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 DON'T ENOCE—

NTERESTED in circuses, chums ?
Who ign't ¥ An acquaintance has
jiut heen telling me some most
wteresting facts about cireuzes that

I thought well worth while passing on to
Fou, For instance, have you heerd of

CLOWNS WITH COPYRIGHT
FACES ?

It's & fact | When & ¢lown thinks of a now
way of making up his face, he * copy-
rights " it to prevent othor clowns using
the aame make-up, (One famous American
clown has an opple-like nose—with a
red light o the end of it ! Did yvou know
thut circuacs have their owsn polico forces
which accompany them on theie world
toura ! These police forcea are necessary
to deal with rll sorts of eronks who folloaw
circuges around, and they work in con-
junction with loeal police forees. How
rany miles of rope and cable would you
imagine @ circus necds ¥ Here are some
amazing Bgures of ons big cireus: Owver
24 miles of rope and cablé are used
in the serial rigging olone. Including
everything wnder the “ big top.,” thia
figure increases to 41 miles. There are
60,000 feet of ropo in the meshes and guy
ropeas of the nots which are used to protecs
tho trapeze artistes,
And, tatking of

THE MAN ON THE FLYING TRAPEZE,

would you believe that, although these
artistes throw themselves about in the
air at such amazing hoights, many of them
petuaily get dizzy when they look out of
high windows ¥ Ouos fumous circus artiste
who appearcd in London recently doos o
most breath-robbing performance an the
high wire. Yet when this same artiste saw
a newsreel of himself doing the samo act,
he immediately fainted ! Ha hadn’t
realised tho risks he was taking until he
apw them with the eyes of an ordinary
gpectator.  Somotimes trapoze artistes
loze eontrol of mind and body for o space
of time while they are actoally whizuing
through the air. I it is only a short spoce
of time, they can recover their senses
and make a safe * cateh.” DBut if they
mako the slightest error in their caleula.
tions it is likely to prove serious, for,
even though thero might be o net beneath
them, the shoek of landing on their heads
18 not easily overcome. . »

Cirena life may be romanlic, bub it's
certainly dangerous !

There are many other ways ol rishmg
ono'a life.  For instance, an inventor
is shortly geing to risk himsacll in what hoe
catls

A GYRO-AUTOMOEILE.

Tver heard of it 7 It's a combination
of & motor-car and an anfogyro.  This
Imrt.if:uh,u' mnvention hins a LY drive with
a8 eclutehr which works e¢ither tho wheels
of the onr when used on land, er an

artogyro propeller when used in the aar [of the geol.
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him:
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
ECA4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

Editor of the

ensure a reply.

Thia combination has no wings, as the
rutogyro propellera aro designed to provide
the necessary lifting power.

If this invention provea sucecesful,
there's a chence that it might redueo the
casunlties which occur on our roads, When
a crazh with another car seems imminent,
all the driver of the gyro-antomobile has
to o ia to goar into the air and escape it !

Incidentally. the United States Govern-
rment huas ordered new winglesa antopyros
which can fold back their rotor blades,
and gear their engines to their wheels.
This will allow thern to travel along the
ronds hike ears.

Hera’s another wnew invention which
will intorest those of you who are
mechanically mindod, A famous Dritish

motor-racing driver, has evolved what ho
calls

THE ** TEAR-DROP "' RACING CAR.

It has been given ihia namo bheeouse,
in shape. it is like o tear-drop, wide in
front and tailing oft to & point behind. [t
looks something like a streambined soero-
plane without winga. [Lis a " baby ™ car
with a 44-h.op. motor. The engine 1s
placed in the Eﬂ.{'l{ of the car, behind the
driver. This new baby racer s so smaell
thet the whole upper part of the car must
ba taken off to allow the driver to ge
intg il. Then the upper parct i@ placed
over him, and he is completely encased,

This new, peculiarly shaped car 19 now
undergoing trinls on our rvace tracka, and
it is expected to make strong bids to amash
existing international records in forth-
coming gpeed runs,

|

Juab imagine o terrifie cataelysm which
killed thirty thousand people—and only
one man survived it | Yet that was what
happened when the dreadful carthgualke
anid voleanie craption occurred in Mar-
linigue,  IL's thirty-Lthree years ago smeo
it happened. A voleano in the West
Indiea crupted suddenly, and the noise
eould bo heard 300 miles away. Planta-
{ions, villages, rand homesteads were
destrozyed, and fwo thousand people killed.
But that was only & beginning,

Two days leter, Monte DUelse, in
Muartinigue, crupted, and the town of 5t.
Pierre vanished almost in a ash, together
with ol ita inhabitants — 30,000 of
therm ! For nearly two months the
cruptiong continued, then, when things
began to guisten down, exploving perties
woent over where the town had been, They
wore astounded to hear a voiee erying for
help.

Investigavigns  discoverod  one  man
trapped in & dungeon in the foundations
He was o conviet who had
The steength

CAME acrosa an interesting yarm tho
other day conecerning

ONE SURVIVOR OUT OF THIRTY
THOUSAND !

&f the. prson had zaved. him, end he had
man to find a little food, which keat

him alive.
He died a short whils ago, having bem
» threa vears by ohe

vad for thire
of the most terrible tragedies in history !

By the way, do you know that Vernoa.
Smitk, the Famous Five, Tom Redwing,
and his father, and Billy Bunter are coming

mro
A PACKET OF MONEY

a8 the result of their discovering Gallen
Gold while staying at Polpelly Houso
during the Chrietmap vacation ¥ Well,
you'll very soon be apprised of the fact,
How these fortunate onea dispose of theip
windfall will be told in a specin] series of
stories now Deing written by Fraak
Richards, and which will appear in the
pood old Masower in due courso. Bear
this information in mind, chums, anxd
prepare yvourzelves for a rattling gord
troat.

———

NDW for a selection of
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

ta various other gueries gént in hy my

readers :

What Is the Fastest Rocket-Driven
Vehlela ? The rocket-driven sledge. One
has already put wp e speed of 235 milea
per bour. "IEilE: rocket-driven car comes
noxt with 131 mm.p.h., and the rocket.
driven aeroplana last, with only 83 m.p.h.

What Is the Maost Curiously Named
Island In the World ? There are many
islands with most curious names, but [
think the palm goecs to an island in the
Pacifie Ocenn—Latitude 30 degrees North,

nnd Longitude 140 degrees East. This
island is ealled " Lot'a Wife" )
What I3 the Highest Mouniain in

England ? Seafell, which is 3,210 fect in
height. Ben Nevis (4406 feet) ia tho
highest in the British lalea, with Snowdon
gocond (3,560 fect). Bat when wvou eom-
parg these with Evereat (29,002 feet) and
Godwin-Auysten in Central Asin (28,273
feot) they uppear to be only molelitls !

Who Invented Fireworks ¥ Tho Chinese.
Nowadays they aro still the most froquent
uzers of them. Thoy let off fireworks at
mikitary fuoctions, births, weddings, and
even at funerals !

T nm afraid thoso ara all the oquestions
which [ huve space to answer in tlus weck's

chat., DBut don't be afraid to send along
rour queries. ‘The mora [ get, the bettor
i’ am pleased,  And when you send along

your guery, you might also tell me whak
you think of the MacxeTt, and what typo
of stories you like best; and if you have any
eriticiems to make, don'd bo afraid to
malee ‘ang !

I'm eure, hownver, that none of you
will eriticise noxt week’s long completn
varn of the Chums of Greyfriara, It is
entitled

“THE BOY WHO WOULDN'T MAKE
FRIENDs | "

By Frank Richards.

Every year sees new boys arrive ot
Greyfriars. DBut nover hefore haz so
gtrange 8 character awelled the ranlos of
the Bemove aa Feie Wilmot, a nephew of
Mr. Hacker, master of the Shell. Try as
they do to make pals with the new boy,
Harry Wharton & Co, find that thero i=
“ nothing doing 1 Belicve me, chums,
the first yarn in thia grand now series will
leave you thirsting for more | Be sure amnd
taka ry olt-repeated  advice to order
next week's Maczert in good time.

You're booked for move thrills, too, in
Mhavid Goodwin's super-gerial, and  lols
maova fun in the * Greyfrinrs Heeald™
Owr clever rhymester will be in evidenco
as wsual, and theve'll be o lobt mere
interesting inforcwtion io my chal.

Aert von amain nexd weel. chouns,

YOUR FIMTOR.



THE WORLD’S FUNNIEST AND FATTEST SCHOOLBOY RAISES ROARS

OF LAUGHTER IN~
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Ever sines Billy Bunter first came to Greyfriars he has been expecting a postal order and

borrowing small leans on the

strength of it.

This week the great ** W. G, B.”” gets a postal

order—and the shock of his life in the bargain !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bright of Bunter !
HT RAIN'S late I said Bob Cherry.

““Snew on the line!” re-

marked Harry Wharton,

“Blow 1t!”* said Johnny
Bull. “It's parke ¥

“TThe parkfulness is terrtficl™ de-
clared Hurrea Jamset Kam Singh, with
n shiver

“ Waell, we've got to wait I said Frank
Nugent,

“GZood 1™ said Billy Bunter.

Which remark cavsed the Famous
Five to stare at the fat Owl of the
Eomaove,

It was cold! It was frosty! It was
windy1 And it was the first day of the
new term at Greyfrinrs School.

Courtfield Junction swarmed with
Groviriars fellows. landed thers hy
train after train  They crowded tho
platiorms, turned up their coar-collars
apainst the winter wind, stamped their
fret to keep them warm, and waited for
the local train which was to take them on
to Friardale for the schoel. That train
was late

Thero was a block of snow somewhers
on tho line Until it was cleared they
had to wait. With the keen wind from
tho sea hnwlinﬁ along the platfiorm it
could not be called nica.

* Good 17 repeated Bob Cherry, © Like
gtanding about in this wind, fathead?”

I mean, wo ¢can gel a snack at the
buffet while wo wait!” explained Billy
Bunter, ®I'm rather hungry.”

Whereat Harry Wharton & Co,
grinned. They realisod that they might
have puessed that one!

“You can got a pretty good feed here,
you know.,” went on Billy Bunter,
blinking seriously at the chums of the

Remove through his Ing spectacles. 1
say, you fellows, what about it?”

“Roll away and feed !” said Bob.

“But what about you fellows?" asked
Bunter. “I'm not thinking of myself—
vou know 1 never do—"

“Oh, my bar!™

“And it's not much I eat, at any
time, as son know—"

“Lirent pip I

“But 1 dare say vou fallows could do
with & Dite!” said the Owl of the
Remove, “Come on! My treat, old
breans |

“Count np vour cash, yon men ™ zaid
Bob Cherry. “ You'll need it if Bunter’s
going to stand treat”

“0Oh. really, Cherry 2

“ [allo, hallo, hallal There's Temple
of the Fourth in a topper!” exclaimed
Boh Cherry. “*What about footer to fill
up the time? It was thoughtful of old
ampte to bring that topper along.”
“Gond cgg 1

“Come on "

Standing about in the wind, with their
hands in their pockets, did not appeal
{o such strenuous vouths as the Famoaons
Five of the Greyfriars Remove. A little
liveliness was much to be preferred.
And it was certain chat a little liveliness
would result if they plaved football with
Cocil Reginald Temple's shining topper
—perhaps & lot! So Bob’s cheery sug-
gestion was adopted at once.

“1 say, you fellows!™ velled Bunter.
“Don't walk off whils o chap’s talking }
I HE:}"—""'""

Thoe Famons Five did not walk off—
ﬂm;%rushnd oif |

“ Beasts!” grunted Bunter.

He rolled away to the door of tho
refreshment department.  The buffet
was already rather erowded with Grey-
friars felfows. Billy Dunter blinked in.

rather like a lion secking whom he
might devour. As he bad told the
Famouz Five, o good feed could be had
at that buffet: but there was one littlo
difficulty—a fellow had to pay for it.

That was why Bunter preferred to
have pals with him when he fed So far
as feeding went, Bunter was prepared to
tdo his bit—more than his bit 1 The less
attractive item of paying tho bill he was
willing to leave to others. It was,
indeed, a matter of necezsity, as
William George Bunter had turned up
for the new torm in his usual stun’?
state  So he blinked round in scarch
of a feliow who might be “touched ™ for
the purpose.

A shove in his pedgy back suddenly
ernt him ﬂt&ggﬂrmg- o gasped, and
blinked round in great wrath.

“Ohw! Beast! Look herg—

“Don't stick in the gangway 1™ said
Coker of the Mifth,

Bunter gave him o rilare of wrath. [t
was like Horace Coker of the [Fifth
Form to shovo a junior out of the way
matead of asking him fo step aside.
Coker had & short way with fags But
Coker was too big and beefy for Bunter
to do anything but glare and back nway
on the platform

Coker gave him no further attention.
Indeed, he forgot Dhis existence on the
spot, Having been shoved out of the
cdoorway, Bunter was done with.

“MNow, loock here, vou moen!™ said
Coker. Hp -nddressed Potter  pnd
Greene, his pals in the Fifth. “We can
get some hot coffee hepo—="

“Right-ha!"  aprecd Poller
Greene with heartiness,

Ther did not alwava agreo with
Horace: but they were in full ALTrCe-
ment now, ot coffee on a cold and

Tie bMacner Ligrany.—No. 1,456,
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frosty day steuck them as a very good
idea=uncommonly intelligent on Coker's
part _

“And some grub,” continued Cokar.
“I don’t know what you fellows feel
like, but I could do with somo sand-
wiches.”

*“ What-ho 1" said Potter and Greene,
It seemed to them that Coker was infl
of good ideas this term.

“Well, I'fl givo tho order while you
fellows go and scout for a ftoxi!™ con-
tinued Coker.

“Eh™ gaid Pottor and Greene.

"Wo're not waiting hera with thatk
mob for the train,” said Coker. * Good-
ness knows how long it will be. We can
take a taxi to the school! One of you
fellows mught have thonght of that,
really, before they were all snapped up.
But it's the same as ever—I havo to do
all the thinking.”

Potter and Greeno had, as a matter
of fact, thought of it. But as Cokoer
would have to rlpa:.: for the taxi to the
school they had felt a certain delicacy
about suggesting it! 'They waited for
Coker to think of it for himself 1 Now
Lo had done so—after all tha taxicabs
were gone. Lhere was rather a rush on
tho taxis at Courtficld Station that day !

“Run and bag the first taxi yon szee,”
went on Cokor, “They'll bo coming
back empty sooner or later.”

* But——"" zaid Potter and Grecne.

“Then come back here. Tell the man
to wait for us,” saitd Coker. *Don's
waste time jawing—just cut off 1"

“*What about baving the coffes and
sandwiches first?™ asked Potter in a
casual sort of wav. _

“That's just like you, Pottor ! said
Coker. ™ You never think. old chap!
It may take a jolly long tima to get a
texi to-day. Cut off, and ']l wait fow
vou here 1™

With that Cokor walked
buffet.

Pottor and Greene east  exprossive
glances at his broad back, looked at ono
another still more cxpressively, and
went along tha platform to the oxit.
They did not want to start the term by
eolluring Coker and banging his head
on the nearest wall—ospecially as there
would have been neither 2 lunch nor a
taxicab to follow had they yielded to
their natoral melinations. So they sup-
pressed their feelings and went.

Coker found a table and =sat down.

He ordered refreshments on his usual
lavish scale. Billy Bunter—once meore in
the doorway—blinked at him with a
Iink through big

into tho

vengeful his
spectacles,

There was Coker, [cedinge on tho fat
of the land while his fricnda hunted for
A taxi m the windy sirect oniside—and
Billy Bunter, whom he had shoved out
of the way as a trifling object that did
not maiter, could only gaze, like a faf
Pari at the gate of paradise, al the good
things he could not zharel

Bunter would have liked to jam thae
sandwiches over Coker’s features, plug
the jam tart into hiz hair, and pour the
hot coffee down the back of his neck!

That, unfortunately, was impraetie-
able! But as the hungry, fat Owl gazed
at Coker's well-spread table a hright
and happy idea germinated in his podgy
bram.

Dunter waz not always bright—
indeed, his Form-master, buelnh, R
sidered him remarkably and extra-
ordinarily dense. But Billy Bunter
could be bright at times—the more sight
of foodstuffs set his fat wits working at
double pressurg.

He rushed

He rolled into the buflet.

up to Coker’s table,
1 say. Coker—" ha gasped.
Tue Maower Lumnriany.—No. 1,356,
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Coker gave him a stare, or, raiher, a

glare,

“Don't you =squat at this table,
Bunter ! he snapped. “I don't want
fags hera!™

iF I—'! Fﬂ}"_—“

“Cut off 1

“I—I say, poor old Potler——"

“Eh! What about Pottert”

“1—I came to tell you——"" pazpid
Dunter,

“Anvthing lmp?aned io DPotter "
enapped Coler. I can see it's going
to be the same thiz term as lazt—every-
thing goes wrong, ai S00hR 4% Y 0T 13
off thein. What—"

* Potter’s run over—"

Horace Coker stared at Bunicr for a
second, then bounded up, and rushed
out of the buffet.

The Owl of the Bemove blinked after
him. He grinned.

Coker had taken the Lait without o
doubt or a suspicion. He had rushed
off in slarm. FHe left his feed without o
thouglt. But that was all right—Bunter
was thinking of it for him.

SBome fellows might have conszideved
Billy Bunter an untruthfnl chap. DBut
he had stated a fact! Ile had reen
Potter run ever to the oxit with Greene,
both of ibemm being in o horey Lo bag
that taxi as sonn as possible, and get
back to the coffee and sandwiches, Fia
sbntement, therefore, “Potter’s run
over,” was true, though not in the sonse
1in which Coker understood it. DBut that
was Cokor's look-out—not DBunter's

Billy Bunter sat down in Coker’s
rnented chair. He rtartod rastronomin
operations at onee.  And the good thin
on Coker’s tabla wvanished at o muo
faeter rate than when Hornce Color wioa
dealing with them.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Horace In A Hurry !
i ALLO1 Hallo! Tlalle ™
H “ Look out!®

“Where ara you barging ¥
Harry Wharton & Co.
waxeld wrath. They were aceuztomed to
lofty and high-handed manners and

customns from Coker of tho Fifth. But
this, really, was the limit.
Coker, of course, was in & hurry. In

the belicf that Potter had been "run
aver ™ by some vehicls outside the
station, Coker rushed for the exit from
the platform, deing about 50 m.p.h. But
on & platfiorm crowded with fellows
watching and waiting for a train, there
was no room for a fellow to exceed the
speed limit in that style.

The Famous Five of the Remove had
dealt with Temple’s topper. That
bright and shining topper had gone mm;-
ing over imnumerable heads, and Cecil
Reginald Temple was in wild chaza of
it. From sheer exuberance of spirite
they had scnt Hobson’s hat after it—
and Hobby of the Shell was aslse in
frantic chase of a hat. Tho train waa
not yet in, and the cheery chums of tha

Remove wore feeling  rather like
Alexander of anectent times—looking for
fresh worlds to conguer. Then Coker

happened.

lie happened suddenly.

The five jumors were in his way 23 ko
rushed along the platform. He had no
time to go round them—besides, there
was not much roomn to go round, in ench
g erowd. Ho rushed threugh them.

Never bad Coker’s shori way with
fags been so extremely short cnd sharp !

He charged hike o bull.

Harry '-.‘?hmmn went staggering to tha
right, Bob Cherry to tho I&efh nrres
Jamset Ram Bingh and Frank Nugens
were strawn headlong.  Johnny Bull had

just  bime 0 dedge,  and Cuker
carecred by.

But with considerable pirezence of mind
Johnny Bull put out a foot gs Coker
carcared. and Coker, of course, did not

zoe it iill he stumbled over it.

Thus it camo to pass thaot Idorace
Uoker was added to the number of
fellows sprawlng an the plaifornn

He sprawled and belloweedl.
_ The juniors were up [irsh gy
jumped up, breathless and coxeited, and
mora thon recdy for war. They closed
in on Coker, as he gained hia kuoces,
_“You cheeky oss!”  roarsd  Dob
Chervy, “ Collar him 1™

“Buop lum 1 shouted Whartan.

“Bump him torrifieally I zeeped the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Uoker hicaved up—in the grasp of the
Famous Five., In another moment Coker
would have heen whirling awd hamping,
But he yelled :

“Leggo! You voung a=s!
ran gver | Leggo !

“0Oh, my hat [ ejeculated Bob., “ Wail.
ihat’s no reason why wo should be rup
over, too 1™

“Let o™ roared Coker.

“Chuck it,” said Bob.
Coker another time—-"

“Hald on!” exclaimed
Wharton,

“But if Potter—"

“Never mind Potter—hold on! |
don't think Potter’s fearfully damaged,”
said Harry. “Keep hold of that minid
rhinoceros,™

In point of fact, Potter and Greom:
wera comnng in st that very moinent,
and Harry Wharton sighted thom com.
ing on the platform.

ey had had luck, bagging an empty
taxi returning from the school, owil
having Dagged t, they were coming
bark to tell Coker.

Seemg Potter of the Fifth walking in.
without & sign of damage, Harry Whar-
ton rather naiurally doubted tho stato.
ment that ho had been run over. If he
had, it was clear that he had had »
quick sl surprising recovery.

SBo ho held on to Horace Coker, and
Iiiz comrades, catching sight of Potter,
held on also.

Coker did mnot observe Potter ard
Greenc. iz head was wnider Johnny
Bull’s arm, in a vicelike mrip, and =o
the wvisibility, so far as Coker was con-
cerned, was not good.

Coker strongpgled end bellowed andg
wrenched. DBut the Famous Five wer:
mora thar able to handle the IFifth
Form man, big and brewny and beefy 54
ba was, They hendled him.

Bump !

Uoker smote Courtfield platform.

“Whoop 1" roared Horace, as Lo
giote.  * You young villaine! Taepgo!

Motio:"a

“We'lll slay

Harry

I'll smash youl I tell you Potter’s run
aver—"

Bump

“¥Yarcop! Will yor legro ®” shriched
Cokev. “Oh ﬂrike]yt I'll spiflicate the
lot of you! I tell you— Yaoop! |
keep on saying—— Yarooop ™

i & .hﬂ-, hEI.!H

DBump!

et Gnrf]t ¥ wolled Vornon-Bmiih, comibny
along with s orowd of Removites
“CGive him o few mova!  Jlere, lot o
fellow lend a hand.”

And the Bounder found room oo
Coker for o grasp. Coker lmmpesi
again, Peter Todd annexed iz hat, and
cheertully stawmped on it. Skinner jerked
out his nechtie, Coker wns gettine
quite untidy and disheveled-lodking.

Bump!

i Urerreeh ¥ garped Colior,

“1 think that will do " satd Finwes
Wharton,  “We have to {feach Caliap



rianners al the boginning of the term—
but I think thet will do.™

“Do vou think it will do, Cokerl”™
asked Bob.

“Larrgeh 1

“If you're satisfied, old man, we arel”

“ irocoogh |

Leaving Coker strewn on the platform
in the midst of a grivning crowd=—Potter
and Groens grinning with tha rest—the
Famous Five walked away. The train
was signalled now, and they had no
morp tine to waste on Coker of the
Fiftl. Besides, Coker bad had enough
Ho felt as if hoe bad had too much,

“Urrergh!” gurgled Coker.  Greene
eaine forward and gave him a hand ap,

and hic staggered to his fopt. “Where's
my hat? grrggh I I’ll spiflicate them |
Urrgh! s that you, Greene? Urrrghl
How's Potter¥”
“ How's Potter 7™ repeated Greene.
“Is he alivet”

“ Alivet" stuttered Greens.  Iotier
was almost ot his elbow, locking as
Lvely as nsual.

“How did ha get run over?” gasped
Coler. -

“ Run over |” repeated Greene, bike a
parrot.

“Where is he now %"

“Lht He's herel”

“%ﬁ'ﬁ they brought him in%"

“Can't you talk sense 7 bawled Coker.
# Jabbering like s parrot while poor old
Poitor's stmashoed to bits—"

“Bmashed to bits!” Ureene was still
parroting.  Really, he was wondering
whether Coker had taken leave of his
sengses—such as they were |

“I was coming,"” gasped Coker, ® when
those cheeky ?ags collared me, and
stopped mel 1 came at once when
Bunter told me—and—why—what—iz—
i=—is that you, Potter " .

Iotter of the IMifth dawned on him at

EVERY SATURDAY

Iazt. Horaco Cokor pazed st him, star-
ing o3 if ho had been the ghost of George
Pouiter.

“Ebh? What? Yes”
“What's HI‘J--”

“ You haven't been hurt

"?I"Ecrt o lotl What was there to hurt
me "
“"Well, sou're jolly lucky, allcr being
run ovor-—"

“Who's beon run over ¥

“Haven't vou?"” bawled Coker.

“Not that I know ofl If [ have, I
didn't notice it 1" yawned Porter.

"You—rou=—tyou haven't becn run
over ¥ gaspod Coker.  *That young
villasin PBunter was pulling my  loew

[ I =
T

o

snid Potter,

?ll
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Horace Coker charged into the Famons Five like a bull, Johnny Bull had just time to dodge, and Coker careered by. With
considerable presence of mind, Johnny Bull put out a foot, and Coker stumbied over it.

sprawling.
then! IMe came to me in the bulfet and
told me you'd been run over| 'l
smash lim 1 What are you griuning ai,
I'l mop up the station with o 1
“We've got the taxi—"*

" Blow the taxil”

“It's woating=——"?

“ Yot 1t wait 1”

Coker yushed back towards the buffet.
Potter and Grocpe followed him.  No
doubt it waz a relief to Coker to find
that there had beenm no accident to
Fotter, after all.  But he was not think.
ing of that for the tnoment Le was
thinking of Rilly Bunter — and
vepgeanes | He woanted vengeanco, ard
he wanted it quick | Billy Bunter, half
way through the jam tart on Coker's
table, was destined never o get to the
cnd of it

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Startling !

b ERE'S the train t”
H “Pack in "
“Barge that Fourthy Form

15 off 17 )
The troin was in, and there was a
ruszh far 1t

5

The Famous Five captured a covriage.
and Fry of the IFourth was barged
away headiong., Tihere were six places
in the carpiage and only tive of the Co.,
but they were going to Lkeop the sixth
place for a Hemove wan.

