh!"”

“Blow your nose, you mss!” hooted
Coker. " What the thump do you want
to stick your nose in the way for,

Potter? I nearly had that beastly
mosguite then”
“Ow! Wow! You clumsy ass!”

Potter rubbed his nose in anguish, an
Greene shifted his chair a little farther
away from Coker. Coker seemed rather
dangerous at close quarters.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came rippling along
the deck.

“He, he, he!” came a cheery cachin-
nation from Billy Bunter.

Coker glared round again. He was
goetting more and more exasperated.
~ “Will you fags shut up!" he bawled.
“Do you want me to come along there
to wvoui™

“Yes, rather!" said Johony Bull at
once. * Please do "

“(h, do!|" said Frank Nugent.

“Trot along, Coker!” said Bob
Cherry encoumngly. “We'll roll you
round the deck with pleasure.”

* The pleasure will be terrific.”

Horpce Coker half-rose. But he =at
down again. If ever cheeky juniors de-
served to be whopped, the Ifamous Five
of Greyfriars did. But if Hovace Coker
hegan whopping them, it was only too
probable ihat, instead of taking that
whopping as they ought to have done,
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—FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & C€O., THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS.

th::i would have rolled Coker round the
deck. Indeed, they seemed rather keen
for him to come along to them and
begin, Coker decided to treat them with
dignified scorn.

“I might have expected this sort of
thing, coming on a cruise on the same
boat with a mob of Lower Iourth
fags1” said Coker bitterly, “It was a
migstake—I see that nowf I told that
fellow Cook to keep them in order—and
he only grinned—just grinned | Cheek,
E&i;u know, from a dashed hotel-keeper 1"
ker snorted. - * He’s grinning now !”

Billy Bunter’s cousin, George Caok,
the plump skipper and owner of the
holiday yacht, was undoubtedly grin-
ning. 8o was Mr. Pycroft, the mate.
So were several members of the crew.
Coker might have suspected that there
was some jest going on, if he had been
a suspicious fellow. He might have
thought it odd that nobody but himself
was bothered by those flies and mosgui-
toes, had he been given to thinking. But
thinking was not much in Coker’s line.
His powerful intellect functioned
slowly.

Once more Coker resumed his book—
Potter and Greene keeping out of arms-
length now. That book was really not
one that a Greyfriars fellow should have
been perusing at all; and Coker's
friends had been rather surprised to ses
it in his hands. It was entitled * Monte
Carlo Roulette; Systems and How to
Win 1"

Coker, with all his faults—and their
name was legion—was a stroight and
decent fellow, not to be suspected of
such shady pursuits as gamblin% There
wore Greyfriars fellows, like Loder of
the Sixth, or Hilton of the Fifth, or
Vernon-Smith of the Remove, who
might have done shady things abroad,
far from the eyes of masters and pre-
fects. But Coker was not that sort of
follow. He was straight as a string. So
it was quite surprising to see him so
deep in such a volume. But there he
was—feirly nosing into it—mugging it
up as he had never dreamed of mugging
up his lessons in the Fifth Form Room
at Greyfriars,

“Qoaogh 1" yelled Coker.

He flung out a large hand again—his
friends fortunately out of reach this
time. He glared round with an infuri-
ated glare. He had caught quite a
painful nip in the neck.

“Did you see that fly, Potter 7"

“No fear!”

“Did you, Greene?"

#Not a ghost of one."

“Blind as owls, as per usual
enorted Coker. “I never saw such a
pair of stuffed dummies! Flies and
mosquitoes buzzing round yon in swarms
and you never sce them [”

“You silly ass!” hooted Potter.
“Thera's no flies or mosquitoes here. If
you kgpt your own eyes open, you'd
sao—""

“Don’t be a silly ass, Potter.”

“I tell you—="

“Don't be a silly fathead !”

“If you want to know—""

“] want vou to shut up while I'm
reading "

“0Oh, all right!” said Potter, *I'll
shut up.” And he did not mention that
he had discerned a pea-shooter in the
hand of Bob Cherry. Had he men-
tioned it, no doubt Horace Coker would
have guessed where ell those flies and
mosquitoes came from. DBut he did not
mention it, so Coker did not guoss,
Coker snorted angrily and resumed
reading; and Potter and OGreene ex-
changed a wink, and settled down con-
tentedly to watch the game.

IH

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Just like Bunter !

g7 ARRY WHARTON & Co.
smiled.

Really, it was quite enter-
taining. Bob Cherry was pre-
pating his peashooter for another shot,
and the only person on deck who was
unaware of it was Horace Coker, the
target, Coker's nose was deep in his
bool, but not deep enough to be out
of range from the peashooter. The tiny
missile flew—tiny, but quite forceful—
and it impinged on the side of Horace
Coker's nose—a rather prominent nose
which jutted from oler’s mgge-i
countenance like a promontory., Bob
was a good shot. He got a bullseye
nearly every time,

“QOw |” gasped Coker.

His book went to the deck, and he
clasped a hand to his nose and jumped
up. His nose had had quite a shock,

The peashooter was instantly out of
sight behind Bob; but Coker did not
even glanee at the juniors. Natutally,
he did not suspect that flies and mos-
guitoes came from the Removites.

“Ow! My nose!” gasped Coker,
“I'm stung 1”

“ Another fly!"”” yawned Potter.
| ] |
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*A mosquito—a jolly big one, I
think! It's stung me pretty hard. It's
simply sickening !’ growled Coker
savagely. “I shall have e swollen nose
at this rate.”

“Match your head!"

ofbter,

“Don't be a silly owl! Where's that
dashed mosquito?” snarled Colker,
grasping his book and glaring round.

Had there been & mosguite within
range, and had Coker succeeded in
swatting it, that mosguito would have
disappeareé instantly from existence.
But there was no mosquito to be seen—
not even a small and harmless fly!

Coker brandished “Monte Carlo
Roulette ” to clear off imaginary mos-
quitoes. - Harry Wharton & Co. watched
him with interest. They wondered how
long it would take Coker to realise that
he was the target of a peashooter. Not
a suspicion had dawned on him so far.

“He, he, he!” gurgled Billy Bunter,
biinkinF at Coker through his big

o5

murmured

spectacles in great glee. “Coker doesn't
know——

“3hut up, fathead I”

“Dh, really, Wharton! I wasn't
going to mention—"'

“ Dry up, assl"

“1 wasn't going to say— Ow!
Stop stamping on my foof, you beast!
Wow | howled Bunter.

Horace Coker sat down again, but lie

did not immediately resume reading.
He sat with the book gripped in his
hand, his eyes open and watchful, Ho
was watching for that hungry mosquito
to return to the attack, ready to bash it
out of existence if it came, But he
watched in vain, The peashooter was
still held behind Bob Cherry’s back, and
no more mosquitoes were likely to
materialise 80 long as Coker watohed
for them,

He gave it up at last and resumed
reading. As sooh as his eves were glued
on his book, the peashooter was lifted
once more to Bob's mouth, and he tock
aim, The juniors suppressed their
merritent with difficulty. Potter and
Greene grinned and waited.

“Yaroooh I

Coker fairly bounded, with a hand
clasped to his ear. His book flew in °
one direction, his deckchair in another,
as he leaped.

r “Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell along the
eck.

“He, he, he! I sav, vou fellows, look

at Coker| He, he, he!”

Coker rubbed his ear in a state of
fury. It was getting altogether too
thick. A fellow couldn’t have a
moment’s peace, haunted by mosquitoes
in that extraordinary manner.

“Wow! I'm stung again!’ howled
Coker. “Where's that beastly mos-
quito? Did you fellows see it?"

“Not a sign of it!"” said DPotter,
shaking his head. Greene shook his
head solemnly,

“Dao you ever sce anything?” hooted
Caoker,

Potter and Greene might have said
that they had seen something, such as
a Removite buzzing with a peashooter;
but they didn't. They only smiled,

Coker gripped his book and glared
round with an infuriated eye for that
clusive mosquito. Ile was in & mood to
slay not only that mesquito, but, like
Samson of old, thousands and tens of
thousands, if he could only have sighted
the enemy, This time he had gstter
luck. Certainly there was no insects
about, but a tiny flake of soot from the
funnel floated in the air and secttled on
Greene's shoulder. Had Coker talken
his time, no doubt he would have
discerned that it was a tiny flake of
soot, and fot an insect; but Coker was
not in & mood to take time. Fle was in
a hasty and slaughterous mood, He
swung up his book, his eyes blazing.

“My hat! There it is! Keep still,
Greens——"

“What?" began Greene.

Had Greene of the TFifth realised
what Coker was about to do, certainly
Greene would not have kept still. He
would have done anything but keep still.
But he did not realise it in time; Coker
acted too promptly for that, Before
CGreene knew what was happening,
Coker smote at that supposed mosguito
landing on Greene's shoulder, and he
smote with o mighty smite !

Crash!

The yell that came from Grecene of the
Tifth rang the length of the Sea
Nymph, and far over the glistening
waters of the Mediterrancan, It might
almost have been heard in Corsica.
Greene, yelling frantically, toppled over
out of his deckchair end sprawled on
the rleck. There was a shriek from the
I"an ous Five.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Whooop I’ yelled Greene. “Yooop!
Wharrer you at, you maniac, knocking
a fellow over? hoooo-hooop 1”

“Got it|” gasped Coker.

“Ow! Wow! My shoulder’s dislo-
cated !” shrieked Greene. “You potty
idiot! What did vou bang me for, you
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howling maniac?” He sat up on deck
and glared at Coker as if he could have
bitten him. “What's this game, you
dummy? What—"

“Hurt?"’ asked Coler,

“Hurt!”? repeated Greene sulphur-
ously. “Do i;ou think you can bang &
fellow like a Dlacksmith without hurt:nﬁ
him, you dangerous lunatic? What di
vou do it for, you idiot?”

“Ha, ha, hal” )

«Jt wos that mosquijo!” explained
Coker. “He was on your shoulder.
fgﬁ him’ all right! Must have squashed
1im,”

“ You—you—you—" gurgled Greene.
He picked hirgself up and rubbed his
-shoulder tenderly. “You've jolly nearly
put my shoulder out of joint, you
piffling idiot I'” . .

“Ha, ha, ha!” The juniors fairly
shrieked. This little entertainment was
working out better than they. could have
hoped. Coker was & serious-minded
follow; but there was no doubt he was
brightening that Easter trip. Though
no humorist, he got the laughs!

“Qhut up, you cheeky fags!” bawled
Coker. “Don't male a fuss like that,
Greene, about a bit of a tap. You've
set that mob of fags laughing at
? “ At—at me?” gasped Greene.

“Yes, and really I'm not surprized at
it when you fall over at a tap, and
make such a fuss about it! I suppose
vyouw're not made of puity, are you?”
said Coker scornfully.

“Oh crikey I’ said Greene. .

“I¢’s all right. I’ve got that mosquito
at last. Now a fellow will have a little
peace !’ said Coker cheerfully. And he
sat down end opened his book once
more, convinced that he was done with
that troublesome insect.

But he wasn't1 .

Zip | came another unerring pea from
the shooter., It got Coker just under
the ear, and he jumped.

“QOh crumbs | If that isn’t another of
them!” howled Coker. *The ship
soems to be swarming with them.™

“Ha, ha, ha|”

Coker glared up at George, whose
round re(f face was Ermmng from the
bridge. Captain Cook seemed to be en-
joying the entertainment as much a3
anybody.

“YTook here, Cook,” bawled Colker,
“gomething ought to be donme about
this| It's sickening to have the yacht
swarming with filthy insects like thisl”

“Ha, ha, hal” rosred George.
“There's no insects on board this
vacht, Mr. Coker! Boys will be boys!
o, ha, ha{”

“T tell you I've been stung half a
dozen times!” roared Coker. “I'm
bitten in six or seven places.”

“Hefty haddocks " gasped George.

«J¢'s sickening !” roaved Coler. “I
haven't paid twenty-one guineas for a
cruise to be chewed up by insects on
your dashed yacht, Mr. Cool "

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared George.

Coker, with thunder in his brow, sat
down again. Potter and Greene_ re-
treated to a still safer distance, Bob
Cherry did not resume sniping; he was
laughing too much. Billy Bunter
reached out o fat hand and jerked the
peashooter away from him.

“Let's have a shotl”
Bunter.

Bob nodded and handed him some
ammunition. Billy Bunter, with a wide
grin on his fat countenance, jammed the
pea into his capacious mouth, put the
shooter thereto, and took deadly aim,

inking very carefully at Coker
through his big spectacles, And at that
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whispered

moment, Coker, on the watch for the
mosquito, glared round.

His glare became fixed at the sight of
Billy Bunter with the peashooter to his
mouth. He gazed and gazed!

The truth dawned on Coker at last,
IIe understood—when he saw the pea-
shooter | It was not mosguitoes; it was
pea-shooting!  And Bunter was the
culprit1 Coker could hardly have any
doubt about that when he saw the pea-
shooter actually at Billy Bunter’s lips.
For a long moment Coker remained
transfixed, and the Owl of the Remove,
too short-sighted to see the expression
on his face, continued to take aim.
Then Coker bounded.

Crash!| went the pca-shooter to lhe
deck. Crash!| went Billy Bunter after
it, in the hefty grasp of Iorace Coker.

“Wow 1” voared Bunter. “Help!
say, you fellows—— Yarocooh!”
Smack! Smack! BSmack] Smack!

Coker did not spcak. It was not a
time for words. It was a time for
action. Horace Coker’s action was
prompt and vigorous, His heavy Land
rose and fell like a sledgehammer.
Smack! Smack! Smack!

“Yarooh ! Help!  Draggimoff |
shrieked Bunter. “It wasn't me—
Whooop ! I say, you fellows, rescue—
Yaroooooap 1

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famouz TFive, yelling with
laughter, rushed to tho rescue. They
seized Coker on all sides and dragged
him off. Coker dolivered one final,
fearful whop as Lo went, and Bunter
roared wildly. Then the srathful
Horace was headed off, and Bill
Bunter sat on the deck and roared with
anguish, while the rest of the Greylriars
party roared with merriment,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Rolls !

¢ ICTE [ said Harry Wharlon,
“ Eh—whose mniece?” asked
Billy Bunter. “Where?”

It was the following morn-
ing, and the Sea Nymph was about to
malke her landfall. Under a golden sun
and a blue sky, the town of Nice glim-
mered white on the shore, beyond it
many a white-walled villa pecping from
the slopes of the Maritime Alps. The
sun shono on the glass dome of the
casino on the jetty, and blazed down
on innumecrable promenaders on the
Promenade des Anglais,

Harry Wharton & Co. watched the
southern shore of La belle France rising
from the blus Mediterranean, while
Billy Bunter iackcd away a sceond
breakfast after his first, a third after his
second, and o fourth after his third.
Tull of breakfusts, Billy Bunter rolled
on deck and joined tho chums of the
Remove, and blinked shoreward, Now,
however, the fat junior blinked round
the deck, apparently in cquest of the

“nicce” to whom Wharton lhad
referred.
“Tathead I said Nugent. “That’s

Nice! It's spelt N-i-c-e, but it's pro-
nounced N-E-E-C-E! Bee?”

“Teach your grandmother 1” answered
Bunter independently. “I don’t want
you to tezeh me French, Nugent! I ean
talk your head off at French! When
we go ashore, you fellows had better let
me do the interpreting., They’d never
%rqde:;ﬂ:and your French! 8o that's

William Wibley of the Remove came
up and joined the juniors. Ile glanced
appreciatively at the sunlit shore.

“That’s nice!” he remarked,

“Tt isn’t ¥ said Bunter promptly.

“Eh—why isn't it?” asked Wibley,

THE MAGNET

“Looks ripping to me! Why don't you
think it's nice, fatty?”

“It's pronounced neecel” explained
Bunter. “You don’t know much about
French pronunciation, Wibley 1”

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Famous
Five.

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at! You fellow's know it’s pronounced
‘ neece,’ if Wibley doesn’t 1"

“You burbling owl " roared Wibley.
“1 wasn’'t speaking French; was
speaking English! I know it's Nice,
you howling fathead; but it’s nice as
well—see 1% :

“You néedn’t yell at a chap, Wibley,
because he sets your rotten pronuncin-
tion right!” said Bunter calnly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Has this bay got any name, you
fellows 7

“It's the Baie
Harry.

“That means the Bay of Monkeys,”
said Bunter; “a singe i3 & monkey in
French'1”

““Ha, ha, ha!” shriesked the juniors.

1f this was how Bunter was going to
do the interpreting, it seemed probable
that he would cause some merriment in
Nice among the natives |

“You can cackle |” said Bunter, “But
you'll find I'm right! A singe is a
monkey, and so the Bay des Singes
must be the Bay of Monkeys!”

“You pifling ass!” said Wharton.
“Tt's the Baie dos Anges—the Bay of
Angels.”

“Well, the silly idiots shouldn’t pro-
nounce al]l their words alike, through
their silly noses!” =aid Bunter. “1
know jolly well that singe is French for
monkey.”

“QOf course it is—just as Bunter is
Iinglish for monkey 1” said Bob.

"You silly ass|” howled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“T say, you fellows, what's the glassy
sort of roof or something 1"

“That’s the building on the jetty,”
said Nugent, “You can geb teas and
concerts and things there,”

Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his big
spectacles.

“T've heard about that,” he said.
“That's where they have a casino; they
play a game there called ‘la boule’
You put a stake on a number, and they
give you seven times as much when you
win,

“When |"” grinned Bob,

“The whenfulness is terrifiet”

“1 mugged it all up, you know, when
I had a vac in I'rance before,” said
Bunter, evidenlly very keen on the game
they played in the easino. “There’s
nine numbers on a green table, and you
stake on any one of them—two or three
together, if yon like. 'There’s a chap
called a croupicr, and he has a rake, to
hook in your money when you lose, and
to shove it out to you when you win.”

“] fancy he docs meore hooking than
shoving 1”7 remarked Johnny Bull.

“Well, of course, mugs like you
fellows would lose!” said Bunter.
“They make their profits out of mugs
and fatheads like you chaps! I suppose
nioroe Fcupla lose than win, or they
couldn’t run the show; they can't run
it on losses, of course. It takes a cool,
clear-headed, iron-nerved fellow to beat
that game—a fellow like me——"

“0Oh erumbs!”

“A fellow with a cool, clear, steady
intellect, you know!" said Bunter,
blinking at the chums of the Remove.
“That's me all over! I'm jolly well
going in for it. Rather a good idea
to make the French pay for my holiday
—what 1" .

. “I can sce them doing it!” chuckled
ob,

des Anges,” said
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COrash ! Smash ! Clatter !

“Woll, you'll sce it when I come back
to the yacht with a bag of francs,"” said
Bunter. “If I make twenty thousand
francs, that will be about—let's sce—
over two hundred pounds in real moner.
Rather a catch to walk off with a couple
of hundred pounds—what 7"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“The difficulty is,” went on Bunter,
“that I’m rather short of cash. You
can't play without money. I suppose

ou fellows will lend me a little capital

begin. I shall treat you generously.
I shall keep half my winnings, and you
fellows can whack out the other half
among you. That's faiz. I shall only
need about ten pounds to start.”

“Whe's lending Bunter ten pounds to

amble on the jolly old Riviera ™ asked

b Cherry. “Don't all speak af
ongce |7

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

Nobody, it appeared, was going to
lend Bunter the ten pounds that was
needed, to be turned into two hundred
at la boule.

“1 say, you fellows, if you're going to
be mean, I shan’t let you touch any of
my winnings!” said Bunter, “You'll
feel pretty sick when you see me roll-
ing in moncy. I think you might do
the decent thing. I've only got ffty
francs that George gave me—hardly
sufficient capital to start breaking the

bank. Btill, if you're going to be
stingy, I shall do the best I can with
that.”

“You won't!” said Harry. “We've
come here for a holiday, you benighted
as3, nat to play the giddy blackguard(”

“You can mind your own business,
Wharton! 1 don’t want any sermons
from you!" said Bunter seornfully. “I
can tell you, I'm jolly well going to
shake a loose leg, now we're in a forcign
country. Quelch can't spot us here, and
there ain't any Greyfriars prefects

-

~

*“ Nom d’un nom !’ gurgled the walter.

about ! Bunter chuckled. “Ile, he,
he! You'll change your tune, I dare
say, when youn see me rolling in money |
Still, I'd advise you fellows to keep
clear of it! You Esven‘t the brains to
beat them at that game "

“And you have?” gasped Bob.

“Ixactly, old fellow! You'll see me
rolling in money !”

“We'd better keep an eye on that fat
idiot in Nice!” growled Johnny Bull,
“Kick him if he begins playing the

oat |V

“Beast I

“He won't be able to play the goat [V
said Harry, with a laugh. “They're
not very particular here whom they
fleece, I believe. But there’s a limit!
They wouldn't let a schoolboy play at
the tables.”

Billy Bunter's fat fare fell. Ho had
not thought of that litile difficulty in
the way of making o fortune in the
casino,

“I say, you fellows, do you think theyx
wouldn’t let me in?" he cxclaimed, in
dismay.

“There's o rule at Monte Carlo that
minors aren’t allowed to play,” grinned
Bob, “and it's bound to be the same in
Nice. Those casino johnnics are pretty
tough ; but they havo to keep up some
sort of appearances. If a kid of your
age started playing the goat at the
gaming-table he would be moved on,
pretty quick.”

“What rot!”

“Ha, La, ha!

“Jolly good thing, too,” said Nugent.
“Tt will save you fifty francs, Bunter.”

" Ynh !’?

Billy Bunter's fat brow was wrinkled
in troubled thought. He had Dbeen
thinking o great deal about that
gambling game at Nice and the blissful
prospect of walking out of a casino with
his poclkets full of money. It would be

gasped Bunter.

Crash ! Crockery crashed and smashed right and left as the short-sighted Bunter colllded with
the walter and sent him spinning in one direction, while his piled trays spun In another.

“ QOh lor’ ! ' gasped Bunter.

simply ripping to begin the new term
at Gmyfr?ars School with lots ond lots
of money—as much as Lord Mauleverer
or the %ounder. Some fellows might
have objected to make mmoney by
gambling—but Billy Bunter had no such
objection. He rather agreed with the
ancient Emperor Vespasian, who
declared that tho smell of all money was
sweet !

