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RING UP THE CURTAIN!

BY THE EDITOR

The winter aeason has started, and
with it, amateur theatricals. That
ass Wibley only lives for the start of
a new eeason of plays. He plans
them all the summer, casts them,
cuts them, improves them, and gener-
ally spreads himself all over them,
Feor he is the Actor-Producer-in-Chief
of our Amateur Dramatic Society.

Each season we try %o give ome’
elassic play and ome of Wibley's
home-made efforts. This year we are ]
doing “Hamlet.” I needn't tell yom
which part Wibley is playing. |

I have been gIﬂEiﬂ‘llEI% sermitted to
play the part of the King' of Den- |

mark—thm&h all my best speeches
are cut, Nugent is mg blushing
Queen, and the gemtle Ophelia has

been cut eub altogether—there are no
half-meagures about TWibley., e
hear of her from other charaeters,
but she docan’t appear.

Ekinner appears, however—as the
Ghost. This is a paod chance for
=kinner to play the giddy poat with
vadinm paiut and rattling bones. At
our first rehearsal, e furned mnp
draped in a sheet with a Guy Fawkes
mask fixed on it. Wibley had to be
varried lome in a critical condition.

Most of vou will remember that
“Hamlet ” ends with a perfect shoal
af dead bodies all over the stage,
shakespeare liked to slaughter maost
of his chavacters when he had done
with ‘em. With his idiotic gzift for
practical jokine, Wihley has written
@ skit on this little dodge. It made
wg clrortle when Lo read it, so I am
printing it in this issue to give you

u Jangh,
I u&rtaiulg think it's a good job
Greyfriars deesn’t carry on in the

“Hamlet * style, don't you?
: HARRY WHARTOX,

Skinner Gives Some

HINTS TO ACTORS!

The first thing an actor must
realise is that whatever he says and
whatever he does will be wrong, Let
him work as hard as he likes. Let
him think up any kind of trick to
improve his part. It doesn't matter,

The producer will squash him,
E:pecially when the producer is an
azs like Wibley,

Nothing is ever right for Wibley.
Let me give you some examples.
Lagt season we did “"Julius Cesar,”
and I wag given the part of Cassius,
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'gathl:r and made me a *“citizon "—

I etnlicd that part and worked hard.

—

MERAL

Only those who have watched me re-
hemin}g koow how desperately hard
I work., (We certainly do!—Ed.
Everything I could de to muck up—I¥
mean, to assist—the rehearsal, I con-
seientiously did. ]
For instance, the play shows that ]
Cassiue is much more strong minded -
than the other assassins, so when
they stabhed Cmsar with knives, I
used a fork. But Wibley wonldn't |
have it. In fact, he foamed at. the
mouth and made me use a hread-
knife. . So just to show how Cassins
meant business, when I entered the
Capitol, I took a razor-strop from my
ket and proceeded to strop my
ife en it—ready for Cesar,
What do you think Wibley did?
He turfed me out of the part alte-

just cue of the crowd who listens to
Mark Antony’s speeclh, However, I
was ready to do my best-even with

November 4th, 1939

this measly little part, =0 on the
night of the play,
went on to the stage

wearing a  pair  of
false cars. Aund when
Antony said:
“Friends, Romans,

countrymen, lend ‘me
your ears,” I took
mine off and gave
them to him,

Wibley couldn't get
at me while I was on 14
the stage, but when I 2 ¥
eame off he chased me }&;‘ ;
all over the schiool for Ao
hours, screaming with &
fury, I tell you, it'a
absolutely mno good
trying to please the

oducer.

I am doing my best with the Ghost
in “Hamlet,” but I know it's uscless.
I even went-to the tronble of making
myself a false head out of a Lollow
turnip, and putting a couple of grecen-
shaded clectrle torches into the eye-
sockets. I ent ont a grinning set of
tecth, like a skeleton’s, and when I

{had fixed this thing on a pole and

covered it up with a sheet, 1t looked
g0 awful that I nearly fainted from
terror. But Wibley merely hooted it
out of the window, and me down ihe |
staire. * What'e the use of trying?

The only hint I can give the young
actor is this: Put a large house-
brick into an old stocking, take it
with you to the first rehearsal, and
helt the producer over the head with
mt. rAfter that, you may he able to
ach!

HERE'S A RIDDLE.

Why iz Wibley always unhappy?
Bﬁemge he caw’t mn{c up * lis
mindl,

1

Penfold’s Parodies
CASABIACTOR!

The boy staod on the empty stage
Whenee all but be had gone,

The audience waited for an age
To hear the play go on.

But 11'11-!«:-1:1 that pale and trembling
a
Neo single sound was heard ;
A.Ithf:ﬁ‘h he'd learmt his part, he

Forgotten every word!

His knees knocked as he shook with
fright,
His hair rose on Lis scalp,
His wild eyes turned from left to
richt
In mute appeal for help.

With perspiration on his brow,

. He, zacked. his
wrebehed brain,

“Twas cmpty as a
Tile, and now

He  found 1t so
again !
Tutil at Iast the audi-
ence grew
A little tired of
thia;
A ripe tomato whist-
led through
The air—and did
not miss!

Then came a shower
of brusscls
~ sprouts,
A burst of thunder sound
As catealls, hisses, proans,
shouts
Reverbevated round!

and

Then came some prehistorie cpos
To Lelp him find his speech,

Instead of that, he found hLis legs,
And soon was out of reach.

And now they will not let him act,
No more may he reliearse;
He spends his time, in point of
fact, :
In writing silly verse!

Bob Cherry's
THEATRE NOTES!

An im;fﬂrtant new production is

“Hecuba,” by the Sizth Form Etage
Eociety, which will take place
next Speech Day., This is by a

promising young playwright .named
Euripides, who should achieve great
{(Continved on page 27.)



SELF FIRST AND LAST!

THAT’S THE MOTTO OF
BUSINESS MAN OF THE GREYFRIARS REMOYE.

FISHER T. FISH, THE
BUT THE AMERICAN

JUNIOR GETS LEFT THIS WEEK!

!

BRICK FOR BUNTER !
6 RUB
G “What do you think?”

ffB“t_H

*“My dear chap,” said Bob Cherry,
“gyou can't be too careful in war-
time! If it goes on for twenty years
or so, we shall be jolly glad of a tin-
ful of jam tarta—if we can get
them ![” :

Billy Bunter of the Greyfriars
Eemove barely suppressed a gasp as
he heard that!

Billy Bunter, at the moment, was
entside Study No. 1 in the Eemove.

Harry Wharton & Co. were inside
that stm!jr

The door wae half-open.

Voices from the study, though in
low tomes, reached the fat ears of
William George Bunter quite clearly.

Through the crack of the door he
could see the five juniors in the study.

He could see a bisenit-tin standing
on the study table. Bob Cherry
was jamming the lid on it. Harr
Wharton, Frank Nugent, Johnny
Bull and Huarree Sing stood romnd
looking on.

That biscunit-tin recently had been

empt

11{3 Bunter had wondered why
Bob had borrowed an empty biscuit-
tin from Peter Todd, in Study No. 7.
Bunter, as usual, wanted to know!
He was acquiring information by his
usnal method! He had tiptoed along
to Study No. 1 after the Famous Five
had gone along to that celebrated
apartment, and now his fat ears were
drinking it all in,

‘I'ucu-llomn R/
| “f] JL%"FR.AN

’tﬂ!l.__zm

”hl []J

Tl B i @
R.ICHAR.DS

kT

* Jest look !

(xive it the once-over ! ’* howled Fisher T. Fish,
“‘ There’s more’n a quid spent on that tuek. And it’s come out
of my fiver I ™

¥ terrific!”

* Beasts ! murmured Bunter.

Of one thing Billy Bunter was
happily unaware. 12 Owl of the
Remove was short-sighted, and he did
not note that his fat person at the
doorway was reflected in the study
looking-glass !

All the fellows in the study were
aware of it. But they did not reveal
their knowledee to thﬂ fat Owl. They
were apparently in complete ignorance

of the fact that Bunter was in the
offine.
“ﬁ::-t- a bad idea!” said Frank

Nugent. “ But——"

“Think of a tinful of jam tarts,
if grub rurs short!” said Bob.
“ Hather a catch—what 7~

“The catchfulness would be
declared Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh,

“But——" said Harry Wharton.

“You can’t call it hoarding—a
dozen jam tarta!” said Bob.

“1 don’t think anybody would eall

Sparkling New Long Yarn

of HARRY WHARTON &

C0., the Cheery Chums of
GREYFRIARS.

===

that tinful hoarding !" said Jolnny
Bull, with a nod. “But you'd better
park it somewhere safe! If Bunter
ot his spees on it—"

" hut a word to Bunter, for good-
ness’ sake

Billy Bunter, outside the door,
grinned! 8o fﬂr from Dot a word
reaching him, erg word uttered in
the study was andible to the fat Owl.

“Btick it somewheore safe!™
Nu 2

“T'll shove it under that cushion
in the armchair,” said Bob. “Nobody
wonld think of lu-ukmg for a h:mmt-
tin there, I fancy.”

Billy Bunter’s grin widened from
one fat ear to the other. There was
one fellow at least who would think
of looking for it there—and that was
W. G. Bunter—as goon ns ever thosc
fellows had pone down from the
study.

Through the erack of the door, the
fat Owl watched Bob Cherry arrange
the cushion in the armchair over the
biscuit-tin.

Then he backed away towards the
Remove landing. ¢ did not want
the Famous Five to spot him near the
door when they came out of the study.

A minute later, they came out.

The fat Owl blinked at them
through Lis big epectacles as they

Tue Alagwer Lierany.--No. 1,665
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come along to the landing in a cheery
crowd,

“Hallp, ballo, hallo!” exclaimed Buunt

Bob Cherry. “Here's Bunter! Race
yon down the staircase, old fat man !*

“Yah !* retorted Bunter.

Races down the staircase did not
appeal to the fat Owl of the Bemove
at any time. And he did not intend
to leave that spot. He waited for the
Famous Five to leave it.

They went down the staira with
smiling faces,

A3z goon as their heads had dis-
appeared below, Billy Bunter got into
motion. hHedmllléﬂ us'a.t:::-dt.h;l 2 ove
passage, heading for Stu o, L.

If 5105& fellows fﬂ_li-l.‘,if.‘i; they were
aoing to hoard jam tarts they had,
in Bunter's opinion, another guess
coming! Those jam tarts were not
«oing to be parked in the biscuit-tin
for the duration. They were’ going
to be parked in William
Bunter—and they were going to
parked quick!

Billy Bunter reached the door of
Study No. 1.

As he did eo, Fisher T. Fish came
up the passage from the stairs.

Fishy glanced at Bunter with his
sharp eyes as he came along with his
jerky steps.

fat Owl took out his handker-
chief, dropped it, and proceeded to
ick it up while Fi::hg passed him.

e did not want any ore man to
see him going into Study No. 1—in
case those tarts were inquired for
afterwarda.

Fisher T. Fish paused in his jerky
stride.

“Bay, bo!” he ejaculated.

ﬂlf.:jr Em out of soap?”

* ated Bunter.
that I iﬂﬂw of.”

. Bunter was not interested in scap!
A shortage of scap would never have
caused ham any distrease.

“Aw!” gaid Fishy. “T figured that
they had—looking at your hanky, old-
timer."

. And Fishy jerked onm, nning, to
hig study—Study No. 14 in the
Remove.

“Beast !” hooted Bunter.

Figher T. Fish disappeared.

Billy Bunter picked up the zrubb
Lhandkerchief—which certainly look
as if there were a shortage of soa

" Not

somewhere—and put it back into his
pocket.

Then, the coast being
rolled into Study No. 1 and
door.

Grinning, the fat junior shot across
to the armchair. It was the work of
a moment to remove the cmshion and
lift the biscuit-tin to the table.

That tin was unexpectedly heavy.
Bunter was rather surprised by the
weight. Ewven if it was packed to
capaeity with jam tarts it was rather
surprising that it weighed so much.

ut that curious circumstance was
aecounted for when the fat Owl re-
moved the lid and blinked into the
1in, prepared to grab jam tarts.

It was noft a e Mﬂ% packed array
of Jjam tarts that met his view. That
hiscuit-tin did not contain jam taxrts.
It did not contain anything that even
Billy Bunter counld eat. An ostrich
Lhad nothing on Bunter when it came

Toc Macxer Lisgsrr.—No, 1,655

clear, he
shut the

“Have
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to eating, but even an ostrich would
have jibbed at a brick, and eo did
uter.

And that was what the fin con-
tained—a brick, and nothing more!

Billy Bunter gazed at that brick.

He was utterly amazed by the sight
of it, He heard every wo
uttered in that study by the chums
of the Remove; and from what those
beasts had said, what was Bunter to
conclude, except that that biscuit-tin
contained a dozen jam tarts?

But it didn’t. It did nof contsin
a singla jam tart—mnot the ghost of
ona! Itcontained a brick—a common
or garden brick—merely that, and
nothing more! And the fat Owl, with
his capacious mouth watering for jam
tarts, gazed at it with feelingsa almost
too deep for worda.

“Beasts !” he hissed,

It dawned on Bunter—alowly!
Those unspeakable beasts had known

that he was there! They had pulled.

his podey leg! Now, no doubt, they
were langhing over that little jest on
Bunter—knowing perfectly well that
bhe would root ont that hiscuit-tin and
what he would find in it!

“Rotters!” hisged
*“Swabs !

His fat face was red with wrath.

Bunter.

He had dreamed of jam tarts—a
dozen luscious i‘am tarta! Now he
bad to wake up!

In breathless fu Billy Bunater

Erahhed the tin and the brick and
urled them across the study,

Crash'!

Bmash!

“Oh crikey 1" gasped Bunter.

He had not aimed at the window;
he had just hurled 'the tin and the
brick away, rdless where they
went. The crash and emash of break-
ing glass followed, The tin and the
brick dropped inside the window amid
a shower of broken glags—and
another shower of the  same flew
outside.

Billy Bunter blinked at the havee
he bhad wrought. Theéen he rolled
ragidlg from the study.

roken windows had to be paid for
—and Billy Bunter was rather
anxious that nobody shounld discover
who had broken that window. He
rolled from the study—and, like the

P river in the poem, he rolled rapidly!

———

FIERCE FOR FISHY !

ISHER T. FISH gave an angry
snort.
He was seated at hia table,
in Study No. 14, when there was a
tramp of footsteps in the passage,
and a buzz of cheery voices.

Fishy was going to be interrupted.

He had, at the moment, that stud
to himself. He had had it to himse
for the last half-hour. But as he
ghared that study with Johnny Bull
and Squiff of the Remove, he really
could not expect to keep it to himself
for ever. : :

Figher T. Fish had not noticed that
it was tea-time.

His ocenpation was so absorbin
t]mi: he forgot all about tea-time an
teal

Fisher T. Fish was counting his

money, and making entries in a littla
book—his account book. The business
man of Greyfriars was not keen ‘in
class, and be was slack at games; but
in that department Fishy was ver

keen and industrions—he never faileg
to keep his aécomnts in exact order,

rd and he could tell, to the last sixpence,

the total amount he had epent sinea
he had come to Greyfriars School. It
wag true that it was not a large
amount.

On the table in front of Fishy were
little lreaps of cash,

There was a little heap of half-
crowns, another of shillings, and
another of florins, and geveral of six-

nees, and whole atacks of penmies.

ere were several tem-shilling notea
in a little heap.

Altogether it was quite a hand-
some sum—no lees thn?: five pounds !
It was not all Fishy's, except in a
business sense. Fisher T. Fish, who
prided himself on his rare gifts as a
business man, did quite a thrivin
trade, lending small sums at intem%
among fellows temporarily hard-up.
That ﬁﬂ; how 8o much wealth came
into Fishy's possession.

Happily occupied in counting hia
money, E'mh y naturally was not
pleased to hear » noisy party of
schoolboys arriving at the study. It
interrupted the occupation that made
Fishy feel that life, with all its trials,
was really worth living.

He snorted angrily as the study
door was banged open, and no fewer
than six Bemove fellowa tramped in.

Johnny Bull and Squiff, who be-
longed te the study, were accom-
Enmed by Wharton, Nugent, Bob

herry, and Hurree BSingh. Evi-
dently the whole party had come in
to tea—much to the annoyamce of
Fisher T. Fish,

“Aw, wake snakes ! nted Fishy,
a3 the juniors crowded in. “Bay,
what do you s want heve?”

“Tea]* nnswered Johnny Bull.
"{r}‘lgur that haljte, Fishy |*

guess——
“Hallo, hsallo, hallo!* exclaimed
Bob Cherry, staring at the collection
of wealth on the study table. "“Come
into a fortune, 'F'is'h;r L

“Whose is it?” asked Harry
Wharton.

“The whosefulness is terrific!”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Aw, can it!" grunted Fisher T.
Fish. “Can’t a guy count his dust?
Look here, you galoots, go and tea in
some other atudy! You guys gener-
ally tea in No. Well, go and tea
there now I

“It's my party this time!” ex-
plained Sampson I?ui:: Ifley Field,

he junior from New Somnth Wales—

who was called S8quiff, in the Remave,
because life was short. I want that
table I*

“You can want!™ snapped Fisher
T, Fish. “I guess a can usé his
own table in his owh & 2

“Quite!” agreed %uiﬂ. “I'm
going to use it. Clear that rubbish
off |

“Rubbish !" repeated Fisher T,
Fish, as if he could hardly believe
his long ears. +
. To Fishy money was the beginning
aud end of all things; to hear if



described as rubbish beat him to a
frazsle !

“Yes; and buck up!*

“Look hyer——"

“Like me to help you?®" asked

uiff, taking hold of the end of the
table as if to tip it u%

Figsher 'T. Fish breathed hard
through hiz long thin nose.

“Can it, you geck !" he snapped.

And he n to gather up his
wealth. There was a rattling and a
clinking as all sorts and sizes of
coins streamed into his pockets.

“Say.; any of you guys got a five-
pound note?” he asked, “I guess I
got five pounds in all this change,
and I'd sure like to have it more
handy "

There was a chuckle in the study.
Five-pound notes were not as common
as blackberries in the Greyfriare Re-
move. Fellows like Lord Manleverer
and Herbert Vernon-Smith had fivers
and even tempers—but few other

fellu&zs !.:]l:lndl . "
“Lou o ur fivers, you men !
chuckleg Bni Fl:.‘.ﬂherr ; y

“Better ask Smithx!” said Frank
Nugent. “Smithy could do it for you.
Better still, shove the lot into the
hospital box downstairs, Fishy.”

ishy blinked at him.

“Mad ?” he asked. “Plumb loco?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The idea of %g'rin an
did not appeal to Fisher
suggestion of giving away five
scemed to him nothing agmt
staring, raving lunacy.

ing away
. Fish, The
unds
stark,

“Better not let Quelch see all that ]

cash, Fishy!” eaid Harry Wharton
dryly. “He might want t6 know
where you got it. I believe Quelch
kas his eye on you, too !”

“Oh, my hat!" exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “Fighy, yow sweep, have
vou been mnney—iending again among
the fags?”

B"l-‘liame old game !” snorted Johnny
ull.

“You got inte a row for that last
term, Fishy ! said Frank Nugent.
"You may get a epot of the birch
next time ["

“Aw, pack it up !® grunted Fisher
T. Fish.

Why the other fellows were down
on his money-lending transactions
Fisher Tarleton Fish never could
understand.

It was business—and if it was
business, it was O.KE. The only ex.-
planation was that those boneheaded

uys had not had the a.th'ant%ga of
Tein * Eniaed in Noo Yark, like Fisher

* IS,

_He grabbed and grabbed at the
little piles of cash, rattling them into

his kets. The silver disappeared,
and he started on the coppers.
“ Gentlemen, chapa, and sporte-

men,” said Bob Cherry, * thie is where
Fishy pets a lesson he’s wanted for a
iong time. Pelt him !”
“Elh? What with?” asked Johnny
Bull. ~
I!.l

[ G‘JP
Ha, ha, hat”

" Oh
Bob Cherry grabbed a handful of
Johnny

Eennim from the table.
ull grabbed another.
There was a roar of wrath from
Fisher T. Fish.
“Aw! Let np, you pgu he

RN
H
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roared. “I guess they're my spon-
dulies! If you lose any of them
spﬂmti[iuélm, I guess P“_ped.fﬁml;mpb!;

; » grinning, gras ishy
1:1§qbou;r neck, and spun him out of
the study doorway.

As he staggered into the passage a
shower of pennies flew after him.

Clink, clink, elink, clink !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

(4] Gu i’t EH-

All the juniors in the study
fmb'l:red up pennies. All of them

urled the peunies after Fisher T.
Fish.

The business man of the Remove
staggered in the passage under a per-
f urricane of pennies that show-
ered and clinked round him.

“Aw! Will you cam it#* _yelled
Fisher T. Fish. “I'm telling you.
You'll sure lose some of them

pennies ! Aw, wake snakes and walk
chalks! T guess this is the bee's
knee ! I'm telling you, this is sure
fierce I

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“I'll say this i3 the rhinoceros’
side-whiskers " gasped Fisher T.
Fish.

“Ha, ha, ha "

The last haddful of pennies flew,
scattering and clattering round
Fisher T. Fish.

The business man of the Remove
stood spluttering in the midet of his
ecattered wealth.

Then the door of Study No, 14
elammed on him, and the chuckling
uniors sat down to tea in the study.
Figsher T. Fish had no time for tea.
Fisher T. Fish was on his hands and
knees in the Remove passage, rooting

after pennies.
He rooted and rooted, and

scrambled and scrambled, but not for
a whole hour was he satisfied that he
had gathered up the fotal.

By that time Fisher T. Fish was
crimson and breathless and tired,

and had ap aclie in his bony kneea— -

and his only consolation was that he
had at long last gathered up the very
last penny.

It was & most unpleasant experi-
ence for the business mon of the Re-
move—indeed it was, as he puessed,
calculated and reckoned, snre fierce !

BOB CHERRY’S LITTLE JOKE !

HAT'S that here for,
Johnny?” asked Bob
Clierry.
He nodded towards a large suitcase
that stood in the corner of Study
No. 14.

It was rather an uncommon article
to be kept in a jumior study, where
there was not usually a lot of epace
to spare.

Johony Bull gruubed.

“It's Fishy's I he answered.

“But what the dickens does he
keep it in the study for?” asked
Huge?ut. “What has he pot parked
in 1t2?"

Another grunt from Johnny.

“His valuables, whatever they
are!"” he answered. “He kecpa that
acked ready in case of air-
leased if I know what he'a

L 11

aids !