They packed 1. and guarded the door
—packing their goal, as 1t were, againsk
attack, Fry picked himsslf up, shook
a list, and went [arther along tho tram.

Hobson and Hosking and Stewart of
the Shell came up with a determuned
rush—=but it booted not, they wero
strewn on the platform.  Vernon-Bmith
and Redwing were ollewed in, having
the honour of beloaging to the Romove,
Squiff and Tom DBrown f[ollowed. and

e '.*.-‘*‘
=N

T
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** Yooop ! ' he yolled, as he went

the earriage was getling full! Dut on
such occasions fellows cxpected to stand
—and there was still standing roone.
Hazeldene came up, and was granted
adimnssion. But when Price of tha Fifth
arriverd., the whele pack of Removites
turncd on Price as one man—and he
depaned it a great hurr Hilwon of
the [iith, beholding the ?EI.IE of Price,
grinner. and passed on in scarch of more
actrssible quarters.

“Hallo, bhallo, bhallo!™ yelled DEob
Cherry. ¥ Buntor——"

“Ob ertumbs I

A rernilic yell woke the echovs of
Courtlicld Junction, as Billy Bunter
suddenly appeared from the doorway of
tho buffet.

The canse was quickly apparcnt.

Behimd him came Coker. in hot chaco.

The Cwl of the Remove was fleeing for
his life!

There was a smear of jam on s fat
face. There was o jam tart clurched in
a sticky hand.

Gut Billy Buntor was not thinking of
jam tart pow ! He was thinking onlg
of petting awus fromm Coker.  Twico
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already Coker had simitten, once wiih g
heavy hand, opce with a heavicr boot.
Puanter wanted o inove of «ither.

“Owl Keepoli! Rescue! 1 say, you
fellows—yaroooh I roared Bunter,

“Btop I” roared Coker.

Bunter was aot likely to stop! It was
:.iha very last thing he was thinking of

oing |

Hf charged on  wildly, with Cokor
close behind. Harry Wharton & Co.
stared at hun across the platiorm. They
shouted encouragenent. There was ot
much room in their earriage, especially
for a fellow who was dauble-width. Bus
Bunter woas weloome to the fold—if ho
could reach it

“This way, Bunter!” yelled DBob.

“Put it on, falty!” shouted Jolnny

Bull
“Come on, porpaise!”  shouted
Wharton. ) .
Bunter gare than a wild blink
through his spectacles, and charged

across the platforn. But Coker's gms}l
fastened on him before he was bal
WAY BCICES. : .

The fat Chvl of the Remove whirled in
that mighty grasp.

“I say, you fellows—whooop "
roared Bunter. *'I say—gurrrggh”

Billy Bunter buped ot the platiorm,
YORFINE. Coker disdained to punch
himm. DBut ke smnacked! He smacked
hard ! His hands were large and heavy,
egnd they came down like flaila,

Smack, smack, smack, smack!

“Ow! Helpl Wow!l Help!
Help ! Yaroooh 1Y

Sinack. smack, smack !

Billy Bunter 3.1run¥,‘led frnnt.ica,lig. 11a
was no nse in Coker's hefty grip, but he
did his hest e wriggled, he strugeled,
he kicked an hnw'lrtrund_r;elieﬂ. His
coat spht up the back, hia hat rolled
off. s spectacles elid down his fat

L}

Youw!
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Iittle nase: all zorta of things: czuded
fromn lia pockots and seattered on the
latforn—a stemp of poeneil, a hand-
{uan:hm[ much i need of a swash, an
envelope, a ponknife with a hulfﬂﬁ_‘,‘ﬂ
sticking to e, Bunter did not heed
his scattening property, Ee heeded only

Coker and hiz hefty smacks,

Sinaclk, smack, smack !

“Uw! Rescoel! Wh-lioop ™

“Rescue, yvou menl” exclained Bob
Cherry,  Jumpng  dowo  [rom the
CArTHLE L.

*You'll lose the train ™ said Hazel,

Bob diwd wvor h It wna very
probable  that Buater bad  ashed  for
what lhe wes getling—but he was ﬁﬂt‘
1ing it on oo generous o scole. ob
Cherry dashed to the vescue, ond the
rest of the Co. followed lum fast.

“Take thet!” Coker was Dbawling.
“Take thet, and that, and that, and
Oh erumbs ! Whooop 1

Colker was grasped, upended, and
hurled away., The Famous IVive picked
up the sprawling. splultering Ohwl,

“Come on., old fat bean ! grinned
Baob.

The train was abou! to sizvi, There
was by time to lose., Harry Whartan
& Co. rushed the fat junior across to
the carrizge and bundled him headlong
1w and followed him.

Coker wae close behind. He had not
finished yet, it scemed ! Bunt tho haplesa
fat Owl was safe out of his reach now,
and the Famous Five packed the door-

WaY.
“Sheer off., Horeee!” said Dob
Cherry. “Train's just going !

"Heook it. Coker!™

Coker did not sheer off, and he did
not hook it. Coker was in o boil
state, and he boiled over. He charge

headlong. ]
Head and shoulders came in. But the
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rest of Coker did mot follow, for che

head and shoulders were grasped and

burled back. and the rest of Coker,
naturally, had to aceowmpany them.

Coker was extonded on his [l:m;k on tho

platforn, spluttering.

A porter ran up and slammed le
door. The engine was scrcaming.

Cokor sat up dizzily.

Bob Ei:u-.m;_‘yh waved a parting hand at
him from the window as tho Lraip
hegan to move.

“ J—I—Pli—=" gasped Cokcr.

o scrambled up. Potter and Greeno
cavght him 1n time. The train glided
out of the station, the windows linad
with laughing faces, and Coker of titwe
Fifth was left to boil.

"Dear olg Horace ¥ said Bob, aa ikn
train con out of Courtfield. * Always
asking for it, ond always getting it!
Hallo, ballo, halla! Who told you to
bag ithot seat, Bunteri™

Billy Bunter had annexed Dob’s scat
while the Co, were busy with Coker.
Several fellows were standing, but
Bunter snw no reason for adding hin:
gclf to the number.

“Oh, really, Cherry!” he gaspad
“Weren't you keeping this scat lu:
mﬂ'?”

*No, you fat fraud ¥

“Well, I'm jolly well not going io
stand |” ssid Bunter indignantly. “ Vou
follows rushed me into this carringe,
and you can't expect mo to standl”

; ”Y‘?u fat, foozling, frabjous frump,
“1 say, you fellows, where's mny hat i
“You legt. it on the platform, I fancy,™

eaid Harry Wharton.

“ Mean to say you left my hat behind ¥
Well, you silly ass!” cxelaimed Bunter,
“You glways were a bit of a fathead,
Wharton. but that's too thick. Drag-

m% a fellow inte & train and leaving
ﬁia at behind—*

“Did you want us to leave vou i{o
Coker ¥ bawled Johnny Bull

"You needn't roar at a fellow, Baull,
because you've acted like a lot of silly
fools 1" vepped Bunter. *Look here,
ono of you fellows had better let me
hove his hat! Yours will it me, Whas-
ton! I've borrowed your hats some-
times, when T've been stayving at Whar-
ton Lodge.” :

“Vou have,” agreed Wharton; “hut
ou're not borrowing this one, old fat
wean 1

“Tf you've going to be a =elfish beas
Wharton~——>="

“ Right on the wicket! I am!™

* I must have something on my head 7
booted Buntor. " It's pretty thiel—"

“It is—the thickest at Greyiriars !

“Ha, ha, hat”

“You silly nss, I don’t mean thatl ]
eanr——"

“ Never mind what you mean, old fa
man—just shut up ™

£6 EEEEE j ‘ ; .

Billy Bunter relapsed into indignai:
silence, Bob Cherry remained standmg,
and Bunter kept the seat. Ile was nas
silent long.

“I say, you fellows——-" —

“Ta that DBunter tallung again?’
asked Vernon-8Smich, from the olher
end of the carriage. “Coan't one of you
men kick him 1

“Beast ! I say, vou fellows, Fvo lost
my handkerchief, tool My hanky mnsi
have fellen out of my pocket. Aund, I
SOy, My glmnkmfe's gone! 1 say, shok
was a jolly good penknife, oxcept tha
Troth bludes were gone, amd the handio
sphit. gay, did vou pick up my
hanky and my penknife "

“% saw your banky,” saul Jelnm
Bull.

“ i

PO pi-.';k it npi”
ir h‘rﬂ ]
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“And why not?” roared Bunter,

“Becpuse 1 hadn't a pair of tonga.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared all the fellows
in the carriage, while Billy Bunter
blinked at Johnny in almost speech-
less wrath,

“ You—you cheeky rotter!” gasped
Bunter, “MNow I've lost that hanky!
And the penknife, tool It was tho one
you ‘Igaw me, Nugent.”

“The one yvou borrowed, and never
gave me back, do you mean?"

“Yah!l I say, it was pretty thick——"

“Are you talking about your head
again 1" )

“Beast | It was pretty thick, leaving
sll my things lying sbout the plattorm.
I might have lost—" Bunter slid &
fat hand into an inside pocket and gave

g yell of dismay. * Gone!™
*Oh erikey ! What's gone now iV
asked Bab,

Bunter's vell of alarm sounded so full
of consternation that the jumiors won-
dered whether he had lost something

valuable.

“The envelope!™ shrieked Bunter.

“What envelope, ass?”
“With the papers in it!" yelled
Bunter.

“What papers?”

Bunter started to his feet.

“8top the troin " he yolled.

“Wha-a-t 7"

“Pull the cord—the communication
cord 1" howled Bumier, “I'vo got to
have those papers back. Do you hear?
'Those pi-p-pip-papers—"

“You howling ass, you can't stop the
train—"

“I've lost those papers! Top the
strain—] mean, stop the train!" stut-
tercd Bunter., “ Pull tho cordumication
comm—I mean the coummunication ocord
-y pip-pip-papers—"

Bob Ugll:']‘rj' pushed the fat Owl back
into his seat. Bunter plumped there,
with a epluttering gasp.

*“You can't slop the train, asz! Friar-
dale in a fow minutes now. ¥You can
get a train back—"

"M_‘il' Pﬂ-l-’erﬂ- - 13

“What the dickens papers can that
fat idiot have had to make & fuss
about 1" asked the Bounder in wonder.

"Mjrhpip-ﬁip- ip—"" gasped Bunter.

"Wait ti @ train stops, old fat

bean.”
“1 can't) Eupg:-s-:- they're lost] 1
t money ¥ howled

shall lose all
Bunter. “0Oh, lor'l I can't sfford to
wrnds ! I

chuck away a hundred
mean, I could afford to, but I'm jolly
well not going to, sea?”
“A hundred pounds!” roared Bob.
"¥Yes, and more! Stop the trom 1?
Nobhody was likely to stop the train.
But the ¥n]]nws ih tgu carriage gazed at
Bunter 1n uttor wonder. If Buoter had

come back for tho new termn with a
hundred pennies they would have been

surprised. Now he talked of a bhun-
dred pounds—and more! It was amasz-
g

t
Certainly, Bunter bad a light and

airy way of talkin% of fivers, and
tenners, and even of *ponies,” as if
ho lived, moved, and bad his fat being

in an atmosphere of unlimited wealth.
MNobody. of course, believed a word of
it. It was rather too difficult to recon-
ovile unlhimited wealth with & constant
state of hard-upness i

But tho tat Owl was not merely
"ga.mmﬁ“ now, that was clear. He
wan wildly exeited. and fearfully dis-
mﬂ.fﬁd, and he would actuslly have
pulled the communication-cord and
stopped the trein, had he been allowed
to get at it It really looked as if
the hundred pounds was real—or that
Billy Bunter, at least, believed it was.

* Potty, I suppoze I” said Johnny Bull.
" Beast 1
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“Mad as a hatter "’ said Hazol.

“Will you stop the train?” yelled
Bunter, )

" Hardly. old bean,” said Bob checr-
fully. **But here we are at Friardale.
Ye stop it & minute or two.” 2

The train ran into the village station
and stopped. [DDoors were flung open
and CGrevfriars fellows swarmed out.
Most of them were thinking of making
for the sohoal bus and Greyiriars. Mot
50 Billy Buater! Billy Bunter was a
spooler, from the toes to the evelids,
snd was gencrolly “gammoning.” But
this time, he was not gammoning. Even
tlie prospect of & meal on arriving at
the school did not tempt him.  His fat
thoughts were concentrated on getting
back to Courtficld and recovering pos-
session of those mysterious and valu-
able documents he liad dropped on the
platform.

- w

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Lost I

o GUESS I'm glad to sco you guys

E 8 few I”

Fisher T. Fish looked glad,

His bony face was guite bright
as he met the Greyfriars crowd on the
platform at Friardale.

“ 1! tell & man, you ginks, it's a sight
for sore oyes to see you huwmimng
around 1" said Fishy.

Fisher T. Fish generally passed the
holidays at Lthe school, ﬁis home In
MNew York Leing rather too distant for
the trip. Sometimes a fellow asked
him home, but not often, Fishy was not
a very attractive character. TFishy
talked a lot, but ha had only two topics.
When he was not talking about moncy
he was talking about the immenso
superiority of the Yew-nited States over

urrup. hich palled, in the long run,
on inhabitants of Europe. .

But though Fiszhy r&%arded his
schoolfellows ns a bunch of boneheads
and their .native land as s pieca that
the cat might have brought in, ho was
glad to see them egain. His unlimited
chin-wag had to be bottled up while
they were all away, and at the begin-
ning of ¢he term Fishy was almost
bursting with suppressed conversation.
S0 he had wnikac? down to Friardale
to meet the train, and waited till it
came m—late, And now he beamed on
the Removites with a bright, if bony,
countenarco.

“Hallo, hello, halla, old bony bean !™
said Bob cheerily. *“Glad to seo you
again, Fishy 1

Bob, as a rule, was a stickler for
truth, but something was due to polite-
ness,

“1 say, you fellows—" .

“8ay, iost your roof, Dunteri”
grinned Figsher T. Fish., “Blown off—
what? 1'l] eay it's windy! Leok yere,
1 can fix you up with a noo hat. I've
got jest the hat that will suit you down

EH ]

to the ground—

Fizher T. Fish always had something
to sell.

“Bunter doesn't wear his hats down
io tho ground,” remarked Bob., “ Only
down to his ears !

“8ay, Bunter, old g boy," saul
Fishy eagerly, "you come along, and
give that hat the onco-over!”

In his cagerness to do a trade, Fisher
T. Fish forgot that he had come there
to greet the new arrivals. When it was
a gueaat-iun of ecash Fishy forgot time
and space. and everything else. He did
not heed Bob's little joke. He grabbed
a fat arm with a bony hand.

“Shut up, vou ass!” vapped Bunter.
“1 say, you fellows, lend me my fare
back to Courtfield. I've come Bway
without any money. I say, all of you

prosperous once more, If Billy

7

comoe back with me and help me hunt
for those papers. I spv——"

‘I can . see uz doing it!? remarkeod
Johnny Bull, “I'm goivg on to the
bus.”

“Bame hers [

“The samefulpcss is terrific !”

“*Here's a bob, old bean !™ said Harry
Wharton, “Good-bye I

1 say, you fellows, you come bhack
and help!” roared Buntcr. “I'm not
going to lose & hundred pounds to please
you. I say, if you walk off while &
chap's talking, you rotters—"

, Harcy Wharton & Co. were alroady
ioiming in the rush for thoe bus. The
fat Owl roared after them in vain.

“Beasts | he gosped,

“Hallo, what's that about a hun-
dred pounds? asked Skinner, pansing
a3 he camo along with Snoop and Stott
and Bolsover major. *Lost 8 hundred
pounds, old fat frogf”

“Yes, and more I gaspod Bunter,

“ Whose was it 7" azked Bkinner sym-
pathetically,

“0h, really, Skinner—~"

Bkinner & Co. passed on, laughing.
Billy Bunter rolled away, to get to
the other platform, breathing wratl.
Whether his wealth was real or
imaginary, it appeared that Bunter took
1t seripusly, though the other fellows
declined to do so. But Fisher T. Fish,
after an amazed stare at the fat Owl,
cut after him and followed him to the
up platform.

Fishy was interested.

The mere mention of moneyr was
sufficient to interest the vouth from New
York! Like Vespasian of old, Iishy
believed that the smell of all monev
was swoot, and even tho mention of it
had & pleasant sound to his long cars.

True, it was unlikely that Bunter had
any money—especially sueh a tremend-
ous sum as & hundred pounds! Even
the wealthy Bounder, even Lord Msule-
verer, never had sums like that, 8till,
os Fishy sagely considered, sou nevor
could tell. Thers had been ono great
and famous ocension, when Mr, Bunter
had had & run of luck on the Stock
Exchenge and had shellod out fivers to
his sone at Greyfriars. Billy Bunter
and his minor, SBammy of the Second,
had rolled _in brief—alas, too brief!—
wealth.  Fishy guessed that it might
have happened again. Lots of people
werg meking monev now that the great
slumnp was over and the country potting
untoer
had a bundred pounds, or & tenth part
of that sum, ke wazs & fellow Fishy
wanted to know.

“Beastly  rotten  line!”  grunted
Bunter, finding that ho had ten minutes
to wait for a frain back to Courtficld.
“Blow "em |"

“Bay, bo—" said Fisher T. Fish in
his most agresable tone.

“(Oh, don't bother ¥ snapped Bunter,

That answer did not diminish Fishy's
agrecebleness; eather, it increasod the
same. If a Fellow had lots of monev
ho could aford to cheoliy—at least,
to Figher T. Fiah.

Had Bunter been friendly and cordial,
Fishy would have taken it as a Bi%u
that he was pgoing to ask for & little
loan—and would have faded out of the
picture ip:*-::un'lj.ﬂnlly. But if Bunter had
no use for Fishy, it looked ns if Fishy
right have & use for Bunter. )

“8ay, don't go off on your ear, big
boy I said Fishy., “I'll mention I
heard vou handing out the dope to those
javs, What was that about o hundred
pounds 7"

“Find out [ retorted Bunter,

“You dropped a lot of moncy at
Courtficld—or what?' asked IMishy.
“(Got inte a rookus there, mehbe$”
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The loms of Bunter's hat looked as if
something bad happened at the junction,
“That foo]l Coker |” snapped Buntar.
“The vovel must hava lallen from
my pocket when bhe was handling me—
blaw him P*
“With o hundred pounds in it?”

gas Fishy,

“It's worth more than that, I
Exlmlﬂ

“Oh, not a banknote 7

“Eht No, you asal! Don’t ask me

any guestions and I'l] tell you no lies,™
,?runt.-cd Bunter. “I'm not welling any-
wily about . You sheer off, Fishy I

Bunter rolled along the plstform.

Fisher T. Fish did not sheer off.
The move Bunter sought to get rid of
him, tho more determined Fishy was
not to be got rid of.

When the np train camo in Bunter
parked himsell in the nearest earriage,
aud Fisher T. Fish followed him in.

JBunter blinked at him through his
hig spectacles with a far-from-welcom-
g blink.

“*What do you want?” he grunted.

“1 guesa 'm going to help you look
for what youw'vo lost, big boy,"” said
Fisher T. Fish smieerbly, “ After all,

we're friends, old-timer—gin’t we 7™
“Oh1” said Bunter. “AIl right,
thent Tl be glad. I'm o bit short-
sighted, and the covelope may have
heen kicked anywhere in that crowd.
Mind, I'm not going to tell you what's
moasr
o HOUEL 1 zaid Fishy, 1 guess I ain't
iguisitave—=—"
“You jolly well avel” said Bunter.
“But Ym not telling you anything—or
auybody clse, either, Tellows will
stare, 1 famey, when they sec mo with
ivers and tenmers., But I'm not telling
anybody.”
It wag cheer mystery to Fisher T.
Fish. [Fishy was a cute vouth, He
could sce that Bunter was in ecarnest:
he expected to be in possession of fivers
and tennera, snd to dazzle Greyfriars

therewith, Io wondered if it was a
cheque in the missing envelope. Lord
Mauleverer somoetimes had eheques to

each, Tf it was not that, Fizhy could
not guess what it was,

But one thing was a “cinch’—a

fcllow who was expecting to roll in
fivers and tenners wis a fellow entitled
ta the purest and most loyal frieudship
from Fisher . Fish. Fishy could not
be sufficiently glad that he had come to
Friardale to meet the returnin rey-
friars erowd. Othorwise, he would have
wmisged thip, )
_ The train ran inte Courtficld. Tho
junction was almoest deserted now; o
soeond  train had eorried on the rest
of the Greyfriars erowd. Bunter lost
ng time to getting t¢ the platform where
he had so soundly smacked by
Coker of the Fifth Fortunataly, Coker
Wan I»nng one; the taxi had already
landed Coker & Co. at the school.

A porter came up to Bunter and pre-
sented bim with a rather damaged hat.
Buuter  thanked him for the same,
Lrushed 1t, and put it on his bullet head.

“Seen an <nvelope lyieg about?” he
asked.

“No, sir.”

“1 dropped one he-el!” =aid Bunter.
f‘tl'i-:?mﬁ on, Fishy, lclp me to lock for
i

The porter gave Bunter rather an ex-
pressive Jook. Possibly he had expected
n tip for having I'.'mld:;d that hat. Per-
fiaps that was why he did not offer to
help look for the missing envelope.
Anyhow, he didn’t. Bunter and Fish
hunted for it wp and down and roun
zbout,

But really it was a hopeless guest.
Nearly an hour had passed sinca that
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envelope had been dropped, and a erowd

surged over ihe platform sinee
mnd it was windy. ~No doubt it ha
becn trampled on, kicked aside, blown
away—anything might have happened
to it. At all evenis, it was not to be
found.

For o good half hour they hunted.
Fisher T. Fish would have gone on
hunting, for he was intensely curious
and inguisitive about that envelope and
what it contained. But Bunter, as
usual, wae lazy., Keen ps he was to
recapture the lost envelope, laziness
supervencd, and he decided to chuclt ik

“It's gone,” he said at last,

guess it's  sorter  vamoosed,”
agreed Fisher T. Fish, “If it was a
banknote and you had the nummber——"

* It wasn't [ grunted Bunter.

“I1f it was a cheque, easy cnough to

ot it stopped, and to ask your popper

or a noo one’ suggested Fisher T.
Fish. Fishy was trying hard to pump
Bunter and learn what hed been in the
missing envelope. ’

“It means o waste of time!” grunted
Bunter. “Of course, 1 can write and
got a now—" Ila broke off.

“A noo whati” asked Fishy eagerly.

“Oh, nothing I said Bunter. * Blow
the thing! This means that T shall be
short of money for a time. Bother it [”

Which brought Fishy's curiosity up to
burning-pitch. Ie guested, reckoned,
nnd ealeulated that il could only have
heen a cheque in the missing envelope.
It looked—it certeinly looked—as if
there was money about in the Bunter
clan. Fisher T. Fish almost made up
hiz mind to lend Bunter half-a-crown—
25 a sort of sprat to eatch a whale.

But not quite. He felt that he had
to be quite ecertain before he parted
with anything in the nature of cash. He
was prepared to be irlendlﬁ'. deeply
and devotedly pally, up to that point,
but at the actual ?aint of parting with
oash Fishy jibbed like o shy horso.

But when Bunter went on onde more
to ithe school Fishy went with him—
fricndly end attentive, and listeming teo
Bunter’'s chin-wag about g}rpat doings
in the hols, without once telling Bunter
to can it. Buntey, it was clear, was—
or belicved that he wag—going to have
pots of money; and if there was any-
thing in it, Fisher T. Fish waa geing
to be o friend elinging eloser than a
brother.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Stamp For Bumter !

& SAY, vou fellows I
E Billy Bunter blinked into
Study No. 1 in the Remove.
That celebrated study had

quite a bright and cheery look, coun-
trasting with the dim and misty winter
weather outside. )

A bright fire glowed in the grate;
the study was well swept, tidy—in fact,
in apple-pie order—owing, no doubt, to
ita owners having been absent so long.
Harry Wharton was unpecking a box;
Frank Nugent was putting up & picture,
specially brought iroin home for the
adornment of the study: Bob Cherry,
sitting on the corner of the table, was
swinging his legs and tulkizr;tlg. Bob
had come along from Btudy Na. 13, his
own study, to borrow some racks for
the fixing up of & gorgeous Christmas
calendar, but he hod staved to chat.
Then a fat face and s large pair of
gpectacles loomed in at the doorway,
and Bunter's squeak was heard.

“Hallo, halle, hallo 1™ ejaculated Bob,
“Bunter's got tho jolly old gift of
gecond sight ! Or how did he know you
have a cake in thot box ?"

1 eav, I want you to lend me—"

Ee Begi_nninF carly—what I asked Bob,
“Daszh it all, old fat bean, you can't
have becn dizappointed about a postal
Erderﬂ yvet | (ﬁve it & chaneco fo got
ore

{3, veally, Cherry!l I want you to
lend m 3 n

“Didn't you find that million pounds
you dropped at Courtheld stetion?™
asked Bob. *“Was it a mallion, or only
& thousand 7

“1 say, you fellows, I never found
that envelopa!” said Bunter. I shall
have to write for ancther lot. It's
pretty  thick being short of money
owing to you fellows playing the giddy
x| I want you te lend me—-7"

“Borry !  said Harry Wharton
gravely. *I left all my ten-pound notes
at homoe on the hundred-guinca
radiogrom 1"

“0h, really, Wharton—"’ B

“Bame here,” said Frank Nugent,
with equal gravity "I absolutely forget
+o bring my Bfty-pound notes with me”

“And I'm in the same boat,” said
Bob, with a sad shake of the head.
“All my hundreds of currency notes
went clean out of my head.”

“Ask next door, old manl”
Wharton. :

“If you fellows think I want to
borrow any money———"

G EhI"

“ 'What '

“Pon't you?”

“No!" rosred Bunter.

Wharton ceasod unpacking the box.
Frank Nugent suspended tho opera-
tion of banging the picture. Lob
nearly fell n§ the table. All three of
them gazed at Bunter, we if dJdumb-
faundeﬁ

“¥ou don't dwggg; to borrow
money ! gas :

“"i"'-'i b gﬂw ed Bunter. %I hopo I'm
not the kind of fellow to go round
borrowing money ¥

“0Oh crikeyl” :

“Wonders will mever econszel
remarked  Nugent. “Look hore,
Bunter! Keep this -ui:r! Keep it up
all through t{:a term 1”

(dh, don't be a silly nsa!” snorted
Bunter, “Next week I shall have pots
of moneyl ¥You fellows will be comin
round, eivil enough. then, I faneyl I
jolly wall shan’t lend d:,'uu anything I

And Bu'ﬂtarfb]mke scorntully at
three grinning faces.

i | tEa.nt you ta lend me o stempl”
ho went o

“A stamp ™ repeated Nugent.