As for the difficulty of beating pro-
fessional gamblers at their own game,
Bunter did not worry sbout that. All
it needed, in Bunter's opinion, was &
clear, cool, steady intellect and an iron
nerve—with which Nature had, in
Bunter’s opinion, provided Bunter!

“I say, you fellows, I shall have to
manage it somehow,"” he said. “I'm not
missing & chance like this! We can't
do anything of the kind at home., A
fellow would be sacked for going to the
racos | While we're 1n F'rance we've got
to make ray while the sun shines—
what? I advise you fellows, as I've
gaid, to kesp clear of ik No good
losing your money with the rest of the
mugs—he, he, hel Lend me tho
money—"

“T'll lend you & boot 1” suggested Bol:
Cherey.

“Deast! I can manage on fifty francs,
anyhow,” said Bunter, “It jolly soon
incrcases when a fellow wins, 1 can
manage it. I remember now Smithy
saying once he stuck on a false mous-
tache when he was abroad and wanted
to play at the tables. Wibley can lend
me a moustache—you've got your
theatrical things on the yacht, Wib—"

“ Pathead 1"

“Well, if you're too mean, I can buy
one ot a barber's,” said Bunter. “I can
jolly well tell you fellows that you've
not going to stop me making a fortune
while I've got a chance !

THE Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,316,
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“You pie-faced, pernicious porker!”
gaid Johnny Bull, in measured tones.
“You're not going to gamble hLere.”

“¥Yah! I fancy you'll be keen enough
to follow my lead when you see me roll-
ing in money |” sneered Bunter. “Not
that you could do it—you haven't the
brains for it! But you'll sce me roll-
in ?

‘Good ege!” exclaimed Dob Cherry.
“You fellows liks to sce Bunter rolling ?
You really want to, Bunter?”

“¥Yes, rather; and I'm jolly well
going to—"

“Well, if Bunter wanls to roll, why
shouldn’t he?” asked Bob. *“Let's sct
him going 1*

“Ha, ha, hal”

1 say, you [ellows, hiold on—I mean
lot go!” roared Billy Bunter, as the
lfamous Five grasped him. *“Yaroooh!
Whooop |*

Billy Bunter was turned over on the
deck, and started rolling, With threo
follows at his head, und three at his
feet, Bunter was rolled with vigour, and
hie had to roll—there was no help for it
He rolled and roared,

“Yaroooh! Stoppit! Ielp*

“Ia, ba, hat”

“Roil om, thou fat and flabby Dunter,
roll I” chuckled Nugent.

“The yollfulness is terrific!”

“Whaoop! T'm out of breath!
Stoppit | Boasts |” yelled Bunter {rantic-
ally, «» he rolled over and over
“¥Yarogh!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter wanted to roll in money! Ile
did not want to roll on the deck of the
Sca Nymph. DBut it was not a matter
of choice—and Dunter rolled and rolled
and roared and roared.

*“Hefty haddocks |* ejaculated George,
coming on deck and staring at that
hilarious scene.  * \What's this game?
Larking—what?  Wall, boys will be
boys! Do you good, Billy—bring down
your fat!”

“¥Yaroooch| Help! Whooop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“I say, you fellows, I—I wouldn't go

to the casino | I say, I was only jig-jog-
joking ! shrieked Bunter. “Can’t you
take a jig-jag-joke? Whoop! Leggo!

Yaraooooooh 1"

“Jure you don't want to go to the
casino ?” chortled Bob.

“Ow! No! Neverl <Yarooooooh!”

“Sure you don't want to roll in guilty
gold ?*

“Wow! No!
mean, dear old

“Ha, ha, hal

Billy Bunter ccased to roll. Harry
Wharton & Co. resumed watching the
white-walled town rising from the Baic
des Anges, and Billy Bunter zat on the
dock, struggling for his second wind.
And the fat Owl, though his sportive
intention was unchanged, resolved not
to tell the other fellows anything more
about it, They would be green with
envy when they saw him with his
pockets bulging with money, and it
would serve them jolly well right.

Oh dear! Beasts! I
chaps | Wow I

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Baffling Bunter !

[} HI8,"” said George, “is called
E the Promenade des Anglais—
that is, the Lnglish Prom-

enade! It is so called beeauss

it was constructed, nearly a hundred
veara ago, with funds provided by
LEnglish visitors to Nice to assist the
native uncmployed!” George waved o
fat hand. “It faces the Baie des Anges
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—which means Angels Bay, as you
sea |”

George, having taken a party ashore,
was showing them the sights and tell-
ing them all about it. Harry Wharton
& Co. cheerfully gave him his head.

It was quite pleasant to stroll aio:;g
the magnificent romenade, ami
crowds of other strollers, past the nod-
ding palm-trees, with the Mediter-
rancan gleaming bright and blue under
a suony sky.

Billy Bunter was not quite so con-
tented as the other fellows.

Bunter’s spectacles constantly turned
towards a glass-dormed building at the
end of the promenade, where, in those
very moments, the rubber ball was danc-
ing in the bowl on the “bounle® table,
and “mugs ” were losing money as fast
as the croupiers could rake it in.
Bunter was keen to be performing with
the other mugs!

But there was no chance for Bunter
so far. George, it was certain, would
permit nothing of the kind, George
was careful of the schoolboys under his
charge, and if any one of them had dis-
played a propensity for gambling, Cap-
tain Cook would assuredly have sent
that one back to the yacht, and kept
him there out of mischief, ‘Bunter was
the only fellow in the party wha wanted
to spread himself in that way, however;
and Bunter had to wait for an opper-
tunity. His fifty franes were burning
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a hole in his poeket, and he reflected
bitterly that he might already have
turncd them into hundreds, or thou-
sands, of francs. But there was no help
for it, and Bunter had to bide his time
and listen to George.

Coker & Co. dropped behind.

Coker had no fancy whatever for a
personally conducted tour, with George
cabbling, as le disrespectfully expressed
it. Coker, too, had other fish to fry.
He hiad brought his hook ashore under
his arm—nand Coker, for some mys-
terious rocason, was frightfully keen on
that boolk. Coker sat on one of the
seats along the promenade, and Potter
and Greene sat down with him, and
George and tho juniors disappeared
from their view.

Coker, having opened " Monte (arlo
Roulette,” put his nose into it, and kept
it there. Potter and Greene exchanged
glances of impaticnce, Really, they had
not come to Nice to sit on a scat and
wateh Horace reading an idiotie book.
Coker seemed to have forgotten iheir
existence; and so, &t last, Polier ven-
tured to remind him of it.

g

“What about having a car, old hoan?
hie asked. *“You were talking about a
car up to Monte.”

“To-morrow,” said Crlker.

“Why not to-day*” asked Creene.

“I'm not quite ready yet."” Coker
tapped his book. “I'm studying this
thing—I'm getting it pretty clear. I
fancy it wil’f be all right. But there's
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no hurry. More haste, less speed, you
know.”

Potter and Greene looked at him,
They had wondered to sce Coker—a
fellow like Coker—so deep in such a
book on such a subject. Coker, as thoy
knew him, was not the fellow to play
the goat simply becauso ho was in a
foreign country, away from the eyes of
authority, But, rcully, it began to look
like it. Potter thought he had better
put it plainly.

“qu.: here, Coker, what are you
mugging up that rot for? We're going
up to Monte to see the sighta; we're
jolly well not going to gamble like &
lot of tenth-rate trippera!”

“Let me catch you goambling!” said
Coker grimly. “I’ll jolly well knock
your lheads together, I can tell youl If
you're thinking of u.nythinq of that sorb
in my company, Potter—"

“Nothing of the kind, you ass! DBut
what are yon mugging up the rot for?
Look here! How long are we going to
sit_here 7"

“I'va got to get through this,” said
Coker. “It's a _lolly pleasant place to
sit and read, isn't it 1"

“And are we to sit and watch yout”
asked Greene.

“You can look at the crowds passing,
and the sea, and the yachts in the bay,”
said Coker calmly. “Don’t be restless—
1-n.§hinlg about like a lot of fags! Keep
uiok 1™

“Well, we'll go for a stroll.”

“Better not,” said Coker deecidedly.
“You'll get lost, or get into some
trouble, and I shall have to spend the
rest of the day getting you out of it.
Botter sit where you are,”

“Yook here, Coker—"

“Don't talk while & fellow’s reading,
said Coker. “It’s inconsiderate.’

Coker returned to his hook. Potter
and Greene brpathed hard and deep.
With only two days to spend in a
foreign city, Colcer apparently fancied
that his comrades were prepared to
spend the first day sitting and watching
him read. Potter and Greenoc were
powerfully tempted to collar Horace
Coker, and jam his volume down the
back of his neck. 8till, Coker was to
stand tea later, nt one of the magnifi-
cent and expensive palatial hotels along
the promenade. Bo it would have been
rather injudicious to begin by treating
Lim as he deserved.

8o Potter end Grecne controlled their
feclings. They waited till Coker was
deep in that book again, and then,
fﬂ:iutiy rising, they slipped away among
the erowd. Coker, unconscious of their
departure, continued his deep study of
Monte Carlo roulette, which seemed to
have such a mysterious fascination for
him, Potter and Greene, with rising
spirits, vanished in the crowd, and left
Lim to it.

It was rather awkward not to have
Coker with them to stand the exes, but
on the other band they were relieved of
his society., What they lost on the
swinﬁn, so to speak, they won on the
roundabouts. And after so lonz o
period togother on the yacht, they roally
folt that they needed a rest from
Coker.

Meanwhile, t{he Remove fellows

walked up and* down and round about
the bright town of Nice, and Georgo
told them many things that they knew
already, in his hearty, good-naturcd
way.
Finally, to Billy Bunter’s joy, Ceorgo
loft them, to sce to somo business he
liad ashore, and still more to Bunter’s
joy, ho left them at the entrance of
the Promenada do la Jeteo.

Through the glass walls of that at-
tractive building camo strains of music
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and Bunter could see_ people sitling at
little tables, and waiters hovering to
and fro. And he had a glimpse of a
long, green table where pallid-faced
croupiers sat with their rakes.

ere,” said George, “you can get
tea, and wait till I ok yOou up again.
There’s music and dancing and things,
and plengy of good grub. But*—
George’s face became serious—“1 can
trust you not to kick over the traces—
what? People go to this building for
tea, and for the musio. It's a jolly
place. Boys of your nge would not be
ellowed to play at the tables, and I
trust you not to think of doing anything
of the sort.”

“All serene, old bean!” said Dob.

“I'll keep an eye on them, George,”
enid Billy Bunter. “You can trust
them with me.”

“You fat owll” growled Johnny
Bull.

“QOh, really, Bull—"

George’s eyes dwelt very sharply on
Bunter., As Bunfer’s cousin he was
naturally eware of the many kinds of
an ass that Bunler was.

“I think I can_trust these boys to
look after you, Billy,” he said. “1
Billy tries playing the goat, Master
Wharton, kic?( him 1¥

“Leave it to me,” gaid Harry.

“The kickfulness will be terrific.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Well, come on!” said George, and
he walked the party into the Jetee, paid
for their admission, and saw them
safely inside. Then he rolled saway on
his own business,

A concert was going on in one parh
of the huge building, and a ecrowd of
people listened to 1t, while they dis-
posed of coffee and cakes, or tea and
toast. At a little distance, & long,
green table was surrounded by punters,
sitting or standing, dropping stakes on
the white numbers on the green cloth.
It was in that direction that DBilly
DRunter’s eyes and spectacles  turned.
His fect also turned in that direction,
and Bob Cherry hooked hold of a fat
erm.

“This way, old fat boan!” said Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Don’t you want any tea, old [af
man ?"”

“Yes, rather! But look here, T'll
take a stroll round while you fellows
order the tea.” .

“You jolly well won't!” grinned Bob.

And he drew the Owl of the Remove
towards the array of tea tables in front
of the stage where a singer was going
strong to orchestral accompaniment.
I'rom the singer came:

“I’amour est enfant de Boheme,
Il n'a jamais, jamais connu la
loi,
8i tu ne m'aime pas, je t'aime,
Mais si je t'aime, prends garde a
toi 1"

While from the other direction came
the croaking voice of a croupier:

“[Faites vos jenx, messieurs! Les joux
gont faites! Masquez vos jeux, mes-
sieurs. Rien ne va plus!”

As the juniors walked towards the
ten tables the singer's voice grew
louder, and the eroupier’s fainter. But
in the pauses of the music they could
gtill hear from moment to moment
“Faites vos jeux, messieurs!”—which
being interpreted meant: “Make your
game |” illy Bunter, at least, gave
more attention to the croak of the
croupier than to the singing. But when
eweet  chocolate and sticky ealkes were
brought by s bowing waiter tho fat
junior gave them his very special atten-
tion, and forgot even the fortune he

§ —apart from the massive
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(The Greatest Single-Span Bridge in
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Which forms the subject of fhis week’s
Magnificent Photogravure Plate.

UR splendid Photogravure Plate
this week shows you and tells
you something of the marvels
of the stupendous Sydney

Harbour Bridge. But the finest pic-

tures in the world gimply cannot con-

vey any_ real impression of the actual
size of this engineering “miracle '—far
less of the engineering skill and scienti-
fic research that made this magnificent

British triumph possible.

With no pillars or piles to support
that enormous arch of the bridge
between either shore of 8ydney Harbour

i Eglons on the
two banks, of course—t! engineers
started to build it in two halves, start-
ing each half from opposite banks.

There are over 55?000 tons of steel
in that bridge, which should give you
an idea what sort of job it was to
support, by means of cables, those two
halves, from either bank, until they
wera completed and met each other in
the middle—midway across the wide
harbour.

A Ticklish Job!

The two opposite sections of arch, as
they lengthened, had to have their sup-
porting cables strengthened, as you can
imagine, and this was an extremely
ticklish job, for if anything had hap-
pened to the cables, all the construetion-
work would have flopped into the
waters of the harbour |

They used 128 cables for the job,
their shore ends being anchored in
tunnels driven down into solid rock to
the depth of 132 feet! Ialf the number
of cables were on one bank, of course,
and the remainder on the opposite
bank. Each cable was two and three-
quarter inches thick, 1.200 feect long,
and weighed B} tons, and tests revealed
that it would’ take a “pull ™ of 460
tons to break one of them!
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When the two half-arches of the
bridge were 'utp, there came the thrill-
ing business of gradually slackening all
those cables so that the two half-arches
should settle down, very, very gently,
and make an exact join. When the
settling-down started, there was & gap
of thres and a half feet between the
two ends, and there was a roaring gale
raging. But the pull of the shore-
anchored cables was very skilfully and
slowly reduced, and the two half-arches
slowly dropped at the centre—and met
~—and the bridge was completed |

40,000 Pedestrians an Hour!

All sorts of tremendous difficulties
crnm]ed up_during the nine years of
buildin the bridge—difficulties of
which those who are not engineers naver
dream. TFor instance, the effect of
heat and cold—changes in tempera-
ture—had to be allowed for at every
step of the bridge's construction.

At some points expansion had to be
allowed for to the extent of sixteen and
o half inches, that expansion taking
place when the weather i1s hot, and con-
traction following when the thermo-
meter falls. The great upflung arch
itself can rise or fall st its centre to the
extent of seven inches as temperature
varies!

The population of Sydney—which is
the capital of New South Wales,
Austrolia—has now the finest arch
bridge the world has ever known, or is
likely to know, for a very long time to
come., Sydney’s population numbers one
and a quarter millions, and is still
growing. But the bridge builders have
no fear that the bridge will quickly
become congested, because there is room
on it for 40,000 walkers to cross in an
hour—apart from heavr road and rail
traffie!
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was going to make while he packed
away cale after cake, and grew happy
and shiny and sticky.

There seemed to be quite a crowd in
the Jetee that afternoon, and the

waiters were kept fairly busy. Bunter
kept one very busy indeed. Every fow
minutes Bunter velped: “Garcon!”
And when the garcon came, Bunter
would give his orders in Freneh—
Bunter's French.

“(Chateaux—six chateanx !” said

Bunter,

And the French waiter, after a stare
of astonishment, realised that Bunter
meant gateaux, which were cakes, and
not chateaux, which were castles,

“Oui, m'sicur !” gasped the garcon.

“These chateaux are jolly good, you
fellows !” =aid Bunter.

“Qh eriley ! said Bob Cherry. “I'd
like to see the wailer bringing you a
chatenu, Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“1f you want enything, batter let ma

give the orders,” said Bunter. “He
understands me, you know. I'm rather
a dab at French. If you want bread-
and-butter, you don’t ask for bread-and-
butter—you ask for Tartars.”

“ For which 1” gasped Harry Wharton.

“Tartars, old chap! That's the
French for it.” B
“Do you mean tartines?” asked

Harry, laughing,

“No, I don’t—I mean Tartars,” said
Bunter obstinatelv. “Here, garcon!
Iei, garcon! Bring—I mean porter—
Tartars ™

And the waiter, used to tourists’
French, brought tartines. and Bunter
blinked triumphantly 8t ihe other
follows.

“Yau fellows like the music?” asked
Bunter, when he had finished eating at
last. “Like to go on listening to it?
That's ell_right. I don't care for it
myself, Hardly classical enough for
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T'1l take o stroll round while you

¥

me.
fellows sit 1t out.

Evidently Bunter was thinking of
“les jeux ¥ again,

“8it whoro you are, fathcad!” said
Harry. “If you go ncar that green
table, we'll como after you and bang
your silly head on it!”

“If you think you'ro going to keep
watch on me, Wharton—"

“Just that!*

*1 mean, I wasn't going to gamble,”
said Bunter. “I was Just going to look
round and—and see if there’s anybod
I know in this mob. Some of my title
relations are on the Riviera for Kaster,”

He blinked at the Famous Five and
Wibley. It was true that a schoolboy
would hardly have been allowed to join
the crowd of punters round the “boule ”
table and play. And Bunter had had
no opportunity, so far, of fixing himself
up with a false moustache to look
oFder. Still, if he went up to tho table
and pitched a stake on, they could
hardly refuse to hand over his winnings
before they moved him off. So Bunter
considered—and he was going to try it
on—if he could. But six pairs of eyes
were on him, and he had to be cautious.
Awful cheek as it was, there was no
doubt that the chums of the Remove
weore going to interfero with Bunter’s
liberty of action, They weren't going
to let him gambla.

Bunter waited. .

A comie gentleman came on the little
stage, and proceeded to sing in a
colloquial French, of which tha fellows
understood little, But his antics were
comical, and they watched him, with
amusement. For the moment, at least,
their eyes were off Bunter. This was the
sportsman’s chance.

The fat Owl suddenly rose and stepped
away. DBut the next second Harry
Wharton was on his feet.

Y Bunter—"*

Bunter bolted. He was not going to
lose this chance! As the captain of the
Greyfriars Remove reached out after
him he departed with a rush, Ho really
had no time to see where he was fomg
—but it was rather unfortunate, all the
same, A waiter carrying a tray piled
with cups and saucers, plates and dishes
was in Bunter’s way—and befora the
short-sighted Owl of the Remove even
saw him, he crashed.

It was a terrific crash!

“Mon Dien!” shrieked the waiter, as
he went spinning in one direction, while
his piled tray spun in another.

Crash! Smash! Clatter! Crash!
Smash! Crockery crashed and smashed
right and left! Bunter staggered back
from the ehock, and sat down. The
waiter sat down! They blinked at one
another over a sca of smashed crockery
and spilt tea and coffee, and upset cakes
and other things. ;

“0h lor'!" gasped Bunter.

“Nom d'un nom !” gasped the garcon.

“Nom d'une pipe! Mon Dicu! YVous
est fou, n'est-ce-pas! Ciel1”

“QOw! Oh crikey! Wowl?

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“1 say, you fellows— Wow! Oh
erumbs! Ow!” gasped Bunter., “Oh
lor’ 1

“You howling ass!” roared Bob
Cherr

y.
“Qooogh! Oh scissors!”

The waiter-scrambled up. Ile scemed
excited ! He leaned over Bunter,
Every-

esticulating with both hands!
Eody in the place locked round. Billy
Bunter was the eynosure of all eyes! He
was getting the limelight. He blinked
up dizzily at the shrieking, gesticulating
waiter,

“Alors! Je tombe, comme cal”
ghrieked the waiter. “Vous voyez!
Tue Magxer Lirary.—No. 1,316,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Voua. Vala!” He pointed to the sea
of broken crocks. “Voila, monsieur!
Voila! Faut payer tout cela, n'est-ce-
pas! Mais oui! Ouil!"

“ Wow !” was Bunter’s answer. *“ Wow!
Ow 1"

* Comment 7"

“Common yourself I” retorted Bunter.
“Tt's your own fault, and I don’t want
any of your cheek!”

*Plait-i1 7’

“Plates! Blow your plates! You
shouldn't fall over with them! Gerra-
way !" snorted Bunter. “I say, you
fellows, push that man away !”

“Payez, payez, payez!” hooted the
waiter.

“I say, you fellows, what is thas
foreign idiot saying? Is he swearing?”
gasped Bunter.

“You burbling idiot, he’s saying that

ou’ve got to pay for the damage!”

owled Nugent.

“Catch me!” gasped Bunter. He stag-
gered to his feet and backed away from
the excited waiter. *“Here, you shift,
see? QGet off ! Clear! Alley! Scootez-
vous ! Bunkez-vous | Mizzlez-vous !
Takez vous votra hook, sca?”

Harry Wharton hurriedly interposed,
and speaking in French. which was
rather different from Bunter's, settled
the matter with the waiter. Then the
Greyfriars party decided to go—having
attracted rother more attention than

was gratifying. Bunter snorted with in-
dignation as he was led away—but he
had to go.

And as he went, the voice
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of ‘the croupicr echeed after him quite
tantalisingly :

“Faites vos
vos jeux!”

“1 say, you fellows, I've left some.
thing behind 1 exclaimed Bunter. “I'll
cut back for a minute—leggo my arm,
Bob Cherry, you beast!”

“ Certainly,” agreed Bob.

