ILLY BUNTER BLUFFS ALL GREYFRIARS!
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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Information You May or May Not Know About Greyfriars, By—

. LT

HREFERA TR A RN AN AN SR NN A LRSS E NN E RN NN FEE N RN A

“/i- GREYFRIARS GUID

A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. The Remove Box-Room.

(1)

Up the little staircase creeping
Many sinful chaps have been,

While & wary eye they're keeping,
Hoping that they won't be seen.

Safe inside tho dusty box-rgom -
Where we keep our trunks and bage,

Bkinner and s hesvtics have their
little parties, 3
With their little box of fags!

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
The Snowfight

Hurrah, the snow is thick and whito
Upon the hills and "r'ﬂ."E{B,

And we can have 8 snowball fight
With sudden darts and sallies,

Our =ide iz led by Peter Todd,
Who Wharton's crowd opposcs,

And snowballs fiy around the quad
To crash on chine and noses.

* *

#*

The uproar spreads, and other Forms
Come up to swell the battle;

The foemen may attack in swarms,
We'll mow them down like cattle !

We've built a rampart in the snow,
And stoutly we'll defend it,

While prefects, smiling, watch the show
And have no wish to end it.

&* = L

But Coker comes upon the scene,
And frowns at us like thunder,
While Potter and his henchmean, Greene,
Move quickly off—-no wonder'!
“Etﬂpd;hs;t |* roars Coker. * Stop the
in
. It's perfectly disgroceful!”
A smowball erashes on his chin
And gives the fool a faee-fulll

While Coker roars and hops about
As though he were demented,
“Unparalleled I¥ says Mr. Prout,
“Indeaed, unprecedented I
By “accident,” an avalancho
Of snowballs sends them sprawling,
And quickly they vamoose the rancl,
And leava us still snowballingl

(2)

U%Ithc little stairease grunting

illy Bunter takes his way,

While an angry echoolmate’s hunting
Ior a pie he bought -that day!

Bitting on a pile of luggage,
Bunter finds the pie Al,

Like a bloated eagle, wolfing his illegal
Plunder til] the deed is done!

{3)

the Little staircase stealing
n the silent hours of might,
Smithy comes, 1 darkness feeling,
For he dares not show a light.
Dropping through the box-room window,
Smithy’s breaking bounds again,
Though he may be scorming overy
friendly warning,
Cuoe day he'll repent in vain

" #
Hush! Hush! Whisper who dares,

When there’s a tread on the box-room
sfairs!

.

THE GREYFRIARS
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

At a debate en which period inn history
the fellows would have preferred to liva
in, the Remove voted solidly for the
year 50 s.0.—beeause at that date Virgil
was alive, and a fellow could got at

ENIENEEE AR ERNATETENANEEY ERENETANENEN eaplppanangarua?
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o him !

ALPHABET
OLIVER KIPPS,

the conjurer of the Remove.

K iz for KIPPS, s conjurer clever,
He'd go on mnjurinq 0r ever.

It's ono of Kipper's little habits

To find & topper full of rabbits.

Y¥rom pockets which he swiftly rifles
He brings out epgs and other triflea.

Then quickly takes from Fishy's collar
A groenback banknote gr a dollart
It seems that Belsover's breast pocket
Ceontaina a rolled-gold lady’s locket,
While from the ear of poor old Skinny
He swiftly wrings a golden puinca!
And postal orders in big batches

From Bunter's overcoat he snatehrs!
He's often bumped for being brilliant,
But, luckily, he's ztill rezilient !

ANSWER TO PUZILE

A n&mu.ud of mixed nuts weighs one
pound.

i i i Py =

Lecturing on the hats of rare butter-
flies, Mr. Capper said many of them
preferred to haunt black, dusty soil in
which there was little growth., Fellows
with butterfly-nets are now narrowly
watching the Sccond Form juniors'
necls.

Coker boasts that ane of his ancestors
was ecight feet tall and broad in pro-
portion. A great-great-grandfathey ]

ettt e PRI R T PR DI RN DDA LR T

PUZZLE PAR

If a chestnut wcigﬁﬁ as much
as two brazil outs, a brazil nut as
much as two walnuts, a walnut as
much as two almonds, ond an
slmond weighs l.ounce, what
would be the weight of a pound
of mixed nuts in which there
were a0 cqual nember of each
kind?
Anawer at foot of column 2,

dndibissennrdiddbndaEi AR REAd RARBIREROEREEREAT

Ik costs sixpence to seo the live gorilla
in Courtfield Circus. Luckily for hard-
up fags, they can sce Bolsover major for
nothing.’

Thte School Musonm wishes to acknow-
ledga with thanks & gift fvom Alra
Mimbla of the slab of hardhbake which
has beon in her window sinee Tudor
times.

Cosaling, who doesn't like cold marn-
ings, has asked tho Iead for permission
ta shift his bed inte the main lobby,
immediately under the ropa of tho
rizing-hell.

Mrs, Kebble's cat has just had six
kittona, Wun Lung is cleaning out his
stowpok.



CAN YOU STAND A SHOCK ? ] GOOD ! THEN LISTEN TO THIS—BIilly Bunter, who i3 always
broke from one year’s end to the other, has got a fiver! The question Is: HOW AND WHERE

?
BUNTERS B

DID HE GET IT?

?-ﬂ.

gl

¢ Anybody here change a fiver ?”’ asked Billy Bunter, opening a tattered notecasa.
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Five stared at a portion of a banknote that was visible,

THE FIRST CHAPTER
Not for Bunter [

' H AS Quelch gone-put #

“ Blessed if I know 1™
“0Oh  blow ! said
Bunter crossly.
“What does it maller,
asked Bob Cherry. _
“Oh, nothing | 1 mean—that js—well,
nothing * said Billy Bunter lucidly.
“AN the =ame, I think you. fellows
might have noticed whether he's gone
out or not, sticking round the door I
Harry Wharton & Co. were standing
by the steps of the House, talking foot-
ball, when Billy Punter blew along.

They were not in the least Interested
in the movements of Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove, after class.

“He hasn’t come out this way, any-
how,” said Harry. “Cut along to his
study, fathead, and see if he's there if
you want him."”

“ Bh—I don’'t want him !”

“Then what the dickeps——"

"“Besides, I've been to his E-tl.z‘.li‘f
already,” said Bunter, shaking his head.
“He was there, and 1 had io ask him a
question about prep, or he would have
smelt & rat! If 1 go again, he will get
suspictous | You know Quelch 1"

The Famous Five of the Remove, ab
that, fixed their eyes on Billy Bunter,
Evidently, the fat junior bad some par-
tieular, pecaliar, and personal reasen
for wanting to know whether his Form-
nraster had gone out or not.

“You fat chump I said Bob Cherry.
% Aéc you after something in Queleh’s
study 1"

“Oh, ne! Nothing of the kind 1" said
Bunter hastily. *“I—I just want to know

Billy
fathead ™

one or not, becanse I
heard him tell Prout he was going out.
I'm not going to his study when he's
gone. Why should 11"

“¥ou'd better not, at any rate
grunted Bob. “You've been in rows
enough this term without asking for
more 1"

Skinner of the Remove came across
the quad, and Billy Bunter, disregard-
ing the Famous Five, turned inguiring
spectacles on Skinner.

“1 sny, seen Quelch go outi” he asked.
“Yes,” answered Bkinner.

whether he's

i

“Oh, good! Was he carrying a
parcel ¥
“No; a bundle of Form papers”

answered Skinner—" Latin papers.”

| - [~

Spanking Fine School Yarn
of HARRY WHARTON &
CO., of GREYFRIARS,

“Latin papers?” repeated Billy
Bunter, blinking at Skinner in astonish-
ment, “What rot! It must have heen
a pareel. ook here, when did you see
him out 7
y: Iig:if an hour ago.”

“¥ou silly ass!” hooted Bunter. ™1
saw him in his study a guarter of an
hour ago I

“Well, that was a quarter of an hour
after T saw him go out,” smiled Skinner,
“He generally goes to his study after
he goes out of the Form-room.”

“You-—you—you idiot!” pgasped

Bunter. “1I wasn't asking you whether
vou saw him go out of the Form-room!
We all saw him go out of the Form-
room | Have vouseen him go out 7%
out of the Form-room!™

([ Dn’ii’
grinned Bkinner.

“ Beast [

Skinner went into the Fouse,
laughing.

Billy Bunter cast an irritated bhink

after him, and then turned his speotacles
on the Famous Five again.

“1 say, you fellows, one of you cut
along to Quelch’s study, and see whether
he's gone out or not, will you? ¥Youn
go, Wharton! You ¢can ask him some-
thing, as head boy of the Remove, you

know. He won't think you're after the
cake.”
“The  cake?”  repeated  Harry
harton.

If there was a cake in the Remove
master’s study, Billy Bunter's interest in
hiz movements was fully explained. But
what a cake was doing in Quelch’s study
was guite & inystery.

“You fat, frumptious Fathead [ said
Johnoy Bull. “How can there be & cake
in Quelch's atudj'? Think Quelch scoffs
cakes like you do?”

“Well, I saw it,” said Bunter. "It
was delivered from Chunkley's this
afternoon. 1 fancy Quelch is going to
send 1t to somebody—1 mean, I saw him
tying a label on the box, so I guessed
he was going to send it by post, I can
Eut two and two together! Braing, you
tnow 1™

“That beats Sherlock Holmes ¥ re-
marked Frank Nugent gravely. “ Fancy
Bunter guessing that Quelch was going
to post it, you fellows, simply from
seeing him tie & label on the box 1"

i‘:m Maexer Lisrary.—No. 1,564.
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“Ha, he, ha!™

“Well it stands to Teasan,” argued
Bunter, “Ho wouldn't label it if he
was going to est it—seel rﬂemdes.
Queleﬁ doean’t eat cakes. Ile's got a
lot of nephews and nieces and things,
and he often sends them something,
Well, this time he's sending & cake. 1f
he, has a parcel with him when Iha goes
out, it will be a cake. But he's more
likely to leave it for Trotter to post.
Only a fellow wants to know, you
kuow.”

Obviously, the fat Owl of the Remove
had designs on that cake! :

“My esteemed, 1dietic Bunter,” mur-
murecr Hurres Jamset Ra.m’E‘:mgh, if
Queleh misses that cake—

“He won't miss it !” grinned Bunter.
“That's all right! You sce, 1¥'s In &
bex on his table, all wrapped up ready
for post. Well, E“%I?ﬂe a fellow hiked
the cake out of the box and put n some-
thing else—any, o hassock, or a lump of
coal or somothing—what—and wrapped
it‘}rahngqikn ?“‘I .

crikey ! )

" Quelch “:!rnu'ld never know,” said the
astute Owl, “Of course, his nephew or
niece would he a bit surprized, getting
2 hassock or o lump of coal by post—-

“Jia, ha, hal® .

“But it would be all right this end,”
said Bunter sagely. * Nothing for me
to worry about—seo? So long as I don’t
got copped, it's all right—that's im.
portant, of eourse. Safe as houses,
think—if only Quelch leaves that parcel
in his study for the page to post. What

o you feliows think "

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.
Then tliey told him what they thought |

“1 think youw're a fat, fooshing, pilfer-
ing pig 1" said Jolmny Bull,

“IF think you're o .gorging, greedy
gargoyle 1" said Bob Cherry. .

“J think you want booting I said
Harry Wharton.

*hq“I think I'll boot you!” said Frank
nt.
Y bubaurd thinkfulness is that you
ST‘ID'ui!f keep your idistic hands from the
ickfulness snd the stealfulness!” said
Turreo Jamset Ram Bingh.
Billy Bunter blinked at them.

His fat mind was so fully occupied
by the problem of getting hold of the
cake that he seemed to have had no time
to consider the moral aspect of the
matter.,

“1 say, you fcllows, I mean to whack
it out |” he said reassuringly. “That's
all right; don't you worry. It's a blgi
cake—enormous—and it will go round
I'm not the fellow to keep it all for
wyself I : :

‘Do you think we want Quelch’s
cake ' gasped Harry Wharton.

“Eh—don't you?” asked Bunter.
“What do vou think’s the matfer with
it, then? I tell you it's a ripping cake
—from Chunkley’s. You know what
Chunkley's cakes aro like! It's a good
cake—take my word for that! I kEnow
something about eakes ™

Arthur Carter the new junior in the
Remove. came ont while Bunter was
sfzmking He cast a curious glance as
the fat Owl :

Bunter blinked round at him. Ile
was on the worst of terms with Carter,
but that mattered nothing when he
wanted information. _

“1 zay. Carter, do you know if Quelch
has gone out ' he asied.

“¥e3.” answered Carter. “Ho wont
ot at the Common-reom door with
Prout.”

“Wa. hke carrying a parcel ¥ ashed
Bunter cagerly.

L1} Nﬂ !:“

“That docs it !’ said Bunter. “That's

Toe AMasaxer Laseseyr.—>o. 1,564,
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all rifht! Sure he wasu’t carrying o
parcel, Carter ¥

“Quite 1" answered Carter; and he
walked away across the quad.

Billy Dunter rolled back into the
Hoitse. The coast was clear now—the
-::a;!;:-a in Quelch’s study, and Quelch gone
el

The Famouz Five exchanged =&

lance, and walked into the Ilouze after
unter.

The fat Owl was heading for Masters’
Passage A grip on the back of his fat
neck brought him to a sudden halt,

He blinked round, in surprize and
annoyvance, at Bob Cherry.

“Leggo " he howled,

“Come up to the studies, old fat
man " said Bob.

*I ean’t come now, you ass!” yapped
Bunter “I'll come up in a {ew
minutes 1*

“You won't come now T

“No I howled Bunter,

“Will you, if I boot you "

“ Beast 1

Bob Cherry lifted his right foot.

One of the two largest feef in the
Remove landed on the tightest trousers
at Greyfriars

Thud |

“ ¥Yoo-hoop I roared Bunter.

“Coming up to the studics ¥

“Ow] Noi®

Thud !

“0w!  Wowl I'm coming, you
hc_:aar, 1" gasped DBunter. “Leave off
kicking me, you swab! Ow! I-I-—I

want to coma [”

“Well, if you want to come, come
along 1* grinned Bob,

And Bunter came.

— ey

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Catching Coker !

ORACE COKER, of the Grey-
friars Fifth, left off talking.
As Coker had been talking
football, that was a relief to
Potter and Greene.
] It was true that they were not listen-
ing; still, it was a relief. Silence was
never so golden as when Cokoy left off
tatking.

The three men of the Fifth were walk-
ing down Friardale Lane to the School.
Coker was explaining to his friends, at

reat length, what an absolute idipt

ingate, the Greyfriars captain, waa,
Wingate's idiocy consisted in putting
Potier and Greene into the first eleven,
and leaving Coker out. Coker thought
that that was the limit, and appavently
expected Potter and Greeno to agree.

But Coker ceased to spealt at the sight
of something going on in the lane.
Apparently there had been an aceident.

A shabluly dressed man stood with an
cmpty basket in his hand. At lus fect
was a little heap of smashed egps.

A young man in ¢vcling attire stood
with his hand on & bicyele.  Ile was
speaking as the three Fifth Formers of
Greyiriars came up.

“ Clerteinly, certainly, m
pay for the eggs!™ he said. * Ay fault
entirely ! I did not zee you in time!
If you had change—-o=

“1 ain't got no change, siv ™ prunted
the man with the basket., “'Ow'd I ‘ave
change for a fivepun nctei"

“Na doubt, no doubt; but as I Lhave
pothing smaller—="

The young man glonced round ot the
three Greyfriars fellows.

“Exeuse e, young gontlemen,” he

man, I will

eaid, wvery politely. “Perhaps soun
would be kind enough to stop a
maonment.

“"What's up?” asked Colier.

“There has been an accideni heve, as
you see. It was entirely my fault—I
collided with this good man's basket,
and upset his eggs. I am willing to pay
for the damage, but have no change.”

“Them eggs have got to be paid for I
said the shabby man, with a threatening
growl in his voiee. “You ain’t going
on till you've squarcd for them eggs.
Tive bob it will covst yer Runniong inta
& bloke en & blooming bike—"

“My good fellow, I have already said
that I will pay for the damage.”

“Well, 'and it over, then, and not so
much gas! I got to get back to my
work, § 'ave.”

“Could you young gentlemen assizl
me?” asked the young man with the
bieycle.  “It iz merely a malter of
changing a nate.”

There was a notecase in ihe young
man’s hand, open. Three or four bank-
nates could be seen within.

“Borry 1" said Potter politely.

“Zorry I 2aid Greene, with
politeness,

Between them they could have made
up the change for a five-pound note.
And they quite sympathised with the
young man in this disagrecable position.
Stell, they did not want to change bank-
nates for strangers. It was not the sort
of thing that a sensible fellow would de,
The young man was well dressed, and
looked quite respectable; still, you could
never telf !

“"Come an, Colter ™ added Greene.

Coker did not come on

Coker was a kindhearted fellow, and a
first-class fothead. e was, in fact, the
very follow that that young man wanted
to meet.

Had Potter or Greene suggested oblig-
ing that young man, probably Coker
would have told them that they wero
assas, and dismissed the idea. As they
did not take that view Coker took it!
That was Horace Coker's wayl Color
only needed to hear an opinion
expressed, to express an opposite one.

“Hold on!” answered Colter. “We
can manage it 1”

“That's very kind of you, sir!” said
the young man with the bicyele. "If
this good man would wait till I rodo on
ta Courtheld, and returned with change,
[

“You ain't going till T'm
them eggs!” growled the shabby
“I'll lay "old of that bloomiug bike, I
tell yer ¥

“That will do, my manl If the
young gentleman will kindly change a
note for me, you shall havo your five
shillings.” The young man extracled
a five-pound note from the noleease.

Coker was feeling for his wallet.

Potter nudged him.

“Look here, old man, eoma on!® he
whispered. “How do vou kpow—"

“Rot 1 said Coker. “The chap lovks
all rvight !

Y“Yes: bot—"

“Don't jaw ¥ said Coker.

P ¥oau'd better not—" beman Greene
uneasily, _

“ Dan't jaw, Greens 1M

Cloker extracted four pound notes, amd
two for ten shillings, frem his wallet.
There were plemy of both there.
Uoker's Aunt Judy seldom left her drar
Horace short of thot necessary article,
cash,

“1 will put my name and address on
the nole” remarked the young man,
“Hold my bicycls & moment, my guod
man.’”

The shabby man held the bike, whiie
the young man took out a fountain-pen.
Ila spread the fAver on the saddle and
wrote on the back: “George Johnzon,

crual

aid for
TE1RI.



16, Bank Buildings, Courtheld.” 1If
Coker had needed reassuring, that would
have reassured him. That address was
only a_fow miles from Greyfriars, and
Bank Buildings was quite & good and
n-ﬁmctab'la Mﬁrns&.

e handed over four pound notes and
two for ten shillings, and received the
fiver in exchange.

“Y am very much obliged, sir ! zaid
the Fn;.;ﬁg man with the bicycle. “Now,
my g men, you can change & ten-
shilling note—-—"

The shabby man went through his

ockets.

Coker & Co. walked on, leaving the
voeung man holding out the ten-shilling
note to the owner of the broken eggs.

::E,"'".-'-**-"' o :..-__H_ =,
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Coker got back to the original theme,
and talked on till the three reached
Greyfriars.

Coker turned in the direction of the
gchool shop when he went in Coker, as
usual, was standing tea in the study;
that was, indeed, the whole and sole
reasol wfn:r his friends had not told him
their true and genuipe views on football
subyjects !

In the tuckshop he drew that five-
pound note from his wallet. He was

ing to change it there, just to show
*otter and Greene what silly asses thoy
were.

Having ordered his unsuzl lavish
supply of provender, Coker handed over
the fiver in poyment.

"

r‘. - ‘.—'-F_'. —
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“And why not?” grunted Coker.

“1: iz not a good one! Ar. Mimbla
says you had better take it to the police
statmon, eir.™

Coker drew & deep, deep breath as
he received back the “dud™ note.
Potter and (reene looked at him. He
looked &t them |

“You fatheads![™ ho said.

14 Eh :I'IH'

“What "

“¥ou silly asses|”

Coker crumpled that banknote into
Eﬂg pocket and strode out of the school

op.

Potter and Greens woro left siaring,
and wondering when thoy were going
to have tea.

‘* Excuse me, young gentlemen,’ said the eyelist, as Coker & Co. came up. °* Perhaps you wotld be kind enough to stop a
moment,” ** What'’s up ?** asked Coker. **I coliided with this good man’s basket and upset his eggs,* said the cyelist.
** Could one of you young gentlemen assist me by changing a fiver P **

Potter and Greene exchanged a glance
behind Coker’s burly back, as he walked
in the middle. They did not really
doubt that pelite young man with the
bicycle themselves; eiill, on genersl
grmﬂl[ﬂes, they would not have changed

anknotes for strangers.

Coker gave them a sarcastie look each.

“You fellows wouldn't have obliged
that chap '™ he said. * Look what a fix
he was in-—that rough-looking brute
threatening to collar his bike! T sup-
posc a fiver's as good as currency notes
when I change if at the school shop for
tea.”

“¥Yes—if—" said Potter.

“1f what?" grunted Coker.
“If it's a good one ™ satd Greene. 1

E::nl]:,' well know that I wounldn't take
anknotes from a man 1'd never seen
before.”

“They take them in shops, fathead!”
said Coker.

“Yes; but—"

#0h, you're an as3, Creency!™ said
Coker. “You're ancther, Potier! Dut
that silly chump Wingate—" And

Mrs. Mimble locked at it.
her glasses and looked

it. Bhe put on .
at it again, Then was eutting acress to tha gates as fast

Coker was not thinking of tea. He

she gave it a third and very scrutinising as his long legs could whisk

lock.
Coker frowned!
exchanged a look!

dubious,

“That note's all rignt, Mrs. Mimble,”

gaid Coker gruffly.

_“0Oh, yes, Master Coker, it must be,
if von had it from home,” said DMrs.

Mimble. " But—"

“I didn’t have it from home,"” granted
“1 changed it for & man in

Cokoer.
Friardale Lane.

"Oh'™ saiwd Mrs. Dlimble.
wait o moment, Mastor Coker.”

SBhe took the banknote info her back
Mr

parlour, obviocusly to consult

Mimble on the subject.

Potter and Greene gave one another

still more expressive looks,
Coker's frown intensified.

Potter and Greene the
Bomething about what
that fiver seemed to make Mrs., Mimble .

* Please

Carter of the emove was standing in
gateway—and he hardly knew

had happened to him. Ha
rawled as Coker barged him out of
the way and flew on.

Back down TFriardale Lane went
Horace Coker, breathing wfath and
vengeance, It had dawped even on

Coker's powerful intellect that that
little scene in the lane, with the hike
and the broken cggs, had been a little
comedy specially got up to enable a
spoofing rascal to land a “dud * note on
an  unsuspeciing  stranger. Probably
that polite voung man had tried it on
half a dozen timwes before Coker came

‘along and obliged him.

Coker, in hot baste, flew along the
lane. He was looking for those two
razcals, his big fists clenched in readi-

Mree. Mimble camoe back in a fow ness for dealing with them.

minytes with a very grave face,

“I'ra niraid I cannot fake that note, well-dressed youn

Masler Coker,” shg said.

He was not likely to find themn! The
man with the biko
TrHe Aacker Lmenany.—No. 1,564,
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aud the shubby man with the basketb
having happily shared Coker's eurrenc
notes, woere already ot a distanece, travel-
hing fast.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Looking Aiter Bunter )

4 3AY, yvou fellows!™
“8hut up
“ Look hero, you beasts, what's
this gamel™ roared Bunter, in
breathless wrath,

Heedlesas of ]:“»ill_g1 Bunter’s ohjections,

tha Famous Five had mavched him up
to the Remove passage, and into Study
No. I—the study that belonged to
Wharton, Nugent, and the new fellow
Carter. ‘ ‘

Having arrived in that study, Bunter
was plumped into the armchair, with a
heavy bump. Bob Cherry siood be-
tween him and the doorway.

Four members of the famous Co. wero
grinning. But Bob's ruddy face was
serious.  All five of them wera guite
agread that Bunter was going to keep
& safe distance from that parcel in
Quelch's study.

Bunter was quite without scruple
where foodstuffs were concerned. It
was suffictent for a ecake to exist for
Bunter to think that he ought to have
it | Naturally. other fellows took dif-
farent views, But, apart from the fact
that grub-raiding was barred, it was
eltogether too dangerous for Bunter to
scof a cake belonging to a Form-
mastoer !

In the Bemove they booted him for
such things. Bur Mr Quelch wasz sure
to take & much moro severe view. Ior
hiz own sake, if for, no other reason
the fat Owl had to bhe slopped. And
tha chums of the Remove weve pre-
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gamd to boot him, as much as might
a required, for his own good.

“MNow," said Bob Cherry, * hsten to
me, you fat freale—=*

“Shan't!” roared DBunter. “Ilf you
want to Jaw, you can jaw to your pals.
¥ou can't expect me to listen to your
chin-wag! ol here, lemme gercouk
of this study.”

“You're nos geoing after Quclch’s
cake 1" bawled Bob

“Beast!” bawled Dback Bunter.
“You're jolly well not going to bave it
.E'[’:p Iﬂﬁﬂring to whack 't out! That's
1L =

“0Oh, boot him 1" said Johnny Bull.

“"Beast! I say, Toddy, come in hera
and make these beastz lot me pgo!®
yelled Bunter, as Pater Todd passed tha
doorway. -

Poter stopped and looked 1n.  As
Bunter's study-mate in Study No. 7, ke
was not deaf to that appeal.

e '\-‘u&hat’s upg” he asked. “{_Whal: ara
you doing with my prize pig?”

* (h, really, Taﬂdy——'P

“All right, Toddy!™ said Harvy
Wharton. " Queleh has left o cake in a
box on his study table oand that fat

chump wants to raid it. We're teying
to stop him from asking for a Head's
Rogging. ™ . .

%1 say, Toddy, "tain’'t hke that at
all 1* howled Bunter. “I—I've got to
go and sce Wlngat&. I—I can't keep a
prefect waiting ™

“Oh, Wingate won't mind waiting {7
said Peler. “IHe's gone down to
footer.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I—I mwean, [=I've promised to sce
Coker of the Fifth! 't going to help
him with somea Latin—"

“Oh ecrikey ! gasped Peter. ™ Neaver
mind, Coker old fat man—we can’t havo
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TFifth Form men getting their work
done in the Hemove.”

“Wall, look here, Toddy, the Head's
waiting for me! A chap can't keap his
headmaster  waiting—it's not  the
thing "

“Not as a rule!” chuckled Peter
Todd. “But in the present circum-
stances I think the Head may as wall
waik, 1u|-:»n$- with Wingate and Coker of
the Fifth 1™

And Peter Todd walked on to the

gtairs, lau%hiu y
“Deast ! }’Eﬁ!ﬂ& Bunter after him.
Bobh Cherry gave the fat Owl a

glare.