“Y¥es. Having lost that euvelope,
with my papers in it, I shell have to
write for another lot! I'll let you have
your stamp back.” snecred Bunter,
wand o dezen more with it, if you like,
Lend me a stamp, Wharton.”

o Pleased,” said Harry,
" only—" ]

“Oh, don't jaw—just hand over the
stamp! I hope yow're not going to be

gaid

aly

laughing,

mean 17
“Not at alll But—"
“look herel Will you give me a

staanp or not?” hooted Bunier.

wxpt! You eee, I haven't oncl”

“0Oh!  Why couldn't you say so,
then, instend of so much jaw? Give
me & stamp, Nﬂicuh old chap I

# Ploased—hbot 1 haven't one, either.”

“You =silly idiot!
EBob.” .

“1 haven't onc!” prinned Bob.

“Well. of all the mean rottora!l”
cxclaimed Bunter, in disgust. “licre
am I, stuck up for want of & stamp, and
pots of money coming to me, and you're
tao jolly mean to lend me a stamp! It
was your fault T lost the envelope, too
—dragging & fellow about a vatlway
platform! Lock here—"

Give mo a staing,



“If you are sure you want a stamp, Buntar,” said Bob Cherry, ““ I can only give you one sort.””

“Wow !’ howled Bunter.

said Bunter, ** and not 50 much jaw
it down-—on Bunter’s fogi. Stamp !

“Y] think I can oblige you, cld
chap 1" said Bob, gatting off the table.
“I said I hadn’t & stamp, but if you're
going to call it mean, I shall have to

find you one.”

“Let on with it then,” grunted
Bunter., “I've got to catch the post[”
Bob Cherry came across, Wharton

and Nugent gezing at him in surprise.
If Bob said he hadn’t & stamp.
hadn't one! How he was going to find
one, whon he hadn't one, was rather &
mystery. _
ut the mystery was soon clucidated.

“Bure you want the stamp. Bunteri™
asked Bob.

“Eh? Yes, sssl"

“] ecan only give you ome sort.”

“Well, give it to me, and not so
much jaw "

“Right1 Here vou arel”

Having reached Bunter, Bob lifted
ono of the largest foet in the Gregliriars

Remove, and brought it down—on
Bunter's foot !

Stamp !

Bunter hopped and howled.

“Owl Wowl Beast! VWou've
emashed my toesa! Wowl You silly

uss ] Wharrer you dning?”

“(Giving you a Et&.luﬁ;'

“Ha, ha, ha!" velled Wharten and
MNugent. They understood now the
kind of stamp Beb was fnding for
Bunter. It was not a pns%gc-stampt

“Yarooh! Whooop! ow 1" roared
Bunter.

“ Have another " asked Bob.

“Yoop! Keep off, you beast 1™ yolled
Bunter.

“Hn, ha, ha!”

“Well, you said it waz mean nobt to
give you a stamp—and that's the only
sort I could give you.”

* Yow-ow-ow |”

“ Lots moze if you want them.”

EVERY SATURDAY

smiled Bob,
“Owl! Deastl Wow!” roared
Bunter. He glared at the cheery Bob

with a glare that might have cracked
his spectacles, “Oocogh! Besst! I'll
jolly well— Wow [

“Ha, ha, hal’

“Have another. old chap¥®” said Bob,
lifting his foot again.

Bunter hopped hastily ont of tho

gbidy

“Beast 1" came in a howl from the
Remova F;asaagn.

And Billy Bunter was gone.

He waz still in need of a stamp; but,
evidently, he did not want any more
from Bob Cherry. One was enouph—
or, rather, more than enought

ey

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Great Expectations !

£ ISHY 1
“¥Yep?™ satd TFisher T.
Fish, turning on the most
agrecable smile of which lus
bony featlures wero capable.
“ Lend me——"

The smile faded from Fishy's foce, as
if wiped off with o duster.

He had dreaded this!

e was lkeen. very keen, on being
friendly with Bunter. But he did not
want to lend him anything.  And 1t
was rather difficelt to cultivate friend.
ship with Bunter without lending him
anything.

“Oh 1 gasped Fisher T. Fizsh, “I—
I E;m:!ﬂs—”

A stamp 1Y said Bunter.

Fisher T. Tish broathed again.

Certainly he did not want o part
cven with a postage-stamp, except for
valua received. PBub a postage-stamp
was nol o great deal to risk, if vot: of

*¢ Give it to me, then,"’
Bob Cherry lifted one of the largest feet In the Greyfriars Remove and brought

** Wharrer you doing ? ** ** Giving you 3 stamp "

money _were coming elong ta Bunter.
8till, Fishy was rather enxious to know
what denomination of stamp Buntep
wanted.

“I guess I've got a ha'penny stamp,™
ho admitted. . P s

“That's no goed,” zaid Bunter,

“I-l—I guess I might ecare wp a
penny stamp——:""

“I want to stamp o letter.”

Fisher 'T. Fish looked at Bunter. 1o
had a letter in his hand! Evidently a
three-halfpenny  stamp was  renuired.

It gave Fishy s pain—or, rathor, it
ave him three pains, one for cach
alfpenny | But he made up his mind
to it! It cost him an effort, but lw
difi it ! ——

o BQutinte eenly al the lef 104
Bunterﬁg fat hand. - ]gut. the Owl ﬁl‘“w
Remove held it so that the sddress ivas
hifl‘ia?rn' : ;

‘Writing Lhomie for & noo chegue®
asked Fisl‘ﬁ‘ casually, e
l “Look here! If you've got a stamyy,
'E'I'-_"""""

Fishy sorted out & penny slamp and
a halfpenny stamp.

“Hore you arc ™ he said, “T'H aticlk
them on for you.”  Tisher T. Fisk
wanted fo see the address on that
envelope.

“1 cap stick thoem ont” answered
Bunter, guite aware of what Fishy
wanted, “Give thom to me, Fishy™

Fishy handed over the stampas,
I!pnter licked them, turned his sk to
Fishy. and stuck them on the envalogz.

Fisher T. Fish circumnavigated
Buntcr. But he was not in time to give
the envelope the once-oved, ha
address was hidden sgein in Bunters
fat hand.

Fishy breathed hard. FHl= =aw no
renson why Bunter should b o dvesg-
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gively seeretive. If ho was writing
hoime, there wes no reason why a fellow
shouldn’'t seo tho address. Buot where
elso could be be writing fovr money?
It was all very mysterious. Fishy was
smitten with an asgomsing doubt that
his threc-halfpence might be o sheer
waata. - !

#]—] puess there's inst time to cateh
the collection, Bunter,” he remarked.
“T'H cut down to the box with that
lotter, if you like”

“I'm going to post it, thanks

“I'll come with you!” said Fishy.

Bunter grinned, a&s he rolled away,
convoved by Fisher T. Fish. He kept
tho letter in his hand, the address out
of sight. Wiy the fat Owl was =0 mys-
terious about it was a puzzle. But it
was clear that he did not iniend any-
one 1o see the address on that letter.

‘They reached the letter-box in the
school wall. Fisher T. Fish eyed
Bunter as ho lifted the letter to the slit
in the bex. Only the back of the
envelope was visible,

The transatlantie junior was strongly
tempred to grab Bunter by his [at neck,
up-end him, and give that letter the
once-over, belove it dropped in. That,
no doubt, would have gratified his
curigeity,  But it would rather havo
dished hizs schemo of becoming the
chosen pal of the fellow who wasz going
to have pats of money.

Fisher T. Figh hesitated. He who
hesifates 13 Jost ! The letter dropped
into the box, and was gone | _

“That's that!” said Bunier, with
satisiaction. .

He rolled back to the House. Fishy
walked by his side, his long, thin legs
keeping time with Bunter’s short, fat
ones. ; o

“Your popper 38 skinping them on
the Stock Exehange, old chap?” asked
Fishy, “Ia that where i's coming
from ¥ _ :

Bunter grinned, and &id not reply.
Pcrhaps it amused him to keep Fishy
on tenterhooks |

]!Jl

“When's it coming slong?  asked
Fishy. .

“Next week.

“ A hundred pounds ™

“More, very hkely.”

“Pon't you know ?Kﬂftiﬁ' how much
vou're getting ?" asked the puszled and
mystified Fishy.

"Huw'shﬂulj’ I know till alter Satur-
dﬂ:ir?ll

“Haturday? What's Saturday got to
do with it 77 ashed Fishy, in still greater
astonishment.

“ Oh, nothing 1"’

“VYou might tell a pal I urged Fishy.

“1 might 1" agreed Bunter. *I'm not
zoing to, though!”

“1—1 say I Fishy gave n gasp as o
sudden awful suspicion occenrred to him,
“¥You're not backing a horse, aroe you?"’

It was unlikely that even Bunter was
ass epnough to suppose that he could
make money by backing horses. Still,
it looked rather like it1 A fellow who
expected * pots of money,” not know-
ing exactly how much, and only after
a certain date—what did it look like?
18 Hi'r,j he, he 1" chuckled Bunter, **Not
likely 17

“‘h{;nal, I guess it’s impossible I said
Fisher T. Fwh, " They wouldn’t tuke
hets on twk from a schoolboy, and
suu’ve got o ready money——*

“Oh, really, Fishy——"

“Rut look here, vou put me wisp——-7"

“Hallo, there's Mauly ! said Bunter,
and he lett Fisher 'T. Fish, and cut away
v intorcept Leord Mauleverer,

Fishy was left trying to think it out.
Buntny was not backing horses; he
veatised that! If the " potz of money ”
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wero coming at all, it could only mean
that Bunter senior had been “skinmmng
them on the 8tock Exchange,” as Fishy
expressed it.  But f that was the case,
why was Bunter so secretive and mye-
terious about it? Tishy could see that
this was not Bunter’s usual “gas.” The
“pots of money ' were not in the same
class with his famous postal-order, which
he was elways expeeting, and which
never came DBunter rmﬁ]g and truly
waz expecting to handle those pots of
money ! Fisher T. Fish was keen and
cure and spry—he had hmnbraia:ed in &
burg where they cut their eye-teeth
carly—but he had to confesa that this
had him beat—beat to a frazzle !

In the Rag that evening & good many
fellows looked at DBilly Bunter curi-
ously. ) )

The matter was getting more widely
known.

Ihlly Bunter had turned up for the
new term in his wsual impecunious
state; that was certain. But his great
expectations had been talked of in the
Hemove. It waa known that he actu.
ally bad gone back from Friardale to
Courtheld to search for that lost enve-
lope. SBuch an exertion on the part of
the laziest fellow in the wide world,
showed that Bunter, at least, regarded
the contents of that lost cnvelope as
extromely valuable,

Then the juniors kmew that he had
been going up and down the Remove for
g stamp for a letter which had to catch
the collection—in ¢connection with that
lost. envelope !

Smithy was making & joke of the
matier—asking Bunter whether he had
found his hundred-pound note, and
whether he would take twopence for it.
ﬂ?’ll‘r}" put in & claim for fourpence,
which Bunter had owed him for_whole
terms, and cofering toe give DBunter
change for a hunﬁmﬂ pounds.  But
Skinner remarked, wisely, to Bnoop,
that you never knew; and Sidney James
Bnoop agreed that you never did.

u T‘i}r:i Bunter had some tin once, and
shelled out fivers to that fat freak,” re-
marked Skinner. "“One never Lknows!
It costs nothing to be civil to a chap.”

“ After all, Bunter's not a bad sort!”
snid Snoop. “ He's & greedy FI% I know,
and o fearful fibber, and all that; still,
there are worse fellows than Bunter
about.”

“They want some Godingl!"” said
Skinner. * Still, you're right, Snoopy—
if there's anyth’ng in it, Bunter will
have plenty of friends when the money
comnes along, and I don’t see why a chap
shouldn't get in on the ground foor,
what 7"

To which Snoopy aegreed; and they
Erm:eegfled to get in on the ground Hoor,

v bei very civil end pleasant to
Buntor tnat evening. Skinner gave up
an armchair by the fira to Bunter—
Snoop threw him a eushion. PFisher T.
Fish, observing these proceedings, was
confirmed in his belief that the *pots
of money ” were possible, f not prob-
able. And Fisher T. Fish, scenting
rivals in the field, astonished the natives
by presenting Bunter with a packet of
toffec. It was the first time that Fisher
Tarleton Fish had been known to give
anything away.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
The Mysterious Letter!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.,
H durtng the next day or two,
had plenty of matters (o vecupy

their minds—to the exclusion of

Billy Bunter and his mysterious affairs.
There were o lot of things to think
nhout at the heminning of the new termn;

and thero was the football, too, with
matches coming along. Thera was a
rag on Coker of the Fifth. Thera was a
row with Loder of the Sixth. Thero
was a raid on the 8hell dormitory, and
g pillow-Bght with Hobsen & Co. 8o
they almost forgot Bunter.

l'-i,,eithﬂr did Billy ' Bunter bestow so
much of his mmpan[_f' on them, as he had
been wont to do. He had other friends,

Fisher T. Fish had starred the ball
rolling, as it were. Skinner and Snoop
had followed it up, on the sound theory
that civility costs nuthinF.

People ars a good deal like sheep, who
will follow whera other sheep lead. (n
the second day of term, Hazeldene also
realizged that civility wes an inexpensive
luxury: and gave Bunter g friendly norl
and word in the guad. On the thivd
day, the rather solid brain of Bolsover
major assimilated the same fact, and he
shared & bag of dovghnuts with Bunter.
Other fellows began to think that a civil
word might not be wasted. Stotr,
having a %ﬂ of bullseyes, asked Bunter
if he liked bullseyes. DBunter did—and
he helped himsclf generously—sa gener-
ously, that Stott barely refrained from
telling him what he thought of him.
Still, he did refraim. Bkinner seemed
to think Bunter worth cultivating, and
Skinner was a very sharp vouth.

Bunter did not need to barge into o
study at tea-time, in his old style, hoping
not to be kicked out, Study doors were
epen to him now—on his great expeeta-
tions—some of them, at least. * Pois
of money ” seemed a sort of magic
formula, like " open sesame.”

In morning break, Bunter would rell
along to tho letter-rack i obvious and
eager anticipation of & letter.

ut it was not his celebrated postal
order that he wes axpecting now. e
had almost forgotten that long-expectod
postal order

it was an answer to the letter he had
written on the first day of term; and
he was very anxious for it to arrive.

So were his friends.

It was in vain that they attempted io
“pump ” Bunter on the subject. 1lc
would tell them nothing.

Whatever the mysterious source of his
expected wealth. he was keeping it
strictly to himself,

Which was remarkable, for, as a rule,
it was very difficult for Bunter to keop
his capacious mouth shut.

Among the fellows who hoped to share
in the pots of n.oney, if those pots furned
upy, there was keen euricsitvy on the sub-

cet.  Other fellows passed Bunter by,
;if:e the idle wind which they regarded
nok. But every time Bunter blinked at

the lettev-rack, there were two or threo
fellows with him, extremely interestod,
for once, in the fat Owl’s correzpondenca.

But the letter seemed slow in coming.

Bunter maonifested great impatience,
his fat brow was quite worried. If ha
had been expicting a fortune by post, he
could not have been more anxious and
impatient. On the fourth merning he
gseemed to feel confident that his letter
would be there. But it was not there,
and Bunter rolled into the Remove Form
Room for third scheol with a puckered
brow. Some of the fellows noticed that
Mr. Quelch gav: him a sharp look.
When the Remove were in their places,
Quelch addrosszed the fat Owl.

" Bunter 1
t_“'!:‘{rs, giv 1" said Bunter, blinking at
1ni.

“A letter came for you this nmrning."

“h 1" Bunter brightened gp. It
wasn't in the raek, sie™

“Quite so " said Mr. Queleh grimly.
* Anmd 1t will not be placed in the raeck,
Bunter.”

“(g-can I have it now, siv i

“*¥ou may not have it now, Bunter!



You will como to my study afier class,
and I shall speak to you on the subject, E
** But, sir—"
"That will do, Bunter"’
“But my lettor, sip—-"

“8ilenco 1

Bunter was unw:limg]g silent; and
third school proceeded. Skinner &
exchanged glances,

The glir,ter had arrived! That was
cortain now. It had passed through Mr,
Queleh's hands, like all the correspond-
ence for hiz Form. It was Quelch’s
duty to keep an cye on that correspond-
Crce.

For gomo reason Queleh had examined
that letter and detained it. That was
clear.

Such things had happenced before. For
instance, when a generous but injudi-
vious relative had sent Lord Mauleverer
a tip of twenty pounds, that munificent
tip had been stopped in transit. Fellows
were not alimte to have such sums of
moneyv—not if the beaks knew of it, at
all events.

Was that the reason in this case?

- Quelch was evidently anmoyed; and
it was plain that Buonter was due for
n royal and imperial jow when he went
to his Form-master's study after thirvd
school, Whiat else could be the matter?

Bunter looked wvery worried during
ihat class. But when the Remave were
dismissed, his frienas gathered round
him in the corridor. far as friend-
lﬁhip went, he had cowsolation for his
083,

“Rough luck, old man [ said Skinner.

“Rotten of Quelech to butt in like
that!” said Snoop.

"I guess it's the rchinoceros' side-
whiskers1” said Fisher T. Fish., * 1t
pure does get my goab!™

“But Quelch will have to lot Bunier
have it,” said Hazel. “If not all at
once, a bhit at & time!™

“Might send it back, though,” re-
marked Snoop. “He did that time
Mauly had twenty quids, and a stiff
letter along with it, I believe 1

“8till, Bunter 1.-.|H got it sopner or
Iu-har,” declared “Bolsovor major. “If o
fellow's pater w ants to, he will tip him
all right.” )

“Oh lor'1” said Bunter,

“Buck up, old chap!” said Skinner
encouragingly. “It's only delayed, you
know ¥ 8kinmer was qmt,-u convinced
about the ™ pots of money * now. ¥ Ang
if yowre short of tin, temporarily.
you've qc-t friends I

“That's so!” agreed Sroop.

Bunter brightened.

“I say, vou fellows, the fact is, I'm
vather short,” he said. “If one of you
chaps has got a half-crown hoe doesn'
wonfe—""

Mr., Quelch came down the corridor.

i Follow me, Bunteri” he said

“*Yes, sicl” mumbled Bunter.

He rolled after the Bemove master to

EVERY SATURDAY

his study. Skinner & Co. followed, as
far as the end of Masters' Passage.
Queleh’s door closed, and shut  off
Bunter and his Form-master from view.

Thei,' would have been very glad to
epen what was to ba seen, and to hear
what was bto be heard, in that study.
But that was impossible, and they
could only wait and conjecture.

“ A fiver, perhaps!” remarked Snoop.

“Quelch would let him have a fiver,”
said Skinner, shaking his head. " Fellows
have had fivers before now!™

“A  tenner [V said Hazel,
whistle.

“ Buntor was talking about & hundred
povnds 1Y remarked Bolsover. “I sup-

posa that was all gas ™

*Well, yon never know,” said Bkinner.
“His pater maﬁ have been raking it in
on stocks and shares, or something ; and
easy come, ecasy go, you know. Of
courze, & man who sent a schoolboy a
hundred pounds would be a silly idiot.
But then, Bunter's pater is very hkelw
a silly idiut—judging by Bunter, I

!H‘

with &

mean!™
A hundred pounds!™  breathed
Fizher T. Fish. “Why, that's five

hundred «ollars in real money! And
I'll tell &8 man, Bunter seid plain that
that envelope he lost at Courtfield had
something in it worth o hundred
pounds |+

“Bat if it's from Lis paler, why ia
he so jolly secret about it?” asked
Hazoldene.

“Goodness knows!  But it must be,”
satd ‘Bkinner. "“He hasn't won it in a
rafle, I know that!™

“Must have been a cheque, if any-

thing,” said Stott. “But—it sounds
awfully fthick! I can’t quite believe
all-—"

“Why has Quelch kept the letteri™
demanded Skinner. “Doesn’t  that
epeak for itzelf ™

“It doos!” said Hazel.

“ Mauly gets ch ues sometiines on
the Courificld hank,” =rid Ekmn&r
“Now Bunter's got one. Looks like it,
at any rate;” He had it when hé came
back for the term—hao lost it, and asked
hiz father for another. That's how I work
it out. Mind, I had my doubts—jolly
etrong doubts—till now! PBut why has
Queleh kept his letter ¥

There was B gl:nr:rn! nodding of
heads, They waited eagerly for Billy
Bunter to emerge from Queleh's study.

Ha emerged at last.

Ho came rolling down the corridor
with o dismal fat countensnce snd
empty hands. Evidently, uelch had
not handed over the letter. He blinked
dolorously at his friends.

“I szay, vou fellows, the beast won't
let me have my letter I groaned Bunter.
"He jawed mo for fen minubtes in-

slond

I
“Did he let vyou see HFY asked
Skinner.
tOh, yes! ¥e had it there on lLis
tablat™

“ Was there what you expectad in it 1"

“Eh? Of coursa! That's why the
beast kept it back!” groaned Bunter.
“Heo Jdocen't want o Hemove chap to
have a lot of money, the beast!”

Fisher T, Fish slipped his hand inio
his pocket. But he drew it out empty.
It looked certein now—as certain ns
anything could look. But cash, ofter
all, was cash; and expectations were
m:ul;.r expectations. Sknner, howover,
took the plunge.

“1f Iml?wcm“ns any use, Bunier, lo
go on with—" he seid,

" What-ho!” said Buuter promptly.
*1 say, you follows, I'm not standin
this, of course. I shall manage it all
vight, and blow Quelch! TI'll T-;mti yout
five pmtnda next week, if you like,
Rkinner.” )

S8kinuer had never parted with a hall-
crown so willingly.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Catspaw Wanted !

i ARRY, old chsp—"
H Harrr;r Wharton laughed,
It was nearly tione for
prep, and ‘Wharton and
Nugent had gone to their study, when
Bunter rolled in.

“How mueh?" asked Wharton.

“Eb? What do you mean,
much 7” grunted Bunter.

“T mean what I say—how much?®”
answered the captain of the Remove.
“As you called me, old chap, 1 .sup-
posa g'nu want something "

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

BIH_'." Bunter hlmked at Wharton and
then at Nugen

“1 want to s Yp&ﬂ-& to vou, old fellow,’
he said. ou  mind getting out,
Nugent ¥ It's rather

“As I've come up here for prep, I
do mind ! nassented Nugent.

“Qh, really, Nugent—="

“What's ie row, old fat man®™
asked Harry. “From what I hear, you
ought to be in the pink! The fﬂlquq
arg saying that Quelch has barged in

how

rivate [

to ata{p an enormous tip coming to you."
*“The awful beast " gaid Bunter.
“Well, can’t you ask your pater to

let you 'have it on the mstaiment £Y5-
tem "' asked Harry, laughing.

“'Tisn't my pater. t's -rather w
scoret 17  said PBunter, “That's why
I've come to speak to yon about it, old
chap, Wa've always been such firm
friendg——="

“Have wet” ejaculated Wharton, in
surprise. “First I've heard of it:"

"Well, who stood by you when vou

(Continued on nexl page.)

Whlch do you want- The.vre FREE!

ALL YOU HAVETO DO

Ask muﬂm to buy you Rmrrﬂ*l
dﬂmi:-us mu!i every k=lb. tin
Free Gift Coupons, Very quickly
have eniough to ger any gift you
. Ask for Rowntree's renice
g dn?—lt::md for you.

READ THIS, MOTHER!

}ﬂll

BAGAYELLE EQARD | -BOV'S FOOTBALL: | TABLE TENNIS | WATCH: Nicke- { LARGE BOX OF

I: s a ripping game | Cowhide leather, | 8EY: In box. Net, | plate Cromn | PAINTS: Fﬂﬂrﬂm Rowntres’s Cocoa is now improved
and wen't Dad | with good-gualicy | tewo poses, tooo dats Md:tm Kevless . ; by a wonderful new predigestion

Mu it r:::;éf 120 fﬂbﬁsr E:i'add‘;!;& -an baiésdi F“ lever, afg?d rire- wf:.& &ru.:h. p:m%l It IIL;! made even more

coupens and Free coupons COUPOTE reE :nupam rmwm ——

lgnfgf;m iﬁw cucher. Voucher. mﬂ Fres Voucher. thﬂ* ;ufn;d: aﬁi li:ﬁlﬁ:rr? bone

-J¢ Send a posteard (postage 1d.) to Dapt. NCO,Rowntres & Co. Ltd., The Cocoa Works, Sm@mﬁ“‘iﬁ“d ey Sedican
York, tor special list of boye' and girls’ gifts with FREE VOUCHER value 3 coupons, FREE C NS,

s BLMEMEBER THERE ARE HUNDREDS OF OTHER YALEBABLE QIFTS, T0O.




12

first camo to Greyfriara and zaw vou
through all the troubles of your HRrst
ferm®™ demanded -Bunter warmly.
“ Nugent,” answered Harry, :
“Oh, really, you beast! I mean, look
nere, old chap, after all Fve dome for

you. I want you to play up. Secel? I
sometimes win?n I hadn't changed sut of
thizs study into Study No. T; I like youwr
g0 much, ald fellow 1™

“I'm a likeable chap!” mssented

Wharton gravely. “INone nicer! Dut
may I suggest laying it on not gquite so
thick §*

“T'm not fattering vou, old chap,
just hecauso I want you fo do something
for me ™ saad the fat junior. * Nothing
of the kind, you know! TI've come to
you Decansg we're such friends, and
becanse you've got pluck 1™

“Pluck 1 repeated Harry blankly.

* Pluckiest chap in the Hemove, and
chance 141" said Bunter firmly. “That’s
what I chiefly admirg about you, old
fellow, though 1 sdmire you in every
asther way, too, of course!™

The captain of tho Remove stared at
Bunter, while Nugent chuckled.