He released Bunter's fat arm—but as
he fixed a tenacious grip on a fat ear
instead, Bunter was no ]i)etter off. He
squeaked as he was led out of the Jeteo
by the car! Ile was really glad to get
outside.

jeux, messieurs! Marquez

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Pickpocket !

L1.O; hallo, hallo! Jolly old
Coker I*

Sauntering down the Pro-
menade des Anglais, looking
round for Georgo. the chums of the
Remove spotted Coker of the Fifth.
There was a red and rather excited look
on Coker's face ; and the juniors watehed
him, with a little interest. Coker, with
long strides, was going up and down
and vound nﬁ)out., staringi- at faces in tho
passing crowds, evidently in search of
somebody. As Potter and Greene weve
not with him, the juniors guessed that
lio had lost his comrades—or that they
had lost him!

Sighting the smiling juniors, Coker of
the Fifth bore down on them. Gener-
ally, Coker of the Fifth was not keen on
claiming acquaintance with fags of the

Lower Fourth in public. He: preferred
the juniors to keep their distance. They
were, of course, merely microbes, in com-
purison with Coker of the Fifth. Seeing
Coker with such microbes, people might
have supposed that Coker himself was m
schoolboy—instead of taking him for a
young man of the world! But importang
as this was, Coker ceased to consider it
]f:gr the moment, and hailed the Fomous
Five.

“Been those silly asses?* he ashked.

Apparently he was alluding to Potter
and Greene, DBob Cherry chose to
misunderstand, however.

“I've gcen only one silly ass,” he
answered.

‘* Potter or Greene!”’ asked Horace,

““Neither 1" answered Bob. *Coker I

At which his comrades chuckled. and
Iorace Coker frowned.

“1 don't want any of your fag cheek!”
said Coker, breathing hard. “Look
here, those asses have %ost themsolves.”

“We haven’t scen them,” said Harry.

“If’s too thick!” said Coker. “The
minuta I take my eye off them, they get
lost! I was reading my book, you know,
and told them plamly to sit still—and
they must have wandered away while
my eve was off them., Hadn’t even sense
enough to sit still where they were.”

Evidently, Coker was fecling deeply
agzrieved. Filth Form men really ought
to have had sense enough to sit still
when Coker told them to!

“I've been.hunting for them every-
where |” added Coker. “Sure you've
not seen them? Blow ’em! Serve them
right if I left them to it! But I suppose
I can’t let them get Jost in a foreign
country., I shall have to find them. It's
rather thick.”

Tho gunio!\s grinned. It occurred to
them that probably Potter and (reens
did not want to be found. But that did
not occur to Coker. The great Horoee
turned away and resumed his march
along the Promenade des Anglais. The
juniors were sauntering in the same
direction, a little distance behind Coker
—Coker taking care to keep ut a
distance, in order to let the population
of the South of France know that he had
nothing in common with these junior
schoolboys.

“Hallo, hallo, halle !* murmured Bob
Cherry. *Look!”

He gave a nod towards the burly
figure of Coker ahead.

A man walking in the same direction
as Coker sidled nearer and nearer to the
great Horace, till he was walking just
at Coker’s clbow. Then he stumbled,
fell against Coker, and eaught hold of
his shoulder for support. oker gave
rather a jump, and stared round at him,

“What the thump—" ejaculated

or,

“Alille pardons, monsienr!” said tha
Frenchman, as he righted himsell and
released Coker’s shoulder.

“0h, all right!’ grunted Coker.

Ile had not scen what the juniors,
from behind, had scen—though they
would not have seen what happencd had
not their eyes been specially on Horace.
The Frenclunan, while Ea lheld on
Coker's shoulder with one hand, had
picked Coker's pocket with the other.
it was cleverly, swiftly, and neatly
done; and Coker walked on in happy un-
consciousness of the fack that his pocket-
book, bulging with banknotes, had been
transferred to the possession of a French
pickpoclet.

“Ay hat!” exclaimed Wharton,
“Come on!” .
The juniors ran forward. The pick-

pocket, a man quite respectably dreszed,
was about to sh[l) sway among the pro-
menaders, when hoe was suddenly pinned

(Continued on page 10.)



Tao Wendenful Sels ,
Phologtavure Souvenins
“WORLD RECORDS
WE ARE PROUD OF

This is the title of a splendid series of TWELVE
PLATES and a loose-leaf folder which are being
given away with the RANGER. The first

plate and the folder were presented last week.

SECOND PLATE
FREE To-day

shows Squadron-Leader Gayford and Flight-
Lieutenant Nicholetts with the mono-plane in which
they made their record-breaking flight to the Cape.

me RANGER .52 2"

“GREAT ADVENTURES”

1s the title of the seres of TWELVE
PLATES which, together with a
loose-leaf folder, are being given away

with The MODERN BOY. The first

plate and the folder were presented
last week.

SECOND PLATE
FREE To-day

1s entitled **Attacking Mount Everest—
The World's Highest Mountain.”

mn.VIODERN BOY.:=.2"



10
BUNTER'S BIG BLUFF!

(Continucd from page 8.)

by the arms from behind, Harry
Wharton had one arm, and Bob Cherry
the other, and they gripped like steel.

The Frenchman spun round at them
with a gasp of surprise and alarm.

JMa foil  Qu'est-ce-que-cest 1V
cjaculated.

“Hold him, Boh!"

“You bet [” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Mais, laissez moi, done!” exclaimed
the Frenchman. ‘“Pourquoicela? Etes
vous fous, n'est-cc-pas? Allez-vous-cn!”

“Better call s gendarme,” said
Jahnuy Bull,  “There must bo some
bobbies about—call a gendarmne,”

Tha Frenchman was struggling; but
at the word “gendarmo ” he ceused at
once.  Hvidently he did not want a
polico oflicer on the scene.

* Mais, messicurs—" he panted.

Coker stared round, 1o stared,
glared, and frowned at the sight of the
man  wriggling in the grasp of the
iuniors. Several of the promcenaders
1ad stopped, and were looking towards
tho scene.

“Well, my hat!” cxelaimed Coker.
“Can't you lags behave yourselves in a
foreign country? Ragging a French-
tman, by gum! Do you think you'ro in
the Remove passagoe at Greyfriars, you
young sweeps? Let that man go at
once !’*

“You howling ass!” hooted Bob,
“Ile’s picked your pocket!”

“TNon’t bo a young ass, Cherry !”

“ Wo saw him——" snapped Wharton.

“Don’t be a young idiot, Wharton 1’

“¥ou burbling jabberwock "’ howled
Johnny Byll. ‘“He’s got your pocket-
hook 1n his pocket tlus minute! We
saw him pinch it |”

“Don't be checky, Bulll I'm not the

he

fellow to have my pocket picked !" said
Coker contemptuously. “It would take
a jolly clever pickpocket to get my
money off me, I can tell you!l”

“Feel in your pocket, fathead |” said
Frank Nugent.

“Shut up, Nugent! Now, you young
sweeps, let that man alone at once,”
said Coker. *You'll get run in by the
gendarmes if yon make a disturbance
hers! Let him go!”

“My esteemed and idiotic Coker——"

“ Hold your tongue |” said Coker. “I
don't want any jaw! Let that man go
at once before you get a crowd round!
I don’t want to whop you, with all these
foreigners looking on, but I can’t allow
ou to rag a stranger like this! Let
iim go '

‘“Well, my hat I' gasped Wharton.

“Now, then, sharp's the word I'’ said
Coker, and he strode at the juniora with
the evident intention of taking aclive
measures.

Wibloy hooked his leg neatly and
Johnny Bull gave him a shove and
Nugent a push, and Coker, suddenly up-
ended, hit the Promenade des Anglais
hard. He roared as he hit it, More
and more people were gathering round
now, looking on and grinning and ex-
changing remarks, and the uneasiness
of tho pickpocket, still firmly held by
Wharton and Bob, grew. Every moment
he droaded to sea an official gentleman
in uniform appear, snd to be handed
ovor to the law with the stolen pocket-
book on him.

“ Messieurs,” he breathed—" messieurs,
laissoz’ moi partir! Prenez le porte-
feuille, et laissez moi aller.”

He extracted Coker’s properiy from
his pocket and passed it into Wharton's
free hand. Wharton stared at it and at
him—and hesitated. i .

"Ayez pitie de moi, et laissez moi
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eourir,” whispered the wretched thief.
Voila le porte-feuille de monsieur! Je
ne garde rien! Laissez moi aller, je
vous prie.”

“Let him cut, Bob.” Y{harton re-
leased the man. He had restored the
plunder, and the juniors had no desire
to be mixed up in an affair with the
police in a foreign country.

Bob dropped the man’'s arm, and the
rascal, with the swiftness of a flash of
light, vanished through the crowd,
Wharton was left with Coker’s_well-
lined pocket-book in his hand. Coker,
on his back, had seen nothing of thab
transaction. Wharton stepped towards

im.

“Here, Coker—" IIe Lent over the
spluttering Horace.

Thump | Coker landed out. o

“ Whoooop !** roared Wharton, sitting
down suddenly, as Horace Coker’s hefty
fist landed on his ghest. .

Coker scrambled up, gave the juniors
& glare, and stalked away. He stalked
off in righteous wrath and indignation.
Harry Wharton, gasping for broath, was
left sitting—still with Coker's pocket-
book in his hand |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Altler the Feast, the Reckoning !

» OTTER and Greene, standing
amang the palms and shrubs in
tubs outside the magnificent
Hotel Lootemesco, on the
Promenade dea Anglais, smiled at one
n_mi;.her a3 & burly figure heaved in
sight.

Cokor was still in search of his missing
friends, and, as it was past tea-time, his
friends were thinking that it was time
that Coker was ellowed to find them.
They had had quite a pleszant afternoon
without Coker. No doubt they were
fond of old Horace, but it was certain
that absence made 1he heart grow
fonder.

Several times that afternoon they had
spotted him from a distance, evidently
hunting for them, and had backed into
cover till he disappeared asgain. Now,

wanteli

however, Potter and Greene
their tea, Bo, instead of backing ous
of sight among the tubbed shrubs in

front of the Lootemesco, they stood forth
to be seen—so prominently that even
Coker could not have missed them.
Potter and Greene had cash of their
own, and could have stood themselves
tea ot a pinch. Still, if Coker wanted
10 splash ﬂis money about a8 usual, they
were not the fellows to say him nay.
Prices, too, were steep. With the ex-
change at about eighty-seven francs to
the pound, foreigners ought to have
done well in France—but generally the
intelligent native saw to 1t that they
didn’t |
On their own, Potter and Greeno
would have locked for some eafe where
the prices were arranged for the French.
Places where prices wero arranged for
the English wero too steep for Potter
and Greene. But in Coker’s company
there was no need to exercise all this
care and pnrspicacitf. Financially,
things went more easily and smooth{y
when Coker was in the offing. Totter
and Greens rather liked the idea of a
magnificent spread at the magnificent
Lontemesco, For that, Coker was
essential. So they decided to be found.
“Oh, hore you are !’ exclaimed Coker.
“¥Yeos, hero we are, old chap!” said
Potter. “How did you find us?”
“Well, T knew Coker would find us
gooner or later,” said Greene. * Coker
wouldn't let us got hopelessly lost in a
foreipn eountry.” )
“ All the same, it's rather wonderful
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how Coker does it," said Poller
solemnly. “It isn't as if we were at
home. In a foreign country, you know;
but then, Coker speaks French like a
native.”

“That's it,” agreed Grecne. “The
fact is, Coker, we weren't fecling really
nervous—we knew you'd find us!”

“A fellow can always rely on Coker !
said Potter.

“ I wonder,”” said Greene meditatively,
“what we should do without Coker?
I've wondered more than once.”

Coker, thus taken between two fires,
looked from one to the other, and from
the other to the onc, and his annoyance
vanished. [Ile had been very annoyed,
very annoyed indeed, at that long hunt
for hiz lost friends. But it was always
easy to pull Coker's leg. Soft sawder,
applied to the great Horace, was an in-
fallible remedy |

“Well, you're rather a pair of duffers,
wandering away like that,” said Horace.
“But I've found you, so it’s all right.
Don't wander away again.”

“We won't!” said Potter, adding to
himself: “Not till after tea, &t any
rate !

“What about tea?”
“I'm jolly hungry!
for tea "

“Well, now you
murmured Greene.

“Let’s go in here,” said Coker, staring
up &t the magnificent, highly orna-
mental facade of the Hotel Lootemesco.
“Looks a decent show !"’

And they went in.

The Hotel Lootemesco was an
enormous building. It was populated
hy an army of waiters. It had a mag-
nificent balcony, shaded by awnings,
overlooking the promenade and the bay
gnd the Mediterrancan yond. A
howing waiter bowed the three Grey-
friars seniors to the balcony, bowing all
the way as if he had a steel spring in his
back. He found them a table, half
hidden by tubbed shrubs, and bowed
them into chairs. e brought them a
menu, and brought them everything they
ordered from it; and as sll three were
hungry, there was soon a first-class spread
going.

" ‘Fhia is good prog !"’ said Coker.

“*Fine I'* said Potter.

“Ripping !"” said Greone.

They stacked it away.

The “prog’ was so good that none
of them felt disposed to leave any room
for supper on the Sea Nymph. George
kept & good table on the yacht, but it
was nothing to this! This was the stuff
that millionaires revelled in. What the
prices were, they did not know; but
Potter and Greene opined that they
would be pretty steep. However, that
did not worry them, that was in Coker's
department.

The spread was over at last, and the
sun was sinking into the blue Mediter-
ranean. Coker yawned, and made a
movement. 4

“May as well be getiing along!” he
remarked. ¥ Where's that waiter? Here,
garcon, bring the dishong!”

By some sort of magic, known only to

went on Coker.
You fellows ready

»

mention it—

French waiters, the waiter understood
that Coker was referring to the
*addition.”

*Qui, m'sienr !

He brought the addition. Coker

{ooked at it. He opened his eyes. He
had not expected to feed chaa?]y at the
Hotel Lootemesco. He had been pre-

ared to feed expensively, But his eyes
Eulged as he saw that the addition came
to 1,300 francs!

*0Oh crumbs 1” said Coker.

- An{thin wrong "' yawned Potter.

“Wall, I fancy so! hat's one thou-
sand three hundred francs in English?”
asked Coker.

*Gh, my hat! About [fteen pounds!”

Greene whistied.

The Hotel Lootemesco was truly mag-
nificent, Its prices were in proportion
to its magnificenco. The prog had been
good, and they had done it full justice.
Potter and Greene had surmised that it
might cost Coker a fiver! But fiftecn
pounds rather toock their breath away!

They exchanged glances. The waiter
stood with a fixed smile on his face. His
manner was that of a waiter who was
accustomed to dealing with millionaires,
dukes, and princes, to whom such a
trifling sum as fifteen pounds was o mere
jest. Coker breathed hard and deep.
Colker had lots of money. He had had
a letter of credit from his affectionate
Aunt Judy, and had cashed it in Nice
that morning, and was well provided
with banknotes; but meals at fifteen
Enunds a time staggered Coker. Even

is emple supplies from Aunt Judy
would not have lasted long at that rate
of expenditure.

“This,” said Coker, “is a swindle!”

“T darc say they've overcharged you
a bit,” assonted Potter, " Safer to ask
the prices first. Still, you can't very
well do that in a place of this class!”

“That's where they have you,”

remarked Greene. )
“I'm not going to hLaggle with a
waiter,” said Coker, with o

ignity.
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What about your effort now ?

1 only mentioned that it

shall pay.
was a swindle. It is!
to kick up a row.”

Which was rather a relief to Potter
and Greene, who had feared that that
was just what Coker was going to do!

“Luckily, I went to the bank this
morning. I've got plenty of money,”
said Coker. And he felt for his pocket-
book, *Oh, my hat!” .

Quite an extraordinary expression
came over Coker’s face. His pocket was
empty !

“Great Scott|” said Coker.

“Not lost your money?’ asked Potier
in dismay.

“0Oh erumbs | Those cheeky fags were
saying that they saw a man pick my
pocket, and I never took any notice of
them. 1 thought it was just their fag
cheek. But—but——"

“Oh, my hat! TFeel in your ogther
pockets !”

Colker felt in his other pockets. But
it was in vain. No_pocket-book was
to be discovered. Ividently, it was

I'm not going

one,
“I've pot some loose change,” said
Coker. “ Let's see—a couple of pounds

or 0. My hat! The man was a thief,
after all. He had my pocket-book I’
“0Oh crikey!” said (irecene.
“You'll have to ask them to wait,
while you send a messenger, or some-
thing, to the yachi!” gasped Potter.

“They'll jolly wul! want to keep us hero

till they're paid.’

“No good sending & messenger
to the yucht,” answered Coker.
“I've no money on the yacht. I epent
it all at Gibraltar,”

“0Oh, great Scott!?

“It’s all right,” said Coker. “1 was

going to stand the spread. But it's all
right; you fellows can pay.”

[ Eh ?}’

“What?" )

Potter end Greeno gave s sumul-
tancous gasp. Coker sorted out his

loose change, It came to three pounds.

“There you ure,” he said. *“That
leaves you with six pounds each to
cough up. Pay the man, and let's gol
T'm fed-up with this place !’

Potter and Greene sat ns if frozen.
They had lost Coker that afternoon—
and found him in time for tea! They
wished now that they hado’t lost him—
or, alternatively, as the lawyers say,
that they hadn’t found him, 8i1x pounds
each! Nearly all they bhad in the wide
world |

“Well, get o move on,” said Coker.
“1 can tell you, I want o get out of
this. They're a lot of thieves, charging
prices like that. If the waiter could
:mdle‘}'st.and English I’d tell him go,
0o !

A peculiar glimmer a%penred in the
waiter’s eyes. Possibly he was not so
ignorant of English as Coker supposed.
But his manner remained suanve and
smiling,

Potter and Grecne rose to their feet.
They were quite pale. There was no
bhelp for it. They had to pay. The
alternative was & row with the manager,
and no end of trouble, Silently they
groped for their cash, The exact sum
of one thousand three hundred francs

was made up, and Coker & Co. pro-
coeded to shalke the dust of the Hotel
Lootcmesco from  their feet—meta-

phorically, of course, for there was not
a speck of dust to be scen in that
splendiferous establishment.

In the circumstances, they did not
tip the waiter. They were more in-
chined to kick him. They passed dowu
tho steps, and the waiter bowed them
down and out. Apparently, he was in
expectation of & *‘pourboire.” If go,
he was poing to be disappointed.

“Monsieur |” murmured the waiter
deprecatingly, as the Greyfriars senior=
reached the (inal magnificent fight of
steps down to the promenade, * Mais,
monsieur, on oublie quelquechose.”

“What is the idiot saying, Potter 7”

“He says we've forgotten something,”
answered Potter.

Coker stared round ot the waiter,

“We haven't forgotten anything,” he
rapped “ Look here, got off] What do
you want? Tlook it! See?”? i

* Mais, monsieur, on donne pourboire,
n’est-ce-pas——"

“What is he gabbling about, Potter”’

“ Pourboire—that means a tip,” said
Potter.

Coker breathed hard
nose,

“Oh, he wants a tip, does he, after
welching us to that tune! Weil, Il
give him a tip—the tip of my boot!”

“I—I say, Coker—"'

“Shut up, Potter[”

““For goodness’ sake—?

“8hut up, Greene!” .

Coker stepped towards the smiling
waiter.

“You want a tip—what?'’ he said
grimly. “You greasy welcher, here’s
all the tip you're going to get—and
you're welcome to it!"

Coker grasped the waiter by the
ghoulders. Potter and Greene walked
away very quickly. They did not want
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to be “on® in this scens! Unheeding
their base desertion, Horace Coker

spun the ostonished waiter round and
lanted @ hetty foot on the tails of his
Ereas-coat' There was a fearful howl
from tho waiter as he rolled over on
the :lnagniﬁaent steps of the magnificent
hotel.

Coker, with a snort, marched off.

Voices behind him rose like a babel,
A sca of eyes stared. Coker heeded
them not. He stalked away, looking
for Potter and Greene. DBut hoe looked
for them in vain. Potter and Greene
were lost once more—and this time they
were not to be found.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Amazing !
« = OLLY old fairyland!"* said Bob
Cherry.
Really, it looked like it, in tho

dusky evening, frem the deck of
the yacht, out in the Baie des Anges.
Lights gleamed and glittered all along
the shors. White walls glimmered 1
the shine of the stars, and beyond Nice
o myriad lights twmlkled from villas
dotting the Corniche road and the
dusky Alps.
Aftor o day on shore, the chums of
the Remove were content to sit after
supper and watch the scene from the
yacht, and chat.

Billy Dunter was not contented. Billy
Bunter wanted to go ashore and
“plunge ” in the casino. But there was

no plunging for Bunter. He still had his
fifty tranes, which, certanly, he woul
n6t have continued to possess had he
started to manke his fortune at “1a
boule.”

William Wibley was happily oceupied
sorting over some theatrical gadgets ha
had picked up at a costumier’s in thoe
I’laco Massena. Potter and Greene of
tho I'ifth looked rather glum as they
lounged in their deckehairs, They were
thinking of the loss of nearly all their
cash, at one fell swoop, after that feed
at the Hotel Lootemesco, and, like
Rache!, of ancient times, they mourne
for that which was lost, and took no
comfort. Coker was not on the yacht.
Coler was still ashore, doubtless on the
hunt for Potter and Greene. They
wished him joy of if, if he was.

George was getting a little anxious
about Coker. corge, smoking a big
cigar, looked round and red and
choery as ever. He was talking of a
mator-trip for the morrow, which, as
he carefully explained, was included in
the charge for the cruise. George was
really doing his passengers very well.
Every now and then he glanced across
the starlit water, towards the lights of
the Jeteo and the DPromenade des
Anglais, and hoped to sce Coker
coming. But it was quite late in the
evening when, at last, Coker of the
Fifth came off in & shore boat and
clambered swearily on board. Colker
looked tired. .

“Hefty haddoeks!” exclaimed
George.  “You've been making o day
of it, Mr. Coker!”