5

ot that's so joll 1 i
Eha.iis dw]u;;t 4 a]a {" valuable _blit
."And what's that here for?” went
on Bob, with another nod towards
8 huge heap of newspapers that lay
on the box-seat in the window aleove
of the study.

ﬂ%‘h_nl::y gave“a :hird' grunt,

18hiy's  eollectin news J
There's more about than thefzrﬁsr:d
to be, tlmqgﬁn there ain't g0 much of
ﬁ ria Fishy tguesam s that waste-
ol rige ice, ™

POh, iy hat tr T ¢ 1 Price
“Good old business man'!” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “I fanev
that if there was a raid, Fishv
::niilli_ntr thlinkt' about his suitense,
: 18 . collection of waste T,
either! Last time there wﬁ P:u
alarm he headed for the vaults so
quick you couldn't see his heelg 1

“And T never noticed that he was
CAITYINg o suitcase, or a bundle of
wa:ftepalﬁe;!;a cﬁ}:ckled Nugent.

Bob Cherry’s blue eyes glimmered
:: hadrutiethmm+:che tea-table.  He
+ the suitcase in th
4 uvi{.- o e in the corper

“By gum! It's jolly heavy!" he
:ﬁﬁi}ﬁﬂi- l"gish mli?ﬂr Euu ht
ami ate wi im f w
Tﬁfﬁi did hpef?"‘ L

“Blesged if I know what's in it!"”
said Squiff. “Fishy always keeps it
locked, and I've never seen it open
eince he's kept it in the study! But
he says it’s his valnables.”

“Too jolly heavy for Fishy to
carry far, even if he remembered it
when there was an alarm—which he
wouldn't do!” said Bob. “Still, if
1t’s valuable, it ought to be kept
safe! What about putting it in n
mi&ﬁﬂm for him?»

13 EIH

“Under those news ra, for
instance !” said Bob, "Igﬂﬁll amuse
Fishy to look for it when he comes
back to the study! Perhaps he’ll
think ébhﬂtttha enemzh h]fu:ﬂ invadoed
us, an away wi is jolly old
suitcase Igﬂ y s

“Ha, ha, ha !

_ “I'll shove it there, and then his
jolly old treasures will be all
h)ghet:her, in case of tromble!™ gaid
Bobh.

“Good egg!” grinned
He lifted the huge
papers to one side, an

Bquiff,

ile of news-
Bob Cherry

swung the heavy suitcase across to
the window, and londed it with n
bang on the box-seat,

There was a clattering sound from
inside as it landed—apparently there
was a considerable nmmber loose
articles within,

The juniors could not help feeling
rather curious about what valuable
articles Fishy could possibly i
of which he was taking such wnusual
care. Certainly the business man in
the Bemove often bought things, at
& give-away price, Irom hard-n
fellows—but such articles were no
fearfully waluable,

They would never have thoumght,
however, of looking into the suitcac-e,
had it been possible—they did not
share Billy Bunter's inquisitiveness.
But it would not have been possible,

Tae Maioxwer Lmnany.—No. 1,665,
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anyhow; for both the locks on the
switcase were safely locked; and the
key, no doubt, was in Fishy's pocket.
e%ver and round the suitcase, as it
lay on the box-geat, Bob Cherry
arranged the newspapers, completely
concealing the snitcase from view.
Thiz made the wastepaper pile
considerably lar than Tbefore;
which, no doubt, Fisher T. Fish
would notice, in the course of time.
But until bhe noticed that little
viveumstance, he was likely to
wonder what had become of his suit-
case—though he was hardly likely
to fnuu{,ﬂas Bob suggested, that the
enemy had enaffled it

Having arran
Fighy, the tea-pa _

Baﬂmﬁ time Fisher T. Fish
finished his copper-collection in the
pageage, and was gome. .

The juniors sighted. him again,
however, as they went down the
ELEEY was standing at the
iloor of St No. 4, -speaking to
Smithy within,

“Say, bo, you got a fiver?”

“Twe or three!” answered the
voice of the Bounder, from within, in
careless tones,

that little jest on
rty left the stuii{.ﬂd

ol B esg ‘one will fill the billl”®
said Fisher T. Fish. *Bay, I got five
pourds in change, and I'Il mention

ver for it."
it Py

that I'd like a
“Whose is

Smith.

asked Vernon-

“Aw, don’t B guy ¥
snapped Fisher T. Fish, *“Hay, will
vou let me have o fiver for this here
small change, or not "

“Not1” answered the Bounder,

“Aw! Go and chop chips, then!”
snapped Fisher T. Fish.

“You could get it from the school
shop, Fishy!” called out Tom
wing's voice from thé study.
Redwing was alwaye good-natured.

“1 guess I know that without yon
tctling me, big boy " grunted Fie
I". Fish, and he turned away from
study No. 4. _

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled.
They could guess that the business
man of the Remove did not want to
draw attention to his collection of
wealth by asking for it to be changed
into a fiver at the school shop.

Fishy’s business operations, cute
and spry and 0.K. as they were in
Fishy's own eyes, had to be kept very
dark! He was aware that Mr.
Queleh, the master of the Remove,
iad » sharp and suspicious eye on
him. Last term Fisher T. Fish had
had six of the very best for such
tranzactions—and he was not at all
anxious fo bend over in Quelch’s
study again.

Fisher T. Figsh glanced round at
the juniors in the passage.

you be a funny g
)

“Seemn Mauly, you guys?r” he
asked: “ T guess I've looked in his
study ! Inow where the guy has

mizzled fof”

“Mauly |* answered Bob. “I esaw
old Mauly in the Form-room."

“Aw! What'd the puy be doing
in tha Form-room after olass?”
yapped Fisher T. Fish. “Say, you
Eur%nu fﬁnw him in the Form-room P”

[e i.t'E 1 -]
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“Whoat was he doing in there,
then "

“I didn't ask him.”

“Aw, nuts!” grunted Fisher T.
Figh, and he jerked away down the
pagsage for the stairs, evidently to
go to the Remove Form Room in
search of Lord Mauleverer.

Maunly had fivers, as well as
Smithy; and there was no doubt that
his -natured lordship wounld
oblige Fishy, if Fishy found him,

Bob Cherry’s friends looked at him,
as Fishy walked away.

“What the dickems do you mean,
Bob?" asked Nugent. “Mauly can't
be in the Form-room—it's nearly
always locked after class.”

“Who said he was in the Form. 9

room "' asked Bob.

“Eh? You said you saw him

there I¥ _
_“80 1 did! Dido’t I mention that
it. was during class this afterncon
that I saw him there?” asked Bob.
“Dear me, I must have forgotten to
mention that!”

“Oh, you ass I”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Harry Wharton & Co. went down
the stairs, laughing.

Fishy, in the circumstances, was
pot likely to find Lord Mauleverer
in the Form-room !

Ten minutes later, in the quad,
Fisher T. Fish came jerking up to
the Famous Five. :

* Bay, you goob, Mauly ain't in the
Form-room ! he exnfnimad. bl |
guess [ want that guii Can't you
put a guy wise where he might be?”

“Yes, rather |" answered Bob., “In
the Head’s at;g."

“In the Head's study!” repeated
Fisher T. Fish. He stared at Bob

Cherry, in doubt. “Look here, you
pulling a guy's leg?"

“Not at alll”

“Yon sure the guy’s in the Head's
gtudy?” asked Fisher T. Fish
suspiciously.

“Not at all!™ anawered Bob
blankly. “You asked me whera he
might be! He might be in the
Head's study—"

FFW]]“.I;FH

*Or anywhere elsg——->

[T Hﬂ,. ha, ‘h“ !.u-

“Aw, nouts!” snorted FPisher T,
Fish, and he jerked sway again, in
search of Lord Mauleverer, leaving
the Famous Five laughing,

BLACE-OUT IN STUDY No. 1!

i HOSE fags!” growled Coker
of the Fifth.

He pointed fo a high
window. His friends, Potter and
Greene, glanced up.

There was a gleam from that
window.

“*Tain’t black-out
remarked Potter,

“It soom will be!™ said Coker,

time yet !

frowning. “And if there’s any
enemy planes about——"
“Leave it to the prefects!”
surgoested Greene.

ker snorted.

“I've told wyou, more than once,
what I think of the Sixth Forw

‘that he would - be whopped

prefects,” be grunted. “ Do you want

‘me to tell you all over again?®

“No fear!" amswered Potter and
Greene tﬂfethar, promptly.

Coker stared up, with a frowning
brow, at that window,

It was not yet the hour for
blacking-out—but Coker was not
anti » At blackout time, it was
the rule for the prefects to prowl
round the school buildings and make
assurance doubly sure that no lights
were showing,

Bixth Form prefects, as nsible
persons, performed this duty, There
was no need for any other person to
take it on.
igr?k&r of the Fifth, nevertheless,

Coker did not think much of the
Sixth—a set of poats, in Coker's
opinion. Coker preferred to satisfy
himself that all was well! That was
Coker all over! If there was ome
thing that Horace James Coker of the
Fifth Form never could do it was
minding his own business.

This had caused Coker trouble
already. One evening he had left hia
light on, full glare, omitting to close
his dark curtain before going along
the Fifth Form studies to make sure
that the other fellows- were playing
up to A.R.P. rules!

Coker had had five hundred lines
for this—much to his indignation. His
Form-master, Prout, had told ﬁhilin

it it
hapg‘enm:l again! That was the sort
of thing Coker had to expect when he
generously undertook to attend to
other fellows' business for them! It
was 8 hard and unpgrateful world,

Naow, in the falling dusk, Coker

was prowling again, and the gleam of
tighgwfamm a window in thagRemave
roused his wrath.

It was not a big gleam, but it counld
be seem—every now and then! It
came, in fact, from a broken window
in 8tudy No. 1 in the Remove.

A pane was gone from that window,
A dark curtain covered the window,
acoording to rule! But the high
winds of late autumn blew from the
sea, howling round the ancient roofa
and chimney- of Qreyfriars
Sehool, rattling windows and rustling
time-worn ivy.

Evegr now and then, the stron
wind, dashing at that window, shif
the curtain within, penetrating by
the miaainge‘fa e. .

This caused an occasional pleam to
shine out into the dusk, catching the
wrathful eye of the prowling Coker.

He stared up at it, with knitted
brow. Dusk was falling; but it waa
not” yet lock-n d it was not yet
black-ont! Prefects would seon be on
the prowl! There was absolutely no
need for Coker himself to worry, or
anybody else, But if Coker could not
mind his own business in time,
still less could he mind it in war-
ﬁnﬁgé f th

er was one of the many persons
who fancy that in war-{ime it is
everybody’s business to rush about
giving somebody orders! Coker liked
civing ordevs.

Indeed, in ome alarm that had
oceurred, Coker of the Fifth had
shouted orders and directions right
and left—till Wingate of the Sixth
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“* Aw, wake snakes ! *’ grunted Fisher T. Fish, as a crowd of juniors burst into the study.

do you guys want here ? ” ** Come into a fortune, Fishy ? ** asked Bob Cherry.

booted him on the trousers as a
gentle hint that he was mot in
command.

“Well, this won't do!” said Coker,
stariny wrathfully at that glimmer
from Etl‘lﬂj‘ No. 1. "If those fags
want to be bombed, I don't! Not
that I'm afraid! If I had my way,
I'd light up .every house 1n the
country like a theatre! But you have
to toe the line in war-time—and those
fags are going to toe the line, see?”

* But—"

“And I'm going to see that they
do ! said Coker,

And Coker marched off to the
House to see that they did., leaving
Potter and Greene shrugging their
shoulders.

Coker tramped up the stairs, and
made his way to the Remove passage.

He kicked open the door of Study

No. 1 and looked in—or, rather,
glared in, _
He found Harry Wharton and

Frank Nugent in their study. They
hac® discovered the broken window;
and mow they were regarding the
billowing blind and considering what
was to done about it 1F‘-gii:lll at
least twenty minutes to go before
black-out, there was no hurry, And
they were not in need of advice or
nssistanee from Coker of the Fifth.

“You pair of young idiots!" was
Coker's cheery greeting.
h.TI*E two junmiors looked round at

.

“What's biting vou. fathead?" in-
quired Wharton pelitely.

“Look here——"

“What have you got your gas-mask
ont for ?” asked Nugent,

Coker stared at him,

EVERY SATURDAY

“What do wyon mean, you young
ass?" he demanded. “I haven't got
my _Enﬂ-mas-'r. on !”

*You haven’t!” exelaimed Nugent.

“No, you blithering little idiot!
Can’t you see 1 haven’t #”

“Oh! My mistake! It's your
features ! explained Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Coker breathed hard. This was the
sort of cheek he got from the juniors
when he was doing the prefects’ duty
for them,

“I've come hera about that
window ¥ said Coker, re'preasing his
wrath with difficulty. “This won't

do! It will be black-out soon, and if
vou fags faney you con kick againef
A.R.P, rules, youw've got another
E‘H.HEIE coming ! There's going to be a
lack-out here, and it's got to be done
at once—and if you spigger while
I'm speaking to you,” added Coker,
“I'll jollvr well banz your cheeky
heads togzether to begin with [”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I've warned you!” roared Coker.

“Ha, ha, hin 1"

That was enough for Coker of the
Fifth—too mnch, in fact! He rushed
at the two juniors in Btndy No. 1
to grab them and bang their cheeky
heads together,

He grabbed them! But they
grabbed him ot the same time!

Coker did not bang their cheeky
heads together! He waltzed round
the study with them, in a wild and
whirling tussle.

“Hallo, hallo, halle ! came a roar
from the passage.

Bob Cherry rushed in. After him
rushed Johnny Bull and the Nabob of

Bhanipur,
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“ Say, what

They grabbed Coker at once.

Coker had no chance of getting on
with A.R.P. Coker went down on the
study carpet, on his back, and the
Famous Five stood or sat on Lim,
keeping him there! Coker—as was
not nocommon—hnd bititen off more
than he ecould masticate !

: He roared and spluttered under the
Ve,

“What's the row®” asked Bob, as
he sat on Coker's waisteoat, “ What
has jolly old Horace barged in for
this time?"

“Trouble ' answered Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. “Plenty ready for
him !

“Will you gerroff I roared Coker.
“I tell you I'm going to sce to the
black-ont in this study, and I'm going
to do it now!” 3

“Oh! TIs that it?” asked Bob.
“Has Coker come herc for a black-
out ?*

*That's it!"”

*All right ! We'll get on with it 1"
said Bob.

“We don't want any help from that
Fifth Form fathead, vou aas!¥

“No; but Coker wants some help
from us! He's come here for a black-
out—wly shouldn’t he have what he
wanis? Hand me that bottle of ink!™

“Oh! Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton reached the bottle
of ink from the study table, and
handed it to Bob Cherry.

Coker glared up at it in emraged
apprehension,

*“If you apill that ink over me—"
he roared. “If you— Gurrrroeh!”
The ink was spilline,
Tee Macxer Lmeapt.—No, 1,655,
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As Coker’s mouth was wide open to
roar, some of it naturally went inte

is mouth! That eould net be helped,
:E:rr;ln h s gurgled Coker,
A

{}oharn!ﬂmhﬁhuhﬂthlﬂmth
It was a thing he seldom did; but he
did not want amy moare ink inside !
Outside it was bad enough.

inkbottle

The comtents of the
streamed over Coker's rupged
features,

Bob annexed Ceoker's handkepchief
1o rub the ink in! In a miswte or
legs, Horace Coker waz ag blaek as
the darkest native of Central Africa.

“That all right, Coker 7™ asked Bob,
while his comrades shrieked with
merriment,

" Gnrrg'gh [

“If you're not satisfied with this
black-out, you've emnly got to asy so.

¥} can get some more when this has
all gone ¥
urrrregh !

“Does that mean yes or no?”

“Yurrrggh !

“Are you speaking Germanm or.
Esperante #*

‘ﬂfﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂﬂgh (ET

“Well, we mustn't waste ink in
war-time,” said Bob., “I think that

will do, though I can’t
out of Gﬂk&l‘.g Rall him E:t;ﬂ’
“Ha, ha, ha
Coker, apiutt&ring, was rolled aut.
He was rolled slonmg as far as the
Remove landing, and the juniers,
laughm walied together back #o

THE MAGNET

3, and considering exactly
‘IF ere ho should park it for safety.
Bmithy ard Lord Maulsverer ad
fivers in their notecases like eurremcy
notes; but Fishy, wlm sei&nm had a
flver, was not run the
ahn*hbest risk of {mng thm olke,
ukelfuj might bave his pocket
He ml ht lose his mnote-
ciﬂl in soma rush  and scramble in
an air-raid! Moreover, Fishy wanted

to keep that fiver very dark!

] Iieﬂ&ml-gh got wind of it, for
inatance, it meant trouble. Quelch
knew the exact smount of Fishy's
allowance—which was amall. If
learned thet Fishy had five
in a hanep, he would want to know
about it!

It- would be, in fact, an good as
proof of what Quelch already ous-
peeted—that Fis ‘IJ'H:B still earrying
on hJB muney—lﬂ business among
the , for w'luc Le had been
wimp Tait term.

Fishy decided at last that he would
eut a slit in the lining of hie waist-
coat and sew the fiver up therein.

"There it would be_ ahsolutely safe,
and the faect that it would be rather
deficlt to get at did not matter, as
Fishy Im.ﬂ not the slightest idea of
aver 8 n%m

Fisher T h was thinking this
out, wher there was a heavy
outside the stud dmr. A sharp
knock, and the pen

thj' had just t-1ma _ put his
hand behind lim, witk the banknote
in it, ag Mr. Quelch rustled into the

0.
B’.’aiin, hﬁll’e Lalle I murmured stundy.

Cherry. “ Listen—that’s Quelch I”
me the Remove landing came a
gharp barking voiee, that of Mr.

Queleh, the Hemove master,
is

“Coker! Is that Cokerf Wh
your face blacked in that ridicum
manner, Coker? What foolish prank
m this? If I were your Form-master

I should cane you for thiz absurd
folly ! Go and wash yourself at once!
Do you hear? Go and wash yourself
immediately, Coker !

Mr. Que ch, with a snort, came
rustling up the' Remove pmag;e

The junioras in Study Neo sup-
‘pressed their merriment as thmr
Form-master passed the doorway and
went on up the passage.

CUTE !

ISHER T. FISH
genial smile!.
Sitting m the box-zeat b:,r
the side of the stack of newspapers,
Fishy leld in his hand a crisp five-
pound note.

Lord Mauleverer had been found,
and Le had obliged—and Fishy’s
varied assortment of small cash hnﬂ
heen exchanged for that' crisp
—which was a great- relief to Fish?
whe preferred to have his wealth
a handy and portable form in such
uncertain times,

Morcover, there was something very
agreeable about a fiver—its erisp
rustla in Fishy's bony fisgers waa
musi¢ to Fishy's ears.

Fisher T. Fish was now regarding
the fiver with pleased, inde ﬁg}mﬁ

Tre Migxer Liprary.—No. 1
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He fose to his feet in dismay—his

hand sfill behind him. He blinked
at Quelch.

't was unusual for the Remove
master to butt into a Remove study.
Fishy had not had the alighteut
expectation -of such a visitk He
wondered, with' & sinki heart,
whether Quelch had spo an
thing. at foreboding was wal
founded, as he soon I&amed.

“Fiah mp&:ed elch, hia
imlet ed attmy on the
s " e Bemove,

ep.:” E“PGd th
“I am here to takﬂ you to your

headmasater 1"
5 Fisher T.
“gm’ﬂ the Head

“Oh shucks!*
Fich, in alarm.
want to gee me for, sir? I ain't done
a tlli]ig’-!"
“That,” said Mr. Queleh grimly,
is 8 matter into which Dr. Loc
intends to inquire ! Last term, Fish,

you wera punished for lhaving lent

moncy among the other 1:::{3 at
interest! Have you repeated this
offenco P

“ Nope ! gasped Fishy.

That answer was not wveracious.
But really, Fisher T Figh guessed
yver that he couldn’t be expected to ask
for a whopping. If the beaks cinched
him, it could not be belped: but
Fishy guessed and calculated that he

wag not going to help them get the
goods on him,

T trust,” said Mr. Quelch, “that
that is the truth, Fish! Buat there
has been cousiderable talk amon
gome of the boys which has Teach
the ears of the prefects—=2

“I—I—I guess—"

congidering

tread -

“A prefect has reported the matter
to your headmaster, It is his inten-
tion te question you, Fish. You will
new come with mae !*

Fisher T. Fish stood as if rooted.

m’I%r; Faghnte—thfﬂ copsolidated
of hias -lending B
EM in his ‘bony ﬁil Fm
back,

He dared mske no attempt to n‘li_p
it into a pocket under Hr
keen eyes. Neither, if he con d hama
done so, would he have dared to take
it with him to the Head’s study—i
dread thut it might be brought to

e light there

pnwd.l Hﬂarhlﬂf-hﬂb'ﬂﬁiﬂlﬁ f th
man of the

been in go terrible s fix—
ench a quandary, as he wonld have
nage& it. -
ut in this extremit Fishy's spr
mta wurked quickly. ﬁe was stanf :
g with his ‘I:an‘k tn the atack of
apa]]:era "box-seat. His
huh!:n the banknote
nimwt touched the t-np of that stack.
With wonderful presence of mind,
the harrowin iruu.m—
stances, Fisher T. Fish t - the
banknote behmﬂ him into the top
newspaper on the atack,
Then he briskly forward.
The hunhn was -sife—hidden m
the t . wonld remain
safa ttl Fishy came back to

t.ha atuﬁ;r
guess I'm to see the
Hﬂd gir!" he said. “I'm ready to
come to Dr. Locke’s study !
“Very well, Fish ! Mr, Quelch’s
glance turned on the etack of pews
pers on the box-seat, and Fishy’
art sank slmost to his boots. DBut
the ‘Hemove master's next words re-
ageured him. “'What is all this?
Whﬂ'?:ta all these newspapers here,

“Oh! Heapas of tﬁha ig;lm are
buying nocspapers these . gir I
ex laigne-& Fisher T. Fish. “T guessed
I'd colleet them, sir, as say
waste pa r will be wanted. I
you tol in Form, air, not to

waate anpthng while the war is on.”

“That is very true!” assented Mr.
Quelch, *Certainly nothing- should
be ;anteﬂ

“Ye

W ]{:ﬁr intention to do
with that ml on of waste paper,

F“]i'P" im.n to sell it, h

“I'm sure gell i air, when
I get enoug % I'd like fo
have m:-:uetlun to _put- in the honpﬂ.nl

box, sir!” said Fisher T. Fish. a
lesaly.