“Go it!"? gasped Wharten, “But
Jon'’t lay it on with a trowel I

“1 mean every word of it,” dmlm*c(},
Bunter. “You've got pluck—hecaps o
it—you'ro not afraid of a beak, like
some fellowsl You're not afraid of old
Quelch, crusty beast as he is! You
wouldn't be afraid to go into his study
while he's mn the Common-room, would
you ¥

- "Not fesrfully |V agreed Wharton.
“I'va been into Queleh’s study moro
than emee, and I'm still alive to tell
thn tale ¥

#1 mean, hae might come in and eateh
you,” said Bunter. “Still, you could
spin him 8 yarn. Being Lead boy, you
could makae out that vou came there Lo
~ 1%1! to hitn about Form matters

E IJ‘I

“Could 17" gasped Harry.

“Eastly, old chap! Besides, he would
never guess that you were after the
letter, I ho caught me there, ha would
puess at once. Ben? Now, yvou, with
your pluck, wouldn’t think iwice about
it, would you, dear old fellow ¥

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Wharton and
Nugont.

“Blessed i T reo anything to eacklo
at]” said Bunter crossly. * What are
vou emiggering at I'd like to know "

“Ha, ha, hal” yvelled the two juniors.

Wharton and Nugent roared. [t was
sasy to seo mow why Billy Bunter had
come to Study No 1 and unloaded
‘eoft sawder” therol Ho wanted o
ratspaw=—and the captain  of the
- Remove was to pull his chesinuts ont of
the fire!

It was penerally belioved now that
Billy Bunter had had s whacking
remittance from somebody—szo whack-
ing that his Form-master refused to et
him have it. That had happened to
Maunly—and now, apparently, it had
happened to Bunter!

S0 Wharton was not surprised that
Bunter was very keen to get hold of
that letter WNeither was ho surprised
that Bunter wanted anotheor fellow to
do the actua] getting hold of it

It was rather a risky game to raid
Queleh’s study; ond Bunrer did not
ke risks. In faet, he dislited them

extremely.
"1 say, you fellowz. do stop eack-
ling 1¥  exelaimed DBunter peevishly.

1 sdy, will you get that letter for me,
Wharton? I ¢an tell you exactly where

to get hold of it.”
“¥You silly assl” exclaimed Haryy,
- Quelch will have locked 1%

langhing.
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up safe cnough, if there's money in if.”

“Heo haan't locked it op,” soid
Bunter  “That's all right! Yoo'll
m:ltl’;’ ‘have to nip in the study and bag
it

“Ask. Skinner,” said Harry, ©I
understand that you're fearfully pally
with Skinner now.”

“"Well, I don'’t want {6 tell Skinner,”
said Bunter. “1 can trust you to keo
a secret, old chapl SBee? T wasn't
Fomg to tell anybody. But what's &
ellow to do, with that beast Quelch
bagging a fellow’s letter? Mind, I'll
make it warth your while.”

“Fathead! Think I want to borrow
your money—if any i

“*Tain't money, you ass!”

“What 1"’

“Mind, I'm going to tell you the
secrot,” said Bunter. “(Onice T let you
into 1t, you ¢can make a lot of money, as
well as mo I mean, you'll have a
chance. Of course, it needs & lot of
eool sense and judgment—that’s where
I come in strong  Still, you'll have a

sporting chance—and, fook here, I'll
I;E!l you. With my knowledge of foot.
B __-?

“Football1”  repeated  Wharton
blankly

“¥ea old chap™

“What you Lnow about football

could he put into. s thimble, and leave
g lot of voom for a finger?!” remarked
the captain of the Remove. * But how
in the name of all that's idiotic has
football got anything to do with it?"
“It's o pool ™ whispered Bunter.

" Avrg—g——yhat 7"
Ginker's Golden

“A football pool!
Football Pools]” explained Bunter.

“Mind, I wasn't going to tell anvbody:
but I'm letting you fellows into 1t!

Keop it dark, you know! No need to
let everybody hknow that vour money
comes from football poolal But, T can

tell you, you may make s hundred
pounds in a week-—more, very hkely 1"

“ A—a—a football pool!” said Whar-
ton, quite faintly, while Frank Nugent
stared almost open-mouthed at the Owl
of the Remove.

“That’s it " said Bunter. " You put
on & tanncr and name g0 many winnmg
teams, sec? The money's divide
among the winners. The beauty of it
is that they let you have the first go on
tick, beeavse ready-moncy betiing s
illegnl. They trust you to pay up the
next woek, soo? hat's casy—out of
your winnings.”

“0Oh crikey! Iz it casy out of your
losses ¥’ gasped Wharton.

“In my case, that's all rvight " ex-
plained Bunter. ** With mﬁ knowledge
of foothall generally, and my keen,

cool, sagacious judgment—"

“{h scissors!”
“1 got the papers from Ginker's at
home.”" said Bunter. " But owing to

vou fellows playing the goat, I lost
thein at Courtficld. I had to write for
a fresh lot, and Quelch has kept thewn

back. Ho mokes oubk that  it's
gambling.”
“ B0 it is, you fat idiot!”

“Not n my case,” said Bunter.
“You can't call it gambling when it's
a certainty. You zec, I'm poing to
win ™

“h, my only sununer bonnet!”

“Quelch made out that he was
ghocked at. me,”™ said Bunter, 1n oo
agpricved tone. “He jawed me no
cnd! e zaid he would have caned
me, only he was sare it was rather
stupidity than anything  else, He
called me stupid! What do vou think
ai_.:{fiatl?"

* Quelch
Nugent.

“Oh, don’t Le an assl

remarked
Well, you

koaws  youl”

zee, that’s how the matter stands,™ said.

Bunier. “1 zot & new set of coupons,
you know, the zame -as those I lost in
the cnvelope at Courtfield—and Quelch
is kﬂ:ﬁing them back  I've pot to
have them—you-soe that 1"

“Not quite!™ chuckled Wharton.

“1 mean, you have to Il in the
regular coupons!’ explained DBunter
“You could name the winning teams all
right, on a sheet of notepapor, if it
came to that—but you have to wse
Ginker's Coupons, sce? 8o I've simply
ot to have them |- You see it now 7™

“Noi1” demed Wharton “1 don't
sec 1t even now -But I'l] tefl pou what
I can see—and that's the biggest nss
at Greyfriars]  VYou don’t know any-
thing about football, old fat man—you
couldn't name s winning team, excopt
by accident—and 't's bad form to bet
on football—and you wouldn't win
anything—and if you lost, you wouldn't
pay up, which would be putrid—

angm—?

Y Are you womld uap?”
Bunter. For poodness’ sake, dry up,
Wharton—you'ré making me tired!
Look here, Quelch chucked my coupon

sheets into his wastepaper-basket, under

rapped

the table in his study. It won’t be
cleared till mnrmngs Will vou eut in
and get my papers bock 1"

:: erdly 1"

I suppose a funky fellow like you
would be afraid I” sneered Bunter. *1
say, Nugent, i}'ﬂu"ve got more pluck
than Wharton! You're a bit of a milk-
:iﬁpi bur rou're no funk, old chap!

il you cut into Quelch's study, and
get my football couponsg——"

“Hardly " grinned Frank.

“Well, you're’as funky as Wharton !”
exclaimed Bunter, in disgust  * Pair
of rotten funks! Never saw such o
funky study! There's no risk—not an
atoin | Quelen wall be in Common-roomt
—atd you ean nip in and out—">"

“Bure there’s no risk 7** asked Harvy.

“MNone at all, old fellow 1" _

“A chep ecan nip in and out gquite
safoly 1

™ Absolutely 1M

Then L'l tell von what—you do the
nipping "' suggested the captain of the
Remove.

Bunter blinked at him. Frank Nugent
chortled. SBafe as it was, with abso-
lutely no risk, it waa clear that Bunter
did not want to “mp" mto Mr.
Quelch’s study! In fact, he was not
going to make the venture, even for tho
sake of the enorimous sums he could—
Eﬂrha;}s—-wm on Ginker's Golden Foot-

all Pools!

“ Anyhow, buzz off I added Wharion,
“"Prep, old fat beanl”

* Beast 1"

*“Bhut the door after soul"

“Hotter 1™

“lland me that diek, Nugent!”

“I—=1 szay, old fellow!” wasped
Buuter, warily preparing to dmlﬁn
the dictionary when it flew, i
say, look here, vou po and gof those
coupous for me, and I'l} stand you ten
pounds out of my winuings!"

“Make it ten thousand ™
Wharton.

“I ean’t, vou ass—I shouldn't win ten
thouwsand pounds—=" i

“You'ro as likely to win ten thou-
sand a3 ten!” explained Wharton.

aggestod

o ?u ite 1" chuckled Nugent.
“Look here, you cackling rottera!”
roared Bunter. " Youw've a pair  of

rottet, ehivering funks, and: cadas and
ticks and blighters, and [ despize you,
see?  And 1 jolly well won't lend vou
anything out of my winnings, cither!
You can come squivenng roand for it

as civil as you, please, when I get &
lot of money from (Ginker's, xou
sneaking  worma, and T shall only
LY Yaroooh I
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As he talked.to Prout in the doorway, Quelch had his back fo Bunter.

T,
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e

s

The fat Removite dropped his pen, as an excuse for

stooping. Then he went down on his fat knees and groped m at fat paw in the wastepaper-basket, in search of his missing

Thud!

The dictionary Hew.

Bunter sat down.

“ODw! Yaroohl
roared Bunter.

“Now hand me the inkpot, Franky

Billy Bunter did mot wait for the
inkpotl The dictionary was enough
for him! He bounded wup, slammed
the door, and Hew!

Beast! Wow!”

1!!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Verbs For Bunter!

ETER TODD in_ Study.No. 7,
P %ﬂgkgﬁ up from hli_.wub!ﬂi ot @
at figure reposing in tho erm-

chair in that Etuz%ﬂ

Peter and Tom Dutton wore at prep;
but Billy Bunter did not seem to
thinking about pmﬁ. Ho was think-
ing—the deep wrinkle that corrugated
his fat brow showed that—but not about
prep! Much more urgent matters occu-
pi'eg Bunter’s fat mind.

He sucked toffee as he sab, perhaps
as an sid to thought. Hazeldenc had
givan him the toffee, as he came along
to Btudy No. 7

T‘:iWha about prep, fathcad ¥ asked
oddy.

“ Blo prep ' answered  PBunter
T

orosely. _
“You can't blow Quelch in the morn-
ing 1" remarked Peter.

* Bother Quelch I*

Peter shrugged his  shoulders and

reaumed. Bunter continued to  suck
toffee and refleet.
He had to have those coupons.

Fortune wans alinost within reach of his
fat fngoers—at least, he was Grmly con-
vinced that it was. Only old Quelch’s
fussy intervention stood between Bunter
and boundless riches.

e realized that i was uselese o
atternol to enlist Toddy. Toddy was o

silly ass like Wharton, and certnin to
take the samo view, :

At present he supposed, like the other
fellows, that Bunter had had » whack-
ing remittance which Mr. Quelch con-
gidered too much for him, and he was
sympathetio. But if he learned that the
famous letter had contained nnlﬁ foot-
ball coupeons from (inker’s, Buntcr
knew that he would only cackle—just
cackle—like those silly dummics in
Study No. 1. :

Moreover, Buntor did not waut to
sgread the news through the Romove
that his new wealth was to come from
Etich o source.

Bunter's idea was to mop up enormona
sums from (Ginker's by mesans of the
football pools, but to keep Ginker's
dark. Fellows were to suppose that his
wealth was just the common-or-garden
wealth, so to spesk, of the Bunter
fftlmily sbout which he had often told
them.

Often and often Buntor had told
fellows how wealthy hiz people were.
They hadn't believed him. i

But they would have to believe lum
when he swanked about with pols of
money—when e had fivers in his note-
ease like the Bounder.

That, Bunter realised, wonld loolk
aver so much better than letting tt bo
Iknown that he had made the money on
football pools.

Every timo ho received a large sum
from (Hnker's, it was going to bo sup-
pesed in the Remove that it was a re-
mittance from some wealthy relation,

Bunter had all this cut and dried.

It was intenscly exasperating for so
rasy a dream to remain simply a dream
because Lis envelope of coupons had
been lost st Courtfield and Queleh had
haﬁged the new lot.

e had te bave the coupons.
Wharton and Nupent had refused to
Lielp, but he could trust them not to let
out his seerct. I o pot hold of the
eoupons, 1L would Lo all ricie.

Mr. Quelch, after “jawing ™ him, had
thrown the whole lot into the waste-
paper-basket, not even undersirnding
that he was throwing away a fortune.

They were still there—if a fellow
eould pet hold of them, But low was &
fellow to do it ?

Bunter thought over that problem
during prep instead of doing any pre-
paration. Prep at such a timo was an
icritating triviglity. Suppose he went to
Guelch’s study | Bupposo Quelch caught
bim there !

“ After all, & t:lmE.t
to his Form-master,”
denly.

Peter Todd looked up again,

“Jupposo ho's not there, I can bag
my letter,” argued Bunter; “and if he's
there, I'll make out I camao to ask =
question abont—what can I ask him a
question about, Toddy ¥**

* Better steer clear of Quelel’s study,
fathead 1"

“I didn't ask you that! If hie catchen
me, what question can I ask himt"
snorted Bunter. * Deponent verba will
do=-he was jawing me sbout deponept
verehs, blow em, mn class! I'H tell Lim
I ecame to ask him about deponent
vorhs 1"

It seemed a sound scheme, and
immediately prep was  over Rilly
Bunter rolled out of Study No. 7 and
wont downstairs,

I1e rolled cantiously along fo Masters'
Stucdies,

Prout, the master of the Fiftn, was
standing in the passage talking to Mon-
zieur Charpentier. He glanced rovid ab
EBunter,

Had nobedy been aliout, Bunier could
have put in some scouting; he mipht
cven have aseertained whather Quelch
was 1n hiz study by means of tho key-
hole. Under Mr. Prout's eye, that was
impossible. Te had to cliance ik

S0 he rolled on to Quoleh's door,

(Contivued on page 10.)
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iWContinued from poge 13.)

tapped, and opened it Very likely
Quelch was in Common-room, jawing
with the other beaks. Bunter hoped mnd
trusted so.

But his hope snd trust proved un-
founded. Mr. Quelch was seated at his
study table, and he glanced up as
Bunter relled in.

“What i3 it, Bunter " he ashked.

13 Gh iu‘r'l' IJ:I

(£} “‘!.uat ?J.l‘

“I—1 mean, I—=T've been rather
puzzled about football verbs, sir 1" stam-
mered Boanter.

“About  what®” oy,
Queleh. ]

“J—I—I wcan, deponent pools, siv--
that is, I—I mean, deponent verbs, I—1
was going to ask you to explein, sir, if
vou don’t mind e _

“Indeed ! said Bz, Quelel, in plensed

5ul¥’ri5e. ) .
here were few follows in Quelel’s
Form: keen on any kind of Latin verbes.
Least of all, as a rule, did they like
deponcnt verbs—those irritating verbs
which are passive in form, but active
in meaning. And Billy Bunter waa the
very last fellow in the Remove whom
Queleh would have expected to coine to
his study of his own accord to ask about
deponent verbs.
MNaturally, Quelch wos pleased.

This seemed to show a very weolcoma
improvement in his most backward

ejacnjated

upil. Even DBunter was capable of
feaming things, given a desirc for know-
ledge. This locked like a desire for

knowledge.

Quelch was o dutifu]l TForm-master.
Ho had been thinking of going along to
the Commeon-room for & chat with the
othor beaks, but he gave up that ides
now. If DBunter wanted help with
deponient verbs, Quelch was the man to
give him the help he wanted, regardless
of the inread on ]ljrlia own scanty letsure.

“Very good, Bunter—very good
indeed [ said Mr., Quelch. "I can mive
vou half an hour, Bunter. ¥You may
draw a chair to the table, my boy.”

“J==1 hopo I—I'm not wasting your
time, sir 7" groaned Buunter.

“Not at all-not at all, Bunter |*

“I—I mean, I—I think perhaps 1
oughte't to take up your time, sir.”

“On the other hand, Bunter, I wu
vory glad to see you desirous of mstrue-
tiot,” said Mr. Quelch Lkindly., “¥You
may sit down, Bunter.”

unter foll, rathor than saf, on the
chair, .

Ho was for it now. : 1

The next half-hour was like & night-
mare to Bonter, .

Deponent verbs were bad conough in
class, whero other fellows took their
share of them. Now Bunter hed themn
all to himsalf. e had always known
that deponent verbs were beastly,
puteid, unspeakably dismal and dreary
and detestable. ut never had they
seemed so weary, stalo, flat, and un-
profitable as they did now.

_Bunter’s foet, wnder the table, estab-
lished contact with the wastepaper-

Toe Macser Lippany.—No. 1,450,
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basket in which reposed the coupons
from Ginker's. Ho nesr, and yet so
far! He had comne for the coupons, and
bs, and
it was the- deponent verbs that had
materialised,

Bunter could have greancd, but he
darcd not. In his terror that Quelch
mght pucesa why he had really come to
the study, he had to affect to take an

¥ interest in those leathsome verbs.

Suddenly thero came a gleam of hope.

There was a tap st the doer, and 1t
opened and Prout looked in.

“My dear Quelch——*

Mr. Queleh reose. He stepped to the
door to speak to the Fifth Form master.
Billy Bunter's fat heart thnmped.

A blink under the teble showed him
the wastepaper-baslet,  half-full  of
crumpled papers. Was there time for a

grah?

Quélch’s back was to him as he talked

to Prout in the doorway. DBunter
resolved to try it on.
e dropped his pen as an excuse.

Then he want down on his knees, and
vroped with a fat paw in the waste-
paper-hasket.
nfortunately, it was at that moment

that Prout passed on his way, and Bbr.
Queleh turned back into the study.

" Bunter I¥ :
Queleh gazed in surprise at a bendine,
fat figure by his table.

“ Bunter, what—-"

0O 1" gasped Bunter.

He rose quickly, rather forpeliing
that his head was under the table.

Bang !

“Whooooop ! roaved Bunler.

The back of his head banged, alurost
Iifting the table. He squirmed up, rab-
Ling the back of that ballet head.

“COw " roared Bunter. “0h crikey !
Wow I¥

“Runter, what-—"
Y I—I—I dropped
gir [ stuttered Duntor.

111 ]}'

id it drop into the wastepaper-

basket ¥
“Oh! Yes, sirt I—"

“My dear boy, there it iz, lying heside
vour chair,” said Mr, Que-fch kindly,
He eould feel for a fellow handicapyped
by short sight. *1 hope your cyesight
13 not deteriorating, Bunter.”

“Ohl Yest! No! o

“Wao will now resmine 1™ said Queleh.

Bunter, in the lowest spirits, picked
up the pen, and they resumed. It was
only ten minutes bofore dorm when
Bunter, at long last, escaped from. the
study and deponent verbs, Ile almost
tottered away. Ife left Mr. %mleh foel-
ing very pleased with himi, But he was
not feeling pleased with Quelel 1

my  pip-pip-pemn,

J=

-

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Chance !

ARRY WHARTON, ia the
H Remove dormitory that night,
looked at Frank Nu%ﬁnt, and
Nugent looked st him—and

Lokily laughed.

It was really rather amusing.

Billy Bunter was worried. But he
still lad the consolations of friendslhip—
though no doubt ke would bave pre-
ferred tho Ginker conpons,

Skinner had brought some lullseyes
up—fior Bunter! Snoop untied a knot
in his bootlace for him. Bolsover major
gave him amn amiable grin—guite an
unaceustomed oxpression on Bolsover's
face. Hazol asked hun whether he was
booked for tes next day, and, findiug
that e wasn't. beoked him forthwiil
Fisher T. Fish Liovered roimd i, pioek-
ine i a boot that Boenter dropped, and

laring ot Siott, who hunted under o
ged for a stud belonging to Bunter, and
found 1t.

In view of what Bunter had rovealed
in Study No. 1, Wharton and Nugent
found theso demonstrations of friend-
ship rather entertaining. ]

They could not help wondering
whether that fricndship would have
faded awayv as suddenly as it had arisen
had Skinner & Co. learned the facts of
the case—that Bunter’s expected wealth
depended upon winning a whack in o
football pool!

But of that, Skinner & Co. had no
gsugpicion, =0 far; and they were not
%uing to learn from Wharton or Nugent,

ho chums of the Remdve had their own
opinion of ‘Bunter and his antics,” but
they did not feel entitled to give him
away, though it really was hard to keep
such a joke Lo themselves,

Skinner & Co. weee still under the
happy delusion that Mr. Quelch 'hn_c!
kept Bunter's letter back becavse 1t
contained an over-generous remittance !

So long as they were under that
delusion, there was not likely to be nny
faltering in their friendship. o 2

Perhaps Bunter found comfort 1n it

In the bullseves he certainly did. But
ho was deeply worried about his
coupons, In the morning Mr. Queleh’s

wastopaper-basket would be cleared, and
tho football coupons would bo thrown
away with the other rubbish, Bunter's
expected wealth would ba gone from his
gaze, like s beautiful dream!

Tho fat Owl of the Remove was
petting  desperate now—so  desporate,
that he resolved to remain awake that
night and steal downstairs in the dark
hoars and raid that wm@ep&ger-bpsket.

With thig fixed intention in his fat
mind, Bunter kept hia eyes open after
lights out in the Remove dormitory.

Quelch would be pgone to bed by
oleven at the latest. Then all weuld be
safo! All Bunter hod to do was to
keep awake till eleven !

IPnfortunatuly. he fell asleep at o
quarter to ten!

When he awakened, it was to the
sound of the rising-bell; and the grey
winter dawn was glimmering in at thy
windows.

Clang, clang, cl_aniet went the bell

Bunter sat up in bed.

“0Oh lor'1” he ejaculated. ;

Ho blinked at glimmerin
windows. He put on his spectacles, an
blinked again! Buf ho could not blink
away the daylight! Only teo evidently.
it was too late for & night raid on

uelel's study.

IFQEu.u:nLl:mr got out of bed.

Generally Bunter was Inst out of bed
in tho Remove dormitory. Ho ususlly
contrived to get an exire few minutes
by culting down washing to tho very
minimum. Now he surprised the whole
Form by getting np first! Even Bols
Cherry, accustomed to leap from his bed
before tho bell ceased to ring, was

gecond.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! roared Dob.
amazed to sen Bunter out of bed.
“You up, old fat man? Il

Bunter did not enswer. s was
bundling into his clothes. For onee, the
Owl of the Bemove was in o hurry fo
get down. ]

For thers remained ome last chinee!
If he could get at Queleh’s wastepapor-
Lasket before it was oleared, the
situation was savod. If bhe couldn't,
the game Wwas ug_l o

Bunter never did a lot of washing in
the morning. On thiz oceasion he did
none at all, He was dressed, and gone,
while some »f fhe Remove wezo ekbill
vawning before turniog out,



“What on earth’s the matter with
Bunter ' asked Bob Cherry, staning at
the podgy back of the fat Owl as ho
wert, © First wp, and first down |7

Harry Wharton laughed. He guessed
what Bunter was efter. 2o did Frank
Nugent. But it was a surprise to all the
rest of the Form, Skinner & Co. did
not dream of zuessing. In the belief
that -it was & romittance of Bunter's
that Mr. Queleh had stopped in transit,
they naturally supposed that the HKemove
master had mm? up thao letter. ‘They
were not Jikely o guess that it had
been deposited m the wastepaper-basket.

Billy Bunter rolled breathlessly down
the stairs. ; e

Mr. Quelch was not likely to be in lus
study &0 early in the morning, an
earky housemald was ihere with brooms
and thinﬁa it did not matter very much.

all ¢

It was ight so long as Queleh wasn't
there, :

Bunter rolled along to Masters’
Iassage.

He  blinked round the corner
cantiously.

“0h ler’ 1™ he gasped.

His head popped back like that of
a tortoize into its shell! For the first
object he beheld as he blinked into the

assage was his IPorme-master, Henry
jamuel Queleh !

ueleh was not in his study ! He was
standing in the passage, in conversation
with Mr. Capper.

Bunter backed away hurriedly.

Obviously he could not burgle Queleh’s
study under Queleh’s eyes!

There was nothing deing ! Almost for
the first time in his fat and lazy career,
Bunter had got up early—ior nothing !
Tha: carly rising was a sheer wasto!

“0Oh crikey I groaned Bunter.

Ho was standimg in the doorway of
the House, biinking out into tihe carly
sunshine, trymg to think out this new
i:tmblﬁm, when a nassal voice grected
tim over a fat shoulder.

“8Bav, bo, you'ro up airly I

Bunter blinked vound at Fisher 1.
Fizh.

Fizhy regarded him curionsly. Like
the rest of the Remave, he was surpeised
by, Bunter’s eavly-rising stunt.

“You surc look peeved, big hoy!”
sald Fishy. “¥You warr{ing about that
letter of yourn! TII tell a man, it sure
i5 the h:ppﬂgﬂtaﬂ:us‘ moustache, -and
then some! T'l1 say Quelch iz a slab-
sided mugwump ™

Bunter had a gleam of hope.

“I—] say, Fishy, I'm goingr to bhag
that lettor 1" he whispeved., " Yoo get
GQuelch away from the possage some-
how, and T’ll mip in—"

“ Forget it 1" zaid Fishy. *Queleh will
have locked it up! He wouldn't leave
rpeney loese sboat hia study—espectally
a lot like that )"

“*Tain't jocked up ! breathed Dunter.
I know exactly where to put my hand
on it, Fighy I

“But Quaolch would sure be hopping
mad if von ¢inched 1t 1" said Fisher T,
IFish, with a stare. " a would make
you hand it over again.”

Dunter openad his moyth—and closod
b aEan.

He was unwilling to confide the {ucts
io Fishy! But Quelch had to be got
off the sceno somehow | It was neck or
nething now !

“Lock here, Fishy, yon get Quelch
aweny P he hreathei “You can tell
iim the Head wants to speak to him !™

“Eh? And get licked for pulling his
leg!" ejaculated Fishy. :

“"Wall, what's a Dcking?®  saud
Buiter,

HWhat's & heking 7" repeated Fishy,
“You can risk i for & pal 1™

EVERY SATURDAY

“Vep, but— DI'm telling you, oli-
timer, you can't keep the letter, even if
vou cineh it ! argucd Fishy.
will know vou had it, and he will mako
ack the money

Had the letter contained a remittanee,
elieved, Fishy

you hand

as Buuater’s [riends

would havo been right.
been uscless for Bunter to “cineh ™ ik,
even if it was left about the study, for
Quelch would certainly have been on his
track wvery shortly afterwards!?