“I'va been looking for those silly
asses!” grunted Coker. * All over Nice
—up and down, for hours. But
haven't found 'em this time. They've
simply disappeared. I suppose i,'ou’il
have to communicate with the police.”

Potter end Grecne, unseen in the
dusk, grinned, The Removites chuckled.
Coker, evidently, was unaware that his
comrades had come back to the Sca
Eymph hours ago. George stared at

im.
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“Communicate with the police?” he
ejaculated,

“Yes, they’ve got to ba found,” said
Coker. “Can’t imagine how they lost
themselves this time. But they've
vanished, completely !”

“ Hefty haddocks! But they're here |”
roared George.
Coker jumped,

“Here? he stuttered.
“Yos, they come back to supper.”
“Woll, my hat!"" Coker stared round

tim and  discerned two  grinning
faces in the dusk! *“Oh, you silly
idiots! You fatheads! You dummies!

You camo back, and left me hunting
for you! You blithering chumps |*

“Were you hunting for us?”’ yawned
Potter,

“Hope you enjoyed it!” remarked
Greene.

“Hours and hours, all over Nicel”
rogred Coker, in great indignation.
“I've been up to Cimiez, and all over
the town—"

“0Oh erumbs! You must be tired!”

“And all the time you were herce
roared Coker. “Is that what you call
pally? 1Is that what you call sense

“My dear man, why were you hunt-
ing for us?"

*Eh? Becanse you were lost, you fat-
head

“But we weren't lost!” said Potter
blandly. “We strolled round a bit, and
then camo back for supper. Why not?”

“Don't prevaricate, Potter!” said
Coker sternly. “You seem to have
found your way back, os I find you
liere. But you were lost, as much as
you were before, when I found you—"

“Just about as much | said Greene,

“Well, then, own up to it,’”" said
Coker. “Don’t pretend you weren't
lost. That's mean—rottien, in fpct!”

* Loaok here, you dumm i

“And don’t get abusive, Potter, be-
cause you've done a silly thing. IHere
I've becn hunting you all over the
Riviera, and it turns out that you found
your way back. You should have let
me know; not left me rooting all over
Nice for you.”
 “How were we to let you know, if
you'd hiked off to Cimiez{”

“And don’t argue,” said Coker.
“You can’t make wrong right by
arguing. You've acted like fools, and
rotters, too. And I tell you this plainly
—next timo you get lost in a forei
country, you can stay lost, and Eg
blowed to you! Now shut up! Some-
ginkg“s,s got to be done about my pocket-

ok.

There was a chuckle among the
juniors. Coker’s pocket-book, little as
o guessed it, was safe in the keeping
of the captain of the Remove.

As Coker had shoved Wharton over,
and stalked off without even knowing
that the junior was trying to give him
back his property, after the adventure
with the picKpocket, Wharton had re-
tained possession of it. It had to be
taken care of till it could be handed
over to Horace.

Coker was rather worried about it. Tt
contained fifty pounds, which was not
only a large sum of money, but all
Coker had. With that worry on his
mind, it was really kind-hcarted of
Coker to have spent so long in hunting
for Potter and Greene, cspecially as
they had not Leen lost at all,

Harry Wharton slid his hand into his
pocket, where Coker's property reposed
ready for delivery. There was a cheery
grin on his face.” Coker, of course, had
not the remotest idea that his pocket-
book was on hoard the yaeht, The cap-
tain of the Remove intended to give
him a little surprise,

“Some putrid pickpocket pinched my
pocket-Liook this alternoon, AMr. Ceok,”
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said Coker, “Those silly fags were all
round lum, but they let him get away.
Of course, one doesn’t expect much
sense trom them! But—"

“Much in 1$7” asked George.

“Yes, allf]. drew dl:om the bank this
morning—iifty pounds.”

‘ Hefty haddocks I”*

“1 want the money to-Morrow very
particularly,” said Coker. "I don't
suppose the French police will got ik
back, Lot of duds, if you assk me.
Still, something will have to be done.
It would have been rather awkward for
me this afternoon if Potter and Greeno
hadn't been able to pay the bill at tho
Hotel Lootemesco. That’s where
found out it was gone. As it turned
out, that was all nght, though."

Potter and Ereens ocked at Coker.
It was not, in theiwr opinion, all right;
it was all wrong—irightfully wrong!
They had, indeed, been considering
whether to collar Coker, and hammer
him right and left for having landed
them with that awful bill to pay.

“Well I can let them know at the
bureau de police,” sawd George. ' They
may get the man; they may even get
your pocket-book back! Um!”

“Sure you lost it, Coker?” asked
Harry Wharton.

“Don’t be o young ass, Wharton! OFf
course I'm sure! 1've been through all

my pockets,”

‘Have you looked in your hat?"

“In my hat!” repeated Cokar
blankly. * Wharrer you mean?”

“I mean what say,” answerod
Wharton-calmly, “Have you looked in
your hat?”

“How could it be in my hat?”

shrieked Coker.

“Well, let’s look!”

Coker was wearing a boaler straw hat,
Wharton reached out and jerked it off
his head and backed away with it.

Coker gave a roar,

“You cheeky young ass! Give me
my hat! What the thum|ln are you up
to, playing tricks! I'll jolly well—"

* Look 1"

Wharton held oui the hat.

Coker stared into it.

He seemed transfixed.

There, under his ¢yes, was his losk
pocket-book, in his hat!

Coker’s eyes {aivly bulged.

“ Mum-mum-my pi-pip-pocket-book ¥
he stuttered.

“1 asked you wheiher you'd looked in
your hat,” said Wharton mildly. “Well,
there it is—in your hat [*

“Ha, ha, ha!” shvieked the juniors
The expression of (izzy bewilderment on
Horace Coker's faco was too much for
them.

Like a man in & trance, Colrr
stretehed out his hand and picked the
pocket-bogk out of tha lLiat., He opened
it, and ascertained that is fifty pounds
were still there. le gazed at the erisp
banknotes, Ile gazed at the hat; he
gazed at Wharte

“Hoefty haddocks ! zaid George. “Is
that it, Mr. Colier$?”

“That—that's it!'" stultercd Coker.

“You had it in your hat !’ shiicked
Gcoi-gol.

didn't—I—I couldn't—I—I—I
never ' burblad Coker, “How could it
have been in my hat? I never put it
in my hat! That I'veneh pickpocket
had it. He couldu’t have put it in my
hat. Why should he pinch a fellow's
poclet-book and put it mn his hat? I—T
can't understand bow it zot in my
hat! It beats mel”

Colker, in quite a dazed state, took {ha
hat and the pocket-book, and went
bolow. Hoe went like a fellow in a
dream. He had hardly hoped ever to
gea that pocket-book again, and hera
it was, in his hat—hiz hat that he lad
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1ot that man go at onee, you young sweeps !’ roared Coker.
«Don’t he cheeky, Bull ! ** said Coker contemptuously.
Let him alone, before I whop you !”*

“ We saw him pinch it ! *’

pocket to get my money off me, I can tell you.

been wearing all day! IE was enough
to astonish any fellow !

“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the juniors.

“He, he, he!” squcaked Billy Bunter.

“Hefty haddocks!” said George.
“Look here, what does this mean? I
fancy you young rascals know.”

“ Just a few " grinncd Bob Cherry.

“We got it back from the pick-
sockeg !’ chuckled Wharton, “I've

een minding it for Coker ever since. I
put it ip his hat for him. He scemed
yuite surprised »

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The surprisefulness was terrific!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Georpge,

Coker, rs Le locked up his banknotes
in his state-room, heard the fellows yell-
ing with laughter on deck, and won-
dered why. It was amazing to find his
lost pocket-book in Lis hat; but not, so
far as Coker could sece, funny. Coker
couldn’t see anything funny in the inci-
dent at all.  But he was the only fellow
who couldn't!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In Deep Disguise !
7IBLEY, old fcllow!”
“Cut 1"

“Dear old Wilit" said
Billv Bunter alfectionately.

“Go away, ass!”

That was rather an ungrateful reply
to make to a fellow who was spealking
in lioneyed tones of affection. Dut no
doubt William Wibley, of the Greyfrinrs
Romove, wa: aware of the exact value
of Bunter's affection.

It was morning, and on deck Iarry
Wharton & Co. were making their
plans for the day. Wibley was in his
eabin, occupied, as usnal, in poring
sud  pondering over his theatrieal

adgets. Billy Bunter rolled in and
Fcaned on the bunk, and addressed him
in toncs that a cooing dove might have
clrl_riod. Evidently Bunter wanted some-
thing.

“1 say, old fellow—" recommenced
Bunter.

*Not a franc!” said Wibley, “Not a
centime ! Hook ib!”

“If you think I want to borrow
money off you, you beast—dear o
chap, it's nothing of the kind | The fech
is, old fellow, I'm frightfully interested
in your theatrical rubbish. I—I—
moear

“ My what?*’ barked Wibley.

“T mean, you know how I've always
admired you, old chap,” said DBunter.
“I've always said that you were the
cleverest fellow in the Remove at
that sort of thing. I never thonght you
a silly ass, always clowning and playing
the ox, like some fellows, Wib,”

Wibley glared. To* William Wibley
theatrical stunts were the beginning and
chd of all things. He did not like to
hear such pursuits described as “clown-
ing ¥ and playing the ox! Dunter had
evidently come tliere to stroke Wibley
down the right way. But Bunter lad
his own remarkable ways of deing it.

“The way you do maket , and
disguising, and that sort of thing, is
really wonderful, yon know,” pursied
Bunter. *“It's irightfully interesting,
and when you're talking about that
sort of thing, old chap, it 't a
fearful bore—not at all, you know| I
say, Wib, old man. I belicve yon could
malie up a fellow—say about my nge—
to look forty or fifty, I really belicve
you could, you're so—so jolly clever.”

“Of course I could, fathead ! grunted
Wibley, “Look here, what are you
gefting at?”

“AWhat I mean, is, suppose you mado

 But he’s got your pocket-book ! ** howled Johnny Bull.

** It would take a jolly clever piok-

mo upf?”’ said Bunier, blinking at him.
« Just to surprise the fellows! You make
mo up, and I go on deck, and—and
thoy wouder who it is, sce? Beard and
moustache, and so on—making me look
ahout filty, so that they won’t spot me
at the casino—"

“ AL the what?”

“1 jpean, on deck,” said Bunter
hastily, “I'm not thinking of going lo
the casino, old ehap! I've put that idea
entirely out of my mind| In faet, I'vo
forgotten all about it, I'm so inter-
osted in your theatrical stunts.”

“QOh, my hat!” said Wibley.

“The iden is an cxperiment, you
know, just to show how jolly clever
vou are nt this sort of thing,” said
Bunter. “Sece? I've always admired
vour ¢leverness so much, old chap! I'm
uot even thinking of going ashore and
trving my luck at the easino. In fact,
I'in down on it—it's wrong, you know—
veiry wrong indeed | Quite outside! I'm
uol pulling your leg, old chap.”

“Yau've nob!” grinned “"iEIt-}".

Bunter certuinly wasn't pulling Wib's
leg ; though equally certainly, he fancied
that he was!

“Well, is it & pof” asked DBunter
ragerly, “1'm so jolly keen on this, you
know, and you're so ;olly clever—"’

“It's a go!” said Wibley cheerfully.
“T' do it

“0Oh, mood!” gasped Dunter.

And Wibley did it!

It was, of course, quite obvious to
Wibley, that Bunter’s gamoe was to get
himself up as an older person, so that
he could walle into the casino and play
“la, boule,” and lose his fifty francs
Wibley was not tlie fellow to help in
any such shady proceeding.  Btill, il

{Continucd on page 16.)
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Dunler wanted to be “made up,”
Wib was ready to make him up. What
the outcome would be, was better known
io Wibley than to Bunter!

Under Wib’s skilful hands, the Owl
of the Remove was rapidly transformed
into quite another person. :

few dabs of grease-paint on his
fuce, a curly, Llack moustache, and a
pointed, black beard, certainly made
Bunter look much older—at the first
glance. At tho scecond glance, it was
obvious that the beard and moustache
were  artificial—that disguise would
hardly have taken in a blind man!

Bunter fancied that le was taking
Wibley in| Wibley funeied that he was
taking Bunter in! Wib's fancy was
Letter-founded than Bunter's.

roomy miorning-coat replaced
Buanter's jacket. ''he tails came down
far below his Lkuces, behind. Bunter
was beginning to look quite remarkable,

If Bunter went ashore, in that beard
and moustache and morning-coat, it was
certain that Bunter would atiract a
lot of attention. : "

He blinked in a glass, with eatis-
faction, To Buuter's eyes, the reflec-
tion was that of a French-looking man
of about forty or fifty. To any other
eves, it was that of a fat schoolboy got
up in a false beard and moustache and
a man's cont! :

“That all right?” asked Wibley,
suppressing his emotions,

“Rine !’ said Bunter, “Looks French,
with that pointed beard, what? That's
all the better, in a French crowd. No-
body's likely to know me.”

“In a crowd? repeated Wibley,

#]—I—I mean, 1—I shan't be in a
crowd,” stammered Bunter. “I'm not
woing to the cusino, of course.”

“0Of courso not,” agreed Willey,

“But don't mention it to the fellows,
old chap!” said Bunter. *They—they
niight think I was going to the casino.
They’re o suspicious lot, you lknow!
Keep it dark?!

“Not o word !” said Wibley, solemnly.
Tleally, it was unnecessary for Wib to
wive Bunter away. It was quite obvious
who he was, and what he was!

“T can hear Pawlings in the saloon,”
whispered Bunter, “I'll just let him sce
me—try it on the dog, you know.”

“0Oh crikey }”

Bunter rolled into the saloon.
Tawlings, the steward, was there—and it
was an opporlunity to test that disguise |
Bunter, in the happy belief that he
looked like a middle-aged Frenchman,

rolled into the steward's view, and
T'awlings gave quite a jump.
" Pong jour ! said Dunter.
“Wha-a-a-41” gasped Pawlings, his

rves almost starting from his head, as
Le gazed at the happy Bunter.
“Je suis T'raneais, vous savez!” said
Bunter,
YAy eye!™ gaid Pawlings blankly.
“J'ai como iei, to voir les fellows!?
cxplained Bunter in lLis own particular
Tue Magrer Lisrany.—No, 1.316.

~ Lrand ot French,

“1 am—je suis—
etranger—here—I mean, ici! My nom is
CGiastong Blong.”

Pawlings only gazed. He seemed beveft
of speech,

“I'm not Bunter, you know,” added
the fat Owl astutely, in order that
there should be no doubt, “I'm a
frenchman—ije  suis Francais, you
savez "

“Qood heavens!” eaid Pawlings.

Billy Bunter rolled back to Wibley’s
cabin, He found Wib doubled up on
the bunk, in a state of hysterics.

“] say, what ars you cackling at?”
asked Bunter, blinking at him, “I say,
it's topping, old chap—Pawlings was
nite taken in! Ie tock me for =
Y¥renchman,*

Wibley gurgled.

“I'll keep this rig on,” went on
Bunter with deep eunning, “I'll stay on
board when you fellows go ashore, and
—and surprise the chaps when they
come back, see? I'm not thinking of
eutting off as soon ans they're gone, or
anything of that kind.”

Wibley gurgled again,

“Not a word, you know,” added
Bunter, and he rolled away, leaving
Williamm Wibley still gurgling.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Very Bright oi Bunfer !

EADY " asked George in his
hearty way. “What? what?”’

“Yes, rathor!

“Where's Billy? Isn't Billy
coming? Give Billy o call ¥

George was ready, and the boat was
ready, tho Famous Five and Wibley
were ready, and Coker & Co. were
ready ! But Billy Bunfer was not to be
scen., DBunter, it seemed, was not ready.
Bob Cherry went along to tho compan-
ion, and bawled:

“Bunter! Bunty! TFatty! DPorpoise!
Porpoise, ahoy ! Roll up! We're going
ashore! Show a leg!”

Bob's voice was certainly heard by
Billy Bunter; It was heard all over the
yacht, and most of the Baie des Anges.
But there was no reply from the Owl of
the Remove,

“Bunter I” roared Bob, “SBhow up!
Look lively! We're going ashore, fatty!
Do you want to be left behind?”

There was still no answer, and Bob
tramped down, and banged at the door
of Bunter's state-room. That door was
locked,

“Are you there, fatty ¥’ roarced DBob.

“0h, really, Cherry—" camao from
within.

“What have you got your door locked
for, you burbling owl?”

“I'm asleep—2

“What?"

“1 mean, I'm going to sleep. Shut
up.‘!

“You fat chump!” bawled Bob,
“Don’t you want to come oshore? Are
you going to sleep in the morning?”

“Yes! No! The fact is, I've got a
headache—I mean a toothache! I'm
lying—"

“I know you're lying—as per usual!
But what are you lying for now, you
fat Ananias?”

“1 mean, I'm lying down, fathead!
Go away and let a fellow sleep!””

“Well, my hat!” said Bob in
astonishment, " Look here, Dunter, ofd
fat Lean, you'd better come! You're a
fat worry and a dashed nuisance, but
you ouglt not to miss this trip! Como
on, old bean”

“Bhan’t " roared Bunter.

“Do you mean to say you don't want
to come 1” asked Dob, puzzled.

@
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“No, I don't! Think I want to walk
round Nice with n Dank Holiday erowd
like you fellows? Yah!”

“You frabjous owl—"

“You make out that you don't think
much of my company I encered Bunter,
“Well, now you can jolly well do with-
out it, sce?”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“We'll try to survive if, old perpoise!
You're making the jolly old trip a
jolly old suecess! Thanks:”

“Beast "

Bob went back to the deck. The other
fellows were ulready packing into the
boat,

“ Hefty haddocks!” exclaimed George.
“Isn't Billy ready yet?”

“He savs he doesn't want to come,”
answered Bob,

“Oh, all right! Let’s get off, then!"
said George.

And the Greyfriars party got offt

Why Bunter chose to miss that trip

was rather a mystery to the other
fellows. 8till, they were not likely to
miss Bunter's company fearfully, They
landed on the promenade in the bright
sunshine.
. “Now,” said George, “the car starts
in exactly one hour, from the office in
the Place Massena. Lunch at Monte
Carlo. Turn up at the office in an Lour’s
time—you'll find mio there.”

“Right-ho!”

George rolled away, leaying the Grey-
friars fellows to their own devices for
the next hour,

“Come on, you men !” said Coker, to

Potter and Creene. *“Keep with me!
For_ gl:,oodness' sake, don't pget lost
agiin.

“We didn't get lost—"

“Don't argue, Potter! Blessed if 1
don’t think you'd argue the hind-leg off
a mule! Are you coming?” hooted
Coker, “or do you want to hang around
with o mob of measly fags?”

“We don't want to miss the trip,”
grunted Greene. “Cool's taking the
party for a drive up the Cornicho road,
and round Monte Cl;rfo, and—"'

“Oh, all mght! Stick to them, then,”
sald Coker. “I thought you might
prefer to have a car with me. Dut

please yourself,”
“Oh! If you're having a car—"
“Did you think I was going to walk

up to Monte Carlo?” asked Coker sar-
castically. “Don't be an ass, Grecne.”

Potter and Greene, undoubtedly, pre-
forred a nice car to themselves, instead
of packing into a crowded and crammed
vehicle with the juniors, But after their
experience at the Hotel Lootemesco,
they were smitten with doubts. Coker,
of course, was going to pay. Dut if
Coker got his pocket picked again—

“Got your money safe!” asked Potter,

“1 suppose I know how to look aufter
my money, Potter? Don't be an ass!”

*Well,  you "know what happencd
yestorday—"

“If you're going to jaw and jaw and
jaw in your usual way, Potter, I may
as well ‘get off,” said Coker. ™ Never
saw such a fellow for jow! Jaw, jaw,
jow!?

“Well, look here——""

“Jaw, jaw, jaw!” eaid Coker, “I1ook
here, are you coming?”

“QOh, we're coming!”

Potter and Greene; after exchanging
a glance, decided to risk it. After all,
so long as they were with Coker they
could keep an eye on him, and sce that
no more pickpockets relieved him of his
banknotes. So they walked away with
Coker to the Place Massena, where the
car was to be hired, and disappeared
from the view of the juniors.

“Hold on, you fellows,” said Wiblez,
as the Famous Five strolled nlong the
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promenade. “Don't get out of sight
of the yacht.”

“Why not 7" asked Harry. .

“Well, suppose Bunter changed his
tnind, and came ashore——"'

“Blow Bunter!” growled Johnny Bull,
“Think we're going to hang about here
doing nothing in ecaso that fat ass
changes his mind?”

:'Just ”thu.t 1” said Wibley.

L3

“The rotfulness is terrific.”

“Look here, what’s on, Wib?”}usl_;ed
Bob Cherry. “You've been grinning
like a Cheshire cat for the last hour.
Ia there any joke on or whati'’

“Well, sort of I” said Wibley. “If
you hang on here I faucf tgn:_m’ll see
Bunter—and I faney you'll think he’s
worth sceing.”

Harry WEarton frowned,

“Has that fat idiot stayed behind to
dodge us, thinking that he can get to
that dashed casino?” he exclaimed.

“1 shouldn't wonder.”

#Loglk hore, we'vo got time for a walk
round the town I grunted Johnny Bull.
“1 don’t sce hanging en here.”

“You'll miss something good!” said
Wibley.

The juniors “hung on.”  Their
curiosity was excited by this time; and
they strolled up and down, keeping an
vye on tho yacht. Thus it came to pass
that thoy observed a strange figure
appear on the deck of the Seca Nymph—
a fut figure, in a morning-coat much
too long, with a pointed black beard,
and a curling, black moustache. They
came to a halt and stared blankly at
that weird figure.

“Who on earth’s that?™ azked Rob.

“Bunter ! gasped Wharton.

“Bunter!” repeated Nugent.
got a beard——"

“T'd know his width anywhora! Tt's
Dunter! What on carth is he got up
like that for?"” gasped the caplain of
tha Remove.

The black-bearded figurs blinked over
the rail towards the beach, and the sun-
shine was reflected on o big pair of
specltacles. A fat grin was seen to
wreathe tho bearded face.

“It's Bunter!” pasped Johnny Bull
“But what—"

“Thae Bunter{ulness is terrific!”