“Now, vou old fat Owl, listen!” he
rapped. ‘" All this term you've been in
rows—ever since that relation of yours,
Carter, cemo hersa, Now—"

“Oh, boot him, and let’s get out[”
said Johnny Bull. “There isn’t much
light left for footer.”

“¥You fellows can ent.” said Bab.
“I'll follow you along. I've got to talk

io Bunter.”

“Oh, all rightt*

Four members of the Co. loft the
study, Bunier was safe in BolY's hands,

and they were keen to get a littla
footer before dark.

Bob slammed the door and turned to
Bunter sgain )

The. Owl of the Remove eyed him
with an infuriated blink through his bi
spectaclea, Never had Bunter _regrettﬂs
so much that he was no hghting-man |
Gladly would he have pitched Boh
aerosa the study and cut out while thera
was yvel time to snaffle that cakel

“ Now, listen!” growled Bob. *S8illy
fathead as you are, you've got sense
cenough to see that that relation of
yours, Carter, is Eetting you all the
trouble he con, and you know why, I
think.” ,

“Blow Carter ™

“Vow'vd told us that his uncle
My, Carter, has written to Que}c‘ﬂ, to
ask ebout your report, end that it may
be a good thing for you if he's pleased
with it."

“No bir.nn{ of yours 1" vapped Bunter.

“Shut up! Carter has landed you in
all the trouble he could, ever since he
cal_rlnnu here. You know that, and know
why.

“The beast doesn't want me to gel a
good repovt, of course!” said Bunter.
“1 daro say old Joo Carter’s found out
what a cad he 13, and may be thinking
of leaving his money somewhers else,
Looks hke it, to me. 1 know he doesn’t
mako him a big allowance hers, like
he used to at St Olaf's. I shouldn't
wonder if it comes: my way.”

“Well, then,” said Bob, ® haven't you
sense anough to knock hia game on the
head? Carter can’t do a thing to you
if you keep straight. But if you dou't,
he will take care every time that Quelch
Enaws about it. Can't you see that you
should keep straight for your own
eake 1V

“I like that!"” sneered Bunter. “If
von were as straight as I s, Bob

old

herry, you'd doi®

Bob breathed hard.

“Now, loock here, fathead,” he said,
“PTll teill you something, aa 2 tip! I
kuow that Carter's game is io make
things look as rotten as he can for yom,
to dizsh you with that old relation of

vours, Mever mind- how know—I
heard something the day he came, and
I do know! ou're playing into his

hands by being a lying, pilfering un-
serupulous little beast! Beef"
“You checky beast!” roared Bunter.
“If you've got the seose of a bunny
rabbit, youll run straight, and then
that seheming cad won't have a chanco
at youl™ urged Bob. " If you snaffle



that cake out of Queleh’s studv, vou
ean bank on it that you will be spotted.
That cad <daren't sneak openly; but he
wilt see that you get nailed! Got
that ¥"

“I know he's a sneaking beast ™ said
Bunter. “But I'm not afraid of him.
He can’t land anvthing on a fellow
wha's absolutely straightforward and
etraight as a die! I'm all right”

“Well, stick to that and you're
OK.," szaid Bob. *First of all, leave
Queleh's cake alone.™

Billy Bunter cast a longing blink at

the door. But Beb Cherry was stand-
ing between him and the door.
“Oh, all right!” he said. *“The fact

ig I wasn't going after that cake! In
fact, T don’t know anyihing about a
cake in Quelch’s study! So far as I
know, Chunkley’s never delivered one
hoera this afterncon. T'm going to
Queleh’s study to get a—a Latin exer-
clee——"

“You'ro not gning te Queleh’s study
at all1” roared Bob.

#I—I—I mean, I ain't going to the
study | Not at all! I—DU'm going down
to watch the football! Now, let me out
of this, vrou beast !

“All serene,” eaid Bob. “I'm going
down fo the footer, and you can come
with me.™

“I—I—1 mean, I—I've iot to go to
Wingate first—I mesn, Coker—that is,
the Head i

“¥os, I know what vou mean,” said
Bob, "I've & jolly good mind to let
you ge ahead end get yourself booled
out of Greyfriars, you fat freak! But
I supposo you can't help being a silly
idict! I shall leave you in  this
study——"

“The =ooner the better, you beast!™

“With the door locked—"

Bunter bounced out of the armchair.

. "¥You leave that door slone!” he
howled. “I say, Wharton and Nugent
may want to coime in—and Carter, too—
it's his study—""

“Hao had his coat on when he passed
us downstairs,” said Boh., “He must

have na out. You needn’t worry
ahout Carter, you fat frand.”

“I'm not staying here!™ roared
Bunter.

“You are,” answered Bob grimly.

He drew the key out of the lock and
put it in the outside of the door.

Billy Bunter eyed him with spoechless
wrath. Locked in that study, it was
elear that his nefarious designs on Mr.

uelch’s cake would have to be aban-

onced. It was rather a desperate
measure for the fat Owl of the Remove
io tackle Bob Cherry. DBut clearly it
was o -time for desperatc measures!
Bunter charged!

A fat fist landed on Bolb's ribs, and
another on his ear! Taken by surprise,
he staggered away from the door.

Bunter shot past.

“Why,
Bobh.

Ho bounded after Bunter,

The fat Oul flew for the stairs,. He
was grabbed before he had covered three
vards! A fnger and thumb closed like
a vice on a fat ear, and Bunter was
jerked back.

“Yarcoh !” roared Bunter.
my car, you beast! You're pulling my
ear off, you rotter! Yow-ow-ow!™

With that vice-like grip on the fat ear,
Dob led him back to the study ! Bunter
velped at every step—but he went!

In the doorway Bob halted, shot out
s foot, and Bunter went into the study
rearing. Then Bob Charry slammed the
door, Em]md it on the outside, and pu
the key in his pocket.

“Beast I came a vell from within, I
ear, lemme out! You're not going to

]

you—you—you—>=" pazped
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have that cake. you beast! I know your
game, you rotter! Loock here, I told
vou about that eake! I zay, I'll po
halves! I say——"

But answer there came none! Bob
Cherry was going downstairs, with the
key in his pocket—going, as Bunter had
not the slightest doubt, afier that cake !

As » matter of fact, he was going
to the changing-room, and in a few
minutes he joined his comrades at foot-
ball. Talking te Bunter was useless;
but lecking him in a study seemed an
eflicacious method of keeping his fat
paws off GQuelel’s cake! Bilﬂr Bunter
was left in Btody No. 1—raging |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Too Late |

RTHUR CARTER picked himself
up in the school gateway, gasp-
m% tor breath.
 Hestared blankly after Coker
of the Fifth, vanishing down Friardale

Lane.

“The silly ass!” ﬁaﬁ ed Carter.
Cuaker, of course, had no time to waste

on a mere Lower Fourth junior. Carter

having been in his wav, Coker had

barged him out of it, and that was that.

Carter had been standing in the gate-
way some time, He was, as Bob Cherry
had remarked, in coat and hat, and had
been going out. Buat he had stopped at
the gates to think it over, &8 WRS
curious—very curious—to know how
Billy Dunter had got on with that parcel
in his Form-master's study. He decided,
at length, to ascertain—and turned o
walk back to the House.

To the Remove generally Bunter was
a fellow whose insignificance was un-
limited. But all the fatuous proceedings
of the Owl of the Remove were of in-
terest to his distant relation, Carter.
The fellow who had been turfed out of
his former school in disgracoe had been
told plainly that he had nothing more to

expect from old Mr. Carter. That
wealthy old gentleman was considering
another relative i his place, to be

named in his will: and Carter knew,
though Billy Bunter did nof, that that
other relative was the fat Owl of the
Remove.

All Bunter knew was that old Mr.
Carter was taking & sudden interest in
him, and that it might be worth his
while to make & good umpression on the
old bean !

Carter's idea was that the worse im-

ression Bunter made, the better! He
ind displeased his unele by bad and
reckless conduet at 8t. (af's, where he
had come & “mucker.” He was going to
be much more careful at Greviriars;
and he was going, if he could. to make
the “old bean ™ see that his relative and
rival was, at all events, no better a
follow than himself!

If that relative and rival had been a
fellow like Bob Cherry or Harry Whar-
ton, there would have been nothing
doing! Dub with a fellow like Dilly
Bunter it scemaed an casy game,

It was trne that there was no real
harm in Bunter. PBut his manners and
customs were all his own |

Bunter and the Famous Five had dis-
appeared when Carter came Lack into
the House,

Carter walked down Masters' Passage
pnd looked into Mr, Queleh's siudy

On the table lay a box, wrapped up,
tied. and labelled. That box, cvidently,
contained the cake on which Bunter had
a nefarious eyo! Clearly, he had not
raided It yor!

Carter ehut the door and departed.

7

At the corner of the passage Peter Todd
passed him.

e noticed that there was a grin on
Toddy's face, but gave him mno other.
heed., He went to the Bag, to sce
whether the fat Owl was there.

Peter Todd etill grinning, walked
down Masters' Passage. to the door of
Mr. Quelch’s study, He opencd that
door—but did not merely glance in, as
Carter had done. Me stepped into the

gtudy. Tle grinned more widely as he
leoked at the parcel on the table.

“The blithering idiot!™ murmured
Peter.

Obviously, if that parcel remained
where it was during Mr. Quelch's

absence, there was trouble ahead for
Bunicr. That was why Peter was there.

Ile hifted the .parcel from the table
ond placed it underneath, in front of
the legs of Mr. Qualel's chair, Under
the table, it was quite out of sight; but
Mr. le[‘ch would discover it as spon 88
he sat down, because his feet would bang
agmnst it | Bunter, of course, was not
likely to look under the table.

Leaving 1t thus invisible, Peter left
the study, and went out into the guad.

Carter, from the door of the Rag, saw
him go, but cortainly did nol guess how
he had lately been cccupied.

A few minutes later Harry Wharton
and Frank Nugent, Johany DBull and
Hurrce Jamsct Ram Singh came down
and went to the changing-rocom. -And
after a few more minutes Bob Cherry
appeared and followed in the same
direction.

Carter wondered where Bunter waa.

He went up to the Hemove at Jast.
Then, rather unexpectedly, he learned
whera Bunter was,

From the keyhole of the first study in
the passage—hiz own study—came a
hizeing, infuriated voice:

“Are you thore, you beast? Have you
gone awaey, you rotter? Look here, youn
swah, 1f vou don't let, me out of this
study I'll jolly well welll I'll bring
up the prefecta! T'II bring up the

ead! Do youn hear me, you boast?
Are vou there, Bob Cherry, you rotter?
Will vou unleck this door, or wen't you
unlocle this door, you cad?”

“0Oh, my hat ! ejaculated Carter,

He understood now why Bunter had
disappeared. He had guessed that the
Famousz Five were arguing with Bunter
on the subject of that cake! Iividently
Bobk Cherry had ured the irresistible
argument of a locked door [

“Is that wou, Cherry, vou rotter?®”
sqqueaked Bunter, as he heavd Carter's
voice. “*Will wou let me out, yon
votter 7%

“What are you doin
vou fat freak?” asked (ga

“Is that vou, Carter? 1 say, Bob
Chorry'a locked me in! I say, get the
Lkev off him and let me out, will you?"
howled Bunter.

Carter chuckled. Harry Wharton &
Co. might take measures to prevent the
fat and fatuous Owl from landing him-
self in scrious trouble—lut that was not
Carter's object.  The more Bunter
hunted for trouble the more his amiable
relative was pleased.

“T'h ket vou out all right,” answered
Carter. He had a bunch of keys, one of
which fitted the study lock.

He unlocked the door and threw it
open, mueh to Billy Bunter's relicf,

“Get out ™ said Curter,

“Beast ! retorted Bunier, doubtless
by way of thanks. And he got out
promptly.

Carter, grinning, followed him down
the =tairs.

Bunter, in breathlese haste, rolled
away for Masters’ Studies. Carter did

THe Maicxer Lisrary.—No. 1,564,

in my study,
rier.



3

not-need felling what he was going to do
there | :

With a grin on his face, he walked oub
of the House, and went down to the
gates again. He still had plenty of time
to meet Mr. Bill Lodgey, and get a
“quid ¥ on Simple Simon for the three
o'clock on Wednesday! Arthur Carter
was the same “bad hat at Greyiriars
that he had been at Bt. Olaf's, the only
difference I:remg that he was more wary
snd cautious aboud it.

Meanwhile, the fat Owl of the Remove
rolled up Masters' Passage. Dunter
rolled into his Form-master's study and
shut the door hastily, lest any beak
should come along.

Then he rolled across to the table.
And then—

"T]‘}_lieast P f]issnd Buntexr.

o parcel was gone.

“Rotter | Cad] Beast! Swab!
crikey I gasped Bunter.

He was too late.

That unspeakable beast Bob Cherry
had locked him in 8tudy No, 1 while
he cut down and snooped the cake!
Bunter had not the slightest doubt of
it! The thing spoke for itsclf. The
parcel was gone,

Badly and sorrowfully the fat Owl
rolled away from Quelch’s study. There
was po cake for Bunzer. It did not
oeenr to his for Lrain that it was for-
tunate for hitn. Bunter was not think-
ing of the consequences; he was think-
ing of the cake. Like Rachel of old,
ha mowned for that which was lost,
and could not be comforted.

Oh

s | —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Whack !

" ALLO, hallo, hallo 1
H The shades of night, as the

poct has expressed it, were
falling fast

Harrv Wharton & Co. came in fresh
and ruddy after football practice, and
more than ready for tea, They staved
at the open doorway of Study No. 1.
Carter and Skinner were in the room,
the latter knceling at the fire making
toast. Dob had a key in his hand—
but it was evidently not needed.

Carter glanced round st the five.

“Coming in here ' he asked, “I've
got a fellow to tea—"

“No: we're teaing in Bob's study,”™
angwered Harey Wharton, * But——"

I left this study locked, with Bunier
in it,” =atd Bob.

“Like vour cheek ' ganswered Carter.
“What the ihump do you mean by
locking a fellow out of his study 7

Bob colouved a little.

“You were gone out,” he said, His
brows Eknitted. *“At least, you werc
going out when yon passed ws down-
stairs. Did you come back and let
Bunter out, becavse you knew what he
was up tof”

“J let him out because I didn’t want
hitn in my study, Don't take that key
away again. I couldn't have got mn if
I hadw't happened to have one that
would ft.”

Bob Cherry stood in the doorway
looking at him for a moment or two,
but he turped away without speaking
to Carter again.

“Come on, you men '™ he said. " That
fat fool'a for it now, mnd it can’t be
helped. If I'd known that cad had
another key to the study—""

“Well, old man, a fellow has a right
to have & key to his own study,” said
Johnuny Bull, "I don't see that Carter's
to blame.”
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“1 dol*® growled Boly. “B8uall, if
Buuter keeps on asking for it he will
have to take what comes 1o him. Bother
the fat ass ¥

The Famous Five walked on to Bob's
study—Study No. 13

Az Mark Linley and hitle Wun Lung
were teaing out they expected to have
that study to themselves, but they found
it occupied. A fat figure was reposing
in the armchair; i{ sat up as the five
juniors cama 1in.

“Oh, heve you nre ! mrnted Bunter.
“You'ra jolly late for teal Keoping a
fellow waiting 1™

“Did anvbody ask that fat foozler lo
fen here 7 mnguirved Johnny Bull,

“MNot that I know of,” answeved Dol

“I've asked myself,” said Bunter,
with a fat sneer. “If vou think you're
going to have all that cake, Bob Cherry,
sow're  Jolly  well mistaken! Seo?
Where 1z 1t ##

B;;]Wherc‘a what, fothead?’ snaopped
“*Quelcl’s cale 1 hooted Bunter.
“¥You ought to know, if anybody

tloes 1" said Bob, staring at  him.

“Dido't you snaflle it when Carter let

you out? That's what he let you out

for, you beniphted idiot!™

“Don't talk rot!” szaid Bunter
“Look here, where's the cake? I'm
willing to whack it ont, as I =aid before.
But if you fancy you've going to have
the lot—"

“What on earth is the fat ass talking

about ¥ asked Ilavry Wharton in
wander,

“Quelch’s  cake!” hooted  Bunter,
“ Perhaps you fellows don't know!

That beast locled me in your study,
Wharton, while he went down and
snopped the cake—"

“Wha-a-c 7"

“Mean, [ ecall it!* zaid Bunter hit-
terly. “Not the sort of thing T would
tlo myself! You'd never have heard of
that coke if T hadn't rold you! 1 don't
suppose you even knew that Queleh had
a cake at ali until I mentioned it. ¥You
never noticed that it was delivered
from Chunklev's, Youn fellows nover
notice amnything! A man might carvy
a cake Ly, rigﬁt under your noses, and
vou'dl never notice that 1t was a eako
ab all, Thal's the sort of silly 1diots
vou ave! Then you go and lock me in
a study while youn bag 1lie cake—""

Bob Cherry faspﬂi

“Does that bhithering idiot think I
bagged Quelch’s eake ¥ he stuttered.

“1 kuow you did, if that's what yon
mean [ sncered Bunter, 1 jolly well
knew that was wh; you lecked ma in
Wharion's study ! Direy trek | 1 knew
it all the time. DBur, mingd, I'm having
a whack in that cake! Whore 18 it?
You haven't scoffed it vet, I suppose?
I've been waiting for you to come in”

The Famnmous Five gazed at Bunter.
That Carter had let him out of the
locked =ztudy to hunt for trouble Bob
Cherey had ne deubt, and tho ether
fellows had no doubt—at all events, that
he had scudded aff o Quelel’s siudy the
moment lwe was loose, So his preseut
reimarks and his evident indignation
guite puzzled them,

“I gay, you [rllows, make him shell
ont  that eake!™ appealed  Bunter
“Fair play's a jowel !, 1 told vou about
the eake in the fivst pluce?! You know
that."’

“¥ou fat willain, have rou snooped
Quelch’s cake or not ¥ roared Bob.

“No, T haven't!" roared Bunteor.
“You havel”

“You fat, Brvmptions, fralijous, foot-
line fathead—"

“Beast! I+ was gone when I got

there 1”7 howled Bunter. “ Whe had it
if vou hado't? Lechmg a fellow in a
studv while you pinch his cake—""

Bob Cherry erozeed to the study cup-
board. _

Bunter blinked after hin.

“1t's not there ! he =aid. T'va
looked all over the study! “What have
yvou done with it, Cherry? That's what
I want to know. 1 tell you it's not in
that cupboard; I've looked.”

“I've got somecthing heve for you!™
answered Bolr aver his shoulder.

Ile groped in the cupboard and drow
out & crickot stump.

Bunter dodged round the table.

“I say, you fellows, keep him off 1"
he voared. “I say, it's only fair to let
& fellow have a whack in the cake when
I told you about it! Cherry couldu's
have pinched it if I hadn’t told you.
Could he? I say, all I want iz a fair
whack—"'

Whack !

“¥Yaroocep ! roared Bunfer a3 he
received the whack-—apparently not the
ono he wanted.

Whaek !
“Owl RBeast! $Ln:c-}:p it] You can
keep the cake ™ selle unter. " You

can have it all if you like, greedy pigl
Orve 1

*“ Whacl: 1

“¥oo-hooooy 1

"Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter bolted for the door.
After himn rushed Beb Cherry, brandish-
g the cricket stunmp.

Four fellows stood roaring with laugh-
ter; Dunter was roarving, too, though
not with laughter !

Whack ! rang again on his trouscrs
as he dodged out of the study., A yell
anawered from the passage,

“lold on!"" gasped Harvy Wharton,
catehing Bob by the arm.  "'Nutl's aa
good as a feast, old man 1

“I1—I-—-LI1 burst him!"™ gasped Bob.
B G B B | B

I'rank Nugent shut the door,

Bob threw down the ericket stump;
his face was erimson with wrath,

However, he ealmed down: and (he
Famous Five sat down to tea,

It wasz about ten .ninutes later iligt
the door opened, and a fat face and a
big pair of spectacles glimmered in,

Billy Bunter shot a rapid blink at
the tea-table—evidenily in expecigiion
of spotting o calke theve.

Bob Cherry gave him a glare,

“I—=I rav, you fellows, haven't you
slaried on the cake yot 17 azlked Dunter.

“You fat chump!”’ exclsimed Harvy
Wharton. “Don’t you know you've the
only grub-rarder in the Remove ¥ There
i=n't any caka.”

“Well,, what's Bob done
then ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“You—you—you——" pasped Bub.
“¥ou fat scoundrel, if you haven't

with it

pinched Quelch’s cake il's stili in his
siudy | o you think I would touch
1

“Eh? You couldn’t pick it np wicli-
out  touching it suppose I zaid
Bunier, bhinking at b “YWharree
you mean ¥

“1 haven't even seen Quelch's cake !
roarved llob.

“Well, you must have seen it when
vou picked it wp! Blessed if I make
you out!™ satd Buanter. *Look here,
aren't you even going to whack it out
with your own pale? T eay, it’a preity
thick to keep the whole cake for yvour-
zelf ! Not 1he sort of thing I weould

!u

Bob made a geab at {he cricked
stiinp. The door slammed.

Billy Dynter vanished.
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“I'm afraid I cannot take that note, Masier Coker," said Mrs. Mimble gravely.
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¢ Mr. Mimble says it is not a good one

Coker drew a deep breath, as Mrs. Mimble handed the ** dud ** note back.

This time he waz pone for pood—

giving up, at last, his hope of a
“whack ™ in that  cake, . And  the
chums of the Remove linshied therr

Loy 1o prace.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Asks for It!
‘SMI’I'HV " exelaimed Tomw Red-

Wikagr.
“Rats ! welovled  MHerboers

Vernou = St RVer Liis
shoulder,
B Btop M
“More ratst”
Smiathy was st Mr. Queleh's study

door, when s chum, Town Redwing,
suddenly appcarcd 1o the passage, and
called to hin.

Unheediz
Bounder o
study dooy,
wlicr him.

Smithy was in need of g telephione.
iz Forin-inaster being out, he was
guin io  borrow  Mr. Quelch's,
Smithy had rather an urgent call to
put I;Iuruugh Ile was, in fack, mtm-
eefed  in Simple Stmon, as well as
Carter of the Remove

According to Ponsouby of Higheliffe,
who had an extensive and expenzive
koowledge of peo- BUE, Simple Bimon
was B “sure spip” fur the threo
o'elock on Wednesday  Smithy was
anxtous to be “You.” He was probably
the only fellow at Greviriars who
would bave had the nerve to wse onc
of the school telephones for such a
purpose. But the Bounder had nerve
cnough for anything.

A remonstrance from his chuwn Red-
wing, was not likely to stop Liw
Smithy  shnt  the study doeor, and
crossed over 1o the telephone, IL was
deeply  dusky in the study:; Lbut he

Redwing's  call,  the
Ureyfriars opened  the
shepped 1, and shat 1t

did not need a light neither would he
have ventured fo torn owe oo, He
picked up the recerver, sud a volce
ciame through:

“Number, please?™ ’
Siithy was about fo pgive the
mulnber of the Three Iishers, when

foatsteps como up the pussage.
He luooked round towards the door,
with a Lkuttted brow,  I1f that checky

wss, Redwing, was following him o
the sludy——
Then, with a stact, he realised that

those foolsteps wore certainly not Red-
wing's, It was a steady tread that
was famniliar 1o his oo

“Quaoleh 1 breathed the Dowmder.

“MNumber, please?  came agwin,
from the exchange. .

Hevbert Vernon-Spnith dnl not give
the vumiber. o was bob likely 1o do
s, i the vircumstances.

He replaced the recciver lurviedly,
and stepped away from the telephone,
Qurl-:.h wibs albwszt at the door.

The Bounder realised now why Rod-
wing had called to him so anxiously,
from the oornop :.:-I the passage. No
doubt he had seen Mr, Quelch coming
in, angl had been anxions to warn his
veckless el in e

But that knowledge came loo late lo
e of auy wse to the baed hat of the
Rewove.  Swmithy was faivly caught.

All that he could do was to slep
will swaey fromm the telephone, so that
Queleh would not guess that e had
beon going fo use that nstroment.
Swiltly Lo cudgelled his
sumo  excuse to secount for his pre-
senee i the stwdy, when his Vernn-
masler cnlered.

Ile had little time.  But 1he Bounder
haud & quick wit, and, in dealing with
“beaks,™ Lo had little more scruple,

tn vegard  to veracily, than  Ially
DBunler hipeelf.
The deor vpeoed, and Mre Quelch

brams for

steppest in,
b dicd so,

He gave a little slart at the nigrht
of Vernon-Bwith standing there.

Lyes fixed suspiciously on the Bounder.
* ¥Yernon-Bmith, what are you doing
i iny study ' he asked.

“1 lwpe you'll exeuse mie, sie,” sand
Smithy  meckly. “Same  fellow hay
hidden my Lotin  dictionary for w
silly joke, and T come to ask you if
vou would mind lending me one, Ay
you weren't here, sir, I thought
wouldn't miind  if borrowed
Liomary for a little whila®

Me. Quelch paused before replying,

He would willingly buve  exeused
Uy i‘umur for entering his study with-
out leave, for the objoct stated: but
he did npot guite trust that member
of hix Form, It seemed much more
probable, to 3re. Quelch's ind, thal
tho scapegruce of the Remove was
there for some much less innocent pur-
pose=—such as playing svme teick on
his Form-master,

“Yery well, Vernon-Smith," said
tho Remove master, after that leng
pause.  “II that was your object in
coming here, 1 shall certainly EXCUSD
you. You iy, however, remain for
u fow pangtes.

The - Bounder Fll]'.l}'.lTEhEELI a grin as
iz DPorme-master’'s keen cves szhot u
searehing plonce vound the hl,nd:,r o
knew  what was  in ueleh’s  mind.
But he had done nethng there; hoe
had not even uwsed the telephone, so
he was feeling quite sale,

HSu he was starvtled, when a deep
frown guthered on Mr. Cuelel’s brow,
The Remove master looked ab il
study table, apparently in search of
somoelhing that was net there. Then
e fixed hiz eyes on Vernon-Smith
P,

“What have you done wilh the
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switching on the light as
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parccl fromn  this  table, Vervon-
Bmith 7" :
“The—tha what, sir?’ stammered

ine Bounder.

“1 left a parcel on this table, ready
for the post in the morning,” said M.
Quelch, “It is gonme, and [ find you
liere. Tell me at once, Vernon-Smuth,
what you have done with that parcel #°

The Bounder caught his breath,

0Of Ouelch’s parcel, and Quelch's
cake, destined for o distant nece, ho
kiaw  nnthing whatever. But it

dawned upon him that that etudy had
lhad an earlier visitor during Quelch’s

absenco. Someone, evidently, had
been therd before Smithy.
“I=I haven't seen if, sin” stom-

wmered Vernon-S8mitl.