“Oh ! said Mr. lch. *Very
good, Fish—very indeed! You
may now go to Head’s study,
F:la ]JI-

Quelch stood aside for the
hmmeaa man of the Bemove to pass
him and leave the atudy. -

Fisher T. Fish did so without

hesitation,
He knew Tuta well whaf this
mam::t—thnt if he had anything in

pocketa in mnnmmmhﬂnhmth lﬂ.:
gusﬁzfai money was Do
ven a nhannem of leaving it

in his atuﬂ
Quelch. wnp going to see that he

did not !
But as Fishy had already, without



Quelch’s knowledge, got rid of that
banknote, he did not mind.

- He walked quite briskly out of
the study.

Mzr. Quelch followed him, and
followed him down the Remove
passage.

As Fisher T, Fish passed the open
ﬂnnrvm{ of Study No. 1 at the other
end of the passage, Harry Wharton’s
voice came to his cars:

“We shall have to do something
about that dashed window !*

Figsher T. Fish was not in the
least interested in ‘black-out diffi-
culties, in Wharton’s study. He
wilked on to the Remove landing
and went down the stairs.

But Mr. Quelch, catching the
words, cgaused.

Quelch was very particular about
black-outs, as was his duty, and if
dany boys in his Form were in a
difficulty, the Remove master was
ready to assist.

He sto and looked into the
study. while Fisher T. Fish dis-
appeared ahead.

* Wharton I

“Oh! Yes, gir?”

“Have you some difficulty with
your atudy window ?"

“Oh! Just o, .little, sir!” said
Wharton. “A pane has been broken
—it seems to have got broken some-
how while we were out this after-
N0 —1

“That should certainly not have
cceurred ! said Mr. Quelch, frown-
ing. “But if you did not break
it—"

“We found. it brokem when we
came in, sir !” said Nugent meekly.

The other members of the Co.
stood silent.

They did not intend t¢ mention
Bunter and the brick.

Having found that brick lying
under the broken window, Harry
Wharton had no doubt whoe was
responsible. But it was not neces-
sary to mention what he knew to
Quelch.

Mr. Quelch stepped into the stud
and planced at the dark blindg,
billowing under the wind from
broken pane.

“Something must certainly be
done,” he said. “It will be black-out
in a few minutes now, and no light
must be shown. Eeep the door shut,
so that the blind will not blow out,
till I return,”

“Yes, sir "

Mr. Quelch stepped out of the
study and shut the door to stop the
through draught. Then he hurried
up the passage again to Study No. 14.

In that study, he picked up a news-
paper from the top of the stack in
the box-seat, and hurried back to
Study No. 1 with it.

He ogpened the door of Wharton’s
study with one hand and entered, the
newspaper in the other,

The juniors locked at him and at
the newspaper in his hand.

“Have you any tacks?” asked Mr.
QOueleh.

“I've some in my tool-box, sir,”
answercd Bob l.'JIu:rrg+

“Very good! Tack this newspaper
up over the broken pane. It will
keep the wind out until & man can
come from Courtficld to repair the

the Fisher T. Fish.
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window. I am afraid there will be

congiderable delay in these times—

but there must be no-risk of light

showing during the black-out.”
“Thank you, sir!”

Mr. Quelch left the study again and
went down thé stairs.

He found Fisher T. Fish in the
Head’s study—already going' thirough
that unpleasant interview.

Up in the Remove, Bob Cherry
fetched hammer and tacks, and that
newspaper was duly tacked on the
wood surrounding the open space left
by the broken pane in the window of
Study No, L

That there was a five-pound note
parked imside the pazes of that news-
paper, Har harton & Co.
naturally did not suspect for a
moment—any more than Mr. Quelch
had when he picked it up from the
top of the stack in Fishy's study,

Once that newspaper was sn%ély
tacked on the window the wind ceased
to blow in and shift the blind.

Even Coker of the Fifth would have
been satisfied, had he now viewed that
study window from the quad—though
Coker, just then, was too busy with
hot water and soap to bother about
black-outa other than the one on lhis
own rugged featurea.

Fisher T. Fish, as he went througzh
the interview with lis headmaster,
had reason to be glad that that fiver
was not on his person. But he little
guessed, reckoned, or calculated
where it now was! Fishy had been
ente, but, as was not uncommonly
the case with the spry business man
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his inferview with his headmaster.
Dr. Locke had been grimly sus-
icious. He had qguestioned Fisher

. Fish very closely—Quelch putting
in & sharp question every now and
then.

Fishy had wri%plg'leﬂ through it
somehow. Buf he had been made to
turn out his pockets, Had there been
any unusually larpe sum of cash on
him, he would have been for it.
He had felt ﬂe&;ﬁg thankful that he
had got ¥id of that fiver in a safe
gluce in time. The Head finally had
ismissed him with a stern caution,

Fishy scuttled back to his study,
anxious to get that fiver sewn up in
the lining of his waistcoat, where it
would be safe from loss and from
observation. But he forgot that for
a momeut as he saw Billy Bunter in
bis stndy.

He plared at Bunter.
“You fat clam!" he
“What do you want hyer?”
Bunter gave him a blink through

his big spectacles.

“Qh, really, Fishy! I suppose a
fellow can bag one of those news-

snapped.

BTH 1]
What?"

“I want something to light the
atud fire!" explained unter.
“Toddy let it go out—"

“Light the study fire!" breathed
Fisher T. Fish,

“Yes; I sup I can take one of
these old newapapers I”

And Billy Bunter laid a fat hand

on- the top paper in the stack.
(Continued on next page.)
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“Let that noos alone I
shﬁiéhk%q- Fisher T. mr

“Let it alone, you fat mugwump |”

aﬁed Fishy,

at the original tngrnewnpapar
was gone, and iiAt Bunter's fat paw
reated on the one that had
second in the pile, Fishy, of course,
did not kmow.

Ha turned cold all over at the
bare idea of the fat Owl lighting his
study fire with the newspaper com-
taining the hidden fiver,

Billy Bunter blinked at him in
contemptuous astonishment.

Fishy was well known to be stingy.

Nohody ever expected him to part
with snything. But that even Fishy
should stingy about an ald news-

paper, which lhe bad got for nothing,

wad surprising.
“Well, ﬂy hat !1* ejaculated
Bunter. “Mean to say you dom't

want me to bag one of these old

papers?”
“Nope ! sna Fishy.
“Talk about mean wormas,” said

Bunter, in disgust.

“You let my noos alone, you
fat clam!” said Fm T. F{ﬂh.
“And you kﬁe? out of my study. teo.
I guess I don’t want a-ﬁﬂh-rai&ing
gink nosing around my study.”

Fisher T. Fich shot a sharp glance
towards the corner of the study,
where his suitcase had reposed.

He gave a jump as he saw that it
was no longer. there.

He had not noticed ita absence be-
fore, his mind having been fully
occupied with the five-pound note,
Now Bunter’s presence in the study
made him think of that suitcase,

“Why, yom piefaced pgeck,”
~asped Fisher T. Fish, “what the
M% grgu done with my sootcase ?”

F‘:hﬂr sootcase 1 howled Fisher T.
igh.
“What suitcase?” asked Bunter,
quite puzzled. )
The fat Ow! knew nothing about
the suitcase in Etnﬂi No. 14, in which
Fisher T. Fish had parked his
vah‘l;i:-ieadin case Ef am%llian alarmas, !
“*You dog-goned scallawap, cou
up that sootease!” roared Fisher l'g['
Fish, advancing on Bunter with hia
hniliy figta clenched. “ What you done
with it? Where you taken itp*
Billy Bunter backed away from him
in alarm, He backed as far as the
hox-seat in the window alcove, after
which he counld back mo farther.

“You silly idiot!” he exclaimed.
_“I don't know nuji;lu'n%' about your
silly suitcase—I haven't seem it }*

“T guess that won't wash! You're
hcre—and it's gone!™ howled Fisher
T, Fish, “Cough up—what you done
with that scotcase—before I make
potato-serapings of you "

“Keep off !” yelled Bunter. I
tell you I don't know anything about
it! I never knew you had a eunitease
in the study. What the thump do
you keep one here for, I'd like to
Enow? What hiave you got im it?”

" Whera is it?” roared Fishy.

“I don’t know!™ back
Buuter. “Blow it—and you, too !”

The fat Owl was angry and indig-
nank.

Tz Maoxer LmrirY.~—No. 1.655.
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If a fellow missed anything eatable
from his study. he naturally thenght
of Billy Bunter at once. But nobody
had ever suspected Bunter of bag?na;
such a thing as a suitcase before.
Why Fishy suspected him of walking
off with his suitcase was a mystery
to Bunter. -~

Id.

But Fishy clearl

“Will you cough it up?” hissed
Fishy. “Yon been nosing out what
I f;g:rt- in that sootcase, and fou got
after it! Don’t I know yom?”

“You silly idiot—Lkeep off | yelled
Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish did not keep off;
he rushed at Buuter!

A bony fist landed on & podpy
chest, and Bunter reolled over back-
wards on the stack of newspapers on
the box-aeat.

“Yarooh !"” roared Bunter.

He 7rolled and sprawled and
:;ithered over ?n tl;?:hﬂm;*ﬁ m&

newspapers from the u & .
Newspapers showered round him—
they floated round him, they bil-
lowed round him.

Dozens and dozens of newspapers
billowed round the sprawling fat
Owl, as he rolled off the box-seat
accompanied by nearly the whole

pile,

“Yoo-whoop '™ roared Bunter. “0Oh
crikey | eep off, yom Theast!
Yarooh t?

Fishy pave a howl of consterna-

tion.
He was fearfully excited about
that missing suitcase. But the five-
pound note was parked in one of the
newspapers billowing round the
sprawling fat Owl—at least, Fishy
believed that it was.

“Gec-whiz !” howled Fishy. "You
pie-faced scallawag ! You boneheaded
fink! This gure is the hee’s knee!

‘m telling you I'll make potato-
acrapings of wou!"

“Yow-ow-ow ! Eecep off, wyou
beast ! roared Bumter, wallowing in
newsgper! and spluttering wildly for
breath. “Leave off kicking me, you
beast! I tell you I haven't seen
your beastly suitcase.  Blow ur
rotten suitcase!- Oh crumbs! Yow-
ow-ow "

“Aw! Carry me home to diel”
ejaculated Fisher T. Fish, as he sud-
dﬂﬂl{omught sight of his suitcase on
the box-seat—revealed by the upset-
ting of the stack of newspapers.

ere it was!

It was not gone from the study. It
had been hidden under the staek of
newspapers! Fishy realised that now,

“ Beast ! I say—yow-ow-ow!*
howled Bunter,

“You mugwump! You hid

Fisher T.

that sootcase!” sno
Fi*hl
“I didn't!* yelled Bunter. “I've
never seen it before! Blow you and
ur mouldy suitcase! I came here
or one of these newspapers to light
my study fire !"
“Beat it, yom geck!™ snapped

Flﬂh{
Relieved on the subject of that mys-
terious suitcase, Fisher T. Fiah was
now anxious only to sort over the sea
of newspapers in search of the onme
that contained the bankmote!

“ Beast 1" iﬂ-ﬂ]ﬂd Bunfer, ss be
scrambled to his feet,

“(@it |” snorted Fishy.

“Yah "

Billy Bunter got.

He rolled to the doorway, grabbing
up nt];m of the fallen newspapers as he
wen

“@imme that noospaper!” howled
Fisher T. Fish; in alarm.

Even Fisher Tarleton Fish did néb
mr?gisﬁngi;l? to th?d length . of

ng a Igllow an old newspapery
g‘ulightghin study fire. But for P:':ﬂ
he knew, that might be the very
newspaper that hid tho  banknote.
Not'a single newspaper of the lot wad
- mg out of that study till :Fishy
"He Jumped after Billy Bunfer and

jum afte i nfer an
gmbhgﬂ hﬁlﬁl, as the fgt junior cut
out into the passage. He dragged
Bunter back, and the exnspera at
Owl landed out with a podgy fist,
eateling Fisher T, Fish in the middle
of hia waistcoat,

“Urrrrgh ¥ gurgled Fishy,
hTh;i;d next Eqment, Bil Bnnt&;
um or -thé passage r, an
Fisher T. Fish grabbed the news-
E:ger from his fat hand. He whizzed

k inte Btudy No. 14 with it, and
slammed the door. -

“ Beast !" roared Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish did not heed.
Fishy was sitting on the floor in
Study No. 14, in the midst of a sea
of newapapers, groping through news-

per after newspaper in search of

that five-poungd note.

Billy Bunter rolled back to Study
No. 7, newapaperless.

In Study No. 14, Fisher T. Fish

gTo an , and rustled and
ru'E:?l m‘ﬁlm Pﬁnmarahla noews-
papers, in search of that fiver—and
when Fisher T. Fish had gone
throuigh the whole lot, and failed to
find it, his feelings were altogether
too deep for worda!

o —

A TIP FOR FISHY !

& HAT the dickens—" ejacu-
lated Harry Wharton.
Hea gl in surprise
along the Hemove passage.

That was somewhat dim,
lighted blue A.R.P. lamps. But
it was lighted ecnough to reveal the
extraordina ion on the face
of Fisher T. Fish, as he suddenly
bounded out of EH:uﬁg No. 14,

It was nearly time for prep, and a

number of fellows were in the Eemove
passage.
Harry Wharton, at the door of

Stud 0. 7, was tnlﬁng to Peter
Tm!df inside the study. Billy Bunter
was waving a sheet of impot paper at
the study fire, to make it burn. The
night had set in rainy as_well as
windy, and it was cold, and Bunter
wanted that fire.

“Not much good being pleased to
remember the Fifth aovember,
this time,” Peter Todd wos remark-
;ng*. “ Nothing allowed after dark, I

ear.”

Wharton was abont to reply, when
be spotted Fisher T, Fish, and stared
along the passage at him.,

Fishy came hurtling down the
passage almowt like a bomb!

“ re's that clam Buunter?” he
panted.



““ If you're not satisfied with this black-out, Coker, you'’ve only got o say so !

upending the bottle of ink.

“Eh? Bunter's in  his study!”
answered Harry, in astonishment.
*What the thump——"

Figher T. Fish shot past him, and
hurtled into Stady No. 7.

“*What ¥ began Peter Todd.
Fishy shot past the astonished
Peter. He pounced on Billy Buntcr,

“Gotcher I pasped Fisher.
hand it over, you gink!”

“Lergo !” Toa ‘Bunter, in sur-
weise and wrath, as Fisher T. Fish
woked him over, sprawling on the

“"Now

study floor. “I say, you fellows,
draggimoff ! I say, he's pone mad!
Haold him !™

“Cough it up!” shricked Fishy.

* Yarooh !*

Harry Wharton and Peter stared
for a moment in dumb amazement.
Then they jumped at Fisher T. Fish
together, gros him, and dragged
him off the yelling Owl.

“YWhat's the row, you mad ass?”
ropred Peter.

“Legeo! Lemme gerrat him !
spluttered Fisher T. Fish, struggling
in the grasp of the twe juniors.
“He's got my fiver I

“What " yelled Wharton
Toddy together.

“3¢ five-pound note!” shricked
Fishy.

“Have you gone mad®” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, “What do yon
mean ¥

“Why, you beast!” gasped Bunter.
*VWho's got yvour fiverr You made
ont that I had yvour mouldy suitcase
half an hour ago—now you make out
that I've got your fiver! You checky
rotter—-="

“Hand it over!” yelled Fisher T.

and
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Fish. “Yon got it! I found you in
my study—and now the fiver's gone!
You got it !"

“Yon've lost a five-pound note?”

asked Peter.
That fat gink’s

“I ain't lost it!
pinched it!"

Billy Bunter spluttered with wrath,

Five pounds’ worth of tuck would
not have been safe from Bunter! In
matters of tuck, Bunter had the
principles of a “Bolshevist. But
really and truly, Bunter was quite
incapable of bagging an actual fiver!
Had fivcre been eatable, it would

have been a different matter. But
fivers weren’t!

“Yon—you—youn worm!” gasped
Bunter. I say, you fellows, hold

bim tight while I hit him in the eye!
He ain't going to eay I've pinched
his fiver I

“You pgot it!" pgurrled Fishy,
wriggling wildly in the restraining
grasp of Wharton and Toddy. “You
got 1t, you geck!”

“Don’t be & fool, Fishy !” gaid the

captain of the Remove con-
temptuously.  *“'Bunter  wouldn't
touch your fiver!"”

“It's pone!” howled Fishy. “I
left it in my study! That fat gink
was there—I m‘ppeg him there! He's

ot it 1™

“Have you been in Fishy's study,
vou fat ass?”

“I only went to get one of his old
newspapers to light this fire,” howled
Bunter, *'but he was too jolly mean
to let me have one!”

“Dhd yvon eec a fiver there?”

“No, I didn't! I don’t believe he's
got one, either!” snorted Bunter.

§

““I can get some more when this has all gone !

“He ain’t rich, like Mauly and
Smithy and—and me——*

“I got it off Mauly for that small
change you saw me with!” gasped
Figher 1. Fish. “It ain’t where I
left it in my study, and that fat geck
was there. He's got it, I'm telling
you !”

“That's what you think, iz it?”
asked Peter Todd, with a grim look
at the frantic Fishy.

“Xep!™

“Well, if that’s what you think,

ou're going to think agaig ! eaid
{'eter. EPBurilp him " ¥

“Good egz!”  agreed  Harry
Wharton.

“I'm  tellin ]

you—yaroooop
roared Fisher Fish, as the two
juniors swung him off the floor, and

then bump him thereon, with a
hard and heavy bump,
“He, he, he!” ‘chuckled Bunter.

“1 say, you fellows, give him a fcw
more ! I'll teach him to say I pinched
his fiver!”

“Leggo! I'm telling you—="

Bump !

“Aw, wake snakes! I guess——"

Bump!

-I'II"E":EEDP il.l

“Now chuck him out!” said Peter
Todd. **Aud boot him all the way

back to his study! He'a got to learn
not to accuse fellows of pinching Lis
putrid money !”

Fisher T. Fish struggled desper-
ately as he was hooked to the door.

“1 ain’t going withont my fiver!”
he bawled.

“You howling ass, it's not here!™
cxclaimed Harry Wharton. “ Haven't

Toe Magxer Lisrary.—Neo. 1,655
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ou sense enough to Imow that
Eunter wouldn't touch its*

“Whe's got it if he ain’t?” howled
Fishy. _

“You've lost it somewhere IV

“He's got it!"

“Chuck him out!™ hooted Peter
Todd.

“He’a sure got it1” howled Fisher
T. Fish, and, determined not to go
withont his fiver, Fishy struggled
frantieally. :

There was q7uite= s terrifie struggle
in Study No. 7 for two or three min-
utes. ishy's collar and tie came off,
his handkerchief dropped on the floor
—0 fnuntnin-?eﬂ and a small steel
key shot out of & pocket—unheeded in
the struggle.

But frantic as Fishy was, he really
had noe chance. He was hooked to
the door and lhurled headlong into
the passage.

Wharton and I'eter Todd followed
him out.

Billy Bunter, grinning, collected
the handkerchief, fountain-pen, collar
and tie, and the little ateel key, with
the intention of hurling them after
Fishy.

He hurled the handkerchief, the
collar and tie, and the fomntain-pen.
But, on second thoughts, Bunter did
not hurl that little steel key.

He pguessed at once that it was the
key of that anitease in Stundy No. 14,
about which Fisher T. Fish had been
s0 fearfully particular!

Bunter was inquisitive about that
suitease—as he was about ev ing.
This was a chance to satisfy his in-
quisitiveness.

Grinning, the fat Owl dropped that

little steel key into his own pocket.
Fishy could have it back later,
when Bunter had satisfied his curio-

ity on the subject of that mysterious
suitcase—if this was the right key,
as he had no doubt that it was.

In the meantime, he conld hunt for
that as long as he liked—and
serve him jolly well right for think-
iui that Bunter had bagged his fiver!

illy Bunter was not specially
sensitive, but an accusation of pinch-
ing money roused even Bunter's ire.
He wounld gladly have made Fishy
put the gloves on, and given Lim a
jolly good hiding—had that heen a
Pru-cti-:al proposition. As it wasn’t,
e was ﬂm to worry Fishy over the
logs of that key: and in the meantime,
he blinked from the study doorwa
and enjoyed the Eiﬂ;f of Peter Tod
and Harry Wha seeing Fishy
home.

They saw Fishy home in the most
nunceremonions way,

Each of them had hold of a bony
leg.  They pulled thosze bony le
along the Remave passage—and tEg
rest of Fisher T. Fish, naturally,
had to follow the legs.

Pisher T, Fish yelled wildly as he
Lﬁ?ucd up the passage on his hony

A  dozen follows stared an,
laughing,
"‘%let on earth's thia me 2

asked Vernon-Smith.
Fishy done P
“Whom has he dome, yom mean!”
prinned Skinner.
Tue Magxer Liprary —No. 1,655
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“The silly chump has lost o fiver
and thinks that Bunter has pinched

it!” answered H rtom.
“We're giving him a iensl:m not to

think things like that !”
“And asn't Bunter?” asked
Skinner.

Harry Wharton gave him a lock.
“iIlﬂ ?ym: want a leseon, too,
Skimpert” he asked. “You’ll get one
if you ask for it!” :

Skinmer, it seemed, did not want

one, for he said no more. But Fisher
T. Fish’s voice was heard incessantly
on its top note as he went home to
Study No. 14.

He arrived at that study in & sadly
dishevelled and draggled state, gurg-
ling for breath.

He was pitched in, and sprawled in
a sea of pers.

“That’s that, Fishy !” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. “You'd better
look for your fiver—if you've lost it !”

"{}urrggh "

“ But you say anything again
about any fellow pinching it, look ot
for squalls! That's a tip!”

“I guess—— Urrggh! I reckon—
Grooogh ! I calcula Wurrggh I
cgurgled Fisher T. Fish.

" Keep that in mind!” said Peter
Todd. * Any more of it, Fishy, and
wa'll make yom feel like a flleted
Fish I*

“Gurrrrggh 1™

And Harry Wharton and Peter
Todd went back down the Remove
passage, leaving the unhappy Fishy
squirming and gurgling amid Ius
newspapers,

B ——

BUNTER WANTS TO ENOW !

i ANT aonything?”
“Take it and go, then!™
grunted Johnny Bull.

It was in break the following
morning.

Johnny Bull had up to his
study for an old footer to punt about
in break.

He was putting it under his arm
when a fat face and a big pair of
spectacles blinked into Etmfy o. 14.

Johnny eyed the fat Owl of the Re-
move suspiciously.

