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ARE YOU NERVOUS ? 30 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.
If ¥ou ave nervous or sensitive, suffer from involun.

Facked Free. Caniace Puid. No deposit reguired,
tary Diushing, nervous ndigeslion, constipation, lack

MEAD GCoventry Flyers
of self-eonfidense, will power, o wmind concentration,

iWarranfed 1y Vears. P'uncture Resisting or Dunlo
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vou absolute seliconflbenee. Ne drugs, appliances, Prompt delivery. No advance in prices.

or belts, Bend at once ¥ peony stawps for particalacs Wrlte te-day for m Catalo anel Sderd
of my guarantesd cure i 12 days — GODFRY ¥ Fider "'l-""'Eillh \ful?ﬂil“ peciad Ofer,

Freior-Ssive, 472 lmwperial Duildings, Ludgate M E CYCLE CO., n!“lﬂﬂ H.
A 11 Paradise Si, Liverpool
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The ““LORD ROBERTS"

—Catapult, with Shot. 1/)-. Caich hirds
Po R I alive Traps, 1/6, 2/-, 2/6 each. Bird Lime,
4cd. tim. our Lategst Wire Puzzler, 6d. ALl

@ post free— WICKS BROS, NORWICH,
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100 CONJURING TRICKS, 7,010 o . AnnaEs P18 .
S Money-making Secrets (worth £20) and 1081 more -:Eul]_] thifonis ".II, |, tiniils, 'j"-d; I EE 10y Hﬁﬂuhnﬂ-lﬁ' '['.I!B-t-l‘.‘d and finished. :Mﬂj be F.‘ﬂ]‘r_lf'd n the
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nge 100 yards. Targets 9d. per 100. Noiseless Ball
Cartridpes, 1/- per 100, Shot, 1/6 per 100, Send forlist,
CROWN CUN WORKS, 8, Whittall Street, BIRMINGHAM,

VENTRILOQUISM ; easy method, Astonish s
mystify vour driecds. Also 40 Trieks with Cards  The
whole of the above lot sent post feee, 6. ; Three Lots for
1s.— Dwpt. G, T. W. HARRISON, 235, Pentonville
Road, London, N,

IF YOU WANT Gogd Cheap Photographic Material
or Camerasg. send posicard for Samples
and Catalogus FREE —-Works: JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

Applications with regard to advertisement space
in this paper should be addressed: Advertisement
Manager, " PLUCK" Series, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.
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HOW CHARLIE WON THE FIGHT

Chirpy Charlie had a fight!!

His opponent looked a sight!

Chzrlie’'s win was brought about

(And cf this there is no doubt)

By his HORSESHOE more than pluck!

|
:
GET ONE TOO-"TWILL BRING YOU LUCK, |
|
|
|

FRIDAYS and No. 13

will hold no terror for the superstitious if they

WEAR A CHAMPION CHARLIE
HORSESHOE or a
CHARLIE CHAPLIN CHARM

For particulars of this waonderful offer, go to
your newsagent, and ask for a copy of any
one of the following papers: —" Family :
Journal,” * Family Favourite,” " Woman's |
World,” " Home Companion,” " Weekly !
Friend,” and ** Pluck Library.” All of these
publications are on sale this wezk at any
newsagent—price One Penny each.
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Also send a Horseshoe to Tommy and Jack to help
them win their Fight,
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GREAT ANTI-GERMAN LEAGUE FOR BOYS & GIRLS!
JOIN TO-DAY!

For Full Particulars See e

“THE BOYS' FRIEND.” 1™ OUT TO-DAY.
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BACKING UP BUNTER!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

T I . Biily Bunter was not a
gy | fighting-man, as a rule;
e ; ’ but he was fed up. In-
: = | stead of replying, he hit |
1 ~ | out with a very fat fist, 4
7 5 | which caught Fisher T,
¥ o et .= Fish on the point of his
Sl S - 41 . sharp chin. Fish gavea
% vell, and sat down sud-
| denly on the ground, (See ——
e e | Chaper 5.) '
Ly e e | -
S— T?:;—‘:TZ%_; — :
. ' N T e R —. e

.;_{-F_r.rl'fufi” T Al B I T T IR
¥ . 'r‘.”llI ":' 1 l il.ﬂ' T i1 P
! —— ﬁ’ﬁl D N\ N _ 4%&(&%
; s I S AR Tewos A
== e a1 e s 3 AT
H (| rr == e — bl P R = . - __r. .I___ T}I-h ! . . o
T
e — — e
> T —ia N i ;
.3 |
.I_‘ix;'::-_t :I'i. " i, I|I }' &1 %
e« e R | 1 ¥, J | 5
& v AR y +
S o VL i
; "\.:__ \ ".wl' i _|I' it 'I

|  ——_— 1 *-:-'-I
; : Sy T e ]
- == : ey i W T o g
,.-*:!'J-" —_.—'__-"'.'___.——' —— -_—:E—\-- T i il e =
] .-"_;:::' e e T e - ';.._*
___..-'ﬁ - ! - S ———
;é o =
o ; —
iy 5 — .
; ’ .-""-.-__ .!_’,-“' — e, - = _
e — =
’ S L ean
s ™ e o A
= ——
T R
T e . e,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Getting On With the Washing!
ALLO, hallo, hallo! Bunter's up.”

£k
J—l The rising-bell was clanging out at Grevfriars,
and the Remove fellows were sitting up and vawne-
g, preparatory to turning out,

Bob Cherry was generally the first out of bed; but on
this especial morning, as he hurled awav the bedclothes
in his usnal energetic manner, and jumped out, Bob
discovered that lLe was second.

No. 328
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Billy Bunter was already up.

Mo wonder Bob was surprised.
eves, as 1f not quite assured that
dreaming.

It was Bunter's custom to star in bed till the last
possible moment. Many a {ime and oft Bolb Cherrv had
helped him out with a friendly boot, or squeezed a wet
sponge down his fat neck to jerk him out of the land
of dreams. DBut this morning William George Bunter
did not reguire any of those friendlv attentions. He
was first up. )

Indeed, he rubbed his
he was mnot still

Boptember 11th, 1915.
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“ Awake, Bunter:” asked Dob.

Billy Buuter jammed his big glasses on his little nose
aml blinked at him,

“Of course I'm awake, you aes !

“Well, T thought you 1111;1}11 lae Elm:*p walking,”
explained, "W herefore this thusness:”

* Burnter up!” yawned Hamy ‘.‘k harton, as he turned
sut. * Wonders will never cease! He will be washing
hi< neck next!”

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“ No jolly fear!” remuarked Frank Nugent.
don’t happen twice in the same nmlmnrr‘

Billy Bunter grunted disdainfully, and turned to his
ablutions. His ablutious never !~.L‘-E|t Bunter very long.
IHe generally indulged in what some of the I'l'.”ﬂ"l.'.h
deseribed as a “ceat-lick.” But this mornine the * lick ™
would have disgraced the lasiest cat. DBunter was in a
hurry.

“1lallo, DBunter, yvou've forgotten something ! " aalled
out Johnny Bull, as Bunter beghm to towel,

Runter ceased towelllng for a moement. .

‘ITh?  What have I forgotten, Bull:"

“The woap!”

“*You silly ass!” roared Bunter, and he recomumenced
towelling, while the other Hemovites began ablutions on
a rather ‘more extensive scale,

Bunter dabbed his fat face dry, and ram a comb
through his hair—once. Then he finished dressing.
'or once in his life Billy DBuanter was to be the first
cut of the Remove -Tlﬂ]‘lﬂltﬂ*‘:,

“T'll tell you what!” exclaimed Squifl, the Australian
junior. “Let's do Bunter a good turn. You chaps
remeniber the time he ha'! a bath., That was before 1
came to Greyfriars, but 1've heard about it. Let's give
him another.”

EBob

“Miracles

* Oh, really, Squiff——" _
“Jolly n'-.:-ud idea !” exclaimed Dob Cherry heartily,
“ Just fhe time, “hml he's up early for once.”

“ Hear, hear!

“1 say, vou fellows, den't play the giddy ox!” ex-

claimed Billy Bunter in alarm, as the merry Remml*tﬁ
k_]mﬂ:rd round him. “I'm in a hur ry this morning.

“Too great a hurrv to wash!” erinned Mark Linley,
“Well, we'll all lend a hand. Many hands make light
work.” |

“TLook here, I've got to et down to get a letter,”
howled Bunter. *“I'm expecting it by the early post,
and it's jolly important.’

“Iw.lrecjtlnrr a postal-order, as usual:"’ gliunﬂ. Baob,

“Tain't a postal-order; it’s a whacking remittance
from my pater,” said Bunter “Twenty pounds, very
likely."

“NBow-wow !”

“My pater’s a bear,” ¢ail Bunter loftily. Bunter had
a4 littie wav of rattling off queer Stock l:xclmncrc terms
that he had heard his father use at home. “ He's been
Learing the market, you know, and he’s collared a
regular fortune. And he s coing to send me a whack
out of it—he alwavs does.’ S

“ Ripping pater Bunter’s got,” said Skinner. *1 know
he sent him a tenner once. I’ d swop my pater for him
any day.” _ _

“1le's sent me lots of tenners, Skinner. This time it
is going to be something extra good. Wharrer you up
to, Hob Cherry, you idiot? Let my collar alone.

Bob Cherry ‘shook his head.

“This is an impertant occasicn,” he remarked. *If
you're going to be a giddy m1l1m:111rr~ again to-day,
Bunty, you onght to dress for the part. Millionaires
always wash their necks—at least, I suppose they do.
"I'h-:n.r can afford to, 1 should lllnk Now, you're
L‘q‘u‘ctmg a whackioug remittancer”

“Yes, | JII'[-—-[C'U'["{'.I

“ And you're geing to roll m filthy luere, and put us
common persous i the shade?”

“Yow-ow!”

“ And lend qnids right and left——"7"

"“No fear! I'm not lending you
{‘,hf:rrj,'."

Nor little me*
“Certainly not!
for me the other

cent.” .
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“Bunter's going to stick to his old pals, ain’'t you,

Bunter®” asked =kinner. “You let him alone, Bob
Cherry.
“Yes, let Bunter alone,” said Snoop.

Bob Cherry snorted.

When Bunter was in funds he was the recipient of all
corts of friendly attentions from Skinner & Co, and the
news that a whacking remittance was coming that day
was more than sufficient to rally Skinner & Co. round the
fat junior,

Jut they did not venture to chip in. Beb Ehmlv was
a dreadfully hard hitter, and he Euuld have wiped up
the duru*ltc}rv with Skinner & Co. “on his own.”

Baoh 'Lllf_'l'l::,- = opinion was that it was time that Bunter

had another wash, and, owing to Bunter's unusually
early rising, there was time for it this morning. 5o
a wash Bunter was going to have. On a celebrated

oceasion some hilarions juaiors had secized Dunter by
foree aud bathed him: and it was often said that, on
thiat oceasion, Buuter had found a waisteoat that had
mysteriously disappeared. Bob considered that it was
lim” for Bunter to have another,
“Will vou leggor” roared Bunter, as the Famous Five
1.'1111-:1:-3[ off the clothes he had just finished putting on.
“Leggo my collar! Leave my shirt alone! Yow-ow-ow!
Legero my trouserz! 1 tell you I've finished washing!
| {fuﬂt ‘need so much washing as you bounders!
Yarooh !

**1Ia, ha, ha!”

“All hands to the mall 7 chnckled
find another waistcoat this time,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"Yow-ow-ow! Help!

“Pile in! Got a serubbing-brush,

“ A rake wonld do—or a spade!”

“Tla, ha, ha!”

Nearly all the Remota entered into the joke. Billy
Dunter was surrounded by a crowd of hilarious fellows,
half-dressed, and wholly ‘determined to bath Bunter,
His clothes were vnnhe{i off, and Bob Cherry started with
a sponge. Billy Buuter roared and howled under the
cald water,

“Hold him !
loofah here.”

“Hurray! Go it!”

“Yarcooh!” velled Bunter as Bolsover
with the leofah. " Yoop! You're skinning me, you
beast! Yow! The skin’s coming off I”

“T've not n'nt to the skin vet!” said Bolsover, I'uhhmp;
away, There’s another inch before I oot to the skin !

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“It's all right, Bunter—'tain’t skin that’s coming oft.”

“Go it, Bolsover!”

“Yaroooh! Help! Murder! Fire! Yah!”

With yells of laughter, the Removites washed Bunter.
It was such a wash as he had seldom or never ex )erienced
before. Bob Cherry was lathering soap into his hair,
Johnny Bull was serubbing his neck, Nugent and Ilurrea
Singh took a foot each, while Bolsover * loofahed ” him
all over.

The Owl of the Remove wriggled and squirmed in the
grasp of many hands like a very fat worm.

His vells died away into gurgles as scap got into his
mouth, and he spluttered and spluttered frantically.

He was soon ehining and foaming with seap from hmd
tao foot. Then he was doused with water. Then the
Removites began tewelling. _let,' towelled gDBunter till
he hadn't an ounce of breath left in bhis plump body.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bv .Tm'c! He looks thinner, docsn’t he ™

“We've reduced vour weight, Bunty,”

“ \ stone at least!”

“HHa, ha, ha!”

“Grooooh ! moaned DBunter.
Yeooop! Oh! Ah!Y

“That's all the thanks we get
“Aund I've got to go to the
di=zinfected, “ton !

Billy Bunter found hie glasses, and jammed them on
hig nose, and blinked furmuﬁh' at the merry juniors.