“You will hardly cxpect me to be-
licve that statement, Vernon-Smith,”
said the Remove master dryly. “I'he
parcel was left on this table, and 1%
15 gone, You arc here." _

“[—I came to borrow a dictionary,”
muitered the Bounder sullenly,

“1 fear, Vernon-Smith, that that
slatement was the Hret pretext that
came into your hLead, when I caught
vou here,” said Mr. Quelch, in thn
sgme dry tone. Y1 have no doubt

whatever that wyou wers here for
another purpose; and as the parecl
lias been removed, can have no

doubt of that purpose. What have you
done with 1t i”

“You can sco
parcel, sir.”

“1 can zee that, Vernon-Smuth, and,
as you are still here, I presume that
you bave not removed it from the
study. No doubt you have concealed
it in this room. ¥ remember that you
played a similar trick with some Latin

papers last term, and I coned yvou for
ik,

#J—1 haven't———"

“You need say no ore, Vornon-
Smjth. Replace thet parcel on the
table at once!” snapped Me. Quelch.

The Bounder stood looking at him.
IIe¢ had never heard of Mr. Queleh's
parcel till his Form-master mentioned
it; and he had not the fainlest ides
what had become of 1t. _

Mr. Quelch sat down at his table—to
wait for the Dounder to sort that
- parcel out of the spot where he was
vonvineed Smithy Lad hidden it

But it was unnpecessary for Smithy
to search for the nissing parcel. As
Mr. Queleh put his legs under the
lable, his fout baoged apgainst somo-

that I haven't a

thing, and bho ullered a slaviled
vjaculation :

“What—"*

IIs bent down, peercd under the
table, and then, with a thunderous
Lrow, lifted out the parcel. Jlo
placed 1t on the table, and turned lus
vyes on Vernon-Smith.

“Ho this 3 what vou consider a

practical joke, Vernon-Smith,” he said,
i 3 grinding voice. “Do you dare to
deny further that you concealed this
parcel under my table, and that that
13 why you were in the study?™

“I've never ovoen seen
said the Bounder sullenly.
you why I ¢caine here.™

Mr. Quelel’s gimlet eyes almose
bored inie him. Really, the evidence
was strong cnough to convinco any
Form-master. ut Henry Samuel
Quelch was a just wan. e did not
trust Smithy, and he was sure that
that statement wbout the Latin diction-
ary was a glib excuse—the hrst that
liad eomo inte S3mithy’s head when he
was caught. But if there was a doubt,
Quelch was the maun te give a culprit
tho boenelit of .

Tue Maaxer Lisnany.—No. 1,564,

it before,”
“I've fold

THE MAGNET

“Very well, Vornon-Smith,** he soad,
at last, *1 canmot rely upon your
ward ; but fhere ia s bare possibility
that you are speaking the truth. Come
with me.” .

Ile rose from the chair, put a cane
under hiz arm, and went to the door.

The Bounder, puzzled, followed him.
What Queleh had in his head now, he
could oot gucss. He followed his
Form-master down the passago.

Redwing was loitering at the corner,
with a worried look on his face. Il
had tried to warn his woyward chum
in time, and had failed.

Mr. Quelch gave him a glance, but
passed on without speaking. He
ascended the stairs, the perplexed
Bounder abt his heels,

A fat volco was heard ss he crossed
tho landing to the Hemove passage,

“1 say, you fellows, that beast
Cherey had at, and—"

“Shut up, fathead! 'Ware beakst”

Billy Bunter shut up, blinking round
ut Mr. Quelch through lnsz big
spectaclos. ;

Unheeding the juniors in t1he pas-
sage, the Romove master walked oo
to étud:ﬁ No. 4, which belopged o
Simithy and Redwing.

“What's up, Bmuthy?” whispered
Hazeldene, as ihe Bounder passed.

Smithy sJ:ru%lgﬂd his shoulders,

“Only Quelch paying me a friendly
call,” he snecred.

And he followed inte the study,
loaving tho fellows in ithoe passage,
grinming. ‘

In Btudy No. 4 Quelch's glmiet eycs

littered round. "Lhen, suddenly, tho

ounder understood. The story be Lad
told would have passed muster, had
fliere been nothimg wrong in Queleh’s
sludy ! Now Queleh was investigating
that story, and as the Boonder's Latin
dictionary was not missing, tho gamo
was up, The gimlet oyes ran over the
bookshelf, and Mr. Queleh lifted down
& book—a Latin dictionary! Hae opencd
1t, to reveal the name “H. Vernon-
Bmith ™ on the fiv-leaf.

“This,” said Mr. Queleh, “is the book
ihat you stated was nussing from your
study, Vernon-Smith! Have you any-
thing further to say "

The Bounder was silent.

Mr. Quelch slipped the cane down
from under his srm inle his hand.

“Bened over that chawr, Vernon-
Smith ! Le said. “I should have
punished vou lightly for a foolish trick
mmy study, but unscrupulous untruth-
fulness calls for severa punishment, I
shall cane you severely, Vernon-Smith.”

The fellows in the passape exchanged
sfances, as they listened to & sound
rom Study No. 4 that was like unto the
beating of a carpet!

Six times the swipes rang like shots!
There was no sound from the Bounder:
he was tough all through, and could
tuke his geuel in silence,

Mr. Quclch cmerged {rom the study
again, with a kuitted brow, and the
cane under his arm.  Smithy was lefb
wiigeling.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Banknote for Bunter !

it OT 1 ssid Coler,
“Bul—" urged Poller,
“I said robt 1" Coker pointud

ouk.

Billy Bunter blinked round, with Lis
w=oal inguisitiveness,

It was meorning break, and Dunter
liad suffered a disappointment that
worning.,  He had been expecting a
postal order., It had uot come!

Iu break, many of the [ellows fclt w

need of a liitle ref rcslnﬂmhhi;u see Lhein
through third school. The tuckshop
was open, for that purpose. But the
inckshop was of no use to a fellow who
haa been disappointed about a postal
arder.

_ Bunter, in fact, would have had noth-
ing in bresk that morning, had he not
fortunately discovered a packet of toffee
in Wibley's study.

Whether that toffee  helonged to
Wibley, or Morgan, or Micky Deasmond,
the threg fellows in that study, Bunter
did not know. Neither did i:u bother
about 1k It was quite immuterial, for
to whomsoever that toffea had onco
belonged, it belonged to William George
Bunter now and waa disaoppearing
inside Bunter, chunk by chunk.

That was why Bunter was leaning
against an elm, which obscured hiun
from the general view of fellows in the
quad. Fe did not want to meot tho
cyes of William Wiblay, David Morgan,
or Michacel Desmond, until that tofice
Lad been disposed of,

Three men of the Fifth were arguing,
as thoy walked alomg., They did not
notice Bunter, and had they npoticed
kim, would probably not have heeded
the fat Owl of the Remove. Billy
Bunter had no concern with IMifih
Form- affairs, and Coker & Co.’s dis-
cussion had nothing to do with him.
No doubt that was why he lent a fus
car to the discussion. Billy Bunter took
4 decp and aliding interest m every-
thing ithat did not concern L.

"1 said rot, and I moan rot!” added
Horace Coker. “8eei"

“That's all very well,” said Poller
tavtly, “But a dud bankuole ought to
be handed over to the police.”

* Buppose you JJEIHE(! it by mistake,
old chap¥"” urped Greene.

“Awm I the fellow (o mako mistales
asked Coker.
“Oh!” pgasped DPotter amd Creene

torether. As Horaco Coker, the day
belore, had allowed a spoofing rascal Lo
land o “dud * fiver on him, that ques-
tion really was dilieult to0 answer.

“"I'tn not going to tho police scation
with it 1" said Coker. * Think I'm going
to have ald Grimes thinking me a =illy
fool to be taken in with a cvounterfe:
note | Likely '

“Oh!™ repeated DPolfer and Greene

helplessly., In view of the civeum-
stances, they really did not see what elso
Iuspector Grimes was to ihnk!

1t was all your fault, veally 1" wout
on Coker accusingly.

“Our fault

“¥es, rather! If you hedn't let that
spoofing  rotier unpose on  you,
shwouldn’t have exchanged tho banknote
I don't expect you fellows to
bright=but of all the silly

for liim!
be  very
fools—"

“ But 1t was you——" howled Greene.

“Don't yvell at me, Greouel” Coker
of the Iifth came to a halt, and fixed o
frowning stare on Potier and Greene,
“You con jaw as much as you like, but
I'm not poing to old Grimes about that
noteal I prefer to keep the matter in
my own hands! T haveu’t wmuch faith
in the police ] They can’t do anything!
They want brains in the police forcel
Biaws like mine, if they could get "em |
Then they might be of some unsze”™

“0Oh dear !” moaned Potter.

*1 shall keep an eye open for thoze
scoundrels,” went on Coker. “If T see
them again, I shoan’t wané o policeman
to deal with them ! I'H deal with them
all right 1

“"But look here, Coker—"" urpged
Greene,  “You can't carry 4 counter-
feit note about with yow. Buppose it
turned up some time! People might
think you were going lo poss jf—"



“1f anybody thought {hat, I koow I'd

‘nlEr well hit him in the eoye!™ said
er.
“Tm! Ok! Yes! But—"

“But I'm not going to keep the rotten
thing,” added Coker, with the air of a
fellow making a coneession, *I'm not
gorng to Courtficld wiath i, and have
that old ass, Grimes, making out that
Y'm the sort of fuvel they pass dud nobes
on! No fear! DBuak I certainly dea't
intend to earry a s}po-uf Lanknote about.
Think I'm a fool ¥’

Potter and Greene refrained from
stating  what they thouwght on that
point !

“I've chucked 1t away 1™ Coker con-
descended to explain. “i'd Thave
chucked it ivto the fre, if you fellows
hadn't let 1t out! Well, I've chicked it
into the wastepaper-basket in the study.
That's that! DBut asz for La'[iFn% it to
Courtheld, and lbaving that old ass
CGrimes looking at me as if he thought
me a silly fool like you, Polier, or hke
you Larcenc 24

Coker & Co. walked on, and Billy
Bunter’s fat ears heard no more.

The Fat Owl grinned after them.

Evidently, orace Coker had had a
bad banknots paszed on hitr—he was
the kind of Eellp‘:: who would 1

Very sensibly, his friends wrged lim
to take it to the police station, which
Coker, of course, ought to have done.

BHut Coker, as usaal, had no use for
advice fromn lesser mortals.

EHe was not going to have a fatheaded
policeman thinking that he was the kind
of silly fool to bhave a bad bauknote
passed on him! Not Coker!

linigled

Buuter grim:cd, as  he
Wibley's toffce.

Had that bad banknote come Bunter's
way, he could have found o use for il!
Not, of course, to pass as a pood one;
cuch an idea would never have cccurred
to hiw, Buot it would have been very
useful to pack in a fellow's nole-case,
Bunter thought, aud reveal to othev
fellows” eyes, in a careless sort of way!

Ho ]ﬂILPE‘ as they did not look. at it teo
closely, the cffvct would be good!

Coker had no such use for it—lic had
reel banknofes, if he wanted {o swank
with such things. Bunter hadn't!

A thoughtinl leok came over Bunter's
fat face. Coker had thrown thal useless
banknotle—usecless to him, but uscful io
Bunter—into the wz-ﬁLs:Hapcr-[mﬁhct 1l
his study according to what e had said.

Tie the natural course of things, thai
wastepaper-basket would be empticd,
ihe banknole would be travsferred to a
dustbin, and the dustmmen would remnove
it with the other rubbish. U'hat would
be the end of it.

But it cccurred to Billy Bunter’s {at
Brain io interrapt the wpatural course of
things !

If that dud banknobe was still wlhere
that ineffable ass, Coker, had throwi it,
Bunter had only 1o sort 1F out !

It was nobody's now, nnd there was
no reason why it should not be Buirter's |
Fellows who made silly jokes about his
postal order would be a it surprised
when Buunter showed a bavkoote in lis
wallet | :

That brilliant idea Lad germinated in
Bunter's podey intellecy, when the bell
rang for third school.

Fellows crowded away to the Forme-
roams, but Billy Bunler did wot follow
the Remove, i

Bunter rolled inlo
headed for the slairs

Boly Cherry, secing him go, called
aftor him,

“This way, {atdy ! Can't you heuar the
bell 77

Dhunter did nol heed,

e rolled on his way !

thie Howse
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ciazs moeant lines, but that could not be
helped. While cvervbody else was iu
class, that was Duanter's golden oppor-
tunity for rooting in Ilorace Coker's
wastepaper-basket !

While the rest of e Romove went in
with Quelch, therefore, and while Coker
& Co. were going i with Proul, Billy
Bunter rolled along the descxted Fifth
I'orm studies,

He rolled inio Coker’s study and shuk
the door,

One blink round the study revealed
the wastepaper-baskel, half full of torn
atd erumpled papers.

Buniter lost no time.  He had to bo
late for class, but he did not want to
overdo if.

His fat lLiands groped in the wastp-
paper-basket, and he blinked cagerly
through lis big spectacles.

That banknote was not casy to find.

Fragments of torn exercises and old
letters were thero in plenty.  They
strewed the fAoor as Bunter fureed out
the basket. But no bauknoic came mto
view,

Then suddenly Buntey spotted a litile
crumpled ball of paper, and pounced on
11 With cager, fat fGnbgers he un-
crumpled it 1

It was the bankunote! "There were the
wagic words *Bank of England ™ and
the figuro “£3" It was fnarful]é,i
erumpled—it loocked as if Coker ha
erumpled it up in an angry fist beforo
throwing it away, as noe doubt he had !
Crumpled or not, there it wast

Buuter sinoothed 1t out, grinmng!
Having smcothed it, he packed 1t into
hiz note.case! He grinned again at it
In the note-case 1t partly showed—just
enough of it Lo show that it was a fiver |
Fellows who made out that Bunter
never liad any banknotes, like Smithy
or Lord Meauleverer, would have to sing
Lo a different tune when they saw that !
Bunter was going to have at least one
Lanknote for the rest of the term ! Real
nvotes, in Bunter's possession, never re-
mained long in bis kecping: but owing
to the |JL’-L’:HﬁtH‘ nature of that particular
bavknote it had fg e a permanent
posscssion ] ] )

Happily satishied with his astuteness,
the fat Owl repacked Coker’s waste-
papoer-basket in order to leave no clues
behind him, and rolled out of Coker's
study !  He rvolled into the Remove
Form Room ten minutes late for class,

A gimlet eye fixed on him as he
appeared,

* Bunter, you
rapped Mr. Quelel.
fifty lines, Bumter,™ .

I never heard the bell, sie ! gasped
Bunier.

“Yon will take

are lato for class!”
“¥ou will take

H

“Change & fiver for me

It was quite a safe question to ask.
Few fellows in the Lower Fourth were
sufficiently well-provided wrth cash 1o
change a fiver for anybody.

Billy Bunier rolled into the Rap to
ask that question. He wanted, naturally,
to ask it before a good many fellows.
Now that Bunter was & chap with five-

ounid notes, like Mauly and tho

cunder, ke wanted all the Remove to
be aware of it.

The captain of the Romove glanced at

Lim and laughed.

“You den't mean a tenuer?” he
askod.

“No, I don't!"” retoried Bunter. *I
say & fHiver, and I mean a fiver! 1 want

to chapge one of my banknoles—sce?
Cdan you, change 167

“Only one of them?" grinned Bob
Cherry.

“"Yoes, only one of them ™ assented
Bunter calinly, “Got the change,
Wharton "

“About as much as you've got tha
fiver, old fat bean!” answered Harry,
laughing,

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

"Have they sent you a Bver in mis-
take for & postal order fromm Bunter
Court 7" inguired Bob, *I scem to have
heard that you were expecting a postal
order "

“Ha, ha, ha "

) "'ﬁfﬁil. the fuect is, the pater weighed
m with & hAver this time!” explained
Bunter. “If one of you fellows could
chango it for me——" Bunter put a fat
hand into his pocket for his note-case,
“Tho fact is, f’ve run ont of currency
notes, and I want this fiver changed.”

"He's run out of currency notes!”
gasped Bob Cherry.  “Generally he's
plastered with thewmw, you know | Bug
just for once he's run out of them.™

“What does it feel like to be short of
currency notes, Bunter?"” asked Frank
Nugent. ™ First time it's ever happened
—vhat "

“(Ohy really, Nugent ! Louk here, can
vyou change this note or not?" asked
Bunter.,  And he opencd the tattered
note-case and revealed the cdge of &
banknotie in a comparbinent otherwise
cmpty.

Whether Bunter had bavknotes or not,
dhere was o doubt that he was short of
currency notes !

The Famous Yive glanced at the
portion of the banknote that was visible
—and then stared at af, o

They were not, of course, thinking of
“dud " notes. They knew nothing what-
cver abont Coker's edventure with the

(Continued on next puge.)

an  additional -
dred lines for un-
Lruthfulness,
Bunber1”

o

“Oh'? maspoed
Bunter,

Even FBuaunter
realised  that  he
had befter say no
more ! He went to

his place, vicher by
a Jdud banknote and
and

a  lundred
ifiy Tines.
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plawsible young man in Friardale Lane.
They natarally would not have supposed
that there was such a thing within the
- walls of Greyfviars School.

They pazed at that banknote in great
BUFPEISe, ]

Banknotes  were  uomswal i the
Remuove, Smithy bad them, and let
fellows sce that he bad them! Lord
Mauleverer had them, and had ocven
been known to use onc as & bookmark !
Moniy Newland probably had them, a2
his people were foarfully rich, but if he
had they were never scen.  But, apatt
from those three fellows, any Remove
maon who had a banknote was i a state
of .vare and happy prosperity,.  Pound
notes were far from comunon in the
Remove—fivers were very rare birds.
Mozt of the fellows counted their cash
by the half-crown or the shilling.

But if it were unusual for the average
Remove man Lo possess o fiver, it was
remarkably and surprisingly unusuel [or
Buunter to possess one,

Bunter was always hard up.

Tt was iruo that he was gencrally
cxpecting a postal order, but it was
cqually irae that these expectations were
reldom or nover fulfilled. It was truc

that he told evervbody who would
listen, and, indeed, overybody who
wouldn't, about ihe vast wealth of

Bunter Court. Put few if any signs of
that wvast weallh had ever veached
Greyiriars, ;

In fact, enly that moming, before he
discovered the toffee in Wibley's study,
Bunter had  been  tyailing Rewove
fellows to borrow a huwmble bob,

So Bunter's banknote u;'gs Iilut merely
surprising—it was astonshing )

Harry Wharton & Co. regarded it
with great interest. )

Bob Cheiry, indeed,.shaded his eyes
as if it dazeled hind

“Js it real 77 he gasped.

“0Oh, veally, Cherry—7"

Pob laughed. His guestion was only
a joke! Not for a moment did it oecur
to Lim that the banknote was not resl !

“Gralters, old mant” he said. * Jolly
rood luck! Taeke a tip from me and
don™ spend it all on oue feed ! They'll
shove you in sanny if yon do”

“Well, the fact ia, 1w thinking of
standing a bit of a spread if you fellows
cann change this unoie for mel™ suid
Bunter.  “You dhaps have stood me o
spread at ties ! Cot the change 17

“Not unless you'll tako eightpence for
it " said Bob. ‘

“1 can go to cighlcenpence 1™ =aid
Nugent, i

"%.1’1] make it half-a-crowu!™ grinned
Johnny Bull, .

“Nothing Jdoing, old fat wan ! saul
Harry Wharion, ** We haven't called on
our bankers lately.™

Other fellows in the Rag were gather-
g round now. They weve all interested
in Bunter's fiver.

Most interested of all was Arthar
{"arter. He Jdid not speak, but he ciune
along to the apot and looked on.

Bunter had ne objection to (he bonk-
note Leing scen,  Indeed, o wanted it
to be seen—szo loug as it was not seon
too closely !

What it was that marked off & bad
banknote from a good one Bunter did
wot know, and, in fact, that Jdud note
locked good cnough to him, But Lo
Luew that it wes o bad one ond {hat
{liers were sharper eyes than his own in
tho Remove, 3o he did not take it out
of the taltered note-case. Ile carvefully
allowed enough of it 1o be scen, to show
tlﬁat it was a five-pound neic, that was
iLl,
“Where the digkens did you got i,
Bunter ¥ asked Skinner.
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“Tip from answercd
Bunier airily.

. “And whero did he geb ib1" further
1ujuired Skinnor.

“Yah!” was Bunfer's clegant retoxt
to that,

T guess that’s the goods,” remarked
Fisher T. Tish, “and I'Hl sure romind
you, Bunter, that yon owe moe a bob,'

“Do I?" said Bunier carelessly.

“Well, vyou can’t expect mo to remeni-
ber such trifles; but I'll take your word
for it, Fishy! Give mo four pounds
nimeteen chanpge, oird hiere you arve.™

That was a safe offor! ¥isher T.
Fish's financial vesourves fell far short
of that swn'l

“I guess you can change it at iho
school shop, though 1? said Fishy,  “I'll
sure amble along wilh you, Buutor,™

“Tll  come, tooi” said Skioner
amicably. If Dunfer were going 1o
change a banknote in the tuckshop,
mkinner comsidered that it was worth
whilo to bo on the scene,

But Bunter shook his head.

“Wo fear!™ ho answered.  * Quelch
mtight spot 16! We an't allowed to have
so wuch as this in the Remove ! Queleh
wouldn't let e keep it if he know,”

“Hmithy changes fvers there !V =aid
Hazeldene.

“Yes; and Quelch spolted him onee,
and there was o row ! said Bunter, “ 1
kuow once Quelch made Mauly send
bBankpoles home aguain 17

“That was o fenner,™ zaid Skinner.

“T'wr nob oking any risks 17 declared
Bunter, 1 dare say catk get it
changed 1 the House some lipe™

“Betler not let Quelch zee 1f, any-
lrow 1 zaid Bol (Cherry.

"Il watceh it!"” griomed Buder.

Bwiler had very good reasons, un-
known to the other fellows, for not seck-
mg to chango that banknole in the
sthool shop !

Sull, the veason he had given was
oood enough. It was ivoe that {here
was 4 rule on the subject of pocket-
money, and that no follow in Ay,
Quelel's Form was allowed 1o Lave so
imueh as five pounds at & ume, if Quelch
knew 1t All the fellows Lnow how
(’!Lmlch had made Mauleverer send home
the ten-pound nole hiz lordship had
used as a book-markt

“Well, look lhiere, Swithy can change
it for vou, I guess!” =aid IWisher 'T.
Fizh, “Soulhy’s got tons”  Fisher 'L,
¥ish was very anxious to sce that
“Bob ™ which Bunter had owed hun for
whiola  ferms ishy  had  almost
despaired of  ever  collecting  that
zhtlhing. Bat he had never forgotien
i, Though lost to s=ight, 1B was o
memory dear !

“0h, never

my pater,”

muud " =aid  DBunter,
bastily, and he shoved the note-co=c
back mto his pocket. T can tvot down
fo Clourificld to-morrow and change it
After all, there is no ]Il‘u‘rf'-“

And Billy Dunter rolled out of the
Rupg—his ﬁauiilmtva im  his  pocket—
rather anxious, at that point, fo let the
maiter drvop!  “Swank " was all very
woll, and the dud banknote answered
that purpose admirably, but  that
banknole was like the laws of the Medes
uttd Pevsions, it could not be changed.
Ho lefi a good wmany of thoe juniors
sturing afler . Bunter had surprised
them  with  the  banknote—and e
surprised them still more by not being
keen to get 16 changed and expended!
Generally Bonler's cazh, when he had
any, went to the tuckshop, by (e short-
est roale in the slworiest thne.

“Wily ihe dickens doesu't he want
Siithy to chango it¥" said Skinuer,
I suppose it isn't Smithy s

“0Jh, my hat!”
=~ 11a, ha, hal™

“Don't be a votter, Skinner!"
growled Bob Chorry.

Arthur Carter drew a deep, gquick
breatl. Skinuer’s suggestion was only
one of his malicious josts, Tho Roemove
fellows, though surprised, did not thiuk
of being duspicious. But thore was a
deep suspicion 1n the mind of Wa
scherner of the Remove,

— — —

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Play Up, Bunfer ]

L1 QUK here!” said Peter Todd.
Tom Dutton glanced rouud
at lum.
It was (ea-time in ihoe
Remove: and Peler and Duilon were

in Study No. 7—Billy Dunler vot
having yet arrived in that apartinent.

No. 7 was not a lavish sindy at {eca-
time. Billy Bunter preferred to tea out,
when ho could, Lord Mauleverer was
lionoured with his fascinating company,
a8 often as the fat Owl could infliet 1t on
Litiit. The Bounder's study was egally
atlractive—but nothing but a boot was
likely 10 weleomoe Dunter there. Tha
FPamous Five often had the pleasure, or
otherwise, of having Bunter to tea.

When other resources failed, Bunder
rolled into his own study to fea—aiul
often turned uwp his fat little nose {lwre-
at !

As Buooter seldon or never con-
tributed o the festive board, any follow
whe did nab Lknow lum wmight hieve
expected him to take what e could ges
and be thankiul, But not any fvllow
who did know Lim ]

“ Look liere——" repealed Peler. e
secured (houghtful,

“Ehr Tom  Dulion  was  dJeaf,
“Whatt™

" Look here—-"

“lhere’s a0 ot of  books  here,™

avswered Dutton. " Which one do you
want?"? s

“Look here,” roarcd Peler. Talking
{o Dutton was talking to half the
IHemovo passage, but that could net be
lielped. “Look here, why shouldn’t
DBuntey 3

e Lroke off, as ihe door was pushed
apen and  Billy  Dunter  blinked i
through his big spectacles,

Come i, Faily 1 said DPeler.

Bunter stood in the doorway, blinking
at the table, It was o dispavaging
blink. 1Ilalf a loaf, a pat of butrer,
and a tin of sardines, were not gratify-
ing to Bunter's view at {eca-time.

“That the lot?™ he asked. \

“That,” said D'eter, cyeivg hi,
e lof, 0 fur” )

“0Oh! Aupything wmove coming ™ azkel]
Bunter Lrightening,

“I fancy =o!”

“Right-ho, old chap, then!™  suid
Bunter, and Lo rolled Jheerfully i

Peter Todd eyed him, rather grimly.
Ile had not been in the Rag, aficr
clase, when the fat Owl swanked wilh
the banknote. But he had heerd about
it.  All the Remove had heard aboub
it.  Aud Buuler being, for once in a
wiy, i funds, Peter saw no reason why
he showdd vet, like any other fellow,
siuird hiz “ whack. ™

Bunter, to do him justice, would Lave
seen s resson why not, either. had that
banknote been changeable! Wilh five
veal punmds 1w s possession, Duuters
=tudy would have been like wito o laad
Aowing with milk and honey, 2o loug as
the five pounds lasted.