That Bunter wanted something was
certain. He would not have carried
his extensive weight up the staircase
for nothing,

Unless he had designs on the study
cupboard, Johony could not guess
what he wanted. Naturally, he did
not guess that the fat Owl was in
session of a key to a mysterious suit-
case and was feariully inquisitive to
learn what that mysterious suitcase
contained.

“Hook it!” grunted Johnny, as the
fat jumior Iinﬁe.ﬂ!d by the doorway,
waiting for him fto go with the
football.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

" Travel I” :

“TI sn e I can stand in the pas-
Eﬂ]ﬁ. ifppfa like ! snorted Bunter.
“Have you bought the Remove pas-
sage, you cheeky beast? I'm not
soing into your etudy as eocom as
you've gone down.” -

Johnny Bull grinned.

03~ too much weight to car

“You're not!” he agreed. “Roll
away |2

Billy Buntcr eyed him inimicaily
through bis big spectacles.

di?omd to etand up for his rights
and jolly well sto tl.lhern as hng as

he joily well liked! But as Johrny
drew his foot back Billy Bunter de-
cided, after all, not to r about

his rights, and he rolled away down
the fe.

Johnny followed him as far as the
Remove landing. There the fat Owl
came to a halt at the window and
stood gazing out.

A fellow surely had a right to stand
at a landing window and look out!
But Bunter’s riil‘:ata, that morning,
wWers Jemg to ruthlessly disre-
carded.

“Get going !” snorted Johnny.

“Fm gnm_!g to stay here!” snapped
Bunter, “You can see the gea from
here, Might spot an cnemy sub-
marine—-"

“Oh crikey! TYou're likely to spot
a lot of enemy submarines! Can't
you think of a better one than that?”

i Tﬂ].l. l_u-

“Are you going downstairs ?2

“Nol” roared Bunter. “If you
think I'm waiting for you to go down,
to cut back to your study, you're joll
well mistaken! Wkat do you thin
I want in your study, you fathead?
Besides, it's Fishy's study, as well as
yours I

“Are yom .after something of
Figshy's, you fat brigand?” hooted
Johnny. “Ilo you want to pinch hia
collection of wastepaper, or what?”

“I'm not going back to the study
st all. T'm admiring the sccuery
here!” explained Bunter.

“You can admire the scencry from
t]tE adr; ”:Eet going !

Thud !

“ Yarocop !

Bunter got going.

One thud of » boot om hia tight
trousers wag sufficient to set bim in
quick motion.

He rolled down the stairease, and
Johnuy Bull followed him down and
into the gquad.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” reared Bob
Cherry. “Got that footer?”

‘' Here you are |”

Johnny Bull joined in the punt-
about. Naturally, he forgot all about
Bunter within a minunte or two.

Billy Bunter rolled back into the
House.

Hias fat face wore a d frown.

Bunter did not like staiva. He Lad
up. Once
already he negotinted that stair-
case—all for nothing. Now he had to
negotiate it again if he was to earry
on his investigationa in Study No. 14.

Slowly, wrathfully, the fat junior
plu up the staire again. Hae
arrived breathless on the study land.
ing and atopped there for a rest,

aving regained his breath, he

plugged acrozs the landing and up
the Remove staircase, where he
stopped for another rest and to take
in breath. _
Then, as he s{arted up the Remove
passage at last, there was a ringing

" of o bell,

Break was brief; it lasted only



fifteen minntes. Those minutes had
now elapsed, and the bell was ringing
for third school.

Billy Bunter halted, with a snort
of rage,

For the second time, he had negoti-
ated the staircase for nothing. He
had no time' for investigations in
Fishy'e Btu{?. Having clambered up,
he now had to roll down again—or
else be late for class. Mr.. Quelch did
not encourage unpunctuality in the
Remove Form Room. Bunter did not
venture to carry on and be late for
clnss.

“Beast!? hissed Bunter.

And he plugged savagely down- the
stairs again,

It was a breathless fat Owl that
joined the Remove going back into
the Form-room, ¢ gave Johnny
Bull a deadly blink through his hig
epectacles.

But there was no help for it; the
Peeping Tom of Greyfriara had to
wait till third school was over.

In third scheol Fisher T. Fish was
the fellow who gave leaat attention
to the valuable instructions imparted
by Mr. Quelch,

Fishy's narrow, sharp eyes turned

continually on Billy Bunter. Fishy's pu

fiver was in Fishy’s mind—and Fis
?;c:a gtill convinced that Bunter had
it!

How else had it disappeared from
Stndy No,. 147

That it had disappeared from that
etndy was certain. On the bare
chance that he might have missed it
in his search, Fishy had gone through
those npewspapers again, page
page, eheet by sheet. As there were
fifty or sixty of them, it was a long
and weary task, but Fishy had gone
through them—only to ascertain,
beyond the last shadow of doubt, that
the fiver was not there.

It was, as he expressed it in his own
language, fierce for Fishy, After the
%ﬁ% he had received from Harr

wiarton and Peter Todd, Fishy di
not venture to tackle Bunter again on
the subject. He still had a good
many aches im his bony person, and
did not want any more such tips,

He would have gone to Mr. Quelch
about his awful loss; but Quelch, of
course, would have wanted to know
too much about that fiver.

After his interview with the Head,
Fishy was not anxzious to
beaks know that he had a fiver!

That waz a very last resource.

In the meantime, the fiver was
mirsing, and Fisher T. Fish, like
Rachel of old, mourned for that
which was lost, and conld not be
comforted.

Hilly Bunter did not even notice
the wolfish looks that Fisher T. Fish
gave him in Form. He was not
thinking of Fish's fiver. He was
thinking of that mysterions suitcase,
and wondering what on earth ecould
be inside it that Fishy was s0 fear-
fully particular about.

When third school was dismissed,
at last, Billy Bunter lost no time.
He noticed that Fisher T. Fish went
out into the gunad. Bunter headed
for the staira.

Az it happened, so did Squiff.

Squiff had some linea om hand for

let the
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Mr. Quelch, and he was going to get
them finished before dinuer.

8o, as Bunter, having heaved his
weight up the stairs, rolled along
the Bemove passage, the Australian
junior was walking after him along
that passage, . ing for the same
study !

Bunter rolled into Btudy No. 14,

He blinked round for the suitcase!
It waz back in its old corner of the
atudgén Bunter was rolling tgwards
it w

Squiff st in.
“Well ?* gaid Squiff.
“Oh!*” gasped Bunter.

He spun round and blinked at the
junior from New South Wales.

h_The Remove goalkeeper. stared at
-’m‘

“What the thum
here?” le demanded.
*“Oh, nothing!"

" You've barged into this study for
nothing 7 asked Squiff. He seemed
to donbt that statement!

T D‘ll., yes f»

“Well, if you've come for nothing,
I'll give you something to take away
with you!” said Sampson Quincy
Iffley Field genially.

And ]1;& did—using his boot for the

e!

“Wow ! roared Bunter. *“Ow!
Beast! Stop kicking me, you swab!
You kick me again, you rotter, and
I'll jolly well—yow-ow-ow-wow "

Bunter departed once more! He
departed in haste !

uiff sat down to kis lines, and the

exasperated Owl rolled away, still

ignorant of the mysterious contents
that mysterious suitcase.

are you up to

e

LOST—A KEY !

& EE-WHIZ!"” ejaculated
Fisher T. Fish in startled
tones.

It was tea-time,

Fishy bhad been in his study, and
he had come down the passage to go
downstairs to tea in Hall.

Fishy always had tea in Hall,
escept on the rare occasions when
he could ecrounge a tea in some other
fellow’s study. Fishy did not see
buying grub himself, when grub was
paid for in the school bill!

But he halted on the Remove land-
ing and rap his bands through his
pockets, with an cjaculation of
surprise and dismay.

illy Bunter was on the landing,

and he eyed Fishy cautiously. e

wondered whether Fishy bad missed

that key !

Bunter was waiting for Fishy to
go down. After dinner Sguiff had
been in Study No. 14 agnin, finishing
his lines. fter class again, Fishy
had been there. So Bunter bad to
wait for him to clear.

Then, at long last, the Paunl Pry
of the Remove wounld be able to get

oing. Johnny Bull was in Study

0. 1 with the rest of the Co. Bqmift
had gone to tea with Tom Brown,
the New Zealander in Study No. 2.
So Study No. 14 wonld be vacant
as soon a3 Fishy went down to Hall,
Now he was goiug!

But he was stop
it were! He st

in transit, as
on the landing,

13

running his bony handas through one
pocket after another, in search of
something that was not there,
Fuhﬁ not, 80 far, missed that
- His mind had been full of the
missing fiver, and he had not thouzrht

anything about the ‘key. He had
supposed it to be still in the pocket
where he kept it. Now, feeling in

that pocket for something else, he
discovered that it was gone.

_Billy Bunter watched him, in con-
siderable amusement, as he groped in
pocket after pocket.

Having completed a futile search
of all the pockets he sed, Fisher
T. Fish shot back into the Remove
passage.

HH%’ hurled open the door of Study

o. 7.

Peter Todd and Tom Dutton were
there. Peter was making toast, aud
Dutton was opening a tin of sardines,
in readiness for tea. Both of them
stared at Fishy as he hurtled in.

“You u;ls' ipnttﬂﬂ o key?" gasped
L m -

Fisher

“A what?” sna Toddy.
_ "EKey! Little steel key! 1 guess
it must have dropped when you pesky
guys were manhandling me in this
study yesterday! I sure picked up
the uuutain-fen outside the study!
I'll say the key mmst have dropped
here!  Yon spotted it?"” cxclaimerl
Fisher T. Fish breathlessly.

“No! Blow I?-c;-m: key, and blow
you !” grunted Feter. " Buszz off[”

“I guess I want that Lkey!”
exclaimed Fisher T. Fish e:ﬂil;g!y.
“I sure do want that key! I'm say-
ing it's here somewhere,” '

“You can look for it, if you like!"
gaid Peter. 'The study’s been swept
ont since yesterday, thomgh. You're
always losing something, you booby !
First you yowl out that you've lost
a fiver—now you yowl about a key!
Buck up and clear—I'm fed-up. with
you !

Peter went on making
Dutton went on tin-opening.

Tom Dutton, who was deaf, had
not heard what Fisher T. Fish snid,
and he stared in surprise as the
worried business man of the Remove
stooped and began to peer about the
study, under the table, and under

chairg.

“What's Fishy up to, Peterp?”
asked Dutton. “ What the dickens is
he rooting over our study for?”

“He's after a key!" answered
Peter.

“After a tea!
to tea?"

“Not a tea—a key!” howled Peter.

“A bee? Bees at this time of the

ear! Is he potty! There’s no bees

in this study, Fis ﬁ, you ass, and if
o

toaaat,

Have vou asked him

there were, we n't want yon
rooting after them!” exclaimed
Dutton.

Fisher T. Fish did not hced the
deaf Removite. He went on rooting.
But there was nothing to be seen of

a key! Dhriﬂnﬂlg, unless it had been
picked np, it had been swept out of
the study.

He straightened up at last, gasping
for breath.
“Yon ain't secn it, Toddy?” he
asked.
T're Magxer Lisnarr.—No. 1,655,
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“No! 1f you dro
been sweph  up,
likely you dropped
elae. :

“Might have been in the paseage

ed it bere, it's
expect ! Most
it somewhere

when you ys was dragging me
up tojﬂtu y -:-.gtlli!” groan F‘Eaher
T, Fish. "If that was so, it’s sure
heen swept up! You ain’t seen if,
Thatton 7

"Eh?”

“Aw, ghucks! You acen a key 7
howled Fisher T. Fish. s
“1 tell you there’s no bees in this

study, you idiot!” i

“Not hee—key!” shricked Fisher
T. Fish. I sure lost a key! A
leetle steel key! Been it? steel
key ?”

“E‘Inu silly chump, do you think
anybody here would s a beel”
exclaimed Dutton warmly. *What

do you mean?” i L i

“Aw, o me lome ie !
leoking f{:::rg key !I” roared Fisher T.
Fish, in o voice that even the deaf
Removite could hear. “Have you
geen o key in_this study?”

“Qf ecourse I havel” ]

“¥ou sure have?” gasped Fishy.

“Yea, you ass |

“Whers ia it, then?”

“Tn its usual place, sticking in the
door 1 answered Dutton. * Where
do you think it would be? On the
mantelpiece?”

Peter Todd chuckled. :

Fisher T. Fish fairly howled with
exnaperation.

“Y don't mean your study deor key,
you poob! I ‘mean a key that
dropped out of my ra%: when I was
in this yere study yesterday! Have
you seen a lectle ateel key lying

about ?"
“ What ?* roared Dutton. “Whe's

a lying lout?” . )
“Oh snakes! I never easid lying

lout—I said—yaroocch! Great John

James Brown!” yelléd Fisher T,

Fish, as the indignant Dutton rushed
at him,

Thump, thum;:, thump !

Fislter T. Fish staggercd doorwand
uuder successive thumps! He yelled
and roared as he stggureﬂ.

“Let up, you galoot! I '
make potato-scrapings of you! I'l]
sure scatter you in amall pieces! T
TUCEE—

Thump, thumﬁé ;

Fisher T. Fish #few into the
passage. He staggercd against the
opposite wall, gasping.

om Dutton zlared at him from the
doorway of Study No. 7.

“You come in here again!” he
hooted. “I°1l teach you to walk into
a fellow’s study and eall him a lymng
lont 1™

And Tom slammed the door in
Fishy's face.

“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled Peter Todd.

“I don’t sec anything to laugh at,
Toddy !* exclaimed Dutton. *It
looks to me as if Fishy's going off
his rocker. Tooking round the study
for bees—and then caliing a fellow,
who's snid nnthin?. a lyinr lout!
What are yon cackling at, Peter®”

Peoter did not explam what he was
cackling at! He just cackled!

Fisher T. Fish, having ﬁ‘:- his
grcond wind, rooted ap the Hemove
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passage as far as Study No. 14, in

the vain hope of epotting a key, Then
he rooted down again as far as the
Remove landing. There he spotted
Billy Bunter, W

“Hay, you fat s, FoU Been &
key E‘”ic Fm!aimeﬂ. T

“ Lota !" answered Bunter,

“You pie-faced mutt, I mean a key
I drop somewhere around when
them pesky poobs was manhandling
me yesterday, I guesa it must have
dropped about that time—I sure had
it zafe in my pocket, You seen it?™

“What sort of a key? asked
Bunter, .

“A lootle steel key! I cuess it
dropped in your study, or else in the
passage | gasped Fisher T. Fish.
L Migﬁ have dropped anywhere when

THE MAGNET—

_ Buvter had not had the faimtest
1dea what was bidden in thot locked
sititcase in Study No. l4&—any morc
than Fisliy's study-mates had.

He wanted to know, simply becanso
he was curions and inguisitive. After
he had gratified his curiosity. he
intended to leave the key lying about
for Fishy to find.

But now

“0h erikey ! gursled Bunter.

He gazed and gazed] -

“The awful swab! Ths worm!™
Bupter. “Hoarding! Oh
crumbsg I

It was apn uiterly unexpected dis-
covery !

Bat now that he saw the contents
of the suitcase, Buuter could guess
why Fizshy had sugpected him when he

them pie-faced Fﬂ-nhu were
playing the goat! T sure-do

want that key !"

“1f it was &: on the ﬂﬂm;,
I expect it’s been swept up,”
said the fat Owl cheerfully.

“This passage iz ewept out
know

every morning.”

“Don't 1 it?"
eroaned Fisher T. Fish.

“You can ask the maid
what was done with the
dnst,” suggested Bunter.
“If the key was swept up it
must have been chucked
away with the dust. In a
dustbin, most likely.”

Fisher T. Fish limpod
away down the stairs. If
that key had not been picked
up, obviously it had been
swept away—and getting on
the track of it was a tough
proposition.

Billy Bunter grinned affer
Fizsher T. Fish as he went.
If Fishy was poing to root
after a loat key in the dust-
bins, Bunter wished him joy
of the task! If he rooted
through every dustbin at
Greyfriars he was not likely
to find n key that was
patked in Bi ]'y Bunter's
waisteoat pocket !

Fishy having disa red
dawnﬂtgim, thg grinnli]}:;& fat
Owl rolled up the Remove
passage to Study No. 14.

The cosst was cleay
at last; apd the inquis-
itive fat Owl was going to kuow
what was parked in that mysterious
sintease!  After which, Fisher 'T.
Fish could have his key back, and be
blowed to him!

— e,

A STARTLING DISCOVERY

T nr : L
O é‘:ﬂi:;ﬂ;!ﬁ dﬂ!ﬂlj’ Buntcr,

He blinked !

He seemed mesmerised.

In the corner of Study No. i; that
mysterious switcase was now open.
The little steel key fitted the locks,
#is Bunter had had ne doubt that it
would! Now the lid was raized, and
the fat Owl was blinking into it
through his big epectacles—and his
cyea  almost pop through hise
spectacles in astonishment as he did
0.

U0

“ Have you been lending money to the other bs

“* Nope ! *’ gasped the American junior, hidi

had fancied, the day before, that that
guitcaze was rone.

For it confained grub !

Grub in abundance |

it was a good-sized suitcase, and it
was packed full to the lid.

Fisher T. Fizh, little as he liked
zpending wmouey, must have spent

several pounds, at least, on thia
collection,

It was mostly tinned stuff. Cans of
beef, cans of tomatoes, cans of

peaches, cans of sardines, cans of all

sorts of thin ing of hiscuits and

shortbread—tin: of almost every-

i‘:ﬂng-—puts of jam—potis of marma-
&,

Fisher T. Fizh bad got ready for a
possible time of shortage! had
not laid in that plentiful anp?tg of

rub for spreads 1n the study! He

ad pack

it away, to remain locked
up and

untouched—for his own
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beloof, if needed—the kind of selfish-
ness that was likely to bring about
the very shoriage against which it
was intended to gmu‘ﬁ!

Billy Bunter gave a snort of com-

pocket, He shoved another pot of

Jjam inte another pocket, He shoved

pot after pot, tin after tin, into every

%ncket inteo which he could eram
1610,

tempt, He chuckled as he packed.

Bunter was ared, at a moment's Bunter had a bright idea. The
wotice, to away any amount of selfish hoarder deserved to be
foodstulfs—inside Bunter | But hoard- punished for his hoarding. Every

ing food, carcless of whether other
%&uple went short or not, was beyond

unter’s limit !

“The rotter 1" breathed Bunter.

Bunter's own methods in spotting
that pguilty secret were not above
eriticiem | But the fat Owl did not
think about that! He was filled with
acorn for the wretched Fishy!

" The swalbr | said Buuter,

He rose to his feet! His first

L gl Al

ellow in the Bemove would have
agreed with Bunter on that Eoinﬁ.

Bunter was going te punigh him,

Hiz punishment was to consist in
loaing hia food-hoavd! That was
making the punishment fit the crime.

Had Mr, Quelch discovered that
food-hoard in Study No. 14, there was
not the slightest doubt that he would
have confiscated it, and whopped
Fiehy into the bargain.

Bunter had discovered it,
and was goin to confiscate
it, instea nfg Quelch doeing
8o, which really was all the
better for Fishy, aa he would
get out of the wi::;::ippiu :

Bunter procceded with the
happy of confiscation.

He packed himself with
pots and tins till he bul
all over, FEven then he had
not made much impression on
the contents of the bip suit-

4

vs al interest, Fish ? ** asked Mr. Quelch grimly.
iyg the banknote from sight behind his back.

impulse was to throw open the door
of Study No., 14 aud yell the news
along the Remove passage!

It would serve that unspeakable
swab right to be shown up before all
the Remove!

But Bunter paused!

Hiz moral condemnation of Fishy's
heastly =elfishness was ag stromg =as
cver. But a pot of jam tempted him,

He paused and picked up the pot

of jam.

unter liked jam., Indeed, he
loved it! He loved it with a decp
devotion. But the course of true love
never did run smooth, Bunter never
ot all the jam he wanted,

Now, here waz pot after pot, jar
after jar!

Billy Bunter's
twinkled behind his big,
spectacles.

He shoved that pot of jawm into a

little round oyes
round

R e"’ﬁ

case, 50 extensive was Fishy'a
store,

But when he had packed all
that he comld carry, the fat
Owl closed the smifcaze, re-
locked it, and put the
back in  his  waistcoat
pockeb.

He chuckled gleefully.

Fishy was not going to
know that his secret store
had been diminished. Having
lost the key to the suitcase,
he could not make that dis-
cOvery. nd in the belief
that the key had been swept
away with the dust, he
never guess, reckon, or cal-
culate that another fellow
was pgetting at that secret
atore,

So long as it lasted, it was
a constant supply for tho Owl
of the Remove,

Billy Bunter had abso-
lutely mno scruples in the
matier. He geldom had an
where tuck was mncerneg
But in this case it was simply a
question whether Bunter bagged the
plunder, or whether it was confiscated

—and a hungry, fat Owl considered it
hest to keep the matter in his own
fat hands.

He rolled to the study door and
peered into the passage, He was
anxious not to be scen emerging from
Study No, l-i-—c::}:ecinl!jr in his
prezent bulging state,

- Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing
were coming up the passage from the
stairg. They went into Study No. 4
and disappeared.

Then, for the moment, the const
was clear.

Billy Bunter rolled out of No. 14
and shut the door behind him.

He rolled down to Stu&lj' Neo, 7!

He grinved az he rolled !

There was a measly ten going in
his stndy—a fow aargines and sonre

key Remove.

I3

tosat, But there was ,g'niug to be a
spread—a feast of the gods!

It was a generous Owl—when
supplies were ample! Supplics were
ample now! Bunter was more than
ready fo whack out his plunder. He
was going to surprise his stody-
mates | Study No. 7 in the Eemove
was going to be like unto a land
flowing with milk and honey—so long
ag the supplies in Fishy's guitcase
lasted |

Fisher T, Fish—rooting in dustbins
after an wundiscoverable key—was

mg to he, all unconsciously, the
ounder of the feast! That, in Billy
Bunter's opinion, served him joll
well right! It was a happy an

nning fat Owl that arriveg, EE-E'#}‘-
aden, at the door of Study No. 7!

——

A SPREAD IN STUDY KO. 7!

& OU’RE Iate, fatty I” remarked

Peter Todd, as Billy. Bunter

came into BStudy No. 7.
“Breaking records?”

It was unusual, if »net unproce-

dented, for Billy Bunter to be late for

a meal, '
“Therc's vwour whack in ‘the

sardines!” went on Peter. “If wou

want any toast, you cam make it ¥

“ Oh, really, Toddy—"

Billy Bunter surveyed the tea-table
with a blink of lofty contempt.