“"inw Ow'! You rotters! I was :f::rmn'——wrur_ﬂl—tn

Sgquiff. “ You may
Bunter, or a necktie!”

anvbody "

howled RBolsover major., “I've cot a
] 2

gob to work

“Yow-ow-ow! Beasts!
said Bolzover major.
t“il*h“'mﬂ of getting my loofah
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“Will you leggo? " roared Bunter, as the Famous Five yanked off the clothes he hal jusi finished putting on,
' ¢ Leggo my collar! Leave my shirt alone! Yow-ow-ow! Leggomy treusers! |1 tell you I've finlshed washing! |
i don’t need so much washing as you bounders! " (b5ee Chapter 1,)
stand a feed out of my—yvoop—remittance, and now I vet!” growled Bunter. “And I cau jolly well tell vou

—vow-ow—won't’  Groool ™
“Ha, ha, ha'l”

IBilly Bunter bundled inte his clethes.  The juniors

were hurrving throvgh theiv own washing; they had
spent a good deal of time on Bunter. The Owl of the
Bemove was first out of the dormitory after all. He

took his jacket on his arm, and his collar in hig hand,
and bolted, fearful that his humorous Form-fellows might
berin again, The dormitory door clozed after him with
a slam. A vell of laughter followed the fat junior as
he rolled, hali-dressed, down the passage.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Great Expeclaticns!
ARRY WHARTON & Co. were down soon after
Bunter. They came down smiling, and found the
Owl of the Bemove blinkine over the letter-rack.
But the letters that had arrived by the earle-
morning post had not been put out yet.
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Fesol better:” asked Bob Cherry
cheerily.
“Yow' You rotter! I haven
Tur Maicwer LIiBRARY.—No. 92,

LI
=

t got my breath back

remittance !”

vou'rg not poing to have auything out of m
said DBob

“Not after giving vou & {ree wash?”
reproachfully.

““Ha, ha, ha!'!”

Bunter snorted and rolled away. He certainly did
look cleanar than usual, The bath had done him good.

Harry Wharton & Co. went out into the Clese for their
usual run before breakfast. Billy Bunter haunted the
passage until Trotter came with the letters. He had
risen specially early to capture his expected letter, and
he waited very discontentedly. As scon as the page
appeared, the Owl of the Remove bore down on him.

“ My letter!” he exclaimed.

“ There ain't one for vou, Master Bunter.”

“ Lemme look "

Billy Bunter blinked carefully over all the letters, but
there certainly was not one for him. He grunted with
dissatisfaction. He had had the trouble of rising early
for nothing, to say nothing of the forcible wash.

“Got it?" asked Skinner, as he came down.

“'Tain’t come vet.”

“ Noxt post, perhaps,” said Skinner amicably.

“I suppose so.”

“ Sure i1t's coming r"’

AN IMPORTANT CHANGE IN THE "MAGNET.” (SEE PAGE 5.)
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gsnapped Bunter. “A tenner at
My pater’'s rolling in money

“®f course I am!”
least— {H:rimps” twenty.

weo the war.
H]“Laulm{(i and have a ginger-pop before brekker, Bunty,
oid chap,” said Skinuner affectionately. .

And he linked arms with Bunter, and walked him away
acroce the Close. Dob Cherry burst into a chuckle as
hie saw them. | :

“ Looks as if Dunty is really getting a remittance,
e remarked.

And his chums agreed that it did.

Billy Bunter was guite an immportant persounage that
moruing.  Skinner and Sneop and Stott and Fisher T.
Fish vied with one another in friendly attentipns. Billy
Bunter liked the limeliglt, and hLe could swallew any
amount of flattery. And he purred with pleasure. .

At morning lessens he was thinking moere about his
remittance than the Form-work, with the result that
My, Queleh was down on him several times. *

But the Owl of the emove hardly heeded Mr. Quelch.

It was haif-holiday that afternoon, and DBuunter was
thinkive of the glorious time he was going to have with
s handsome remittance—when it arrived.

Time had been when Billy Bunter had been the most
Gepecunious follow in the Hemove. I[u: had reduced
borrowing o a fine art, and the postal-order he was
AJwavs expecting, and upon which he sought to rase
loane in advance, was we!l kvown to all the scheel. Only
mocent new bove could e found to lend Bunter anything
en the strength of his expected postal-order.

But there had been a great change. _

Dunter senior had lad phenomenally good fortune on
1he Stock Exchange, The war, which had brought trouble
e eo manv, seemed to have Lrought fortune to Mr.
lanter. Billy Bunter often related proudiy how his pater
had Leen a bull, er a bear, and gave weird hints of
izelde knowledge coucerming coutango, and carry-over,
ond  backwardation, and so forth. Mr. Dunter was
;pparently piling up gains in g s ulations, and,
thoitgh there were many “lame ducks,” Bunter senior was
cvidently net one of them, 1

And Bunter scnisr had shelled out handsemely to his
two sens at Greviviars. Dilly DBunter of the Hemove,
ond Sammy Bunter of the Second Ferm, bhad basked in
the p:ﬂf:rlli:tl prosperity.

When Bunter had first annocunced that he was expect-
e o tenner from his pater, his announcement had been
vooived with howls of laughter,

But more than ene teuncr had come, aud a geod many
fivers, and the impecunions Owl was frequently rolling
n reore money than was good for him.

Besides tremendous feeds at the tuckshop, he [-xprudfﬂ
Lia superfluous cash in being what he called a “ blade.
{0 took up smoking and playing nap, and scmetimes had
.. “hich old time” with Ponsonby & Co., the “nuts”
ot Ilicheliffe School. Indeed, Toneonby of Highehiffe,
-'n.:-.au:li-:'.':ma-lt-clﬂ‘!‘ of eard-oames wag muen more extonsive
tan Bunters knowledere of human vature, made an
excellent thing out ef Bunter, and was remarkably eivil
to him,

And as Ponsonby & Co. were a very exclusive set of
voung  gentlemen, Dunter " swanked " without limait
ahout his friendship with them. Ie had to pay pretty
dearly for if, 1t is true.

[+ was now some time eince Biliv Bunter had had one
of those whacking remittances frem honie, which had
pecome famous in the Hemove.

iie had written home urgent letters, and now he was
exveeting the horn of vlenty to flow again.

When the Remove came out after morning lessous,
Tillv Buuter's little fat nose was held high in the air.
Ckinner and Stott and Snoap and Fisher T. Fish gathered
round him iu the passage in the friendliest way. Hunter
cave the Famous Five a very lofty look of disdain as
Le passed them in the passage. |

“Rolling in tin—what?” asked Bob Cherry cheerily.

“1’ve no doubt my letter's come,” said Dunter loftily.
“Jut it’s no rood }‘rfnr beine eivil now, Bob Cherry. It's
a bit too late.”

*1Ia, ha, ha'
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“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle at! I've got my
own friends, and I don't care to taik to you!”

“You fat duffer " said Bob. “ Do vou think I want any
of your silly remittance? T sha'n’t even ask vou for the
seven-and-six vou owe me!”

“1 guess you can leave Bunter alone,” said Fisher T.
Fish. " Bunter’s got his own pals. Haven't you,
Bunter:”

“As for the paltry seven-and-zix, Bob Cherry,
iottle that up immediately I said Bunter.
Fishy will lend it to me!”

“ Ahem !”

“Go it, Fishy 7 said Harry Wharton.
catch a whale, vou know.
whacking remittance,
woildu't

1’11
“I've no doubt

“A sprat te
Hunter's woing to get a
You must be sure eof 1t, or vou
be wasting vour time on him.”

“T wuess I'm pally with Bunter beecause I—1 admire
him,” said Fish., “And 1I'd lend him seven-and-six hke
a shot, only—only I happen to be stony.”

“Well, Skiuner will do it,” said Bunter. * Lend me
seven-and-six, Rkinver, and T'll get out of this person’s
debt,”

“This what?" ejaculdted Bob Cheryy.

“Person!” said Bunter countemptueusly,
hear me, Skinner:"

“ Awfully corry,” eaid Skinner. *I've only got a—ahem
a bob.”

“Btott, old man—wherc's Stottr”  Stett had gone,
“1 say, Sneepy——"  =Sidney James Snoop scemed to
have vanished. * Really, Cherrv, vou are making a lot
of fuss about a miserable seven-and-sixpenees. I'll seitle
up out 'of my remittance, and then I hepe vou will uct
trouble me with your acqguaintance any further !”

And Bunter walked on, with Lis nose higher than ever,
leaving Bob Cherry gasping.  Dunter in funds was o
remarkable Hunter, and Bob digd net konow whether to
laugl, or to go after him and bumyp him in the passage,
Fortunately for Bunter, his goed humour had the upper
hand, and he decided to laugn.

“Did yom

Bunter & Co. scaaned the letter-rack with keen
eageruess. Dut there was ne letter for Bunter yet.

“Tain't come,” said =kinner.

“ Afternoon’s post, I suppose,” grewled Dunter.  Let's

et to the tuckshep. 1 must have a snack Lefere dinner,
You can lend me a hob, skinner.”

“T—I—the fact is "

“AWill vou lend me a bob, or won't you®' snapped
Danter.

Skinner suppressed a groan, and handed over the
bol, He did wnot like parting with money, and
Bunter's remittance that afternoon was not absclutely
a certainty. But Skinner felt that it was ecertain enougn
to vizk a shilling con 1t.

After dinmer Billy Bunter and his dear friends kept a
wateh for the pestman., But the early afternoom peost
crne in, and there was no letter for Bunter, Bunter’s
friends were as dizappointed as William George himeself,
It was a half-heliday, and they had been planning quite
a number of nice things for that half-holiday, on the
strength of Bunter's expected tenner.

“It's thi= blessed war, vou know,” eaid Bunter; “ihe
letter's delaved. It'll come by the afterncon’s poet all
richt. But T'm retting peckish. =kinner i

S stony, old man,” =ald Skinoer,

“1 sayv, Fishy i

1 oness———" begon Fizher T, Fish, m alarm.

“When my tenner comes there's going to be a feed.”
anidl Bunter. Al my friends will be nsked. T shall
leave out any cad who won't lend me & bob when I want
one. Have vou a bob about vou, Fishy?"

Fisher T. Fish made a grimace, and parted with the
Lob, a2 Skinner had done, and Billy Bunter promptly
cxpended it in refreshment while he waited for the post.
I,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
At Last!

IGHCLIFFE cad!” growled Bob Cherry.
An elerantly-dressed junior strolled in at the

gates of [:rﬂflmln

It was Cecil Ponsonby of the Fourth Form at
Harry W hi’
l'm]amlin ng::LLI at them, and
assumed the most supercilious expression his features were

Higheliffe School.
him, but did not apeak.

capable of,

He extracted an eveglass from his pocket, jammed it
inte his eyve, and gazed at the Famous Five as he mirht
have Lm;{-{i at a collection of stri inge animals in the 7.00.

Bob 'Lhuf*rrw.r s fists doubled up

“Let's bump him!" he sug-
pested,

Wharton shook his head.

“ What does he want here®”
growled Johnny Bull.

“Well, he hasn’t come to see
us,” said Harry, langhing. 1
suppose he's dropped in for
Bunter,”

“ Like lhis cheek!”

“ The cheekfulness is terrific
remarked Hurree Singh. “'The
bumpfulness would  be the
proper caper !

But Wharton shook his head.

“Hands oft!" he said. *If
we go over to Higheliffe to see
Courtenay, we can't object fo

l‘rm-‘nrt':h*.' coming here to sec
Bunter. It's like his cheek to
wedge in here, but it can’t be
helped.”

“Yon know what he wants
that fat fool for,” said Johnny
Bill.

“Yes, but it isn’'t our his=i-
ness.

“Oh, rats!”

However, Wharton's i}ll:lfll

reasoning was acceded to, and
the Famons Five allowed
Ponsonhy of Highelifie to pass
unhumm*d The cad of iligh-
cliffe  sauntered on, ]m:lnn_u
guite as if the Close of Grey-
friars belonged to him.  He
was looking for Bunter,

When Bunter was in funds
Cecil DPonsonby was his dear
friend. Since Harry Whartoen
& Co. had chummed up with
Frank Courtenav of the Fourth
Form of Highcliffe, they had
often visited him there, and =o
prace was established.  But for
that circumstance their  old
enemy would not  have heen
allowed to saunter throngh
the Close with a supercilions
smile on his face.

Billy Bunter was ontside the
school shop, in the coiner of
the Close, and he gave Don.
sonhy a nod and a erin,  The
'.Lirll.iu".’ ﬂf ]Iig‘]li'liiﬁ'l_' Strolled ey
;xln;_.‘r;\-!ﬂl::, and  =hnak IHHEE
with Bunter in a very cordial
manner,

“1 thought I f'J.I Fm ol

old  chap,”  he eee.
“AVe're  expecting }”:n this
afternoon, yoll kn ov,
Gaddy and the rest arve guite
lookin' forward to ir.”

S ]':n coming ! =il
Bunter. “I'm waiting for the
postman, I'm expecting a e
rionittance this .H‘rr] ;rwm

Pater still volling in it:"

vl |"|. I'T] ”F.I]"I".
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“What-ho |
“Lucky barmee; o

& Co, COMe My wWay.

glanced at

u'nnd

“0Oh,

Blmhl Lr:r:nfttlf ntially.
Ponsenby nodded.

rememhber.”

AN IMPORTANT
ANNOUNCEMENT
CONCERNING YOUR
FAVOURITE PAPER

st

An important step isshortly to be taken
in connection with this journal. The
gollen-coloured cover which has for
veirs been a distinctive feature cof
the * Magnet” Library will be tem-
porarily discarded, and a

WHITE COVER,
PRINTED IN BRONZE-
BLUE INK,

will take its place. The reason for this
somewhat drastic change is contained
in the fact that there is a shoriage of
aniline dye in this coantry at th:

present time

OWING TO THE
GREAT WAR.

Your Editor trusts that when this
change comes into operation it will in
no way interfere with th: extensive
circulation of the ** Magn2t' Library,
My readers will, 1 feel

realise that

sure, readily

SUCH A STEP I5
QUITE UNAVOIDABLE,

and that the tonme and qu:lity of the
contents of this journal will maintain
their high standard of

exce:l nce.

all-round
YOUR EDITOR. E
W T A T NI NPT E 2N o NP

CHANGE iN THE " MAGMNET.”