Peler, kuowing nothing about ilia
fized inunutability of that barkiote,
naturally considered that the toewe lad
conne for Banter 1o play up.

Buoter, when e was hacd wpe 23 he

1=



SATURDAY

O

bk

;
L N . |
5T s I K
=2 = W N
o %:' i 1[
Frs : I

“ I leit a parcel on this table ready for the post in the morning,** said Mr. Quelch, siernly.

Vernon-Smith 2 »

: '.1, | i ,-wf-:w-:;w:;r.-l:
[ T
/// .f-'.e P
ikl
oo § l’/‘. ' i ill
0
1t / i

—

* Whal have you done with it,

v I—J1 haven’t seen ki, sir ! ** stammered the Bounder. Neither My, Quelch nor Vernon-3mith were

aware that the parcel was concealed under the table.

generally was, spouged on tho stu-:};f
without mercy. . when he was in
funds—great funds—tho least Le could
do was to do the decent thing!  Indecd,
Peter rather expected him to roll in
with & bundle of tuck under his fat arm.
But thero was no bundle about Bunder.
Peler bad been about fo counfide his
opinion to Tom Dutton, tlad 16 was thne
for Bunter io play up, whon the fab
Owl arrived. So now he coulided it lo
Bunter instead.

“How often have
vwhack in ihbis study,
fatty " inguired 1'cter.

Buntcr blinked at hiu.

“I may have missed obvce or iwice!”

he said, with dignity. ** When a fellow’s
becn diﬂappmuted sboul a postul order
O ———
4 Y00, quilte!” agreed DPeter. “ Bul
when a fellow's in funds, he's expoecied
to stand his whack, sce?  Youw're a
greedy little beast, Bunter—but there's
no necd for vou fo be a wmweawn litile
beast, too! Ilay up ™

HTust whal I wanl fo do!” =il
Buuicr cheerily.  “Buar, you see, I can’t
clange my fiver at the shop—Quelch
wipht get wize to it.  Besides, Moys
Mimble would very likely want fo keep
her old account ouk of 1b=-you kuow what
wormen  ave,  Pelore—unrveasonable !
Another time, old chap! T zay, whal
else liave yvou gob for teal"

¥ Nothivg olse—so far”

“Well, that's not woach [or three
fellows 1 said Burter.  * You said there
was going to be something else, Toddy,™

“ Yos—yvou're going o staod p 1

“0ht AL “va!  To-morrow, old
chap, or—or the day alieyr—"

“No time like thn preselt ™ eaid
Teler Todd, firmly. “I'in surprised at
1, Bunfer!  You've almost  every
kind of a worm——"

you stood your
this e,

“Oh, really, LVoddy—-"

“But I shouldu't have expeeled you
to be stingy, like Nishy. you're
taking Iishy as a model, you can chuck
it, vight now! Sec? You're standing
your whack this time. Smithy wi
;.-l_mn!l_.:r.s that noto like a shot, if vou ask
pinL.

“Tw nol going to speak o Biniily !
He kicked ne lﬁis morning—I bar the
cad " said Buoter. Y He mede out that
it waz my fault thet Queleh whoppod
L yesterduy—as if T asked you to hude
ihat beastly cake wnder ibe tablo! I
liad a row with Bolr Cherry about it, and
all tly fanne———?

M Never mind that—=Mauly will change
1.

“Aauly’s gob his shady door locked—
Uve just Leoen there! I helieve hie's
keceping out somo barging cad he doesn't
winhh i his study—anghow, I couldn't
L4 13 T

“Oh, v hal " gaspod Pofor, *Yes,
I've no doubt he js—and 1 think I
evonld guess the bargee’s name, 1ool
Well, there's Newland——="

“1ean’t go lo Newlund I =aid Dunier.
“1le's gob hiz back up with moe=—jusl
bocause I called him a Jew when e
weoeuldu’t lend me a bob this morning—-"

“Well, ithere's that relalion of yours,
Carter,” =a1d Peoter. " You've told all
Greyiviaes that he's a riel relation, so
1 suppose he can change a fiver.”

“T—1 fancy I was mislaken aboul
thal, Poddy! I believe old Carter's
turned hitn down ! In fael, T think the
old Do’y got ap oye on e Instead.
Carler's no good, Peter,”

Treter's  look  grew  priouney sl
grimier, e had pamed four fellows,
ane  alter eswpother, aomd 1n cash coase
Bunler had & reason why the fellow
should vol be asked fo chauge the fiver,
Ieally, it looked as if the {fal Uwl was

developing wiserly ways, oul-duing even
Fishier T Fish iu that unsttrective line,

“Well, what about Cokeri" asked
Deler, a.ff.c.-r B prausd.

Bunler fairly Jumped.

. Hilt-]—:ik-ﬂui:{:r 1" he gaspud,

"Yes, Coker., LHe's got tou: of oul;
and e would deo it like a shol i youw
asked lim elvilly 1"

“Oh erikey!" gasped Buuter.

1le tarned almeost faint, at the idea
of letting Coker of the Iifth sce that
banknote again—the dud banknote he
hed crumpled up in an apgry fist und
pitched 1ints the wastepaper-basket !
Joker oF the Iifth was the very lask
fellow ot CGreyiriars, {0 whom Billy
Bunter would have liked to display
that banknoie ! )

“I—I can't ask a Tifth Yorn wan!”
gaspod Bunler, Y He—he'd 1hink it
check, D'eler!  Bosides, Coker's vatty
with e, since some of the things wenr
oul: of his hamper ] 1le made out that
1'd been to his sludy, because Poiter
suw me cowming oub of it, vou know!
1= not going io Coker ! )

“Aungel of the FPourdh ioight do it !
snid Peler.

“1'm not goine {o speak te Angel
of the Fourtl, Feter! Ie's o bad hat!
L'm not going 1o geb mixed up will that
sovt of chap ™

Peter Ladd drew a adeep breath,
Whalever Banler’s molive, one _lhu:;:
was quite clear—=lie wus nol going lo
chiange that bankvole!

“Well," sald Peter at last, “ibat’s
ihat! Gt owpl!”

*Eh

“fiot out ™ roarcd Toddy.

“I haven't Lad my tea—-> _

“Pulton and L7 said Ueler, 1n
iwasured lones, *have bLlued our last

(Contsnucd on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

pighteenpence op this tea. And you're
oing to sit down snd scoff it, with a
five-pound note in your pocket!™
“Yes, You—you see—" stammered
Bunter. “I—I say, Poter, what are you
going to do with that cushion

There was no need for Peter to
answer the gquestion. Bunter, the next
moment, koew |

Swipa | .
“Qw 1” spluttered Bunter. I say—
SBwipe |

“1 say Wow 1" roared Bunter.
Bwipe |

“Yaroooop [V

Bunter bounded for the door.

Peter bounded after him, still swiping
with the cushion. Twice he got the fat
Owl before Bunter escaped from the
gtudy. Then the Owl flew.

“Come back and have a few more!™
rocred Peter, brandishing the cushion
in the deorwey of Study No. 7.

Billy Bunter did not come baclk. Tt
was not much of a tea in Study No. 7,

but the most lavish of epreads would
ltgi- have tempted DBunter back just
fhenl
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Whose Fiver?
RTHUR CARTER sat at prep
in Study Ne. 1, with Harry

Wherton and Frank Nugent.
The three worked together
fairly well. Bob Cherry’s " feud ™ with
Carter had lasted unchanged from the
day he came; but Bob's friends did
not share in 1k

Several times, 1t was triwe, there had
been sharp words in thp study—Carter
had ways that the other fellows did
not like—but the Co. could not gquite
make up their minds that he was the
mhﬁming putsider that Bob believed him
to be,

That he was “down " on Bunter, with
8 very heavy down, all the Form knew.
But, really and truly, Billy Bunter was
not the sort of relative to inspire affec-
tion. And if, as scemed to be the case,
they were rivals for the riches of an
ungl;cided old gentleman who did not
seern to know his own mind, mutual
antipathy was not & thing to cause sue-

rise.

Carter had, st least, one redeemin
uality; he was keen on Soccer, an
Elmwing such form at the game that
Wharton was thinking of playing him
in the fixtures. And if, as Bob believed,
he lost no opportunity of making things
bad for Bunter, it was certain that he
could have mo chance, unless RBunter
gave him one,

Bo, though his study-mates did not
like him much, they pulled together
more or less, and gererally there was
pace. Un this particular evening
Earte:r gcemed wnusually thoughtinl—
and that uwnusua! thought was not all
concentrated on prep.

YWhen at last the books wero clozed
and prep was over, Wharton and
TrHE MAGSET LiBRARY.—No. 1,504,
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Nugent prepared to leave the study.
Since Carter had been thers, they no
longer heard Bob Cherry’s cheery bang
on the door after prep DBut if the
mountair would not come to Mahomet,
it was easy for Mahomet to go to the
mountain! DBut as they were about to
leave tha study Carter spoke. .

“Hold cn & minute, Wharton, will
you

“Fire away " answercd Harry.

“It's about Punter—"

The captain of the Demove held up
his hand.

“Chuck that!™ he said tersely. *I
don’t want anything from you on that
subject, Carter! You can row with your
relations without my help.”

“0r mine I said Frank Nugent.

“I think is a matter vou should
take up, as head boy of the Form,” said
Clarter, *“As DBunter's a diztant con-
nection of mine—a very diatant one—
it rather worries ma,. Your pal Chercy
fancies that I should be glad to see the
fat idict turfed out of the school—"

“I don't think you'd ba sorry if he
left 1" said Harry dryly.

* Neither would you be, I think, if he
wera your relation instead of mine ™
retorted Carver. “But that's not the
point. I shouldn’t like a relative of
mine, even & distant one, sacked for
stealing.”

“0hk, do chuck it!™ exclaimed Whar
ton. “Has the fat ass snafled a bun
or a doughnut#"

“Or an anizeed ball?”
Nugent. : 3

“Put it as you ‘itke!” said Carter.
“PBut if he'd got away with Quelch’a
cake yesterday, I fancy there would
have n bad trouble for him."

“¥es, and that's why we all tried
to stop him,” answered Harry. “He's
geuch & fool, that it's up to more sen-
sible chaps. Bob locked him in this
study to keeps him out of mischief—and
you let him out It turned ocut that
Toddy had put the plunder out of sight
or Bunter would have bagged it. Your
fault if he had.”

Carter shrugged his shoulders.

“Hardly my fault, if ha can't keep
hia fat paws off what doesn’t belong
to him!™ he answered. “But never
mind that. It's that banknote that's in
my mind."

“Well, what about that?” asked
I'Iﬂ.rr]v,', with his hand on the door-
handle. He did not want to discuss
Burter with Carter, and his manner
showed it plainly enough.

“Where did he get 1t %" asked Carier.

Wharton stared at him.

“T think he said lis father =ent it
to him. What do vou mean?”

“I mean, that I don’t believe any-
thing of the kind!” answered Carter
mﬂlﬁu “¥ou cught to know Bunter by
this time! DI’ve been here onlvy a faw
weeks, and I've nover seen him with
any woney without seeing him bolt to
the school shop with it. But nothing
will make him change that fiver in the
school.™

“What rot!” satd Harry uneasily.

“If Quelch got on fo 1t—" szaid
Nugent.

“Quelech might, if he changed it at
the chop, though 8Smithy's changed
banknotes there and nothing said ! re.
torted Carter. “But Quelch would
heor nothing if he changed 1t in the
Remove, Two or threee fellows wonld
do it for hime. Bunter tea’d in Hall to.
day—with five pounds in his pocloet !
Is that his uwsual way "

“No,” saidd Harry slowly,

“They've had o row in his study,”
said Clavter. “I've heard o dozen fel-
lows chortling over it Toddy turned

grinned

Bunter ont because he ‘wanted io scoff
tea there without standing his whack.
Toddy offered to get the note changed
for him, with half s dozen fellows.
He refused.”

Wharton made & gesture of annoy-
AR, "

“It's his own bizney,” he said. “I've
heard him say that he's taking the
dashed thing to Courtfield to change to-
morrow,”

*“QOutside the school!”
significantly.

“What do you mean by that®"

“I think the meaning’s E:c—:t.t:f clear,
It looks to me as if that banknote be-
longs to somebody in the school, who
might spot it if it was changed heve. "

harton compressed his iips.

“In plain English, you mean you sus-

ect Bunter of having pinched some-
Eod else’s banknote "' he rapped.

“What does it look like?™

“T don't care what it looka like!™
snapped the captain of the Memove.

“But I'll tell you what your rotten
words look like—they look as if Bob
had it right, and you've come here to
make all the trouble you can for that
fat asst”

“Then you don’t think you cught to
look into it, as head of the Form?®*

“No, L don’t! If that's your rotien
gamo, you won't get me to play it for
you I’ said Harry angrily.

“Cut it out, Carter!™ said Frank
Nugent. *Fellows don't ofter get
fivers—but it does happen! As a matter
of fact, this isn’t the first that Bunter’s
had—I remember he had one before,
onee—"

“ Whaoso was it 7" sneorad Carter,

“(Oh, shut up!” said Frank roughly.
“Come on, wﬂartm]-—rl’ve had enough
of this, if vou have!”

“More than enoughl!” said Harry;
and they left tiﬁa_: E-f;:i. y together, leaving
Cartor biting his lip. .

The other members of the Co. joined
them in the passage to go downstairs.

Billy Bunter rolled after them, and
Harry Wharton glanced at him.

“Changed your fiver yct, old fai
man?"” he asked.

He would have been glad to hear that
Bunter had, after what Carter had said
in the study.

“Ph? Oh, nol!” answersd Bunter.
“If vou've gob change——"

“Smithy las!” said Ilarry.

“Oh, blow Bmithy!® answered
Bunter, and he rolled away across the
landing and went down the stairs.

Harry Wharton's face clouded a little
as he followed him with the Co. He
had not thought of it before, but now
that Carter had pointed it out, he
realised that Billy Bunter's pm-:_ee.n,l'mga:
with that fiver were rather singular.
Ho was, at all events, acting guite con-
trary to his usual manners and custors.

And the captain of the Remove
could not help remembering what an
unmitigated ass BiH; Bunter was. That
he would “pinch” a banknole wa-
simply not to be thought of—by any
fellow but Carter, at least. Bub if he
had happened to find one, he was fat-
head enough to fancy that “finding-
ware keepings.” Yot it was extremcly
imprnhabﬁlﬁ that he could have found
one. Nobodwy, as far as Wharton had
heard, had lost one.

“ Anything up?” asked Bob Cherry,

lancing at Wharton's face as they wenl
ﬂﬂwn tge Remove passage. )

“Only thot fellow Carter geiting on
my nerves |” said Harry, “I wizh he'd
never come here 1" o

And with that, he dismissed the
matter from his mind, though it was to
be recalled beiore leng.

sald Carter



THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER

Bunter Explains !

ILLY BUNTER, in the Ra
prep, noticed that & goo
eyes turned on him.

He was pleased therchy.

e had asked five or six fellows to
change o fiver for hun, only carefully
avolding asking Smit-hjlf; MNewland, or
Mauleverer, who could have done so.

Had a fellow unexpectedly produced
the necessary change, the [atuous fat
Owl would have been in rather a diffi-
culty. But the unexpected did not
happen, That “dud ¥ fiver was still in
tho tattered notecase—useless in itself,
but 2s useful as ever for the purpose of
“swank.”

Often and often had the fat Owl
yearned to be a fellow like Smithy, who
could show off banknotea., MNow he
could! In fact, owing to the peculiar
unaturs of that banknote, ha was going
ta be able to show off a fiver for the
rost of the term.

Not for ten times its nominal value
would Bunter have changed it. Not,
indeed, for any consideration whatever
would he have deone so. Bunter had
never soen Borstal, but e was quite
sure that he did not want to go there.

Carter, when he came into the Ra?‘,
took no notice of Bunter, But nearly
all the other fellows did—in fact, the
wenoral interest in Bunter was imuch
greater than could be accounted for
by the faet that he was in funds. No
doubt it was very unusual for the
nnpecunious Owl of the Remove to be
i funcds, and still nore vnosual for him
to keep those funds intact, instead of
exchanging them, at the earliest oppor-
tunity, for edinles, But there was some-
thing more than that. Harry Wharton,
as Do caught a word here and there,
knew that Carter had been giving a
hitt on the subject to other follows,

Nobady but Carter, it seemed, had
limu%ht of auspecting that that fiver was
not Bunter’s gwn, Bung nothing more
than o hint was needed. The %atr Qwl
wag, in foct, asking for it _

Petor Todd jeined the Pamous Five,
with & worried look on hiz face,

“I suppose you haven't heard of any-
Imn:l{ mizzing & fiver 1" he asked,

' No, ass " said Harry

“Weall, I haven't, cither. DBut——"

“Fathead ¥ said Nugoent. “If any-
body lost & banknote, there would be s
notice on the board about it. There
isn't.”

00 said Peter. " You've logked §

“Well, yes, after what Carter zaid in
the study,” admitted Frank. *“Has he
been Jawing to you in the samo stram ¥

“He haso't spoken to me, but——
Look liere, it looks jolly queer,” said
Peter, “1 swiped that fat ass for not
standing his whack in the stmi’iy, with a
fiver in his Ipr:u:ltet.l It's not like him,
really. It looks aa if he's afraid to
change it inside the school, Well, why ¥

“The whylfuluess is  terrifio, my
cxleomed Toddy ™

T dor't know whether 1t stavted with
Carter, but there’s a lot of jaw goin
o™ zawl Toddy, “Of course, it's a
rat., Buir Bunter's such a silly idiot——
Look here, do you fellows know where
he got 1617

“ From his pater, he said,” answored
1lavey.

“Well, a lot of fellows know that ho
never bad o lobter to-day. . He was soen
louking for one, as usual; but he never
bad one.™

“AMight have bad it yesterday.”

“And zaid nething about it™

“TIm 1™

At this rate,” eaid Poter, “we ghall
have all the Forme faneying that the

aftor
many
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Blithering idiot has pinched it I don'’t
know who started it—"

“Easy engugh to guess!” said Bob
Cherry, with a snovt.

" Wil anyhow, it's poiiig the rounds,”
said Peter. 1 think Bunter had better
put 1t plain where he got it, for his own
sake. As he's holding a one-man exhibi-
fion with the fiver, e may as well say
whera it came from. Better have it out
now all the fellows are here to hear it—

what "
“No harm in asking lum,” said
Harry.
Feter mnodded, and went over to

Bunter, who was sprawling in an arm-
chair, with a cheery and satisfied grin
on hig fat face.

A zcore of fellows -:*:-;r.:]mnge-:i glances
and gathered round, many of them grin-
mng, Bonter's fiver was a matier not
only of interest, but almeost of excite-
ment, in the Remove now. The bare
possibility that he had a banknote that
was pob his own was starthing, and it
logked ore and move like it. Anyhow,
if it were his own, he could, of course,
state exactly where it had come from.
Peter’s idea was to extract that state-
ment in the presenes of all the Form,
and thus kuock on the head the rumours
on the subject.

“Where did wyou get that fiver,
Bunter ¥ asked Peter Todd, coming
divectly to the point.

“Eht My pater sent it, of course,”
answered Bunter, blinking at him.

Truth and Bunter were total strangers.
But, really, he could hardly have ex-

lained that he had got it fram a Fifth
Form man’s wastepapoer-baslket |

“ By post 1 asked Peter. )
“Lht He didn't walk in with it!™

answered Bunter. " Wharrer you mean,
Toddy? No bizney of yours, is iti"
“It happeps that it 15" said DTeter.
“Bomo of the fellows seem to have
notiged that you mnever had a letter

to-day—see ¥ ,
“0Oh, it came vesterday ! said Bunter,
“And you lept it dark?’ asked

Vernon-Smith, with & grin.

Bunter hlinked at himn,

“Oh, really, Bmithy, I'm not a chap
like you, you know, to swauk all over
the shop with a banknote ! I just shoved
it in my pocket and forpot it.”

“1 ean zce you domg 1417
Skinner.

“Bo it came by post vesterday, did
167" chuckled Hazeldene, “And after
we gob our lefters yesterday, yeu tried
to touch e for a bob because your
postal order hadn’t come |

“It eame by the afternoon post,” ox-
plained Bunter ealmly. “ Quelch sent
for e to his study and handed it to
.

“Queleh did 77 yelled Peler.

*Cortainly 1

“Quelch went out with Prout after
class, and never came back iill nearly
calling over!” roared Peter.

“Oh1" gozped Bunter., “I=1 forgot
that ] I—I mean, I—=I—I mean, he sent
for me just before he went out, and
handed me the letter—see

“Just about the time when vou asked
me whether he had gone out or not¥”
inguired Skinner.

*¥osg—I mean, no!”

“Ha, ha, hat*
“You fat as3 ! exclaimed Bob Chorry.
“Can't you nover tell the trnth? You
were asking all of ws whether Quelch
had gone out ™

“That—ihat waz alter T zaw him in
hig itudy. I—I iold yor I zaw him in
his stady.”

*¥es: and you told us you were alter
his beastly cake, and that you'd asked
i a guestion about prep, as he was
there I sorted Beh., “What are you

remarked
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telling lies for, you fat chump? You'll

meke fellows hefimre vou've got held of

snﬁxali:rludy -:elllsa'E Eanknntaipt this rate.”
. really, Cherry—

Peter Tﬁd{l;'l ‘as eyeing the fat Owl
very doubtfully now. Ho hed brought
this matter out before all the Form to

rove that the banknote really was

unter's, It bogan to look now as if
he were going to prove somoething quite
different.

“ Now, look hers, Bunter.™ said Prler,
“I suppose you can't help  telling
crammers—it’'s your natura tol Buf
you've got to cough up the truth this
trme—for your own sake, you fatheaded
Ananias! Where did you get that
E"-'EI'?”

“Oh, really, Toddy, anyboedy might
think that my uncle never sends me a
L1p at this rate IV

“Your uncle?” gasped Peter,

“¥es," said Bunter warmly, “T'vo
had tips from my uncle before, lots of
times, e Liappena to have sent me a
fiver thia time, that's all.”

" You seid it came from your pater!”
shricked Peter,

“ Oh—I—I mean—"

“Let's hear what you mean, by all
tncans [ grinned S8kinner. * By gum, I
wonder whose fiver that isi”

“Oh really, Skinner, it's mine, of
course [V
_ "And your pater and your uncle senk
ik togelher 1 chortled Bnoop.

“Well, it was like this,” explained
Bunter—"it was really a tip from wmy
uncle, but my pater sent if, as ho was
writing—aee I

The Remove fellows gazed at Bunter,
Any other fellow might, or might not,
have had letters, and nobody would have
been the wiser. But it was well known
that Bunter had had none. That day
and the previous day he had scanned the
rack with his big spectacles, in the
delusive hope that his celebrated postal
order mught have arrvived, and there had
been no letters for Bunter, Nobady was
likely to believe that he had tried to
borrow *hobs® and “tanners ™ up and
down the Remove with a banknote in his
pocket,

“Will you tell the truth for once, you
Llithering  chump?”  hissed  Petor,
“Every fellow here Lknows that you
haven't had a letter this weel”

“Oh!l I had it on Saturday 1"

“You—you—you had it on Balurday,
when you've just told us that you had it
vesterdey afternoon, and Quelch handed
it to you in ftis study ! stuttered Petér.

“I—I forgot!™ illy Bunter =zat up
in the armcheir and blinked at the
crowd of fellows indignantly. *Look
here, 1t's my bimey, ain't it he
demanded.  * What dlue.s it matter to
you, I'd like to know? Asking & fellow
& lot of impertinent questions |V

Peter Todd breathed hard.

“¥ou never had that fiver h'[)'
all,” he said, *Will you tcl
you got it7"

“TFor goodness’
urged Bob Cherry.

Bob was backing up Buounter anto-
matically, as it wore, hecause he saw in
this a new move of Carter’s! But he
was quite dismayed now.

Only too clearly Bunter was unable to
account for the possession of that five-
pound nole! And if a fellow was n
possession of a banknote for which Lie
vould not account, what did 1t and could
it mean? Nobody, of courvse, could guesy
that it meant that a fatuous ass had
earted a dugd banknote out of a waste-
paper-basket, wholly and sclcly for pur-
pose of swank !

* Bunter, old man,” said Harry
Wharton, “cough it up! Don't tell any
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emore ailly fibs! You're making fellows
belinve you pinched that banknote'
“ Wot much dowht Sbout it now 1 said

Skinner. “ Whose is it, Bunteri”
“I¢'s mine!” velled Bunter, indig-
nantlv.

“Vea, we know it's vours, Bunter!”
said Dok, “But do tell the fellows
where it came from.™

“I don't mind telling you,'™ said
Bunter. “Why should I% I—J didn't
exactly mean that it came by post, you
know ! I meant—"

Bunter paused.

“Now he's making iip_the next one "
remarked Skinner. " He's got 1t into
his head that we know it never came
post. Give him time—even Bunter
wants a m’inuta or two to moke up a
good one !

“0Oh, shut up,
Bob. * Now, Bunter, old man—

“The fact is—" Dunter pauséd
Agaln,

E“'Tmt out tho fact!"” chuckled the
Bounder, * Listen-in, everyvbodyl We
don't often get facts from Bunter |”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“The fact is,” said Bunter at last,
“that fiver never ocame by post at all
I—1I happened to meet my Uncle G-‘:m*F:s
in' Courtficld on Baturday, and he—he
gave it to me. " 1 :

“Let's have it clear!” said Bkinner.
“Did he give it_to you before Queich
handed it to you in his study, or after

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Beast! He—he gave it to me!"
gaid Bunter. A fiver's nothing to my
uncle | }MJ_:" Uncle William’s fearfully
rich—'

“ Your Uncle William 1" gasped Bob.

“Yez, rolling in it," said Bunter.
“Afore money than he knows what to
do with really | He just handed me that
fiver, as your uncle, Wharton, might
have handed you a ten-shilling note |

“Wou blithering idiot !

“His Uncle William " almost sobbed
Bkinper. * It was his Uncle George a
few minutes ago 1"

Bunter started,

“J—I mean my Uncle George!" he
stammered. mean, to be exact,
my Uncle William George! Sometimcs
I cell him Uncle George, and sometimes
Uncle William ! That—that's how it 13,”

“ Jolly odd that you met him, or them,
in Courtfield on gaturday afternoon !
remarked Skinner,

“Eh! Why was it'odd?" demandcd
Bunter.