“Dad you do that, Wik?” howled Bob
Cherry.  ““Have you been guying that
howling ass?”

Wibley chorilad.

“T {old Bunter I wouldn't give him

“He's

away, aud I'm not going to,” he ex-
plained. “But 1f you guess it's
Bunter 2

“Guess!” gasped Bob.  “ Anybody

can se¢ it's Bunter !, Does the benighted
ass think he's disguised 1

“ Jomething of the sort, I believe”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh erikey 1” gurgled Beob. “1f he's
uss _cnough to come ashore with that
rubbish sticking on his face—"

“Ila, ha, ba!"

“Te’s disguised—to go to the easino!™
ulmost sobbed Bob Cherry. " Oh, my
hat! Oh, my only summer honnet!
Oh seissors1*

FWib, you ass

“Ia, La, ha I’

The Famous Five were no longer
thinking of leaving ihe spot. 'They
watched that weird figure on the yacht,
ag if it fascinated them. For once,
they were deeply, intensely, interested in
Bunter! Seldom dul William George
Buutc}' get =0 much  concentrated
atteution! Bub ho got it now! It was
Bunter first, and the rest nowhere !

0

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Going Strong !

ILLY BUNTER grinned.

While the cat is away, the
mice will play!  All tha cats
were away now, and the fat

mouse was going to play—la boule!
That, at least, was the programme!
Having given the other fellows a good

quarter of an hour to clear right off,
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gm:!ter unlocked his door and came on
eck.
Blinking over the rail towards the
ghore, he could make out crowds of
Eeop]q on the Promenade des Anglaia;
ut his vision did not reveal that the
Remove fellows were among them,
watching the yacht.
All, Bunter fancied, was serene.
Disgnised as a middle-aged foreign
(Continued on next page.)
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gentleman, he was going to the casino.
They might “shoo " off a schoolboy whe
wanted to brealk their bank—but they
could not, of course, “shoo” away &

middle-aged foreign gentleman! That
was all right]
Bunter had no doubt about the

efficacy of his disguise. He knew that
Wibley had wonderful skill in that line.
1le did not know that Wib had not
cxerted his skill on this occasion.

'wo or throe men about the yacht
stared at Bunter with wide-open eyes as
lie nppeared on deck. Bunter moticed
it; but, naturally, they would be sur-
prised at sceing a Frenchman on board!
That did not bother Bunter! Mr.
Pycroft, the mate, was down below
talking to the cngineer; and Bunter
decided not to ask him for a boat! He
might want to koow who this middle-
aged Frenchman was! 'There were

lenty of boats on the Baie des Anges
Eangmg about looking for custom; ane
Bunter watched for one, through his
big spectacles, and waved his hand and
shouted “IIi ' when one came drifting

}The French boatman glanced round,
tooked at the yacht, end pulled towards
the veseel. Naturally, he had his back
to the yacht as he pulled to it; but when
he established contact and looked up to
sce the monsicur who had hailed him,
he nearly foll down in his boat. With
starting eycs, he held on to the Sea
Nymph and gazed up st a fat school-
Loy’s face, on which were stuck a black
beard and moustache.

“ Mum-mum-monsicur ! hs
“0On m'appelle, n'est-ce-pas?”

“Yes,” said Bunter, “I mean, wee,
wee! I want a boat—je want a bateau
—row mo ashore—mo alley—see 7"

“Mon Dicu I said the batelier.

“Bong frong!” said Bunter.

Boatmen at Nice lhear all kinds of
French. But that boatman had to make
a sort of mental jump to comprehend
that Bunter meant cinq francs.

“Qui, monsieur !” gasped the boatman.

Bunter descended into the boat. He
had put on his cousin George’s special
sill-hat, which George kept for state
ocensions on shore. It was rather large
for Bunter, and indeed came down to his
fat cars. But Bunter's idea was that
it went well widh the morning-coat—a
fellow could hardly wear a cap or s
steaw-hat with a morning-coat! When
the boantman had a full view of Bunter
coming down the accommodation lndder,
Lo rcally seemed in danger of his eyes
Eo{]ping right out of his head. But he

old on to the Sea Nymph, and Bunter
landed in the boat,

“Mon Dieua {” murmured the boatman.
“Voila un drole! Mais ca m’est egal—
on payal”

And he pulled for the shore with his
striking passenger.

From scveral vessels in the bay and
from a number of boats, Billy Bunter
was the recipient of curious glances.
Tho boatman seemed to be in & gasp-
ing state all the time. However, he
landed Bunter, and the fat junior paid
him his five franes and rolled on the
promenade,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!* shrieked Bob
Cherry.

Bunter jumped.

He had supposed that all the beasts
were safe off the scenc, leaving him at
liberty to roll along to the casino at
La Jetee. He blinked round in alarm!
There they all were—purgling! What
they were laughing at, Bunter did not
lenow !

They could not know who he was! At
least, Bunter was sure that they
couldn’t| Wibley knew—but Wib had
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gasped.

said that he would keep mum! The
others couldn't know him unless they
penetrated his disguise! And Buuter
waa convinced that his disguise was all
rig\ht!

So he gave the Famous Five a lofty
blink through his big spectacles and
turned hn.ugﬁtily away.

““Hold on |” gasped Harry Wharton.

“Stop, you ass|” shricked Bob.

Billy Bunter turned on them angrily.
He waved a fat hond.

“Who etes you?” he asked, in his
French. “Alleyl Just alley, sce? Je
suis_Francais—"

“What 1" gurgled Nugent.

“Je ne vous conmais pasl” said
Buonter, “I don’t connais you at all!
Vous etes foreigners, what? Go away—
I mean, alley!”

“0Oh crumbs!”

“Laissez moi alone!”
“Hookez vous!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Evidently Bunter was trying to brazen
it out—to carry it off with a high hand |
He was acting like a Irenchman
bothered by naughty boys!

“You benighted ass!” gasped Harry

exclaimed

Wharton, *“Loock here—"
“Qh, really, Wharton! I mean,
taisez-vous ! Goe away! Alley

voosong 1” snapped Bunter. “I'm a
Francais—I mean, je suis Frenchman—
I don’t speak English—

“You—you—yon don't
lish ?* gasped Bob.

“No—not a word. I don't understand
the language at all, and can’s speak
a word of it.”

“Ha, ha,

“Alley I* hooted Bunter.
vous up, and alley !”

And he rolled wrathfully on his way.
The Famous Five clung to one another
in a paroxysm of merriment. They
pgasped and they gurgled. Bunter as a
Frenchman, and speaking that amazing
French, was really too much for them.

“0Oh dear ! gasped Bob Cherry, wip-
ing his eyes. “Bunter will be the death
of mel know he will 1

“Oh crikey !” gurgled Nugent. *Let's
get after him! He will get run in as
a wandering lunatic, or something, if he
hikes round Nice in that get up |”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“The get-upfulness is  terrifie,”
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur, “It
takes the estecmed and absurd cakel!”

The Famous Iive staggered in pursuit
of Bunter. Wibley remained where he
was, doubled up. Billy Bunter soon
became awarce that the chums of the
Remove were at his heels, and he glared
round at them.

“Alley vous away!” he hooted.
“Vous follow me comme-ca, and I'll
call a jongdarme!”

speak Eng-

t.
ha !” shrieked the ;'uniors.
* Shuttoz-

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Bunter you  ass—"  gasped
Wharton.

“I'm not Bunter! I mean, je ne snis
pas Bunter! I'm a ['rancais, mon nom
is Gastong Blong !”

% His—his—his name is Gastong
Blonz!” sobbed Bob Cherry. “He
doesn’t know wa know he's Bunter!
His—his name is Gastong Blong 1

“Hap, ha, ha!”

“You potty duffer!” roared Johnny

‘Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“You ecan't go about
Bunter!” ghrieked Wharton.
goodness’ sake, you howling ass—*

“Alley 1” roared the Owl of the
Remove. “I Lkeep on telling you I'm
not Bunter! I've never heard the name
before. I'm a Frenchiman—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Et je don't want quelque cheek
from garcons comme vous,” went on

like that,
“For

THE MAGNET

Bunter. “Cela est too thick! You're
tres mauvais! Just remember you're
not in the Remove passage at Grey-
friars now, see—l mean, voyez!”

“Ia, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! A mob of checky kids insulting a
foreigner |7 said Bunter indignantly.
“Je licep on telling you que je suis
a Frenchman—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Shuttez-vous up!” roared Bunter.
“Holdez vous le tongue, sea? Clearcz
vous off | Bunkez vous, you beasts!”

“Oh crumbs! Ha, ha, ha|”

“I’ll jolly well appeler s jongdarme,
and donner vous in charge, ig you don't
alley | hooted Dunter.

“Oh dear! My ribs!” groaned Bob
Cherry. “My poor old ribs! T know
Le'll be the death of me!®™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter marched on. And for the
moment the Famous Five did not follow
him farther. They couldn’t. They were
doubled up with laughter, and they
yelled and howled and wiped their
eyes 1 o state almost of hysteria, And
Bunter, with his little fat nose in the
air, the tails of his morning-coat almost
gweeping the ground, marched along
the Promenade des Anglais—the
cynosure of all eyes|

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Arrest ot Billy Bunter I

EAN - PAUL - PIERRE GOUJON
Brigadier de Gendarmes, stopped
in his majestic pacing along the

Promenade des Anglais, and fixed
his official, eyes in smazement on & re-
markable figure.

Jean-Paul-Pierre could scarcely be-
lieve his official eyes.

“Qapristi 1” he said in astonishment.

The brigadier was a keen police
officer. He had a sharp eye open for
the many and various rogues that haunt
the sunny shores of the Mediterranean
in their myriads, The sight of a man
in an obviously false beard wes more
than enough, naturally, to make Jean-
Paul-Pierre suspicious !

And the disguised individual, with a
hardihood that almost took the
brigadier’s breath away, walked right
under his nose!

Jean-Paul-Pierre gazed at him almost
open-mouthed,

This fat fellow’s beard was false. His
moustache was false! Both facts leaped
to the eyel

Obviously, to the intelligent mind of
Jean-Paul-Pierre, he was & pickpocket,
& bank raider, a robber of lonely villas,
or a desperate villain | Otherwise, why
was he in disguise—a disguise that the
keen eyes of the brigadier had pene-
trated at once?

Jean-Paul-Pierre’s eyea gleamed, and
he twisted his little, dyed moustache
with satisfaction! The arrest of this
disguised malefactor would mean dis-
tinction, perhaps promotion, - for the
brigadier! The malefactor rolled on,
and the brigadier fell into step behind
him, keeping shnrﬁ: eyes on him. He
was also keeping his eyes sharply open
for gendarmes—thinking it best to have
assistance at hand when he seized the
disguised malefactor. Unconscious of
Jean-Paul-Pierre, Billy Bunter rolled
on towards the Jetee, and the brigadier
signalled first to one gendarme and
then to snother, and they joined him.

With two stalwart policemen at his
side, the brigadier decided to tackle the
malefactor, The three of them were
surely equal to him, even if he hnd an
automatic or a bomb concealed under
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 Allons ! ** roared the brigadier.

He twisted his moustache flereely, and marched ahead, sword in hand. After him

marched the two gendarmes, with Bunter between them, roaring. Hound them surged a crowd, thickening every moment.

** 0h crumbs ! ’* gasped Bob Cheiry.

the extraordinary coat he was wearing !
Jean-Poul-Pierre  whispered to  his
ruen, and they nodded and rolled their
vyes expressively. Then the three sud-
‘denly closed in on Billy Bunter.

They acted with the dceision, _the
swiftness, the promptitude, for which
the French police aro famous. They
gave the disguised villain no time to
Jdraw an automatio, no time to hurl a
bomb! One gendarme gripped his right
arm, the other gendarme gripped his
left, and Jean-Paul-Pierre, drawing his
sword, presented the point of 1t at
Bunter’s chest, Never had there been so
complete a surprise and so completo a
capture.

illy Bunter jumped convulsively.

But his fat arms weve held fast. And
the sword gleamed before him, held in
the determined hand of Jean-Paul-
Pierre Goujon.

“I—1 say, what's ilis game?”
gasped Bunter, blinking in  alarm
through his big spectacles.  “1 say,

keep that thing away, you silly idiot!
Don't poke it into me, you fathead 1™

“Vencz aveo nous, monsicur {” said
Jean-Paul-Pierre Goujon triwnphautly,
“Pus un mot—venez I?

“Leggo " Lowled Dunter  “Leggo
my arms, you beasts! Whurrer you up
ta, I'd like to know?”

A crowd gathered promptly. There
was a Dbuzz of \'ulul){c LIrench.  DBilly
Bunter blinked round him in alarm and
terror.

“ Deguise—e’est un hommo deguise

“Un garcon—c'est un garcon
deguise—"*

" Qu-est-que-c’est, ccla?”

“Un volour—"

“Will you leggo?” shricked Dunter,
*“Wharrer you grabbing me far, you
beasts? I say, you fellows! Yaroooh!"

‘“They’re laking the fat ass to the police station !

“Ah! Clost un_ Anglais!" zaid the
brigadier. “Quelque camhriolonr
Anglais, sans doute! Mais nous l'avons
pinco I A .

“Leggo!" yelled .Bunter,

“Voila la barbe fausse!” zail the

vigadier.  “Sans  doute, un voleur!
Venez, scelerat I

“Oh crikey! I say, yvou fuollows:
velled Bunter, hoping that the Famwns
Five were within hearing, I goi!
Yarooah! Resene, Greyfriars! Ok
crikey I’

“Oh, my hat? yelled Bob Churry.
“The bobbies have got Limi”

i‘Great piplil

“Ila, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. shovel throngh
the gathering crowd. DBrigadier Jean-
Paul-Pierre  Goujon eyed them  sus-
piciously., ITe was apprehensive of an
attempt to rescue the desperate char-
actor ho had so efficiently arrested. Bui
even the keen, cfficient French brigadier
of polieo could hardly suppose that a
crowd of laughing schoolboys werae
desperate characters. DBut he signed to
his men to hold their prizoner tight,
and fixed a stern frown on the junicrs.
Whoever and whatever they were, a
brigadicr of police was not a man to
Lo trifled with. ;

“Hold on!” gasped Wharton.
all right. Only e lark—"

The Lrigadicr gestured lLim back

“1 =say, you fellows, make 'em legeo
yelled Bunter.  “ What are thoy collar-
llng t:ll'm for, 1’d like to kuow? I'luch
wm

“Bhut up, vou ass!”

“DBeast! Maka ‘em Ie.{;go 12

“Monsionr  lo  brigadicr ' mos
Wharten, trying to put it in Iie
* Laissez oller, mon ami, je vous prie—

1]

“It's
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Oh, my only summer bonnet 1 **

clest vn garcon de mes amis—Il est
deguise pour une plaisanterie—seule-
ment une plaisanterie—c'est un garcon
commo wor—voils |

“Cele peunt etre I" said the brigadier
grimly. *‘Mais vous expliquerez tout
cela, si vous voulez, a la poste de
police!”  Aud bo rapped out to his
vien: *“‘Marchons!”

I say, you follows—— shricked
Dunter, as the two gendarmes, gripping
liis fat arms like a pair of vices,
marched. “I say, make ’em leggo! I
won't bo arrested! I haven’t dono any-
thing. Make ‘em understand that I was
only gig-gig-going to tho casino to play
la bounle,  Oh erikey !?

“Allons "’ roared the brigadigr.

Ho twisted his moustache Hercely and
miarched ahead, sword still in hand.
After him marched the two gendarmes,
with Buster between them, roaring.
Round them surged a crowd, thickening
every moment.

“Oh erumbsi” gasped Dob Cherry.
“They’ro taking him to the polico
station! Oh, my only summer bonnet!™

“IIa, lia, hal™

“The French police never like letting
go whan they've onco got a hold.”
prinned Nugent. * Butter follow on ™

“Oh dear!”

Y1 eny, you follows, rescue!™ lLowled
Bunter,

But thera was no rescue for Bunter!
1Te had asked for it, and he was getting
it All the juniors could do was to
follow lim to the polica station—the
poste Je polica—in the hope of explain-
ing matters {here.  They troiled on
behind the prisaner, in the midst of an
execited babblo of French from the fol-
lowing ecrowd. The wildest rumours
spread Lthrough the crowd, Word passed
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from mouth to mouth that the prisoner
was & burglar, a pickpocketf, a (German
epy, end a desperate villain. Gread
n.dymirntion was expressed for _the
efficient brigadier, who had so swiftly,
so deftly, got hold of that desperate
crook! The brigadier twisted his
moustaches and strutted, and thoroughly
cnjoyed life, as he marched on with his
numerous escort, i

uite a large portion of the popula-
lagon of Nifa lr?c:emed to be on the
spot when they came in sight of the
polico station.  Billy Bunter blinked
round in terror and dismay ab the
I'amous Five,

“I say, you fellows,” he yelled.
“Find George! Tell George to come!
1 say, you fellows! Get George—=

“Taisez-vous !" said the brigadier
sternly.

“0Oh crikey I*

Bunter, gasping with terror, was
marched in, and the juniors hurried
away to find George. George, no doubt,
would be able to explain matters and
rescue the egregious Owl of the Remove
from his extraordinary predicament.
In the meantime, Billy Bunter had to be
left in the tenacious grip of the efficient
Freoch police |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

Coker at Monte Carlo !

ORACTE COKER had a thought-
ful expression on his rugged
face as the car climbed the
Corniche Monte

road for

Carlo.

Ior once
Evidently,
was thinking about Potter and Grecne

Horace was not talking.
e was thinking! What he

did not know; mneither were they
curious to know. It was o relief that
he was not talking, They were rather
enjoying the drive—especially as Coker
was so unusually silent.

It was a sunny epring day, the scenery
was glorious, the long, white road
wound among white villas peeping out
from semi-tropical grecnery, and the
Lliue Mediterrancan rolled bright bslow.
Potter and Grecne were Jooking for-
ward to a substantial lunch at * Monte ™
and & walk round the celebrated casino,
which was on ever so much bigger
and grander a scale than the twopenny-
halfpenny casinoz at Nice. They were
under the age when visitors were allowed
to play at the tables, but Potter and
(ircene were not thinking of that—they
had no desire to edd their private
resources to the accumulation of wealth
ab Monte Carlo.

La Turbio was in sight when Coler
at last came out of his deep medita-
tions and began to talk. Potter end
Gireene had expected it. It was, they
knew, too good to last.

“It's a different game up here !” said
Coker, “I'd better explain to you
fellows now, Deown in Nice they play
a gameo called la boule—silly rot! Up
at Monte they play rouletts.”

“Yes, so I've heard,” gawned Potter.

“JIt's a game played on a green table.
like the other,” pursued Coker. *“But
there’s thirty-six numbers instead of
nine, and an ivory ball on a wheel,
instead of a rubber ball in a bowl
I'va been making rather a study of
it

Potter and Greene remembered the
volume in which Colker had been eo
decp. Why ho had been making a study
of the game that was played at Monte
Carlo was s mystery to them.

Had anybody asked them, they would
have replied ot once that they knew
every kind of ass Horace Coker wos.
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Dut, as a matter of fact, Coker still
had surprises in store for them!

“You fellows,” continued Coker,
“will, of course, keep clear of the tables,
There are some fellows who do shady
things when they're abroad—rotten
things, like gambling, I hope that no
friends of mine will ever think of any-
thinl% of the kind.”

“No jolly fear !” said Potter. “Catch
me chucking my money away!"

“It's not only the money, Potter, but
the principle of the thing,” said Coker
severely. “Gambling is & rotten thing
in ijtself—no class! It’s one of the
things that are not dome!”

“My dear chap,” said Greene. “You
needn’t preach at us. We're not going
to lose a red cent at Monte, -Nob
such mugs!” .

“That's all right, then,” said Coker.
“I only wanted to make it clear, You
can ook on while I play."”

“Ehi”

“What??

Potter and Greene sat up and took
notice. They realised that they did
not know every kind of ass that Coker

was, Here was one more snmple,
which _they had certainly never
expected,

“You—you—you're going to play
roulette [ stuttered Potter.

“ Bxactly,” said Coker calmly.

“ Look here,” bawled Greene. ‘' You're
jolly well not! It's too thick! Ain't
you jolly well ashamed of yourself?”

“Don’t be an ass, Greenel I hope-
suid Coker, with dignity, *that nobut_iy
would ever suspect me of doing dis-
praceful things, just because I'm
sbroad and there's nobody to see. I
should certainly never speak sgsin to
either of you fellows if you gambled at
Monte Carlo.2

“ And you're going to do it yourself !
gelled Greene.

“Don't yell, Greene! You've made
the chauffeur jump. Let a fellow speak
and don’t keep on interrupting him,’
said Coker. *“"What I'm going to do
is to break the bank at Monte Carlo.

“Bib-bib-break the bub-bub-bank!”
stuttered Potter.

“That's it. That's why we've come
up here,” explained Coker. *I shan't
keep the money I win. I should dis-
dain to touch it. I shall give it all to
charity. In that way it may be made
to do good.”

“QOh scissors "’

“I've made a study of the pame,”
said Coker. “I’ecople say there are no
systems to beat it. That's rol—utter
rot ! There are half a dozen systems
to beat the game,”

“Why doesn't somcbody beat
then ?” asked Potter.

“Well, you hear of it sometimes."

“Only edvertisements, I fanoy.”

“You can fancy what you like,
Potter; but I've gone inte the thing,
and I know. The bank can be broken,
ona system,” said Coker. *“There's one—
a sorl of martingale, if you know what
that is, You take the first sequence of
ten red or black, and back it to repeat,
doubling every time, till you get to the
maximum, You win before you roach
the maximum ecvery time. That's only
ono way, but it's a cert."

1 shouldn’t wonder,” yawned Potter,
“Tut if it's a cert they take joliy good
care not to let it come off. Look here,
Coker, don't be an ass. If there's
system to beat the game, the gamo will
be rigged to beat the system, That's a
dead cert.”