I'm expecting a
siid Ponsonby,
You won't have ln:lltr to wait.

old Bogws in the lane as I came in.
It can’t be later than this post.

well zoing to clean you chaps out this afternoon !

“I've no doubt you will,

tenner.
‘Tenners don't often
1 h]]f}tti‘{l

I'm jolly

anrl

You nearly did last time, I

“Yon had my fiver last
time,” said Bunter, frowning a
little,

“Did wer” said Tonsonby
carelessly.  *Then you'll get
this time.

VOUT revenge Yon
play hurl;_rv marvellously for a
fellow  who  hasn't  played
much.”

“IT'm a dab at maost gcmw
said Bunter. * Besides, I've got
nerve, vou know, 411-:1 that’-
what you need more than any-
thing else. 1'm a sportsman,
vou know.”

“You are!” agreed Pon-
sonby affably.

He was inwardly thinking
that Bunter's tenner wounld

replenish the exchequer in his
study in a very handsame way.
I'onsonby & Co. were short of
funds, or the dandy of High-
cliffe would not have taken the
trouble to call for Bunter.

“Mind those rvotters don't
hear wyou!" added Bunter
hastily, as Harry Wharton &
('o. came towards the tuck-
shop.

“Why:" said Ponszonby, with
a shrug of the shoulders.

“Well, they might chip in,
you know, the cheeky beasts!
As if a chap can’t do as he likes
with his own money!’ said
Bunter. “ Like their cheek, 1
think. I'd jolly well lick ‘em
all round if I conld. Come in
and have a glrlg:*l-ljr}p while
vou're waitine.'

“Right-ho 7

The Famous Five had ordered
ginger-beer when Bunter and
I'onsonby  came  1n. Billy

Bunter gave his orders in a
lofty manner. Mrs. Mimble
pave him the “marble eye.

*-?lzcr never served Bunter with-

out seeing the “colour of his
money " she knew him  too
well. All his generous remit-

tances did not -enable Dunter,
~omehow, tn settle his little
hill, and he still owed the tuck-
shop an account that was very,
very old,

‘You settle for this, Pon,”
<aid  Bunter, understanding
Mrs. Mimble's stony look., 170
square out of my H*rnit’mm:u."

“ Certainly, dear hoy !’

Ponsonby carvelessly threw a
coin on  the counter. Billy
Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five trium]:h,mt]v He en-
joved showing off his elegant
friend before the eves of the
chums of the Remove., Harry
Wharton &  Co.  1mbibed

5

(SEE PAGE 5.)
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ginger-beer, and talked cricket, supremely indifferent to
Billy Bunter and to the cad of Highchile.

Wharton, however, was frowning a little. He knew

very well that Ponsonby was very little better than a
card-sharper, and that the fat Owl’s remittance was what
he was after. Duffer and ass as Bunter was, Wharton
felt a certain compassion for him as he thought of what
the Owl of the Remove would feel like when his expected
tenner had come—and gone !
- There was a buzz of voices outside, and cld Boggs, the
postman, appeared, propellel inte the tuckshop by
Skinner, Snoop, Stott, and Fisher T. Fish. The four had
captured the postman in the Close, and brought him
slong with them to Bunter,

“Here he 18, Billy!” chortled
captured him for you, old chap.”

“ Really, young gentleman—"" gasped Boggs.

“He's zot a letter for you, Billy,” said Snoop.

Bunter set down his glass,

“Hand it over, Boggs ™ ;

0ld Boggs wiped his perspiring brow, and fumbled in
his bag. He produced a letter, and it was handed to
Bunter. Then old Boggs was allowed to shoulder his
bar and depart. :

Bunter's eyes, glistened behind his spectacles as he
looked at the létter. It was not registered, as he had
expected.  But it was addressed in his father’s hand, and
he had no doubt that it contained what he expected.

“1 wuess that's it, Bunty,” remarked Pisher T
anxiously.

“Oh, yes!” said Bunter carelessly.

“Some bounders have all the luck,” suid Snoop
enviously. * Let’s have a squint at the tenner, Billy.

Bunter was gurzling ginger-beer again.  He seemed to
take a pleasure in keeping his dear friends on tenter-
hooke.

“May as well be gettin'® along, as you've got the letier
vou were expectin’’ said Ponsonby. *“ Nothin' elee to
wait for, is there?”

“No; I'm coming."” _

Wharton made a2 movement towards Bunter. He felt
that 1t was up to him to speak a word at leasi te the
futuous Owl,

“ Look here, Bunter,” he said quietly, “ vou'd hetter
not ro over to Highcliffe this afternoon.”

Bunter snorted.

“1 suppose 1T can please myself,” he said,

“Well, yes; but you know very well what they want
ou for there.” said Wharton., * You know what wonld

appen to you if 1t came out about vour playing card=.”

“Are you going to eneak?" sncered Bunter.

Wharton =napped his teeth,

“Oh, really, Wharton 2

“Perhaps Bunter will ask vou for your adviee when he
needs it, Wharton,” suggested 'onsonby, in hiz ~ilkiest
tone.

Wharton did not look at the cad of Higheliffe,

“Yoes, so I will,” said Bunter. “The fact i<, Wharten,
[ don’t want to have anything to do with yon. You're
not my =ort. And I tell you plainly that it's no good
your starting being civil to me just when I pet o whack-
ing remattance from my pater. It ain't good cvough ™

*Oh, sgquash him ! growled Bob Cherry.

Wharton crimsoned with anger,

“Come on. Billv, old scout!” said Pon=onby,

“T'm coming, Pon.”

Wharton stepped back.,  Tle was greatly inchined {o
kick Ponsonby out of the tuckshop, and to give Bunter
the licking of his hife. HBut he restramed hanself.

“ Lat’s see the teuner, Bunty, old man,” urged Skinner,
with a somewhat bostile glance at Ponsonby.

Skinner & Co. did not like the idea of their vich pol
bemng walked off under their noses 1 this manner by
the dandy of Higheliffe. They could guess that there
would not be much of the tenner left by the time the
Owl came home from his visit,

Bunter shit the envelope with a fat thumb.

Ile took out tho letter and nufolded it Then his
expreesion changed.  The expressions of his  friends
changed also. Ior 1t waa elear at a elance that there
was, after all, no remttanee in the letter,

Tue Maoxer Linrarv.—XNo. 386,

OUR COMPANION sTHE BOYS' FRIEND,
PAPENS : Every Monday,

=kinner. CWe've

Fish

“THE CEM" LIBRARY,
Every Wednecday,

THE BOYS' FRIEND
3d. COMPLETE LIBRARY,

The fat junior blinked at the brief epistle, and his
jaw dropped, and his gaze scemed to hecome transfixed,
“Oh!” he gasped. “Olg  Ah! Ob, dear!”

- S

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Blow Falls!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. had been about to leave
the tuckshop, having finished their ginger-beer.
But the dismaved exclamation of Billy DBunter
made them pause. The utter dismay and trouble
in Bunter’s fat face showed that he had had bad news.

The Owl seemed to he completely overcome.

*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said DBob (Cherry, net unkindly.
“Anything wrong, DBunter?”

Bunter groaned.

“ Bad news?" asked Wharton,

“0Oh, dear! Yes!”

The letter fluttered from Dunter’s fat fingers, and he
lcaned against the counter limply.

Never had the Owl of the Remove looked o thoroughly
“ knocked out.”

“Oh, dear! Oh, my hat! Oh' Oh! AkR!”

IFFisher T. Fish stooped and picked up the letter.

“T guees we can see the news, Hunty—what "

Bunter nodded without speaking. Perhaps he felt in
need of svimpathy, and expected sympathy from his dear
{riends when they learned of the erushing blow that had
fallen upon him.

Fisher T. Fish read out the letter, and his long face
beecame longer as he read. Tor the Yankee junior
realised that there was to be no return for the * soft
sawder ™ he had wasted upon Dunter, and that the
bob he had lent the Owl had vanished for ever!

IFor the letter 1au;

“Dear William, —1 have received all youyr letters askinge
for money, and request you to send me no more. Owing
tn the unfortunate result of an operation in the City
1 find mye=elf 1n very changed cireumstances. %o far
from bheine able to aceede to vour regquests for money.
I shall not be able to send vou vour usual allowance
nuntil things come vound a little., As I have been very
cenerons with vou lately, 1 trust von have sufficient
moncy put by to meet all vour wants till the end of the
present term. Your affectionate father,

“AW. B. Bunter.”

“Waanl, T swow!” finished Fisher T, Fish.

“By gum!” =aid Skinner. " That looks
kvhosh ™™

“He, he, he ! came from Snoop,

“1 always said that old Bunter would be found ont
in the long run,” said =kinner, with grcat coolness,
“Tt’s a bit thick, getting nmioney by speculation in war
time! Unpatriotie, I call 1t! 1 can't say I'm sorry IV

“Whyv, veu—you rolter!” stuttercd RBunter. ' Yen
woere jolly glad to have a whocek in if, anyway IV

Skinner whistled, and strolled out of the tuckshop to
spread the news.  le told the news with many emiles,
and it was received with chuckles,  Dunter eenior was
one of those sha r City ecentlemen who thrive in troubloua
timmes by fishinge in troubled waters, and nobedy was
=o1ry Lo hear that he had “ come a mucker ™ at last,

“I—T say, you fellows, this is simply awlul!” greaned
Puater. " 0Of course 1T haven’t got anvthimge put bhy!
Maney docking a chap’s allowance for the rest of the
term?  Tsn't il rotten®”

“T eucas it is rather thiek,” said Fisher T, Fich,
“Tleve’s your letter, Dunter. T guess I'd keep that dark
10 1 were vonl”

And Fisher T, IFi<h cauntered awar., Snoop and Stott
followed him. They were done with Bunier, and were
ot interested 1o his lnmentations,

“1—1 say, Pon 7 Ponsonby was going ont—*1—1'm
cearing over, all the ame, Pon.”

The dandy of ilicheliffe did not ecem to hear. He
walked out of 1the tuckshap,

1 say Pon!” shouted Bunter.

Ponszonby was athieted with sudden deafness,

like tho
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He. walked away from the tuckshop without looking
back, and Bunter blinked after him from the doorway
n d:-:ama.}' and surprise.

“Pon!" he roared.

Ponsonby disappeared through the school g*ttcwm' :

“Blessed if he doesn’t secem to be deaf,” growled
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“What are you cackling at, Bob Cherry?”

“ Poor old porpoise!” grmned Bob. *The nui:-lr- IP'on
doesn’'t want a stony-broke visitor to play bridge.”

“Rats! Pon's my pal,” said Dunter. *“ He st like
vou chaps. He doesn’t make up to a chap for his money.”

“Why, you fat idiot——"

“1 suppose he's gone off because he can't stand vou
fellows,” went on Dunter. “ My pal Pon is aristocratic.
He's very ‘particular about the kind of company Le
keeps.’

“D]_l, my hat!"”

“I—IL say, you fellows, isn’t this rotten?” groaned
Bunter, with a Lhangu of tone. * Fancy the pater ¢ Mtllmr
himself into a fix like that! No more rémittances and no
more allowance this term. Tan’t it awful®”

“The awfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Singh. " Dut
it is not easy to sympathise with an esteemed worm like
our Bunterful chum !”

“ Look here, you fellows,” said Dunter eagerly. “T'II
tell vou what. You know I'm aoing to play bl‘tf]"‘l." with
Pon thig afternoon®”

“Wo know you were going t::r i
don't fancy you're going tt} now.’

“I'm a dab at bridge,” went on
Bunter, unheeding., * ’lhmr had a fiver

" =sald Wharton.
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“I've stood von a lot of smokes, and feeds, ton,” said
Bunter. “ Now that I happen to be short of money
it's up to vou to shell out.”

“2o 1 will, when my pater hecomes a successiul ewindler

on the Steck Lxehange,” said Skinner. “I'll tell you
when the time comes.” |

“’Tain’t swindling.” said Bunter, with a snori. “It
would be called swindling in private life, Fl.‘:rhn,]m, hut
on the Stock Exchange it's caHed speculation.  You

dou't understand those things, Skinner.
pie ten bob#”

“*You owe me a bob now."”

“ Look here, 8kinner——"

“When are vou =rmnw to settle up my Lok ="

“Hang your bob, and h; me you!" growled Dunter,
And he rolled away in search of nnother vietim, leaving
Skinner chucklinge,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Down on His Luck!

: I[=ilY, old man——""
F ctJust leoking for von,
“Well, here I am.”

Fisher T Fish was lookine for Bunter, while
.was lookine for him, and tht“_f had found one
Billy Bunter ‘.Ictnl.m'i niore hnpﬂful now. IMishy,
at auny rate, was not geing to turn r:IH..

a f'ﬂir weather friv:r_‘:d likﬁ Skinner.

(Can yuu lend

Bunier.™

Bunter
another.

out of me the other day at na But The Yankee junier was actually look-
I'm going to skin Lh:fim at pbrldf_f;'{‘, REA.D ing for him- to lend him wmoney, of
Look here! You make up a few quids course. At least, Bunter hoped so.
among you—-—"" A “1'm hard up, Fishy,” said Bunter
“What?"” pathetically. * The pater has left me

"

“And lend me the money——

“By Jove!”

SERGEANT'S

in the lurch, you know. DBut I know
vou'll stand by me.”