“ Because it was raining on Saturday
n.ﬂcm;:’mn, and you never went out of

Skinner 1" g:;?wled

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter. _

“Liars should have good memories,
vou know 1" said Bkinner. " Try again,
old fat man I

#1—1 meant Friday—-"

Y oun meant Frida;' " romred Peter
Todd. :
“Yea! 1 remember now, 1t was
Friday, after class, that I met my Tncle
Aaurice in Friardale—"
“Oh crikey I
“1-—-1 mean
Clourtheld t

—] mean,

my Yncle George in
That 15, my Uncle William
Wilham Maurice—that is,
George I Bunter seemed to be getting
a little confused, * He—he came up to
me and said ‘Fancy mectmg: you,
Billy! Here's a fiver for you! Just
like that! T said ‘Thank vou. Uncle
Herbert "—I mcean, Willlam—that is,
Ceorge !
“Where dJdid youn get that fiver?"”
roared Peter. ,
“Haven't I just told you?" roared
back Bunter. “ Mean ifo say you don't
believe me, you beast?” :
“Believe you ! gasped Peier,  * Be-
Tue Mioner Lisrany.—INo. 1,564,
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lieve that you got it on Monday, and on
Saturday, and on Friday, and that if
came by post from your pater, and thab
TOUT nele William-George-Maurice-

erbert gave it to you in Courtfield,
and in Friardale, too | No, I don’t quite
velieve all that! Yhose is it 7"

“Mine !” yelled Bunter. .

“¥ou uncpeakable idiot 1" said Bob
Cherry. *“If it's yours, tell us how you
got it 7"

“I've told youl”

“Oh erikey IV _ ;

“ Gentlemen, chaps, and blokes,” said
Skinner, “get ready to =zee a Remove
man bunked from Greyfriaral I'll say
good-bye mow, Bunter, in case I don't
see ﬂ:-u again 1"

&, ha, ha !
“Beast 1M ‘
“Bunter, old man,” =said DBob

anxiously, **for goodness’ sake——"

“¥aoh! Making out that a fellow’s
telling crammers ™ said Dilly Bunter,
with Eeep indignation. "I vou were as
trathful as I am, Bob Cherry, you'd
do! You never get a fiver for a tip—a
half-crown is nearer ﬂuur mark! Yah!”

Bob Cherry looked at him—and
turned away in silence! He was
resolved, so gur a8 he could, to befriend
the fatuous fat Owl against the
machinations of his rival for riches.
Bt there was no doubt thet Bunter was
g difficult fellow to befriend ]

Bunter sat in the arthchair, frowning,
when he was left to himself! He was
decply annoyed. Fellows were as good

as making out that he had pinched that

fiver—which certainly he hadn’t donel
They had doubied his word, which was
fearfully insulting! The fat Owl sat
and frowned with indignation, while
most of the fellows wondered how ic-pg
it would be before he was spotted wit
somebody else’s fiver, and sacked !

—_—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bob Butis In !

41 HEEKY cad!™
“Ha, ha, ha l”
Bix or seven fellows were in
the lobby on Wednesday after-
noon, and they were all grinning when
Billy Bunter rolled in for his coat.
Bunter was—or was supposed to be—
going to Courthield that afterncon, as it
was & half-holiday, te change that fiver,
now famous in the Remove. .
He had, as & matter of fact, no in-
tention of walking anything like so far
as Clourtfield, as he had no banknote to
change, He was going to change his
mind instead of changing the fiver!

A very short walk was enocugh for
Bunter at any time. It was a cold and
windy afternoon with a drift of mist
from the sea, and Bunter rolled into the
lobby for his overcoat.

Why the fellows there were grinnin
he did not know, till he went to hmg
down that coat ! Then he glared.

Pinned to the coat was a card, and on
the card was written in large letters:

“IN THIS S1TYLE!
&f11,"

Buuter’s coat waz a little wncommon
in the Remove, IHe had brought that
overcaal back new that term, and was
very pleased with it.  Mr. Queleh had
been seen to give it a grim glance.

It was a rule at Greyiriars that fellows
dressed In dark, or, at least, mcon-
spicuons colours.  Smithy disregarded
that rule sometimesz, and 1t was known
that he had been callegd to ovder for
some  of his  waisteoats | DBut the
Bownder had never wventured o dis-

regard it so recklessly as Bunter with
that new overcoat.

It was of & li%ht- grey, with a rich
purple stripe. unter had rather .a
gorgeous tasté in colour, and his i1dea
was that that coat looked really nobby !
Other fellows had grey coats, though naot
such & conspicuous light grey; but no
fellow excepting Bunter had a purple
stripe, :

When Bunter had that coat on he
could be spotted from one extremity of
the guad to the other, and after the
term was a week old Bunter was tived
of thot coat and the jests of the other

fellows about it

He still -thnu%hl; that it locked very
nobby and fear ulli-1 dressy, but he did
wish that, on the whele, he had selected
a rather less striking pattern. ]

But—though Quelch had regarded it
with a grim eve, and the rest of the
Remove jested about it—there was no
help for it. It was the only overcoat
Bunter had, and, in spite of the
immense wealth of Bunter Court and
the Bunier clan, the only one he was
likely to have that winter.

For which reason Mr. Quelch,
though he glared when he saw 1t
made no remark on the subject,

though the Remove fellows made 1m-
numerable remarks, .

This ¢card stuck on the coat was covi-
dently one of Skinner's little jokes
That coat, though far from expensive,
had ecertainly cost more than threo
ghillings and elevenpence.

“Cheeky cad!” repeated Bunter;
and he jorked the card off the coat.
“I say, you fellows, my tailor in
Bavile Row charged me ten guineas
for that coat.” _

“He did you out of nine and & half,
then,” remarked Squiff.

“Minse and three-quarters”
Ogilvy.

“Ha, ha, hatl”

“1 don't believe Bunter bought that

said

coat at all,” said Bkinner. ¥ More
likely won it in a raffle.”

Snort from Bunter., He was fed-up
with jokes about the coat. However,

he erammed his podgy person into it
and rolled oub, leaving the jumniors
chortling.

He passed his relative, Carter, ncar
the door, and gave him an inimical
blink.

He suspected that it was Carter who
had started that talk sbout his fiver—
as indeed it was. That talk was in.
tensely annoying to DBunter. He
wanted every fellow in the Form to
know that he had & fiver, but ha cer-
tainly did not want them to suspect
him of baving *pinched " the s=amc.

In Carter's mind, it was not a sus-
picion, but & certainty, Perhaps the
wish was father fo the thought. :

What puzsled him was, that nothing
had been heard of a five-pound note
being! missing in the school.

How and where Bunter had got
hold of it, Carter could not begin to
guess; but that it did not belong to
Bunter, he was assured, And it was
really surprising that the owner had
not missed it yef.

It was, however, bound 1io bo
missed, sooner or later, and then the
‘oun rascal would be “for it"

ally, it was hardly necessary to
scheme against s fcllow like Bunteor,
who hunted so assiduously for trouble
oti his own.

“Changed your fiver Fet!” asked
Carter, with a very gurious look at his
fat relative.

“I'm going down to Courtficld to
change it,” answered Bunter, with
dignity, “And T jolly well shan'e
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* Look "ere,” said the billiards-marker, as Wingate fook the-
¢ 'W. G, Bunfer,” ** you leave that coat alone! **

lend you anything out nf,_rit, either, "

And he rolled on, disdainful.

Carter stared after him, shrugging
tis shoulders. If that fat ass was
veally ass enough to change o bank-
note that did not belong to him, he
was done for, with o vengeance.

‘That he would not change it in the
echool, Carter knew, and from that
ha ecould draw eonly one coneclusion.
That he would not change it anywhere,
Cartor did not krnow, and could not
Eunss,

Billy
gates. "

Ilarry Wharton & Co. were standing
there, and Bob Cherrv's eyes fell on
Dunter as he approached. He was very
visible to the eyo in that coat.

“Here's that fat a3’ muttered
Bob. “Look hers, wo can't let hin
—  Ho poaused. “What do you
fellowa {hink? Is thet [fver his or
not ¥

“ Blasaed if T know what to thinlk!”
confessed Harry Wharton. “ Bunter
wouldn't pinch—ihat's rotl—but he's
fool emough to keep a fver, if he
picked it up.” )

“It's not his,"” said Johnny Ball
“He wouldn't hiave rvolled out all those

Bunter rolled down te  the

lies about i1t, if he coame by it
honestly."

“ But u-:-hnd% gooms to have missed
one,” said Frank Nugent. W

should have heard by this time,”

“Tt'a not Bunter's,” said Bob.
“Goodness knows how he got hold of
it, but it can’t_be his. He would tell
licg about it, I suppoze, 1f he'd bor-
rowed it. But who'd lend Bunter o
Liver?”’ >

“Naobody would,” said Johnny Bull.
“If he borrowed it, the owner wasn't
looking." .

“Ilo ought not to change it," =aid
Bob unecaszily.,. “He won't chango it
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coat from the hook and looked at the tag that bore the name

“* This coat belongs to a Greylriars boy,”” said the captain of Greyiriars,
“* and If you don’t stand aside, I'l ¥knock you down |

in the school, and that looks—well,
you know what it looks like. It just
can’t be his, and we can’t let him land
!llllnself in awful trouble by changing
] B

Grunt from Johuny Ball,

“Bunter knows whether it's hia or
not,” he said. “If it j=n't, ho will
be sacked 2s soon az he's spotted. And
sorve him jolly well right [

“That's all very well,” said Bob;
“but he's such a fool  Buppoze he
picked it up, and fencied that find-
mgs were keepings? e could hand
it over, eo long as he’s got it; but if
he changed if, 1t would be too late.
That’s stealing, though that [at idiot
mightn't understand 1t.  Look hore,
he's not going to take that fiver to
Courtficld this afternoon.’’

“We can't stop him.”

“I can; and I jolly well will!” said
Boh.

“Gamez practico
Harvy.

“I :hall have to cut it, then”

Billy Builer rolled post the group
of juniors in the gateway. Their eyes
followed him, and they saw lum start
for the Courttield road.

That settled it, for Bob Cherry.

He gave hizs friends a nod, turned
away, and walked after Bunter

Thoe two of them disappeared up the
road, atd the Co. weni in for games
practice.

Bob was far from keen on cutting
rames practice that afterncon. Buad ho
was anxions abhout Bunter,  and deter
mined, as it were, to sove the fat Owl
from himsolf,

Ho put on speed, nnd overtook the
fat junior at a liltle distance from
the school.

Bunter blinked round at him.

“Come for o walk this afternoon?”
asked Bob.

at  two, " said

b
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“Th? No!"

“Your mistake; you will,” =aid Bob
cheeyfully; and he hooked lhold of
Bunter's fat arm, and turned him of
tha road by the first turning.

Bunter blinked at him in astonish-
ment and wrath,

“Leggo my arm ™ he roared.

1] 111].1:5 I::

"“What are you up to, you silly azs?
What are vou butting in for, I'd like
to know !" bellowed Bunter.

“Taking you for a wolk, e¢ld fat
man,”’ said Bob., ¥ Anywhere you like
trut Courtlield, What about going
along the towpath, a3 far as the
bridge, and then home by DPeogp and
the woods? What!"

“You—you—you silly idiot " gasped
Bunter.

Boly was describing a ten-mile walk.
Ten furlongs were too many for
Bunter.

“Like the idea?®*’

“I'm not coming " roared Buonteor.

“You arel"

And Bunter did. 8o long as DBob
Cherry had hold of his fat arm, there
veally was no cholco 1o the matier,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Muddy !

OB CIHERRY swuang chearily
along the towpath by the banlk
of the Bark.

He would have proferred

footer, but he cnjoyed a waik in keen,
cold air.

Billy Bunter would not have pue-
forred foofer, but he did not enjoy
the wall, At almost every step, ho
turned a ferocious blhink througli his
big spectaclee on his companion. Why

I'nme Macner Lisnary.—No. 1,564
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Bob Cherry was butting in in this
extracrdinary manner, Bunter did gpot
know; but he knew that he was not
going to stand it, if he could help it
“Will you legge my arm, you
beast?” he hissed, for the tenth time.
Bob let go the fat arm at last.
With the river on one side, and
thick, wet woods on the other, Bunter
hed no chance of dodging. If he ram,
he had no chance in a foot rece, up
or down the towpath. Bo Bob rveleascd
the podgy arm.
“You cut, and I'll eut after you,”
he said. “I1 want your company this
afternoon, old fat man.”

“T don't want yours"” hooted
Bunter.

“Wihy not? You're in better com-
pany than I am."

“ Beast 1"

A figare appeared on the towpath.
It was the Bounder, strolling up the
river. Bob Cherry gave him s glance
of disfavour.

Bmithy was not out on a walk, as
ha could casily guess, There was &
gate to the Three Figshers in the tow-
path farther on, and Bob could casily
guess that that was the Bounder's
destination, He more than suspecied
Carter of haunting the same disrcput-
able spot; but if that were the case,
Carter was a good deal more carefnl
and cauntious about it than the reck-
less Bounder. _

Billy Bunter was lagging, or rather,
crawhng, and Bob had te accommo-
date his pace to the crawl of the fat
Owl. SBo Bmithy, coming up the tow-
Fatl-, soonn passed them, though he had
cft the school a good deal later.

Bol's disfavouring glance did not
affect the “bad hat ¥ of the Remove.
But he slowed down, and glanced from
one to the other of them. It was evi-
dent that DBiilly Bunter was being
taken on an unwilling walk,

“I say, Smithy,” exclaimed Bunter,
“hold that beast while I clear off, will
you ¥

“What on  earth's this
Cherry ! asked Vernon-Smith,

“T'm taking Punter for a walk.”

game,

“T don't want to gol” howled
Bunter, ]
“Why the thump are you taking

Bunter for a walk, 1f he doesn't want
to " demanded the Bouander.

“Oh, just to keep hhn out of mis-
chief " answered Bob. * Like to come
nlm}‘%'_? We're going to do ten miles.™

“We're not "' shrcked Bunter.

“0Oh, my hat! You'll have to roll
him like a barrvel for the last nine,™
said Smithy. “You're an ass, Cherry.
If you stop him to-dav, you can’t stop
him for ever.” .

“Well, I'm going to stop himn to-day,
af any rate!"’ grunted Bob.

“What rot! } he chooses to do these
things, why not let him take what's
coming to hin "

*Rats!”

The Bounder langhed and walked on.

He guesied without difficulty why
Bob was taking Bunter for that walk—
to keep him from changing the bank-
note al Courtfield.

That had not ocecurred to Billy
DBunter’'s fat brain, As he had not, in
point of fact, the remotest intention of
changing the banknote, he was nof
thinking about that at all, and Bol's
bButting-in  was inﬂxplic&hfe ta him.

The fat Owl was paying rathey dearly
for his swank. Had Bob been aware
of the real nature of that bankuote he
would not have butted in, and Bunter
wcrﬂid not have been landed with that
wa
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Now he was landed with it, unless he
could escape—but he was going to
escape if he could.

Ho laggsd more and more. DBob
slowed down. Billy Bunter's eyes
gleamed behind his spectacles.

He was no fighting-mnan—and, had he
been, Bob was not the adversary he
would have scleeted az a matter of
choice. But le was getting desperate.
Fle had to get away from the beast
somehow.

“ Buck up " said Dob cheerily.

* Beast 1" roarod Bunter,

“8hall 1 help you with my boot "

“*Rotter 1"

.Eﬂb dropped behind Bunter and Lifted
his foot; he stood for & momoent ontone
leg. That was Bunter's chance—and he
whirled round suddenly on Eob, and a
fat fist thumped.

“0Oh!” gasped Bob, as that thumnp
with Bunter's weight behind it landed
on his chest.

He went over backwards and crashed.

“Ohe erikey 1" gaspad Bunter,

For an instant he blinked at Boh
sprawling on hiz back, terrificd ur what
e had done, but ooly for an instant;
then he flew

Bob zat up dizzily,

Bunter flew up the towpath like a
runaway car. Seldom did Bunter put
on speed, but he put it on now; ho
fairly whizzed.

Vernon-Smith had dizappeared round
a winding turn of the river bank ahead,

Bunter eame rvound the curve like a
locamotive, !

He was not thinking of Smithy. He
had forgorten Swmithy., He was only
thinking of getting away from Enfr
Cherry. Anyone on the towpath would
have been in danger with Bunter charg-
ing along at top spead.  Smithy hap-
pened to be there—and he got it!
Billy DBunter whizzed round the bend
and erashoed in the middle of Smithy's
back like o thunderbeolt,

The Bounder gave a gasping howl
atrdl piiched over He spﬁtéhﬂd at full
length in a muddy puddle,

Bunter bum];-m;l down on him.

“Oooooogh ! came 2 gurgle from the
hapless Boundoer.

“"Oh o oerikey P splutiered Bunter.
“What—what—— Wus that somebody ?
Oh erikey I'”

He stagpered oft the Bounder,

Vernon-Smith sat up in the puddle.
Bmithy was wearing a very handsome
overcoat, but it did not look very hand-
some now; from collar o tail it was
web and smothered with mud. Muod
clothed him like a garmeot, and the
expression on his face was terrifving,

“Oh crumbs ! gasped Bunter, blink-
ing at him. “Iz—is—isa that you,
Rmithy ? I say, 1t was that boast
Cherry’s fault !

Vernon-Smith  fottered out of the
puddle. He losked down at his coat—
streaming with water, and caked wich
mud—with the lock of & demon in a

panioinime,

“ You—you—you—" he gasped.
“Look what you've done! You—
ol

]

FProbably it was fortunate for Bunter
that Bob Chevry came culting round the
bend of the towpath. Ioe was not far
behind Bunter,

Vernon-Bmith, with 8 furious face,
was about to hurl himsclf at the fat
Owl.

Bunter dodged prompily hiehind Bob.
Bob Cherry was the fesser of two evils
ek’

“I—-1 say, keep that brast off, old
chap ! gusped Bunter. “[ sar, he got
i my way, yoit know——"

“&teady ou, Bmithy-——-" gazped DBob,

“Look at my conl!” yelléd the
Bounder. “I'lL smash him! 'l 1mop
him all ever the towpath ! I'll——"

“Well, it does loock o bit muddy,”

agreed Bob, ¥ Bute——""

* Let me et at that fat fool I roaved
Vernon-Smith

Bob made soothing gesturcs, with

Binster behind him.

“You ecan’t punch Bunter, old chap!
He would burst if you punched hin,
Look here, we're only a mile fram the
school; you can eut in and change your
copt—"

“I've got an appointment to keep, you
fool 17

Bob's lip curled.

“I ean guess what il is.  All the
better for you if you don't keep it1” he
ratortad.

The Bounder gave him a black look.

“1 don't want any sermons from vou,
you dummy! I can’t go into & place
like this! Let me have your coat”

*Guess again!” grinned Dob.

“Then I'll have Bunter's,
keep this on I*

“0Oh, really, Smithy—""

“Are thoy fearfully particular ot the
Three Fishers?” ingquired Bob Cherry
sarcastically,

00, shut up ! enarled the Bounder.
He whipped off his mud-drenched over-
coat. They were not particular at the
Three Fishers, but the Dounder Liad uo
intention of walking in dripping mud.
“Here you are, Bunter. %(nu con pus
thiz on if you like; I'm having yours.”

1 can't

“NYou're jolly well not!” roarcd
Dunter. “It's all muddy——7"

“That's why yow're going (o huve
it 1

“ Beast !

The Bounder Aung the muddy coal at
Bunter. It fell on the towpath.

Billy DBunter ecyed it with disdain.
Not if he could help it was DBunter
going fo don that mud-caked garment.

“Well, that's ouly fair.,” =aid I3ob
Cherry. " You did ir, Bunter. Lot
Bmithy have your coat.”

“Bhan't I” roared Bunter indignantls,

“Then vou ¢an argue it out wiih
Bmithy,” said Bob, stepping azide.

“I—I—1 mean You—you=—You cai
have my coat, Bmithy, old chap!”
gasped Bunter in a great hurer. He
was not disposed fo srgue it oub with
the enraged Bounder. Bmithy looked
rather loo dongerous for arguinent.

“Got a move .om, you fat Ffool!®
snarled the Bounder. He waszs by no
means pleased at the idea of wearing
Bunter's remarkable coat, but he had
to havo o coat.

Billy Bunter unwillingly stripped off
hiz overcoat.

Vernon-Smith, with a scowliog {ace,:
put it on and tramped away up the
towpath.

Bunter picked up the mud-drenched
eoat and eyed it in a very gingerly
manner. Bunter was not very partioy-
lar about hiz garments, but that coat
was really in an awfal state.  But {here
was a chill winter wind blowing along
the river, and the fat Owl put it om,

Then he turned hig spectacles on Bob
Cherry with a ferocious blink.

“Look here, you beast, I can’t go for
a walk in this! You knoew I can't!
I'm going back to the school! Seet™

Bob Cherry laughed.

“You ecan go back fo 1he =choal if
vou like, old fat man,” he answered.
“T'lIf come along with you. You can gn
anywhere vou like but Conrtfield,™

“Eh? I wasn't going to Couwrtficld I
spid Bunter,

“Oh, chuck if, you fat Ananiasz ™

“*1 mean—"



“Never niind what 5ou mean! Get
8 move on, ona way or the other.”

Bunter got a move on—in the diree-
tion of tha =chool, He grinned as ho
got the move on.

It dawred on hia fat brain what Bob
was thinking. Bunter had talked about
going to Courtficld to change that fiver,
rimply to keep up tho impression that
it was o real fiver ihat he could change
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if he ltked. Ho had intended to walk
about for a while, and return with some
unveracious explanation why he had not
changed 1t, Now Bob Cherry had pro-
vided him with an explanation ready
made, as it were. Ho hadn't been able
to go to Courtfield because Bob had
butted in. So the fat Owl grinned

cheerily as he rolled back to Greyfriavs
with Baob Cherry.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Soccer for Bunter !

“ HERE'S your boots i
- "1 den’t want my boois ™

" Do you want mine 77
; * Beast 1"
If Billy Bunter had been exasperaled
when Bob Chercy started him on a long

(Continued on next page.)
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COMPLETE UNDERSTANDING IS
NECESSARY !

F I could have taken an acroplane
and flown all over England during
this past week, I wonder on how
many football grounds, or in how

many back gardens or guiet streets I
would have seen young goalkeepers iry-
ing to improve their job by practisin
with & tennis ball? I am not a school-
master, and therefore cannot watch over
vou all the time to make sure that you
do the “lessons ™ which I set you. Bus
I should Lo very disappointed if I
thought that ihere were not a great
numbor of veu who try to do the things
I suggest by way of practice.

Theoze of you who have been practising
along the lines I suggested will have
learned a good deal about goalleepin
that vou didn't lknow before. Now
want to show vou how really good goal-
keepors take a part in the gencral defen-
aive schweme of a foothall sido,  This
defensive sclieme is probably the most
frequently dizcussed and tire most highly
developed phase of Soccer tactice.

I expect you noticed & great deal of
discussion, in the newspapers cavlier in
the season, aboui a secret defensive plan
which Charlton Athletic had devised,
and which was helping them to win
their matches, I can’t pive wyou any
inside information about Charlton's
soeret plans, but I can assure you that
great trouble i3 taken by the first-class
clubs in  tite organization of their
defences,

The firzt important thing is ihat the
poatizeeper should have o completo
understanding with the full-backs whe
Eiay in front ‘of him. ‘This ecan be

robeht about lavgely, of course, by
consiantly playing together, but a2 great
tleal ean be donre in a hittle * pow.wow ¥
topether beforo tho mateh stavis.

ARD CQ-OPERATION, TOO!

N many teams it is an acreed thing,
for example, that when the bail
voimes inside the goal area—that is,
tha six yards line—the goalkeeper

shail deal with . Whether the ball is
ny tha air or on the ground, the full-
hartks can be cortain that when the ball
i3 inside that area, the gealkecper can
be leit fo do his clearance job. Ocea-
zions arvise, of course, when there is somea
doubt i the mind of a fall-hack or the
goelleoper as to who should lake a
gerigin hall.  Maow do ey oet over

With complete understanding
with his partner and the goal-
keeper, coupled with a keen
sense of positional play, a
full-back should be able to
hold up most attackers who
come his way.

that =zort of difficulty?

Next time you
gea & big football mateh, listen care-
fully, and I guarantee that in the couvse
of the game you will repeatedly hear
the goslkeepers yelling at their [ull-
boacks, or vice-versa: “0.K. Joel”
“Leave it I “ Let it come ! or such-like.
You =ec if I am not right. And those
shouts are maost eszential,

Defenders can't afford to make mis-
takes—they must Lnow all the time
what their colleagues are dﬂitﬁ;f. Now
mitet thers be any ?ueﬂiﬂn of doubting
the wisdom of a colleague's shout. If a
full-back tells the goalkeeper to come
out to take the ball, the goalkeeper must
come out, without Emsitatinn, fs hard as
he can. Complete understanding and
co-gperation. They are the essentials if
the goalkeceper and full-backs are to
make up a replly strong defence.

Don't think that the helping iz all
done by the goalkeeper, however, The
full-backs must always be ready to help
the poatkeceper when he 13 in trouble.
How often do you sce, in reports of
matehes, that such-and-such a side were
unluehy not to score a goal when & full-
back kicked tha ball off the goal-line
after the goalkecper had hﬂr:n&bcaten ?
Don't he so sure that it was all luck.
The full-back went into the goalmouth
becanse he saw that there was tronble
é:miﬂmg, nied be wanted to be there to
el

Takn o look at the Arzenal defenders
when their goal is being attacked. Vou
will often sea both full-hacks as well as
the coatkesp 1, ﬂandmg{ on the gpoal-
line. And if the 'keeper leaves his goal,
the iuwll-backs are alwaya Lthere in case
hie misses the ball, and o shot comes .
Literally, dozens of goals must have
been prevented in this way, Remember,
too, that when the goalkeéper is taking
a goal-kick, one of the full-hacks should
fall back into the goahnourth, in case the
kick iz a bad one, or itim ball is blown
Back. 1 have wzecn that happen before
now.

]

POSITIONAL PLAY !

PECTATORS at football matches
shout many funny things—some
sensible, some abeolutely ridieu-
lous. I always think that the

silliest people are those who make a
habit of shouting “windy ™ when a full-
back, to get himself out of a tight
corner, passes back fo his goalkeeper.
These ple, in my opinion, show that
they don't know much about football.
Thera are times when the only reall
snfe course is to pass back to your -
keeper, If you are hard prca&mfoh
attackers, it 1s far better to pass bm:a
to the goalkeeper, who can take an
uninterrupted punt down-field, than to
run ihe risk of losing the ball, 8o
please, when you watch a football
mateh, don’t shout “windy ™ at a pasa-
hack to the goalkecper. And remembev
this very usgeful dedges when you are
plaring vourselves.