A few sardines in the circumstances
had po attraction for the Owl of the
His fat lip curled, and his
fat little nose turned up still further
on the way Nature had started it,

“'That all you've got for tea im this
study 7 he asked.
“That’s all,” assented Peter. “1f

haven't been able to stick Mauly

or a tea, or to plant yourself in

Wharton's study, you'll have to make
the best of it, old fat man |

“Well, that’s no good to me ™ saja
Bunter. “I den’t cat much, as you
%ﬂll_z well know; but I want a decent

ea.

“No objection, I'm gure!” said
Peter blandly. “The tuckshop’s o]pm:,
and you can fetch anything yon like.
I'll sort out a shopping basket for
von, shall I#"

This was sarcasm—as William
George Bunter was seldom, or never,
fnc-wn to stand his whack in a study

ca.

Bunter was always goinr to—when
his | order mmeg.:ﬂ But as his
celebrated postal order never did
come, he remaived permancnotly in a
gowng-td state.

This time, however, Bunter had o
aurprise for Toddy. This time Bunter
wns mnot only geing to stand hias
whack, he was going to stand more
than his whack. 8 was poing to
stand a spread. He was going to
stand a feast.

“That's all right, Peter,” he an-
swered, "I've done the shopping.”

“ Postal order come?™ asked Petoer,
with still deeper sarcasm.

“Exactly.”

*Glammon !#

“0h, really, Toddy! If that's Lhow
you thank a chap for standine a
apread in the study——"

“Let's see you stand it first ™
orinned Peter. “'When I gee——"
Toe Magxer Liprary.—No. 1,655,
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Peter Todd broke off suddenly as
Bunter unpacked a bulging pocket.

He stared at a pot of jam.

“Oh ! he said,

Bunter unpacked another pocket.

Peter stared at a jar of pickles. He
stared hard.

But the fat Owl was not finished

‘He waa bulging all over, and

e continued to unpack the bulges.

Peter Todd’s widened and

widened. So did Tom Dutton’s.
They stared, and they gazed.
- Anaother c{mt of jam, a pot of mar-
malade, and a Ear of honey graced the
tea-table in Study Ne. 7. A tin of
biscuits extracted with some diffienlty
from under Bunter's waistcoat
followed. Other things, from other
hide-outs, followed.

“Well, my hat!” said Peter.
“You're going it, old fat man, now
you've started. Whose etudy have
you been raiding P”

* Look here—-"

*Bmithy's?” asked Peter. *TYou'll
have Emithi on your trail if that lot
came from his study cupboard !”

“0Oh, really, Toddy! Am I the
fellow to raid a fellow’s study cup-
board ¥ demanded Bunter warmolg‘-i

“Are you not?” pgrinmed T !
“Have you been looting poor old
Mauly ?*

i Tﬂ-}.l !H

“Well, look here, where did you get
that lot?” demanded Peter. “There
must be jolly nearly a guid's worth
of tuck there.”

“ My postal order was for a pound,”
explained Bunter. “I told you I was
expecting a postal order, Toddy.
Don't you remember "

“Don’t 17" pas Peter. "“Yes—
sort of. I fancy I seem to have heard
something about it. Is that a can of
beof? And another of tongne? And
another of hea? This is a 'bib
over the speed limit, old fat man.”

“You make out that I never stand
my whack in this study,” said Bunter
with dignity. )

“No making out about it—yon
never do !” answered Peter.

“Well, look at that!” enid Bunter.
“This is a spread, Toddy! I say,
where's the can-opener? it 1”

Peter Todd e the fat Owl dubi-
ously. It was quite agreeable -to see
that sudden au:ll surprising supply in
Study No. 7. But it was very sudden
and very surprising. Peter could not
help suspecting that the fat Owl had
been grub-raiding—as, indeed, he
had,

“This,” eaid Peter, *is like jolly
old corn in in one of the giddy
lean years. But I think I'll take a
atroll along the ‘passage before I
begzin on this j’.nlij old feast, Bunter.”

*Er—why?

“I'm rather particular whose fuck
I scoff 1" explained Peter,

“You cheeky beast!” roared
Bunter. “Is that how you thank a
nhag for standing you a spread?”

“Just how !” agreed Peter.

“ Beast !

Peter strolled ount of the stmdy.
That spread, if legitimately ebtained,
was weleome as the flowers in May
in Study No. 7. But Toddy had no
idea of sharing in the plunder of a
grub raid—and he knew his Bunter.
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He looked in at Study No. 1, where
the Famous Five were at tea. They
all gave him a welcoming look.

*Trot in, Toddy!" said Harry
Wharton. “Just in time for tea.”

“My dear man, we're rolling in
Enﬂ:r in onr study,” said Peter. “I

n‘rﬂt‘. muﬁr to §EH—E:& lm:ﬁi in
to you if you've m anything
from your study cupboard ?*

“No!” answered Harry. * Why?”

“Oh! I thought you might have—
Bunter’s standing a spread!” ex-

iained Peter. And he walked away,

eaving the Co. langhing.

He looked in next at Study No. 4,
where he found ¥ernon-Smith and
R&dwiﬂg. They looked at him in-
quiringly.

“You've generally
in your study cupboa
marked Peter. _

“Yes, What about it?” asked the
Bounder.

“Ia it still there??

ot something
» Bmithy,” re.

“Yes—why "
“Bunter's standing a spread—I
ht I'd ask!" grinned Peter.

And he walked up the passage to
Study No. 12, wlfm Lord hf:ule-
verer and Jimmy Vivian were at .tea.

“Misgsed amy tuck from this
shudy 2" asked E’ Ady.

Mauly shook his head.

“Sure? Bunter’s standing a
spread !” aaid Peter.

Lord Manleverer chuckled.

“No; thé fat old bean hasn’t been
here.”

;Well, m hatgaa.id Pete:i. s

e went down the passage looKing
in at two or three more studies. But
the answer was the same—uo tuck
was missing in the Remove.

Peter was driven to the coneclusion
that it was mot, after all, a grub-
raid. After all, it was not impossible
though imy;obahle, that  Bill
Bunter’s celebrated postal order ha
atrived. Certainly, it looked as if it
had. p

Peter went back to Study No. 7 at
last. He found Billy Bunter and
Tom Dutton already going strong on
the good things.

Bunter gave him a reproachful
blink.

“T heard you !” he said accusingly.
“1 eall that Ipﬁt thick, Peter—
making the fellows think I'm the sort
of chap who would raid a fellow's
t“n .H' ;

“They don’t need much making !”
remarked Peter.

“Yah! I mean, sit down and pile
in, old chap!” said Bunter hospit-
ably. *There's lot it!*

And Peter Todd, nothing loath, sat
down and piled in, and there was an
uncommonly tea in Study No. 7.
The founder of the feast, forgetinl of
tea, was still rooting in duethins !

SKAFFLING A SHADOWER !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
smiled.
It was mot sympathetic.
But rveally, they could not help it.
The Iugubrious expression on the
bony face of Fisher Tarleton Fish
mig;ilt have made a stono image
emile.

On ‘Wednesday afternoon the
Famous Five were in the quad after
dinner, when they sighted the lrtg.n%i
cadaverous visage of Fisher T. Fis
at the gates.

Fishy was standing there, near
Gosling’s lodge, his sharp eyes on
fellows as they went out. As it was
a half-holiday, and a fine afternoou.
plenty of fellows were going out of
gates.

Fishy eyed every fellow as he came
along—and not for o momcent did the
gloom in his bony countenance lift.

“Tooks ]]H-E]}j", what?" remarked
Frank Nu .

“The happifulness is -terrifie " said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *Per-
hapsfully the esteemed Flﬂh{ has not
yet found the mislaid fiver.”

Harry Wharton’s smile changed to
a frown.

“If that's the case, he ought. to
have gone to Quelch nbout it, or put
up a notice on the board!” he said.
“Blessed if I can understand him
losing it—he’a jolly careful with
i].:!nners, let alone fivers. Let's ask

im."

And the Famous Five bore down on
Fisher T. Fish.

He gave them a glum pglance aa
they came,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoyiog
life?” roared Bob Cherry.

“Aw, can it!” grunted Fiely.

“Found that fiver 7" asked Harry.

“Nope I" :

“I su you've looked for it?"
asked Johnny Bull.

Fisher T. Fish snorted.

“1 been all over my study with a
small comb,” he answered. “That
fiver was in my etudy when that fab
geck Buanter came there! It was
missing afterwards, I puess I know
enou ]f arithmetic to put two and
two’ her.”

“You've had a tip on that subject
already, Fishy,” said the captain of
the Remove quietly, “If you want
another you've only to ask for it.”

“Aw, pack it up!” grunted Fisher
T. Fish. "I ﬂmm 1 ain't no fool!
I’ll mention that I know what I
hﬂ:‘ﬂ:; don’t to Quelch and

“Why don’t you go to Queleh an
have the beastly thing inguired
after 7" demanded Wharton.

Grunt from Fishy.

= I got Lo if there ain't
any utﬂher way,” he answered. “But
I sure ain't in no hurry to worry
Quelch about it.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

"%uelﬂh might want to know too
much—is that it?" he asked.

Grunt !

“Well, I can't make this out,” said
Harry, with a very dubious look at
Fisher T. Fish. “You say the fiver
was in your study. You're not the
fellow to leave a sixpence about a
stndy—Ilet alone a five-pound note!
What did yon leave it about the
stud i‘.:nr?”"’i i : -

“1 guess it jest happened,” grun
Fishjg * Anyhow, lPdi-:l leave it in
thee study, and Bunter was there when
I qEl:ﬂ:. back.” )

Bunter woulda't touch it, you fat-
head 1™

“Mebbe it got scme wings and flew
away,” suggested Fisher T. Fish



parcastically. “ Mebbe! But I don't
sort of reckom s0.”

“You seem to be always loain
gomething these days,” remar
*Boly Cherry, “I've heard that you've
lost o key mow., Found that?”

“Nopa! I guess that was swep' up,
and it's gone for good,” grunted
Fisher T. Fish, “I ain't worrying
abont that a whole lot—I ain't in'a
hurry to open my sootease! But I'll
tell a man I want that fiver.”

"It can’t be about the study now,”
said Johnny Bul. “Some of us
would have seen it. It's mot at all
likely that it would be awept away,
Irke your key, if it was on the floor.”

“Aw, can ib| I tell you I combed
that ntuﬂp’ for it half an hour after
it went!" grunted Fishy. “I never
mizsed the key till next day—that
was different. But I was after that
fiver at once, like death after a
nigger. It was gono!”

“It can't lhave been found,” said
Harry slowly. " Anybody who found
a bankmote knocking about would
mention it at once.”

“Mebbe he - wonld—and mebbe
not I jeered Fisher T. Fish. " Not if
he found it in a study when it wasn’t
logt, I guess that guy wonld park it
in his pocket and wait for a chance
to clmnge it."

“You'd better ask Mrs. Mimble, at
Lthe tuukshu]i. if anzhuﬂg'ﬂ c!mnied 8
%ﬂﬁ' there lately!” growled Johnny

nll.

“Think I ain’t?"” enorted Fisher T.
Fish,

“0Oh, my hat!”

i | gﬂtm I've asked O.K.—it ain’t
been changed there. But I guess it
wouldn’t be, neither. The guy that's
got that fiver will get out of the
school to change it. he's cute
enough for that!” snorted Fisher 'T.
Fish. “I got the number of that bill,
and it sure wounldn't l-ipay him to
change it where I could get an eye
on it." _

The Famous Five looked grimlf' at
Fisher T. Fish. That any fellow
at Greyfriara had pinched his
hanknote, they did not think of be-
lieving for a moment—though it cer-
tainly was puzeling what had become
of it, Thag idea was firmly fixed in
Fishy’s mind, however, ' There was, 80
far as Fishy counld see, no other ex-
planation of ita disappearance.

“T say, fellows |"

Billy Bunter rolled down to the
eates, He disdained to take any
notice of Fisher T. Fish, who sus-
pected him of having pinched his
fiver. But he bestowed a blink on
the Famous Five.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Going out
before footer, old fat man?” asked
Bob ﬂherr;,-, “Larry Lascelles will
miss you !

“Six on the hags if you cut!” said

Harry Wharton,
“I'va got leave!” gaid Bunter
loftily, “I'm going over to Cliff

Heuse to see my asister Bessie. You
sce, 1'm very anxioms ahbout Bessie
in thesa days, with air-roid alarms
apnd thip iz

“Spevially anxious on an afternoon
when it's compulsory games prac-
tice ?” asked Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Oh, really, Cherry!

I sghall be
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back aa soom as the footer's over—I
mean, I shall be back to tea,” said
Bunter. “I was going to ask you
fellows to tea in my atudy, It will
be rather a spread,

Figher T. Fish Ea.hw a sort of gal-
vanised jump, ¢ Famous Five
looked rather curiously at Billy
Bunter. i
Owing to Toddy's doubts on the
origin of Bunter's ample supplies
the previous day, they knew that
Bunter had been spreading himself
in Btudy No. 7 already. Now, it
scemed, he was going to spread him-
self again.

It looked as if the fat Owl was in
possegsion of unusunl financial re-
sources.

What Fisher T, Fish thought on P

that subject was quite clear in his
bung face as he stared at Bunter.
And the Famons Five could not help
feeling that it was a rather odd coin-
cidence.

“Look in about five,” =zaid Bunter
airily, “It will be a pretty deecent
spread—a bit better than the mouldy
spreads you fellows have in your
etudiea.” :

And the fat Owl rolled out of gates
and headed for Friardale Lane.

Fisher T. Fish, the next moment,
jerked omt after him.

The Famous Five exchanged rather
curious looks,

“That fat ass seems to be in funds
all of a sudden,” said Bob. “You
could see what Fishy thought.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“It's a jolly odd coincidence for
Bunter to be in funds just when a
fiver is missing,” he aaid. “But it's
only a coinecidence, of course. That
fat chump would snaffle anybody’s
tuck, but Fishy's a worm to fancy
that he would enaffie a banknote.”

“The wormfunlness is terrific!”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the queerfulness of the esteemed
coincidence is t, all the same.”

Johnuny Bull gave a grunt.

“That bony sweep has gone after
Bunter!” he said. "“He fancies that
Bunter has gone out to change that
fiver. That's what he was watching
and waiting at the gate for. He ex-
pected Bunter o go out.”

“By 1 said Harry,
Ho aﬂ’; ed out of the gateway,
and Iookedp along the road. 38 ¥

Billy Bunter was rolling off without
a backward blink—evidently quite nn-
aware that he waa being = wed.

Fisher T. Fish was walking after
him, his sharp eyea on Bunter’s fat
back, shadowing him. That, clearly,

was why Fishy had been waiting at Fish

the school gate—and why he was
shadowing Bunter, the Famous Five
did not need telling.

“Come on, you men!” said Harry

abruptly.

i hﬂ-t 1}

“We've %Dt something to say to
Fishy about spying on a fellow be-

hind his back,” said the captain of
the Remove,

“0h, all right 1"

_Eﬂ' Famous Five cut along the
:I'ﬂ - )

Fisher T. Fish was accommodating
his pace to Bunter's—which was that
of a tortoise. So the pursuing

i7

juniors easily overtook him ir a
couple of minutes.

iehy was “l:ﬁﬁm‘i of their arrival
0

by a grab at back of his collar.

He spun round with a startled
squeal.

“8ay, what's this game?" he
ejaculated. “What's got you?
What—"

“You're going after Bunter,” saiil

Harry Wharton, “You've got a fat-
headed idea in your silly head that
he’s going to change that rotten
banknote.’

"I guesa that's my bizrey !" snorted
Figher T. Fish. “I'm telling you to
leggo my collar before I make potato-
mmﬁinga of youI"

“Have you ‘got leave from gamcs
ractice?’
“Find out!” enapped Fisher T.
Fish. He had, as s matter of fact,
forgottem all about games practice
in his keenness to get after Bunter.
A jaw, or even six, from the
games master did pot matter much in
comparison with getting on the track

of that fiver!
“I'm asking you to find out,” an-
swered Harry Wharton. “ As eaptain

of the Remove, I have to see that the
fellows turn np! Bunter’s got leave,
Hava yoni*

"1 guesa T can cut, and chance it,
if T like!” hooted Fisher T. Fish.
“You leggo my collar! If I Eﬂt Bix

it sin't your funeral, I guess,
“Not as a rale!” nﬁrcod the cap-
tain of the Remove, “But this time

you're not going to cut, Fishy—yén're
coming down to footer.”

“I sure ain't!” yelled Fisher T.
Fich.

“You sare are, old bony bean!"

rinned Bob Cherry. “You're not
oing the shadowing act this after-
nu:?ri, Fishy ! fmmn on |*

*“This isn't a puessing competition !
Come on [™

“I eure ain’t coming!"” howled
Fisher T. Fish. “I’'m telling you
I'm going after that fat clam, to spot
him changing my fiver, and stop him !

Seaf"
“Are yom coming?” dcemanded
Wharton.
“Nunk! Nope! Forget it!"
*“Help him along !” said Harry.
“Aw, wake snakes!” shricked
Fisher T, Fish. “Will you leggo
my years?”

“Not at present!” grimmed Bob.
“Eim on !

Fisher T. Fish eame on. He had
rather long ears, which gave a good
§Hp—and b Cherry gras one,

ohnny Bull the other, y led

yimk to the gates by his cars,
the other three members of the Co.
following. | _

Fisher T. Fish squealed wildly as
he was marched in at the gates,

Gosling, from his lodge, starved at
the scene and grinned.

“Will you leggo my years " howled
Fisher T, Fish. *“ Yﬂﬂq';.: pulliig my
pesky years out of my dog-goned
cabeza! Let up, I'm telling youl”

“This way 1" said Bob nhmilﬁ.

oWl

Billy Bunter, rolling away
Friardale Laue, roll unshadowed.
Fisher T. Fish, who had puessed

‘and calculated that he was going to
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shadow the fat Owl and cinch that
fiver, had no chance to. put in any
detcctive work, Fisher T. Fish was
led down to Little Side by his long
cars—dozens of fellows staring at
him, and laughking, as he went,

“What on earth are you youn
asses up to?” exclaimed Wingate o
the Sixth, coming omn that peculiar
procession,

“Fishy Thas forgotten games
practice I explained the ecaptain of
the Remove. “ We're helping him to
remember not to miss it [”

“Oh!” The OGreyfriars ecaptain
langhed. “Carry on, then! You've
been whopped for slacking at games
before, Fish. Look out if wvou're
missing this afterncon ¥ :

Fisher T, Fish wns not missin
that afternoon! Fisher T, Fish wen
through games practice that after-

noon, from start to finish, in a state h

of suppressed rage and fury.

Not the slightest doubt had Fishy
that his missing fiver had gone ont
with Bunter—and that it was gone
for good! Nobody clse thought so—
least of all, Bunter. But Fisher T.
Fish had no doubt about it, and his
feelings were deep and inexpressible,

— e

BILLY BUNTER HITS OUT ]

i UZZ. off ¥
The Famous Five sapoke

with one voice, or, rather,
th&;y hooted.
hey were in the Rag, after games

practice, when a bony figure jerked
1n, and Fisher T. Fish bore down om
them.

. They waved him off, They were
fed up with Fishy—fed up with hear-
ing about his lost fiver—fed up with
him and all his works! They did
not want to see Fishy; they did not
want to hear hia voice; they wanted
a rest from Fisher T. Fish,

But there was no rest from th%;
Waved off, and hooted off, Fisher T.
Fish came up mﬁnrdleaa.

e

“1 puesg—-="

“Stop guessing! Stop reckoning !
Stop ealeulating ! Hook it!" lLiooted
Bob Cherry. ;

“I that fat clam——

“Travel I

“You figure that that pie-faced

ize absguatulated over ta Cliff

use this afternoon ! hooted Fisher

T. Fish. “Well, he didn’t! TYou
opine that le's there now—well, he
o’ ™ :

“Rot 1" gaid Harry Wharton. “He
got leave from the games master to
go over to Clif House and see his
sister there. We all saw him start ¥

“He was stringin oun  al "
‘Ig Lgisg.- “ Eamﬁaa

snorted Fisher

giving you chips
pulliing yotur leg!
you with sawdunat,

to chew, He was
He was atuffin
He never wen

there. And where do you figure he

went? He can’t change fivers -at
Clif House ! '

*“QOh, rot!” said Nugent. “Of
conrse he went there!”

“I'm tellin i that he mnever
went near Chi use I
“And how do tl}mu know ??  de-
wanded Johnny Bull ;
“You figure that I wasn't wise to
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it when he started?” snorted Mishy.

sneaked out to change that fiver to-

“I sure spotted his game! Now I day!” grunted Johnny Bull. “If

been on the phone and talked to that's right, Lhe wasn't spending it

Clif Honee —and he ain’t been yesterday!” '

there 1 ' *T'm telling wou—" snorted
“Oh!" exelaimed Harcy Wharton., Fisher T, Fish,

- "I got the noos!” said Fisher T. “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is !"

Fish. “I nasked to speak to Miss A fot fi rolled. into .the Rag.

Elizabetlh Bunter on account of her
brother yerc! X gut that doll. And
what do you think she spilled back?
She ain't scen Billy this afternoon,
and wasn't expecting him; and she
glued on to it to tell him she didn’t
want to see him, neither, unless he
was ready to congh up the half-crown
he's owed her from last holidays i

“ﬂll I!I'l

“Now I'm asking you, where has
that fat clam been?” jecred Fisher
T. Fish. *“If u Lhadn't
stopped me, I'd” have kept tabs on
im, and cinched Lim trying to pass
that fiver! Now what do you figire
he’s done®"”

The Famouns Five stood silent.

Already there was that odd coin-
cidence that Billy Bunter seemed to
be in unnsual funds, just when
Fishy’s fiver was miuing! Yester-
day’s feed in Btudy No, 7 might-—or
might, o_save bemm dus io fhe
arrival o at long-expec a
order. But there was to be another
spread to-doy—and it wae rather too
improbable that there had been
another postal order! _

Now, it peemed, Bunter had cleared
off nnder tence of going over to
Cliff Housc to see Bessie Bunter—and
had not been there at all! Where
had he been, and how had he been
occupied? .

Fisher T. Fish had no doubt—and
the other fellows could not hel
fe&ti:f a little nneasy. Really, 1
looked suspicious.

“Now, I'm tellin ™
Fishor T. Fish. ‘F‘H?l?;ln that fat
goob blows in, with the change of
my fiver on him, he's got to comgh
it up! Got that?”

“It’'s all ret!” prunted Jolhnny
Bull.

“The rotfulness ia terrific !

“Bosh !” said Harry Wharton—

rather slowly, however,
_ Other feilows in the Rag who had
heard Fishy's excited hootings
gathered round. The mystery of that
missing fiver was, undoubtediy, a
puzzle—and there were fome fellows
who did not share the views of the
Famons Five. A banknote, after all,
conld not walk away!