“I ouess =

“And I'll settle up when I've cleaned _ )
them out at bridge. I say, yvou fellows, SPLENDID " “T want "i:.ﬂ raise a few quids,” said
where are you going? Don’t walk unter. “ Now, you
%‘n\'uym j:hile ot $alklng: to: yow LETTER! ‘-{;TE{;“:J:;;_"prett:, well out of m.e

easts | ' '

The Famous Five were gone. (SEE Page 28 when I was in funds, Fishy, and

Billy Bunter grunted discontentedlv. £ ) you— N
The expected tenmer was gome from \"‘*\\__!// “T caleulate- i
his gaze like a beautiful dream. lle “How muf.f] r.}'.m }T&u ._-‘llund me”
was not only stonyv, but he was faced Fisher T Fish sniffed.
with the dreadful I}I‘{}np['{l of remaining stony until the ‘Look hver. Bunter, T've been looking for you. I want

end of the term. The horn of plenty hiad suddenly ruu

dry.
Bunter did not waste any time thinking about 4is
father's unpleasant state. The elder Bunter’s position

could not have been pleasant. DBut William George was
fullv occupied in thinking about himsclf.

What was he going to do? Whom was he coing to do
waa, perhaps, a more “correct wayv of putting the question,
He decided to make a round of his persounal friends.
who had benefited by his prosperity in happier times
and borrow a small sum from each of them. With that
muech capital in haud he would carry out the projected
visit to Hicheliffie, and the ‘:4~:'numtr " of Ponsonby
& Co. Ie had ereat faith in Ins powers as a bridge-
Iﬂau-r A came like bridee, for high stakes, required
nerve, ]ﬂurL acuteness, and Jmirrmﬂnt and Bunter was
fully satisfied that he possessed all those requirements.
A certain amount of rascalitv was alse rvequired for .1
boy of Bunter’s age to play cards for money. but tha
requirement, at least, Billy DBunter undmmtudh
poasessed.

Having drained his glass, feeling that it mizht be a
lone time before he had any more ginger- heer, Bunte
rolled out of the tuckshop. Harry Wharton & Co. }mtl
rone down to the cricket, and a crowd of :Ile'l'[rmr-. Were
watchine the pame. Billy Bunter spotted 2kinner among
them, and he bore down on Skinner.

Skinner did not seem elad to see him. DBunter with a
tenner in his pocket and Bunter bhent on borrowing wers
two quite different persons,

“1 sav, Skinney, old
Skinuer in the rihs with
me a guid 2

“Make it a fiver
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my bob.”

“ Your—your what:

“Pob " said Fish. “T lent you a bob to-day, on the
clear understanding that you settled up this afternoon!
Now, shell out !

Bunter glared at him, So that was why the Yankee
junior had been looking for him.

“Why, you—you——" gasped DBunter.

“1 eness [ ean't affard to give hoba away in these hard
times ! =aid Fish, “T'Il trouble you for that bob,
Bunter

“You skinny Yankee——

“T guess 1 want my hob. I regard you as having
mium?f-f] that bob out of me on false pretences,” said
Fish indignantly.  “ You said quite plainly your popper
was wudhlrr von n tenner. Otherwise I shouldn't have
parted with my money | caleulate T know you too jolly
well. Now, shell C!nll’f

“Go and eat coke !

Bunter tramped away, but Fisher T. Fish was not so
ensily disposed of. He started after Bunter, and caught
Fim by the shoulder,

“ Took hver, where's that heb®"

Billv Bunter wns not a fichting-man, as a rule; hut
he was fed up, and his temper was rising.  Instead of
replving, he hit out with a very fat fist. That drive had
all Bunter’s heavy weirht behind  it, and it caucht
Fisher T. Fi<h an the point of his sharp chin,

Fizh oave a vell. and sat down suddenly on the ground.
Vaoon! Ot

*There, von rotter.”
and I'll oive you some

“Yow-ow-pw "

i

he demanded.

L

panted Bunter. “Now, get up,

more .

AN IMPORTANT CHANGE IN THE ‘“MAGNET.” (SEE PACGE 5.
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Fisher T. Fish did not get up. He sat and nursed his
chin with both hands, blinking at Bunter,
“Oh, Jerusalem crickets!” he gasped.

word! Yow!”

Bunter rolled away, and this time he was not pursued.
Fisher T. Fish was too busy nursing his chin,

Sidney James Snoop and Stott were in their study when
Buriter looked in on them. Bunter's hopes were failing,
but he had determined to give Sncop and Stott a fiial,
They "tmned at the sight of him. .

“ Hallo!” said Sneoop. ‘' Expecting a postal-order:”

“Ha, -ha, ha !’ chortled Stott.

“The fact 15, I am expecting a postal-order from oue
of my titled relations,” said Bunier confidentially.

““Ha, ha, hal”

“"Ow! Oh, my

“ Blessed if I see anything to eackle at. I =ay, von
fellows, if you could mauage to whack np a quid——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘*You rotters!” roared Dunter. ““Aftcyr all the feeds
I've stood you!”

"Well, you had the lion's =hare of the feeds! eaid
E:mnp. “There wasn't ceuerally very much for anvbody
else !

“And yvou needn’t
We're not taking

“ Precious little ! agreed Stott,
come to this study to =ponge, Bunter
any!”

“ You—vyou rotters! I've just given Fishy a licking!”
howled Bunter. “I've a jolly good mind to give vou
the same !

“Ha, ha! Pile in!”

Bunter decided, on second thoughts, not to administer
that licking. He rolled away di‘:-tuil':uﬂ]ntt]"-r followed Ly

a shout of lcuurhtf

He looked in at his own study—DNo. T—and found
Alonzo Todd there. The gentle Alonzo was writing
home a letter of a deren pages to his celebrated Uncle
Benjamin, but he kindly suspended his labours as Bunter
came in,

"My dear Dunter,” said Alonzo affectionately, "I have
heard of your bad news, and 1 am excee dingly sorry. I
do not see any reason why Skinver should rf:f:drd 1'L as
amusing. It must be a great di ‘--.ljl'llf'llntITI”I”. Lo vou,

“TIt’s totten I” growled Bunter. I suppose, under the
circnmstances, L-:;nz}' you wouldn't miud lending me ten
bob "

“1 should be very pleased, Bunter—"

“Or a quid?” said Bunter, his hopes rising.

“Certainly, my dear Bunter! But——"

“Well, make 1t a quid,” said Bunter.

“With PIF:[HUI‘F only-—"

“Well, hand it over!”

bl | |[-.h{:-ul{] bhe exceedingly pleased to do so, my dear
Bunter, hut I happen to have no money at the present
moment.’

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter

Bunter rolled out, and slammed the door, leaving the
gentle Alonzo in a state of consideralle surprise.

The Owl of the Remove proceeded to look for his other
study-mates, Tom Dutton and Peter Todd. He found
them on the ericket-field. TPeter was batting against
the Fourth, but Tom Dutton, the deaf junior, was waiting
for his turn, with his bat under his arm. He looked
round as Bunter dug him in the ribs.

“I suppose you've heard!” asked Bunter.

Tom Dutton looked up. and down and round about,

“I can’t see any bird,” he replied.

“0Oh, crumbs! Have you heard the news—about v
pater, I mean? I'm btﬂ]]:g' and 1 was expectine o
tenner.”

‘Eh:"

“Can you lend me ten bobh®"

“Whao's 2 snob?”

howled Diunter.,

“0Oh, dear! Can voun lend me ten Liob® TI'm woine
over to see Ponsonhy——"
“Oh, Ponsonby! Yes; he's a snob,” acrecd Dutton,

“I'm hur]um}tl at vour hm’nlrr anyihing to do with him,
HH]HPI‘
“0Oh, vou deaf idiot " gasped Ih <111w
hard 111|, and I want to raise the wind.’
“*You have sinned, have your” said
sheuldn’t vse such high-flown langwige,
THr MaocxeET LiBraARY.—No. 306
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can’t you say you've played the giddy ox, like any other
L|'j:l.i}" I suppose you've been gambling with Ponsonby.’
‘You silly fatkead ™
“Eh:"
“I want a loan. Do you hear?
“ood !V suid Duatton. “I'm glad to hear it,
[.et him alene. IHe won’t do you any good.”
Bunter gave it up. Peter Todd’s wicket fell, and Tom
Dutton went in. - Bunter waylaid Peter as he came off.
He assumed a most pathetic expression.

A loan.”
Bunter,

* Peter, old man, of course you kuow about it:" he
murmured.
"Yes; I know all about it,” said Peter. “It's just iﬂ

tiime to save you from apople 1} from me'-va:*u]g Bunter !
‘H}LF should regoard it as a stroke of luck.

“Don't he a heast, T oddy ! 1 want some cash this
afterncon badly.” '

“Yes; I know about Ponscnby calling for vou,” said
Todd wnsympathetically, “and I'm not ]Hudlu;__{ VOl

pnvthing to gamble with. Dut if von ask me again 11l

lead "r{m—-—'
“What*”
“The end of my bat! Clear off I
“1 say, Toddy, just five bob, Ow! Yowp!”
Peter Todd kept his word, and the end of hiz bat

wis hard and heavy., The Owl of the Remove fled witheout
E 1]~.1nfr ALy further requests,

‘ Beasts 7 groaned  Bunter, as he vrolled awav,
“Rotters! Thev're jolly etvil when I'm in funds, blow
cm! Yah! I'm jolly well going over 1o see l‘mlhnnhw

all the same. They've had a lot of money out of me,
and they’ll have to play for I O U's for once.”

He rolled awav out of gates, but it was with very
dubious feelings that he started for Higheliffe. )

Ponzonhy & Co. certainly were Ivm.n]a..h]\r civil to
Bunter when he was rolling in monev. On other occasions
their incivility was striking. More than omnce thev had
rageed the fot junior when he visited Highelifie, but it
was always easy for them to placate him when it was
worth their while, DBuunter might be kicked one day, but
he was willing to make friends again the next, for the
sake of being admitted to Ponsonby’s aristocratic virele.

But now that Pon knew the financial state he was in,
what sort of a reception wus he likely to meet with?

Ponsonby not only knew that he was stony, but that
hp was never likely to emerge from that uuhdpp}' state.

‘The rotters!” murmured Bunter. "It's my money

they wanrt, the beasts! I shouldu't wonder if thv
cheated me, too. Smithv says they cheat at cards.
Beasts! T'l1 joliv well let ‘em think that I've had the
tanner after all!”

Bunter brightened up at that cunming thought; and
with H*uf_*wvd hope 1n his breast, he rolled away on the
roid to Higheliffe, bent upon spoiling the Egyptians,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Welcome Guest!
i Y cad, it's Bunter!”
Pﬂﬂh{}ﬂh}f was lookimg out of his Lt'i]ﬂ'ﬁ-' window
at Hichelitfe, when he spotted the fat junior from
Lirey friars coming in.

There was a haze of smoke in Porsonby's study, Gadsby
and Monson and Vavasour were there, indulging in ug -
eites, one of their pleasunt little tastes. They were
chuckling over what Ponsonby had told them of his visit
to iﬂ{ﬂ,’ﬁmﬁ The terrible misfortune which had fallen
upon the Ow! of the Remove scemed only to amuse the
uuts of Higheliffe. Thev regarded it as funny.

“1 never could H‘Idlld that fat Lounder anvway,”
Gad<by had remarked. *“ Even when he wats gilt-edoed
he was guite impessible, dear boys Thank goodne-=
we're done with him

“ Abselutely ! saild Vavasour,

'I'hm: came P{‘l]'la-ﬂ!}h‘lp s remark frem the window,

By Jove!” said Gadsby, starting up. " You den't
mean to =ay he's got the :hm*h to come here, after all
‘ Looks ilke l*_," orinned Ponsonby,

“ By gad, wiat a nerve!” said Monson.
“Comin' to play bridee en  tick, abselutely,” suid
Vivasour., " Whot offers for Bunter's 1 0O U's?"
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| with them.

“Peuny a hundred ! grinned Gadshy,

*Ha, ha, ha!”

The four elezant youths gathered in the window—keep-
ing their ciearettes out of sight from the quad, however
and watched Bunter, The fat Removite looked very
red and warm after his walk. He rolled pufiing inte the
porch, and disappeared from view,

“He's really comin’ here.” said Ponsdonby. “Goin’ to
offer ns a little game for waste-paper, I suppos=e.”

*Ha, ha, hal”

“1 shall be sorry to hurt Bunter's feelinegs,” drawled
Ponsonby, " But we must reslly make 1t guite clear to
him  that  his acguaintance 1s not destrable m this
study.”

“You bet!” said Gadsby. " We're not hkely to be
hothered by the fot brute. nnless it's jolly well worth our
while.”

* Absolutelv !

Tap!

The door opened, and Bunter’s fat fuce and big olasses
climmered into the study. The auts of Higheliffe stared
at  him.  Bunter wriggled into the room with un
imeratiating erin. It was not at all the manner he would
have aszumed if he had had a crisp and rusthine tenner
in his pocket. . But circumstances alter cases,

Tue Magxer Liprapy.—No. 396,
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| Johnny Bull grabbzd uE the jam-tarts with both hands, and- iriasteréd Bunter':; tace,_hls hair, and his fat neck
Billy Dunter yelled with wrath and indignation.
(Sec Chapter 12.)

“Yaroooh! Ugh! Huh! Stoppit! Helpl”

“"How do wyou do, dear boys?”’ =aid Bunter
“Yon didn’t wait for me at Greyfriars, Pon."”

“No, I didn’'t,” assented Ponsonby icily.

“You—you sce, if you'd waited, 1 could have told you
about that letter,” said Bunter, blinking at him.

“We know all about the letter,” chuckled (sadsby.
“Pon’s told us It appears that your respected pater has
bitten off more than he can chew. Is he going to be
sent to prison®”

“ e hasn't done anvthing to be sent to prison, you
ass !’

“ You mean he's not been found out?" asked Monson.

“ Liook here, Monson i

“Awfully good of wvou to come, dear boy,” said
Penzonby,  “ We were cettin® bored.  You will amuse
s, Bunter. Can vou diunce?”

“ Dance I said Bunter, with a stare.

" Yes, a step-dance, vou know.’

“No, I can't.”