But Bunter knew thet Mr. Queleh

was not likely to miss

letter from his wastepaper-basket !
realized that he had to confide in Fishry,
if he was to get Fishy's help.

“"Look here, T'll jolly well tell son,
Figshy t* he whispered. “M

let it go any farther!

everybody |
Fizher T, Fish jumg:
“ Naot spondulics ™ h
] Hﬂ !Jh

“Not a remittance?"

111 Nﬂ !!‘J‘

“Then what the rhinogerus’ whirkars
has Quelch kept it back for?”
coupons.t?

“It's footbha

It's not money !** _ _
d, “(reat jumping frogs1”
o ojaculated.

7

Fisher . Fish gazed a2t William
George Bunter,

He did not speak. He secmed berefi
of sprech, He had wasted tine and
trouble on Bunter! He had even given
him & packet of toffeal That packet of
toffec ?md cost him sxpence—and o
pang ! And now—-"

Incapable of specch, Fishy just gazed,

“Catch on?" said Bumicr eagerly.
“ Mind, I'm only telling you, not every-
hody | That's where tho monoy’s coming
from—it’s o foorball pool, see?™

“That—that—that——"" Fishy found
lits voice. He stuttered. “That—that—
that’s where the money’s coming from !
Oh, wake snakes and walk chalks 1™

“Yoal ¥ oxpect to win a hundred

undsz or so! Hea! DBut I ecan't o
it without the coupons! They'ra in
Queleh's wastepaper-basket ! Sec? Now
vou get Que!eﬁ off the scope—>

T uelch

(L

It waould have

a crumpled old
He

mnd, don't
I'm not tellmg

“Tell him the Head wants him!
Newvor nind if you get s licking—"
*Bearch me IV
“And I'll nip into the study and Day
ihe eoupons! I'll stand you & fiver cut
of my winnmings—="
{Continucd on nexd pagt.)

B

{1}
A rascal, & TOgue

He Hkss breaking
He

(2}

When

(4)

To interview Loder again

(8)

My question made Loder guite mad,
He bammered the door 1n & passion !
His langnags was badder than bad,
He roved in a ferrible Eashion.
I sltﬂi remained calm and polite :

Bay, where are

Kow Loder, yon know by reputa !
& rofter,
A bully, a baasl, and & brute,
A prefect, a pest and a plotter |
bounds after dark,
soon be expelled and sent packivg
And that, I'm compelled to remark,
Will be 5 most popular sackiog ]

¥o eve will be heavy with {earm
Loder’s klcked ont ol the college,
Iostend, we shall borst into cheers, ;
Which even the Bixth will acknowledge !
Dk, harten swest day of onr drepgms,
When Loder, so rank and so rotten,
With all his pet vices and schemes
Bhall go and be swilily lorgotten i

I hadn't seen Loder since then,
And T was extremsly nowilling

Until he'd gof over hiz apilling !
I wantesd to keap out of sight,
i Bul duty (a plagua on :
Bo, though I wonld rather take Highi!
I went, as I've previously stated.

{5
T went ! And I chuckled with glee ! I turned Loder's key in the lock,
My spirila op like 4 it ! Made sure that he conldn’t gel near me,
For outside his door was hiy key, And {changing voige) with a knock,
I shontad ; “* Hi, Loder ! You hear me § "

‘Which seemed to invile me to lock il !
his was nuuiﬂaE

said : ** There’s no need to be stodgy !
133 you off to fo-night ?
o billiards with Joliffe and Lodgey 7P7%

From the following verses it"s quite plain
to sec that there's no love lost between
onr clever Greylriars Rhymester a

GERALD LODER,
the roscally prefect of the Sixth Form.

{3

With feelings of terror and woe
1 wended my way to bis quarfars.
You'll nndersiand why when you know
I'm oot ?ﬁtnf Lodar’s &6 sl
Moreover. YETF J4I08
A A
¢r, when walkin WAY,
Had stepped on the slide ] Did I travel 7

it 1) waited,

Qried Loder, his voice like a rasp,

"“ Who's that # ** I gaid * Never yon worry:™
[ hesrd the besst siutter and iu]h

And come to the door in & barry !

¥
I saw ihe door rattle and shake,
“Iwa locked it, old lallew !I™ [
hinted.
thoueo woder’s jawbone would break !
His language could never be printed 1
I chuckled end chortled—in facl,
foucd I was liking thig wvisit !
" 8ay, Loder, what horse bave you
backed P )
And what is youor tofal deficit P ™

(@) !
I wanted fo get ikie thing clear,
{1'm rather & plain-spoken talloer),
When someone took hold of my car ;
I turned ! I was Loder’s pal, Waiker !
Hiz face, I could easily see,
Was far Irgm good-tempered. That's

certain 1
He uplocked the door with the key—

i ]
otk
And here's whese I'm deawing the curtain |




1

“Carry me home to die 1™
“Nothing mean about me, I hope
gnidd Bunter. "I promise you a whack

in. my first hundred pounds from
Ginker's——"
Fisher T. Fish gazed at him. Time

and trouble and a_packet of toffee had
Tishy wasted r1 Bunter, in the belief
that pots of money were comning to him |
Now it transpired that the pots of money
depended on Bunter spotting winners
in & football pool ! Billy Bunter was the
same impecunious fathead hie had always
been—only a bigger fathead than Fishy
had guessed or reckoned | And that was
alll  That was what hoe was to risk a
licking for!

“Buck up, old chiap!” said Bunter.
“Cret along to Quelch now, and say——
Cwl Wow! Yarooh! Yovop! Beast!
Rotter ! Yarooooopooop 1"

Bunter did not know why Fisher T,
Fish pitehed into bhim so suddeuly, so
savagely, and so ferociousiy.

But he knew that Fishy did !

On that point there was no room for
doubt.

Fishy punched Lim! He punched
hard ! He grabbed him by his fat neck
and harhgad hiz head on the door. IHe
up-ended him, landing him on the focr
with a terrific concussion. Unsatishied
even then, Fishy banged hiz head on
the floor, and banged it again.

Billy Bunter squirmed, and roared,
and howled., and vellad.

“There, yvou fat mugwump !” gasped
Fisher 1. ¥ish. “There, you slahsided
jar ! That's for you, you pie-faced
clam [

And Fisher T. Fish, breathless from
his excrtions, jerked away, leavin
Billy Bunter wriggling like o fat cel,
antl gasping, and gasping, and pasping
8s if he would never leave off gasping.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
At Last!
(4 UNTER'S making history I re-

B marked Bob -Cherry, at the

breakiast table. -
Ho was |

Iic had been first up of the Form that
morning. Now he vas last into breal-
fast! T'wo records nad beon broken in
one roorning !

Not only was Bunter last in to
brokker; but he was very late indoed.

Strange to relate, his fat face was
;Jright and cheery when he rolled in
ato.

If getting up early and being late for
meals made Bunter feel merry and
bright, he was a changed Bunter |

Fisher T. Vish glared at him. 8o
did Skinner. Alrveady Fishy was
spreading the news of the true nature
of Bunter's great cxpectetions. The
eficct on Bunter's friends was to deflato
their friendship like & punctured tyre.

But Bunter did not hiced.

He was ovidently bucked about some-
thing, and scewed to have forgotten
cven the vigorous way in which Fisher

T Fish had handled him  beforo
pravers,
Harry Wharton emiled at Frank

Nugent, who chuckled. They thought
they know why Bunter was late. and
why he eame in so cheery and bright.
Had he nipped into Quelch’s study for
those lost ﬁ:-ullnnns instead of coming in
wlhen the bell rang for brekker? 1
fooked as if he had]

When the jumors went out after
breakfast, tho satisfied. happy grin
was still on Bunter's far face.

But it disappenred suddenly,
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Bolsover major came across to him in
the guad and kicked him.

Bolsover did not speak. He did not
condescend to explam why he kicked
Bunter. But he did kick him—hard!

Bunter roared.

The bully of the Remaove, having
kicked him a second time, walked away,
leaving the fat Owl wriggling and
yeiling.

Why Bolsover major had done it,
Bunter did not know., He did not, as
yet, connect Bolsover's action with what
he had told Fisher T. Fish that morn-
ing. It was quite & mystery to Bunter—
a painful mystery.

Even after that kicking, Bunter was
sbill leoking very cheery when he went
into class with the Remove.

Had he not cause for satisfaction ?

In his Focket reposed, at long last,
ithe set of coupons issued by CGanker's
Golden Foothall Pools!

It had oceurred to Bunter's fat brain
that during breakfast there would be a
last chance of retrieving that treasure.

Queleh was at breakfast in Common-
room; and there wazs a maild in his
study with a broom. That did not
matter, Bunter was in time.

Naturally, he had not thought of this
ides at first. It invelved being late for
8 meal--a thing not likely to ocour lo
Bunter in a2 hurrey [

Sell, 1t did ocecur to him, and he
heroically resolved to postpone brekker
while he teied it on. It waes worth it,
for the enornmous sums he was going to
win from Ginker's,

The maid with the broom stared ot
him when he rolled into the study and
scouted in the wastepaper-basket. That
E}IESIEH' luckily, had not yet been dealt
with.

There, among other wastepaper, was
the crumpled envelope and the
crumpled sheet of coupons, just where
gutﬂcl hed thrown them the previpus

a "I-

l%untnr grabbed thom.

The astonished maid watchked hin,
but did nothing but stare. DBunter
rolled off with his prize. Fortune at
fast had favoured hum, and it was no
wonder that he grinned heppily st the
breakfast table, o wonder that he re-
covered from Bolsover’s kicking, uno
wonder that, he smirked a fat and
fatuous smirk as ho rolled into the
Form-room with thoe Remove,

That sheet of coupons in his pocket
was worth—what? Hundreds of pounds,
Bunter hoped! He had a hopeful
naturo!

There was & general grin alon
ranks of the Remove. Most o
fellows had heard by that time,

It was no longer necessary for Whar-
ton and Nugent to keep Bunter’s extra-
ordinary secret. 'That secret was out.
Fisher T. Fish, breathing wrath and
indignation, was telling the world.

It scemed no end of 8 joke to most of
the Remove It did not seem much
of & joke to the fellows who had been
buttering Bunter in the belief thet a
big remittance had arrived for him.

Only the fact that Bunter was short-
sighted prevented him from noticing
the changed looks of his friends in class.
Thoy locked at Buntor as if they could
have bitten him.

The rest of the fellows grinped. Mr.
Chuelch noticed signs of unusual hilarit
in hiz Form that morning, and frowned,
Ie did not know what was amusing the
Remove—rather furtunately for Burnter !

Billy Bunter had never been keen on
class. But he found it more boering
than ever that morning. IHe was
anxious to get going on his football
coupons [ Lessons seemed a2 very irri-
tating waste of time in the circum-

the
the

stances. The faf Owl simply could nof
give Quelch any attention.

Second lesson was history, and Quelch
asked  his Form questions. He ad-
dressed Bunter twice without receiving
an answer, Bunter was deep in
thought=—not on historical subjeects |

“Bunter ! said Mr. Quelch, for tho
third time, in &8 deep, rumbling volev.

Boly Cherry kicked Bunter wundor the

desk.

“Wow " gasped Bunter. “I say—
Oh!l Yes, sirl Did you sEea]-:, sir?
heard what you said, sirl

*Indeed " snaplped Mr. Quelch, *If
vou heard what 1 said, Bunter, kindly
answer my question at once !

“0Oht" gosped Bunter, woundering
what on earth question Quelch had
aslked,

Mr. Queleh gave him s grim look.

ueleh did not approve of fellows
allowing their thoughts to wander
during class.

“ Bunter, who was defeated at the
Lattlo of Bosworth?'

* Manchestor United, sir ™

YWhat T roaved Mr, Quelch,

I—=1 mean, Bheflield Wednesday,
sir 1" gasped Bunter.

“Ha he, ha!" roared the Bemove.

IE\'idﬂn;IﬂEEuntﬂr'a fat mind was run-
ning on agun feams which he was
selecting for hiz fooiball coupons.

“Bunter! How darc von make such
absurd answers ! hooted Mr, Quelel.
“You will write out * Hichard the
Third was defeated at the battle of
Bosworth *—a hundred times 1"

“Wowawvas he, sir!” gasped Bunter,

“Do you not know theat he was,
Bunter

“I—I thought he was defeated once,
] ="’

“ What ?”

“I=—1 nover Eknew that he
defeated o hundred times, sig—"
“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the Romove.
“Upen my word!” ejaculated Mr.
Cueleh, *This bov's stupidity iz beyond
beliefl  Bunter, you will write out &
hundred times that Richard the Third
was defented and slain at the battle of

Bosworth.”

“Oh! Yes, sir! I—T seo! Yes, sic!”
gasped Bunter.

“And if you do not give attention to
the lesson, Bunter, I shall cano you!™

“Oh. lor’! 1 mean, certainly, sir.”

After which Bunter tried hard te dis
miss more Important matters from his
fat mind, and give Quelch eome at-
tention.

Bur 1t was a great relief to be dis-
missed for break. In break, however, a
gurprize awailed Bunter.

As he went down the corridor Stoit
and Snoop barged him, togother, and he
went rolling, with & roar.

As he rolled Hozeldene stopped and
kicked hun ! Fisher T'. Fish kicked ham,
tool SBkinner came up with o run, and
kicked !

Then they walked out, leaving Billy
Bunter sprawling and bawling., He
sprawled, and bawled, till Bob Cherey
;:indly picked him up, and set ham on lus
ect.

“Ow!™ gasped Bunter., “Beasts! 1
aay, what did those beasts pitch into a
chap for? Wow "

“Jlooks like the ond of & devoled

was

friendship, old fat bean!” answered
Bob. with a chuckle.

“HMa, ha, ha!*

“ODwl I jolly well shan't let them

have anything out of what I get from
Ginker's now [ gasped Bunter,

“ Looks as if they don’t expéet o ot 1™
chuckled Harry Wharton.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ow!l Beasts! Wow "

Bunter rolled away to his study.
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* Kindly answer my question at once, Bunter ! ** snapped Mr. Quelch.
+ Manchester United, sir ! '* said Bunter, his thoughts wandering. ** What ? ** roared the Remove Formx Master.

EVERY SATURDAY

i

“* Who was defeated at the battle of Bosworih ? *°

tiI__.__I

mean, Shefficld Wednesday, sir ! ** gasped Bunter. ** Ha, ha, ha [ " roared the Remove,.

There he was safe from his disgruntled
friends, and he was ablo to get busy on
hiz foolball coupons.

He was Iate for third scheol. He
catae in ten minutes late, and was duly
rewarded with another hundred hnes.
Bub he hardly gave the lines a thought.

Lines did not matter very much to a
follow who was shortly going to roll in
pols of money—perhaps !

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Golng Strong !
Jaro o good teawn,

i VERTON
Meter
“Fow better 1" agrecd Peter

.].“.:':idr

* Fluddersfi=ld aro preity good=—"

“Fine

“Think Everton will win®”

“Jolly likely."”

“But what ohout ITuddersfeld ¥

“%Liitl} likely.™ . .

“You silly assi” said Billy Dunfer.
They cav't both win.”
“Why pot? asked Petor

soth first-vate teams.”

“1 mean, they're playing ene another
—both =ides ean't win mn 8 SBoceer
natch.”

“0Oh1” snid Toddy. “No! If they're
playing one ancther, old fat bean, the
chances arc that both won't win I®

“But they might draw !V said Bunter,

“Thay might}"*

“Well, what do you think, Toddy

“1 think you're a howling ass, old
chap 1™ .

“1 mean, what do you think about
tho football coupon, vou fathead?™

“*1 think you'd hetiey shove it in the

“Oh, shut uwp!™ snoried Dunter. Ile
wanted advies: Lub advice of that sort
wis no use to him,

Petor chockicsd and went out of Slody

“They're

No. 7, leaving Billy Bunfer decp in
Leaguo football; with & sheet of
coupons on the table before him, & pen
in his hand, a thoughtful wrinkle on his
fat brow, and a sinudge of ink on his fat
little nose. ; ;

Bunter was busy spotting winners.

Bunter was not o great man in the
Boceer line. Except for Coker of the
Fifth, he woa probably the worst foot-
baller that ever was. Hia knowledge of
the form of League teams was even moro
!m;tf-ed than hiz knowledge of the gamo
1tself.

Thiz, corteinly, presented difficuliiea
atill, e hoped to havo luek. He had
heard of fellows making a lot of money
on football pools. He had not actually
met anvone whoe had acouired great
wealth from that source, but he had
heard of such follows. One thing was
certain—if he named the winning teéams
he shared in the dividend—and the
dividend might be simply tremendous |

On the other hand, of couvse, it
mightn’t !

But Bunter did not bother about that !
He preferred to look on the bright sido
of thingsa.

He knew that Ginker's paid oulb great
sima, because they said so, and they,
of rourse, knew |

Why shouldn't some of thoso preas
surns come Bunter's way? Bunder saw
o renson why they shouldn't.

All he had to do was to spot winners,
There were quite a lot of coupons on the
sheet to choose from, and Buoter
selected one that required the naming of
five winning teams.

On thiz he concentrated, He wrinkled
hiz fat hrows as he weighed up the
various chances of the wvarious teama
He was rather handieapped by having
no knowledge of the subjeet.

Still, he fancied he knew. Ilo had
areat  faith i hrs own  oleverness,
Bunter kuew, at least, that ho was
clover, though wn whal crovemds Jee

founded thiz belief, waz a mystery Lo
other fellowa,
He filled in his coupon at last.

Five teams were named to win, and
Bunter's idea was that they were going
to win. They were, 1n fact, as likely to
win as to lose, boing all pood League
toams., They were also as %ilm]y to loge
as to win, their opponents also being all
good League teams. ¥ chanee favoured
Bunter, he was all right. If it dido’t,
ho wasn't. And that was that !

Anyhow, he was linished.

He filled in his addresa as “Grey-
friars,”” leaving out the * Hchool,” for
Ginker's had a rvule on that subjeet,
which the fat Owl cheerfully diare-
garded. They would suppose that
“Greyfriare ™ waa the name of a
country house, or something of that
it

There was also » condition that o
fellow had to be over twenty-one vears
of age, which Bunter would also have
disregarded had ho noticed it. But he
tid not, as o matter of fact, observo that
vule at all. .

Having completed lus coupon, he en-
vlosed it in au cuvelope, mnr{wdﬁmﬁﬁe&
it to Ginker's,

Then a stamip was required.

He was not disposed to ask Dol
Cherry for e stamp. Apd, In the
changed eircumstances, b was useloss
fo apply to Fisher T. Fish, or any other
of bhig estranged friends.

Luckily, ho found a stamp in Peter
Todd's desk.  Peter, perhaps, would
not have regarded that discovery e-
lucky. But it was all right for Bunter.

With the envelope duly stamped, he
rolled out of the study. énuem fellows
in the Remove passage grinned at him.
Bunter, a3 n spottor of winneve, was
causing some hilavily in his Form. Tha
Famons Five, on the landing, wera talk-
mg football—though not in connoction
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with Jm::ds. Thew emuled as the fat Owl
rolled by,
Bunter gave therm a disdawiul blink.
“You can griel"™ bhn remarked con-

trm%wmus] ¥, _ _
“Thanks—we will I"" said Bob Cherry,
“The grnfulunessa 15 ternbic, wy

cateemed and whotie Bunter 1Y chuckled
Hurree Jamsct Ram Sugh.

Bnilf, from DBunter !

“¥ou'll jolly well grin on the other
side of vouwr mouth when you see tne
rolling in money ¥ he sneered. "1
shan't lend you any!”

“Not even s tonner or two?" ashked
TGob. “Dash it all, don't be eaun,
Buuly ! You wouldn™t miss a tenner oul
of it, would you?®"

“Mot out of o  whole
pontds 1" chortled Nugent

“It mav bo more than a hundred!”
said Bunter loftily, 1 heard of a chap
who made hundreds and hundreds™

“ Lucky man!™ said Bob. “Who was
L ¥

“T haven't actually met him—-m->»"

“Ah! I thought not!” sighed Dob.
“ (e never does actually meot the chaps
who make these huge sutps! Cue hears
of them, but never mects them.™

“Ia. ha, ha!” o

(M, cackle!” said Buuter. *Wait
till Saturday, and yon sec my teams all
winuers! You won't c¢ackle thenl
Yahi"”

And Bunter rolled away downstairs
to post his letter. He left the chuus of
the Remove still enckling.

The fat Owl relled acvess the quad,
and dropped the letter into the box.  Heo
was feeling guite bucked.

After so many difficultics ho had got
through. There was only one worry left
on his fat mind. Quelch Lad kept back
ohe letter from Ginker’s. and 1if he
spotted tho next, that m:.f;ltt be dietarned
a-]?;f-m. Buill, even if Quelch bagged the
letter, lic couldn’t bag the cheque in it !
The chegue in it would be Bunter's
property, and would have te come to
him sooner or later. He did not doubt
that thero would be o cheque 1n at.

Besides, very likely the lewter would
got through all right.  Quelch wasn't
always so jolly watchful.

The letter contaiming the coupons had
been ralher bulky, and so0 had drawn
his attention.  The next letter would
contain only & cheque—and most likely
Queleh would not notice it at all,

A cheque did not bulk large—even a
cheque for a large sum! Exactly how
large the suin was going to be Dunter
did not feel sure.

It might be & hundred pounds! It
might be two or three hundred ! On the
othor hand, he realised that it might be
only fifty or s0!

Seill, Afty was pretty good-—especially
if he went on every week bagping as
much! A fellow who made even a moero
fifty pounds a week couldn’t grumble,
Bunter consideread.

It was rather rotten, with such pros-
pects and expectations, to lack, at the
actual moment, the price of & jam tari!
Having posted his letter, Bunter rolled
away to the school shop to feast his eyes
—as he could not feast his fat interiov
till his winnings arrived from Ginker's.

He found Fisher T. Fish rogarding
Birs. Mimble's window with & thought-
ful eve, Fishy was considering whether
to expend threeponce on tuck for tea.
It was a painful problem for Tishy to
think out, for tuck, once consumed, was
gone for ever, while threspence, un-
ux{pi}tldud. was & permanent possession,
After long and anxious cogitation Fishy
decided to keep his threepence, and
turned away from temptation—and
nearly ran into Bunler,
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Bunter blinked at him.

**1 say, Iishy—" he began.

“¥ou pr-faced gink ! suid Fisher.

“T've posted my coupons, old
chap——~"

“You locoed geck ™

“*I shall have otz of money noxt
wotk——"

“You ornery bonchead ™

“I'l] 1ell vou what, Fishy! You're
been tryving te sell that wateh you got
off Tubl of the Third! I'l Luy it—
next week 1™

“You slabsided jay !

“T'H give you o quid for il—if yon
lend me  half-a-crown  now 1™ said
Bunter., “ What about thati”

IMisher 1. Fish did not reply'in words.
He seemed to have cexhausted his
¢loguence.  He proceeded to action
Takmg Bily Bunter by the collar. he
banged his heed on the tree outside tho
slhop, and walked away, leaving Bunter
:,r'rrlfing. Evidently the fat Owl was not
going to raise anything more on his
expoctations—non that his friends knoew
what thoso expoctationa were !

R o e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wants To Know 1

ARRY WHARTON & CO wern

H playing football en Saturday

afrernoon. It was the first foot-

ball match of the term, and

they were plaving Hobzon & Co. of the
2hell, Potter of the Fifth was referce.

A pood muny fellows relled up to see
the game, and among them the captain
of the Remove was rather surprized to
note  the fat face and gleaming
spoctecles of Billy Bunter. t was 8
little uncommon for Bunter to be keenly
intercsted in the Formm games—especially
an & cold and windy day ! It looked as
if his new interest in Boceer was extend-
ing from pools 1o play.

“I-say, you fellows——" began Bunter,
blinking round apparently in search of
someone, 1 say, I heard a chap say
that Potter was going to rof—"

“So he 151" answered Harry.

Dunter’s interest, it seemed, was nod
in the Remove mateh, but in the veferee
—which was really moro surprising.

“Well, where 13 he, then?” asked
Buntor.

“ Just coming along,”™ said Harry,

Porter of the Fifth was in sight—of
everyone except the Owl of the Remove.

“What the thump do you waent Potler
for, you blithering owl?” asked Ilerbert
Vernon-Smith,

“0Oh, I just want to spcak to him,”
said Bunter.

“MNo time now, ass!?

“h, really, Smithy——"

“You can speak to lum after the
game, fathead I said Nugent.

“That won't dol” said Bunter. “Tt
will be too lute to go to Courtheld then,
you see.” i

Harry Wharton & Co. just then were
interpsted in football, and mnot st all
in W. . Bunter! But that remarlk
caused them to stare ot the fat junior,

“What the dickens ia the fat chump
talking about?™ asked Bob Cherry. " Do
yvou happen to mean anything, Bunter !

““The meanfulness does not seem to be

terr fie 1 )
Billy Bunter did not trouble te
answer. He had discerned Poller of the

Fifth now, :a.rllri'-'iﬂ%I on the spot, and he
rolled to intercept him.

“71 say, Potter—"

“{Fet out of it, Bunter 1” rapped two
or three voices,

“What's that fat freak doing here?™
nsked the Fifth Form man. “Not play-
inﬁ. 1 supposa ¥

Ha, ha! Noi"

““t . say, Totler, i Coker getﬂng
his evening paper to-day?” squeake
Bunter.

“Ihi" zaid Potter.

** Last term Coker used to get an cvens
ing paper for the football reports,” said
Bunter. *Is ho getting one to-day?”

*1 believe s0!” answered attar,
“What the dooco does it matter to yon
whethor he is or not? Got out ™

“But, I zay, I want to know— I
58 Y—— owl!l If you kick me eganin,
Johnny Bull, you beast, I'l—I'll——
Yaoooop 1™ _

T'wo or three foothall boots gave Billy
Bunter a hint—a strong hint=—that ho
was superfluous on the spot. Ha roared
and rolled away.

The match began, and Bunter was
completely  forgotten, Had the
Removites thought about the matrer
they could have guessed why Bunter was
interested - in Coker's evening paper.
The results of the League matches
would be given in that paper, and
Bunter was going to know whether ho
had spotted the winners or not. But, as
e maotter of fact, tho juniors did not
guess, for they did not think about tho
matier at .a..li.'. Thay had something
rather more important to think of than
Billy Bunter's weird antics.