In addition to helping and coverin
their goalkecper, it 13 the duty of full-
backs to cover one another, and, most im-
portant, to cover their centre-half. Full-
backs are usually told to mark the
opposing wingers. That meana they
must play fairly near the wings—wide
apart. They must always have an eye
open for a slip by the centre-helf, how-
over, which will let the opposing
forwards through down the ecentre of tho
field. Or, in extreme cases, they must
be prepared to %0 right across to tho
other side of the field to help one
another.

The full-backs’ duties, perhaps mora
than thoze of any other player, require
a preat deal of concentration and an
ability to anticipate That is why somo
of the best full-backs in the gamne are
the “old men” the fellows who havo
had years of cxperience. Positional
Ela is the important thing for a full-

ack. Speed is not absolutely ezsential.
I don't mean that specd is not useful.
There aren't many beiter full-backs in
the world ro-dlay than Bert Sproston, of
Leeds, and Eddie Hapgood, of Arsenal
These two players can sprint as fast os
most Wingers.

Dut if a full-back has complete under-
standing with bis partner and his goal-
heeper, and a8 leen sense of positional
play—and by positional play I don't
mean kecping in the same position all
the time, Eut Being in the right posiiion
at the right time—he will be hetter able
io hold up attacks.
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walk, he was doubly and trebly ex-
ssperated when they got back to Grey-
friava, Bob had walked him straight
to the changing-roomn.

Az he was back in the school Bob saw
no reason why ho should not join his
friends at games practice.  As he had
resolved to keep an eye on DBunter all
that afternoon, Bunter had to join up
at ganmes practice also; there was
nothing else to be doue, so far as Bob
conld sce.

But the idea of joining up for games
practice when it was not a_ compulsory
day simply infuriated Billy DBunter.
Compulsory davs were bad enough, but
to play footer when he might have
slac in an armchair and frowsted
over a five was the limit and a little
O, .

Bunter’s very spectacles gleamed with

roge.
“Look here, yon beast!” he roared.
“T know what your game is. You want
to keop e from changing my bank-
note.”

“Jlore's vour shirt 1"

“1 won't go to Courtfield.
sou my ward! There!”

“1'd take it, if it was of any value,”
agreed Dob, * As it isn't, you can keep
it. (Get that shirt on!"”

“1 wasn't really poing to change that
banknote ! hissed Bunter. “I—I'm
poing to save it up for—for the holi-
days "

“Here's vour boots

H(*an't 1 change my own banknote if
T like. vou benst?"

“¥Fou can't change anvbody else's.
Are you going to change for footer, or
do vou want e to boot you round the
room ¥

Billy Bunter gave him an infuriated
hlink. At that moment he came very
pear admitting the truth—that the cele-
brated bankpote was a *“dud,” whieh
Coker of the I'ifth had been ass enough
to throw inte the wastepaper-basket !

That, of eourse, would have explained
the wholematter, and Bob would have
been concerned about him no longer.

But it was not casy for Bunter to part
with his swank. The facts, if known,
would cause one trememdlous yell of
laughter in the Remove. Bunter was
not keen on setting the Romove in a
roar by admitting that he had rescued
a worthless slip of paper from a waste.
paper-baskes wholly and solely for the
purpose of showing off !

Even gamces practice, awiul as it was,
was better than that.

“"How loug are you going to be?"
demanded Bob impatiently. “IF you
want me to help you with my boot——"

“"Beast] FPm not going—"

Thud 1

“Ow ! roared Dunter. *Stop kick-
ing me, yvou Lbeast! Wherve's my shivt?
Ow ! I'm changing, ain't I, you rotter "

The largest foot in the Greyfriars
Remove was an unanswerable argu-
ment.  Bunter changed for footer.

“Now come on, vyou fat, lazy
slacker ! growled Bob, *and, mind, if
vou try to dodge away we'll jolly well
use vou for a football 1"

“PBeast !

Boh marched the exasperated fat Owl
down to Liitle Side, where & good many
of the Remove were at practce,
Bunter’s objection to the saime not being
goneral in the Remove.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at
PBunter in surprise as he arrived on the
scens with Bob  Even on compulsory
davs it was ofton necessary for a boot
to help Bunfer down to games practice,
On other orcazions he wns never seén
there,
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“ Bunter keen on footer for once!
asked the captain of the Remove.

“0Oh, fearfully keen!” s=aid Bob,
“At any rale, he prefors it to a ten-
mile walk. Don't yvou, Bunter?”

“1 sav. you fellows, I'tmn not staying
here I" howled Bunter. “Look here,
Wharton, that beast’s dragged me down
here. '"Tain’t a compulzory da i

“Why not play up for the love of the
thing 1" supgested Harry Wharton,
laughing. “&how us how you can beat

Bguiff in goal 17

“T'Hl show you another time. The
fact is, I've pot a pain! You know
that ead, Carter, hacked me in practice
the other day And he'd do it again
if he got the chance, too——"

“That's all right. Carter's not here
to-day. Ha's gone out of gates.”

“Yes: but %.’ve still got o fearful
pain in my leg—"

“Which leg?" asked Bob Cherry.

E1l ]' fﬂt‘g‘l}t‘-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I mean the rig;'ht leg—an awful,
excruciating poin—"

“I'll give you one te match. in the
other ! said Bob, drawing back a foot.

“"Ieep off, vou beast!™ Bunter
dodged  promptly. “Loock  lere,
Wharton—-="="

“ (O, shut up, and play up 1” said the
captain of the Remove. “You're no
use, and you're no ornament; but
Bob's taking the trouble to keep vou
out of mischief—and that's that! You'll
be jolly glad vou haven't changed that
banknote when the owner turns up and
asks for it." '

“The gladfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed  idiotie  Bunter1”  grinned
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“1 zay, vou fellows——"

“'Nuff  spid ! interrupted Harry
Wharton, ““Bhut up, and play up! All
you fellows keep an eve on him, and
baat him back if he trics to bolt.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

There was no help for Bunter!
During the next hour the fat Removite
was able to learn from experience what
a Boccer ball felt like! About a dozen
times he essayed to flee, but there was
always an eye on him, and a boot ready
to stop him |

Casping and spluttering, panting and
gurgling, Bunter had to go thrpugh
with it, and when the practice was aver
he tottered off the field, certainly not
in a state to walk to Courtficld—if he
had wanted to! He could hardly walk
to the changing-room |

The Remove footballers had long
changed, and goune, when Billy’ Bunter
crawled out at last. He crawled as far
as the Rag, where he collapsed in an
armchair, and did not stir again uutil
8 sudden grab at his fat shoulder
caused him to blink round with a squeak
of indignant protest.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. |
Carter Sees It All !

RTHUR CARTER stopped sud-
denly and caught his breath,
He stared, as if he could
hardly beliove his eyes.

Indecd, he hardly could!

The new fellow in the Remova had
emerged from 8 woodland path, on to
the towpath by the Bark, at a little
distance from the gate of the Three
Fizhrrs.

That delectable resort was Carter's
destination, but he was o good deal
more  cautious about i1t than the
Bounder. Not only from heaks and
prefeets, but from his Form-fellows in
the Hemove, he concealed his shady

wayvs, 5o far as he could. ¥e Lad no in-
tention of chenging the ways that had
caused him to be turfed out of his last
school; Lunt he was not going to suffer
the same fate at Greyfriars as at St
Olaf's if caution and cunning could
save him

~ Ha had walked out of the school as
if going to Courtfield, dedged into the
wood at a distance from Greyfriars, and
followed secluded and winding tracks
to reach the towpath. No one, he was
assured, had seen him on his way—and
no one was going to see lum go into
the viverside inn thet had such a lurid
reputation. IHe had to take the risk of
meeting there some other young rascal
like himself: but oven that he would
have aveided, if he could. He knew
nothing of the Bounder's plans for that
afternoon.

Emerging on the towpath, ho looked
quickly up and down the river. Fe
was not more than s dozen yards from
the end of the Thres Fishers’ fence.

The gate was farther on; but he did
not intend te go in openly by the gate,
There was a gap in ithe palings nearer
at hand, through which any fellow could
squecze—a gap he koew well. His game
was to stroll slowly past that spot, and
when he was quite sure that no eyc was
an him, squeeze througl the gap in the
palings and vanish within.

But what he saw as he looked up tho

towpath towards the fence quitn
changed his ideas. He stood and
stare

Some fellow ahead of him was in the
very act of squeezing in through that
gap in the Three Fishers' fence.

And that follow, unless he was dream-
ing, was Billy Bunter!

As the fellow had his head and
shoulders inside the fence when Carter
spotted him from the rear, he could
not, of course, sce his face.

All he could sea of him was a dis-
uplgeurmg overcoat !

ut he knew that overcoat.

Every fellow in the Eemove knew that
light-grey overcoat, with the purplo
stripes!

It was Bunter's, and there was no
othoer coat like it in the school |

True, fellows did borrew one
ancther's overcoats oceasionally., Bug
no fellow was Likely to borrew that
overcoat of Bunter's unless he was very
hard pushed for a coat! And that it
had not happened Carter knew, for he
had seen the fat Owl walk out of the
House in it!

He had not scen Bunter gince, or
theught about him! Buat he saw himn
now—at 8]l events, he saw his overcoat,
and had ne doubt that Bunter was
mnside it. How could he have, when he
had seen Bunter walk out i that coat?

He stood as if spellbound, watching
that overcoat as it squeezed througlh the
fence, and finally disappeared !

“"By pum " breathed Carter.

He stepped back quickly inte the
wood., If Bunter looked out, he did not
want Bunter to see him—that fat ass,
that gincher of banknotes, had gone
into the Three Fishers—a place strictly
out of bounds for all Greyfriars
fellows. He was doing what Carter had
been sacked from 5t Olaf's for deing!
Old Mr, Carter had turned his nephew
down, with grim sternness, and was
thinking of making Bunter his heir if
he had good reports of lum!  And
here was Bunter, deing exactly what
Carter had done, with the same penalty
to fape if he were spotted!

Carter’s eyes glitteved.

He had never suspected Bunier of
this! He had suspected him of cvery-
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“* Every fellow in this room knows that you pinched ihat banknote, Bunter ! ** sald Carier, knowing full well that Mr. Quelch

was passing the open window at that moment.

thing of which he waos, =0 to speak, sus-
table! But this kind of thing he
ad never suspected !

But Carter could believe the evidence
of his own eyes! He had noticed
nothing of the kind before, but, after
all, he had been only s few weeks at
. Greyfriara. Thoe fat Owl wasz always

short of money, and that, no doubt,
kept him from kicking over the traces
But he had five pounds in his pocket
now |

Carter saw it all.

At least, he had no doubt that he did !

Bunter had pinched that fver, to

expend in blackguardly occupations,
among the sporting set at the Three
Fishers ]

It was clear as noonday to Carter!

“The fat rotter '’ breathed Carter.
“And I never knew! I'm pretty keen,
I faney, but I never knew this! By
gum | if he were spotted thereg——"

His thoughts were moving rapidly
NawW,

The fellow in that overcoat had just
gone in. He was not likely to come out
ct—aespecially if he had five pounds to
low. More likely than not, he would
remain ot the Three Fishers tall it was
tima to return to the school for calling
over. At any rate, he was sure to
remain thers some time.

Carter threaded his way back through
the wood to the Courtfield road. His
mind was quite made up.

This fellow, no better than himself,
probably worse, was the fellow who was
cutting him oot with the “old bean”
Well, the old bean would not get good
ruports of a fcllow spotted pub-haunt-
ing ! If Bunter was caught, he might
be expelled, or only Hogeed, bub in
either case, he was done for with old
Mr. Carter!  Having disinherited one
young blackguard, the "old bean * was
pat  likely to take another mte his

me, you cad—you know I bar you ! **

favour! (Carter’'s game was won—
Bunter had won it for him, if he wera
spotted where he was now !

Carter did not turn hisz steps in the
diveation of the school when he reached
the Courtfield rond. He was not think-
ihg of giving 1nformation to Bunter's
Form-master. s lifoe would hardly
Itave been worth living at Greyfriars if
he had, and neither was it likely that
Mr. Quelck would have listened to a
sieak, He had formed a much woro
cunhing scheme than that,

At the corner of Oak Lane, he caught
the motor-bus, which dropped hin in
Courtfield High Street.  Theve, he
walked mito the post office, to use the
telephone to speak to Dr. Locke at
Greyiriars.

. With perfect coolness, he
l’_;rfiyf viars Sehoal.

He felt a slight tremor as tho voico
of his hoadmaster came back over the
wirea, He could not help wondering
what Dr. Locke would have thought,
had he known that it was a Greyfriars
junior whe had rung him. Dut the
Head was not going to know that,

“Dr. Locke—" gaid Carter, making
hia voice as deep and husky as he could,
ta give the impression that it was a
man speaking.

“Dr, Locke speaking I came back the
iHead's voice.

Carter paused a sccond. DPerhaps he
felt 2 twinge of remorse for what he
wis golng to do. M oso, it did not last

rang  up

ong.

"ngy excuse e, sirl” he said, in
the same deep touecs. *'1 feel it my duty
to tell you that I saw a Greyfriars boy
enttering an  exceedingly dizveputable
resark a4 short tinwe ago—""

“Who is speaking ¥

“George  Soith, sir!
remiover, ab  Courtheld !
Carter, wilh cabm assurauce,

TFFornituro-
araweped
1 was

** You can shut up, Carter 1 ** bawled the fat Romovite,

* Don’t speak to

ishers, on tne towpath, when I saw a

oy in & Ureyfriars cap entering the
place. I [elt that you ought to know.™

“Can you tell me the boy’s namei*

“I havo never seen him before, siy!”
said Carter calmly, ™ Immf by hia
r_:a.;::ﬂ Eh-?t' he belonged to Greyfriars, that
15 .

“You are sure of this, Mr, Smith i**

< %uiiﬂ, gsir! I trust you will not
think me interfering, but in view of the
dreadiol reputation of that resorf—*

I am much obliged to you, Mr
Smitht I chell inguire into the matwey
inwediately.”

Carter smiled sourly as ho leit tha
post oflice. D, Locke might regawd
“3r. Smith ™ as an oficious person,
but he counld hardly disregard suech in-
formation.

Dr. Locke, 1 his study at Greviviars,
sab  for some moments i frowning
thought after he had roplaced the re.
ceiver. Then he rang, and =ent Trotier
to call Wingate of the Sixth 1o the
study.

Passing the place called the Three
b

—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy's Narrow Escape !

LICK !
1Tevhert Vernon-Busith snnled
A —and Ponsonby, of Higheliffe,

seowled, It was the Bounder's

SiRiN cannon in SuCcession. ;
There were three people in the dingy,
smoke-seented  billiardeeroom  at  the
Threo Fishers, Bmithy was playiog—
Pon resting the butt of his cus on the
floor and watcling him; and o shabby,
hoozy-looking  marker cheowing o
cigarette.  With a “quid” on the
game, the dandy of Higheliffo was
anxions for Smithy to scorn a2 mies—
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while Smithy, on the other hand, looked
likely to run out )

The Bounder of Greyiriars had a
gkill, in the gameg of billiards, that was
no credit to him. He could, as a
matter of fact, play Pon’s head off as
easily at bilhards as at Soccer. He had
given Pon thirty in the hundred, and
was skill easily ahead, and winning,
With Pon st sixty, and the Bounder at
ninety, and still making cannons, it
looked as if Pon's “quid ¥ was a goner.

For which reason, Pon frowned, and
S8mithy smiled. The “quid * mattered
nothing to Smithy, who hsad more
mouey than was good for him, but he
was always keen to win any game to
which he set his hand, and he liked to
defeat an opponent. Ile ran on with
cannon after cannon.

The “bad hat ' of the Remove was

enjoying his half-holiday, in his own
Way. o was quite well aware that he
would have done better to join his

chum Redwing, who was with Harry
Wharton & Co. at games practice that
afternoon. He knew, too, that he liked
football better than billiards, and fresh
4'r much more than a smoke-laden
atinosphere, But when the urge of
blackguardism was on him, he was not
the fellow to resist it

It was the risk, as much as anything
else, that appealed to the reckless
Bounder. The fact that he would be
expelled, if he were spotted, would have
stopped enother fellow—but it added a
sort of zest to the Bounder's enjovment,
He liked to feel himself at war with
boaks and prefects, and getting the best
of it

Bunter’s overcoat hung on a peg,
Smithy's cap lay on & chair. His hali-
smoked cigarette lay in an ash-iray,
burnimg away. Irtent on his game, the
Bounder was thinking for the moment
enly of his F'lagh But reckless as he
was, he would have thrown aside his
cue fast enough, had he been able to
guess how Carter of the Remove had
been occupied in the post office at
Courtfield. But he was not, of course,
thinking of Carter; neither, if he had
thought of him, would he have thought
of him as a snealk who would give a
fellow away to punishment,

Click 1

Pon’s eyes glittered wnpleasantly,
His "quid "' was as good as gone now,
with Smithy &t ninety-eight, and the
balls left for another easy cannon. To
hiz surpriee, the Bounder missed the
next shot.

Smithy grinned, as heo propped the
butt of his eue. He could have carried
on guite easily, but he had muffed a
rkof, ‘simply to give Fon a chance.
Ponssiby was quite unaware of it: it
wiy mob n thing ke would have done
hinsd™),

' wwonby chalked his cue.

1 he Bounder lighted a fresh cigarcite,
and  strolled across to  the french
windows, which gave on the ragged, ill-
kopt gardens, stretching away to the
fence on the towpath. ne side of the
window stood open. and Smithy put his
kead out for a breath of fresh air,

The next instant. his head popped
l:im:i!ul:,, like that of a torloise into its
shell,

In that instant, Smithy lLad had a
glimpse of an athletic figure coming up
the path to the french windows utgf_he
billiards-room. s

Ho recognized Wingate, of the Grey-
frianrs Bixth: but he popped back too
swiftly for the prefect to see him,

For a second, the Bounder's brain was
in a whirl.

It was a Greyfriars prefect, coming
directly to that door—which meant, and
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could only mean, that he knew that o
Greyiriara fellow was there, and was
cnmmg}]aale-ly and specially to nail him.

Smithy had reason to be glad that he
had given Pon that chance, Had he
gone on playing, Wingate would have
walked right in and caught him in the
very act. As it was, he had a few
seeonds—no mora |

Pon, taking his shot, gave a jump,
gnd the marker turned round, staring,
as Vernon-Smith made a bhound back
from the window. He passed the chair
on which his cap !adv, snatched it up 1n
passing, and darted through an 1nner
doorway, almost with the speed of
hightning. )

%.-Ie did not speak—there was no time
for speech, no time to snatch hia coat;
no time for anything, but to cut 1n-
s}antly, and there was barely time for
that,

As the inner door closed behind tha
escaping Bounder, Wingate of the Sixth
appeared in the open french windows.
It was the narrowest escape of the
Bounder's reckless career at Greyiriars.

“What the dooce—" snapped the
Higheliffe junior, staring. Then, as he
sawdthe Greyfriare prefect, he under-
stond,

The marker gave Wingale a blear
stare, and moved to place his ba
against the door by which Vernon-3mith
had escaped. i

‘The Greyfriars Sixth Former stepped
1n.

Hiz glance shot swiftly round the
rooim.  He was acting on his head-
master’s instructions; 1f & Greviriars
fellow was thore, it was the prefect’s
duty to collar him. And collared the
Bounder certainly would have been,
had he acted a little less swiftly.

Ponsonby stared at Wingate with
cool impudence. The Highcliffe fellow
had nothing to fear from a Greyiriars
prefoet: aod he was quite indilferent
to what Wingate might think of him.

The marker gave Wingate a beery

Fin.

& “Table's Engagad jest now, gir!” he
said, " buf——""

Wingate gave him a look of
contempt,
“A Grevfriarz boy was here, I

think,” he said, * where is he now?"

Wingate had not failed to note the

marker's movement towards the door

that had shut, even as he looked in.
" Nobody here, sir, 'cept me and thig

young gentleman, ’avm% ‘undred up!”

salfl the marker, with beory affability.
Wingate made no answor,

He had just missed his quarry. He
conld not, of course, think of looking
through an  establishment like the
Three Fishers, in search of him.  All
that was left was toe hurry out and
nail the young raseal, if he could,
before he had time to get clear. Then
hiz ayes fell on the coat on the peg.

With o grim look he stepped towards
1t.
He had seen that coat before.
Neither Pon nor the marker
that it was not Bmithy's own coat.

Pon, watching the Greyiriars prefect,
wondered whether there was anything
in the coat to identify the wearer; in
which caze, Smithy's game was up!
But the marker quickly interposed.
The beery man did not want to lose
one of his most open-handed patrons.

“'Ere, vou leave that coat slope ™
he said, "It belongs to this young
gentleman—don't 1i, sir?*

Pon was by no means cager to admit

knew

the possession of such a coat as thatl
But he played up.
“Yes, that's v coat!” he paid

*Leave it alone, please !
Unheeding either of them, Wingato

took down the eoat. Tt was: possible,
of courss, that thero were dozens of
such coats; though there was none
other like it at Greyfriars. But every
garment, at Greyfriars, had tc have
the owner's name in it, and Wingate
looked at the ta& that bore the name.
“W. G. Bunter.”

“Look ‘ere, you leave that coat
alone 1” said the marker.
“This coat belongs to a Greyiriara

boy, whose name is in it!" said
:i:'r"m ate coolly and contemptuously.
I shall take 1t away with me.”

“You won'tI” said the marker, and
he came towards the Greyfriars captain,
with & bullying, threatening air,
stepping between him and the french
WinNnAaoaws.

Wingate put the coat over his left
BTy,

“Btand aside, or I shall knock you
down |” he said quiatly,

He advanced ss he spoke, and the
beaery man backed out of the way,

Wingate walked out, the coat on his
arim,

Ponsonby whistled.
“That does it1” he remarked,

“Anvthing in the coat, to give 'iin

away, yon thinki" nsked the marker.
“They have their mames in their
ecoatz, I beligve,™

“Oh crimes! That lets him in"

Herbert Vernen-Bmith was already
dropping on the safe side of o distant
fence—aontless |

Wu:fatr_-. with the coat over his arm
walked back to Greyiriars Scheol: and
as he entered the gates, he passed =
Remove junior—who glanced at the
':_:Fat on his arm, and smiled az he saw
it.

e

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Carter is Pleased !

ARTER smiled.

He felt he had reason to
amile.

Wingate did not notice hir—

but Carter's cyves followed the prefeet

25 lie went on towards the House, with
Bunter's coat over his arm.

Carter had lost no bime in gelling
back to Greyfriars, after hiz cxplont
on the post office telephone. He had
been back some time; waiting in the
gateway, cagerly curious fo see what
was to follow., That the Head would
take some step o the matter, after
receiving  such  information, he was
fairly certain: but precisely what step
would be taken, he could not kupow.
But he had cvery hope of seeing
Williawy George Bunier marched im,
with a prefect or a master 1o charge
of him.

Bunter's coat, on Wingate's arm, told
him all that he wanted to know. He
had last scen that coat disappearing
through the fence of the Three Fishers,
s0 there was no doubt that Wingate had
found 1f. The voung rascal must have
heen very nearly canght at the Three
Fishers, but if he had cseaped detection,
e had had no time to put on his coat :
he had left an unmistakable elue behind
him: it was as good as a ecatch.

Carter snuled, an unpleasant smile,
as_he strolled towards tiim House after
Wingate.

A pood many eves, as well as
Carter's, fell on the Greviviars calpla.irl,
as he was seen with that cont ! IE was
an unusual sight for a fellow, wearing
his ewn overcoat, to be carrying
another on his arm!

Besides, most of the follows knew
that coat by sight—it was az well known
as Joseph's celebrated coat of many
colours, Dozens of [ellows noticed



that the Sixth Fermer was carrying
Billy Bunter's coat en his arm, an

wonderad why.

_ Bpecially interested were twe juniors,
i a group near tho House, One of
them was Vernon-Bmith—the other,
Bob Cherry.

Vernon-Bmith, after getting out of
fho Three Fishers over the back fence,
had scudded as if he were up for the
School quarter-mile. That Wingate had
not seen him at the plage, he Lkuew;
and he.was anxious to be back in the
rchool, and be prominently on wview
there, before Wingate got back. As
Wingate walked back, and the Bounder
had tun like the wind, that was easy
enough. He had been back a quarter
of an hour befora Wingate appeared.

The Famous Five were in the guad,
after games practice, while Billy Bunter
was reposing his weary limbs in tho

o,

Sp:—ithfy joined them and started the
topic of the {ﬁft}lﬂﬂﬂliﬂ% fixture with
Ighclitfe—a tp?_m which all the Co.
were  quite willing to  discuss—never
ﬁilﬂ.ﬁsmg that Bmithy’s object was to
cep them standing there with him, in
full view, to meet Wingate's eyes when
)@ cama i

Smithy, with all his keenness, had
1ot %;eve;: a thought to the eoat ho had
left behind him at the Three Fishers.
He had had enough to think ahout—
nnd it had not oeccurred to him that
Wingate would notico it hanging there.

He had to think of it now, howaver,
as_he saw it on Wingate’s arm |

e stared at it

So did Bob Cherry !

Smithy’s first thought was, that it was
a stroke of good fartune that he had
changed coats with Bunter on the fow-
Fltﬂ. Otherwize, Wingate would hava
ountd hiz c¢oat where bo had fowul
Bunter's,

But his next swift thenght was, {hat
that change of coats had (o remain

unknown,

“¥Yon ass, Smithy!” Bob Cherr
spoke in 2 low tone. *That’s Bunter's
coat that Wingate's pot there—look at
it—did you—"

“Heep it dark, old man ™ murmured
the Bounder, *“Look here, yon wore
with Bunter this afternoon 5

“¥Yeg—what i

“That lets him ont, then! You can
prove that he wasn't at that show.”

“Of course I can—lucky for him, as
rou seemt to have left his eoat there!”
gtnwied Bob, “DBut a3 =oon as they

now that you changed ecoats——"

“Are you going to tell them?™
enccred the Bounder,

“Don't be 8 fool!” growled Bob.

“Anybody night have horrowed a
coat—if you keep it dark 1™
“Bunter will blab it all out fivst
thin "

" Where's Bunter "

“In the Bag, I think.”

Vernon-Smith shot into the Houwse,

Four members of the Co. had heard
that whispered exchange of words, and
were staring blanklv.

“ What——" began ITucery Wharton,

“Mum's the word 1" breathed Bob,

Wingate was passing the group. lie
went into the llouwse, heading divectly
for Dr. Locke's study.

As soon as he was pone, Bob whis
pered an explanation to his friends.

Carter passed them, going into the
House. He followed, at a §:‘t.~:t&neu, in
Winpgate's footsteps, and watched him
enter the Head’s study, with the coal
on his arm.

A minute or two later the door re-
epened, and Wingate reappeared.

Beeing Carter at the ond of the
passage, he celled to hin.