“Then we'll teach vou.  Put the poker on the spirit-
stove, Gaddy. Get it nice and hot.  We'll teach Bunter
to dance.”

' Ha: hosha !

‘e nuts of Hivhebffe hailed the suggestion with
enthusiasm.  Thev were tired of bridge, especially as

(SEE PAGE 35.)

feebly.
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did not feel inclined to join
Courtenay and his teamm at cricket.  But they were guite
ready to amuse themselves by termenting Bunter.
Bunter was not a fichting-nan, and he e Jld be ragged
to any extent without d: meer to the raggers. That Just
suited M'onsonby & Co,

Hilly Bunter blinked at them in alarm. He had walked
iito the lion's den, as it were. He had only too pamful
a remembrance of previous raggings administered Ly
Ponsonby & Co., and he knew their cruel proclivities. The
nnta were not always vood-natured in their little r ags.

funds were short., They

“I—1 say, you if:llnw U ostammered Bunter. “I—1
know you're joking, of course.”
“Of course we are,” assented Pousonbyv; “and the

joke's up against you.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I wanted to tell you about Hmr letter

“Oh, never mind the letter now,

*It—it was only spoof, you know."

This was a * whopper,” even meore whopping than Billy
Bunter’s usual 1=.-‘}1f.:p|w1‘.-, But it had the desired effect.
The manners of Ponsonby & Co. changed with starthng
suddenness. Gaddy, who was about to light the spirit-
stove to heat the poker, blew the match {;ut.

“Spoof ! repeated Monsonby.

“Oh, yes, you know; just a joke on el
Bunter, inventing with the ftLlilt"- that comes
practice. * My—my brother at home, you know

1) H'}"’ E:-l'[:l. T}

" You don’t mean to say youlve got vour teuwner,
all?” said Monson curiously,

Bunter slapped his pocket.,

“What do you think !” he said boastfully.

The *blades” of Highceliffe exchanged glances.
Ponsonby wished ‘nlllL‘Flt‘i\" that he had net made that
proposition about Bunter’s daucing, and the hot poker
He felt that it would require a considerable amount of
cxplaining away,

.;-.-;1'J]-.Li1w{l
of lony

after

“Ahem 7 caid Pousonby. “You—yvou'll excuse our
little joke, Bunter. Of course, we—we were =1mply
ILs l{mrr I'd rather hot-poker Gaddy than vou.~

.r"..haniufply " osaid YVavasour,

“Let me catech anybody hot-pokering Bunter!” said
Mouson. " 1I'd jolly well dot him in the eyel”

“The fact is, we were rather Jliu-ms.-d at vour bemng
so late, Bunter,” said Ponsonby. * We've put off all our

other engagements this afternoon on vour account, and
we've been waiting for you. When vou know that fellows
are looking forward to enjoving your society, it's rather
Lhard cheese to keep them walting.”

Bunter was all smiles again now. Flattery could never
be laid on too thick for the Owl of ﬂm Remove.

“That's all right,” he =ud. "Sorry to keep vou
E‘d‘l‘llﬂﬂ", but—but I had to get another letter, vou
know.”

* With that ripping teuner in it—what?"

" Exactly !”

“Trot out the vards, Pon,” said Mouson,.
going to have a really good time this afternoon,
like Bunter makes everything so jolly.”

Tap!

" Hallo! Keep those cards out of sight for a minute
muttered Ponsonby hastily, as a knock came at the door,

Monson shoved the n.n{h inte the table drawer a= the
door opened. But it was only De Courey of the Fourth.

‘Hallo, Caterpitlar I”

The Caterpillar nodded affably.

* Hallo, dear bovs! May I come in?"

“Trot in, old scout ! Wihere's vour father confessor:"
The Caterpillar grinued. It was curious that, althougl
he had r]nunnm{l 1111- with Frauk Courtenav. and given tha
nuts the “go by 7 in conseguence, |{t|n-u11h‘s & Co, were
alwavs keen for a chance of getting him back inte their
select fold. The faet that De Courcy did not cave a rap
for them or their opinion probably had sotnething to do
with it.

“Franky is fagein' at cricket.” explammed the Cater.
pillar. “I've been watebin' them. Dm rather good ot
watcehin' ericket, but a fellow gets tivea in the long ron.
Frank is knockin’ up runs, aud stageevin’ huminity ot
a territic rate. So I've sneaked away ™

“Join us in a httle game. old chap?”
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The Caterpillar shook his head.

"No, but I'd enjoy watchin’ you,” he said. *“I've given
up bridge, since Franky took me in hand, and snatched
me like a brand from the burnin’, yvou know. I simply
dare not: it would shock Franky too much, with that
tremendous morality of his that he learned among the
workin® elasses. But I'll sit and watch, if 1 may. The
fuct 15, 1 spottéd our friend Bunter comin’ in.”  The
Caterpillar made a craceful bow to Bunter. * Knowin’
Bunter to be a bold, plungin’ blade, I thnught I'd hhe
to see him rookin’ you. o if I'm not in the way

“Squat  down,” said Ponsonby. " Lock the door,
Gaddy! We don't want Mobby droppin’ in on us.

The Caterpillar stretched his elegant limbs in a com-
fortable avmchaiv.  Ponsonby cherished a secret hope
that when he saw the cards and the money, the old desire
for play would stiv in the Caterpillar’s breast, and he
would join in.  Anvway, Courtenmay wonld be annoyed
when he knew that his chnum had been present at
cambling in Ponsonby’'s study, and that was something,

e Courev watched them with an amused and ironie
smile as they =at down to play. The Caterpillar had a
peculiar sense of humour, and the sight of the Owl of
thie Hemove in the character of a bold and plunging blade
afforded him great enjoyment. He could have watched
Bunter for hours, when that egregious yvonth was on
the ' razele.”

Billy Bunter felt fluttered by the interest De Courcy
rovk in hinm—uot su-pecting its exact natuve, He knew
all about De Courcy's tremendous connecilons aide his
~warm of titled relations, and hie was prepared to be very
chiimmy with the Caterpillar. He bhinked at bhim en-
O ieingly,

ltke a hand, old chap,’
“No: I'm watchin’,” he said.
wateh a bold sportsman like vou, Bunter.

And the *sportsman ™ went ahead.

" saad Bunter,
“It's a pleasure to
Go ahead!”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,

The thtle Game !

ECIL PI'IT‘-.':;'{I‘\E‘I ' knm-.lﬁdy;e of the game of
bridge, like Sam Weller's knowledge of London,
was very J_‘LTE'IIL-]";F and peculiar,

Bunter's kuowledge was decidedly limited.

Gadsby and Monson were their opponents, while
Vavasour smoked and looked on. He was equally
intevested with the rest in the game, it hpmg an under-
stood thing that the four were to take equal * whacks 7 in
the plunder,

If Billy Bunter's obtuseness had not excelled even his
rascality, he could hardly have hoped to get the
Letter of the three v youug sharpers, all keener than him-
<¢lf, and better versed in the game they had chosen.

But the Owl of the Remove was quite confident.

He had a great opinion of himself as a blade and a
sportsman, and he flattered himself that he knew bridge
inside out. His instruetion had mostly been picked up
from the Iighelifte fellows, who had assured him
-olepinly that his mastery of the game was wonderful—
an assurance Bunter was quite ]nepaud to helieve,

Moreover, Bunter had the comfortable consciousness
shis time that hie conldn’t lose anvthing,

Hi= pockets were quite empty, as a matter of fact, <o
far a= money was concerned. Ponsonby & Co., who were
“eut " to take Bunter in, never dreamed that the fat
sior was, in faet, taking them in. They fully believed
that o tenner renosed in his pocket, and that when the
‘uhler was over, that teuner would pass into their
nands.

[Had thev kuown the =tate of the Bunter exchequer,
thev wonld havdly have wasted an hour m " dishing 7 him
2t hridee. Bunter was prepaved to =ign L O U's for any
smonnt—w Lich would be worth exactly the value of the
caper they were written upon, and no more,
 Billv Buuter had wwhm avreed to a guinea o hundred
vir the game— in fact, e would have .‘1“‘10{‘*{] to a fiver a

hsndred. if the Highelithans had asked him. Hp was

here to clean them out, or to eive them [ O U The

»L;.L of the <takes did not worry him at all.
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The Caterpillar’'s smile grew .more ironic as he noted
that Bunter's partner, Ponsonby, was playing very badly
indeed.

Ponsonby, though not great either in classes or in
ontdoor games, was very great at bridge, and certainly
could have played a hetter game if he had liked.

Apparently he did not like, :

Da Courcy glanced very curiously at Bunter. The Owl
of the Remove did not seem to have the alightest sus-
picion that he was being done. That Ponsonby was
icl?lihnrately putting in bad play did not seem to occur to
rim,

“By gad!” the Caterpillar murmured to himself.
“The silly duffer! They're going to rook him for five
quid at least on the rubber. By gad, it will be amusin’
1o see his face afterwards!”

But De Courcy made no remark aloud. It was not
his business, and he could scarcely invite himself into
Ponsonby’s study for the purpose of criticising
I'onsonby’s methods of rooking his visitor.

He waited for the denouement, ,

. Owing to Ponsonby’s methods, the rubber was finished
in a remarkably short time, and Gadsby and Monsou
worg (’1153' winners.

“And a hundred for the rubber,” prinned Gadsby.

Billy Bunter blinked at the ecards, and at the score.
I'onsonby gave a shrug of the shoulders.

“Shall we stay partners, Bunter:” he asked. * We'll
double the stakes, and make 'em sil up in the next
rubber."

“Certainly.” said Bunter.

"By pad!” remarked the Caterpillar. “You are a
howling sport, Bunter, old scout! You are a sticker!”

“What-ho!" blinked Bunter,

“There you are,” said Gadsby, “we've done you by
just five hundred. Five guineas, please! You can settle
with me, Pon, and Bunter with Monson.”

“Right-ho!” said Ponsonby.

As a matter of fact, Ponsonby had nothing like five
guineas about him, any more than Billy Bunter had.
But as the Higheliffe nuts were acting in concert, that
was 4 matter of no importance. Ponsonby’s half of the
loss was not to be paid at all, that was understood, and
Bunter's losses were to be divided after he was gone.
But Pousonby clinked several coppers together in his
pocket, and then clinked them into Gaddy’s hand, with-
out letting them he seen, so that Bunter had the im-
pression that Ponsonby had paid up in the customary
manner, ,

“Well, Bunter:" said Monson
waiting for my little bit.”

" Settle up after the next rubber,” suggested Bunter,
Lis heart beginning to beat uncomfortably.

“Oh, no; a rubber at a time!" said Monson.
the rules of the game.”

“Hardly worth while changing my tenner for a little
Lit like that."

“Oh, we'll change it for vou!" said Ponsonby. “I’ll
cut down to the tuckshop with it, if you like. We want
sone giddy refreshments, and I'll bring them in.”

“Well, the fact is—"

“ Buck up, Bunter, old man; you're keeping the table
waiting !

ik Mem!“

The Caterpillar's smile hroadened into a grin.
Bunter’'s manner was a sufficient indication of the true
state of affairs.

Ponsonby & Co. exchanged quick glances. All the
honeyed pleasantness departed from their manuner, and
their looks were very grim,

“You'll pay up, please,” said Monson guietly. “I'm
waiting for you, Bunter.”

“The—the fact is—""

“We can change your tenner.”

“I—I IFor a small amount like that, I'd rather
give you an I O U,” stammered Bunter,

“We're not colleeting 1mpot-paper,” said Monson.
“Now, pay up. This is a serions matter, not a joke!”

“1—-1 i

“I'm waiting."

“The—the fact i1s, I—I can't.”

“You cant!” exclaimed all the nuts togpether, and
D¢ Courcy chuckled. He was finding the sporting scenc
11 Ponsonby’s study even more amusing than he had
anticipated. That a fat duffer like Bunter should be
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rooking the rooks struck the Caterpillar as decidedly
funny.

" l?'li give Monson my I O U!" mumbled Bunter, with
an attempt at dignity. "“I—I suppose you cam trust
me:

“Do you mean fo say,” began Pounsonby, breathing
hard, “that you've Leen telling us lies:”

“(Oh, really, Pon '

“Don’'t call me Pon, you fat swindler!”

“Swindler” murmured the Caterpillar. “That's good
—distinctly good!”

“You haven't a tenner, after all:"

“I've been disappointed,” stammered Bunter.

“Then that letter from your pater was g-;-nuiue, after
all*” exclaimed Ponsonby, as he understood at last. “ It
wasn't spoof:”

“ Well, you—yon see——"

“You've come here without any money in your pockets
to play with us*"” said Ponsonby, scarcely able to believe
such amazing * cheek.”

He had never snspected Bunter of possessing so much
cool nerve; and his ears burned at the idea that he,
Cecil Ponsonby, had been taken in by a duffer like the
Owl of Greyfriars.

“What's the matter with my I O U?" demanded
Bunter., “ Among gentlemen i

“You fat rascal!”

“Oh, really ha

“Spoofed, by thunder!” exclaimed Monson, rising to
his feet, * We've wasted three-quarters of an hour on
that fat fool for nothing.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” chortled the Caterpllar,

“Shut up, De Courcy!” yelled the enraged Ponsonby.
“'The fat cad has taken us im, and he’s going to pay fer
it. Collar him!"

“Oh! I—I say, you fellows

“Nail the cad!”

- Billy Bunter made a movement towards the door, but
Monson promptly put his back to it. The Owl blinked
round him wildly. There was no escape for him. He was
fairly caught.

Dezply, at that moment, Billy Bunter repented him
that he had had that ripping idea of *“spoofing " the
nuts of Higheliffe. If Lie had won he would have pocketed
his winnings, with hie “stony " state undiscovered He
had not understood that he had about as much chance
of winning as of flying.

As a matter of fact, he had acted like an unscrupulous
voung rascal, though, for that matter, he was in exeel-
lent company. It was a case of sharpers eatching a
sharper.