“After all, somebody must know
where that fiver i8!" remarked
Skinner, “I've heard that Bunter
was standing spreads yesterday !”

“Oh gad!” said Lord Manleverer.
“ Wonderful man, Bunter!™

“Eh? What do you mean, you
ass P asked Bkinner.

“Well, if Bunter stood a spread
vesterday out of n fiver he went omt
o change this afternoom, it's pretty
clever of him!™ said Mauleverer.
“How do you think he did that,
Skinner?” ;

Some of the juniors laughed.

“Bunter wans in funds vesterday !”
gaid Peter Todd, with a  worried
look. " He said e Lad had his postal
order "

“Fishy’s making out that he

went on

gure
Billy Bunter had said that he would
be back for tea. It wae getting nenr
tea-time, and here he was !

He rolled in cheerfully, and
blinked at the crowd of juniors. all
of whom fixed rather peculiar looks

on ]:EL'M .

Y- say, n fellows, is  Fishy
here 7" a.ukeclwﬂunter, blinking round
through his big spectacles,

E:Tes. Do you want Fishy?" asked
ITY.

_ "Oh, no! I thonght he might be

in kis study, that's all. All right.”

said ‘Bunter; and he turned to the

door to roll ont of the Rag again.

“Hold on, Bunter !” called out the
eaptain of the Remove.

¢ fat Owl blinked round.

“What do you want?’ lhe asked.
“I'm in rather a hurry!”

“"What's the hurry abent?” asked
Peter.

“0Oh, nothing "

“Never mind the Lu
Harry Wharton, “Shut
Squiff, old man! - Now, then,
Bunter——" N

“I say, you fellows, iz anythin
up?” asked Bunter, blinking round.
It dawned his fat brain that
something was on, and that he was
the centre of o gemeral and wvery
curions interest.

“Yea!” answered Harry. “Yon
told- nus you were going over to Cliff
Homnze this afternoom. Yom got
leave off gomes to go and see your
gister Bessie——->"

“What about it?"” asked Bunter.

“Well, did you goi"

“Eh? Oh, yes, of course !*

“How's Bessie?” nsked Skinner
mﬂﬁmlli !

“0Oh, ie’s all right !” answered
Bunter hrmiilya.

“Was she glad to see yout* asked
Yernon-Smith, with a pgrin.

“Of - course she was! We're a
very affectionate family!” answered
Bunter. “8he was delighted, of
conrge I¥

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Blessed if I see anything te cackle
at !” said Bill{alﬂun er, in surprise.
“1 say, you fellows, what's the joke ?”

“Yon “fat wvillain!”" said rry
Wharton, “You haven’t heen to
Cliff House at all! Where have you

been ?*

Billy Bunter gave a start,

“Eh? How do you know I haven't
been there?” he asked. “I menm.

I've been there, of conrse ! "You can

1™ anid
t door,

ask Bessie—when wou see ber agnin,”
*“Fishy has asked Bessic alrcady on
the 1 =

E—

“Oh I* Ped Buntor,

“And she's told him that you
haven't been near the ploce!”

“0Oh crikey !

i H.l:l., ]lﬂ, i _

“And I I know where vou
been !" howled Fisher T. Fish. “You
been changing my fiver, you pie-faced
clam !

*Beast !



*“Nobody but Fishy thinks you've
been changing a fiver, Bunter,” said
Harry Wharton quictly. “ But you've
been telling lies, as usual, and you've
ot to explain yourself. Where have
you been¢”

“The—the fact is—" stammered
Bunter. He paused, apparently not
quite sure, for the moment, what the
fact waa.

*Cough it up !* said Skinner.

“Giive him time!” said the
Bounder. *“He hasn't decided yet
what the fact is! Give him time to
make up his facts.”

“Ha, ha, ha}”’

“Oh, really, Smithy! The—the
fact is, I—I rather tired, and
never went as far as Cliff House after
all 1" said Bunter. “I just sat on the
stile and had a rest, and—and came
back again,”

“"&nd Bessic waa delighted to see
you, though you mever pot there?”
asked Bkinner,

3E Ha, hﬂ, ’LILI"

“I—1 meant Bessie would have
been delighted to sec me if—if I'd
there !” explained Bunter. “That’s
what I really meant to say.”
il_F’i:\'ilJr.ler T. Fish made a jump at

im.

“Hand it over [” lie 1oared:

“E}h? Hﬂgf what nE?BrF” \

“Five quids, you pirching clam !”
howled Fisher T, Fish. “You got my
five quids, and if you don't shell out,
I'm king it off you, see Hand it
over, you slab-sided hoodlum !I*

Hilly Bunter blinked at him. His
fat face crimsoned with wrath. The
look on that fat face comvineed most
of the fellows that, whatever Billy
Bunter had been doing that after-
noon, he had not been changing
Fishy'a fiver.

“You — you — you —" asped
Bunter. " You—yon—you make out
that I had your moudly fiver, you
beast I

“Yep! And I guess—yarooooooh !
roared Fisher T. Fish, as the fat Owl,
jumping forward, suddenly hit out
with a podgy fist.

Crash !

That fat fist landed on Fisher T.
Fizh's sh noge. It landed with all
Billy Bunter's considerable weight
behind it. . It landed almest like a
gledechammer. It swept Fisher \T.
Fizh right off his feet—and there was
a loud and heavy bump in the Bag as
Fishy went backwards, and landed
with hiz bony back on the floor.

EVERY SATURDAY
THE ARTFUL DODGER !

HM.;LH down!” grinned the

Bounder,
“Oh, my hat!"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“What a ferocioms old porpoise I

“ Ha, ba, ha

There was & roar in the ERagz as
Fisher T. Fish landed,

Fishy lay on his back, gasping for
breath, a trickle-of red spurting from

his long, sharp nose.
Billy Bunter, spluttering with rage,
danced. round him, brandishing fat

fista.

“Get up!” roared Bunter. “‘Get
up and have some more! I'll teach
you to call me a pincher! Get up,
you votter! Get up, you swab! I'll
mop up the Rag with you I

*Ooooo ! moaned Fisher T. Fish.

He eat up, clasping his bony
E;nbu:cia with both hands. ‘That
homy nose felt as if it bhad been
driven into his head like a mnail !

“I'll juﬂi:mil show vou ¥ roared
Bunter. “Making out that a fellow’s

nohed your mouldy fiver! I don't

lieve you ever had a fiver—and it
wasn't yours, anyhow—you got it
money-lending, and you'd be
for it if Quelch knew! I'Il jolly well
wallop you!”

il h!#

Fisher T'. Fish stagpered to his fect.

That warlike outbreak on the part
of the fat Owl had been quite un-

ex h{ Fishy! It had taken
him quite by surprise, Bunter was
no fighting-man, as a rule.

as soom as Fishy was on his
feet, with a perfectly deadly glare in
hiz narrow eyes, Billy Bunter ceased
to prance round him, and backed
away a little,
“I say, you fellows, keep that beast
off ¥ squeaked Bunter,

"iin'-" h‘a":P']“iI" i
L uess I'll make potate-serapin
of Eﬂ!" howled her T. E‘lﬂiﬂ

**And then I'll sure sﬁ through your
rags for the five quida !

“I say, you fellows—"

Harry Wharton ran forward as
Fishy hurled himeelf at Bunter. He
grasped the business man .of the
Remove, and dragged him back by
main foree,

“You ean chuck that, Fishy!” he
said coolly. “You're not gogng to
touch Bunter!”

“Figure that I'm going to let that
pic-faced clam give me ﬂ%inge on the
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beezer, and walk away with it?
roared Fisher T. Fish.

" You shouldn't have asked for it !"
retorted the captain of the Remove,
“If you call a fellow a thief, you can
expect to have your cheeky face

unched. Make the best of it!

ou're not going to touch Bunter!"

“Look at my nase 1"

“Blow your nose!"

"Hﬂ, hﬂ-, Lag 1*

"I guess—"

“If you're apuilinf for a scrap, you
can leave Bunter alone, and avother
fellow here will oblige you!* eaid

Wh_antunb?fheerfuﬂj. “What about

you, Bo

“Happy to oblige!” said Bob
_ earh;[.'y. Take off your
jacket, Fishy!

Fisher T. Fish did not take hia
jacket off | He was no more anxions

or 8 ecrap with the hefty Bob than
Bunter was anxious for one with
Fishy.

He dobbed his nose with his hand-
kerchief, which was soon richly
spotted with red. Fishy's sharp nose
was seriously damaged.

Billy Bunter, in the rear of the
captain of the Hemove, gave him a
scornful grin.

“Yah!” he exclaimed. “Calling a
fellow a pincher! Yah! I've jolly
well knocked you down for it! ¥Yah!”

Figher T, Fish dabbed his suffcxing
nose, and gasped with wrath.

“That fat guy's got the spon.
;!u.ligai’;i he hiuﬁ. g‘.‘o'fn:'-iu hcar[mmc
00t ? ¢'s got the goods! He's pot
to cough it up! I'm telling you i
“Took here, it does look jolly sus-
icious !” said Skinner. “What hae
unter been up to this afterwoon,

anyhow #*
“Bunter's going to explain that
said Harry. *It's rmthing to do with

Fishy's mouldy fiver—I'm sure of
that! But the fat chump is going
to make it clear!” He turned to the
Owl of the Hemove. “Now, you potty
porpoise, what have you been up tof”

“Oh, really, Wharton—*

“Cough it up, Bunter, old fat
man 1" said Lord Maunleverer gently,
“If you don't make it clear, a lot of
fellows here will think that you had
the fiver and sncaked out to get it
changed !

Billy Bunter blinked at him. He
hlinked at the captain of the Remove
Ho sccmed in doubt,

(Continued on next page.)
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“@et it off your cheet, you fat ass I
said Harrv.

“Well, look here, if you promise
not to tell Lascelles-—" said
Bunter.

“Why the thump shounld I tell the

ames master?” asked Harry in
astonishment,

“Well, you're the captain of the
Form !

“What's that
yon howling ass? )

“Well, -it has, you know!” said
Bunter. “You promise not to tell
Lascelles, or Wingate of the -Sixth,
and I don't mind teling you."

“What is the blithering owl
drivelling about ?” asked Peter Todd,
in wonder.

“Qh, really, Toddy——"

“Well, I promise not to tell
Lascelles or Wingate ! said Harry.
“It's nothing to do with them, so far
as I-can sce. Now cough it up!”

“All right, then!” said Bunter
cheerily, "I told Lascelles I was
going over to Cliff House, just to get
out of games practice this afternoon.”

“What

“Oh ™ .

“T mean to say, I had to tell him
somethine, to get out of games
practice,” explained Bunter. "1t was

gﬂt to do with it,

a toothache last time: but he aaid 1 Passage—

conld carry on, teothache and all. I
fancy he didn't believe I had -the
i:mt]{aeh& So this time I thought of
Bessie—you see, with all sorts of
alarms going on, a fellow is naturally
anxious about his dear sister, so—"'

S Ha, ha; ha!*

“Besides, I really meant to po.-to
Gliff House, if it hadn’t been so far,”
said Bunter. *'I started, and if I
hadn't got tired, I should have gone.
I went jolly near a guarter of the
way, anyhow, Then I sat oh the atile
till it was time to come back—of
course, I couldn’t come back till

ames practice was over, or I shounld .

ave had to join up——"

“You fat, slacking grampus!”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Well, I don't need all the practice
you fellows do !" gaid Bunter. *Mind,

ou're not to tell Lascellea or

ingate ! I should get six!”

“Ha, ha, bha !” _

There was a roar of laughter in the
Rag ! The mystery of Billy Bunter's
mysterious expedition that afternoon
was explained now! He had not, cer-
tainly, gone over to Cliff House. He
had not sneaked out to change a pur-
loined fiver! He had azm]';l{l n
dodging games practice—and he had
pulied the games-master’s leg with »
new excuse ! And.that was alll

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“We might really have guessed that
one 1

“The michtfulness is terrific !
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Mind youn don’t mention it, Whar-
ton ! paid Bunter anxiously. "As
captain of the Form, you have to
report a man for cutting. But you've
promised, you know 1™

Harry arton laughed.

“I've a jolly good mind to boot you
all round the g:g and back again,
you frowsy, Int frump!” he said.
“Now, Fishy, you fathead, can you
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ﬁi how the matter ataaé!ﬂaﬂ That fat,
' rpolse was in Ames
gerz%lg—gmt that, and uEﬂthEng else !

*“Nope I” hooted Fisher T. Fish.

“Well, if you don’t, or won't, ycu
can do the thing, and be blowed
to you!l” said the captasin of the
Remove,

“Will you lemme at that fat
clam?* h Fisher T. Fish.

“No! You're not going to touch .
Bunter! You lay a fin on

Bunter,” said the captain of - the
Remove impressively, “and you'll get
an eye to match that nose! The best
thing you ean do is to shut up and go
and bathe that boko—it needs it!”
Figher T. Fish breathed rage. His
opinion was quite unchanged—but he

could not deal with the suspected

Owl. He did not want an eye to
match that nese!”
Breathing fury, he tramped into

the lobby adjoining the Rag, to fill &

wash-basin’ with water and bathe his
anguished nosé—which, as Wharton
said, needed it!

Billy Bunter rolled out of the Rag.

While Fisher T. Fish was bathing
his suffering proboscis downatairs,
Billy Bunter had business upstairs—
in & certain study in the Remove
husinesg not mnnconnected
with'the contents of a locked smit-
CARsE 1

=g,

THE FAT OF THE LAND !

& ROT in, old chaps!™
I Billy Bunter was bursting
with hospitality.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked in at
the doorway of Study No. 7.
They had net come to tea—but, hear-
ing that a feast was toward, they
looked in.

The study was crowded,

Feeding was the great ju{huf Billy
Bunter's existence. When there was
enough to round, ke liked to see
other fellowa feeding ! ' Now there was
more than enough—the study table
groaned under the fat of the land!

Peter Todd was etanding in the
etudy, with a puzzled ex n on
hie face. Peter did not know what to
make of it—any more than the
Famous Five did.

They could not—and would not—

believe that Bunter had pinched
Fiehy's fiver! But what did this
mean ¢

Skinner and Snoop and Stott,

Bolsover major and Hpzeldene, and
two or three other fellows were seated
ronnd the table. It was quite a party.
But Billy Bunier was generously
willing to add to it. He waved a
gticky, but hoapitable, fat hamd to
the juniors in the pmaﬁ, :

“Well 1" gaid Bob Cherry, as he
gazed at the well-laden table.

That table was remarkably well
laden. There were pots of jam and
marmalade. There was a stack of
bizenits, and another of shortbread.
There were a couple of tina of peaches,
Several other tine had been opened,
and beef and sardines and tongue
turned out on plates. Thera were
bars of choecolate galore—there were
packets of toffce. There was con-
deneed milk in large quantities.

It was such & spread as a masker
would bhardly . have approved,
espécially in war-time. Fortunately
for Bunter, no masterls eye wag neay
at hand: :

Still, there weré many mouths to
fill; and the hospitable fat Owl was
ready and willing to add any number

more.
“Well !” said Harry Wharton.
“Um !"” said Johnny Bull.

Pet;r thdii! !f‘.‘fk at them and
joined them in the z
4 “Yon fellowa mafe t]:ﬂmI out? lhe
asked.

“The makefulness is not terrific!”
answered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
with a shake of his dusky head. -

“Has Bunter been raiding the
larder downstairs?” asked Nugent.

“That's the only thing I can think
of |” gaid Peter Todd. “He's done it
befoge, and he may have done it
again. But—" :

“1 say, you fellows, trot im!”
squeaked the hoapitable Owl. "I eay,
there's lots | ke room for those
fellows, you chaps!”
mﬂnt the Famous Five did not come

“Thanks all the same, old fat man
—we're tea-ing in our study!” said
Harry Wharton, remaining in the
passage.

Skinner glanced round, with a grin.

“Join the happy party,” he said.
“I don't sce that we shall get any
trouble when. they Bunter for
raiding the larder! We don't know
that he did, do we?" :

“h, really, Skinner—*

“Is that where all this prog came
from, Bunter " asked Bob Cherry.

*“Certainly not!” hooted Bunter.
“Am I the fellow to raid the larder?
I ask you!™

“Why, you fat chump, you were
whopped for it only last week I

“That was & mistake, as I told
Quelech at the time,” answered
Bunter. “Mra. Kebble made out that
I'd -gone down the kitchen stairs,
becaunse she saw mie coming up.” You
know how suspicious women are !

“Oh erikey !

“Y never went near the larder.
That ham I had never came from the
larder. Besides, there was hardly
half a pound of it—fat lot to make &
fuss about. If there was ham miss-
ing, it wasn’t that ham—it was some
other ham! And I haven't been near
the larder since.” .

“Then where did youn get all that
prnﬁ ?” demanded Bob.

“1 heppen to have had a postal
order from = titled relation!” ex.

lained Bunter. “ When I in funds
?atand a apread ! Why shouldn’t I ¥

“ Another postal ‘order to-day—alter
one yesterday ?” asked Peter.

“Yea! Exactly!” .

“It's the larder, of course!” said
Bob. *“There’ll be a fearful row when
all that etuff is missed. Bunter, you
asa, don't you know there's a Hmit?”

“Yah t*

“Good stuff,
Bolsover major.
Skinner I
way, Hazgel ¥

Pile in, you fellows ! said Bunter.
“Don’t leave anything.” Bunter’s
own capacious mouth was fall—he

anyhow !  said
“ Pass those bikkies,
ove the jam over thia
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*“ You—you—you make out that I had your mouldy fiver, you beast ! >’ gasped Bunter. * Yep!
Fisher T. Fish broke off suddenly, with a roar, as the fat junior’s

And I guess—yarooooooooop ! **

was setting a good example in the
way of not leaving anything! “I'm
ﬁi:-nmimg another spread to-morrow !*

“You'll be whopped for this before
to-morrow, you footling ass!* &aid
Peter Todd.

13 'r&h !Jil

There was & jerky st;p in the
passage, and Fisher T. Fish came
along. Hig nose had been carefully
bathed—but it was red, it was rather
swollen, and it was painful, Fisher
T. Fish was in the worat temper ever.

He glared into Etuﬂ; No. 7. He
{umpﬁ almost clear of the floor at
he sight of the plentiful spread, of
which Bunter’s numercus guests were
disposing at o great rate,

“Gee-whiz I gasped Fisher T, Fish.

He pointed a bony forefinger into
the study, and glared round at the
Famous Five.

“Look at that!” howled Fishy.
“Just look! @ive it the onece-over!
I'm telling you, there's more’'s a quid
gpent on that lot ! It come out of my
fiver! I'm telling you! What'll you
say now, you galootsr”

“Rot ¥ answered Harry Wharton.

“Beast !” came from Bunter,

“Where you reckon that fat clam
cinched the g, then?"” howled
Fishy. “You figure that he's rolling
in, spondulics, when last Monday be
was ta'{.ln to borrow a bob up and
down the Hemove 7"

“You silly ass, he's been raiding
the larder downstairs !” answered the
captain of the Remove. “He was
caurht at it last week—and he will be
caught again, when all that stuff is
missed.”

fist crashed on his sharp nose.

“Aw! Nuts! I'm telling yon—"

“Sbut up ! roaved Johnny Bull.

“I guess I'm telling you—"

“Cheese it !*

“T'll say I'm telling you—"
 The Famous Five walked down the
passape, leaving Fisher T, Fish to
tell empty space,

Fishy almost raved. His fiver was
going—he had not the slightest doubt
of it! If Bunter had not changed it
that day, he had changed it the day
before—and it was going fast!
Fisher T, Fish was surc of that! It
was too much for flesh and blood to
stand,

Fishy jerked into the study, his
bon ﬁita elenched,

“Hay, you fai goob——" he roared,

Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“I'm not asking you to this feed,
Fishy,"” he maid. “You can't expect
it, after insulting a chap! You pget
out I

*1 I want my spondulics!”
raved Fisher T. Fish. “I guess e

“I say, you fellows, push that beast
out!* gaid Billy Bunter. “I say,
don’t let him come yowling in this
study 1"

113 EuEEE"“_“

Bolsover major jumped up.

“ Outside !” he said tersely; and the
burly Removite grasped Fishy by his
bony shoulder and span him into the
passage.

I Bkinner kicked the door shut after
1im,

And the feast in Study No, 7 con-
tinued to its happy end, while Fisher
T. Fish raged unregarded.

When that feast was over, Billy

Bunter’s tea-par had not the
slightest doubt at trouble was
coming for Bunter. They did not
believe that he had pinched Fishy's
fiver, but they did believe that he had
raided the larder, They could think
of no other way of accounting for the
plenty that reigned in Bunter’s study.

Such a stack of provisions cer-
taioly would be missed, and inquired
after~and Bunter woulid be for it!

But- Bu.uter, to the general sur-
prise, was not for it! .

If there had- been a larder raid,
cither the purloined provisions had
not been missed, or Bunter, amazing
to relate, had not been suspected. Up
to prep that evening, nothing was
heard on the snbject. Bunter was not
sent for to hiz Form-master’s study,
neither did Mr, Quelch visit the
Remove atudies. After prep there was
still no news of trouble for Bunter.

If it had been a larder raid, Bunter
had got by with it, successinl and
unsuspected. But had it?

When the Remove went to their
dormitory that night, Fisher T, Fish
was not the only fellow in the Form
who suspected that William Georpge
Bunter knew something about that
mysteriously missing fiver.

THE LAST STRAW |
L AM '™ snid Bob Cherry.

“The'jamfulness is terrific.”
A sghower of rain, in break
the next morning, drove the fellows
indoors.
Quite a crowd of Removites come
Tae Msoxer LisRarY.—No, 1,665,
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into.the Rag, where they beheld Billy
Bunter, who, till tlien, liad had the
room to himself,

Bunter was seated in an armehair!
Gripped by his fat knees was a three-
pound jar of jam. In his right hand
was a tablespoon,

With that tablespeon the fat Owl
was transferring jam from the large
jar to a large mouth.

His fat face beamed with pleasure,
and with jam. There was jam on his
chin, on his fat cheeks, and his podgy
paws i

“0Oh!” ejacnlated Bunter, with a
jammy blink at the erowd of juniors
coming iu. He had not cxpected an
andience. “1T say, you fellows—"

“Is he sticky 7" asked the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“How the dickens did Bunter
snaffle that jam from Mra. EKebble's
store enpboard withont petting
spotted *” asked Skinner,

“1 didn't " howled Bunter,

“YWhere did you get it, them?”
grinned Hazel.