“Carter | Please go to Mr. Queleh,

EVERY SATURDAY

and ask him to step into the [Tead's

study.

x 'i:'es, Wingatn

Carter cut away to esll Mr. Quelch
That gentleman rustled away to the
headmaster's study at once—for what
purpose, Carter odid not neod telling.
e wag to hear this charge apainst a
member of his Form |

Carter wondered whera Bunter was
now, and whether he had got hoack to
tho school yet. Certainly he did not
think of guessing that Bi'[f:,r Bunter was
i the Rag—listening, with blinking
nstonishment, to eager whispers from
the Bounder.

—r———

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Right for Bunter!

6 EAST!” hooted Bunter.
Bunter was tired.
He did not intend to siiv out
of that armchair till tea-time!
But he had to stir when he was suddenly
grabbed by a fat shoulder, He blinked
through his speetacles at the Bounder.

“Beast! Leggo! Where's my coat,
you beast? Yours is in the lobby—and
if you think I've brushed the mud off,
you'ra jolly well mistaken, see? I—="

“8hut up, you fat fool, and lisien to
me!” hissed *the Bounder.

Bunter listened.

He listened in astonishment at first,
but slowly a fat grin overspread his
face. :

“Oh erikey ! he ejaculated.

"You see?” breathed tho Teounder.
“Bomebody barrowed your coat—you
don’t know who it wasg—"

If you think 1

“Oh, really, Smithy I
ie——" pxclaimed PBuniey

can tell a
indignantly,

“What?” yelled the Bounder.

“You might!” said Bunter, blinking
at him. "1 dare say you would!
lardly the thing I could do!®

William George Bunter had a narrow
caeape, at that moment, of going across
the Rag at the toe of Smithy’s boot.

But the Bounder restrained his rage.
It was no time for booting Bunter.

“If you give me awan o
breathed.

“Of course I shan't give ven away!
P'm no sneak, I hope ! said Bonteyr with
dignity, *1 shan't mention ihat vou
had my coat! I can prove whero l've
bheen all the afterncon, and that's goad
enough., But if you think I could 1ell
an untruth, Bomth r

“Keep it dark that I had yonr coab!
That's all that's needed—they'll never
guess!  Might have been anyhody, if
vou keep your mouth shuf, Hpei”

Bunter grinned choerily.

“Right a3z rain, old chap! Roly on
me to keep it dark! LIl ero vouw
through, old chap!  They won't ‘get
much out of me, 1 can tell yon! Thin'
I shall have to go up to the Iaad 77

"Most likely! Keep cool—tliere's
nothing fo bo afraid of, as a dowen
fellows knew you wera here all tho
timne—-="

“He, ho, he! [ ain’t afraid of the
Ilead like you ere, Smithy! I sav, yan
jolly nearly got copped this time, old
chap! How did Wingate now

The Bounder gritted his teath.

“Bome rotter must have sncaked—I
can't guess who, DBy gum, if I find aut
wing put them on my track— ITave
vou been gabbling, vou fat fool? Yon
knew where I was going——>

“(Oh, really, Smithy—"

" No—it can’t have been yonr sahble
—they think you were at the Threo
Iishers, from: finding the coat fhere,
They can't think anything clse, That

hie
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fanl Cherry weuldn't give 2 man awar.
But numnhﬂdy—-—-—-" § 2

The Bounder's oyes burned. Ti was
auite plain to hiny that Wingate had
been acting on information; he had
known that o Greyfriars {cllow was
there, though, fortunately, he did not
know which fellow,

volce was heard onteide ilie door-
way—that of Carter of the Remove,

“Quelch wants Bunter ! You [ellows
know wheiher he's como in?”

“He ecame in long ago,” answored
Harry Wharton's voice. *Tlas Quelcl
sent for him ¥

“¥as, to the Head's siudy.”

“He's in here”

Iarry Wharton looked in.

“You're wanted, Bontor.”

Vernon-8mith gave the fat Owl a last
laok.

_ DBunter favoured him with a fat wink
in reply, and rolled out of the Rag.

Carter gFave him a ‘very enrious lonkk
a3 ho appeared. He had havdly ox-
pected Bunter 1o be back =0 soon,

“1 gay, you fellaws,” Buunter Dlinked
at the Fameouz Five, “yon'd beider comne
with me. I may want you”

“We'll eome as [ar as the eorner, {at-
head [ said ITervy Wharien., *We can't
buft in en the Head [

“Well, don’t bo ton far oft!” snid
Bunter anxionsly  “'The Ilead mighin't
take my word that I haven't been out of
gates, you know! Ile's doubted my
word before~—so has Queleh ! You linow
that " _

“Asa! We're all ready to*hear wit-
ness that you weore on the focthall
promnd with vs!™ =zaid Harvry.

Carter gave o violent =taré, Ile was
startled guite out of his self-posession
a3 he heard that! .

That Bunter would attempt to Lin him-
self out of the serape, he lmew. Dut
that fellows like Harry Wharton & Co.
would back him up in it he had nevey
*ilyt-.‘l.mnd! It was an utler surprizo Lo
tim,

“YWhat do von mean by ithat, Whar-
ton ¥ ho exclaimed. “Yon've gob the
norve (o saf,' that yon'ro gomng to the
1lead to tell lics to gef Bunter off 1

The coptain of the Romaove staced ot
Carter.

“Who's going to icll lirs, vou checky
fool?” hie snapped. " What de yonu
mean 7

"You're poin
on the feotball fHeld
exclaimad Carter. * You—"

30 ho was Y snapped Harry.

“¥ou know he was not!™ almost
yvelled Cavter. Ile was, for the moment,
almest Tiezide himsell at this unexpectod
blow fo all his scheming., “ Yon're going
to Dr. Locke to tell him a pack of
lips—"

“¥ou cur!” said Bob Cherry in o low
vows of Infler confompt,. = Yon'd like
to seo Bunder landed, wonldn’t you?
Waill, be won't he landed this tinte—lie's
pot friends 1o sen him througlh, see? Ha
hasn't boen nut of our =might all the
afternoon, and we're veady (o iell the
Haad =ol”

“It's false ! shanted Cartor,

Boh therry clenched Lis hands, his
eyes flashing,  DBut the captain of (hn
Bemave cavght his arm.

“1oid on, Bob—loave (he ead alane !
No time for rows new! Come oo,
Bunter—vau're all rvight, old fat bean i

Dol nodded, and tie Famons Itive

to say that Buninr was
with you—""

walkeml  away  with  Bonter—icaving
Arthue Carler rooted to the {lans,
staring after them.

Fram: the dosrway of 1he Rae,

Herbert Vernon-Smith lonked oub s

him with gleaming cyes.  Bomehody had

given 1t away that a Greviviars man
Tue ATwser Lisranv.—No, 1,564,
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was at tha Three Fishers that sfiernoon
~—and Smithy could not think of a fellow
who would have hetrayet him. But he
ecould think of a fellow who would have
betrayed Bunter—ind there was deep
ruspicion in his mind as he looked at

Carter.
What did Cartor knew about the
matter? Why was he =zo certain that

Bunter had not been at football with
the Remove [ellows?

There was only one answer to that—
Carier helieved that Bunter had been at
the Three Fishers! If that wero =0, the
Bounder had not much farther to look
for the fellow whe had given
information.

He stood looking st Carter’s flushed,
apdgry face, quietly and grimly, Carter
did not notice him. After a few
minutes he turned and followed Harr
Wharton & Co.—leaving Bmithy wit
very busy thoughts,

Billy Bunter, at the Head's door,
hesitated. A

He turned to cast a last blink along
the passage at the group of juniors at
the corner.

Bob Cherry gave him sn encouraging

rin.

’ “I say, you fellows, don't go away!”
squeaked Bunter.

“0.K., fathead—get on with it!”

And Bunter, at , tapped at the
dreaded deoor and emtered.

Ho felt an inward quake as he did so.
For once the fat Owl of the Remove had
a clear conscience—an unaccustomed

pssessiohel But the grave faces of the

ead and Mr. Quelch were awe-in-
spiring, all the same. The grey over-
coat, with its purple stripes, lay on the
Head's table. ingate stood by the
window, his eyes on the uneasy fat Owl,

“Bunter 1 The Head's voice was
deep. *“1It appears that you have been

out of school bounds this afternoon.”
“0Oh! No, sir!” gasped Bunter,
“That is your coat, Bunter ?*
“Oh! Yes, sir! I=I wondered whero
it was!®
“That e¢oat, Bunter, was found hanging

with a glance at tho cont.

THE MAGNEI

in the billiards-room ot the Three
Fishers by a CGreyfriars Ernfuct. and
brought back te the school by him.”

“Waa it, sic ¥

“JIt was, Buntoer |

“I—1'm glad Wingate brought it back,
gir! I—I shouldn't like to lose that
coat! The fellows make & lot of silly
jokes about it, but—-"="

“Deo you deny that you were at that
disreputable resort this afternoon,
Bunter, and that you escaped almost as
Wingate entered, leaving your coat
behind 7 ]

“*Oh, yes, sir! 've been playing foot-
ball this afterncon—I'm rather keen on

ames, and the fellows were very keen

or me to play, and—"
breathed My,

“Upon my word ™
Quelch.

“¥ou have not been out of bounds?™
cxclaimed the Head.

“Oh, no, sip!”

"1 have told yorr where your coat was
found, Bunter.”

“¥es, sir. Somebody must have bor-
rowed 1t."

There was a long pause.

R | suppose that that 15 possible, Mr.
Quelch #*" said the Head ab last.

“It is possible, sir, but highly im.
probable 1" said the Hemove master,
: : “Yery 1m-
probable indeed, I think."

The Head fixed his eyes on Bunter
BEaL.

“If your statement iz true, Bunter,
Em:. can explain exactly how you have

een  occupied this  afternoon, and
where ¥ ; : ;
“Oh, wves, sir!” said Bunter, quite

cheerilv. “ After dinner I went for s
bit of & walk with Bob Cherry, and
we came in again for games practice.
After that I went into the Rag. Lois
of fellows about, =ir.”

“It was at half-past three that I
received 8 telephone call, informing
me that a Greyfriars boy had been
seen to go into that low resort,” sald
the Head. "“Where were you from
three o'clock till half-past, Bunter?”

] S T
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“On the tootha!l ground, sir.”

“Who else was thers?”

“Wharton, Nugent, Bull, Inky, Bed-
Wing, Squiff—ncarly all the Remove,
sir.™

P

Eun my word!” repeated Mr.
Quelch.

“If that statement 1s correct, Mr.
Quelch, it 15 clear that some boy, at
resent unkuown, must have borrowed
unter's overdoat!” said the Head.
“Will you kindly call some of the boys
named, and we shall see whether they
corroborate Bunter's statement.”

* Certainly, sir.™

Mr. Quelch had not far to go. He
encountered five of the wnecessary fel-
lowe at once. They were in view at

the corner of the passage when he
sta;:bﬁd out.
“Wharton| All of you pleaze come

here [¥ ealled out Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir.”

The Famous Five marched into the
Head's study.

Billy Bunter gave them a fat grin
as they came in. He was feeling quite
reassured now,

“Wharton,” said Dr. Locke, “kindly
tell ‘'me, if you know, where Bunter was
from three lo three-thirty this after-
noon.”

“At games practice, sr," answerad
Harry.

“You were prosent?”

“Yea, sir. All these [ellows wers
present and hall the Form.”

“Bunter came down to games prac-
tice with me, sir,” said Bob Cherry.
“That waas before three. Ii was after
half-past three when we chucked it—I

mean, when we svent back to the
changing-room.”

“All wou boys saw him present
thore 77

*Oh, yes, sirl"” ]

“You are satisfied with this evidence
of boys of yvour Form. Mr. Quelch!?”

"I"erfecﬂ%' g0, sir!” answered Mr.
Quelch. “It iz absoluicly clear now
that Bunter's overcoal was worn by
some other boy this afternoon.”

“That boy must be discovered, Mr.
Quelch. But I am glad, Bunter, that
vour friends have been able to clear
ou so completely. You maxr go,

unter—you may take vour comrt with
sou."

“Yes, sir!” trilled Bunter.

He went—taking his coat with him—
and the Famousz Five followed him.

Dr. Locke, Mr. Quelch, and the head
prefect of Greyfriars weove left in dis-
cussion as to the wdentity of the utterly
unknown fellow who had bagged
Bunter's coat that afternoon. To that
fellow there was—fortunately for the
bad hat of the Eemove—no clue,

o the

Brought to Light !

13 I SAY, vou fellows!”
A number of Remove fellows
there were discussing & rather interest-
Bunter was not interested in  that
topie. TFor one thing, he knew, and, for
the available space on Bunfer’s horizon.
“1 say, is that beast Clherry lere ™

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Billr Bunter rolied
Rag before tea.

ing topic—who had wern Bunter's over-
coat that afterncon?

another, 1t was close on tea-fime, and
Bunter's next meal alwavs fitled up all
asked Bunter.

“Nol* called

back Tob cheerily,
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"There's a nice, ativactive fellow of
that name, if you want hun”

“Oh, really, Cherry! 1 eay, yon
fellows, 1 haven't changed my bank-
note,” said Bunter. “That beast
Cherry stopped me, you konow.™

Y Lacky for vou, old fat man!” zaid
Skinner. “You'd be in gquod now, i
he hadn't,"

“Beast I” roared Bunter. ¥ Look here,
vou men, I'm short of cash, owing to
—tp nob changing my fiver. As that
hea.s:c;l{l!herr:; stopped me, 1W's up to
yon !

“IF hasn't come cut yot who lost that
fiver " remarked IHazeldene. * Aren’t
you going ito tell us whose it was,
Bunter "

“T've told vou it's mine!l”
Bunier,

" YVoe—wa know whoze it is now.
asking you whose it was !

“¥la, ha, ha!” .

“Bunter, old man® eaid Vernon-
SBmith. The Bounder spoke with an
unusunlly kind note in hig voice. He
was not unmindful of the fact that
Bunter had scen him through in that
maiter of the changed overcoats. “ Look
here, old fat lad, have a little soense!
Wa all kvow that ile fiver's not
FOUrs—""

“Oh, really, Smithy—-"

“You've as good as told us so a dozen
times, You mmst have picked it up
somewhere ! Well, findings ain't keep-
ings, old podgy beanl Take it 1o
Quelch, and tell him where you found
it,” )

- “That's pood advice, Bunler ™
Harry Wharton. ]

Cartor,  who was lounging by the
windew of the Rag, looked round
quickly. He, at all events, did not
want to sce the fat Owl take poad
advice.

Tha ulter failure of his schoamne that
afternoon  had  filled the wretched
schemer with bitterness. He had fully
believed, at first, that the Famous Tive
waora going to bear false witnesa, to see
Bunter through. But it had not taken
him long to learn that the fat Owl
really had been at games practice, and
that he could not, therciore, bo the
fellow he had seen in that conspicuons
overcoal, squeczing through the gap in
the Threo Fishers fonce. 1 the fel-
Iows knew now that somebedy else had
worn that overcoat—though only half a
dozen knew the feilow's name.

It was an utterly unexpected blow
to the schemer. It gave him a fecling
that it was futile to lay the cunningest
schemes, if something unexpected and
incaléulable, like this, was going to
knock them to picces.

In that he had, if he had only known
it, discovered a lesson that might have
been useful to him.  For. in  truth,
thera never was & treacherons scheme
that did not contain within it the seeds
of its own undoing!

But Carter, now, was pinning  lis
faith, as 1k wore, to tho banknoino!
Bunier had got ont of one mmiﬁ:‘ only
to tumble into a worse ono—if he had,
as Coarter and nearly all the Formn
believed, got hold of a banknote that
did not belong to him. Ilo listened
quite anvigusly for the fat Owl's
ANSWOL,

Whether the Bounder's advice was
good or bad, however, Dunter had no
nwae for in. He gave S'uh't.h:.r a scarnful
Blink.

“If vou're trying to make nut that
tligt banknota izn't mine, Smithy,—"
ho began loftily.

"You unsjlmakﬂ.h!n wdiot 1 haw]ed
Smaithy. *Fyvery man in the Form
knows that ii's not voura|”

roared

T'm

said
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“The Lkoowfulness is terrific,
esteemed, fatheaded Bunter ”

“Look here, you checky beastsz—"
hooted Bunter.

“Have a littls sense, vou ass
suullﬁed the Bounder, *“Look hove, if
i\'c:u take that fiver to Quelch, and
wnd it over, I’ lend you a quid I

“Jump at 1, DBunter ™ grinned
mkinner,

“Jolly mood offer, old fat man ¥ said
Bob Cherry. " Do it, and do it now 1"

Had it been a real fiver, and had
Bunter, as the juniors supposed, found
itk somewherve, no doubt he would have
jumped at the Beunder's offer. DBut he
couild not hand over to 43u.nlfh a “nd M
fiver that he had picked out of orace
Coker's wastepaper-basket |

“T'll tell you what, Bwmiihy,” =auld
Bunter—=I'll have tho quid.  DBus I
can't take iny fiver to Quelch, of
course”

“ Fathead "

“You'll have to hand i1t over when
they Bind out!” =zaid Peice Todd.

“0h, really, Toddy—-*"

Carter, a. t.h-;-_winr}]cnv. gave a sudden
start., Outside, on the gravel path, Mr.
Quelch was coming along, pacing ﬁ’luwly
and majestically in company with Ay
Apper.

Carter opened the window,

With the windeow open, voiees 1 the
Rag wore audible to anvone passing on
the path under 3t Ay, Queleh  was
going ta hear something as he passed
that window !

“I eay, von fellows, I think this is
prefty  thiek 1 satd Billy  Bunler, o
tones of deep indignation, * Anybody
would think that a fellow vever ]mrj a
fiver before! 1've had lots and lots 1™

“Every fellow in this room knows
that . you pmched that bankuote,
Bunter 1 said Carter, speaking for the
first time.

With the corner of his ecve on the
window, he saw Mr. Quelch’s mortar-
board give & sudden bob, as o the
Remove-master stavted Hig words, f
not Bunter's, had reached Quelcly’s
BarE.

Billy Bunter blinked across at Carter
with a seornful blink.

“You ean shut up, Certor he
bhawled. “Don’t you speak (o me,
you ead ! You konow I bar you! T zay,
vou fellows, this sort of thing iz insull-
mg, vou lnow, I've told you that I
met my Unele Georgoe——1  wean my
father William—that is, my Unde
Mauriee—in Lantham--1 wcan, Friar-
dale—that 15, Courtlicld—and ho goave
me that fiver on Baturday—1 mean,
Friday—-"

“Ha, ha, Lia!"™

“"Blessed if I see anyihing {o cackle
at 1" hooted Buuter. “I've a jolly good
wind to punch Carter's headl Unly—
auly I waon't soil my hands on the
follow, Bhut thoi wodow, you bepst—
ihere's a draught.™

Carter shut the window,

Alr. Quelch bad left Mre, Capper, and
wns moing indo ihe House !  Evidently
he had heard enough (o eanse him o
takn action—prompt action !

“Well, look heve, you fellows™ went
o Bunter, “heve T am with a fiver in
iy pocket that I can’t change owing to
—1g Bob Cheyryl I'm ecsipecting o
postal owlor in the morningl  Wha's
eomg to lend mo halfa-crown LD my
p=tal order comos 1 -

“The whe-fuliesa 15 terrifie 17

“1 eay, Smithy-—"

“(h, go and eat coke ! gronted the
Rounder, “'I'l} lend you a quid, as 1
said, if xon take that banknoto to
Guelch and hand it over——"
M Tlank b ain't  mined™
Bunler,

my

1t

Y
!
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“1 know it isu'L 1"

“Why, jou beast!” liowled Bunter
“Think I'm the fellow to touch a fiver
if it jsn't mino! Making out 1'd pinch
it! Wh i

“"Hush " eaid  Harry  Wharton
hurviedly, as the door of the Rag
opened and the master of the IRemove
ﬁt’eyged 1H.

“Shot up, Buntey ! breathed Frank
Nugent.

“Bhan't!” roarcd Bunter., " Making
out that a follow’s pinched a fiver—as
if I don’t get lots from Buntor Courd |
I can jolly. well say h grikoy 1™

Bunter broke off as he dizeerned Me.
Queleh 1

There was o deep, Jdeep sileneo in the
Rag till the Remove master broke it,

[ SR

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Only Swank !

4 UNTER 1
B Mr. Quelel's voice was not

lowml, hut deep.

“Oht  Yes, sirl” gasped
Bunter.

Quelel’s gimlet cyes scomed to be
boring into the unhappy Owl.

The crowd of juniors stood silent, 1n
dismay. In the Head's study tho
I'amouszs Five had stood by the fat Owl
oud seen him through. But they could
do nothing for him now, IT Bunter was
1in possession of a banknote that did not
belong to himm he waa for it, and lis
number woe up at Groyfriara,

“1 heard something said, as T passed
ihe window of thiz roons, a fow minutes
ago |" said Mr. Quelch. *T should not,
as a rule, take cognisance of any
remark heard by chanee, but  thia
appoars Lo bo a very serions matter. [
musk axk you, Bunter, whether you have
a banknote in your peossession, and
wherae you obtaimed 187"

U 1. No, =ir!1” gaspod Duntor,

“Yuu have not?” asked Xr. Quelch,
vaising his vodeo a hittle.

“I=-1 mean, yos, sic!”
Bunter.

“You mean yesi” esaid Mr. Quelch
grimly. " Very pood! You have a five-
pound note, Bunter:; a larger sum than
any lemove Doy ie allowed to have at
one Ltime. That, however, ia & minor
point at the moment, It appears Lo be a
oencral inprossion here that the bank-
note doca not belong to you, T must
mquire into this at onee, Your Form-
fellows appear to tlink that you puc-
loined i——*

“Oh, no, =irl” exclaimed EHoarry
Wharton, " Nobody here thinks that
Bunter would Jda that, sie 1™

*I hcard a hoy here say so, distinetly,
o= I passed the window, Wharton,”

“Woell, if he thinks so, sir, hie's got his
opinion to himaelf 1" said the captain of
the Remove, with o glance of contempt
at Carter,

“PDPoog (hat mean 1hat vou heliere the
banknote to bo Buntor's, Wharton 7

“Well, no, sir! I—I think he must
have pieked it up somewhere, and he's
such o fool—""

“0Oh, really, Wharlon—"

“Ho's such o fool, sie, that he's idiot
enough (o think that findioga are keep-
ings ! Not a felow here believes that
he would pinch "a banknote, Every
fellow hero will say the same, sir.”

The captain of the Remove was doing
his best for the fat Owl, Thero was a
murmur of approval from {he other

stammered

fellowa, " Tindings keepings " was a
passibhe ox %}metmn. Bunter was well
known to ba an asz, bob few {ellows

conthd think thnt he hed actually taken
T'ne Alwser Liorany.~—No. 1,564,
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& banknote that did not belong to Lim.
“Very well,” said BMr. Quelch, *if
that 13 the mplmmhuu it is serious
cnough—very serious indeed ! Anpswer
me, Bunter! Did you pick up that
banknote somewhere ;"
“No, sir 1" gasped Bunter.

“ Ok, you fat idiot!” hissed the
Bounder. *“Can't you tell the truth for
onee ! Do you want to be sa.nLﬂdT"

*“Oh, really, Bmithy—

“Do not speak to Buntar, Vernon-
Smith " rap m‘I Mr. Quelch, * Bunter,
answer me directly |  Where did vou

obtain that banknote !"

“ My—my pater sent it to me, sir—""

Potor '].“r.'.-::ié-l made almost frantic signs
to the fat Owl., So did five or s1x other
fellows.  But they had no effect on
]Juntcr

“Your fother sent it to vou?' re

peated Mr. Queleh. * Very well, T will
telephone at once to Mr, Bunter and
make inguiries—’

“ b erikey ! I—I—I mean—"

"H.[urﬂ vou anything further to say,

Bunter "
Yes, J R |

“Oht
unclo—="

“You mean your uncle!" repeated
AMr. QuﬂIeh in o terrifying voice.

4 Yﬂs. gir; my—my Uncle Williamn,
sir! He—he oficn sends e tips, and—
atiil this time he sent me & fiver, Eil,
and—and—and that's all, sic.”

M. Quelch breathed hard

“Have vou the letter 1m which the
Lbanknoto came, Bunter?™

“J—I've lost. it, sir.”

“By what post did it come?™

“0Oh crikey | Bunter remembered
that letiers for the Remove passed
through their Form-master’s hands. So
he tried & now tack, “I=I mean, it—it
didn't come by post at all. sirl”

“It did not.come by post—when you
have just stated that you have lost tho
letter it came ini"'  exclaimed Mr,
Quelel.

“Yes, sirl I mean, oo =sir! I—I
meant that I hadn't lest the letter, =ir,
as—aa there wasn't onel”  stuttered
Bunter. “I met my Uncle George in
Courthield, sir—"

“Nour Unecle Georgo ™

“Yes, sir, and he—he tippoed ane the
fiver | He—he—he often dovs.™

If

Mr., Quelch breathed harder.
Bunter hoped that he were going to
helieve those varying statemenis DBuontcr
was booked for a disappeintinent.

“I—I happened to run into him, sir,
m - Lantham=—I" mean, Courtfield—on
':iatuula} afternoon—1 mean, Friday—
ntiel he just gave me the fiver, sirl "'ri:.
Uncle Herbert's very gonerous, sir,

“Your Uncle Herbert 1™ wgaspod 1'111
Queleh.

“Yog, sir! No, sir—I mean, George—
that 15, William George!  He said
*Here's g fiver for von, Bille " Just
like that, sir1”

Carter was grinning.

gir ! mean  my

All the other
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fellows looked dismayed. Mr. Quelch’s
brow was growing like a thundercloud.

* Bunter "—his voice came like the
grinding of a saw—""I will listen 1o no
further reckless prevaricalions from
youl Whether you found thal banknote,
or whether you have purloined ik 1in
either case it obviously docs not helong
to you., In either case you will be
{'r‘.'ch-HEL{’E for your dishonesty |"

*Oh erikey 17

*You mil now hand me the banknote,
Bunter | I shall endeavour to trace its
oW e rah | pe——*

*It—it—it hasn't any

owner, sirvl’

gasped Bunter, “efp—it—it ain’t real,
sipe 1"
“It 13 not real!” vrepeated Mr.

Guelch almost dazedly.
mean, Buntep?”

*1—1 mean, it's a—a—a dud, siv!”

A what "

*1 nean, spmf——nm:tntmn gir 1"
gasped Buntﬁr “I—I wasn't going tcn
change it, sir! I—I was just kappmi;
i miy note-case just to—to—to look like
a banknote, sirl”

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“A dud banknote!” stuttered the
Bounder, “0Obh gad "

“Bunter, give me that banknote at
once ! thundered Mr. E%ue]ch.