The Caterpillar was simply wriggling with mirth in
the armehair. The scene appealed keenly to his peculiar
sense of humour.

But the nuts were not humorous about it. They had
fagged at bridge to clean out Bunter, and Bunter could
not pay. He had led them to Lelieve that he had a
tenner, and he had nothing, and was never likely to have
anything.

They were furious.

“Now, vou fat rotter, vou're going through it!" said
Ponsonby. “ You won’t want to try to swindle us again
in a hurry. Light that spirit-stove, after all, Gaddy,
We'll make him dance I

“Hear, hear!”

“(h, dear! I sav, vou fellows——

“(ive him a estump to begin with,” said Vavasour.

“Yank him over the table.”

“Ow! Yow! Help!

Bump! Billy Bunter, grasped by three pairs of hands,
flopped heavily on the table, face downwards. Ponsonby
flourished a cricket-stump,

Swish! Whack I’

“Yarooeoh!”

“RSock it to him ! shouted Monson. “Give him fifty !”

“(iive the rotter a hundred!”

“Yow-wow-wow | Help!”

The stump went up again, but, as it was about to
descend, Ponsonby’s arm was caught in a grip of iron.
He swung round eavagely, nnd looked into the calm and
smiling face of the Caterpillar.

"
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Caterpillar Chips In!

HUCK it!"

C The Caterpillar spoke quietly and calmly. He
had lounged lazily out of the armchair, hke
the slacker he was, Dut there was nothing slack

in the grasp he had fastened upon Ceeil Ponsonby’'s arimn.
It was a grasp like a vice.

Ponsonby’s face was passionate with rage.

“Let oo, you fool!” he said, between his teeth,

The Caterpillar smiled,

“What language!” he murmured. “Pon, old scout,
your manners are deplorable.  Are you going to put that
stump down "

“No!" yvelled Ponsonby,

“Then I must take 1t away,

“You slackin' cad——"

' Shush [

The elump was wrenched from Ponsonby's hand., The
slacker of Highelifte, the elegant and Ltug]m]n- Cater-
pillar, had -"rrmt Ltn*ngth when h{i chose to exert it.

“1I'm sorry to spoil the fun,” said the Caterpillar
apologetically, “but I can't sce Bunter ragged like this,
for nothin’, you know. It's up to me to chip in, and I'm
chippin’ in. “Awful fag, but I must do it.”

“You know he’s been rookin' us.” howled Monson.

“Well, what's sauee for the goose is sauce for the
gandey, vou know,” purred the Caterpiliar. * You did
play badly, didn’t vou, Pon#"

*“ Mind ruur own’ business !”

dear hoy.”

Lenmnl}" Too much fag to mind anvbedy else’s.
But call it off, 'on. Let the fat bounder wricole
away——"

“I'm going to thrash him within an inch of his life!”
chouted Ponsonby. Do you think I'm going to let a
fat fool like that spoof me="

“Yow! [egg ' Help!”

“ He tmlt worth lickin’, dear bov.” urged the 'L'_”'I:ti-'r-

pillar. " Now, be a good {]mp and let him wriggle oft.’
“1 won’t !”

“Then I shall Lave to take him under my protection,”
gald the {"AtEI‘IHHM “ Bunter, my giddy sport, vou're
under mv wing, ' i

Ponsonby ¢'cnched his hands furiously,

" Get out of my study, De Courey

“Certainly ! With Bunter. Come on,
tulip "

“ Bunter's not goin' vet!”

Bunter, my

said Gadshy savagely,

“DBunter's goin' to have lis lesson first !’ snarled
Mousen.
“1 say, you fellows——"

“Collar that cad and chuck him out!” shouted Pon-
sonby. And the four nuts sdvanced threateningly upon
De Courey.

The Caterpillar did not budge. Tlis grasp tightened
upon the stump he had wrene hed aw ayv from I"m]nmi}ﬂ

“Think it over, decar hmq " he urged. “If vou pt:f
me to the tronble of lickin' you, some Im-th' will gq_t hurt.
There, I told you so——"

" ‘.'r{;-ranp " shricked Gadsby,
on the head.

Y Ieep your distance, old secont., T don’t want to bhrain
vou, but I can’t fight four a2t once. Too much fae”
vawned the (_"{1.'!'_'1']:':1“4'1[" urbanely, as the infuriated nuts
crowded back from the R‘t'lll'ﬂ]‘n

Bunter had already rolled off the table and scuttled
bebind the Caterpillar. DPonsenby & Co. gave him and his
champion du*ldh lonks.

But the stump, flourished in De Courey's hand, kept
them back. They would have rushed the Caterpillar,
mmrmml but the stump looked a little too dangerous.

“Open the door, Bunter,” purmmI De Courcy, with
unmoved tranquillity. “I'm going to cover the giddy
retreat.”

“You rotter!” howled Monson.

“ Shush, dear bov 17

Bunter dragoed the door open, and seuttled inte the
passage, De O ourcy made a egraceful bow to the infuri-
ated nuts, and stepped out after him, Twirling the
elump like a walking-cane, De Courey sauntered “down
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the passage after the scuttliing Owl of the Hemove.
I'onsonby & Co. did not follow,

De Lmum toseed the stump into a corner, and ¢
downstairs after Bunter.
friars in the quadrangle,

“You'd better cut off, voung 'un,” he drawled. *“ Your
giddy scalp won't be safe if Pon gets hold of you after
this.”

“ The rotter I mumbl: d Bunter. “ e was jolly friendly
while I had any money.

“It’s the way of the world, my plump friend,” remarked
the Caterpillar. “It's a wicked world, dear bov., I'll
see yYou to the gates”

“ Halle, Caterpillar!
joined them in the quad.
slacker:”

“ Watchin’ Bunter spoilin’ the Egvptians. I've rescued
him from the ferocious clutches of Dongonby & Co.)”
explained the Caterpillar. * Awful fag, but 1 did it.
They thought Bunter had a tenner, and it turned out
that he hadn’t, Result—zhockin® breakage of an old
friendship.”

Courtenay laughed,

trolled
He overtook the D\\.l cf Grey-

Frank Courtenav, in flannels,
“Where have vou been, you

“"I'm seein’ our sportin’ fricnd to the gatee” added
the f_':liprf'lillar. “How many runs have vou made,
Frankyr”

“ Beventy.”

“By gad! What energv! Well, here we are. I

advise 1.::-11 te cut off, Bunter. Good- h*'.{'"
Hllh’ Bl]!'lt'{"!‘ p:mw{] outside the gates,
“Iold on!” he gaid, “1I zav, De Courey
i 11‘{11] a 59

“*What do vou say to a

y

little game:" asked DBunter,
blinking at him, “T'm fairly 1in the moad, vou know,
Right in the vein. T'll take you on at nap or bridge =

“You'd better get off " growled Courtenav, frowning.

“Oh, be a sport” urged Bunter, with quite a sporting
air.

“AMy plump yvoung friend,” eaid the Caterpillar, “in
the presence of Franky I dare not (quit the strairht and
narrow path of mor al rectitnde——-"

“Oh, cheese it zaid Courtenar,

. {}‘rlu;-r‘i.vis--.*,” 5:11'& the Caterpillar, “ I might be inclined
to take oun a desperate and roarin’ blade like vou,
Bunter, for the sake of the thrillin’ excitement. But
it can’t be did. Good-bye!™

“But, I say——"

f.‘mlrmnm and De Coure v walked hack into the gate-
way. Dunter hesitated. Then, ¢ atehing sight of Ponsonby
in the gquad, his hesitation T-.“H]]-»ll'"l.'{ and he started for
Greviriars at o run.

And all the cratitude Billy Huater felt towards the
Caterpillar for ILH kindly lnn’r{utnn wis expreseed in
one word :

" Beast !

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

Hard Up!
ARRY WHARTON & 0. had just come
J-l cricket-field when Billy Buuter came in,
of the Remove crossed the Close, with a clouded
and moody brow. Bob Cherry b: iled him cheerfully.

“Tallo, halla, halle "

Lunter blinked at him dolefully,

"Had any luck®” grinned Dob.
loaded up to the neck
E H"*-.]i’[l s

‘Ponsonby’s an awful rotter!”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

Flnﬂ. re all beasts! They only want me to visit them
when I've got plenty of tin.

“(30 hon!
‘T'm done with those ends!™

off the
The Owl

“Mave vou come home
with the =poil of the piddy

crumbled Dunter.

said DBunter. T shall

refuse to recornise DPonsonby after this! I shall cut
him !”
“ Most likely he'll save vou the trouble, <o long as

Temarked T-:b}lvH'[I".' Fiall.
I O T, said Bunter,
I should bave

}'f‘.u‘l‘rf: stomy,”

‘The cads actunally refused my
“It's an nsult, vou know, Uf course,
settled up in the long run.”
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“The longfulness of the run would have been terrific!”
remarked Hurree Singh, with a chuckle.

“Oh, really, Inky! Of course, my pater’s affairs will
come round mm time. Under the circumstances, I think
you chaps might lend me h quid or two——"

“(Good-bye!" said the Famous Five together. And
they walked away, and Bunter went on to the School
Houvse, frowning,

Tea was over in No. 7 Study. Peter Todd was on
the cricket-ground again, and Tom Dutton was doing
lines, and Alonzo Todd reading a missionary report.
Bunter grunted as he blinked in at the study door.

“1 want my tea,” he remarked.

“My dear Bunier, it was finished an hour ago,” said
Alonzo. 1 am afraid there is nothing left. Haveé you
not had tea with your friends at Higheliffe:" :

Bunter snorted.

“You remember vou told us your friends thtg.r'!'* were
going to stand a very handsome tea,” remarked Alonzo.
“I understood that you always have a realiy high time
when you go there, Bunter, because they are so fond
of you. Otherwise I should certainly have left you some
of the sardines.”

Bunter snorted again. His “swank " had cost him his
tm. He blinked into the study cupboard, but it was

are.

“Well, T want my tea,” he said.
cad, and I declined to have tea with him.
Liob, Lonzy."”

“I am so sorry
embarrassment.”

“ Dutton, old man, lend me a bob!” shouted DBunter,
ruthlessly interrupting Alonzo’s long-winded explanation
of his stony state.

“Eh:r" said Dutton.

“1 haven’t had my tea.”

“ What rot!” said Dutton. * You're too young to go
to sea. DBesides, your pater may pull round again, you
know. Never say die!”

*(h, you deat ass |
sea ! howled Bunter.
a feed. Seet”

“ You'd hetter ask the Head,” grinned Dutton.

“Eh—why?"

“Tell him vou want to go to sca, and sece what he
gays."

*(h, rats!”

Bunter gave Dutton up, and retired from the study,
slamming the door. Alonzo opened it and peered after
him.

“ My dear Bunter—-

The Owl looked round hopefully.

“ TFound a bob®" he asked.

“No: but I suzgest that you should ask some of your
friends in this emergency,” said Alonzo. * Skinner, I am
sure, would be glad to make you a small loan, ns vou
have been so very friendly with him—-—-"

“ Oh, bother I growled DBunter. And he rolled away.

Alonzo's advice was well meant, but it was quite useless
to Bunter. He had already learned how much reliance
was to be placed upon the friendsh ig: of Skinner & Co.

But a scent of cooking attracted him to No. 14 Study.
Ile blinked in, and discovered Fisher T. Fish frying
rashers.

“I say, Fishy,” mumbled Bunter, “I haven't had my
ton, and it's too late in Hall, old chap.”

“Ton late for tea here, too, unless you can pay up
the hob you owe me!” said Fisher T. Fish. “1 guess
1'!m not a charitable institution!”

“0Oh, really, Fishy 4

“ ()h, vamoose the ranch, do!"

“Look here, do you want another licking®" asked
Bunter, remembering how easily he had disposed of the
Yankee junior on a previous occasion.

Fizher 'I'. Fish did not reply. He picked up a pair
of tanes and charged at Bunter. The Owl dodged out
of the study just in time and fled.

“You come back, vou fat mugwump, and T calenlate
I'll make potato-serapings of you " yelled Figher T. Fish.

unter did not come back. He was leoking for ten,
not for a chance i be made into potato-scrapings.

His fat face brightencd up at the sight of Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent coming up to No. 1 Study
with packages in their hands. He joined them at once.

“1 say, you fellows, I haven't had tea,” he said
pathetically.

Tue Macxer Lippary.—No. 29

“ Ponsonby 15 a low
Liend me a

that T am in a state of financial

I'm not talking about gomg to
“1'm simply famished, and I want
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“Too bad!" said Nugent. “We haven't ecither.

Good-bye!”

“I'lIl have tea with vou chaps, if you like.”

Wharton shook his head.

“You can't have tea with fellows you don't know,” he
replied. * You dropped our acquaintance, you know.’

“J—I-—1I was only joking,” mumbled the wretched Owl,
“—1I say, everybody's giving me the go-by now I haven’s
any money.”

“Serve you right!” said Wharton cheerfully.
swanked too much when you had any, Bunty.”
“ And—and the fact is, I'm expecting

order !

“You and your postal-order!” grinned the captain of
the Remove. “Have you brought that postal-order to
life again®" '

“It—it's a faect, you
relations——"

“ Bow-wow !”

“Well, I--['m not expecting a postal-order,” snid
Bunter desperately, “but you might ask a chap to tea
when he's down on lhis luek.”

Harry Wharton was not proof against this appeal. He
took Bunter by a fat ear, and led him into the study.

“ You can do the cooking,” he said.

Bunter brichtened up wonderfully.
were forgotten at the prespect of a feed.

Iiob Cherry and Johnny Bull and Inky and Souift
arrived, to find the Owl of the Remove in his shirt-slceves
busily engaged in cooking. The chums of the lemove
wore in funds, and the ten was nmple—which was fortu.
nate, as it happened, for Billy Lunter was in his mnosb
wolfish mood.