“Bought it, yon silly ass! How
does any fellow get {am?" snorted
Bunter. “Can’t a fellow buy a jar
of jam if he likes?"

And the fat Owl went on ladling
. out jam! But there was quite a lot
of jam in the jar, and Bunter was in
& hospitable mood.

"1 say, Mauly, have some jam?”
he eaid.

Lord Manleverer gazed at him.

“Wha-a-t?” he ¢jaculated.

“Have some jam, old chap?” eaid
Bunter. “It's tﬂpfing! I'll lend you
this spoon—we'll take it in turns.”

P ot il gt ol sl ol gt e i o et el e e e e i it i gttt o et |
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“Oh gad! Thanks awf’ly | gasped
Lord auleverer. *“I—I'd  rather
nat [ I—I really don't care for jam,

old fat man.”

“Well, you're an ass I’ said Bunter,
“You can have some if you like,
Wharton. Nothing mean about me,
I hope. I've got lots—and more if 1
want if, too! ve some; old fellow.”

Harry Wharton langhed. He was
not, perhaps, wholly indifferent to
jam; but taking that tablespoon in

rns with Bun did not aeem to
apfea] to him, somehow.

No, thanks!" he answered.
“Have gome, Bob?™®
“Not just now,” grinned Bob
r L]

“It's good jam.,” said Bunter.
“Plenty of it, too! There's a couple
more Jjars after this."

“In the iarder?” asked Skinner,

“Eh? Oh, no!"

“Where, then?” chuckled Skinner.

“Oh, nowherc! I mean, there ain’t
a couple more jars,” said the fat
Owl, hastily. “Don’t you ask ques-
tions, Skimner. T haven't prigmed
this jam from anywhere, especially a
study.”

“0h, it's a study this time, is it?"
n:;kﬁﬂ the Bfu:uger.l “If it was my
study, you fat burglar, yon're going
to be damaged shortly.”

“'Twasn't your study, Smithy—I
mean, it wasn't a study. at all. I

ot this jar of jam at the tuckshop!

hy shouldn't I?"

“You haven’t been to the tuckshop
this morning, you fat fibber!”

“I mean it was left over from
yesterday.”

THE TOUGH GUY
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‘Fishy did not

“1 . wonder;" said Bob Cherry
blankly, “where Bunter is prigging
all this tuck? I can’t make out why
it. hasn’t been missed.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“He can’t be raiding all this from
the Hounse stores,” said Huozel.
“They'd have been on his track before
this. Goodness knows where he gots
it—but it looks—"

“How much left out of the fiver,
Bunter?” asked Skinner.

“Beast !”

Fisher T. Fish was among the
fellows in the Rﬂ% Heo gaged ot
Bunter and gazed at the jam jar with
deep feelings. Eome more of his miss-
ing fiver had gome on that jam—
! oubt that!

How much was left he could not
calculate. But if Bunter was paying
for his unusual ard ample supplics
of tuck out of that fiver, it was clear
that the fiver was poing fast, At this
rate, thera would not be much left
of it by an early date.

And there was no help for Fishy—
unless he reported his loss to his
Form-master, and Queleh inguired
into the matter. Then Billy Bunter
would have to account for Lis nnusnal
and extraordinary expenditure at a
time when a fiver was missing.

The outeome, Fishy had no doubt,
would be the restitution of what was
left of the fiver, and a claim on
Bunter for what had been expended.
Bunter would be sacked—and the
sooner the better!

But—there was a “ but.” Fishy had
to think of some way of accounting
for his own possession of that fiver,
withont exciting the sunapicion, or,
rather, the certainty, that he had
been at his money-lending business
again that term.

That was not easy; it was, in fact,
a problem.

ut it was a problem that Fisher
T. Fisk had to solve—if he was not
to see the remnant of his fiver dis-
appear down Billy Bunter’s fat neck.

uniter sat and ate jam till the
bell went for third school. Then he
dabbed smears of jam with a stick
handkerchief, and rolled away wit
the Remove to the Form-room.

In that apartment, Mr. Quelch’'s
gimlet eyes turmed on him. Buuter
wae pever spick-and-spam, but this
time he was altogether too sticky to
pass musfer.

“Bunter !” said the Bemove master,
in a deep voice.

“Yea, sir?”

“Leave the Form-room at once and
wash youraelf [

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. “I—-1
washed this morning, sir! I—I'm
rather partienlar about washing, sir
—not hke some fellows. I "

"You will go and wash yourself at
onee, Bunter, and you will be de-
tained half an hour after class for
having entered the Form-room in so
disgusting a state!” said Mr. Quelch
sternly.

i ﬂh lﬂI. !r:r

Billy Bunter rolled off to wash.

He came back in a less sticky state,
and when third school was dismissed
he had to git in the Form-room for
half an hour with Latin verbs to keep
him company.

When at length Bunter escaped




from the Form-room hLis footsteps led
him to the stairs, and up to the
Hemove studies.

When he came out into the quad
a little later there were brown smears
all round his large month, indicating
an extensive consumption of choco-
late—his extra wash that morming,
after all, bad been a waste.

“I say, you fellows, have some
choc?” asked Bunter, coming on
Harry Wharton & Co. in the quad.
‘ha_Ha drew out a handful of chocolate

ra.

“Choe this time !” said Bob Cherry.
tosdore iy does ke thoo Uhorols
arder— "t keep choc there!

*“Qh, really, Cherry—"

“Whose study?” agked Johnny
Bull,
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Bunter rolled away with his choco-
late, leaving Harry Wharton & Co.
with rather serious faces. They did
not want to a with Fisher T. Fish
on thiz subject—they hated the iden
of it. Bat, really, they did not know
what to think.

Fisher T. Fish did.

When the American junior spotted
Bunter with that cargo of chocolate
it was the last straw. His fiver waa

oing fast—at least, Fisher T. Fish
ﬁa.d no doubt that it was, having not
the faintest suspicion of the real
source of Bunter's supplies.

Fishy made up his mind to it. He
was not-going to lose that fiver. He
was not going to sce it, as it were,
devoured piecemeal under his eyes hﬁ
a hungry fat Owl. Only éuelc
could make Bunter disgor nd
Figsher T. Fish resolved, at last, to
put it to Quelch. ;

And when the Remove went into
Elilgir Form-room that afternoon he

DUNEXPECTED !
“* PLEAEE, sir——="

“Well 12

Fisher T. Fish stood up
and spoke—and Mr. Quelch’s re-
joinder was short and aharp.
. 'The master of the Bemove did not
think much of that particular
member of his Form. He still had
deep euspicions of Fishy—in epite of
the succeas with which that apry
youth had scraped through the in

view with his headmaster a few days

ago.
“I guess I ought to tell you, sir,
that 1 lost a banknote,” said Fisher

T. Fish.

The Remove sat up and took notice.

Figher T. Fish waa taking the
plu at laat.

“What?” Quelch fixed his zimlet
eyes on Fisher T, Fish., “If have
lost a banknote, Fish, certainly yom
ought to report it to me. Do you
mean & Treasury nod -a pound
note ?*

“Nope! A fiver, sir!®

“A five-pound note!2 The gimlet
eyes fixed on Fisher T. Fish's Imn{
face in so penetrating a manner tha
the husiness man of the Remove
almost d that he had raised
the subject. “You had a five-pound
note in your gion, Fish"

“Yep! et

turned into a fiver. thndg

- EVERY SATURDAY

"On Monday, when you were ques-
tioned by your headmaster, Fish, you
had, or declared that yom had, no
such sum ! said the Remove master
sternly. “You will be required to
account for this, Fish."” :

The Remove fellows exchanged
glances, :

Moat of them knew how that eum
had come into Fishy's possession—
some of them had seen the atacks of
that he had
had any
idea of telling Quelch what he knew
—little as any fellow liked Fishy or
his ways. But they all wondered
how on earth Fishy was going to

axﬂl;in,

t Fishy's cute and spry brain
had been at work. Fishy had thought
of a stunt that he guessed and reck-
oned would see him through. Fishy
had cudpelled that cute, spry brain
to some Eurpuu, and he was ready
for Queleh.

“It’a like this, sir,” he cxplained.
“X hﬁlm smréing up hard, undt gol a
special tip from t r, too, sir,
hﬁuﬁe Il:mute& to mp: ﬂ handsome
donation to the war hospital box,

Ei]#---!J

“What?” Quelch ejaculated, and
the Removites gasped. If Fishy was
giving anything away, it was a new
oue on the Remove. .

“That's how, eir!” said Fisher T,
Fish glibly. “When I raised as much
as five pounds, sir, I turned it into a
five-pound note, to aliP into, the box
in tha hall, sir. That's why I never
mentioned it—I guessed it would look
like sort of bounce, eir, if 1 mentioned
that I was putting a fiver into the
box, all in ona heap, sir.”

“Oh I said Mr. Queleh.

The Remove fellows gazed at Fishy.

Not a man in the Bemove belioved o
word of all this. They wondered

whether Quelch did.
There was a IEiﬂpaum before the

varions small change

Remove master g again. His eyes
seemed almost pierce Fisher T.
Fiak, But Fishy was quite cool.

“If that utntemntﬂ t iz correct, Fﬁh":
it is very meritorious on r part,
said Mr. Quelch at last. £ )

“ Mebbe, sir. A pguy don’t like to
hr;g of what he’s going to do,” said
Fisher T. Fish calmly. :
the fiver's missing, sir, I got to let it
ont. What hurts me most ia that I
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can't put it in the bex while it'a
missing. ;
“QOh, wake me up !” murmured Bob
Cherry. “I'm dreaming this!¥
ajin Mr. Quelch scanned Fisher
T. Fish with penetrating eyes, :
* Novertheless, Fish, you should
have mentiomed this when yon were
ueationed by your headmaster,” said
r. Quelch, *“But if Jour intention
was as you state—" Hea pansed.
“You eay that you actually saved
five pounds to contribute to the

hoagitall}mx?"
44 -E ‘I

The ove fellows looked at Fishy
—and at one another—apeechless!
Fisher T. Fish's statement seemed to
have taken away the breath of the
whole Form.

Thers was another Bﬁmme. Quelch
did not trust his Fishy very much.
Btill, if Fishy had intended to make
such n handsome donation to the war
hospital fund. for which there was
a collecting-box at Greyfriars School,
it was undoubtedly, sa he had said,
very meritorions of Fishy.

“Yon say that the banknote is
missing, Fish?" he asked, changing
the subject.

“ Tagjn I left it in my stm.'t;r, gir,
and w I went back for it, 1t was

ne

gone.

Mr. Queleh started.

“Yon do not mean that Iy-:m Bt
poee that it was purloined, Fish?™ he
exclaimed.,

“I guees it never walked away, sir.”

“ Answer me plainly I¥ snapped the
Remove master. * yOu suppose
that the banknote you mention waa
taken by another boy, or not?™

“I know it was,” said Fisher T.
Fish, “and I every E‘n;r in the
Form knows it, toe. 'When a guy
who never has any money begins
spending pounds right left, a
paloot kEnows what to think, sir.”

“Beaat!” breathed Billy Bunter.

“Doea that mean that yom suspect
some particular boy, Fish?” asked
Mr. Quelch icily. :

“Yep! -Bunter was in my study
when 1 got back after seeing the
Head on Monday, sir. he went
I missed the bankmote. I want Jnn
to tell that guy to hand it back, air.”

There was a deep-drawn breath in

{Continued on next page.)
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the Remove. It was out now—and
the matter was in officin] hands.
Many eyes turned on Bunter.
The Owl's fat fauce was crimeon.
But he did not, to most eyes, look a

eyilty man.
“Bunter " rapped Mr. Quelch,
“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“1 never—-"

“Were you in Fisl's study at that
time as he states?.

“I only went there for one of his
old mewspapers, to light my atud
fire, sir,” wailed Bunter. "I tol
him ac, and he was too jolly mean to
let me have an old newspaper,
though he got them all for nothing."”

“You were there?”

“Ye-e-es, sir!”

“ Did you see the banknote?"

“No " howled Bunter.

“I do not believe for one moment,
Bunter, that you have taken it. But
I must make & rigid inguiry into
this. Have you the numhber of the
note, Fish?"

“Yep, sir. 00012468. I guess I
always take numbers.” oy o

“Then it will be easy to identify, if
found. You will now tell me what
reason you have for suspeetin
Bunter of an act of dishonesty,” sal
Mr. Quelch sternly. “His presence
in the study, which he has explained,
iz not a sufficient reason. Tweo
other boys share the study with you—
indeed, T was myself in your ﬂtudg
that day, once in your presence, an
again after vow went down to the
headmaster. What reason -

“Ask Bunter where he's got the
money from that he's been apending
right and left since L!uudayﬂ, air,”
sald Fisher T. Fish doggedly. * Every
fellow here knows.”

“Bunter! Have you spent an un-
nsual amount of money this week?"”

“0Oh dear! I mean, no, sir.?

“Wharton! Are you aware whether
guch iz the ecase?” Mr. Quelch

turned to Lis head boy.

THE MAGNET

“I haven't secn Bunter spending
any money, eir,” eaid Harry.
lie junior captain hardly knew

what to say. But that, certainly,
was true.

“Aw, nuts!” yapped Fisher T.
Fish. *“Ain’t he been standing feeda

in his study all the week? Ain't he

been floating in jam? Ain't he spent

pounds and pounds? Search me ™
“Is that true, Bunter?”

“Oh! No! I—I may have stood a
spread in my study, sir,” gasped
unter. *“I—I haven't been spending

any money, sir—I haven't had any.”

“You pot the tuck for mothing,
what ?” jeered Fisher T. Fish.

“Yes, you beast I hooted Bunter.

“Aw, can it!”

“Bilence, Fish! Now, Bunter,
answer me-!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
“Have yon had any unusual supply
of—of comestibles this week?”

“I—I may have had, sir!” gasped
Bunter. *“l1—the—the fact is, sir, 1
—1I was expecting a postal order, and
—and it came, sir—"

“What 1”

“I—I mean it—it never came, gir !”
gasped Bunter, in a hurry.

“Upon my word! Bunter, where
did youn obtain the moncy you have
spent at the school shop? Amnswer
me at once !”

#1—I—I haven't spent anmy, sir!”

wailed Bunter, “I — 1 —1I —1I
never—"
“Canned beef, and jam, and
ickles, and  Tiscunits!™ enorted
isher T. Fish. “I guess they cost
money !

“ Bunter, tell me this instant how
oun obtained the articles to which
ish refera!™

“Oh lor'! I—I—1 found them,
gir 1" gasped Bunter.

“You found them ' execlaimed Mr.
Quélch, in a petrifying voice.

“Ye-e-es, gir "

“ Where?” thundered the Remove
master.

“Yarrooh! Look out.
gir! . . . Oh, help!"

Yes, it's Billy Dunter,
world’s fattest and funniest
achoalboy, aguin! Meet
him pow!
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“In—in—in-a snitease, sir!”

“A—a—a snitcase!” Tepeated Mr.
Quelch, like a man in & dream. * You
have the absurdity, the impudence,
to tell me that you found a large
gquantity of foodatuffs in a suitecase?”

“Yes, gir ! pasped Bunter. *I--I
hagpeueﬂ to find a key, sir, and—
and it happened to—to fit that suit-

case, sir—and—and I wondered what
Fighy had in it, eir, so I—I looked—
and when I found it was stacked with
grub, sir, I—I—X thought it wonld
serve him right if I—I ate it, sir!™
Sensation in the Remove room !
There was a long moment of dead
silence after Billy Bunter's uunex-
peoted and startling confeasion.
It was broken by Fisher T. Fish.
“Gee-whiz 1" gasped Fishy.

VERY FIERCE FOR FIEHY !
MR. QUELCH stood with a

dumbfounded expression on
hia face.

The Remove fellows just stared.

Not a fellow had thought, or
dreamed, of such an explanation of
the fat Owl's sudden and unlimited
supply of tuck! Least of all had
Fisher T. Fish—or wild horses would
not have dragged him to raise the
subject with Mr. Quelch.
ishy was fairl overwhelmed.

He \‘:in-.'lE:r*s’t:uuu:u:l57 now what bhad
become of that lost key! He under-
stoocd whence Bunter had drawn his
mysterious supplies! He had not

inched a fiver and blown it! He
Ea.d been helPing himaelf from Fishy's
gecret store !

Fishy saw it all now! 8o, unfortu-
nately, did everybody else—including
his Ez:-m-masteri

Mr. Queleh’s explession was grow-
ing quite terrifying.

‘E"}all, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “So that—that’s it!”

“A food hoard!” breathed Johnn
Bull. “And in my study! I'll
smash Fishy up into little pieces
after class!’

“Leave some for me!" breathed
“I want some of him to
smasgh 1

“The worm !™

“ The terrific toad !”

«#gilence in the class!” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch, finding his voice at last.
“Bunter! You say that you found
a large quantity of foodstuffs packed
in a snitcase? To whom does that
guitcase belong?”

- *PFighy, sir!

“Where is it now?"”

“In Fishy's atu-%r, eir 1

“Wharton! KEindly go at once and
bring down the suitcase from Study
No., 14.7

“Yes, sir!” said Harry. _

“J—I—I guess I'll fetch it, air!™
exclaimed Fisher T. Fish. "I guess
I know jest where to lay hands on
that sootcase, sir—"

“Stay where you are, Fish I thun-
dered Mr. Quelch. “Do not dare to
attempt to leave this Form-room!
Wharton, go at once ™

Harry Wharton went at once!

There was a buzz in the Remove
room fs he went! It was all cleac
enotigh now, and the looks that the



Remove fcllows gave the wretched
Fishy were fearfuily expressive,
Fishy could have groaned. Ex-
ressive looks had little effect on him.
did not care a whole lot what the
fellows thought of him. They had
never thought much! But trounble
was coming! He was going to lose
his hoard, which had coet him twenty
dollare—some of it, evidemtly, was
lost already! He was mot going to
be able to take that cute gmnut-mn
to dodge what might fall upon
others. And he was going to be

wh ! He could see that in
ngﬂ‘ggg eye!

And even that was not all! For
Fishy realised, at laat, that he had
been on the wromg track! Bunter
had not had that fiver! Bunter
had not, as he had supposed, been
epending a lot u&emumtuck!

unter not n an
money at all! He had ﬂmg tuﬂi
for nothing! All Fishy's convincing
evidence t Bunter {m& had that
fiver faded away like a mirage. ;

Who had had it—what had become
of it—remained a mysteryl But
Fishy’s suspicion that Bunter had had
it was now very faint. At all events,
it was certain mow that Bunter had
not nt it on tuck. He had not
needed to! Fishy had supplied him
wi&]; thapw tl-:;ck—— or nuthérigl

rton was not long gone.
He mrE'E back with a bi anf heavy
suitcase—not quite so heavy, how-
ever, as when nter had first dis-
covered it in Study No. 14.

“Js that the suitcase, Bunter?”
asked Mr. Quelch in & deep voice.

Ty et suit "

éuitcase your Ppropercy.
Figh P* :

It was scarcely cable to deny
it, with the name “F. T, Fish " on
the smitease, plain for all eyes to

read.
"« Yep ! ed Fishy.

“You have the to this suitcase,
Bunter 7 rapped Mr. Quelch. " Hand
it to me immediately.”

Billy Bunter handed over the key—
sorrowfully ! He had raided, so. iar,
hardly & third of the contents of that
suitcase! But he had raided his laat
raid! The horn of plenty was going
to run dry! _

In the midst of a breathlesa silence
in the Remove-room, Mr. Quelch
inserted the key in the locks, one
after the other, and unlocked the
suitcase. He raised the lid.

“Qh!® came a gasp from the
Remove.

They craned their heads to atare
into that suibcase ! : :

Mr. Quelch gazed into it, with
elinting eyes.

Bunter’s raids had depleted the
store considerably. But there was a
lot left. Canned foods of all sorts
and kinds; pots of jam, tins of
hiscuita—all sorts of thmtf! Even
after Bunter’s raids, CEC WAS
enough left to last any ordinary
fnl!ul-:}r a month ! i - -

“ Upon my word !” said Mr. Quelch,

He glanced at Fisher T. Flﬁ%.

“For what reason, Fish, have
sveretly purchased and stored this
immense quantity of food in your
gtudy?” he inquired, in a.rumbling
voice.

EVERY SATURDAY

“I—I—I gucss—" mumbled
Fisher T. Fish,

His voice trailed away, There was,
in fact, nothing that Fisher T. Fish

could say—for what ke had dome it
for was plain enongh!

He laid in that huge store for
bis own behoof, if things went badly
eelfak, oept; wholly Lud suldly ‘of

, wholly and so0 0
hivsll: d d

Not only was sauch a thing unheard
of at Greyfriars School—but it was
actually an infraction of the law!

The thunder in Quelch’s speaking
countenance was simply terrifying.
Fisher T. Fish quaked all throug
his bony n. His precautiohs
were, in point of fact, useless as well
as mean, for no such scarcity as he
dreaded. was ever likely to oceur.
But that was only one more of the
many miscalculations of the spry and
cute Fishy!

“Stand out before the Form,
Fish I said Mr. Quelch.

The Remove master picked up a
cane from his desk.

Fighor T. Fish almost -crawled out
before the Form.

“These articles™ — Mr. Quelch
pointed to the suitcase with the cane
—"“will be confiscated, Figh! I shall
order them to be sent to the Homse-
dame, for nse in the hounsehold! You,
I shall punish very severely.”

“I—I—I * mumbled the
wretched Fishy.

“Bend over that desk!”

In the lowest apirits, Fisher T.
Fish bent over the desk. _

irl!r. Quelch swished the cane in the
E -

It came down six times in sue-
cession, with a seriea of cracks like
pistol-shots | _

At every crack there was a wild
howl from Fishy.

The Remove fellows looked on
grimly. (Generally there was
sympathy for a fellow getting six.
Iﬂg -there was no s athy for
Fishy! If Queloh had e it sixty,
instead of six, there would have been
none.

Whap ! came the sixth swipe.

“Wow |” ecame Fishy’s dismal howl.

Mr. Quelch laid down the came.

“I trust,” he said, “that that will
be o warning to {ou, Fish! Take
heed of it, or it will be repeated more
aaverel:{."

“3:’ Ooogh! Wow[”

“@o to your place I”

Fishy lim his place.

Mr. Queleh closed the suitcase and

laced 1t behind his desk—to be taken

empty to Study No. 14 after the

contents had been handed over to
the House-dame!

Then he looked at Bunter.

u elch, to his relicf,
did not order him to stand out
before the Form.

“You will take a hundred lines,
Bunter ! said Mr. Quelch, after a

pause.