It was a strenuous match with plenty
of mud about, -and fellows round the
ficid stampued their feet and checered the
goals, But Billy Bunter was not among
thom  Duoter had come there for in-
formation, not to wateh the game—ond
while the heroes of the Remove coverod
themselves with glory and mud Dunter
frowsted over the fire in the Rag and
drearned golden dreams of gold from
Ginkeor's.

Coker of the IMifth had gone out with
Cireens  that aftornoon, early.  Billy
Bunter was anxious to know whether hao
was going to bring the evening paper n
with him—and still more anxious to sce
i, when it camn,

Every now and then he rolled away
from tho fre and blinked out of the
window of the Rag. But he did nol cast
a single, solitary blink towards the foot
ball field. He was looking out for
Coker.

But Coker had not come in by tea-
time, when the football matech was over
and the fellows were cleaning off nny
gmount of mud in the changing-room.
When the Famous Five came tramping
checrily up to the Remove passago they
found %unmr waiting for them in tho
doorway of Study Ne. 1.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“ Halle, bailo, hallol We've beaten
them, Buntor, old fat man ! roeared Bob

u? said DBunter. *0h,

cpd! They're rather rotten footballers
in the Shell, ain’t they?™

“You Et":% ass, they're a jolly strong
lot " said Harry Wharton, *“Hobby
was 1n great form.”

“Couldn’t be much if you beat them,
remarked Bunter. “But never mind
football now., What about teaf”

“Couldn't be much if wo beat them—
and what about tca?” repented the
captaio of the Remove, ™ Do you ﬂ]w&g'a
ask yvourself to tea in that tactful way ¥

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“"What I mean iz, of course, you beat
them, being such splendid f[ootballers ™
zaid Bunter hastily. * What abont tea "

“Becond thoughts are best 1™ chuckled
Fob Cherry. “ Being such splendid foot-
ballers, let's show Bunter how we kick
for gorl! Now, we'll take Bunter as
the Soceer ball—stand him in the middle
of the passage, and—— Whero aro you
going, Bunter?”

Bunter was going=—fast! On the land-
ing he turned to yell:



“Yuhi! Think I want your mcasly
tca? Don't expect me to ask you {0 &
spread next week when I get my
money | I jolly well shan'’t 1

Bunter went down to tea m Iall. Ho
consoled himseli with the reflection that
in & few days he wonld ho feasting on
the fat of the land, Ginker's wore going
o ba tho founders of iho foasts—
pechaps !

After tea ho looked for Coker,

But Coker was at the pictures with
Greene, and they had tea’d in Court-
field; and Iloraeco did not turn up till
jugt on eall-over. .

Bunfer snafled him as he came in.

*1 say, Coker—*

" Bheer off I snapped Coker.

“Did you bring in a paper?”

“"Eh? Yes! Get outi™

“Let & chap squint at it, will youi”

Coker stared for a moment ab
Bunter. That fat and fatuous vouth
did not realisa what an awful cheek
it wns to bother a IMifth Form man at
zll, let alone to ask him for his ovening
paper. Having stared at Bunter,
Horace Coker proceeded to demon-
strate what a short way he had with
fags. Hno took Bunter by the collar
and sat him down on the floor with a
heavy bump. Then he walked on with
the grinning Greone. ]

“The cheek of these fage!™ said
Coker,

*Yoo-hoop P* was Bunter’s remark.

At ealling-over in Hall, Billy Bunter
blinked acress at the Fifth, his eyes
and spectactes on Coker.  Coker had
an cvening paper shout him, and in
the “Stop Press” columns of that
paper were the rvesultz of that day's
League matches, And the swanky ass
wairldn's let Buntcr see the paper.
Bunter, of course, was going to see Ltl

After call-over Cokor went up to his
study. Potter and Greenc didn’t, be-
causc Coker did.  Greene had had
cnough of Coker’s conversation that
day; and Potter hod no yearning for
it, 2o when Billy Bunter blinked into
Ctker's study, he saw Horace alone
there, sitting 1 his armechair, with his
leng legs stretched out, his foot resting
cen the table, and in that elegant atii-
tide perusing the cvening papor

Bunter did not ask lim again te be
allowed to *sguint?’ at the paper
Onee bitlen was twice shy.

“| say, Coker—""
Coker glared over the top of ihe
Poper.

“Liet ot 1?

“Heve you looked at the notice-
hoard sineca you ceme ¥ psked
Bunter.

“En? No Anyihing om it?Y asked
Coker.

“1 thousht you'd like to know that
Winpate’s put your name gap—'’

‘What §”

Coker gathered in
jumped out of tho chair.

“ My name 1 he ejaculaind,

*For the Rookwood maich—"

“Jg the list up already 7' exelaimed
Coker. “By gum! Has Wingate really
had scnse cnough to e‘nch mo out for
the first eleven? By Goorge!”

Coker 1ossed the paper on tho tablo
snd rushed out of the study., lle did
the Fifth Form passage ns if it had
been the cinder path.  He did the
stairs threo at o time. If Wingate had
it up the list for the Rookwood
match, and put Coker's name in it,
nothing else 1w the wida world mat-
tered. Coker arrived guite breathless
at the noitee-board. Hilton and Price
of the Fiich were standing there, and
thev glanced at him in surprise.

“Roolkwond list up?” masprd Coker.

his legs and

EVERY SATURDAY

“Not that I hnow of""  answerml
Hilten., “It won't be up till Tuesday.”

“Bunter told mo it was”  Coker
scanned the Dboard with eager cyes
“He said my name was in "

“Ha, ha, ha!” reared Ifilten and
Price. 5 i

The idea of Coker’s nmame being in
a first eleven list struck them as the
best joke, so far, that term.

Coker, unheeding, scanned the hoard.
No first eleven list was there, Iad it
been, Coker's name was sbout the last
at OGreyfriars likely to be included
thorein, Uoler gasped with wrath.

“ P-pulling my leg ! he stuttered.

“Ha, ha, ha?" xelled Hiltan and
Price.

“1'ML spiflicate him!" ]

Coker of the Fifth tore back to his
stucly with the full design of spiflicat-
ing Billvy Bunter. But Bunter was no
longor there. Billy Bunter wes gone,
and so was Coker'’s evemng paper,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
All The Winners !
& SAY, you fellows ! yelled Billy

E Bunter.

Bunter was in the Itap.

In that apartment most of the
juniors had gathered after call-over.
Harry Wharton & Co., in & cheery
group, were discussing the afternoon’s
game, Skinner & Co., in low volces,
were discussing the chancea of Nobhlod
Mick at three to one against. Fisher
T. Fish, with a clonded brow, was
thinking of the sixpeneo he had ex-
cnded on toflee for Bunter—a deoad
Fuss which haunted Fishy's thoughts,
and almost kept ham aw:ﬁiﬁ o' nighta.
Bunter, with cager cyes end spectacles,
was seanning  football r:*sulits in the
evening papcr he had obtained by =0
masterly a stratagens.
HHES sudden vell rapp throngh tho
ag.

Bunter, of course, had faith in his
own judgment as a spobter of winners.
He koew what a jolly clever chap he
was, if nobody elso did. BStill, it was
with a feeling of tropidation that he
scannodd  the resulfs. He might have
got one wrong, or oven two. The first
result relieved him: he was right. The
second was encouraging: he was right
again. The third turned out to be
correct, also.

By that time Bunter’s fot bheart was
thumping.

His fat fingors almost trombled as
he compared his list with the list in
the “Stop Press™ eolumn to ascertain
the fourth rvesule, Right again,

And then he read the fifth resalt,
and his oyes almost popped through
his spectacles. Right once more
Right on the mark. Billy Buntet,
knowing nothing whatever about the
matter, had got the winners. Eagerly
he eompored his list onee moro with
the list in the paper. Right overy
time. Ho had named five teams on his
coupon—safe now at Ginker's. Ha had

beenn  lucky—fool's luck, no donbt,
Anvhow, he had them pight.

Then he velled with glee.

Iellows looled round av him.

“§  eav, vou fellows!” slwicked
Bunter. "I say—— Tlwyrah! 1 eay!
Ripping! I say! Ob crikey !’

He jumpod ap from the armehair,
and Bourished Uoker’s cveming paper
round hiz head as if he wore waving a
flag in triumph,

“Y epwv, you fellowsa!l Oh crombal 1
say ! musped Dunter,

U alle, hallo. halle ™ Alad,  ald
clian®” asked Bol Cheriy,

Z1
“Whereforo {his fhusness'" jnnuired
Poter Todd.

“1 say, you fellows, I've ot ‘om "
yolled Bunter,

i G{lt. "'E'ITI.?“ [l&-k&l] Bﬂh. "‘E:'.:I-
what? The collywobbles ¥

“Cone potty 7' asked thoe Bowmler.

“Tha pottifulness secms 10 be
torrific ! ]

"I'vo got "om V7 velled Bunier. *'1'd
like to hear what you'll say now? Don't
I know somothing about Soccer—-what !
I'va got ell five right! Bee! I've got
tha winners on my covpon ™

S Gammon 1

“Look 1" velled Bunter.  * Just look !
Here's my list—same as I put on my
(rinker coupon! Here's the results m
the papor! Lookl I had a sixponco
onl Look|”

Harry Wharten & Co. looked. They
really were interested now., It was
about a million chances to one against
Buntey: but it was always possible, of
course, for the millionth chance to turn
np.  Apparcntly 1t had.

Dunter’s fat face was fairly trans-

figored with joviul satisfaction. lo
lonked as if he was going to danee.

“1 say, vou feﬁﬂws, look | ho
howled.

He handed hiz lisk to Bolb Cherry
and the paper (o Harry Wharton.
Thev proceeded to compnro notes.

Skinner & Co. exchanged startled
glances.  Fisher 7T, Fish  breathed
quickly through his long thin nose.
Skinner & Co. ceased to be interested
in Nobbled Nick. IFishy forgot bis lost
sixponce.

Not for an instant had they sup-
posecd that the fat and fatuous Owl
would win nn_w.hiniin Ginker's Golden
Foothall Pools. iven n fellow who
know Soccor inside ouwt wans not likely
to win anything. 8o how could a fat
duffer like Dunter, who know nothing
at all¥ Bheer chance—the very
sheorest chance—must bave dene it
Bkinner & Co. gathered round, deeply
interestod. Had thev foreseen this,
had they cven dreamed that it was pos-
sible, they would not have been in such
a hurry to drep Bunter's friend=hip.
But who could have forescen such =
chance as this?

“Read "om out!” sgueaked Buntor
Iaruathie:isl;“. “1 say, reed 'em  oul,
old man !’

For once the fat Owl of the Remove
had the general attention, Hob Cherry
procecded to read out his coupon list,
while ITarry Wharton glanced dmen
the list of resnlts in the paper,

" Arscnal TV =aid

“Waon 1" sald Harry.

“ Evertoni”

“Won I”

“Meanchester United 1*°

“Won'I"

“ Shefield Wednesday 7'

“Won!”

“Weet Ham?”

T 'l"lli'r ok !:II

“0Oh, my hal?’ zaid Bobn “What
on carth made Bunter put them down
az winners, if they were going to
win ¥

“Ta, ha, hat”

“1 sav, you lellows, I told you so0i”
frilled Dunter,  “1 know all aboub
Hoccer, you chaps! I'm going in for
this regularly, after this! Iancy got-
ting a hunidred pounds s week—what 7'’

“Fapey!” gasped Bob., “Lat of
faney about it, I think ™

“The faneilulness is ternifie I grinna
Tlurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Akinner iooked at Snoop.

“T'he fat idiots dono 81" Le
whispered, — “ Of course, it was sheer
vhanee,.  He couidn't do it again ta
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save hiz wdiolic life !
this time !

“How much do you think ?” breathed
Sno .

“well, the stakes ore divided, you
kunow. It depends on how much thero
was 11 the pool, ond how many winners
share out. 1 heard of a iellow who
made ninety uwnds onge. 1 never
knew him, but I heard of him,”

“Ninety pounds!” gasped Snoop.

“I say, you fellows, what do you
think now?” RBilly Bunter was enjoy-
ing his suocess tremoendously. *“Think
1 don't know anything about footor—
what ¥

“Not o thing 1" said Harry Wharton,
laughing, “lt's happened once, by
chanee, bul it wen't happen again, old
fat man !

“Xah!"

“And leok here, you fat ass” said
Johnny DBull, “youwll get into a row
if this gets out. CGambling on foot-
ball matches—"

“Yanl”

“Rotten bad form, dear Loy !” said
Tord Mauleverer.

xantt

“Yau
said SBkinner,

But—lie's done it

fellows leave Bunter alone”
“I dare eay you'd be

jolly glad te do what Bunter’s done,
any ow. "

“Jolly glad, I faney'” said Snoop,
taking Elia cue from Skinoer.

* All very well to preach at Bunter,”
saidl Hazeldena, “T eall it onvy IV

“And I'll say that's the right name
for it 1" weighed in Fisher T. Fish, “T'l}
tell 8 man Bunter's a bully boy with
s glass eye and thon somo.”

“Don’t son take any notice of those
::_n{’pmg fellows, Dunter.” said 3kinuner,
“Your friends are jolly plad of your
lnek, anvhow IV

“{traticrs, old chap ! said Stott.

Biily Bunter blinked atr Skinner & Co.
This sudden revival of friendship was
a little sravtling, to say the least. For
the last two or three days Skinner &
Lo, had not epoken to hin. except to
call him unpleasant names. MNow, it
seemed, he was their dear old pal again
—renovated equal to new, as it were.

“T1 sar, vou fellows, you can jaw at
a chap, but vou jolly wejli can't do what
I've done,” sald Buanter, ‘with an in-
dignant blink at the Famous Five.
“And if you think you're comung in
on what I ger from Ginker’s. you're
jolly well mistaken—seo 7
“Kick him!” said Johnny Bull

“You let Bunter alone.” said 3kinner
warmly., “Iere, Bunter, old chap, let's
get out of this. We've got sémo supper
i my study—"

SBkinner & Co. marched Billy Bunter
out of the Rag.

. The fat Owl rolied away with them.
in happy mood, his fat little nose high

in the air.

Bunter  did  not, rhaps, wvalug
Skinner & Co.'s friend: ﬁfp very highly,
lmit supper in the study wasz attractive,

It was no light matter to ask Bunter
to supper but evidently it was worth
while if the “pots of money " wore
coming homa to roost.  And now it
really 'ooked as if thoy were!

Skinner & Co., not vsually hoapitable
oy open-handed, combined resources for
that study supper, and even Fisher T,
Fish weighed in with a contribution.

In Btudy No. 1L in the Rewove,
Rilly . Bunter, happg and sticky, fed
on the fat of the land, as Skinmer & Co.
cheerfully anticipated doing when the
pots of money came along ®

They had not eome alang yor !
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Backing Up Bunter!
hallo, hello! Whant

1 ALLO,
H agnything, Coker "
Harry Wharton & Co. had
comte up to the studies for
prep when Coker of the Filth barged
into the Remove passage. Coker's
rugged face was wrathy, clearly indi-
cating thet Florsce was, as wusual, look-
ing tor trouble. The Famnous Five, also
a5 usual, were prepared to give hin all
he was locking for, and a little more,
for which he was not looking.

“"Where's Bunter ¥ demanded Coker,

with a glare. “I sup he's up here
for prep. I've been looking for him!
Where—"

Coker broke off as the fat figure of
Billy Bunter appeared in the doorway
of Study No. 11, up the passage.

Heaving finished the spread provided by
the hospitality of Skinner & Cao,
Bunter was coming out ot Study No. i1
to go along to his own study for prep.
As he eame rolling cheerily down the
passage Coker started to meot him,
with 1ong  strides.

* Oh 1* gasped Bunter, es he sighted
the great inan of the Fifth, And he
whirled round and bolted back imto
Study No. 11, like a fat rabbit into a
burrow,

" Btop I roared Coker.

Bunter vanished. Coker rushed up
the passage. Harry Wharton & Co.
lonked after him, and looked st one
another.

* Roll him home ¥ asked Bob.

A strenuous football mateh that after-
noon had by no means exhausted all
Bob's exuberant energy,

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Bunter's got his pals with him,” he

sard. ™ No need for us to butt in ™
“That’'s so!” sgreed Bob, rather
reluctantly.
Coker rcached the door of Study
No. 11,

In that study IHazel and Fisher T.
Fish were about to leave, and Skinner
and Snoop and Stott were thinkimg of
prep when Billy Bunter bolied in sgain,
gasping.  Surprised by that sudden
return  of their distinguished guest,
Skinner & Co. stared at him.

“1 say, you fellows!” gasped Bunter.

" What—" began Skinner.

But he did not need to ask. Thero
was & heavy tramp in the passage, and
Horace Coker starcd in at the door-
way.

“Got you, you young sweep !” hooted
Coker, with a terrifying glare at the
dismayed Owl of the Hemove.

Bunter do I round the table in
great alarm.  In his happy satisiaction
at what he had learned Irom Coker's
evening paper he had q}uim forgotten
Coker, and hia prebable snnoyance.
Nﬂw_fm was reminded of both.

Skinner & Co. stood and stared.

‘71 say, you fellows, keep him off I
splutiered Bunter.

Coker tramped in.

“ Pulling my leg—what?” he roared.
* Making out that my name was up for
the First Eleven, and sneaking my even.
Ing paper a3 soon &3 my back was
turned ! By pum 1™

“Look here, Coker, you get out!*
said Bkinner. * You—— Yarcooh 1"

A sweep of Coker’s heavy hand sent
Skinner staggering. and  the Fifth
Farmer tramped round the table after
Bunter.

M 1=1I guess——" stammored Fisher T.
Figin, “1 guess—oh, wake snakes!”

A shove from Coker caused Fishy
to st down suddenly.

“Now !" roared Coker, grabbing at
Bunter.

The fat junior dodged wildly,

“1 say, you fellows!” he yelled.
“ Ot geo, Coker, wou bemst! 1
never had vour evening paperi 1 only
wanted to look at it, too. You can have
it back{ I say—whoop! Rescuc!”

Bunter d in wvain. Coker's
mighty grasp was on him.

untar yelled fransically.

He had? not forgotten that heily

smacking Coker had bestowed on him at
the station on the first day of thae term.

Now history was going to repeat atsoelf.
Bunter yelled for help.
Smack 1

“1 say, you fellows! Rescue! Help!
Dragimoff 1" raved Bufiter, “1 say—
yaroohl Beasts! Wow! Will you
dragimofff Funks! Wow! I say,
brek up, you fellowal Ok crikey!
Wow 1™

Skinner & Co. exchanged dismayed
looks. Tackling Coker was a task for
which they had no relish whatever,

On the other hand, whset was to
become of their renewed and renovated

iriendship with Bunter if they left him

to the tender mercies of the enraged
Horace? Obviously, such a base deser-
tion of their dear old pal would wash
aut any chance of sharing in the pota
of money

“Owl! Help! Resene!” shricked
Bunter, aa Coker’s hefty hand smacked,
and smacked again, and the fighteat
Erouﬁm at Greyinars rang like a

CLLINY

“ Back up 1™ breathed S8kinner despar-
g;‘tely‘ Really, there was no help for
il

Skinner and Stott rushed at Coker,
Hazel rushed after them. More slowly,
3ncop followed, end Fisher T. Fisl
hovered in the rear. The five of them,
certainly, could have handled Coker, had
they put their beef into it.

Their principal desire was not to geb
hurt. Tackhng a fellow like Coker, on
those lines, was rather a dubiouz pro-

itionn. Really, it was im ihle to
andlo Coker of the Fifth without
petting a bit. damaged.

Bkinner and Stott grasped Cokoer, to
drag him off Bunter. They got hold
of his arms, and hung on to them
desperately, hoping to prevent Coker
from using them.

“Back up!” panted Skinner. * Snoop,
you funk—="

“ Hazel, you worm—" gasped Stoth

Hazol gripped Coker round tho neck.
Sncop and Fishy, screwing up theie
courage to the sticling point, added
their prasp )

Coker swayed in the midst of the five.
But he did not go over, and he did hot
let go Bunter

Keepmng hold of Bunter's collar with

his left, he wrenched his right arm
froe and swept 1t round. :
_ Blinmer spun in one dircction, SGotk
in another. They crashed! Then
Coker hit out, and Hazel, fecling as if
a battering-ram had smitten him on the
chest, flew aecross the study and
rolled &icr%g by tho wall.

Fisher T. F?::H:h jumped back just in
time—caught his legs on Skinner, and
rolled over him.

Ho rolled off Skinner—and rolled
urider the table. That, at tha moment,
seemed the safest and most desicable
spot to Fisher T. Fish.

Howl: gnd wells woke tho echoes,
Loudest of all rang the jre-i]a of Billy
Euater, as Coker resumed smacking.

“Ow!l Helpl Rescual ‘i’n.rq}::mﬁﬁ'
bellowed the Owl of the Remove. *I
say, you fellows—wheooo-hooooop 1"

 Bkinner & Co piled in apawmn.
Fisher 1. Fish, judiciously, remained
under the table—and Hazel was still
gas:ping helplessly by the wall. Bug
Skinnor, Snoop and Btott gob leld of
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“ Leggo ! * roared Coker. **I'l smash the lot of you! I'l—"" He broke off snddenly, as ﬁrnn—ﬂm]th grasped
bis legs, like the shafts of a cart, and dragged him cut of the study on his back. It was clear that that method of travelling

was very uncomfortable, by the way Coker reared and yelled.

Horace, and struggled with him—and
thiz time they suceceded in dragging
him off Buntor. )

The far Owl zquirmed awap, yelling.
But Skinner & Co.’s lask stalo  was
worse than their first. They now had
the advantage of Cokor’s whaole and
undivided attention: ancd it scemed o
tho hapless three that a traction-engine
was loose in the study.

In about o minute they were sirown,
panting and gasping, on the Hoor, and
{ipker was jumping at Bunter again.

But by that time the wuproar in
Study No. 11 had brouvght & crowd of
the Removo along. The doorway was
swarming with grinning faces.

“Want any help, you men? asked
Baob Cherry,

“They look
remarked Nugont.

“Ha, ha, ha!? .

“1 say, you fellows, help!” shricked
Bunter, as Coker grabiwed hun ogain.

I zay, rescue! Yaroooh!”

“Pile in1” shouted the Bounder.

“Go 1t1" chuckled Bol.

Bob Cherry rushed in, and the rest of
the Co. fuif;}wud, with Emii.hfv and
Peter Todd, and sevarnl more fellows.
Then the seene changed with stariling
suddennoss. _

Much mora hefty hands than Skinner
& Co.s wero laid on Coker, and he
waz up-ended in the twinkling of an
eye

Billy Bunter promplly bolted,

“"Roll him bome 1™ chortled Bob.

“Legra ™ roared Coler. “1'H
vinash the lot of youl 1've conie here
to whop Buenter, bus I'll whop you ali
round  if you dow’t —— {iroogh !
Whooop! Wow ¥

" Berag hup

Berag him torrifically P

“Ha, ha, hal®

Coker rolled aind voarcid,

rather Hke 11"

Veruon-

Smith grazped his legs, like the shafis
of o cart, and drogged hiin out of thoe
study-—on his back |

[t wes clear that that method of
travelling was wvery uncomnforiahle.
Coker roared sod yelled and splut-
tered as he went.

Diut many hands and feet helped him
on his way. In the midst of a yelling
nob, Horace Coker was led out of tho
study and down the passage—and by
the time be was taken across the land-
ing, and dumped down in the Fifth
Foriu passage, Coker had had enough
—more than enough | i i

When the merry Removites left him,
Coker could only gurgle feebly for hia
second wind  They left him gurgling.

lo Study Neo. 11 there were sounds
of woe and anguish. Fisher T. Fish,
owing to his masterly strategy, had
suffered least; but Hazel limped awaw
moaning, and Bkinoner ond Suoop and
Stott, heedless of prep, leancd on the
study table and pgroancd. Skinner

roaned through a handkerchicf, which
¢ held to a streaming mnosc.

“ Qooooooogh I

“Oh! Wow!l Owl”

“Oh crikey! Wow ! Ow!”

For a long time those remarks were
all that were heard in Bkinner's sindy.
Even the prospect of a share in Ban.
ter's dividend from Ginker’s Galden
Football Pools failed to comfort the
sulforing three. If they ever pot it

there was no doubt thar they  had
carned it!
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wakes Up!
H =y INTER 1"
e ! Yes iz M
"B =0l eappead Mo
Clueleh,

“Oh!

Yoz, siv!” gospsd Donder

“Cocoogh! Wow! Owl™

It was Wednesday morning, In Form
that morning Billy Bunter might hav.
hoen likened to a cat on hot bvieks!

How was a fellow to sit stll?

For on Tuesdays, Ginker's posted tha
winnings of the lucky ones who had
spotted Saturday'a winners,

On Wednesday morning, therefore,
Tunter's  “whaek ™ in the Golden
I'aol was due to arrrive at Groviciare.

In morning break he r::tpm:l.mf to sen
& leticr for him in the rack—contai-
nigr, of course,, the chegque  from
Ginker's.

Class always scemed rather o wegry
and  dreary  pecformence  toe Rilly
Bunter. But never had it scemed eo
wenry and dreary—so endless, na s
geemed this Wednesday morningi Je
seomed to Bunter that  centuries
passed while he waited for brealkl

1o could not sit still. Every other
minute he blinked at the Form-room
clock through his hgg spectacles—anil
every time he blinked st it he thongin
that thoe clock must have stopped.

Quelels could hardly fail to notice ks
vestlessness. He slmpg:nﬂd at him geveral
times,  Fortunately for Bumler, he had
no suspicion of the cauwse of that rod.
lrssniess

Bunter had one comlort. Queleh hond
zaid nothing about the letter. If hoe
hnd spoited i, and stopprd it in
transit, he would coertainly have mow.
tioned Lhe matter—indeed, thero was nqg
duubht  that  he  would have eaned
Bunicr for has reckless disobedicnce to
arders

It was quite probabla that Buntee
would have been up for s Head's
laggin had  his arm-master  di=-
vovered that he had, after wsll, reeap-
sared those coupons from the waste-
paPcr-I;;-.:-:kei. and gune in for a gamile,

So, as Quelch made no reference fa
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the malter, it was elear that, this time,
the letter had cscaped his gimlet eye
It wonld be in the rack, in break, hike
other letters for the Greyfriars fellows.