All the unpleasant remarks he had made to the Co.
scomed. to have passed from Dunter’s mind. Ile was
quite willing to be pally.

Neither did the Co. seem to remember them. They
could not help feeling a certain amount of Ccompassion
for the miserable Owl, whose short-lived prosperity had
vanished for good. Bunter's swank was a matter rather
for amusement than for resentment. In his present
deplorable state they were good-naturedly willing to feed
him up to his fat chin, and help him to forgot his
troubles,

Billy Bunter did forget his troubles—for the present,
at least. IHis fat face heamed over the well-spread hoard.

“] say, you fellows, this 13 " ha

(11 1!' r}u

a pf}ﬁhll-

know. One of my titied

All his troubles

something lhike! !
remarked. “ Do you mind if I open the other pot of jam?”

“(#0 ahead!”

“Thanks! I must say you fellows are rather decent !
enid Bunter. “You never had any of my moncy when
I had any. That rotter Skinner won’t lend me a bob "

“Ja, ha, ha!”

“ lpssed if I see anything to cackle at in that! And
that worm Fishy is dunning me for a bob he lent ma
this morning. Why, I've stood him no end of feeds.”

“ Qyueh is life!” sighed Bob Cherry.

And Hurrce Singh declared that the suchfulness was
terrific.

“Tt's an unerateful world,” said Squid =olemnly. © nnd
vou were such a nice, sweet, ngreeable chap when you
were in funds, Bunty!”

“ Yos: wasn't I¥" said Bunter. *1'm sorry now that
I wasted money playing map with that cad Ponsonhy.
And then the iin I've blued on smokes'! What a fat-
headed thing to do, you know, when I might have saved
it up to buy tuck with!” :

“ ixperience boughtfully is better than taughtfully "
remarked Hurree Singh.

“ Paga the tarts, Bob, old chap.
finish the tarts:”

* Not at all.”

“ Wall, that was a jolly mood fecd!” gaid DBunter at
last, when he was finished—which was not till the table
was quite bare. “Now, I'll tell you what, you chaps.”

“Well?”

“We'll have a game of nap to wind np with. I——
Hallo! Yoop! Wharrer you at®” roared Bunter.

He reaily did not need to ask that question. Iie found
himself suddenly in the passage on his back, and the
door slammed after him.

Do you mind if I

.
13
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Friends in Need !
ILLY BUNTER™ fat face wore a lugubrious ex-
pression during the following days,

He was stony.

And he was not only stony, but he had the
dreadful prospeet of remaining in that state for the rest
of the term, and perhaps longer.

For a while, while his father’s prosperity had lasted,
William George Bunter had basked in the sunshine of
fortune.

He had soom grown accustomed to getting whacking
remittances, and to having golden quids in his pockets,

It is easier to get accustomed to wealth after poverty
than to poverty after wealth. So Bunter discovered.

And the consequence which his wealth had given him
was a thing of the pa-t now. He was a nohody again.

Instead of saving “ when I get a tenner,” he could only
remark, “ When 1 used to get tenners,” and he found
that there was a tremendous difierence between the two,

Even his allowance was stopped: his pater naturally
considering that, havine had 2o much cazh of late, he had
been able to put by a little for a rainy day. It was in
vain that Bunter wroate him pathetic letters, pointing
out that the contrary was the case. His pater would not
or counld not help him. Indeed, Bunter, senior, was soon
tircd of hearing of William's troubles, and he wrote to
tell him that he was lucky to be able to <tay at Grey-
friars at all, and that unles: matters improved in his
business he might have to tuke him awayv from Grey-
frinrs at the end of the tern. )

There was no help to be had from home.
was plunged into the depths of the blues,

It was in vain that he strove to raiee little Inans on the
strength of a postal-order he was expecting.  The fellows
kncw that postal-order too well.

Good-natured fellows parted with a shilling or a half-
crown occasionally, without any expectation of seeing it
again, Lord Mauleverer “stood " him a whole quid. But
money never lasted Bunter long. It all went the same
way—to the tuck=hop.

And he was not only stony—he was in debt.

Fisher T. T'ish was his most persistent creditor, Tt
eeemed to zive the
Yanlee schoolboy a
physical  pain  te
think of losing his

Billy Bunter

“bob.”" He dunned
Bunter for that
mnhappy  shilling,
up hil! and down
dale. :

Then there were
teveral tradespeople
in  Friardale and
('ourtfield 1o whom

ing banknotes, and
had thus been led
into wivine  hin
credit.

When  the  hili-
came in Billw
Bunter showed

them  pathetically
to Peter Trodd, in
No, 7T Study,  and

Peter kindly ad-

vigedl  him te oo
h:'.u|~.'1'lilj'.. Vonyn
offered to pav all

the  amounis  fog
|

time when -
hnenenl FesOred -
should enable him

to do a0, Terpi

1

uatton Wi 1104
Tar Magxer Liup

A Granp Story EHHEC':"'
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B , - ittt e . .
Sites sowed 1At ol Courthicld,  and
1R & & == ITafde- LR 4l o 1

: ey re dunm
people who hoa d COUSIN ! : Mma. - Then :'}];‘Im.g
L g 1 i H [l _' 1R L1 I'E.I' =
seen him chanes 4 thirty hob at the
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ﬁ:@]}' df:iif, but stone deaf, when Bunter *ried *o wmake
im understand that it was un to him fo - & stndva
mate through his difficnities. P Bosteshib 0inty

So Bunter’s fat, round face grew longer and loneer
every day, ' :

Till at last, in the Remove Form-room cne mornine
Mr. Queleh called him out before the class. The Remove
master had a paper in his hand,

“ Bunter,” said Mr. Queleh, in a *hundercus voice. “1
have received this account from Mr. Cleo o, of Friurdale.®

“Oh, lor’ " groaned Bunter. o

“It appears that Mr. Clegg has supplicd vou with esnte
ables to the value of thirtv-two shillivcs apd threepences
halfpenny.” 1

“On "

Mr. Clegg has written me a note, explaining that he
did this because vou had a banknote at the time. which
he ccould not change.  Otherwize he wonld net have rivel
vou eredit.  He tells me that he has asked vou several
times for the money, and that veu refuse to nav.”

“I—1 haven't refused, sir!” ° o

“Then why have you not paid thi- account:”

"I—I'm expecting a postul-order shortly, &ir
I'm geing to settle up in full with old l’_']{t.i_:.g:_"'

" You had better do so at the first onpportunitv, Bunter,
If this matter is brought t¢ mv notice agcain. vou mav
expect the account to e sent on to vour fatker, as well
as severe punishment for vourself!” |
- "0n, ecrumb=!" ejaculated Bunter, shudderine st the
idea of accounts being sent en to Mr. Bugter in his
presemt miond, |

© DPon’t utter ridiculous ejaculations, Bunier
to vour place !”

bHe sat a pieture of dismay for the rest of the mornine
His reckless improvidenve was coming home to roost =

When the Remove were dismissed, Bunter rolled out of
the Form-room with o face of misery, Bob (herry I:'i':laalu;{l
him on the shoulder in the passuge. L o

“Buck up, tubby 7 caid Bob kindlv.
of the world vet, vou know.” '

“I'm done in 7 groaned Bunter,
my pater there'll be an awful row,

Bol whistled.

Then

Go back

Tain’t the end

“If that bLil roes to
He won't pay it,”

“There'll be an
awful row if he
doesn’t.” he esaid,

"I kpnow there
will, (Md Clegg

will come ta the
Head, T shall have
E 0 leave “r‘{rj'..
[riars!” mumbled
Bunter, And
that Isn 't all—

there's a quid due
to the FIH'!]:»}I-I‘}I:I mn

orocer’s,
no rirht to give
schoo'bove  credit,
you know, and it']]
SOrve em ]"]"’_,-'}Jt ].E
thev're not  paid,
But—-"

"Well, there'a
ten-and-six 2t the
katter’s. and ahout
ten Il at  the
heostor's. anrl i
pound st the eon-
fectioner’s, and—
and HnT
‘th:';l',_-'_a I foroet just
now.

Sl I 8 (ol

“"He me a
Liei the swindler !
samd Fi:ker T
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“The 'lia-terpi-ll-nr wrenched the stﬁhlp from i‘unsunh}"s hand. *I'm sorry (o spoil the fun,” he said, apologetically; |

1

o e — — e ———

“And me another ! =0id Skinner,

“ He used to go into the shops when he had a banknote,
o wet credit by showing it about,” remarked Sneoop.
“It was a dirty trick, in iy opinion.”

“Yon were jollv willing to have a whack In the grub,
anvway !’ hooted Bunter. “ You ought to help me out
of this!” )

‘1 rue~z T want that beb, Banter !

“Uome alone with me, vou fat chump!™ said Baobh,
tukinge Bunter by the ear. " We'll go into this”

Bab Cherrv’= chum- jolnced in the eonsultation that
foliowed. They were all willing to help If they conld,
Nt that they had any responsibility for Bunter, but it
wi~ pretty clesr that if they did not help hiin nobody
would., h

And if Bunter's debts were not paul 1t was certain that
e« vions trouble would fall vpen him.

The Femous Five and Squifi and Peter Todd econsulted
golemnly.  If the wiount had been small they wonld hive

T MacseT Lisrairy.—XNo. 195,

i ‘‘but I can't see Bunter ragged like this, for nothin’, you know.
| Awful fag, but I must do it.”

It's up to me to chip in, and I'm chippin’ in.
(See Chajpler 8.)

paid it among themselves, But it was not emall. It woa
larwe, )

They made Bunter Lringe all his various hills to No. 1
:""-".Iin';_'-.': and they went over them. Peter Todd firured
ont the total amount on a <heet of impot-paper, It camae
Lo meven pounds,

“You =ee, I coulidd give 'em a hit each, and keep ‘em
Cowanl Bunter, Y Somethine may turn up, you

v
ko,

I'J'_J:E'! i

“They've oot to Le paid.” said Harry Wharton, frown-
ine, " Heow much meoeney have you ot
“Oh, really, Wharton, of eourse I haven't any money !’
“Where the deuce is seven guid to eome from:" said
Bou Chervy blankly. " If they're not pawd, Bunter may
wirt kicked out of Grexfriars It would be a good thing
for Grevfriars, of coulee, but rather rough on Banty.”
I'm expectine g pestal-order——"" beran Bunter,

“Phut upl” eheouted the whole meeting, 1n greab

*
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‘exasperation.
order. :

It was a knotty problem, and the juniors tried to think
it out. It was Hurree Jamset Ram Singh who made a
sugrzestion,

“There is solefully one thing to be done,” he remarked.

“Well?"”

“The cash must be raised whipfully round. It is what

ou call in English an esteemed benefit. Suppose the
move Dramatic Society gives a  beneficial  per-
formance "

“ Bunter's benefit I ejaculated Bob Cherry.
ripping idea!”

“Gond egg!”

“Giood old Inky !" exclaimed Harry Wharton. *That's
the idea. A performance for Bunter's henefit, all the
takings to go to Bunter!”

“h, good!" said Bunter.

“To scttle his debts!”

“(Oh!" said Bunter, his fuce falling agam.

“We'll put our heads together, and make up a ripping
variety show—something the fellows will like,” said
Wharton. “ We'll charge a bob o head for admission,
and reserved seats at half-a-crown. Lots of the fellows
will turn up to help that fat idiot out of his fix, and to
ace the show.”

“ And if there’s more than seven gquid raised 1! can go
to the cricket elub,” said Peter Todd,

“Good !

“Ok, really, vou fellows,” exclaimed Bunter warmly,
“vou're jolly well not going to hand over my moncy to
the cricket club!”

“Your monev!” howled Balh Cherry.-

“Yes, my money ! said Bunter firmly. “It's my inoney.
I suppose, if it's raised for my henefit ©

“(h, suffocate him, somebody ! aaid Squift.

“The money will be handed over to me,” said Bunter.
“That’s always done in a benefit. I can do as I like with
my own money, L suppose!”

The Removite glared ot him,
impervious to glares.
his rights'!

“In fact, the whole thing had better be left in my
hands,” =said Bunter. *“It's mv benefit, and 1 warn you
that I'm not going to have any interference.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“A fellow can always manage his own business best,
and I insist upon managing mine,” said Bunter.

“Mansge it them, you fat ass!” exelaimed Wharton
angrily. *“We've wasted enough time on you. Let's get
down to the cricket, you chaps.”

“Right-ho! Come on'!”

“Here, 1 sav, you fellowa, vou're going to back me
up, I suppeser” exclaimed the Owl of the Remove, 1n

1sMav.

“No!  We're leaving vou to manage your business”
said Bob cheerfullv. * Maunage away, old chap. We're
not going to interfere.”

And the Co. guitted the study, leaving DBilly Bunter
on kia own,

“Oh, my hat!" murmurced Bunter.

Ho jumped up, and pursued the meeting down the
passaoe,

“I—I say, vou fellows! I—I was only joking. vou
know. Of course I'm quite willing to leave il in your
hands, vou know.”

“Too late!” said Peter Todd.

“Oh, really, Teddy, vou're going to stand Ly an old
pal when le's down on  his luck®” said  Bunter
patbetically. “T shall get the sack, you know.”

“Jollv good thing, too'”

“Oh, dear! I sav, Bob, old man

“Rats!”

“Harry, old chap—"

“If you call me * Harry, old chap,” Ull knock your head
on the wall!" exclaimed Wharton, “ Look here! We'll
try to see you through this, vou fat lunatic, if you
promise to keep vour silly head shut, and not to meddle.”

“T—1'll agree to anything you like if vou'll only shuf
up that beast Clegg, and all the other beasts!” mumbled
Bunter. “It's a go!”
Tur Magxer Liprary.—No. 395,
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And the Co. returned to the study to consult upon ways
and meane for making Bunter’'s benefit a success, Bunter
himself being excluded from the conference. The Co.
had had enough of Bunter.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER:
Getting Up the Programme I

UNTLER'S benefit!
B There was a general chuckle in the Hemove at
the idea, when it became known.