“QOhb, yes, sirl”

“And now,” said Mr. Quelch, “it
remains to discover what has become
of the banknote that iz missing!
When this class is dismissed, the
whole Form will go to their studies,
and I shall accompany them. The
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missing note must be searched for
till found. We sliall mow procecd
with the lesson I

And the Remove, at last, procecded
with the lesson,

FOUND—AND LOST !

& ENRY’'S got his teeth into
it !I* murmured Bob Cherry.
Bob was right,
Henry Samuel Quelch had!

After class, the whole Remove
marched np te the Remove e,
Mr. Quelch accompanied them

there with a grim countenance.

A banknote was missing in the
Remove quarters—and that knote
was going to be found, if Henry
had comb the Remove studies
wi;:qh a small comh for 111: P

0 supposcd any longer
Bunter had gﬂ-ﬂ it—mnot evem Fiehy.
What bad become of it was just a
mystery—which Mr, Quelch, if he
could, was Eoin to elucidate!

Mr, Queleh stalked up the Bemove
gasaagut-a Study No. 14, He beckoned
o the three owners of that study—
Fishy, Johnny Bull, and Squifi—to
follow him in. The rest of the Form
remained in the passage in a_ state
of rather breathless expectation,

“The banknote, it a TS, Was
loat in this stndy,” said Mr, Quelch,
“Neither of you has seen anything
of it P"

“No, sir | said Squiff and Johnny
Bull.

“It would appear,” said Mr.
Quelch, - “that it hos been taken
away! But before we allow any
such dreadful smspicion to enter oumy
minds, we must ascertain, beyond
the shadow of a doubt, that it 1e
rea];,y gone. Fish!”

“Yep!” mumbled Fishy.

“Youn have said that you left that
banknota inm this study when you
were sent down to the headmaster.
Where did you lenve it?"

Fiaher T. Fish hesitated. He was
nnwilling to enter into ]iarl:inn]lm on
that point if he could help it.

“ Answer me at once, Pish| Point
out thé exact spot where you left
that five-pound notc!” rapped Mr.
Quelch. ;

“In—in—in & nonspaper,
gasped Fishy,

“In o newspaper!” repeated Mr.

elch, “Are you telling me, Fish,

t you left a banknote for five
pounds in o news o o

#J—I jest slipped it there, sir, till
~till I had time to put it away !
mumbled Fisher T. Fish,

*1 connot understand so utterly
careless and thoughtless an action !”
suapped Mr. Quelch. “Is the news-
paper still here? Do yom mean one
of that pile that you Lave collceted
to f!i!l “!E waste papexr?”

£ 'E'P‘ ik

“Tho pile that was in the study,
in the same place on the box-zeat,
when I came here to take you to the
Head 7" exclaimed Mr, Quelch,

“Bure [Z

“Bless my soul I

The three juniors in the stndy and
a crowd of fellows in.the
looked at their Form-master. They

Tae Maexrr Lerang.—No. 1,655,
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could see that a startling thought
had’ shot into his mi.nﬂ-—ﬁmj' could
not puess what.

“In which nowsgapar did you slip
the banknote, Fish ™ exelaimed Mr.
Qm:-I"u}:. “Was it the top one of the

ile ¥

S ept”

“Then it iz probable that the
matter may be easily explained!”
anapped the Remove master, -*° Follow
me

He stalked out of Study No. 14,
the juniors in the passage makin
room for him _
erowd followed him down to Btudy
No. 1—and, to the general astonish-
ment, he stepped into that study.

* Wharton I

“Yes, sir!” gaid Harry blankly.

“The man from Courtfield has not
vet been hers to repair the study
windew, I sec. Has that .uewspﬂgr
remained tacked up over the broken
paue ever since I directed you to
place it there on Monday evening?”

“Yes, sir,” answered the ecaptain
of the Remove in wonder. *“We're
keeping it there till a new pane 1s
put in."

“Quite so ! .

Mr. Quelch stepped to the window
of Btudy No. 1.

The Remore crowd fairly goggled
at him as he jerked the newspaper off
the tacks with which Bob Cherry had
secured it.

He turned to the stariui juniors
with the newspaper in his hand

“You may remember, Wharton,
that I handed you this newspaper to
be fastened over the broken pane in
vour window,” he said,

“Yesg, sir.” .

“I had noticed the pile of old
newspapers in Fish's atudy. I went
to that study to obtain a paper for
the purpose I

Ak h !J}

“ Naturally,” said Mr. Quelch, *1
picked up the top one irom the pile.”

* Gee-whiz IV

* According to Fish’'s statement, he
had slipped his banknote into the
top newspaper on that pile. If that
was the case, it must have been this
newspaper !

“0h, my gnsped Harry
Wharton,

He understood mow. 8o did the
rest of the Remove, and there was 4
chuckle in the passage as the juniors
watched Mr. Queleh unfold that
uewspaper,

He opened the pages, and shook
them.

A crisp elip of paper rustled out
and came to rest on the study table.
It was a five-pound note!

“Aw, wake snakez!” breathed
Figher T. Fish.

“The nuraber of this note,” said
Mr. Quclch, taking it up, “ie
00012468. That is the number you
gave me, Fish, This banknote is
yours

Fisher T. Fish's eycs aanced as he
Leld out a bony claw for the fiver.

He lived again!

He had -lost his food hoard. He
had had a whu;:‘pin% But he had
found his fiver at last. TIts er
rustlec was music to his eara! e

Tre Macxer Lrary.—No. 1,665,
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to pass. Thie* whole
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almost clutched it from his Form-
master's’ hand,

“The matter,” said Mr. Quelch, "is
now cleared up. It was Fish’'s own
foolish ¢arclessness with the banknote
that caused it to be lost. You may
tack thid paper up again, Wharton,
to remain wuntil the glazier comes
from Conrtfield to mend the window.
Fish 1

“Yep ' bleated Fisher T. Fish,

It was for the moment a happy
Fish. His sharp eyes gloated over
the fiver in his bony claw.

“I am not wholly satisfied, Fish,

=ith your explanation of how that
pum of money came into your eg-
gion,” said Mr. Quelch. “But I am
satisfied, and indeed %raatiﬂe-d, with
the way in which you have expressed
your intention of disposing of it.”

“Dh gir 1" pas Fishy,
Hea h{:ﬂpﬁaed ag rﬁfi If Q?ue]ch
foncied that that fiver was going

thmuih the slot in the war hospital
box, he had another guess coming.
Fishy was only waiting for Quelch to
go before he parked that fiver in »
safe place. £
{Continued on page 28.)

HIS week I have had a bouguet

in the shape of a letter from

s reader living in Neweastle-

on-

Office, Boys and Girls!" is excellent.

I always turn to that firat., The

more there is of it, the better I am

leased.” Well, 8o long as you

ellows like to read this feature I will
always be pleaged to write it.

The first query this week comes

from Jack Baker, of Chigwell Row,

who asks me: “Should we like one -

friend more than another?”

Human life goes on best by each

-of us devoting most of his affection

te 8 few ple, and certainly we
cought to like one friend better than
another, so long as we like that friend
for the right things. If one has more
love and tenderness and faithiulness
and honour than another, we should
naturally love him or her for these
things more than we love someone
else who has leas of them. It is right
that love should be rewarded by love,
and cheerfulness by cheerfulness,
This very fact lelps and encourages
people to show their best side to the
world, which would be scarcely worth
while if people were just as fand of
us whether we were kind or not. One
of the most important facts in our
lives is that our qualities call forth
the same qualities in other people.

Every now and apgain 1 queries
from readers concerning tﬁtvalua of
certain coins, but I am sorry to say
that I cennot always answer these
g?erim as & great deal depends on

e condition of the coin, and even
the sliphtest of differences om a coin
alter the value. Coins can only be
valued if they are seen by an expert,
which is why I invariably tell
readers to seek the advice of some-
one at their local museum.

Alan Reading, of Bow, an en-
thusiastic “ Magnetite,” tells me that
he has a very white face, which
brings down upon him & good deal of

ne, who says: “* Come Into the

"Saturday.

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him :
* Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Editor of the

E.C4

chiaff from his companions, My chium
ia veéry regentful about his beinz the
subject of these stupid and un-
entlemanly jests, and wants me to
fl:lI him -of some remedy for his white
ace.

The whiteness of my young friend’s
features iz dne to the poverty of his
bleod, which is lacking in those
minute bodies known as red cor-
puscles. What Alan wants to do is
to get & few more of these red cor-
Pusel&a inte his veins, The best way
in which he ean do this is to be out
in the fresh air as ‘frequently as

ible, taking as much exercise as
e can, and also fo sii%lhﬂy increase
the guantity of meat he at present
eats. But exercise in the open air
iz the great thing my chum needs,
and which lic must go in for.

The next guestion iz: What's in
score for- next weeck? The long,
complete yarn of the chums of Grey-
friars is entitled :

“RUN OUT OF GREYFRIARS!*
By Frank Richards.

As usual, you'll find this ular
author right on the top of his form,
and once yon begin this yarn you
won't want to put it down umtil
you've read every line of it. Who it
is that is “run out” of Greyfriacs.
I will leave you to find out mnext
You're booked for a first-
class atory of the type that Frank
Richards knows how to write so well.
An excellent number of the “Grey-
frints Herald ” Las been prepared for
this special issne.

A final word. To those of you who
have shifted nway from your regnlar
newsagent, my advice is to £l1 in the
Order Form on Eﬂg‘& 23 of this issue
and hand it to the nearest mewsagent
in your new district. This is the
only way to make smre of getting the
Magxer regularly each week. Bo,
till we meet agoain,

Clicerio, chuma,
YOUR EDITOR,
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fame if ke can only overcome his
rather stupid habit of writing the
rotten things in Greek. (Sarry, but
I've just discovered that he will not
do this, owing to having heen dead
1,500 years.)

I wunderstand there’s a beaunty
chorus in this picce, comsisting of
Loder, Carne, and Walker. I
imagine it must be o musical comedy.
Wingate plays Hecuba, Gwynne
plays Polyxena, and Coker _
saxophone. The play ends with a
gkirt-dance by the company.

Actually, of eourse, it’s only a bit
of swank by the Sixth Form Greek
Class. At
Remove gave a French
Wibley’s idea, and the.
Wibley, apd Bmithy-did the thing.
We kept it dark that it woas only a
burlesque. We called it “L'can
d'0r,” and it was simply a lot of
gibberish—all we vrchearsed were the
actions of the play. On the night of
the performance we epoke very
quickly, and as much like French as
we could, with a lot of “ongs™ and
“hongs * and “voilas.” And it went
like a breeze!

. Monsienr Charpentier
looked - completely be-
wildered. S50 did
Quelch, But all the
distinguished  wvisitors
checred like. mad, and
said whot a remarkabl

ood play it was, ‘anc
ow full of sense. Of
course, we had a pain-
ful interview with
Quelch afterwards, but
it was worth it.

By the way, I hear
that Mr. Richard
Nugent, the well-known author, has
written o play about Bf. Sam’s,
and this will be acted by the
Second Form Thespians in  due
eourge. Only the firat act of the pla
will he put in rehearsal, as Beco
Form plays never get beyond Act No.
1 before they dissolve into a .fight
with the audience.- So it's a waste
of time to learn more. -

- Mr. Nugent himself will play Dr.
Birchempll, and be is now busy on
the problem of finding a long beard.
We saw Lim looking wistiully at the
tail of old Cobb, the carrier’s horse,
yesterday, and if we could give the
animal a tip, we should say * Horsey,
keep your tail on 1%

Iailu Cecil Re inaldﬂdTﬂp]e thiﬂ
trying to get a play produced in the
Upper Fourth. " He favours' a well-
known mystery play called “The
Golden Goat.” He will naturally act
the goat. TIn fact, he'll do that,
whatever play is chosen.

That'’s all, children !

]glay. It was

'Bye !

They say “constant dripping wears
away a stone,” but Bunter I?ved on
dripping for a month and was & stone
heavier at the end of it. No gense in
these old proverbs, iz there?

plays the

o end of last term, the

amous Five,.

A Play by Wibley:
DIRE DISGRACE!

A Tragedy, written after
the style of Shakespeare.
but much hetter.

Scene: Big Hall at Greyfriars.
Dr. Locke stands on the platform,
fingering a birch. . The whele. school
is pathered in humshed expectation.
Tee "‘Heap: Friends, ritonas,

countrymen, lend me your earsa!
I come to punish Nugent, vot to
praise him, -

The evil he hath done disgraceth him’

Before mine eyés, and in thé gimlet
orba )

Of his most worthy master, name of
QHﬂlﬂh; ;

I read his condemuation.

Thou knowest well

That at the very witching hour of
night :

This Nugent stirr'd from slumber
and crept forth

Upon the tiles, and straightway from
the sehool

1) - [* h
b = t ‘
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He made o hee-line to the Fishers
Three.

1sr Scmooruoy : If "twere so, ‘twere
8 gricvous fault, .

And tgriwmm]y ghall Nugent answer
1.

rp ScmoorBoy : Mark ye his eyes
are red with weeping.

Tre Heap: And caught red-handed

in th' unhallowed act, :
Thia Nugent had no words to justify
His dirty deeds! O woeful day!
This ]'Tﬂ.s the noblest jumior of them
all.
Oh, what a fall was there, my
countrymen !
Now bring him forth and let him
taste the birch »
And apee how Le enjoyeth that,
withal.
(Nugent is brought forth.)

Novaesr: Most potent, grave, and
reverend” Dr. Locke,

That I have sinned indeed I do
confegs, o '

In that I roge at midnight from my
couch

And ventur'd out.

Yet prithee take my oath.
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I mode no errapd to the Fighers
Three,

Nor eke Cross Keys, nor any other

Pub; S A
Indeed, the head and fromt of my
- offending
Was b‘il_‘jfsl to stop another reckless
ou
Fr{mj; breaking bounds, and by ime
~pessiohed words
Persuade him to return to slumber
sweet.

{ This, this was all.

Tae Hein: Do you believe this
nongense, my dear Quelch?

Quercs : Nay, give me leave to apeak.
I do submit.

That this ingenious tale is but the
breath

Of idle faney. Were I in Nngent's
place

I mklgld.‘}i a . tale unfold of thiz same

ind,

And sinee he doth incontinent refuse

To give the name of him who
journey’d forth i

Uponr th' unhallowed errand, he
must stand !

The very full and bitter consequenes;

Tee Heap: Thou hast well aaid.
And, Nugent, mark my word,

If thou hast tears, prepare to shed
them now. ;

And thou, my worthy Gosling, old

__of years,

Take up this boy.

Nvuegyr : Nay, nay!
shall 1ot be!
Ob; I could weep my spirvit from my

It must not,

eyes,

The bitterness that risca in wmy

. breast .

O’erpowers me, Nugent,. thou’rt
gone | _

I die of shame! (He dies of shame.)

(Nugent miner rushes up the Hall)

Nuvaent Mixor : Frank, speak to me
-Alas, that ashy face,

Those frozem oyes; that limp and
lifeless hand |

Adieu, dear brother! Thou hast.
given thyself

For my unworthy sake. I was the
little sweep

Who sallied forth last night to Joey

. Banks.

I left my sin to thee. It is too
mu{.'-h:r

Bemorse has sloin me. ©Oh, I die, T

dic ! (He dies of remorse.)

Tre Heap : Dear me, this is & some-
what drastio end

To what was really .but o trifiing
thing.

{Harry Wharlon rushes up the Hall)

WHARTON ; Unjus_t, suspicion hath
upjustly ta‘en

The life of one who vever did ne
harm.

And my best pal and fairest chum
has pone '

In carly youth to that far bourme
from whenece X

No htl‘ﬁ._‘lfﬂ]!&_i." veturns, I'1l follow
11,

And seek him theree, and soy
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1 died of indignation at their act.
' '-SHe dies of indignation.
(Cherry, Bull, and Inky stand out.

Creany : My friends and comrades,
have we hearts of flint

To semd eur chums alone and un-
supported

Along this gloomy valley of oblivion?
Brin: Nay, Heaven forbid! They
bockon us; and we

Will shufie off thiz mortal coil .as
well.

The shufleness is
(41l die.)

Mr, Qrercr: Now I am justly paid
for mine own treachery.
I am the¢ eause of thie; vea, I alone,
Beeause T would not take the word
of onc .
who ue'er deceived me yet.
Well, It what will be, be.
I, too, muat pay the price. My
friends, farewell.

Hunuer SINGE :
tervific,

Tue Heap: My dear Queleh, pray

refleet
Mz, Quence: H‘ui’, prither say no
more, I die, I die! (He dies.)
Mi. Prour: Well, this is really

maost astnniahin:%.
Unprecedented, and ynparalleled,
However. since the fashion so de-
mands—— {Lays down and dies.)

Gosrixa: Wot I ses, most reverend
doctor, is this ‘cre:
‘undred wears—well,

less—"ave passed

Siner 1 first came to Greyfriars.

Now, at last

Two more or

I think I'd better die. Well, ‘ere

we go! {Dies.)

Tue Hran (bastily): Dismiss the
achool !

Weo'll have no more of this. But in
the privacy

Of mine own ‘study, with no eye to
watch,

1'il die in comfort and sceurity.

(He totters away. The schoolboys
troop out and die-fn fwos and threes
about the Quad.)

CuRTAIN.

MY FAVOURITE PLAY!

WIBLEY : " Bafling the Bookie,”
by W. Wibley. (All rights reserved.)

SRINNER : “The Rond to Ruin,”
n poignant dramn of the fate which
awaits eads who kick over the tracea.
I saw it in the Vae, and wept all
night, '

GOSLING : “Back to Methuselah,”
by Bernard Shaw. It's all about a
man wob determined to live three
‘undred yeard, and did it, It'll be a

. ke Bl

‘HORACE COEER acts
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eraod fart{: yenrs before I'm- as old as
‘e was. (P.8.—S8mithy collected these
answers, and I have grave doubts
about some of ‘em.—Ep.) ]

DUTTON : Eh? -

.BOLEOVER MAJOR: “The Good-
Natured Man,” by Oliver Goldsmith,
a sweet ];ia:,r, full of gentleness and
charm, which I simply adore. (Fan
me !-—ED.) | )

FISHY : " Tone of Mouey.” 'I guesa
I ain't scén it, because the galoots
wonldn’t give me a free pass, but I
reckon that hite me where I liye.
Sure !

HURREE SINGH : “All’'s Wellful-
negs That Ends Wellfully,” by
Shakespeare Sahib. _

WHARTON : Any play that I'm
net acting.

VERNON-SMITH : “Uncle Tom's
Cabin,” hy Mra. Stowe, because it's
the only play in which I ever had a
»art. was the “DBay of a blood-

nd (off stage),” and was word-
perfect from the siart.

PLAYS, CONCERTS, ETC.

BIG HALL. At end of term. The
Sixth Form present HECUBA, b
EURIPIDES. Great All-Star Attrac-
tion. Stupendous spectacle. Featur-
ing Gerald Loder and his Gang in
gkirts, You muet nob - misa it.
‘Popular prices. Box Office open any
ﬂl:f_ time. Tomatoes and other fruit
forbidden, by order.

WOODSHED. To-morrow night.

GRAND SMOKING CONCERT.
TJuniors only: no prefeets admitted.
TICEETS F]EEIH . HAROLD

SEINNER, 1z ecach, including free
cigarettes, Cheap exenrsions from
the BOX-EOOM WINDOW at 10.30
p.o Apply Study. Ne. 11

BIG HALL. Grent attraction.
FOR ONE NIGHT ONLY.. Per-
gonal appearance of PAUL PROUT
in jawbone solos ou “The Rocky
Mowntains.” Plenty of seats, AD-
MISSION FREE, but not compnul-
zory, thank poodness. Strell np any
time apd get an carful.

REMOVE DOBM. After lighta-
onl TO-NIGHT., WILLIAM WIB-
LEY will give a SHAKESPEARIAN
REPERTOIRE (whatever that is).
Pillows, eabbages, Eﬁ%l' ete., for sale
at the FISH AMMUNITION CO.,
Study No. 14 Come to bed ear]y
and liave the time of wour life.

ALL OYER THE PLACE. Daily.
_ the fool.
Watch our Champion Chump for a
good langh, free, gratis, and for nix.

BIG HALL End of term.

HAMLET, by the Bemove. Aveid it!

Queleh, with

OQUT OF GREYFRIARS!

THE TUCK-HOARDER!

(Continued from page 28.)

But Queleh was not gone yet.
“In view of.this,” continued Mr.
uiet grimness, “I shall
allow the mag_ier to rest where ib is.
You mn;j' now oome with me, Figh "
“Eh?

““You :ﬁn{' accompany . me down-
stairs and- place that five-pound note
in the war hospital box1®
C“Wha-a-tf"

“As you have stated te be your
‘jntention—"

(13 Dh gum‘[ﬂ‘

“And I am sure that your Form-
fellows will- express a prgﬁr appreci-
ation of your liberality, Fish!" said.

Mr, Queleh grimly.
Fisher T. Fish did not answer,
He couldn’t.

He limped down the stairs after
his Form-master. There was no
help for it. It was like lhaying a
tooth out—or rather, five teeth out!
But Fizhy waa for it! And the
banknote was duly pushed through
the slot in the hospital box—Fishy's
eyes following it, as it went, with
s mournful gaze,

In the Remové passage, there was

¥ la roar.

“Ha; ha; hal”

“T gay, yon fellows—he, he, he!”
%uxgm Billy Bunter. “He, he,
e !

‘e kin't Quelelh a downy  bird 7

sped Bob -ﬂherrf'. “Did he know
ﬁat Fishy was pulling his leg? Ha,
ha, ha '

“THd he?” chuckled the Bounder.
. “Ha, ha, ha!”

‘When Fisher T, Fish erawled back
to the Remove Easaage. Johuny Bull
and Squiffi both gave up the iden
of slaughtering him for parking a
food loard in their stndy.

Fishy looked as if he had lad
enough, He looked, indeed, as if he
had had too much! He limped into
the passage, groaning as he limped.
He gazed at the yelling Removites
with a luck-lustre eye, :

“Gee-whiz !” groaned Fishky. “This

iz fierce! T'l11 tell a man, this is
gure fierce I
“Hn, ha, ha!” i
Jevver get le-il‘t, Fishy

“Ha, ha, hal il

The Remove passage fairly rocked
with langhter.

Fisher T. Fish did not laugh, He
did not even smile, He looked like
that ancient mounarch who was deter-
mined never to smile again. But
everybody else yelled—and it was
agreed in the Remove that the joke
of the term was Fishy's fiver,

THE END. )

'ﬁ(ﬂem! week's super story of Harry
Wharton & Co. is entitled; “RUN
] Make
sure of your Miaexer by ordering it
NOW!)
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