That was a cowfort But it did not
meke the slew tunutes  pass more
quickly. They crawled.

Bunter's friends were ahinest ns coger
as Bunter And plenty of other fellows
were curtous to know what the out-
come would be  Buuter was going to
have an audicnee when he bagged that
letter and displayed s winnings
But would break ever come?

Something ke 8 century passed in
the Remove Forin-room. Then. at long
last, came the word to disniss.

Tke Remove marched out.  Billy
Bunter scampered for the lotter-rack.
After Bim scampered Skinner & Coo
And  nearly  overy fellow in  the
Remove followed on.

“"Hallo, hallo, hallo! Owne for mel™
said Dob Cherry cheerily " And one
for you, Bunter! Hero vou are, old
fut man ™

Ile handed down DBunter's letrer.
The Owl of the Rewove grabbed it
His eyes danced behind his speetacles,

“It's come!" he gasped.

“Orpen  it,  old  chap ™  breathed
Bkinner.

“It's from Ginker's!’ murmurced
Snoap. ¥ Bee the postmark—"

“1 pguess it's the goodsl! Yank it
%Eelu. old-timer I gasped FPisher T
Fisle.

Eillr Bunter jabbed a far thumb into
the envelope.  Elis friends gathered
round him, as eager as hmself. And
the oiber fellows looked oo with
interast,

Bob Cherry found a tip in his letter
—a ten-shilling note froin his  pater,
which intercsted him more than the vast
wealth coming to Bunter. Dut most
ove: were fixed on the fat Owl

From the Ginker envelope, Bille
Bunter drew a folded sheet of paper.
Bomelhing was folded inside it

That, ne doubt, was the bi

Was it for a hundred f
hundred—or
mere fiffy?
or thirty 1

Searecly

cheque |
tagits==or wo
cven fve hundred—or a
Or, perhaps, only twenty
Billy

breathing, Bunter
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unfolded the folded sheet, and revealed
the treasure!

It was & postal order |
at all! A pomal order! Buwnter gazed
at 1kl Ofren and ofien had Biliy
Punter expected a postal erdetr, aud it
had never comael Now, when he lesst
expected it, a postal order had arnived |
Beally, 1t was the irony ot fstel

A pp-pip-pp-postal erder ™
stuttered Bunter “I—1 smy, vou
fellows, there must be some mustakel
You can't send a large amount by
postal order I

* Look at 1! hissed Skumer.

Skinnar waz aware that a large
amount could nov be sent by postal
order  But be did not think there had
been a miztake—hoe knew there hado't.

Bunter untolded the postal order

e gazed at i

He could not believo his eyvest  Ha
could not beheve his specraclea] it
was simply unbelievable, that Ginker’s
had sent him. after naming =2l the
winners, o postal order for one shilling !
Dut that was the mwount stated, 10
plain print, on the postal order! One
ghilling!  Merely that, and opothing
morol

“ Bob 1™

ITBDb!"

Mot a chogue

said Skinner,
said Suoop.

“ Bob [ eaid Stott.

“Bob ! said Hazel

They scemed unable to say anything
elso. As for Fisher T. Fish, he did not
speak at all. His feclings were too
deep for words.

“A bbbob? stuttered Bunter
blankly. “I—I—1 eay, you fellows,
why have Gig-Gig-Ginker's sent me s
b-b-hob?"

“Ha, ha. ha 1™ velled the Removites.

“Blessed if T see snything to cackle
atl I'd bike to know what they mean
by sending me & bob ! hooted Bunter.
“What do they mean by it¥”

Harry Wharton chuekled.

“You fat ass they mean that you've
won one shilling! They've sent you
your winnings all right! There they
e 1

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“But I thought it was going to be
hundreds of pounds ™

“Ha. ha. hal”

“A hundred, at leagte———

“Ha. ha, bal”

%] heard of 8 chap who won pots of
money-——"

“Ha. ha, hal"

“Oh lor' " groaned Bunter, *l-=I
gay, you fellows, thero must be rome
mistake ! OF course. there's some mis-
take | Hea blinked at the accompany-
myg letter from Ginker's. Untortu-
pately. that letter left no doubt on the
subjceet. It was a plasn and business-
like etatement that the dividend on
that Eqrtmular pool was the sum of
one shilling. whick they bad pleasure
in forwarding.

Whatever pleazure Messrs. Ginker
might have had in forwarding it. Bully

Eunter had none in receiving it1 DHis
fat jaw dropped. and he blinked o
dizmal dismay.

“0h crikey I eald DBunter. " One

shilling [ Oh loy' i
“Ha, ha, hat"
Skinner stepped nearer to Dunter,

and drew baclk his foot Friendship,

once more. was at & discount, and there
was esome  elhight solace in  kicking

Bupter. But Harry Wharton gave

Skinner a shove in time. and he sat

doewn suddenly with & bump.

Bob Cherry clapped the dismal fat
Owl an a podgy shoulder. )

“Buck up, old fat bean!™ he eaid
kindly.

“0Ohb dear1” groaned Bunter.

“It serves vou jelly well right, you
know ¥ eald Jonnny DBull “ Best
thing that could bhappen for you. in the
long run, toa ™

“%emt ¥ groaned Dunter.

Johnny's words. undoubtedly, were
the words of wisdom. but they brought
no comfort Lo the dismal Owl

The pots of money had oot
mnteriahised Buonfer had to wake ap
from hiz dream of boundless wenlth.
1o groaned

"Rueck wupl” eaid Bob., Y1 eay, I've
kad a tip in my lettor—>*"

Groan |

“It's for ten bob—"

Groan !

“Cut across to the tuckshop with
me 7

Dunter ccased to groan.
“"Wnot about

1A

It was a punch on the
nose that made foes of
two friends—but it was
a matter of lifs and _
death that healed the '~
broken bonde of friend-
ship! Read the ripping
story of the Xmas Holi-
day adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co. in
the GEM. They're
cheery schoolboys who
you'll be glad to meet.
Get to Eknow them

The GEM

8
i
he Rookwood Chums !

At all Newsagenls,
Every Wednesdar.

tarte—"
Bunté.-r brightened.
“And ginger-pop—>"
Bunter smilef}

“And ecoccuut-ice  nd
miarsh mallows——"

“1 sav. cowme on, old
chap " gasped Buntor.

*Ha, Elm. ha 1™

There was still balm in
(iilead ! Seated on 8 high
steol ot Mrs  Mimble’s
counter, with o ecapacious
mouth quite full of sueky
things, Billy Bunter
veahized that lhife was sull
worth living ]

But the fat Owl was
done with football pools!
It was only too clear that
he was not going to roll
in pots of money: thoough
he still fancied that

16
eould, if he liked, spot all
the winnora !l

THE EMD.
{Lonk out next Satur-

day for another toppng
tiele of Harry Whurion &
o, entitled: "THE
BOY WHO WoLiLpy'r
MARE FRIEVDE? —
fhe jirst of @ prund new
FOTERR, fenfuring Alr.
Hueker's  nephew—some-

21.

to-day !

Flang st in wew boysl)
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DAN of the DOGG

By DAVID GOODWIN.

In the Nick of Time!
ENNETIE GRAHAM, son of n
ﬁ millionaire shipowner, is
off the fm§lg¢r Bank
or

resennd
by the erew
trawler Groy Seal, o

Hiz past life a Llank, ho is given
the name of "“Dogger Dan,” and
signed on as fifth hand under .hhgp‘pnr
Atheling, Finn Macoul, Wat Gritfiths
gnd Buck Atholing.

Aware of his nephew's f{ate, ard
knowing that he will bo heir to tha
shipowner’s money when his  brother
dies, Dudley Graham engages Jake
Rebow and hiz eutthroats of the Black
Squadron to get Kenneth out of the
way for ovaer.

Following ¢ fruitless attempt on
their lives by Rebow's confederates,
Dan and Buck Atheling eateh the crew
of the Adder, the Black Bguadron’s
Hagship, smuggling. Boarding tho
trawler thay imprison the two men left
in charge, and make for port.

Caught in o burricane they aro
wrecked on o sandbank, the only
occupant of which is o wealthy old
Dutchman named Jan Osterling.

After eonfiding in the two boys, Jon
is murdered by the two prisonors from
the Addes

Arvested by o party of fenmen from
the Dutelh marshes, Dan and Buck are
saddled with the crime. In an effort
to clear himself and his chum, Dan tella
his story to Hans, the only man of
the party able to speak English, who
translates it to the coptain of the
fenmen.

o fishing

A growl went round among the fen-
men. The boys saw plainly that the
feeling was agrainst themn. Buck did
not liko the mﬁj gleam in the eaptain’s
oye,

Hans twmed to the  Squadron
prisoner, The mav's face was white
and set.

“Who are you?” gaid Hansa N

" John Atheling, of the Grey Scal,
exld the man,

Buck and Dan gosped at the 'hmr,c-.n
olfrontery of it. DBuck oponed his
mouth to speak, but reflected, and elozed
it again.

“What7” said Hans. “The father of
that cub i

He pointed to Buele

“Father? returned il prizoner.
“No fear ] That's Jozsh Stevens, o the
Adder. The other young rip ia Jim
Horrocks, o the same craft.” i

*Ta!" aaid Hans. “And how did
you get here?”

“T was in the Groy Secal's footboat,
settin’ long lines, o' Friday., The gale
come ap sudden an’ drove me fifty mile
off, an' east e ashora heve”

“What then 1"

“T was thrown up on the beach, half
dead,” said the wnblushing liar.
aerawlied up to the houvse, and good old
Jan Osterling tock mo in, and put meo
in hat blankets, an' fed me. Ah, ho
saved my life, did poor old Janl! An'
naw he—he's done 1"

The secoundrel broshed away a teoar.
A murmur went round amaong the fen-
yen, who seemed visibly affected.

“Of all the—"" prowled Dan, but he
was-cut shoert by the captain, whose ayes
nlazed.

“Go onl" said Ilans, to the prizsoncr,

“And then,” eaid the man, " thess
tweo voung begears camo in, The Adder
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couple of stalwart men stood at the fall of each rope. Buddenly, from the
distant sandhills, came a breathless voice : ** Hold I *

waos driven ashore the same nmight, an’

mll her crew drowned but them euba,

1t ain't mnuch loss, mates, you'll agrea™
“Ay, ay ! growled the fenmen.

“Well, them two was nearly as badly
done up &8s me=—"alf drowned an’
starvad, I kpew who they was—who
don't on the Dogger?—an’ 1 warned
Jan agin’ ’em. *Jan,” says I, * thoy'ro
a bad lot, them two., You keep an oye
on 'em. They're DBlack Ileet birds,
thay are.”

" But, bless you, old Jan didn't care.
I thought he was & pore man, with
nothin’ to lose, or I should ha’ got him
to feed em in the sheds. But ho put
‘em to bed, and gave om ot food aw’
drinks, an® we was all of us well agen
in the mornin’.

“Them two cubs, they shammed sick,
an’ got Jan to give ‘em their brealkfask
in bed, But that dide’t suit me.  8Saft
an' sore 2s I was, 1 ups an’ dresses, an’
i savs to Jan, I says: ‘Jan, I'm goin’
to do something for the grul':: imu EAve
me, afore 1 goes to the mainland and
gots away.'

** Why, mate,’ says Jan, ‘T don’t want
yvou to de nothin’: I'm proud to ha'
saved a decent fizherman like Jolm
Atheling, o' the Grey Seal” Bat 1

weontldn't havo it, on’, findin” "o was =lor
o fLrewecod, I went down the dunes to
gat "im sowne.

“ Mot knowin' my way abont wvery
well, I was gone somo time, an’ I gon
stuck in & quicksand, too, down by the
shore, an’ it was all I could do to gen
out. Howbe, I gets away an’ puts o
good load o wreckwood togethey, and
ties it H‘? and piles it _on my back, X
staggered along under it till ¥ comed to
the house, an' there I put it in the shed,
where vou'll see it now, an' walks intoe
thie room. An' then—"

Hec passed his hand before s oyes az
if to shut out the sight, awl gave &
dramatie sob.

“It breaks my *eart whon T thinks o
pore old Jan! There 'e tay ov the flaoy,
’is life-blood cbbin' away.  Them twao
voung toughs was lootin® the rooms, s’
gold pieces was all over the fAoor! IPore
Jan rolled his eyves on me 8z I come 10,
on’ says in o fnint veice : *Johy, they'vu
killed nie!” An' then "o died.

“Them two rips was on me like figers
afore I'd got over it. T was so ‘orroi-
struck I could ‘ardly make a light for
it, They got mo down, an’ they tied
ma wp, For two mortal days, mates, T
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Iay thoro without food, bound like an
ox in the slaughter pen.

“One of "em was for killin' me on the
epet, but the other—'im that's been
talkin'-—soys: ' No, let’s keep “im, an’
if nnybody turns up afore we'vo done,
we'll shove the blame on "im |

“An' for two days. mates, they raged
about like mamiaes, turnin® the lLiouse
cut an' scarchin' the island  Thay
would "ave it there was o bip treasure
somewhere, an’ what they'd got was
only o Mea-bite to it They put the first
lot back in the clock-case. where they
got if. An" all the time I lay starvin

“Then, while they were ‘untin® in the
house, the rest o' the Squadron landed,
and wasz on ‘em afore they knew it.
“ Fight for it!" says they. ° Blow goin’
sharesl There's & cupboard full of
riles, an' we can pot the lot without
them gettin’ at usl

“An' so the tht began, mates, an'
when you came the beggars outside had
pretty mpgh disted ‘em u But wlen
these two "eard you comin'. they agreed
the first tale wouldn't wash, an’ they
11.'_nuld sy o8 Jan was murdered by one
o' the sguadron that Igm away. That's
my tale, mates, an’

! : I leaves it to ron
which is the straightest—theirs o
mineg

Tho fenmen glowered at the boys.
he captain spoke, and Hans took up
Iris words.

¥ What have you te say to that?"” he
said grimiy to Buek and Dan

“Bimply that it 13 o lie from begin-
ning to end,” eaid Dan. “"Uhat
seoutidrel  there v from the Black
Yleet! He is not John Atheling, and
13 no more like him than vou are!
He was first up to us whon we ran
for the house, and we stunned him and
bound him."

_Again tho captain spoke, and aganin
;:3-: aigry murmur went up behind
i,
“There i3 no doubt about it,” said
Hans. “You have told us a string
of lies that a ehild would not believa,
John Atheling has. told us the truth.
By your own statement you came hers
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on the Adder. Captain Atheling reeog-
nises you as two of her crow.

“When we entored the house we
[gund it locked and barred  Jan
Osterling’s body lay within, murdered.
This man was the only other person
within., He was bound and holpless.
Therefore, yvon did the doed.™

The fenmen's captain gave a stern
order ;

“Fritz, bring somo ropo!”

A heavy hempen rope was brought
from Osterling’s shed erd cut into two
lengths. These were swiftly fashioned
into running bowlines, and slung over
n jutting bough of a tres, whenco they
dangled, euggestive and hideous.

“This iz murder!' cried Dan, as
they bound bis arms behind  him.
“You can't take a liar's word against
curs 1™

The grim fenmon did not speak. The
boys were pinioned, the nooses settled
around their necks, and a couple of
stalwart men stood at the fall of each
rope,

‘Bwing them up!” said the captain
hoarsely.

Dan felt the noose tighten round his
neck. He eet his testh and braced
himself to meot tho death of a felon
with swhat fortitude he might.

Even as hiz feet left the earth a dis-
tant, breathless voice come with the
wind over the sandhills.

“* Hold I’

.

Justice is Justice |

IIE men at the ropes paused.
Dan felt his fect touch the
ground again, and the sicken-
g pressure on his  throat

relaxed.

“What now?” demanded the leader
angrily.

“It's Max Osterling " cried half a
dozen voices,

A young man of lighter buiid than
the fenmen was running rapidly across
the dunes towards them.

Dan's heart gave a bound.

the
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“Jt's Osterling’s nephew I* he eried.

The strapger arrived breathless. It
was the man whom the boys had helped
to lond hiz vessel with the sea-fowls'
egF-Jan‘ﬂ nephew—he for whom they
held the trust from the dead man

“What are you doing to these boyst™
ho cried, panting. *“I saw it all"

“You have the right to know, Max
Osterling,” said the captain quietly.
“They have murdered your uncle for
his money, and they're going to hang
for itl"”

Ho told the story shortly and eom-
cisely—both the boys’ statements and
the sham John Atheling’s.

The young man turned to the boye
and scanned their faces earpestly. Hus
evea lit upon tho face of the other
prisoner, who had been releasod. Hae
had not made off, having a relish to
stay and see the tragedy out. Under
the penetratin aze of Max l.’}ste;-h:;g
he begen to look uneasy. He wish
he had slipped away.

“Who d?g vou say this wnos?” asked
Max of the captain. _

“It i John Atheling, whose testimony
1 have repeated to you."’ )

“You are mistaken, captan It is
lzanc Hunter, of the Black Bquadron,
mate of the Wasp. | met lum at Cux-
haven, where 1 lay alongside his wessel
fnst year.” y

The man's tace paled. He sidled
away as Max epoke, and when tha
E.-Iimfm came he tried to make a dash
or it.

A dozen guns were levelled at him on
the instant. Realising that he would
be shot down without mercy if he ran,
lir threw np his arms and stopped

“DBring him back I'" said the captain
fiercely. X

The man was dragged back agaln,
blustering, and terror-stricken.

“Ho vour tale was a lie |” said the

cAptain.

lzaag tried. to blustor—swore he waa
“honest Johm  Atheling,” and bad
never been ta Cuxhaven in his life.
But hs guemt;u. 0 escape  wad
avidenes enough tor the fenmen.

“When were you last here, Max "
said the captzin, turming to the young
man., “Saturday? Goodl [hd you
ges these youngsters then ™

“¥es, My uncle told me thet they
had beon cast ashore. He did not sa
from what wvessel Thl&#‘ bhad hbel
him gather eggs all day.”

“Did you see this man then?”

“Wa. Neither did my uncle men-
tion hom”

“Take the ropes from the necks of
these two boys!"” commanded the cap-
tain. “Then string this villain up!

“Hald onl Don't bang the man!”
ﬁmtmtml Dan. *“He's & scoundrel, no

oubt, but he didn’t de that job. The
murderer of Jan Osterling it2 still at
sea.”

“Yes,” snid the big tenman grimly,
“go he may be, but this raseal here i3
ona of the ecrow, anyhow He nearly
foolod us into ﬁnishlu% you He tried
to swear away two lves. You keep
out of this, bay. Up with hunt”

The noose was already around the
prisoner's neck.

Dan looked quickly at AMaxz, who
stepped forward.
“Listen, Stillwasser!” be  said.

“This is my business, and we're stand.
ing on my dead uncle’s ground. I
have no hanging herel 1 sayv the man

shall be sent over in my boat and
handed to the police to be tried. Tie
him up well shove him aboard. end
let one of vour men sl with him
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acrase to the mainland.,  Justice is
{'ustiﬁe. He'a o seoiandrel, 1 know;
wt [ don’t believe he’s the murderer.”
Stillwasser was brought up short
He had moro musele than brains. He
looked at Max and rubbed his ehin

doubtfully. _ .
“1 ¢hink it foolish,” he said, with a
ghrig of his shoulders.  “5ull, it's

your unele who was killed, Max, not
ine. [ can't say you've net the right
to have it your own way, Pack him
into the boat, then, il you like!”

The prisoner was secured and
marched off to & boat under escort of
the fenmen, who made no more cobjec-
tions, but reeognised Max's right to
settle tho hbusiness as he chose. Max
was one of themselves. . ]

The boys drew Max aside into the
cmpty house.

“1t seems tn mo we owe you our
lives,” said Buck. “It's wp to us to
do all we can for you, Max.

“ Gop here, your uncle told us to look
after his savings an’ guard 'em till we
could hand them over to you, He hid
the stulf pretty carefully; it's a big
temptation to anybadﬁ 1 don’t
wonder that erew of toughs tried to get
after it, but they didn’t know wheve it
was hidden. Do you?”

“No,” said Max gleomily; " nor caro
n lot either. L'm not & poor nan
mysell, nor a miser. Hoarding it up
has hrought poor old Uncle Jan to
thiz, and cost him his life. There's o
curse on that money.”

“Maybo there is,'" said Dan. “But
there's a rare lot of it, in bard cash,
nitd you've got a family, you know.
I wouldn't Worry about the curse if [
were you Gold’s gold, after all. The
bulle of it 13 in this house; make you
a rich man for life. Then there's a
second Jot, buried somewhere, if  wao
can find it. Jan gave us a line to it
and made it over to wa. It's the last
thing he ever did. Take a look ab this
paper—it should be about five thou-
zang pounds in English money.”

Max looked at tho parchment.

“1 stand by old Jan's word,” he
said. " That's yours, if you can find it
I doubt if you ever will. Anyway, I
won't touch it.  Right's right. Ll
mydyuu ’lmm'l.' wherg the rest of Jan's

g7

“T'Il show you,”” said Dan. “But
we'd best wait till those fenmen have
clenred off the island. They may be
all rmght, but they're a bit too tough
b my taste.  They might want to
seize 1t for themselves,”

“No, no " exelatmed Max., *They're
a hard lot, but thev'reo .honest as the
day, those fellows. I tell you, they've
got to be witnesses to this—on  your
account as well as mine, D'l eall them
1T

Ho went to the door and whistled on
his fingers.

The fenmen eame trooping back awld
entered the house silently.

“This young man has something to
tell sou,”™ said Max. ™ Listen, lads.”

Tha fenmen gathered round.

Shortly and clearly, Dan tald thom
the story of the dead man’s trust,

The Wrong Trail !

i LL that's here is to
Max.,” said Dan
"Hidden on the island s
another hoard., and  thab
Jan made over to us. 1 don't want ik
for myself, but my friend here must
have bis sharo of it. if wo get it. T
tell wvou  this, though—vou must not
think wna are holding back any thas
Lelongs to Max. I you're zatizhiced, I
will haned the rest over right away.™
“Qood, goad 1 eried the fonmen. aned
AMax aereed heavrily.

Et":: al 11»;:.‘
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Pan cleared the sand from the floor,
and he and Buck levered up the flag-
stone. The hoard of gold lay exposed
to the view of all.

Max held forth his hand, aud the hqi,rs
grasped it in turn,  Captain  Still-
wasser did the same with all three, buot
said nothing. ) .

The femmen beamed with delight.

Max drew four of the little sacks
::ul'blgu!d out and placed them on the
tiéble.

“Help yourselves, boys!” he said to
the e

But it was only after some pra;mumlg
that they were induced to tako the go
and divide it among themnsclves -

Buck and Dan refused to touch o eom,
declaring themselves well cnough paid
by their legacy of the hidden treasure.

“The ferinen are going to help me

load the gold on to my vessel,” said
Max, “and give mo a convoy back to
the mainland. You'd better come with
uH..'J‘

“MNot me, thanks!” =aid Buck. " It's
good of you, but we'd like to be alone
on he izland a day to root that treasure
out,”

“But, man, the Black Fleet’s still at
seq |V

“Wa ain't afraid o the Bquadron,”
satd Buck “If you'll leave us a good,
fast boat we ran nip off to the main-
land long before they could closo in
here,”

“Sure, T will ™ said Max., “Dut I
think you've taking a& chance”

A couple of hours later he and tho
fenmen had placed the body of Jan
Osterling on one of the boats they
had eome in, loaded the gold aboard,
and were ready to move off.

They were very reluctanty to Jeave the
boye behind, But Buck and Dan
refused peoint-blank to accompauy them.
The fenmen left o =mart, swift, lee-
board sailing-boat for the boys' use and
du?artud.

“We'll have it out in lesa than two
hours,” said Buck, scanning ile parch-
ment chart the old miser had given
hitn, “Keep an eye to  seaward.
Squadron well away” :

“Wes,” said Dan, “they're making
off—anyway. they're a long way out.”

“There’s the dune, with the black-
thorn bushes, as marked, an’ the littlo
stone cairn on the top. Tha chart
ain’'t wvery clear. Nor-nor'-cast [rom
that, an' the two outside trees of tho
grove in line. That's right cnough.
Now the amss-l}earin% ig chimney
o the farmstead by the old wreck on
the south beach. This is the =pot, old
boy ! Bring the spades!™

Dan’s foot was on the spade’s
shoulder, about to drive it down.

“(Go on! Why don't you digt"” said
Buck, working away. “Ain't five thou-
sand pounds good cnough for you?™

But Dan was staring out fo sea as if
fransfixed.

“What is ii?" exclaimed Buck.,

“The Grey Seal?™ ceried Lan, point-
ing excitedly to the novthward, where
a smart, raking topsail slashed along
at a torrific slant, with three broader
onies away behind,  “Thoe Grey Seal,
heading in for the land, and three of
Rebow's smacks in chase !

“Good heavens! Thew're  alter
her 1 eried Duclk. " TLook | Whal's
that?"

A long, groy chieck, like the back of
o shark, was toarving through ihe water
towards the tvawlera at a terrifie rate,

reasy, black swoke streaming away
?L'nm' a couple of short funnels amid-
=hips.

A pufl of white spuvied like a2 steam-
jet fvom ihe grey versel's side and
feathored away intn spoce, and the
hoom of & gun rolled along the faee
af the waters,

“Ii's a patrel-boal 1™

“Tet's put off an' join “em ! ericd
Buck. “Rally to the okl flag again.
Rebow™ll never eatch the Seal 1™

“Right you arcl” veturned Dan.
“And we'll como ashore 1n force aw
carvy Lhe treasuve off 1Y

With & cheer they raced round to the
gatway, where lny the snace little sail-
ing-hoat the friendly femoen bad lefc
them.

The boys jumped in and hauled up
the anchor. Up went thoe brown sails,
and the little erait leaped ahead like
an unicthered hovse and went skuaming
down the creek towards the bar, Ten
minutes  later she was smashing  out
pgeinst wind and sva, breasting the
lonng rollers of the open, clear of the
iskand.

The Grey Seal was flying nlong guose:
winged, ond close after her, cleaving
the water liko sharks, came the threo
simister-looking: wvessels of the DBlack
Fleot.

“They're gaining on her 1 said Buel.
with a lhr'ﬁl'ﬂf anxiety. " They've
much closer than they were!”