“I'm not asking you for advice,
Potter. I'm not trying tha system I've
mentioned, It needs too much money,
and I've only got fifty pounds. I'm
going to work on & system of numbers.

it,

If you win on a number you get thirby-
fiva times the amount of your stake.
That allows a wide margin for losses.
Well, I've worked out what they call a
figure—a system of numbers. As I cal-
culate, it will take me about twe or
three hours to turn my fifiy pounds into
two thousand.”

“Ye gods|”

*I shall be satisfed with that.”

“I—I—1I think I should be!"” gasped
Potter. .

“If’s not the sort of thing I like
doing,”” said Coker, *But the big idea
is to teach them & lesson. Twisting the
tiger’s tail, you Lknow. They giet
millions end millions from the silly
mugs who come hers. I'm going to
take some of it off them while I’'m here,
I shall give every shilling of it to
charity. I wouldn't touch such money
personally,””

“You needn’t worry, they won't lot

you touch it!” said Greene.

“Don't be an ass, Greene!”

“Look here, Coker, if you're going
gambling—"

“I'm not going gambling,” said
Coker. “If any fellow accuses me of
gambling I'm ready to hit him in the

eye. I can’t say fairer than that.”

*What do you call it, then?” gasped
Potter,

“I've told you,” said Coker, with
dignified calm. *They get heaps of
money off the mugs who come here.
think it's time somebody took some off
them, Sort of punishment, you know,
I shall walk off with a heap of money,
and it will serve them right. Serve
them jolly well right, if you ask mel”

“Oh crikey I”

“I've worked the thing out,” said
Coker. "I don’t say everybody could
do it. It necds brains. You fellows,
for instance, would be quite useless, As
I've said, it needs brains. That's my
long suit. All you fellows have got to
do is to stand by me while I play.
may need you to help me carry the
money away, that's all.”

Potter and Greene could only gasp.
Coker did not need their services, only
to help him carry the money away when
he ha.g won it at Monte Carlo. Appar-
ently Coker considered that he might
win more money than he could con-
veniently carry. To Potter and Greene
it did not seem really probable.

“But, mind, if you have to carry a
lot of money for me, keep it separato
from your own," warned Coker. “ Iivery
quid will have to go to charity, other-
wise I should not feel justified -in break-
ing the bank at Monte Carlo. I hope
you've got safe pockets.”

“Bafe enough to carry all the money
that you will winl|” gasped Potter.
“1've got one with a hole in it, that’a
safe¢ enough for that.”

“Don't be 2 dummy, Potter.”

“Well,” pgurgled Greens, *thank
poodness you won't be able to play the
giddy ox, even if you want to. The
may let us into the rooms to look round,
but they won’t let us play, That's tha
rule there. Nobody under age—" :

“I've thought of that,” said Coker
calmly.  “Fellow I know was there
once, He borrowed a false moustache
at a barber's. Lasy enough.”

“0h, my hat!”

Evidently Colker had thought of every-
thinz. Really, Coker secmed as bright
and brainy to-day as DBilly Bunter.

The car ran on. For ten minutes or
8o, Potter and Greene argued with
Coker. But they gave it up in time to
avoid a scrap. Coker was determined
to play roulette, and to punch the head
of nny fellow who accused him of such
a rotten, shady proceeding as gambling,

(Continued on page 22.)
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BUNTER'S BIG BLUFF!
(Continued from page 20.)

Coker's wonderful intellect moved in
mysterious ways its wonders to perform.
Btill, Coker was satisfied with his own
point of view, and he was not likely to
accept criticism from inferior minds.

Potter and Greens had to give Coker
his head, But they made a mental
resolve that if Coker was going to play
the giddy blackguard, he was going to
do it on his own. They weren’t goling
to help, not even to carry away t
money. It was evident that Potter and
Greene had to pet lost again. §

The car ran into Monte Carlo, white
and bright in the sunshine, Coker &
Co. lunched sumptuously at s magnifi-
cent snd expensive hotel near the
casino, After lunch they strolled about
for & time, looking at the Earduns and
the wonderful view oyver the sea, and
seeking a costumier where_Coker could
bag that false moustache. Monte Carlo,
unﬁoubbedly, was a beautiful place; but
Coker, at least, did not bother muc
about scenery. Coker was really there
on business. .

Well-dressed crowds sauntered in the
sunshine, There was @& murmur of
almost sall the languages in the wide
world, From the *Tir-sux-Pigeons
came a constant sound of popping,
where unthinking  people found &
ghastly amusement in shooting pigeons.
A constant stream of people headed for
the casino from every train that came
up from Nice. Potter and Greene could
have enjoyed strolling about the place
all the afternoon, but Coker was not
there to stroll. )

“Here you sre!” said Coker. He
stopped at a barbér's shop in ‘Moneco.
“This will suit us, They'll rig us up
here for a few francs.”

Coker marched in. _ .

Potter and Greene lingered I:_lehmd.

As soon as Coker was inside theg
walked sway at a very quick rate, an
turned the nearest corner.

Coker, busy making s Monegasque
barber understand his rather original
T'rench, did not observe their defection
for some time,

When he missed them and looked for
them, Potter and Greene had vanished.

“Well, my hat!” said Coker, in utter
disgust. “Lost again| I can’t take my
eyes off those fellows for a single
minute without their getting lost! Well,
T'm jolly well not going to hunt for them
now ! 'fhajr can jollF well stay lost, and
be blowed to them [

Potter and Greene stayed lost, Coker
had to manage without their help when
he broke the bank at Monte Carlo. They
were not going to be there to watch his
triumph or to help him carry the money
away. Coker had to carry all that
money away himself. It was probable,
however, that his strength would be
equal to the burden—more than equall

-

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bold Bad Bunler !

[ EFTY haddocks 1"
H That was George’s remark

when the juniors found him

ot the ‘tourist office in the
Place Massena at Nice, and told him
what had happened to Billy Bunter,

George snorted.

“The ass ' he said. “The idiot! The
chump! The pifHling cuckoo! I've a
{grllllyt?good mind to leave him to it!

a 2

“Poor old Bunter!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.
Toe Magner Lisrary.—No. 1,316.

“Ill kick him!” said George. "I'll
go and get him out, but I'll kick him
all the way here! This means leaving
the trip till after lunch. You boys can
walk round and look at the shops while
I'm gone. Don't get lost [”

Harry Wharton & Co. promised not
to get lost, and George departed to hook
his Cousin Billy out of the grasp of tho
police, They walked up and down the
Avenue de la Gare, and the Place
Massena for an hour or so, and then
came back to the tourist office; but
George had not yet returned. Then

ey waited for him, and at last he
came—with Bunter. Evidently be had
succeeded in convincing the Com-
missaire de Police that Billy Bunter was

not a crook, or a German spy, or a
villainous plotter with bombs. !indeed,
when Bunter had been deprived of his
disguise, even that keen officer, the
Brigadier  Jean-Paul-Pierre Goujon,

robably discerned that he was nothing

ut & fat and fatuous schoolboy. Any-
how, here he was—undisguised, and in
his usual attire—and looking very irrit-
able and annoyed. Perhaps George had,
a8 he had threatened, kicked him. The
juniors hoped so !

“Lunch before we start,” said George,
and he led his flock to a restaurant in
the Avenue.

_“I say, you fellows, I've had a rotten
time,"” "said Bunter. “Lot of silly
idiots, cackling like a lot of geese, you
know. They searched me for bombs."”
%a 1
% a silly idiot with funn
whrskera—-sqme sort of an inspector,
suppose—said I was a drole! What's
a drole?”

“Jt means a funny ass!” chuckled
Nugent.

“ And another cheeky boast aid I was
a fou, What's a foul"

“Ha, hal A lunaticl”

. “Cheeky lot!” said Bunter, “I was
jolly glad to see George when he came—
though he seemed to be in & bad
temper about something. Any of you
fellows been annoying him 12

“Qh, my hat!?

“And they finished by laughing—the
lot of them!” said Bunter indignantly.
“George told them that I'd got myself
up like that to play at the casino,
because they wouldn't let a schoolboy
play! They all seemed to think it a
foke, for some reason! They laughed
ik‘r‘s anything 1"’

Now, I wonder why they laughed?”

gaid Bob Cherry. “Can any of you
fellows guess why they laughediZ
“He, ba, ha!”
“The laughfulness was probably

terrific,” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram
Sm%h.
“Blessed if I eaw an?thiug to cackle
at,” grunted Bunter. ‘1 was getting
jolly ungrﬁ, too ! Blow 'em I”
“You've had a jolly narrow escape!”
said Bob.
“Well, they couldn't have put me in
prison, the s:lly fatheads,” said Bunter.
“They might have put you in &
lunatic asylum!”

“ Beast !”
Bunter's face was clouded and
wrathy. But it cleared when lunch

was served., There was still balm in
Gilead, so_to speak; foodstuffs were
& consolation. Having packed away
several lunches, ong after another, Billy
Bunter smiled again.

After lunch, the party walked back
to the Place Massena, where the car
was ready; and they started, at last,
on the drive that had been so long
delayed by Duater's extraordinary
adventures.

It was not so good a car rs Coker's;
and there was rather a crowd in it;
but the juniors enjoyed the drive
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immensely. They covered the ground in
great style, up one road and down
snother, looking in at Cannes, and
Grasse, and Mentone, and other places,
before they headed for Monte Carlo,
where they were going to have tea,

Late in the afternoon they arrived
at “Monte.”

At a cafe in sight of the entrance of
the great casino, they sat at little
tables, and enjoyed cakes and ocoffee.
Looking at the scenery, and watching
the innumerable crowds, was entertain-
ment enough for Harry 'Wharton & Co.,
but Billy Bunter was thinking of other
things. = His eyes and his spectacles
turned incessantly to the entrance to
the casino. It was easy to guess the
thoughts in his fat mind.

“Like me to make you up again, old

fat bean?’ asked Wibley with a
chuckle.

Snort from Bunter!

““No fear| You can't make up! You

made me up rottenly—I was spotted
at once—I thought it was all right, but
it wasn't—"

“Ha, ha, ha!?

. “In fact, I jolly well think you did
it on purpose, you beas 2

“What a brain!” chuckled Wibley.

""Ha. ha, ha |”

1 say, you fellows 1" Bunter lowered
his wvoice. “I say, you keep_ George
looking another way for a minute or
two, will you! I'm going for a little
stroll I"

“IIold on to his ears!” said Harry.

‘Oh, really, Wharton—"

Billy Bunter blinked round., George
was sauntering, at a little distance,
puffing at a cigar, while he waited for
the schoolboys to finish tea. The juniors

rinned. They were prepared to hold
Bunter by his_ears, and to sit on him
if necessary, if he got out of hand.
The fat Owl gave them a devastating
blink.

“I say, you fellows, if you think
you're going to stop me—"'

“The stopfulness will be terrifio,”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bunter rose to his feet, Bob Cherry
picked up a cup of coffee.

“Where will you have it?” he asked.

Bunter sat down again.

But there was still comfort in food-
stuffs. Bunter packed away sticky
cake after cake, and wound up with
several ices, Then he squeaked to tho
waiter.

“Garcon "

“M’sieur I” The waiter came up.

“Cigarettes I" said Bunter,

*Qui, m’sieur |”

Billy Bunter gave the juniors a glare
of defiance, as the waiter brought
cigarettes. With defiant deliberation
he selected a nice fat cigarette, and
lit it. They watched him,

Evidently Bunter was determined to
be a bold, bad blade, in one way or
another | If he could mot gamble he
was_poing to smokel
B"You howling ass—

ull.
“QOh, chuck it,” said Bunter con-

"

said Johnny

temptuously. “Put on a fagl These
are jolly good smokes! Be a manl
Like me |”

“A man—like you! Oh, my hat!”

_ Bunter finished the cigareite, and
lighted enother from the end of tha
stump, in quite a man-of-the-world
manner, He blew out a oloud of
smoke, and grinned with satisfaction.

“This is something likel” he
remarked.
“Jt will be something like soon,”

agreed Bob Cherry, “Something like
cros;mﬁlthe Channel on a rough day 1%
o n »

George was still at a safe distanca,
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Harry Wharton & Co., gathered at {he foot of the steps of ihe easino, looked and stared, as a breathless, panting, dis-
hevelled figure came flying down the steps. Bump ! Coker landed on his nose almost at their feet, gasping and splutiering.

* Oh crumbs ! ** cried Bob Cherry.

and Bunter finished his second cigar-
ctte, with an air of great enjoyment.
Then he started on a third.

“Look here, you fat duffer—"
said Harry Wharton. Those cigarecites
were strong; and after the foodstuffs
Bunter had packed away, it was really
rather plarming to sce him.

“Cheese it!"" said Bunter. “Why not
put on & smoke? I'm jolly well going
to finish the box.”

“Qh crumbs! Do you mecan that the
box is going to finish you?”

“I'm enjoying this!”? said Bunter.
“Pm—groogh—enjoying it1 I—I—like
smoking 1

He laid down the third cigarette.
Immensely 23 he enjoyed it, he did not
seem to want to finish it.

“Go it!” said Bob. “Keep it up!
You're getting o lovely art shade of
green in your complexion, old fat
bean " )

“Groogh ! If you think I can’t smoke,
Cherry, I can only, say—oooch! I mean,
these smokes are simply topping! I'm
not feeling in the least sick—not at—
grooogh!—alll JT=I think I had an
ice too many, perhaps—these ices ain’t
vory good | I—woooogh !”

Bunter sat very still, There weas a
strange, quaking feeling inside Bunter.

Enjoyable es those smokes were, they
seemed to be having a disturbing effect
on tho sticky cakes and the ices, Bunter
sat still—awfully still—he had a horrid
feeling that something would happen
if he moved!

“Minished, what?” George came up,
and scttled with the waiter. “Well,
rob moving—we've an hour to walk
round before wo take the car back!
YT.azy as usual, Billy?”

Urrrrrggeh 7
Get a move on,” said George.

“J—I—1 think I—I—I'll take a—a—a

rest hiero while—while you fellows are—

I
“«

“Coker ! My hat !

0Old Coker !
Ow ! ** gasped the Fifth-Former.

are walking about,” groaned Billy
Dunter. “I—I think I—T've got a
touch of the sun! You—you fellows

come b-bh-back for me—ooogh |

And Bunter remained where he was,
not daring to move, while the juniors
walked away with George. His com-
plexion was changing every moment,
in quite a chameloon-like manner; and
his inward feelings could only be des-
cribed as awful. As the juniors walked
away, a horrid sound followed them
{from Bunter :

“Urrrg! Wurrrggh | Uuuurrrggh 1

And they left him to it.

“That,” said George, later, “is the
cntrance to the great casino! That—
hefty haddocks, what's up®”

From the entrance to the great
casine, where people were passing up
and down the steps every moment,
cania the sounds of a strange disturb-
ance. There was a scuffling of feet,
z buzzing of voices, and a shouting and
yelling,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Sounds like a
row '’ said Boh Cherry.

And a “row ¥ it was, and the juniors
stopped to look on—little dreaming of
what they were about (o seel

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Horrid [or Horace !

1] F.&ITES vos jenx messieurs!”

The droning voice came
monoctonously.

n the vast room where
Coker of the Fifth sat, there were 2
uumber of green tables, each sur-
rounded by a swarm of punters, sitting
in the chairs, or standing behind them.
'I'he atmosphere was heavy; the silence
hardly broken save by the click of the
ball in the revolving wheel, and the

Chucked out of the casino [’

** Gerrrooogh !

droning voices of the croupiers. Intent
faces watched the hall as it bobbed and
danced, and finally found a resting-
place in a numbered socket, All sorts
and conditions of pcople were thore—
from the millionaire who lost a
thousand pounds in an afternoon, to
the poor punter who caleulated care-
fully before he risked a counter worth
a few francs.

The whole scene was one of ,which
Horace Coker disnpproved strongly.

Mugs, duffers, and rotters, was his
summing-up of the varied company. It
was only the extraordinary way in
which Coker's mighty iatellect fune-
tioned that made him gatisfied with
himself for being there at alll

But there he was|

It had been easy enough! Coker was
a big fellow, and with a false moustache
on he looked years older than hig age.
A fellow he knew had told him of that
astute dodge, and Coker had worked it !
There he was—sitting at the roulette
table, working the system his vast in-
tellect had elaborated—grimly resolved
to give the casino a lesson, and walk off
with an immense amount of their ill-
potten gaing, and devoie the same to
charity—which was rcally generous of
Coker!

But_somehow—Coker did not know
how—it was not working out like that!
Roulette is not a very deep affair. Any-
body can master it in five minutes—such
as 1t is.  Even Coker's intellect was
cqual to that And Coker had no doubt
that there was a “system * by which it
was possible to beat the book! He had
not, unfortunately, discovered a system
by which it was possible to Leat the
banker |

They thrive on systems
Carlo. Qutside the casino, moerchants
will scll you a system for five francs
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guarantced a winner. You buy &
roulette-wheele in Monnco and test the
gystem on it, and it wins handsomely.
Then you try it on the green tables for
real money, and it doesn't ! .
Coker discovered, much to his
astonishment | .

The huge sums that the croupier’s rake
was to push over to Coker were never
pushed. On the other hand, the
croupier’s rake drew away from Coker
gum after sum. This was not according
to programme; and i surprised Coker,
it astonished him, and it began to worry

im.

Fifty pounds was a fairly large sum to
Coker; though at “Monte ¥ 1t was a
trifle light as air! When it was reduced
to five, Coker was distinctly worried !

It was getting clear that something
had gone wrong with the works!

However, Coker was a sticker—and he
stuck.

“PFaites vos jeux, messieurs!”

Coker “made ™ his “game.”

Several times Coker had been
irritated by some dashed foreigner, who
stood behind his chair, reached over his
shoulder to place or draw money, ane
breathed an odour of garlic down his
neck. Coker looked round at him ex-
pressively several times, but the for-
eigner did not seem to mind. Once,
when a win came Coker's way, that un-
pleasant foreigner claimed it, and got
away with it, grabbing it before Coker
knew what he was at!

Coker’s objection drew on him every
eye at the table, and the maftter was
decided against him by the “chef-de-
partie” who presided on the high chair.
Coker had to grin and bear it—or bear
it, anyhow, if he did not grin! He had
heard about “snatchers” at Monte
Carlo—sly rogues who mppropriate the
winnings of others! Now there was one
standing behind his chair! On a
crowded table, plastered with stakes, the
most carcful “chef-de-partie ” could not
always see who was right and who was
wrong, and separate the sheep from the
goats, as it were!

The ball spun in the whirling wheel,

“Les jeux sont faites!”

Coker put all he had left on red. He
had given up the numbers, and come
down to colours, as so many punters do
when the cash runs short. Amazing to
relate, red turned up the winner!

“Le neuf, impair, et rouge!” droned
the man with the rake.

Coker had won!

It was about time he had a win, for
all he had was now on the green cloth,
This meant another start for Coker, and
another chance for hia * system.” He
was quite eager as the rake pushed over
the winnings! And then—over his
shoulder came a hand, grabbing them!
It waa the “snatcher ¥ again!

. Coker gave a gasp, then a roar, and
jumped up! This was the second time,
and Coker was not standing it !

There is an etiquette in these things
at “Monte.” When your winnings are
snatched by some unscrupulous person,
vou refer the matter to the “cief-de-
partie *’ for judgment; and his judgment
15 final, like that of an editor in a
competition, or a referee in n football
match! But Coker wes angry and
excited, and in no mood for etiguette.

ker grabbed the dusky wrist of that
unpleasant foreigner.
_ “You rotter I ronred Coker. “Up to
it again, what? Leave that alone!l I'll
iﬁl‘lyf !wc]l punch your head, you measly

1@ »

“Mon Dieu!” gasped the unpleasant
foreigner,

“Monsieur !” came a dozen shocked
voices.

Coker did not heed! He was wild
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with wrath! A thrill of horror ran
round the table at the disturbance!
People stared at Coker with shocked
faceal The *“chef-de-partie’s™ eyes
almost popped from his shiny face. The
croupiers rose to their feet. Coker
carried on regardless.  Grasping the
snatcher’s wrist with his left hand, he
brandished his right, clenched, in the
rascal’s swarthy face.

“Why, I'll smash you!" roared Coker.
“You measly worm! That's mine!
YouI dashed pickpocket! I'll spiflicate
you »

Seldem, or never, had thers been such
a scene in the casino at Monte Carlo!
Coker’s powerful voice rang through the
Rooms, People at other tables stared
round in amazement. From several
directions, uniformed porters and plain-
clothes detectives converged on the
scene. The *“‘chef-de-partie " gesticu-
lated to them wildly.

—_— e

IBENKNIVES FOR LAUGHS!

B. Donner, of 31, Westwick
Gardens, West Kensington, W. 14,
has caught the ]'udges eye with
the followin
A pocket kni?

for

amusing storyette.
¢ is now in the post
him.

First Hunter: ‘"Why didn"t
you shoot that tiger 7

8econd Hunter: * Because it
didn’t have the right expression
on Ita face for a rug! "

Note: All jokes and limericks
should be sent to ‘' Limericks
and Jokes "’ Editor, c/fo MacNET,
5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4

(Comp.).

“FHand it over!’ roared Coker.
“Sharp's the word! You greasy, garlic-
smelling, pie-faced blighter—"

““Mon Dieu!” gasped the snatcher,
dra ginf; his wrist away from Coker
witg a hefty jerk. “Monsieur—je vous
prie—mon Dicu!”

Crash!

The rascal was backing away, still
with Coker’s winnings in his grasp.
Coker jumped after him! He hit out!

There was a fearful yell, and a crash,
as tho snatcher pgot Coker's leg-of-
mutton fist fairly between the eyes. He
hit the floor of the casino like a sledge-
hammer, and the plunder went scattering
right and left. Coker panted! What
he would have done necxt, cannot be
said—for at that moment half a dozen
ﬁairs of hands were laid on Coker, and

o was pinned.

Coker struggled.

He was not the man to be handled by
dashed foreigners, especially when he
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was in the right! Five or six men had
hold of him—but even then Coker was
not easy to handle. One hapless man
went down with a bump, feeling as if
all his teeth had been loosened. Another
staggered against the roulette table with
crimson streaming from a crushed nose.