Slowly, wnwillingly, the fat Owl ox-
tracted the tattered note-case from his
pocket and opened it  The banknoto
within could artially seen, and it
looked real rumtg{}

Slowly Buonler drew it forth,
handed it 1o his Form-master.

Mr. “duelch examined it with minute
attontion. ;

The Removites watched him breath-
lesslv.. There was a silence—brict, bt
it seciued long to the Juniors.

This  said Mpo Quelch, "iz &
counterfeit note, It is o very shkilinl
inmtation, but there iz no doubt that
iv iz counterfeit.  Buuter, how did a
countertcit note come 1nte yourr posscss
gton?  Where did yvou oblamm thisi

“In a wastepaper-basket,
groaned Dunter.

A wastcpapror-basket!”

“Yeos, s

“Where !

EInc Coker's skudy,; st

*Coker—Coker of the Fifth Form "
exclaimed Mr. Quelch

“Yeos, sir.” groaned Bunter. ' Coker
had it passed on him, and—and T
heard hitn tell Potter and Greene thai
he'd chucked it nlo his  wastepaper-
basket, sir. So—so I pot 1t ont,”

“PBless my soul!” said My, Quelch
anklv, *“And why did sou do =uch
an extremely foolish thing, Bunter?”

“I—it—it was just to—to—to let the
fellows see that T had banknotez some-
times, sir’” gmnnﬂ(l Bunter “I—=1
was only mem‘ni my nLotecase,
sir, Jusi—jnst fo ek Hm follows sco it
Il—it looked all right, and—and they
dicln’t klmw it was o cud. "

“What do you

and
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Carter, who had been grinning whan
the other fellows were looking serious,
was nol g'um:mgl now. Ho was look-
ing serious—indeed, uiterly taken
aback and {flabbergasied—while the
other fellows roared with laoghter.
There was g yell that made the LHag
echo.

“Bilence I exclaiméd Mr., Quelelr
“Bilence, please! Bunter, you 1n-
eredibly absurd boy, you—you placed
g counterfeit note 10 your notecase,
for—for the purpoza of—of absurd
ostentation | pon my word! Coker

should have taken this banknote to
the police station. I shall sce that
he does so. As for you, DBunter, I
hardly know how (o deal with you.

¥ou have exposed yourself to the sus-
picion of dighoncsty: you have run the
risk of being token up by the police
for possession of counterfeil  moncy,
and all for no purpose, but— Upon
my word P This is past l:u;-,lmf‘ Bunter,
follow me to my study! I shall cane

you!*

1] th I'l.'..'irl 1_::r

Billy Bunter left the Rog in s roar
as  he followed Iis Yorm-master.
CGarter left 1the Rag with sct lips
Every other fellow was howling with
laughter.

The Rag was still in a roar of merx-
riment when Billy Bunter came back,

wriggling. He did not look as if “he
had enjoyed his visit to AMre. Quelch’s
stincl v,

| vou fellows " squeaked

s
Dunter ':l-iDr{}l.i"ij-
“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the Remove, -
“Dlesged 1f 1 seo anything  to
cackle at! I say, Queleh gave me
six, and ho jawed me as well ’Tmnr
fair io jaw a fellow, as well as giving
Ium  six. JAnd T zay, hels kept my
hanknote !
“ Ha, ]al, ha 1™
“Making out that I was showing off

with it, vou know,” :aid Bunier. * As

if I'm a fellow to show off; 1 zay;

smithy, what about that guid #*
] [ o T

if I handed that
Well, he's

“Yenosaid oo oquid,
hanknote over to Quelch,
got It now.'’

siihy stared for a moment; ihen,
langhing. he handed it over. Bunter
forgor o wriggle as his fat fingors
clozed on a pound note. The fat Owl
Lhiel had to part with his swanl: but
a real pound noie, after all, was Letier
than a duad hiver, A roar of laughter
followed hin as he shot ont of the Rag

—unheeded by DBilly Bunter, sds he
hended for the tuckshop.
THE END.

(Fhe tisdde of the next yarn in this
apanking  fine sevie: d5: " OETTING
HIg 'E'.J'H’ﬂ BACK ! You'll roar with
faughter “whea youw read it, rchums.
Take my tip and order a copy of next
Srefurday’s MAGNET af {he mﬁ?ftf R pPar-
funity—lin.)

R TR

GroseSpur STA H M E n I H ﬁ ‘ETUTTEHIHG IJI.IREI.‘I. DR MONEY
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M [y | . AR
ﬁml.mrn l;;:m-: h};ﬂmgﬂﬂdlfrh ,1.!1 - sl oNoY e
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Eaddlua:u-:l Hirs, Phillips Roller Brakes snn BROS, (A), MO I.‘Tﬂ‘ﬂ WIRERATL.
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WHY BE BULLIED?

Learn to deferd yourzelf in the eusipst
illus. lessons and full poartienlars of 1'.;11r|u1- complete Jujitsu
ol -apphication or 17 for cample part to—

and ezt way, Alllrhw..
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MR. LICKHAM’S
DILEMMA'!

Another Smashing Instalment
of Our Grea! Sertal :

“ THE FORM-MASTER'S SECRET I
By DICKY NUGENT

Jolly & Co., who were —

‘l‘r.

HARRY WHARTON
CALLING!

This morning I have reccived a lctler from
Tubb, of the Third.

* I admit thal the * Greyfriara Hevald' is o
pretty good paper from the point of view of
the average reader,' he says. ** But wwce in the
Third feel rwe don't goet featured prominently
enough in if. What's more, there ave several
much-needed improvements we could think of
in the wcay you serve up Thivrd Formm news
wchen gou do trouble to print it. WHY DON'T

[
——
3 p—

e

e ]

Na. 278.

[P SR

Febru 5th, 1938,
“ I never "ad no "and ary ’

in ik 1"
Dusty Lickham waved

still lined up at the door.
“ 1, I, gir ' cornssed

YOU INVITE SUGGESTIONS FROM US ? '

Lia lands dramattick- | the heroos of tho Pourth. | wined Dusty Lickham. jstruggling for [ront ] remarked Jack Jolly, as| Jack J Uy scanned the | comer foll o i i L : . will give | . The capitals at the end are mine, 1
Hujl',da a3 hi?i spoke theso| JFaek Jolly & Co. 5 “LHE . f-:ﬂr.;:';:_ said plafeg &-:rhstim wiuf}ap— thf ]1-31-cius of El'lﬁ F-n:-u:.'iﬂl fugibiiira ¥ r{-rm - master | like o hnmh];hgfw oy EE;“ Eiﬁli‘ﬂ'ﬂﬁ;gﬂ“&} you I:;;gugﬂg%r‘:ﬂ;uﬁlrx i‘a:n'rlk:!:hu! thiz sentcnce really descrves
words to his accusers. had wslways regavded |?8ek Jolly. “If you're| certain that sowething | returned to their study. | eagerly -¢) find the big- “ My hat | You're - % " : Len

Doctor  Birchemall, | theair me}:“matig with | inuersent, as you say | eggstraordinary ~— must | Why should Lickham |gest thirg about hi_u-g;. gpeukiig like you used lant':;? ngiﬁ;rﬁﬁikaﬂﬂﬂ L‘nuﬁ.l‘icglia;é} t}?;ﬂ ﬁznl: If Tubb saw a tenth part of the flood
the _hmdmuamr of 3t. grate respect citel ;l.rm} 8r0, yOu've nothing  be happening in the | have changed like hf: did, s lr.n:-wgmh him [ to speek, sir1™ oried| that his cuisin Dusty | ¥ay. * About five years, of suggestions that reach us every week,
?:I}]::'I?::mpuﬂ,tmldﬂrr?edm; Fﬂm'i Eﬂlm e ?cmt ﬁriﬁuer' i qu;d& instantb later m‘Ehl.?ch ]rlsz ptﬁfﬂ!wurs El{rdc:ilr?l SRE=Saaie Faﬂf o “hFﬁr t.htil:astr hed been flling his placo | 1 ‘magine ! . Lickham ! :’;::lmj‘“::: J;ﬂ:':fﬂ? t:ml:ugertw?ndﬁr

+ ; U 3 y L] . 5 w ] 4 > 5 = 3 5 i u

skornful larf. ;-EEIE,FEEF ;:Eﬁnﬂ:l ﬂn:] Jﬂ:ﬁ? " _Hui:- the pﬂ:‘]iﬁ;ﬂ: Dusty slipped back {o|®Why ?'" said Bright, “{}m};l egg | m::.:&y;g:;;' EHE:;E n::wg ﬁ:, I:Efgt'?r [gmbh:“iﬂﬁ‘ﬂé Y?P%E:‘Hveﬁﬂs;} Eﬁgﬂrspﬂd suggestions [ # e

“ Botter tell thet to|larly. jentlomean into a “ﬂaﬁg ! Eﬂé‘fﬂm uﬂ?&in flﬂmd;:&-m“rﬁﬁﬁﬁdrfg Wlf;hf flhukﬂ_l'lﬂf hﬂmﬂﬁi 1 Thfa Fmﬁ};!;h li‘va-mdera :r'ﬂu_‘wi:,“ changed  back | where ho stood. Ha had | Mr. Lickham, _ ,E““':Eﬂ‘f is, apart even from the count-
e parlive. whe tha:,r REaT: EESEIEURE. . VEbh Eﬂiénuwiu‘ irﬂ I'm n:. P I:Ia.w h:wﬁ h:?wji ' those Emm ;l;: ]far vfl? d .F Hl?ﬂ o Bri IB “oezed | CMr. Li ennfl sense, however, to Dmm{ araneEal Htm:‘. ?H :fg o o Oreriere,
g I"mkhﬂf?l heflow and wnlgar hobits tram u lie roared, us he ran dow | for hi r“l k dﬂli* a:;k olly anc Bright seezed,| Mr. Lickham gave 81geo that it would not do | stalked into the study, SR e :Fﬂdﬂm have ideas for
an.ﬁ.ured. Perhape | had not shuken their | “°0 whatter § t-lhm l&ﬂﬁ ?{{‘El} IOQ'L;H E?r l!lm ﬁaifl r nmaﬂ cor hetween them | violent, spasmoddick | ¢4 give the game away | triumfant smile on improving '’ the '* Greyfriars Herald."
thoy'll  beleceve  you. | faith in hin. They had A tm“' e _ﬂ; ?Hﬁéngﬂimw i'-l:lw tiﬁ “ﬂﬁ:uﬂﬂﬂiﬁ oF 1_!2; lﬂfﬁt‘e wh hm_aﬂmmdh{arr}* start, .| complately, 8o when he | his_face. -n‘lﬂf!inmﬂ of them are not backward in
ﬂ'.‘ the uthfr hand, they | no idea whalever, of B u_:ﬂpu.'m s o “'It.’ﬂ ¥ AU T ia c&n'iuw:em . muﬁ gnﬁ -ym uiil:mr_ ?t}u—_-}"ﬂ}l say I've | was ablind whithes Es ““So this is where you emning forward with them, eithey !
ntile not ! corss, that the new Mr. P !":’r elled Freuk | bova 1 7 i s A tﬁ' thﬂ Heewt-a!" gang out | been tﬂ-HﬂﬂTl_}.'hkﬂﬂt-l‘&mE, t remembered the events | Were hiding, Lickham,| In the same post az Tubb's nalve

Dusty Lickham's fuce | Lickham was  really p ¥ 3 gaspe oTLOT ;’i::;%g ﬂt- ki"-l Liﬂ-k:-" Jolly. Fearlesa ? ™ he stuttered. [ of the past week, he|eh ?™ he eried. * A|wmissive, for instance, were the following
turned pail under its Dusty Ligkham, cuzzin e : i e e L htuenul;fﬂw‘Wh ﬂtﬂ- Thes gave o long pull - Yes, rather, a:r:Anﬂ didn't say “ No.” In-|lucky thing I came along | letlers :
outor covering of grime, | #nd dubble of their veal | EEFESCH - =" l”iF”“ﬂﬂW” th g S ol and & stfng pull ; ond | ecting like one, t00!™|gtead, ho snid : at the right moment!| From Billy Buntcr, threatening to start

“ Look 'ere, old covey, | Form-master and pro. -= et G GBSO g [he man p the winder. Surely you remem-| " Yeq pather! I re.|l om going to take the|@ rival paper called ** The Grub-Fancler’s
Jdon't be ‘ard on & Lloke." fﬁgﬂlﬂﬂ&l s map. : ah 'l |,;:I'L!"i!dili_. A yon L??:IIEIF gl‘:ﬂﬂﬂ qu ﬂﬁwfihl.'ﬂllgh tho air ;JEIHT_QI['T o membeor it all now. It 111}!31‘#? of lmking ou | Gazette ** unless we print more about

“If you're thinking|still they remained S alg W = iﬂ E;I;.iﬂntﬂrv iﬁg ll-lﬂn'l':i:’-‘ig: witlh the pratest of euso, | With a mitey effort, was just o jouk, Awfully | up for the nite now. To- | eating end cooking.
of pleading for ncray, Eﬁ’lﬂ ltﬂ the Lickham L T 1 2 tiloe. Whutever the }";ﬂ ; Jai; in Jack | Mr. Lickham conkered | commical, boys, what 't | morrow, you will be| From Fisher T. Fisk, offcring to toke
Lickham, you may as|they had kunown. A e P g o Wi y 8 zonm on hisnceze. | his impulse to say ** No."” | Ha, ha, ha!™ handed over to the | over the paper entively and run it for all
well suvo your Lreth!” | But if Mr. Lickham i Sl I iﬁk!.i?ﬂ = wglu— ng! Crash!|He realised now what! Jack Jolly & Co.|Perlice! This way!"|the schools in the country instead of
gaid. the licad. * You]has dessendeld to the i, it “’iIIFbE SOy Gl Ltk % Y‘-"’E"! = had  happenead. His | looked rather dewbious. A groan bust from | primarily for Greyfriars.
had no mersy on yung | depth of assisting in the s it : -} YAarcnoo ! ) cuzzin Dusty—the black |  ** Well, it’s commical | Mr. Lickham's lips. He

; : ; : - I cun’t help feeling sorry All goreen, sir!” |sheep of the Lickl i i ig | =i From Hurrce Singh and Wun Lung

Bullion of the Fourth | kidnapping of yung Bul- TN B sl Sl W . s : | L o Lickhem in a way, sir; but this | simply longed to tell the criticising our grammar and ph L4
when you plotted with | lion, then Jack Jolly & Iy elion Yorhereoled |erinned Jolly. * You're ﬁzmbil}'whud yewsurped | bizziness of your pals,|Hoad the truth. And | gnd offering fo re orite Akial i b
your dustardly friends to | Co. were willing to admit o omcet | Loy |23io. and sound mnow. | his place when he was!Charlie and “Joe, feid. | yet, to have dons so|cmer,olfert in good Enclisht - Toper
have him kidnapped.” | that no fato could be too th L1 n]us m:i Elr'd Fﬂgllﬂg tflll_rlght I‘i' taken off to prison for| napping yung Bullion, | would have meant laving go i

“1 novor done it | "] vile for him. : rpﬁg DRy O £Jies! Croooo!| failing to keep np his|ign't so funny,” said|bare the terribul sccret | <ine fhis, my esleemed pals, is only o
gusped the bogus Form- T R— pertlous marsheg—— Yes, thank you, Jolly. |ins ents on his new|Jack Jolly, ““In fukt,{that he had just re- meagreful swnall bunch, chosen sacicet-

mastor deapritly.

in the doormay of tho

Fearless, “You'ro a

Birchemall.

Tap, tap, tap !

The Lkuptin of tho

Really, I bardly know
how to -funk you, my

cap and gown |

the proper thing for us

turned from

anding

anner.

fully fron: others written in o likefud

“Ratts! Stand by|Hoad's study, prepared X : " Htop : It was the real Mr.|to do now 18 to tell the | seven days in jail. o
that door, boys, in EELE-:; to har t?mznu 13:&:;Pif Iiick- skoolwaster ! him ! ¥ tl,?unur'ﬂlv hi.ﬂl:f gﬁ;.‘[dg lﬁ Hoyel . | Litkham, the old original | Head so that he can Nover before in the New you savey ichy we not inviice
your tretcherous Form.|ham was so rush as to tﬂtﬁb}} I}:i-::kham ;a?;;’ E}gi‘-lny [}ilé, 1 ”C i o:ﬁibl;unu e ﬁiﬁkwﬁf & Co anﬂa.stuhr dnf the dFﬂurth. reuﬁll tﬁm orlico.” g | Bistory of St. Sam’s had ;:?fpf! f,,fm;;“t fﬁﬁﬁ:: ¢ e lhup:g
master  atlem to | try to cacape. started. In his eugsite- : ol | ol b W chltncel B ren T. Lickham gasped.|la Form.mast b ’
1 ad dié'f!“ tho 24 Give Pﬂ_ cove n|ment he had forgotten | could have kicked theun. w?;?a:r%iuﬂl‘mkud G They -bed become so | mission of his sentence of |  * K - k - kidnapping ? I‘anednl:;rn E.?:nii: :rdrﬁmft?u]n TUBD: Ekdensdgrnice ]

CACAPE
Hﬁag, addressing Jack

charnst, yuung jents|"

MY FORM IS THE BEST

AT GREYFRIARS!

Claims Mr. WIGGINS, master of
the Third Form

Tsa my Form the bLest
at Greyfriars ¥ Oh, yes—

proves my powat up to
the hilt. ' .

thut.

“Ho, yusa. That's
what I meant—a skool-
mastey ! he  1ner-
mered, " Knowin' as
I'm s skoolinoster, the
perlico ave bomd to
think 1'mx a crook Lo
begin with——"

SWHAL Y yelled
the Head, indignantly.

“Ho I won't Le given
a charnst ! Lemune pass,
:;um.]:!.jnnt:s [

* Not likely !

selves when they found
how easil the sus-
peckicd Liduapper had
diddled them. Woop-
ing fewriously, they tors
alter hirog.

But although Dusiy's
start waa short, his legs
were long. Mo ran like
a deer—and soon took
all the hart out of Jack
Jolly & Co. By the timo
they had reached the
end of the passidge, he
was abt the other end of
Big Iall ; by the time

in grato sciprive, for
their study was quite
dickens of a distance
from the ground. When
they saw the reason for
the tapping, a cry of
sheer amazement went
up from thom.

“LICKHAM "™

“Urate pip! o
must have clitnbed up
thoivy 1"

“BMy hat! He'd Le
safer in those woods and
murshes you wmentioned

acoustomid to a Mr.
Lickham ‘who dropped
hia aitchep and spole in
CORIES, COMMmOon nxxenta,
that the refined, slol-

14 days becawse of good
conduct and he had
sneaked back to the
gkool in this manner to
gsoape observation—

larly wonla of the new.

hoaping later to invent

Oh—er—yos, eggsactly!™
he staromered. * I can
cgesplain all that, boya.
Please don't tell the
Head yet. I must have

time,™

dilemma !

(Don't miss the next
hair-raising instelment of
Dicky Nugeni’s unique

gerial /)

Don't  midnad

their way !

e
imagining how ﬂt:!
vead if I lel Inky and Wun Lung have

chums—I'm  just
““ Herald ' mighkt

All the best il next weele |
IMARRY WHARTOXN.

[ ]

The sdmprise of the
weelk iﬁﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂ-ﬂ has
been Harold Skinnor's
tivinph 4n. the mara-
thou walling race.

Nﬂhmlli aven Lneow
he was iud the running !
But from: what Le told

WON WALKING RACE IN A CANTER!

New Champ’s Frank Admissions

—

advantage, of course,”
went on Skinner cheer-
fully. ** It =cems that
I'm the ouly one who
ignores this weird taboo
of noever hein' allowed
to sneak. The rest just
grin an’ bear it—an' I

T R ey

“You'll have to ex.
cuse me,” he grinned.
“ That's Wingate. I
expect he's goin® Lo pat
me on the back."”

But Skioner
slightly mistaken.

was
It

Blkioner’s rivals reached

docidedly ! Theu {hers was that Dusty Lickhorm they hwd resched the|thean u horve, Jolly 1™ i : - wy—lyy g i i appeared that Wingata
Othor masters have | Bingular achisvement of | Sroaued. Bubhe was ot | end of Big Hall, ho was | gasped {:‘curl{-as. “Eend f;édi;mﬂﬁr: rr:ﬁ- :ﬁﬁ:ﬁgﬁ o way—by ﬁggr:;-]:“nﬁ:;ni ﬁ?,]k]&[r?:;t’;l.f‘hﬁ prize !| had been quistly watch-
told me that their pupils | Solsover minor, What it F*’ﬁ““‘” };1’31['{. If 1“1“ pleas |t the bottom of tho|a hand, you fellows!” Skinter was i the rume | Oh, scissorg ! ™ of it!" anid “ My hat1 Are you ing Skinner at ona of the
are Very promising. MEM was exactly eludes wy |19 d-:ntc- fuﬁw,_ “l} was | School Iouse steps ; and | Yes, yathor! Jing in rovre senses then | " Of course, Ican't do | Skinner, with oqually skillod in other |3 0t8 whero Skinner had
have no uced to promise. | IMEMWOTY now, bub it wys | Feady Lo i back on | by the time they weroalb |t Jack Jolly &  Coolonat  1mifust, most of | it while theve are judges | a shake of his forms of athleticat™ tanghe. Bk s i
‘Thoy do what is required | & notable illustration of | CUnLing. . the bottom of the School | rushed to tho  winder | (e time he * walked | and  stewards about,” | head.  * All asked our reprosenta- L
of them without promises | the truth of iy conten-| With a cralty gleem | House steps, he had |and flung up the sash. | ¢ o gallip; and this|Skinner hastensd|I knowis, you tive. ““Any good at And instead ol pat-
—nob_to mention a lot | How. : in lis cycs, ho edged | veached the gates | The man they had | oonaine ﬁm:r he camne|to explain, * Winning | choose your cross-country running, | g him on the back,
that is not roquired of | A8 for the tine when | towards the winder. Ho| And so it happened | reckernised  ns their b0 wirh itk canter i wolking races by run- [spots eare- for instonce t" | Wingate started whack-
them ! :E::Eﬂ aand _:‘.-[’:;ngutﬁ giuxﬂzcd dﬂ“:li mii;: the | thut when the perlice | Form-master was cling- “fow did :.'ﬂl:l. To :m'n,? calla for a pgood | fully. ‘There “ Not a bit! But all ing him on the rear part
. i —or waa it Conra unh, a3 though re- | arrive » S’y it | i ‘inder- ’ ; i 15ereti ; 'm goi i
Unfortunately, as you | 118 e Taer U Ak Lot ﬁﬂckli:lg ¥ uﬁilm;:ﬁr cd at 83t Sww’s, it | ing o the winder-ledgo it 7" our reproscntative deal of diserelion and}are quite a the same, 1'm goin’ to of his aoatomy! Se

ma.f( know already, I am
w little forgetful, or 1
would support my ’J}uinl’r
with many factual ex.
amples. I con remember

somo rore and diflieult
foat (I have fovgotten
precisely whot), I was
filled with gonuine en-

fate, and thon he guve
a violent, spasmoddick
start.

“ My heyo! ' L eried,

was only to find that
the bird hud flown wand
their task been made a
lot moere difiiealt. ler
now ihey had to look

by tho skin of his lecth.
Huo was wlso clinging to
tho ivy with his flingers.
Ho wag keyed up to a
high teh of cegsite-

asked, #Ader BSkinner
ad breapled the fape
to the sie of mueh
cheering ‘and  clicking

judgment, I can tell
you. You have to run
when nobody's watch.
migE you,”

*Ta thatl 50 *

number of
placezs  whero
yon ¢an break
into arun
without being

thiz soason 1 ™

“How the thum
will you do that 1

“ By gettin' lifta in

win the Junior event.

thes winning-poat to find
their wvietor touching
his toes and yelling
under the lashings of en

thusivsm for my Fonno. | Look at wot's u-goin’ | for the suspeckted arch. t—and  hi oy | OF  Bmatour photo-| o« igus ! ** ; shplant !
Giig e A wiEiaied = -3 r the suspeckted arch. | ment—ans s eves| 9 RS “Pretty obvious!™|eeen by the e - A lorries an' cars!" ex. |B90PED
though, which will giva Th?rlglquizﬂh?]?:b Eés t,t_'_t,l @ Imﬂ dT-:F the:lm te lt_:}'ll.'ﬂ'llll'l.l ]]Jl_ujstrc:!llll in m,!ldp almost lJIulttT:d My ol ;_.n:: [1.Il-|_11..1':“.-'l- .m;!nernu.w - grinned Skinner. * For. stewards!” TS P plained the walking | If anybody is think-
you an iden. ar 18y B FRAE e sux- | tkonn Lo his fe ow-lot. Ltheir sockils ! siinner  bestowed o I-Llﬂl:ltﬂi.}', tlie course is But don't the other | FOASON t-h'ﬂ:f never I'Epﬂl‘t ehampiun. i T, 'Di.'-lgh.tr ing of  bett & faw

was I saying the worsti—

xoeded beyond his wild-

ters, Charlio and Joe,

* Hold on {or eitpple

wink o our rep.  Hle

too long lor the judges| e

ompetitors object 7"

114138

They tell me it's

to be even easier than

doughnuts on Skinner's

There was ouo ocea- | Form at Greyfriars, Oh, | ost eggspectations.  In | and, of corse, the missin jiftic i 1 Irew Tirg eside, witd : i e ' ? oo | thi 1 i ho ) !

] ; . . ! . : ; ssung | of jullics, s ! sujd | drew g ¢ with o | to he watching a cha Oh, rather ! That’s | some barharous tab this walkin' - | choences in the Junio
?E;iﬂth for m;af.ur:m&,_ when | yea ! an instant tho Hewl ond | Fourth Formner, Bullion, | Jack Jolly. * Vel | sinister Liogh. all the time.” 2 the funny thing about | thatstopa’em—sneakin’ 11;;.1+ “I?a nﬁa TE:E: e Crosa-country runmﬂlﬁg
did somethn ar r ’ ;] i

othor. I canmnot reeollect
details, Tt tho example

{Thankes, awlully, Mr.
Wiggina ! Now, ol
course, wo know —ED.)

the Foumth Formera haod
herlad theinselvea across
the room and were

“There's ne  doubt
aboul it, you fcllows, the
whaole (hing's a misteey,"

Bawl you in, sie! ™
“Howcanwedoil ¥ 7
asked Drght,

* lasy, when yon
kiow hopf" he sail
1 alwesuwin walking

“* Quite ! "’ nodded onr
ropresentative.  * They
leave it to your honour.™

it 1 laug_hﬂd Sleinnaor.
** They object strongly ;
but for some obsoure

I foney they call it1™
* Great Seott | ™
*1t gives me o big

* Bhinner 1" bawled
out somebody just then,
Skinner turned away,

year, we have one word
of ndvice to giva him ;
DON'T )