“How's that?” put in Dan anxiouwsly.
“The Grey SBeal can outsail any of the

squadron, surely? Why, oven fllm
Faﬂahm could nover keep up with
ey 1Y

*Look ¥ eried Buck. " There's
doubt about it The Scal'a foul,
reckon.  Hhe hasn't been serubbed for
a month. Dad zin't had the chance.
[’'l} Let there's an inch o weed on her
below the water-line.  3he’ll have time
to pick ns up, though”

* Av, ay 1" said Dan.  * Gosl, how thiz
litile bhookey walks along ! It'a a pity to
lose her, but we'll have to. Uet o pall
of your jib-sheet "

Awav to scaward ran the little eail-
ing boat, heading s0 as to cross the
Beal’s course on a long slant. Though
they looked round carefully for the
strange grey veassel that had fired the
signal-gun, as they supposed it to be,
the boys could see nothing of her, SBhe
had been close under thoe land when
first seen, and craft of lher colour o
difficult to wake out. Evidently the
Bquadron smacks away at sea hod not
noticed her at all

“Govermnent digpateh-Loak, 1 reckon,™
saidd Dan, “surveying the bankzs  She
must ha' slipped into a gatway sotwe-
where,”

“They've spotted wval” eried Buodk.
waving frantically to the Beal. * They're
shifting their course 1™

I the bows of the Beal, yot Lialf a
mile away, stood the hgure of Wal
Griffitha, waving his cap to the boys.
The trawler altered ber course slightly,
and as she did so a Ij-_:a of grey-white
smoke spurted from the neavest of the
squadron smacks, followed by the thin
crack of a rifle,

“Av, shoot away, an' wasie vomr
powder, yo  awabsi? grunted DBuels
“You wou't do mueh damage at that
range. Il be different when il
close up, though ¥

“Theee's a heavy squall brewing to
windlward,” said Danp, lookine at te
sky. 1 hope we get aboard the Seal
helfore i1 hits us, %.‘.nr this lintle skiw-
ming-tlish will nover sl up agains:

| Sy
“They're nearly on (o the Seal!”
“8he can't set oany

groancd  Buck.
more canvaa, oither. The Wasp's leacl-

Lew

ing!  Jake Rebow'll be on Lier,
rechon 1
“Bhe's bearing away ¥ said  Dan,

"By Geovee, she's coming after us!

Black away more of your mainsheet ™

The sguadvon,  fding thoy  were

everhauling the Seal with ease, tupned

their artention ta the =ailine-boat, in
Tor Magwer Tiagaey,—Na, 1450,
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which they Lad long pgo recognised tho
brovyres

Tha. Wagp, eading; doft her two con-
gorts to hunt down the Beal and turned
her attention to tho smaller cralt, bear-
ing down upnn her a5 s fsleon swoops
uwponh 4 paktridge.

“Gosh,” satd Dan, "this 13
We can’t outsml her! She's:
fcot to our one !V

“We'd bhave been safer ashore, 1
faney 1" prunted Buek. “But I'm plad
we taok a hand in the game, for all
that. 1 don't care for lvoking on from
a safo place when the Beal's in trouble.
Look ! They're going to fire I

The boys ecouwld eeo Tlenniz Rebow
Iving at full length by the bitts, takin
car{%ul nini  But there was too mue
gea running to make rifle practice any-
thing but -chuneo work, and the bullets
sang harmlessly Fas!, the trim Little
sailing-bout. One ball went through the
red sail with a smack like the erack of
e whip.

The boys laughed.

“If's ne grinning matter, though, by
Geored ' said Duck, & moment inter.
“Bhe'll got us, unloss we head in for
the sands, where she can’t follaw. Bhall
we do that, or shall we stick to the
Beal 1

“8rtick to the Beall” ered Duan
“Bhe's htraring {I-:m'sl. on ug ¥

Buck gripped lus  helm  without
another uu“s and held on his ecourse.

But it was scon plam that they had
ne ehanee. The sguadron vessels were
closing an fast., The Jeal berself had
no fircarms. To ht‘:-rtt off three crews of
artmed ruflians was s hopeless task.
The Wasp, coming up fast under a
heavy press of canvas, was o elose that
the I:u:ns could heay the hoarse voiee of

] eaannt |
oing two

Kebow ving across the waters.
“We ha'e themr noo! Dinne board
them, laddies] Gi'e theit no chanee,

bur pick them off 85 yo run by 1"
“"You wete nlght. Dan " Emd Buck

bitterly. * They've got us, an' the Beal,
too !
I'uff ! Boom |

The crash of a heavy gun shook the
air, and overhead rang the guavering
scrcam of a six-pounder shell.  Right
out from the farther gatway, where she
had lain hidden, darted o stout, grey
gunboat. Her lﬂng forward gun "threw
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& blind shell vight acrose the bows of
ﬂ’m trawlers.

A hoarse yell of command, backed
with an oath, set the Wasp in a tur-
moil. With a rattle and a lurch, she
gwung round on the other gybe, and fed
away to svaward like s startled gull.
The two consorts hastily threshed round
and followed suit,

" Hurrah I'" yelled Buck

“German  gunboat from Cuthru:n"
Bhe's been put on the track o the
Bgua:lrun[ Bun for it, ve swabs!
'5:"uu Il taste a GCierman goaol before
you're two nights older ¥

A cheer answered from the Grey Seal,
and she shot up head to wind.

The boys approached lher,
lowered their sails smartly.

Finn Macoul, grinning like a bronze
idol, flung them a rope, and in two
minutes they were safe on deek once

atid

maore, with the sailing-boat ndmg
astern, A heartfelt handgrip all roun
followed,

" ¥e young rips " said John Athelin

A nice himt we've had after youl I%‘I
wear out the bigeest rope's-end on
board on vou ta-night | But ‘lhi.’!"i‘.ﬁ no
titng to hear vour story now! Fore-
sheet away, Macoul an' let's away to
scnl 1 want to sce those chaps laid by
the heols 1™

The gunboat, yet a long distance off,
was steamming out ot her best speed.
The ﬁumlmn amacks had scattered like
chnll Liefore the wind, each taking a
different direetion. hlreaﬂy they were
well away. But the gunbeat, though
only o ten-knat vessel for river dt-fc-n.r_i_,
had the legs of them.

“Bhe won't get ‘om all” said
Atheling, watching keenly, “but sho's
bound to snaffte one, lf not two. She'll

open fire i 2 winute.’

"What's sho about?™ m‘h:{l CrrifTiths.
* Bhe's heading alter us!

The 8eal was travelling in almost an
opposite divection 1o the fving enemy
and, sure enough, the gunboat headed
for hor.

Even as OGriffiths epoke, another
white puff leaped from her bows, and
a shr-i! screamed clﬁsa above the Seal.

“Heave her tol” eried Athelin
;‘ TF? foals thinl-: wa belong to Rebow 5
(i}

“The gwabs I groaned Buck. “They'il
miss the 8quadron while they're fooling
with us [

‘'Up came the gunboat Bomething
anintelligible was shouted from her
bridge, and ehe lgwered away a boat,
with & crew of six, & warrant olficer,
and a lieutenant. The latter—a stoul,
redd-faced man of twenty-eight—with the
warrant oflicer, s SPrang on rd.

“"You are arrest,” ho said,
name of der German Repuh!m i

" Look here, captain, you've made a
mistake I said Atheling. “This is the
Grey Heal o' Lowesioft ! The Squadron
arc makin® off yonder! For goodness'
Eﬂ.k-_, don't waste time ! But——"

“Hilenee 1" ordered the licutenant,
“You vill mske your defence in der
FI‘G[}-EI' place! I tow you mow to Cux-
1aven |

He gave an order to his men, who
wore evidently to set as prize crew.

Atheling, angry and impatient, in-
sisted on being heard

“1 tell you this is not the smack you
are after1” he sadd " You are letting
the smugglers go!l I insist that you
mmspect my papers, and see that 1 speal:
the teueh [

“in dor

“Well,” oxclaimed the officer, &
doulbt hegimiung te dawn on  him,
“hring dem to e, den, guick 1™

In o few moments Atheling had his
papers on deek.

While the Beal lay rocking on the
swells  close by  the gunboat the
licutenant hurriedly inspected them,

“Thunder weather 1" be exelanped,
tunthling inio his boat agam. “Thick-
licads, why did you not tell me vefore 1

“Don't tell me that's & naval officer ¥
said Dan, as the agitated lieutenant,
throwing all tha blame of the delay on
the Scal's erew, scultled back to hig
ship., “[ could make a bolter ame ot
of o reefer sutt and a truss of hayd 1
supposo they used up all the old pattern
it tho YWar years age !V

And. as the night began to settle down
upon the tossing sea. tho fat gunbost
waddled offin chase of a pair of sharp
topsails that vanished over the darken
ing horizon.

{And g ell i well for Dan ond Buck—
© for the time bong, ﬂ.rt_;;.-wfu,.r-' e surs
you rewd next week's chopicre of thia
populer sea-thrillcrf)
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WHY SPOOKS HAUNTED

REMOVE PASSAGE!
By TOM BROWN

Hes & good lad, 18 old Gosling, the Creyfriars
about him
One ia his little habit of making
a tour of the Remove etudies during each vae. for the
specifie purpose of reading a8 many private letters

porter, but thore are omo or two thin
thut we object to,

a8 ho can find.

Wa've alwavs known he did it, and we've nover

liked bim for it. So it's nice to bo able to
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report now that he has just been cured of
{he habit—probebly for good !

“Wot 1 eays is this 'cre,” ho told me, 111
un exclugsive mterview., *' I ain’t never g-:rjn'
near those studies sgin—not me! The maids
can do all the clearin’ up theirselves m future,
without my ‘elp1

* If you'll beheve me, Mastor Brown, hevery
study in the Remove passage is "aunted—
‘aunted by spooks an’ spirrita!

*I went in 'ern one arter tho other, an’ 1
nane out quicker than 1 went in, 1 ean toll
you! It was all right at first, but as =oon
aa | touchad a blinkin' desk, things began to
‘appen.  The blinkin® curtains moved, there
was "owls an’ ehricks an’ the rattiin’ of ¢chains
et oned 1 reely saw a blinkin® ghost !

* Wot I says is this 'ero : no more Remove
passayge for me! I'vo ‘ad emough om 1ty
thankes all tho game!™

Cheers ! Wa hope you’ll stick to your
vesobve, Gosuy |

Cheers also for Vernon-Smith. It was his
mgenious livtly electrical devico that made it
passible for us to rig up ' spooks " that began
to work as scon as any desk was opened !

ioor old Gosay !

YOU CAN'T REL
ON POETS!

Says MARK LINLEY

A short stay et Dick Penfold's Friardalo
home during the Christmas wae. has con-
vinced me that if you want an asccurate
ilescription of anything, the last man on earth
N whom gﬂu eon roly for it is o poct )

Y noticed it on the first day of the holiday.
Tenfold said :

* Lot's mo along to tho tuckehop in Court-
field High Strect, I'd likke you to see the new
wirl they've got behind the counter.”

“Ts therc something speeial about her,
then 7 1 ashed.

“ Bpeeial ? " cried Ponfold, with a faraway
look in hiseyea. " I ghould just say thero ia!
She's got oves liko mysterious, limpid poole,
a graco of movemont like that of o sylph, the
fizure of a Greek goddess, hair of sunht gold,
and teeth like pearls! ™

“ Great Seott ! Wao must cortainly go and
seo har ! I eaid, and weo duly went along.

Imagine my surprise to fnd that the girl
of Penfold's deseription bad the graco of o
camel, a figure hike a sack of spuds, dyed hair,
and falso teeth !

Similar shocks wore in store for me rizht
through the vac. He trotted me along to ece
4 picture at the Courtfield Cinema, which ho
spid was ‘' the srreen's mightiest opie, built
up round £ theme that exalts and ennobles
by its eublime and inspired beauty.”

Tho picture turned out to bo sheer,
undiluted tripe.

Of course, it didn't matter, moat of tho

It was the first
day of the New
Tormat St. Sam’s,
and Jack Jolly
& Co. were just
gotting their rail-
way tickets for
the return journey
to akool.

“The Head's
jolly  late,” re-
marked '.‘-Iaarrh:-.*.
glanci nt is
wmuhflg “ He was
atill in bed, sleep-
ing the slcep of the unjust,
when weo left Merry Monner.
I do hoap he misses the
train ! "

Y Na such luck ! " said Jack
Jolly, with a rye grin, “* Here
he comes, az o matter of
fakt !

Just aa Jolly finished speak-
i, Doctor Birchemall came
into view, and putting on &
final bust of speed at the
last moment, galloped into
the statvion like o racehorse,

* Hold that train!" he
cride horsely. * IDon’t scnd
it off without me, puerd,
whatever you do!™

b1kt

1‘ ! ;! d

“Good morning, eir!”
goruseed Jack Jolly & Co.,
capping  the  Head re-
gpectively, und the Head
started violently.

“ Bless ray  solo ! 1'd

forgotten you boys wounld be
catching the same train | " he
vrinned. ** Rather a treat for
you, travelling to skool with
our headmaster, what 1"

hen he stopped suddenly,
with his hands in hia trowsie

pockets, and a somewhat

kuliar eggspression on his
D,

“ Anything wrong, sirt™
asked Jolly.

“ Blow me tight 1 *
brecthed the Head, * That's
done itl I've n and

fﬂl‘iﬂt-tﬂn to bring my munny
with me! 1 remember now
thot 1 left it on my dressing-

table in your house, Merry !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

BinchHe
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Fearlesa, " What|
about the
bob you've owed

-l | j, et

11 (}hp
much, sir "
“ Much 7
every penny I possues in the

crumas | Was it

Why, it was

world ! V' hooted the Head.
“To be eggsact, it was
fourpence.ha’penny 1"

“* Grate pip ! "

“ This is the giddy limmit,
and no mistake | " gaid Doeetor
Birchemall, eyeing Jack Jolly
& Co. narrowly, with his
beady eyes. ™ { waa relying
on it to bny my retuwn ticket
to St. Sam’s, you know ™

Jack Jolly larfed.

“* Fourpenee ha'penny
wouldn't ecover the cost of
that, sir ! ™ he grinned. * The
fare to Bt. Sam’s is siz end
eightpenes I ™

The Head blushed.

“Ahem! Now I come to
think of it, it was egesact]
six and eightpence that I left
behind me—not fourpence-
ha'penny 1 DBut never mind,
boya,” he went on, brightenin
up. “Ono of you ean len
me the munny till pay-day.
What about wyeou, Jolly ¥

“8Borry, air!" grinned
Jolly. “T'm stony broke #"

“Pray don’t be slangy,
Jolly | What you mean, pre-
sumably, ia ‘garrta of oak "1
Well, vou, then, Bright 1

* Nothing doing, sirt”

said Bright, promptly.

“You c&npuh]igpn, Fanrlesa,
I'm suro } "

“I can—but I'm not going
grinned IFrank

to, mir!"™

Loy AbGENT
i e

me ginee the torm |

before laat 1"
“Look here,

rot-

g

“"Borry, s
but we really
can't walt  anyy
Jonger!™
Jack Jolly, oa
glanced towards
the platform
“The guard's just going to
blow his wissle. Come on, ydu
fellows.”

“8top!"™ yelled Doctor
Birchemall, despriily.
“Gimme o penny, one of
you ¢

Gy

*Cateh ! " grinned Fronk
Fearloss.

Frank's part. All four leaned

two kout and grabbed together, and

a moment later Doetor Birche-
emall was being hawled to
pafety, hand over hand |

* Wooooop | Yooooop |
Leggo my lheard! ™
shreeked, as they hawled him

gafely through the winder.

“Can't be did, sir!™
rrinned Jack Jolly. * I dare
it's painful, but we're
only deoing it for your own
good ! This way, gir | '

Crogh ! B:mg! Wallop !

* Yarooooo ! ¥

With o fingl feendish yell,
the Head pitched on to the
floor of the carridge,

“ How did you get through
the barrier, eir i’ inguired
Merry. curiously.

Doetor Birchemall stopped
rubbing his injured elun and

The Head cought ib—oﬁtéﬂﬂm .
the tip of his somecwhat Ask no questions, Merry,
promminent nose — theo and vwou'll be told no
grabbed it and deshed arroms whoppers!™ ho said. Then

to the ortomatiick-machin.
that dished out the platform
tickets.

The

out and the train begon to

maove off. Just in tho nick »% would bave to

tirme the Head dashed up )
the barrier end got thro A
his platform ticket. Them i..
sprinted up the platform and
made a wild leap on to the
footboord of the moving trai

“Help?! Murdert Der.
lical ™ Eﬂ yelled, a8 he hung
on to the platform by the
phkin of his teeth.

Jrck Jolly & Co. wers
serprized. on leaning out o

uard'a wisslo shrecked -

their eouridge winder,
who wasa thera,
“ Why, it's you
cride Merry. ™ Hold tight, sir,
and weo'll soon have you
abogrd 1 z
“ 3rab hia whiskora | ™ B:
out Frenk Fearless, ns 1.

o0 Chilo

in, 8ir | " | Doctor Birchemall,

he pointed out of the winder
and eride: “ My hat! Just
look t ™

It was o cunning move on
the Head’s part. He knew ho
projuce somo-
thing better than a platform
tichot at the other end, and
he thought he would be able
to swop his ticket for that of
ono of the boya whila they
were craning their necks out
of the winder.

But the Head wos in for a
disgppointment. Jack Jolly
& élu had already guessed
what was in the wind, and
they tock good care to keep a
i grip on their tickets
their eyes weme off

“It'e aoll right, boysi™
growled tho ead, aftor
rapidly searching their ticket

P-ncknta without  muxuess.
*There’s nothing to look at.

wind wulted the 4ip of the. Ever beon had 1™

Head’s beard into the npm::J

winder, . :
It was o real inepiroation on

Y Not  just lately,
grinned Foarless.
Jack Jolly & Co. werc in

E-irtn

ate apirits during the jerncy.
ﬁrur. Doctor Birchemall's dial
grew longer and longer. won.
dering what would happen
whan the ticket colloctar ot
Muggleton found that he had
besn travelling om nothing
better than a peony platform
ticket |

The train clottered into
Muggloton Station at last, and
they all got out. Doclor
Birchemall looked furtively
E:nwuda the ticket l:igt!ec:t-ﬂr,

oping to spot & way of getting
pllft gh‘]mp without ghﬂiﬂg

notiesed. But he could sco
at a glance thet thore was
nothing doing !

Minnits passed. The erowds
from the train melted oway.
The train steamed out again.

But etill the Head remained
on the platform, wondering
what the dickens to dal

At last he asaw the ticket
collector standing on the edge
of the platiorm, with his back
to the tine, and a sudden
broinwave came to him.

There waa an EEpress
train & aching the station.
Ii only he could save that
ticket collector from being
rub over by the eggapress,
the man wou'd be so grateful
that he wouldn’t dreem of
asking for a ticket |

To think was to gct. Doctor

M ===

time. DBut I did feel s bit agprieved over ono M,

ieular mirdfseription, Penfold get hald

of a couple of tickets for o local boxing show, ™

snd having been before, told me what wo
might expect to soe,

“It'l be o colash of Titana!™ he anid
enthusiastieally.  * Perfectly propertioned
wyoung athietep will t with a remorsaless
vigour and indomitablo courage that will
thrill tho' vast multitudo to the core.”

{Cortinucd al foot of ocireme right-hand column.)

Tom Redwing's New Year ro-
golve is to quelily eventually as
the captain of an Atlantic liner,
The sailorman’s son spends much

of his leisure time poring over

¢harts of the waterz around the

eoast of Britain. One thing is

certain—Tom Redwing will al-

ways steer a dead ** straizht ™
conrse !

Greylriare very nearly began 1938
in ruins when the other day Billy
Buoter, frespassing in the pantry
in search of provender, acci-
denfally spilled some Iat on the
gas=slove. The * flare up ™ was
quickiy put out by Eualing}; tha
gehiool porier. But Buanfer had a
“flery inteﬁaw 1ﬁitl: the Head
ater
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Staving over the holidays wb

Dicky Nugent, Sammy Buoree
thooght jt great fon to pul
bristly hair brushes in Nugent &

Co.'s beds, When on New Year's

morning Sammy was routed oub! Chaonel off Peg

of his own bed jusl after dawn,

and pelled with snow

gasped snd squealed and lairly
* briglled ** with Indiguation !

balls, he b

A 1838 model acropilane con-
gtructed by Frank Nugent was
lannched by him on Little Side—
whereupon it Bew out of sight !
It was picked o Iahetfl hhlm
ay—Iia g

alternpt &t a ¢l oroszing
aving failed. Nogent is prandly
keeping the ’g]una—in orler o

L gir M the etorv |

HEROES! HERE'S

YOUR CHANCE!

Whoops HAROLD SKINNER

Strong, silent lads and rugged he-men, who have
becn ngglmbed a
own this
valour sholl be eomnemorated in future by award-
iu%‘t,!m giddy hero the Remove Order of Merit.

Jow this is what I call & long overduc reform,
It ought to give o real fillip to those chaps who are

in the past, are coming into their
year. It haa been decided that all deeds of

always plunging into raging millstreams or

Birchemall erept LINSeCn
beside tho t-il::lmt-upml]'ect.ar,
and with a sudden movement
tripped him up and neatly
throw him backwards, An
instent later he had jumped
on to tho track aftor him.

* Heavo no fear ! ™ ho eride.
“ I won’t let the egcapress run
over you ! Leave it to me! "

Ho grabhed the ticket
collector by the scrufl of the
neck, and with & mitev offort
fAung bim on to the platform
agamn. Immejately after, he
scrambled back himself—only
half a jiffy before the egrspress
clattered through the station !

The wheeze worked like a
charm. The ticket ecollector
was so djzzy and grotoful that
it duin't even oecur to him
to ask Doctor Birchemall for
his ticket., And the Head
marched out of Muggleton
Station in triumph !

Outside, there was a yell

from Jack Jolly & Co., who
wore waiting.

“ Here he ia! ™

_ ‘;Huw did you mannidgs it.
3.:[‘ ¥ k)

The Head Aushed slitely,
e hadn't really intended to
toll anybody, but he conldn’t
resist the chance of impresaing
tho TI'ourth.-Formers. In =
few words he told them of the
little ruse he had employed.

Jack Jolly & Co. [issened in
sheor amazement.

* Do you mean to eny. thon,
gir, that you actually put him
in danger of being run over
by the eggspress, just eo that
vou could get through the
barrier " hooted Jack Jolly.

The Head winked slyly.

* Well, not eguaactly, Jolly.
That's the funny thing about
it. You gee, although he didn’t
realise it, the e rEES WAS
on the other line. o neithor
of e was roally 1o the slitest
danger. Not bad, what 1"

And the Head wolked eff
to St. Sam’s, leaving Jock

Jolly & Co. pasping1

hurfing themselveas into blazing infernocs to
the rescue of others.

Of course, we ell know that virtue is ita
own reward, and that they don't want prizea
for their heroism. Al the some, you won't find
many who'll say * No " to the offer of being
mseribed on the roll of famel In fact, my
own idea acbout it is that in the beginming
there'll probably be a wild rush of chaps
anxious to acquire the honour.

If I'm right, we shall have to bo caroful to
seo that only the pick of them get tho covoted
honour, I sugeest o ecale of marks for differont
kinds of heroism. Something like this:

MAREKS TOR BRAVE DEEDS.

Rescuing from drowning e 1 mark

Reescuing from fire - v 2 marka
Setling ﬁﬂuby-trup for any prefoct 3 marks
Sctting booby-trap for Mr. Quelch 4 marks

Borrowing Mr. Prout’s gun and
using Sir Hilton Popper's por.
trait as o target. «s fmarka

Smoking a cigar in Big Hall ... G marks
Playing footer in the guod with
the Head's topper. ila «» 7 marka

With a table like this in front of them, tho
committee that decides who is to receive the
Remove Order of Merit will bo able to weed
out the lesaser horoes on logical lines, reserving
the honour for those supecr-herces who, by o
combmnation of two or more heroic acts, carn
sufficicnt marks to justify tho sward |

B T B T B i A

) Shall They Censor Us?

The. Sixth are starting the new term by
calling o public meoting to demand a censor-
ship for the * Greyfriara Herald.” Will all
those who beliove in five speceh kindly roll
up and stop them speaking 7

Bunter has decided to repair ell the
punctures in his bike tyres.
His New Year * re-solutions ''1

Looking back on the events of 1035, Coker
says ho can elaim eredit for the groateat foat
seen in the Fifth i the whole vear.

Surely he must mean * FEET "

e i

Be Late for Locking-Up!

Bo ﬁp-nrtg. somecbody, ond get locked ouf
of gates | Gosling hosn't bad e easo to report
for a whole week. Heo'll develop acute
melancholia if ho docsn't get ono soon !

e

BE A CAVE MAN!

3

H
.
l M- |

When Billy Bunter complained
ot stomach pains as the new term
drew pear, and said he would ba
nnable to retorn to school, tha
doctor suggested an X-ray—
wherenpon Banter made a sudden
and oomplete recovery. The
doetor said he was suffering from
nothing worge than indigestion.
An “ indigestible ¥ fact !
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Bludzcon and cudgel fighting, cto. taughl

" ,_..;T.__ by ap expert. Eoulder-throwing and biting

AL

o speciatity | Kicking E%hm twico nightly
your own hob.-nailed boots 1), For
terms, write BOLSOVER MAJOR, Professor

of Frightiulnnss, Study No. 10, Remove,

(Continucd from foot of column 1.)

What a difference between thot and the
reality I Tho hall waa three-gquarters empty,

The winter ferm fa the ozme in
whick Bob Cherry i

hahit of early morning rising,
lollowed by & swim, being &
constant source of amazement to
plackers like Bunter and Booop.
Bob comes into oless all ** a-
tingle "—whereas the slackars
are uomslly swakened by th
““ fingls ** of Mr. Quelch’s caoe [

tho speotators apent most of thio time yawning
and reading nowspapers, and tho boxera worn
moatly short, fat men, without twopenn'orth
of vigour and pluck between the ot of "em !
After that experience 1 decided nevor again
to rely on Dick Penfold for a deseviption. It's
rotty obwvicus that poets sco things with
ﬁiﬁcrﬂm oyesa from those of common moptals
lilkie mysclt)