But the odds were too great! Mora
hands were laid on Coker! Hardly
knowing what was happening to him,
Coker was whisked away. He vanished
from the Rooms—though it was some
minutes before the solemn, majestic calm
of the Rooms was restored. Coker,
wriggling and struggling in a state of
frenzied indignation and wrath, found
himself in an open doorway. Many
hands hurled him forth.

Coker flew!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Taking Care of Coker!

i ALLOQ, hallo, hallo I”
H “Coker 17
“Great Scott!”

“Hefty haddocks !"”

Harry Wharton & Co., in the gather-
ing crowd at the steps of the casino,
looked—and stared | They had wondered
what the disturbance was. As a
breathless, panting. dishevelled figure
came flying down the steps, they knew.
It was Coker !

Bump!

Coker of the Fifth landed almost at
their feet.

He sat and spluttered.

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Coker! My hat! Old Coker!”

“Groooogh !” said Coker. .

He was wildly dishevelled. His
clothes were rumpled, some of his
buttons were gone, his hair was 2 mop.
In the struggle his false moustache had
been brusheg off. He sat and gasped
for breath—with a myriad of eyes fixred

on him.
“Coker 1" gasped George. “Hefty
ou young rascal! Have

haddocks! )
you been in the casino? ¥You sweep!”
Ow 1*
Bull.

“Gerrooogh! Qooogh!

“Chucked out!'' said Johnny
“My hat! What have they chucked you
out for, Coker?”

“(ooooogh !” gurgled Coker.

The juniors hﬁped Coker to his feet.
A porter came down the steps with
Coker's hat. It was jammed on his
dishevelled head. George gripped him
by the arm and led him away. Coker
seemed disposed to charge back into the
casino and mop up the population there.
Coker was firmly restrained. Gcorﬁe
led him away to the spot where the
juniors’ ear was parked.

“QGet in!” he said.

“I've got my own car—"

“Get int”’

“Potter and Greene are lost—"

“ (et in 1"

1 jolly well won't—"'

But Coker did! George gave him a
shove, and he went into the car head-
long.

“Qtay there!” said George. Wil
von young gentlemen oblige me by sit-
ting on him till he keeps quiet "

“Anytlhing to oblige!” grinned Bob
Cherry.

“The sitfulness will be terrific.”

“Look here——'" roared Coker.

The Famous Tive and Wibley piled
into the car. Coker was rising. He was
pushed down again. Then he was sab
upon. He wriggled and gurgled under
six Romovites.

“Naw keop quiet, you young rascal I

said Goorge. .
roared Coker, keeping

“Cierroft [ ;
anything but quiet. “I’ll smash youl
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I'm going back to that chow to smash
the lot of them 1"
“Do you want to be run in?" hooted

corge.

“I'd like to see a lot of dashed
foreigners run me in!” roared Coker.
“1'll spiflicate the lot of them |”

_“8Bit on him,"” said George. “Kecp
sitting on him,”

“ What-ho

The six sat on Coker while George
fetched Bunter. Coker heaved and
wnﬁgled and struggled under them. But
he heaved and wriggled and struggled
in vain. They sat on him, and they =at
tight |

“Take it calmly, ITorace, old bean,”
advised Bob Cherry.

“Gerroff 1 shrieked Coker.

“If you don’t keep gniet we'll make
Bunter sit on you, too! That will finich
you |

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

George came back with Bunter. The
fat Owl had recovered a little from the

effects of the cigareties he had enjoyed
g0 much. George shoved him 1n, and
followed him, and told the chaufleur to
start. The car rolled away.

“Will you lemme gerrup?” raved
Coker.

“No!” said George. “Btay therel
If you boys don’t mind sitting on him
till we're clear of Monte Carlo—"

“Not a bit " .

The car whizzed away along the Cor-
niche roed. Not till they were half-way
back to Nice was Coker allowed to rise
to his feet. He slumped into a seat, too
Lreathless and exlhausted to deal with
tho Removites as they richly deserved.
He glared at them instead.

“%’ou oung rascal!” said George.
“You've been gambling I

“If you want me to punch your
cheeky head, George Cook, you've only
to say that again !’ snorted Coker.

“You haven't?” pgasped George.
“YWhat did you go into the caszino ior,
then 7"

2

“T was going to break the bank—"

“Hefty haddocks |’

“Just as a lesson to them,” said
Coker. *1I thought it would serve them
right. I still think so! I'm not the
fellow to gamble, I hope.”

“Oh ecissors! You were going to
break the bank without gamblingi”’
gasped Bob Cherry.

“Don’t be checky, Cherryl I was
going to give them a lesson which would
have served thera jolly well right, only
somehow I lost insteady of winning—"

“Ha, ha, ha”

“And then when I got a win at, last

a beastly foreigner snatched it——
“Ha, ha, ha|”
“And they chucked me out just

because I knocked him down—"
ha, ha I”* ghrieked the juniors.
p that silly cackling I’ roarcd
. “What is there to laugh at, I'l
like to know? I can’t sce anything to
laugh at "

(Continued on next page.)
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p ELL, chums, you've got another
fine Photogravure Plaie to put
to your collection of “Marvels

of Modern Engincering,” and
T'll bet that you're mighty pleased with
it. Don't forget there are

TWELVE PHOTO-PLATES IN ALL
To

—each one a perfect specimen !
make certain of getting the cowmplete
series it is advisagla to give your news-
agent a standing order tor the MAGNET.
‘T'o miss even one of these Yree Photo-
Plates would be a shame. Next week's
souvenir plate shows the

“ HUSH-HUSH ** CUNARDER—
No. 534,

which, when completed, will be the
fastest liner afloat. In our photo-plate
you can see the “534" on the stocks,
whilst our special artist gives a vivid
impression of what this floating palace
will look like when completed. Yes,
boys, next week’s Free Photo-Plate is
one of which you will rightly fcel proud,
Don’t miss it

0 you know which is
THE MOST EXPENSIVE
BONFIRE IN THE WORLD.

Can you imagine over twn million
pounds going up in smoke? Well, that
13 what happens every year in the
United States. When American paper
money gets torn, dirty, or mutilated, it
is sent to St. Louis, and once a year a
grand bonfire is held of all this money.
Generally there are over ten million
dollars’ worth of bills—“some * bonfire,
a9 Fisher T. I'izh would cay!

Just after the War Germany had a
difficulty in %Iet.tirl rid cf a lot of paper
money, which had fallen in value so
much as to be practically wortliless. At
a certain big ball held in Germany, hun-
dreds of thousands of these bills wera
cut up into confetti, to make a “smow-
storm.” Bubt just imagine a2 “mow-

storm,” the nominal value of which was
in the neighbourlicad of several million
pounds |

Talking of that, would you believe
that it was once possible to become

A BILLIONAIRE FOR f{s. 1d.?

It’s perfectly true, however. Just
before the value of German money was
stablilised, things had got so bad that
the value of the mark was only £1 for
eighteen billion mark,: So that anyone
could buy a billion marks for l1s. 13d.
Needless to say, however, you couldn't
purchase much with your billion marks,
I'he nominal value of the pre-War mark
was 20 to the £.

Other central European countries were
in the same state with their money—
notably Poland and Austria. A clever
Swiss firm hit on the idea of buying up
s large number of Austrian netes which,
before the War, were worth 10s, each.
But the Swiss firm simply used them for
wrapping up tzblets of soapl

I wonder if you realize how much

HIDDEN TREASURE.

there must be in the grour. of this old
world of ours? = In India, where the
natives distrust banke, they bury their
money in the ground, and it 1s esti-
mated that a tremendous amaount of gold
i3 hidden in the =oil of India. As many
of the original miizera have died with-
out revealng the sceret of whera they
hid their gold, mozl of thiz buried
treasare will only be discovernd by acci-
dent—if at alll

In Africa there is krown to Dhe about
twenty million poumls, which have
passed out of eirculation ano mudl be
hidden away in sceret hordes by the
natives. And even in Britzin our soil
is rich in hidder money. From the time
of the Romans coins have either been
hidden or lost, and have becn covered
up by the accumulated duzt and rubbizsh
of the centuries. Whenever excavation
work is carried out a large number of
coing of all ages are discovercd. Most
of them eventually find their way to
nEeyms,

Here iz o selection of
RAPID FIRE REPLIES

in answer to queries sent in by my
readers:

. What is Mleanite? (J. K., of Read-
ing).—A chesper form of mica pro-
duct, used where the price of ordinary
mica would be too great It iz made
up from mica splittings, fastencd
together with adhesive.

Is a Man Taller in the Morning
than he is at Night? (“Reader,”
of Woolwicli).—Yes 'T'he reason is that
the strains which he undergoes in
the daytime, together with the shocky
of walking, compress thr cartilage pads
of the backbone. During sleep they
expand again to their normal.size, there-
fore, he 1s taller when he gets up in the
ngommg than when he goes to bed at
night.

Can 0!l and Water be Mixed ?
(Harry Cairns, of Hanleyl.—VYes, they
can. Just add a little soap to them,
and sce for yourself.

What is ¢ Sub-standard ** Film ?
(* Cinefan,” of Woreester).—The
regular width of cinema film as used in
the ordinary picture theatre 13 35 milli-
nmetres.  Bub-standard film is cipema
film that is less than this width.
There are two sub-standard widths in
use in this country—16 mm. and
9.5 mm. They are gemerally used for
home cinemas, schools, lecture halls,
wte, owing to the fact that they are
much cheaper than standard films and
alzo non-inflammable. 2

Now for a word or two about

NEXT WEEK’S BUMPER
PROGRAMME.

Topping the bill is Frank Richards’
sparkling fine yarn: “AFTER LIGH1S
OUT!” which deals with a strange new
boy in the Greyfriars Remove. It’s
packed with humour and thrills, and is
just the kind of yarn you delight in
yeading. Then comes another topical
izzue of the “Greyfriars Herald,”
further thrilling chapters of our Soccer
and 'tee story, more winning jokes and
;:metrncks, and last, but by no means
QAask,

ANOTHER SUPERB FREE PHOTO-
GRAVURE PLATE.

If you've not already ordered your
30\35? of the Alsexer, do so without
e

ayl
YOUR EDITOR,
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“#Never mind—we canl" chuckled

ob.

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

«“Now stop the car, Mr, Cook,” said
Coker. *“Ive got to go back and find
Potter and Greenc; they've got lost
again. Goodness knows what will
happen to them if I don’t find them!
Will you stop the car?”

“No,” said George, “I won't | You're
going straight back to the Sea Nymph
Mr, %oker, and staying there till we sail
to-morrow !’

“T'm not " roared Coker.

“J think you arel”

George was _right. When the car
stopped in Nice, Coker refused abso-
lutely to get into the boat. He was
dropped in, in a heap. When the boat
reached the Séa Nymph he refused to
go on boerd. He was belped on hoard—
not gently, but firmly. ~ After which
Cicorge kept a rather grim eye on him.
Cloker's wild adventures were over.

Much to Coker's surprise, however,
Potter and Grecne turned up for supper,
safe and sound. They came back in
Coker’s var, looking quite merry and
bright. If they had been “lost,” they
had evidently found themselves again
without assistance from Coker.

They found Coker looking gloomy,
and exchanged a cheery wink.

“How did it go, old bean?” asked
Potter blandly, “Did you get away
with all their oof 7"

““Tons of it, 1 suppose 1" said Greene,
nlso blandly.

“Sorry we weren't there to hélp you

carry it away,” said Potter. “Did you
hire & lorry P’

“Or a special train?”  inquired
Greone.

Potter and Greene did not yet know,
of course, the wild adventures Coker
had been through since they had parted
from him. They did not know that he
had besn goaded into a state in which
it wag positively dangerous to chip him.
"They now, however, discovered 1t sud-
denly. Coker had borne much—cheek
from George, sitting-on from the
Famous Five—and now his own familiar
friends chipped him! It was the last
straw. Coker made 8 stride at Poiter
and Greense,

Heo gripped Greene with his right
hand, %otter with his left. Before they
knew what he was up to he brought
their heads together with o _concussion
that rang through the Sea Nymph like
& éist.ol-s ot.

rack |

“Yaraooooh !'* roaved Potter.

“Whooooop !” yelled Greene.

“There!”  said Coker. “Now—
Oh, my hat! Oh, my aunt! Oh jiminy!
Let gol Why, I'I-Il-Tl—
Yaroooooop ! :

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors as
Coker & Co. mixed up on the deck of
the ,Sca Nymph.

They were all three looking rather
damaged by the time they got unmixed.
Yor the rest of that evening Coker re-
fused to speak a word to his friends.
1t was guite a nice evening for Potter
and Greene.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Back to Greylriars !

“ QURTFIELD — change for
C Friardale!”
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !”

roared DBeb Cherry.
More than a weck had elapsed since
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the Sea-Nymph had steamed out of the
Baie des Anges at Nice,

It was the frst day of the new term
at Greyfriars.

" Fellows_wero gathering from far and
near, north and sonth, east and west,
back to the old school—among them the
Famous Five of the Remove. They
jumped out of the train at Courtfield
unction, and Bob Cherry’s cheery roar
awoke the echoes of the station, and the
town round it, and perhaps the fields
beyond. Bob, at least, had returned to
school in great spirits.

“1 gay, you fellows—"

“ Fatter than ever, Bunty!” said Bob.
“Did you find them all well at Bunter
Court when you got back from France—
all the marquises and_the dukes and
the jolly old princes? What?"

“0Oh, really, Cherry! i | saf, you
fellows, Coker’s on the platiorm!”

-

} |
Watch Out for Next

Saturday’s MAGNET

and another

FREE SOUVENIR
PHOTO - PLATE

to put in Your Album!

N u

iaspud Bunter. “He's more Fifth-
‘ormy than ever | He's kicked me——"

“Jolly good idea|” ssid Bob. “T'll
kick you, too, old fat bean, to starf the
term! Turn round I*

“PBeast| I say, you fellows, I only
said ‘ Hallo, Colker, old chap!’ and he
kicked me,” said Bunter. “I'd have
knocked him down, you know, only—
only after having a cruise together, I
—1 thought I—I wouldn't 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“] gay, you fellows, here he comes
Billy Bunter dodged round the Famous
Five. Coker had & hefty kick, and
Bunter—whether for the reason he had
stated, or for still better reasons—did
not want to begin the term by knock:
ing Coker down.

Coker of the Fifth came up to the
cheery chums of the Remove. They
met him with smiling faces—in contrast
to Coker’s, which wore a frown.

“Oh, here you anre | said Coker.

“Here we are, old bean!” answered
Harry Wharton.

“I've just a word to say to you before
we get to Greyfriars,” Coker proceede
to explain. “We had the Eastor holi-
days on the same cruise, as it happened.
To a certain extent, I took notice of
you—being on the same ship! That's all
over now| Now we're going back to
Greyiriars, I want no cheek, no
familiarity—none of your making out
before all the fellows that you a@i:m}w

"

me, or enything of that kind!  Got
that 1>
“The gotfulness 1is terrific, my

osteemed idiotic Coker!” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, with a dusky grin.
“Any more?” asked Frank Nugent.
“I've kicked Bunter for being
cheeky,” said Coker. “Take it as a
tip! Xcep your distance—and don't go
making out at Greyfriars that you know
o Fifth Form man! See? 1 thought

~ in a carriage.

I'd better make it plain. I'm a plain
speaker—*

“You are!” agreed Bob Cherry, with
a oritical gaze at Coker's rugged

“ Naver saw & plainer one 1”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“The plainfulness is preposterous!”

“Well, if you understand that, all
right 1" said Coker. “A fellow can do
lots of things in the hols that he can't
do at school! Any sort of cheeky
familiarity will lead to a whopping!
That’s all.”

This was evidently, from Coker’s point
of view, important. Having impressed
this important matter on t unthink-
ing minds of the juniors, Coker turned
to stalk away. He seemed taken by sur-
prise by what happetied next.

Somebody smote his hat, hard, and it
was crushed over er's, ears. As he
spun round; with a roar of surprise
and wrath, it wos smitten again, and it
went down over his eyes.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker of the Fifth grabbed at his hat
and dragged at it desperately to extract
his head therefrom. Harry Wharton &
Co., smiling, walked away to take their
places in the local train for Friardale.

They were in their carriage by tho
time Horace Coker escaped from his
hat. Coker glared up and down the
crowded platform in search of them.
His face was crimson with wrath,

He spotted five grinning faces crowded

€ Boors were slamming
along the train by that time; but Coker
was not to be denied. He rushed at
that carriage.

“Htand back!” shouted a portet.

“Hook it, Coker!"” said Bob Cherry.

Instead of standing back, or hooking
it, Coker of the Fifth made an in-
foriated plunge at the carriage and
hurled himself in headlong.

But he did not get very far int

Five peirs of hands fastened on Coker,
and he was flattened down in the door-
way, with his face on the floor, his nose
grinding up the dust, and his long legs
thrashing the air outside.

“Whooop1” roared Coker. “Leggo!
I'll smash you! I'l-I'll— er-
roocoogh !

Slam, slam, slam! went the doors
along the train. Only one door was
open, where Coker sprawled, half in and
half out. A porter rushed up and

grasped him by the legs.
grinned Bob

“8hove, you men!l?
Cherry.

The porter pulled, and the jumiors
pushed. Coker came out of the carriage
doorway like a cork from a bottle. The
door slammed, and the train moved.

Coker sat up dizzily. He had been
going to take that irain. But that
train, evidently, was not going to take
him. He blinked after it as it glided
away, and Bob Cherry waved his hand
from the carriage window.

“Ta-ta, Coker! Give you some more
at Greyfriars!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Ooooooogh !” said Coker. It was all
he could say.

And the train rushed on, leaving
Coker of the Fifth still sitting and gaz-
ing, and bearing Harry Wharton & Co.
back to the old school.

TEE END.

(Look out for: “AFTER LIGHTS
OUT " in next Saturday's MAGKET, and
don't forget that this issue also contains
another Free Photo Plate. Make sure
you add it to your collection/)
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THRILLS GALORE IN OUR POPULAR SOCCER AND 'TEC STORY.

NOBBY 7 Sho oiing Star!

umgl%
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‘By HEDLEY SCOTT.

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Danisl Willoughby Thunderslay, nephew of
Lord Weatherstone, chairman of the Parriton
Rovers, resants his unole’s adoption of
“ Nobby ''—a nameless waif, whose oclever
foothall gets him a permanent placeé in the
Raovers’ eleven. The joalous Thundersiey
schemea with the Don—a rascally circus
proprietor with whom MNobby had spent his
earlior years—for the removal of his young
anemy. The Don double.oragses Thundorsiey
and plans to kill Nohby, Ferrers Locke, the
detective, however, intervenes and rescues
Nobby in the nick of time. Wringing a con-
fession from Thundersley, Locke then informs
the rascally schemer that Nobby is none
other than his young hrother Trevor
Thundersley, who was kidnapped as an infant!

(Now read om.)

Settlement in Full !

HUNDERSBLEY shook as if with
ague, Hia pale, handsome face
twisted into lines of pain. He
seemed on the verge of fainting.

Drake made a move towards a crystal

decanter on the small cabinet, and
poured o neasure of spirit into a
tumbler,

# H.me, drink this, (Jll.l man !’ he said

kindly. * Drink it off 17

With shaking hands Thundersley took
the glass and gulped the contents. Then
be sank Dback in the chair, breathing
hard. There was a look of hxed misery
in his face which put years on him, and,
looking at him  intently, Locke
genninely felt sorry for him.

He decided there ancd then to save the
wiretched schemer further pain,

“My brother—my brother!”  Thun-
dersley’s words eame in a whisper. * The
brother—I  never klu:\\'-—uud I lave
e lpm] to kill him.”

“Not quite so bad as that,” suid
Locke, “for wnless the doctar was a

fool at his job there is every chance that
vour brothey Trevor will be none the
worse for his Axperiences.”’

“What?” Thundersley leaped ont of
the chuir again. the colour flowing back
to his face. “He is alive, then '

“ Alive—by the mrovey of Lleaven,
said Ferrers Locke. **What would have
been his fatc had lie not heen taken nut
of that packing-caze in less than half an
hour I shudder to think. The poor kid
was Jdving of slow asphyxiation ™

* Poor devil!  Poor devil ¥ Thun-

dersley's voice was tender. I shall
never forgive myself!” He sobbed,
pulled himself together, and faced

Ferrers Locke squarely. * Tell me how
you found him. Tell me how you dis-
covered who ho was—please !

Locke lit up his pipe before he made
reply. Then, seeing it well alight, he
told his story—briefly, simply, modestly.

“1 must' take you bnck to your child-
hood,” he commenced.
perhups you don't know it, was a
Legation officer in Paris. One night he
was attacked by & gang of apaches and
badly assaulted. One man was caught
when the gendarmes eventually came ta
lis succour, and his name was ]’erlnllo
Sadini—a naturalised Spaniard.”

“Go on!" said Thundersley
lessly, as Locke paunsed,

“Pedrillo Sadini was (ried and sen-
tenced to penal servitude for life, That
meant Devil's Island, where, as I expect
vou know, the French send their worst
criminals, Your Pedrillo Sadini swore
that he would live to see himself
revenged, even while the judge passed
sentence on Lim. And Pedrillo S8adini,
now known to you and the world as Don
Carlos, took a terrible revenge lndoudi

“Don Uarlos—Pedrille Sadini '™ ex-
cladined Thundersley.

“One and the same,
Locke, “He  eseaped from Dovil's
Tsland within two years, . jonrneyed by
various stages to Bngland, wwd wutehed
and waited his opporvtunity, It enme—
it came while your nursomaid was
taking you and your brother Trevor for
vour daily wiring at your couniry home
in Buekinghamshire.

* Your nursemaid left the pram for a
moment or two 1o run after you,” con-
tinued Locke, “for remember you were
approaching five yoars of age, whilst
your brother would be thvee. When the
nnrsemaid returned to the pram in
\\hll’_‘h sha had left your broilier sleep-
|111.} she found it empty.”

Good heavens !

“'Phore was a hue-and-cry all over the
conntry,” said Locke quietly; “but the
imknown  kidnapper made good his
nseape and eoverad up his tracks. Your
bmtimr was never found. Eventually
he wis presumed doad,”

breath-

" resumed Foerreys

“Your father,-

" And that scoundrel, Sadini, the Don,

had him all the time?” said Thun-
dersley. “Good heavens! The kid
must have gone through purgatory,

living with that monster!”

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“Nobby did. He suffered tortures
physically, mentally; but the kid's
spirit remained unbroken. The Don
beat him, starved him, worked him to
death. Then, as you know, he escaped,
and swore he would never go back to
the circus again.”

“Paor Trevor—poor
Thundersley miserably.
the Don wanted him back

“But a stronger will than that of the
Don deereed otherwise,” resumed Locke
quictly. “That same Providence actu-
ally took young Nobby into the ver
heart of the I'amxly who had mourne
him dead.”

“But father—my father
long enough to Sshare in
Thundersley.

“That is true,' said Locke: * but you
see the devilish mind of the Don at
work, when, having tasted of his
reveuge over a period of years, he next
plans and plots with the brother of his
vietim, Devilish 1sn't the word for it!”

Thundersley’s face set in grim, hard
lines, It wounld have gone hardly with
the Don had he showed up then,

“The merciless devil!"”” he grated,

“T' like to kill

Trevor !” said
“No wonder

1"

never lived
that,” said

‘twixi elenched teeth,
liim for this.”

“I dare say you would; but killing
won't be neeessary in this case. The
Don’s punishment you can sufely leave
in my hands, and thank Heaven you
were saved from poing into the dock on
a charge of murder, for that was what
the Don schemed for, A double revenge
—the killing of one brother, the hanging
of the other!™

“Thae cardcase, the handkerchief—the
scoundrel must have taken them from
me when I saw him last, It would not
have been diffieult,” said Thundersley
reflectively, “as I was distraught.” He
came clean now. “ You see, Mr. Locke,
it “a.‘s I \»‘nc rifled Lord Weatherstone's

sa Q—' . )

Locke and Drake locked at him
sharply. Thundersley hung his head in
shume.
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“ Nobby—tlat iz, 'l'l'c\'ur-"l\'nu\\' that 1
bad,” he faltered, “and lie guve me
wwenty-tonr hours in wlich to go to lus
lovdslip  and  coufess. I couldn't—I
gowldln’t do it, lnstead, I motored over
Lo the Don and anaug’ucl with the rotter
to smuggle Nobby—1Lyrevor, that 1s—out
of the country. 1 remember now, 1 took
off my silk handkerchiet while 1 was
talking to hiw, awnd the cardease must
hiave slipped out of my wallet when 1

paid lum the five hundred pounds,
Uncle’s five bundred pounds—"
e broko off, bent hiz head in Lis

kands, Téars begun lo course along his
fingers.

Locl\u left him thuswise for o few
momeénts, tFen placed his arm about his
shoulder.

“Come, come ! 1'ull yourself together !
Whet's done cannot be undone. But. at
least you have the future in which io
wipe the slate clean. Come, buck up !
Aftor lunch I want to arrange for you
to meet your brother Trevor and his
lordship.”

“You are comforting, Mr. Locke,”
said Thundersley, “I don't know how
to repay you.”

Locke smiled indulgently.

“¥otr can thank me by playing a
sirajght game after this, Thundersley.
Your uncle hasn't lost all faith in you.
Do your best to make his declining years
happy—io your best to make it up to
Trevor. Hoe's the next one te be con-
sidered.”.  Ilo turned and drcw Jack
Drale torward by the shoulder. “If you
want to thank inyotie especially, thank
this youngster. He went to France for
moe ond ferveted out the whole history
of Tedrillo * Badini, a,liaa the Don.
Smart youngster, 15 Jack 1”

But, like s guv'nor, Drake was not
the typc to bask in thanks. Ile had
merely done a oh o' work—that was
how he regarde

When ‘Thundorsle} recovered his com-

osure, his mind {uined o the Don.

J “You'll arrest him, of course! Der-
haps he's eoing to fly the country, Wae
nwst be quick 1

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“There's no tremendous hurry. Ie’ll
never got out of the country. All ports
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and air ports wre being watchod, Tle
Don found it easy to pei into England,
but he won't find it casy to ger out.
RNost easy about the Don, anyway—a
SBeotland Yard man is on his trail at
this very moment. I gave instructions
betore L lett Baker Street this morning
chint hie was not to be let out of sight,”

Locke took wp his hat ancd beckoned
{o Drake.

“Come along, son. We'll call for you
after toneh, Thuondersley. By that tune
his-lordship will be in a stronger mood
to stand the shoek.”

Thundersley’s eyes daneed.

“Then he doesn't know who Nobby
really is—yet?” ) ;

“INot yet,” smiled Locke. “I eouldn't
tell him last night. Tho shock might
have killed him, 8o-long!™

And with another emile h(. drew Drake
by the arm and led him outside.

Thundersley stood by the window and
watched them drive off, Then he paced
up and down his apartment, a proy to
remorse, joy, sclf-loathing, fury—fury
towards the Don—the man who would
have rebbed him of a brother—the man
wha R robbed him of a brother for
lnng, long years'|

“From that Lis tertured mind switched
back to the grief of his dead-and-gone
father—the noble, indulgent parent wlo
had mourned the loss of his son Trevor,
and had nover recovered from the shook,
then to his mother, the swect soul whe
had preceded her hushand due; so the
doctors Lad said, to a broken heart.

Aud while everwhelming hatred of the
Don, the vengeiunl schemer whe had
bhrought about all this misery, surged
through his being, the . {elephone-bell
rang. Thundersley unhceded its shrill
clamour for some time, but its per-
sistency made him catch up the receiver
at lasl.

Then the blood leaped to his brain!
The caller was the Don!

Congnering hia feclings, Thundersley
tried to speak mnaturally, and suc-
ceaded. The Don, apparently, wanted
more money—demanded more moncy.
Thundersley temporised with him, the
while hLis oyes roved to a heavy Service
revolver which hung from a  hook

on an adjacent wall.  Thundersley
remembered that in his cabinet drawer
wera live cartridges which fitled the
woapon,

1115 oyes narrowed,

The Don’s veice surilled
HIGNELE-] ‘.]IE \\'irl_‘ﬂ:

“1 must have another five hundred,
vou uuth.-l:,L.Lud——:.-.:-“ ‘1 must_havo it |
1f I don't it wiil b the worse for youl’

“Thundersley seemed to capitulate.

“Vory well he snarled back into the
transmitter. “It’s  blackmail, you
scoundrel, but you hold the whip hand.
What's that—you will eall fvr the moncy
now ! Very well [ Yes, I will bo here—
T'll settle with you!”

“Onece and for all, ves!” came the
Don's voice. “You will settle with mo,
my ycunp; friend? 1 will- hasten io

vibrantly

you !
Hc¢ rang off Tor long moments
Thundersley stared at the Bervice

revolver before he remembered that he
still held the telephone receiver in
his hand. Then he slammed it down.
With set face he walked towards an
inlaid mahogany cabinet, rummaged in
ong of the drawers, and eventually found
half a dozen live cariridges. Slowly
he took the heavy revolver from its hook
on the wall and turned it over in his
palm. Just as slowly he filled the
chamber with the six cartridges, cocked
the weapon ready for instant use, and
slipped it into his pocket.

To steady his nerves he doctored him-
self with a dose of the fiery spirit in the
erystal decanter, called his servant, and
informed him that the visitor he was
a\poctmg at any moment was to he
shown in at once, then seafed himself
in the armchair. One line of thought:
hammered  incessantly  through  his
brain ;

“Hottlenment in full 1

Tha door hell suddenly ghrilled. The
Don had arrived|

(Wil Thundersley shoot the Don, or
MH——-? Yowll vead all about it, any-
ey, tn next week's grand Free (hﬂ
fasue of the Magxer. Order your copy
now!)
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when you ecan buy
ATLABRM for 104, ¥
leave yonur stody,

Rai.

11, Remave,

Safeguard Study Cupboards !

Why put up with repeated raids on your tuck
i REEZEM BURGLAR
Shnply switehh on when you
Anvone who opens the ecup-
hoard while you're absent promptly gets a punch

on thie jaw from the Robot 1fist.
a eoncealed Loud-Speaker yells ** Police 1" the
gtudy door loeks, and an alorm bell rings in the

r. Instal this amazing machine in your study
TO-DAY |—H, BKINNER, Inventor, Study Xo.

At the same time

-

-+
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YOUR WET TOWEL SUPPLIES !

What are YOU doing about wet towels this
year ! Lxamination time is8 drawing near
and you're swoiting furiously to male sure of
gotting through.
keep your brain fresh and alert without tying
wot towels round your napper ? Hopoless,
Then write at once to the NON-
STOP WET TOWEL SUPFPLY CO,, Btudy
No. 6, Remove.

But bow ecan you hope to

We got a shock at Grey-
fiiars last Jonday mornin
when wa awoke to  fin
fluttering from the flagpost
over the BSchool House the
colours of HIGHCLIFFE BCHOOL.
Stately seniors and inky fags
nlike pazed aghost at the
mEﬁHFWP Emrﬁ_. How the
thump had the mwm got there ¥

We soon found out when
wo met Courtney & Co., of
Higholiffe, later in the day.
Courtney & Co. wera all
grinning ; but the  higgest
grin came from a newcomer
to their ranks named Stanley
HSteeples, Steeples, it trons-

irod, was a kind of human
mu}_ whose hobby was climb.
ing up walla on which nobody
ulse could even get a footing,
It wos he who had broken
bounds in the dead of the
night to do the foul deed |

m...:n bumiped the cheeky
Highcliffe ¢ads in Friardale
Lane ; but ihers wasn't nuch
sutisfaction in that. Inci-
dentally the flagpost is easily
EEF&% from one of the box-
rooms, and the Higheliffe flag
was hauled down long before
brekker.

On Tuesday morning we
got o worse shock. The
raider from Higheliffe had
paid another visit and hauled
up the Higheliffe standard
mgain—a much larger ono
this time |

Of courso, something had
to bo donme about it; the
matter couldn’t be allowed to
rest where it was. Ths Re.
move decided at cnee to keep
watch for several nights ; but
that didn't wipe out the past.
How could woe pet a bit of
own back 7 That was the
squestion that agitated Gruy-
{riars,

Well, wo'ro glad to be able
to tell our readers that the
problem was solved, aa most
Groyfriars problems are solved
by the maam old Remove! In
saying that we frecly admit
that tho honours really belong
to one man—Yernon Smith ;

—

PLAY PRODUCER’S

Wibley coinplainas that his recentlly produeatl
three-aet thriller, ** The Houso of orror,"
wag interrupted by the sudience talking

during the play.
We think

ho's entirely mistaken |
andience didn't wviter o word [romn start to
tiniahi., It wasiheir teeth that wore ::E_haﬂzm !

ARROW UNFURLS
VICTORY FLAG

Remove Archer’s Great Exploit

but Smithy doesn't mind the
Remove getting the eredit.
What had to be done, as
Smithy pointed out at the
Form meeting, was to plant
the Greyirviars colours over
Higheliffe in & place where no
H.m.w_ua:mmnu could get at them.
dozen chaps promptly
pointed out that someone
would have to put them there,
and how could any Removite
hopa to put them where

Steeples irngelf couldn't
elimb ?

Smithy's reply to that
objection was to mshk tho
doubtera to follow him to
Higheliffa, Quite an army

of ua marched with him.

Simithy corvied the Grey-
friara colours in the shape of
an old footer shirt hastily
altered to make a flap. Ho
also carricd a large bhow and
arrow—why, wecouldn't make
out at firgt, for alihough we
knew that archery is one of
BSmithy's hobbies, thia didn’t
geem an appropriate time for
indulging m it,

When we rcached High-
eliffe, however, we saw method
in Smithy’s madness. At a
quiet spot at the back of the
schiool Smithy climbed on to
the wall and, producing a
large ball of twine, threadaed it
througl a staple fixed on to

=

DICKY NUGENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

“ Conztant Reader ' rites
to complain that I don’t call
A SPADII 0 EPADE.

Perhaps I don't, * Con-

you

stant Reader.” Buat
can't deny that I'm always
having & sLY DIg at somocno |

PLAINT

hia arrow., He then lot fire,
and the arrow, carrying the
twine with it, flew upwards
and fnally Dburied itself at
the very top of the topmost
spire of the building. With
the loose ends of the doubled
twine still in his hands,
Smithy was then oble to haul
the flag across from the wall
to the spire. Having seen

that it was well and truly
joined to the arrow, he applied
& mateh to the twine and s
fHeme ran up its length and
burned it away.

We then gave one

mirhty

cheer and marched away in
triumph.

We epuld hear the howl of
raga fromn tho Highelifians as
we turned the corner,

Ag we pro Lo press wo hear
that the Greyfriors colours
still flont proudly over Hizh.
cliffe.

Cur win, we think !

= 3
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Book Of The Wee

“Canine Happiness and
How to Obktein It.” By o
UGay lDog.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?

-ﬁ

4

REPORTER’S _
- NIGHTMARE

Two Meetings Simultaneouly

When the Editor told me I had two meslings
to report in one evening (writes Bob Cherry our
Special Reporter) I took 1t all as a matier of eapres,
It was only when I got to the Rag that I resliecd
that BOTH MEERTINGS WERE BEING HELD AF THE
gaxe TIME|! There was no time to go b .IE_
additional help, so I did the next best thi und
sat in the middle of the room, half-way beuseen
the two crowds, and tried to take notes of both
speeches simultaneously | )

One of the speakers swas Belsover majory who
waa describing how to wrestle under ** Alldfn ™
rules (Bolsy hopes to gee the " All-In ™ gametslkon
up at Qreyiriara 1) and the other was Smith mioor,
wha was lecturing the First Aid Class ho is runting,

Hera aro the speeches wverbatim, just ns they
appeer in my noicbook :(—

When a person {uints—

Put your hand over his mouth, hook your leg
round his waist, ond throw him to the floor as hard

&8 you can.
*arry him to a chair and chafe his hands. -
Then give him the half-nelson and jump o his
chest.

Sprinkle cold water gently over his head—

And after that, grab him by the neck and m_z.?m_n
him.

1f ha shows signs of coming round—

Beize his ears and bung his head violently agiinst
your Lknoe.

Put smelling salts under his nose—

Grabh him by the ankles and whirl him mond
in the air—

Then gently rub can de Cologne on hia forehewd—

And fling him right out or the ring into tho
audionce.

Carry him into the open air—

Grab him agoin snd put your thumba it Yhis
eyes, :

uH...Fw.u him zip & glass of cold water—

And twist his arms till he ghricks for merny.

Hoe may then be slowly walked up andéiwn
for n few minutos—

After which wdn ean dig yvour knee into the ymall
of his back till he crumples up and falls shwn
unconscious !

At this point (concludes Bob Cherry) I hal o
sudden attack of hysteria and fled. Next fimo
somobody’s wanted to roport two mectings lving
held together I shall jolly well bo missing !

CRICKET AS IT WAS

Astonishing revolasions
concorning the antiquity ol
the game of cricket have hean
made thia week by Mr
Queleh. The Remove mastor,
in searching among the an-
cient menuscripts of the
school for further material
for hia History of CGreyfriars,
has ,.Emm._.&_._a% a parchment
which deseribes, in medieval
Latin, an actual game of
ericket played by the manksa
of Greyfriars in 13301

Tho document 13 given
additional interegt by reason
of the foct that it contains
soveral illuatrationa of the
game in progruss.  Theso
uaint old pictures mako the
m...ﬁmnnnnmm stween tho gamo
of 1350 and that of 1933
startlingly clear,

There waa only ono wickot
and this consisted of fwo
stinnpa standing quite  {our
lecet high, without bails. To
make up for the lavk of
wiclkeotas there were several
bowlors, The " bat™ was
simply o big bludgeon, and
tho ball o small boulder,

Bowling, in the modern
Acnign, was unknown, the hall
being simply flung anvhow.
Thera wera no objeetions
whatever to body-line throw.
ing ; the batsman simply bad
to look out for himself, and
woo betide him if he didn't !
[ucidentally it was uo light
joby, particularly when threo

LEggs-actly

COwving to o severe attack
ol indigestion, Mr. Prout has
had only a glass of milk for
brenklost each day this week.

This treatment ounght to

“guvo hia bacon ™ all right!

Greyfriars Game in 1350

bow!ara took it into their
heads to bowl st the same

tima |
Runa were called
* noichea." A batsman

could o bowled or caught out
by any player, but could be
run out only by the bowler
who lLad *served' him.
Any number could play and
tho sides were not neces-
sarily of (he same numerical
sirongth. In the game des-
¢ribed on the old parchment

thero wern actually seventeen
playcrs on one side and nine
on the other!.

Mr. Queleh is of opinion,
fromi tho information con-
tained in his " discovery,"’
that Lho site of the field on
wliich this ancient game was
w___.&....i ia tho presont site of
Attla Side. 1t's queer to
think that the pitch on which
wo'ra playing Abbotslord next
Woednesday prebably  occu.
pirs Lhe same position as the
piteh wheeg ericket was played
nearly 600 years ago, isn't it ¥

Tho old parchment will be
on viow under a gless eaan
i the library all next wook,
aml wo strongly advise our
readers to trot along and see it,

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

AS OTHERS SEE THEM

What I Think of

George Bulstrode

By Peter Hazeldene

Having rvead Bulatrode’'s des-
cription of me in last week's
* Greylriars Herald,” 1 should like
to say that the first thing 1 think
of him is that he's a cheeky cad.
Faney having the nerve to tell the

ublic what an outsider I used to
p—CGeorge Bulstrods, of all
people |

[ admit that I used to be linown
a8 ' Vaseline ' ond, as Bulstrode
told you, hoe was captain of the
Remove in those days, What he
tliscrectly relrained from telling
__Mn__n was that he was also tho

iggest bully at Greyfiriors |

That's a fact, anyway, in case
you {lom’t know it already. Of
course, I know he's no longor that,
How he got o shoeck that com-
_u__m-..m_u__q changed him is oncient
vstory, But there’s no gotting
away from what he used to be,
and even to-day fags are inclined
Lo keep well out of his range !
~ That puts me loveol with Bulstrode

for what ho said about mo last
week, 1 fancy. mm,i:w gard it I
may as well add that ot on all

right with him in Study No. 2
nowadays, He's pretty headstrong
and hot-tempered at times, but

he makes allowances for other
people, and that suits mo |

What he can't sland is Lho,
notion that I'm as good a *' goalie "
na he is. DBulstrode fancice him-
gelf very much eos a goalkeoper,
and whenever I'm solocted and he's
dropped he could kick me down
the stairas aa soon as look at me |

On the whole, however, he's a
broadminded and tolerant sort of
chap. Considering that in the
course of hiz Greyfrinra earcor ho
has descended from tho status of
a lvading light in junior circles to

that of a common or garden
Romovite, ho takes hle pretly
philosophically,

Btill, he was a cheeky cad to say
all ko said about me lust weelk |

(Don't miss next weck’'s number,
whon Dick Penfold writes on Lho
subject of Piet Dolorcy !—ED.)

A Fellow With A Soul

Dick Penfold, the son of a hwmblo
village cobbler, cndurcd persecution
when ho first come to Geeyliriars,
hut won through by sheor grit. Ide
has proved limself game (o the
il Hﬂ.u.__....n.._._u.-

e

'LONZY’S

LITTLE LETTERS

Doar Editor,—Innsmuch as on Saturday afterncon next I entertain
the specifie purpose of the utilisation of my pedestrian eapabilities in
that species of perambulatory undertaking popularly known ns hiking,
many I, with ¢ %a_nmﬂnm for ita possibly incommodious nature, formulate

L

a requisition t

at you effvct the publication of a studied meteorological

prognostication of the atmospherio potontinlities in rogpect of solav

munificenes, the diffusion of luminosity, va

rous condonsation, the

ineidenco of prismatie ares, the tomperature in its aretic or equatorial
aspects and pluvial inclemeney for the postmeridion period of the duy

designated 1

In the certitude that my roquest will eventuate in a sagacious respon-
zive moteorological nsseveration on your part.—I remain,

Perambulatorily yours,
Aronzo Topn,

(What 'Lonzy means iz : * Will it be fine noxt Saturday afternoon 17
The answer is xo—unless a giddy miracle happens '—EDp.)

o

INCREDIBLE

We are preparcd to believe a norresponduent
who writea to tell ua that Sir Ililton Popper
Las written an article on Cheese for o [arming

journal,

But wo utterly refuse to credit
he goer on to sey that Sir Hilton is thinking

Tupper, the

vt changing his namo to Bir STILTON |

age, cleans dozens

Bunter gays his * pater ™ Is a The

Famous Five hold

of pairs of shoes every moroing, ‘‘big noise’ on (he BSlock Remove ** biking *' record with g Bunter's wivid imaginaton,
. but makes light ol it. He Exchange. Removites suospect “ hike " of fitteen miles !
it when polieves in hard work ns & be is more of a * bear ** than a suburban villa,
#chooling for Dbetter things! ‘¢ bull '* |

thg Ruoter

ALD REMEMARR, JHEFR Y oo
oA STITON W THE

GEES LOMGERST

To THR WELL'

The

Courlt exists only m *“Ioky™ :sludies oid English
roverbs wilh great interest. His
Bunter abode is reslly a modest lavourite is ; ** A stitch in time
goes longest to the well.”

o7

Mr.

canter on Courtfield Common,
a mount leat him by Sir Hilton
Fopper.

He Exploded With Mirth

Bunter did not, as hos beon stated, come
Lo an untimely ond at the Easter ﬁ_.nprmnm.rﬁ%
Party. Tho story got about becanse half-
way through the evening he burst.
it waa only into o roor of laugliter, the resulls
wore not sorious |

But as

Laseelles keeps

it “—_-_.FHHH_. »
fit by taking am early moroing

Bnoop.
on

Dacent ol Popper—Iior
onge)

CUTS BOTH WAYS

The visiting school dentigt Look hall an hour
to extrnet n couple of toeth for Trevor and
He stated afterwanda that they were
cnough to exhaust any dentist’s pationco,

Trovor and Snoop,
considor that he waa enough to exhaust any
dontist's patients |

on the other hand,