Why anvbody should exert himself for the benefit
of Bunter, who certainly never exerted himself for the
benefit of anybody else, was a mystery. But it 18 a
curioug circumstance that when a fellow expects to get
things done for him, he generally does get things done
for him. There arec many persons in the world who have
a cheery habit of laying their troubles on other people’s
shoulders,

The Famous Five and other leading members of the
Form having undertaken the task of seeing Billy Bunter
through his difficulties, most of the IRemovites were
prepared to “do their bit.”

The next day there appeared on the neotice-board a
prominent notice, in the handwriting of Harry Wharton,
which was read with considerable interest by all the
Lower School. It ran:

BUNTER'S BENEFIT,

On Saturdav afternoon the Remove Players will give
a Denefit Performance—a Variety Matinee—at 3 p.an.
i1 the Form-room.

First-class Performancs by the best Talent in the
Remove. All your Old Favourites will appear. Merry
and DBrieht!

Greviriars Fellows are requested to back up the Benefit
as One Man. Admission at the doors, One Shilling.
Special Reserve Seats, which can be booked in advance,
9:. 6d. Apply at No. 1 Study for Tickets.

ROLL UP! BY ORDER!

“What the dooce does anyvbody want to benefit Bunter
fort" Temple of the Fourth wanted to kunow. .

“ Bunter can generally look after himself,” remarked
Hobson of the Shell. “And I'm going to leave him to
do it, for one !”

“1 guess I'm keeping my cash in my trousers pocket,”
said Fisher T. Fish emphatically. * Dunter owes me
a bob now."”

But a good many of the fellows decided to go. After
all. a bob wasn't much, and it would help a schoolfellow
out of a fix, and there would be a pretty good entertain-
ment, anvwav., The Remove Players were always
entertaining, Not like the somewhat dreary classical
plays given by the Sixth, or the Shakespearian perform-
ances of the Fourth Form Dramatic Soclety.

Bunter’s difficultics were pretty well known all over
the school by this time, and schoolboys are proverbially
cood-natured. If anybody didn’t deserve backing up,
it was Bunter, but most of the fellows decided to back
Lhim up all the same.

Fellows who were not prepared to spend money were,
however, preparcd to do their bit by generously con-
tributing to the performance. Indeed, if the manager
of the Remove plavers accepted all the kind offers made
him, it was likely that the performers would cutnumber
the audience, and that there would be a glut of talent
at Bunter's benefit,

When it came out that the committes were in No. 1
Study, planning the programme for the matinee, kind
helpers dropped in on them to offer their services.  Billy
Bunter himself wae the first. Bunter considered it a gocd
idea for him, personally, to take up half the programme
with a ventriloguial entertainment,

ITe learned from the committee that ventriloguial
ontortainments were off, and, as Bunter persisted warmly,
Bunter was soon off, too, with I3ob Cherry’s boot 1o help
him off.

The next caller was Fisher T Fish,  Fish, lhiowever,
was not erring on the side of generosity. Fish did not
regard it as business to do anything for nothing.

THE PENNY PUPULAR,

CHUCKLEE, 1d.
Every Friday. ]

Every Satu day, o



“I. guess you galoots are making nup the propramme
——what?” asked Fishv, a< he inserted his long, thin nese
into the study.

“"We are,” zaid Harry Wharton. * Good-bye!"

“T guess I can make a suggestion. What yon want,
to make this entertainment go, i gome real, live Anerican
hvmeur,” explained Fish, *“Well, I'm willing to give
veu a turn—say, half an hour—of the best aund latest
American jokes. I guarantee te send the audience into
a vear. What do you saye”

“Rats !V was the reply of the commitice,

“Now, vou ecan’t afford to miss this,” =aid Fish
persuasively,  “Aud I guess 111 Jet vou have good
terms—generous terms.”

“Termss” said Wharton.

“Yep! I'l put in my bit for a small percentage on
the takings; eay, twenty per cent.”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“1 guess I fail to see where the cackle comes in!

Heal American humour is the very thing vou want., 1
guess I could aceept ten per cent, of the takings,

“ My dear chap, there wouldn't be anv takings if the
fellows found out there was going to be American humour
at the matinee. Good-bye!”

“You drive a hard bargain,” sighed Fishy.
I'll Le satisficd with tive per cent.”

“ There's the door.”

‘Look hyer! If vou reckon I'm goiug te give a turn
for nothing vou're off vour guess " said Fishy warmly.

“"You're not goipg to give a turn at all,” grinned
Bob Cherry. * But we might be able to imceet vou ou
business terms.  Suppose  vou give ten  minutes of
Anerican humeur——"

14 ":I-":_Erj.__':l

" Aud you pay a quid iuto the fund——

“What "

“On those terms vou cap ceonsider your services
accepted,” =aid Harry Wharton, with a ned. * And
vou're getting a good bargain., Tain't evervhody who'd
listen to American humour for ten minutes for one quid,
Livt we'd stand 1t for the sake of backing up the fung.”

“You =illy jav!” ehricked Figher T, Fieh., 1 pguess
vou can go and chop chips 7

And the Yankee junior retived and <lammed ihe door,
leaving the ¢atertainment commiltee chuckiing.,  TDut
the deor reopened in a minute or o, and the long, thin
nose of IMisher T. Fish reappeared.

“1 puees I'm coming to the show, anvway.”

“All are weleome,” =aid Ilarrvy Wharton cheerfulle,
“Can I supply yvou with a reserved ticket? Half-a-erown,
[||I-L:.r:~‘}.”

Ficher T. Fish snorted.

‘I guess vou can keep vour half-erown tickets, and
1'll keep my half-crowns. Ycou can give me a ticket for
a bob,”

" Pay at the doors.”

“Yep. But this is the hob Dunter owes me,” explained
Fish. “1I guess there’s no screwing it out of him, so
I'm going to take it out this wav. You give me a
ticket for a boh—that bob.”

“1 oucss

“No Yankees admitted on the nod. You pay cash,
cr vou don’t come 1n.’

“Look hyver! There's a hob due to me :

“ Bow-wow !

“T guese I'm not going to be done,” eaid Fish

indignantly. “If this hver is Bunter's Lenefit, T puess
I can come in for the hob Bunter owes me—"

“You can scttle that with Bunter., Ge and eat eoko!
Vamoose the ranch ! Clear off ! DBuzz!”

“T guees——"

What Fishy guessed was never known, for Bob Cherry
charged at him with a ecricket-bat just then, and the
Yankee slammoed the door and fled.

“ Now, ahout the programme,” said Harry Wharton,
“We've got Willey down, in his impersonations, that's
vond., He's going to do Mr. Molbs of Highcliffe, and the
(‘aterpillar, and DBunter, and Coker of the Fiftii—
lizhtning changes, and so on. That cught to oo down.”

“The downfulness will be terrific!” remarked Hurree
Singh,

“Then I give a recitation,” said Wharten : “and there’s
a scente from Juliug Casar by the plavers gpenerally.
Clog-dance by Mark Linlev. That alwiavs goes down, anid
Linley does it a treat.  Pathetic ballad by Nugent.
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Franky can always do the pathetic bits. Comic song by
Bob Cherry.”

“*Hear, hear!” =said Bob.

“What's the song going to be, thought”

“That's all rieht; I'm making it up.”

g R

“You see, we want a really good song for the c¢omic
turn,” said Bob, who was chewing a stump of peneil
thenghtfully. “When you want a thing well done,
there's nothing like doing it yours=elf, is therez”

* Ahem !

“1'm writing a war comic song,” explained Bob.
“ Although I shy it myself, it is a ripper I”

“I'he ripfulness is sure to be terrifie 7

“It's an imitation of Gilbert and Sullivan,” =aid Bob.
“1 suppnse you know theis old song about the police-
man—' A Boliceman's Life is net a Happy One.” Well,
I think I'm rather impreving on 1t.”

“Ahem "

“What are you all ahemming for?” demanded Bob.
“ 1o von think I can’t write a comic song ™

“Ahem 17 e

The ahemming was, as Inky would have saiwd, terrihe.
Apparently the committee had some lingering doubts as
te Boh Cherry’s ability in the somg-writing line.  But
before the question eould be pursiied further, the study
door epened, and Skinner came 1n, with & genial grin.

“1've heard what's on,” he remarked. “I'm gomng to
help.”

“Half-erown, please ;

“T don't mean that T want a ticket,” «aid Skinner
hastily., “But I'm willing to do a turn. I'm rather
rocitd at eenjuring ' .

“Kipps is poing to give us a conjuring turn.
all the same! Good-evening !

“ Look here, I'll make 1t a comie song if you like——"

“That's Bob's little hit. Shut the door after your.”

“My hat! 1 suppose you don't want any casualties mn
the audience I jeered Skinner. “ Now, I ask you fair and
senare, 1s it the right thing to g@t an audience into a
Form-ionm, where they ecan’t get out in a hurry, and
start Hob Cherry singing to them? Is it kind?”

Having propounded that query, Skinner had 110 time
to wait for an answer, as Bob Cherry introduced his boot
into the discussion, and Skinner departed from the study
with a vell. _

“1'm fed up with silly idiots coming here offering their
Citlv serviees,” said Hoh: “and 1 don’t see what you
dufters are grinning at, either. The next =illy wudiot who
comes in here will et this cushion on his neck ! )

I'ne grinming committee settled down to work again,
and Baob resumed hi= labours upon the comic song that
was to outde Gilbert and Sullivan. A hittle later the
door recpened, and Lord Mauleverer stepped in.  Bob
{'herry rose to his feet and grabbed the cushion,

*“1 hear " hegan the dandy of the Remove.

[{e had no time to get any further,

=wine !

“Oh, gad!” velled Lord Mauleverer, as he zat down on
the study carpet.

Thanks

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Tuck for Bunter!
GB (CHERRY flourished the cushion,
B “Travel !” he roared.

“Begad! Oh, dear! Wow!”

“We don't want any comic turns, any conjuring
trick=, and comic songs, or serious hailads, or skirt-
dancers ! howled Bob., " Yeou can travel along! Now,
1 give vou one =econd and a half.”

“Hut, I say, I've come to Yooop 1"

=wipe !

“Held on, fathead!” exelaimed Wharton, jumping up
and jerking the cushion away from Bob Cherry, " Per-
Faps Mauly hasn't come to offer his services.”

YOk T said Hob,

“Begad ! gasped Lord Mauleverer., " 1Ts this a private
lunatie asylum?  If this 1= the way you treat fellows who
comm¢ to buy tickets, vou won't have a thumpin’ big
sale, I ean tell you that.”

(SEE PAGE 5.)

17



'8 THE BEST 3°- LIBRARY D%~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY. "o

“Oh, you've come to buy tickets!” stuttered Boh.
" Borry !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors kindly picked up Lord Mauleverer. ‘I'ho
slacker of the llemove scemed incapable of that exertion
on his own,

“Awfully sorry!” said Bob. “You ean consider the
whole thing a mistake. I withdraw that cushion.”

“You silly ass!” groaned his lordship. “I've a jolly
good mind not to buy any more tickets now.” )

“Any more!” said Wharton. *“ You haven't housht
any yet.” >

" Yaas, I have—eight! I've decided to take another
eight, and I'll give the lot to fellows whs can't afford
em,” gaid his lordship. It will buck up the sale a bit,
and I happen to have lotsgf tin just now. Therc's a
quid, and you can give me the sixteen now.”

“But you haven't bought eight tickets!” exclaimed
Wharton, in perplexity. “ What the deuce do vou mean?
You haven’t been here before®” )

“I bought “em of Bunter,” explained his lordshin.

“ Bunter!” yelled the committee, with one voice.

" Yaas!”

“ Bunter! Oh, my hat!”

“Well, I paid him for them, but he told me to call
here for the tickets,” said Lord Mauleverer. * He said
that was all riecht.”

“All right! Oh, the fat rotter!”

“Begad! What's the matter®”

“There’s vour tickets,” said Wharton
have them, as you've paid for them. It means a loss of
& quid to the fund. Come on, you fellows, and we’ll laok
for Bunter. We may be able to save the quid.”

“Begad! Hasn't Bunter paid in the
ejaculated his lordship.

. “lil'."at-hr:udf Did you think he would?" hooted Johnny
ull. )
“Well, as it's his benefit, you know——"

" Bow-wow !”

The committee broke up suddenly. TLord Mauleverer
was left standing in the study, with a strip of tickets in
his hand. The committee rushed away in search of the
cheerful youth whom they were benefiting.

They would ruess where to find him.
direct line for the school shop.

Billy Bunter was there, in all his glory  He was seatoed
on a high stool at the counter, and Mrs. Mimble was
being kept pretty busy, in serving him. The shinv and
satisfied look on Bunter's face indicated that Lord
Mauleverer's sovereign had already passed over the
counter,

" Bunter, you spoofing rotter!”

Billy Bunter blinked round at the angry Removites.
"I say, you fellows, you can sample these tarts, if you
like,” he gaid generously. “It’s my treat!” )

“Your treat, you—you Prussian! What have vou
done with Mauly’s quid?” roared Bob Cherry. ‘

“Oh, really, Cherry M

_ Bob caught the Owl of the Remove by the collar, and
jerked him off the stool. Billy Bunter came to the floor
with a bump and a yell. His mouth was full, and he
began to splutter wildly.

" Groooooogh !’

“ Where's that quid, you spoofer?”

i {_irrrrr?ngh! It was my quid, wasn’t it?" spluttered
Bunter. “Leggo, Bob Cherry, you beast! Groogh!”

“Hand over the quid !”

“I've spent it!"” yelled Bunter. 7T su
as I like with my own money, can’t I?
benefit ?"”

* You—you—you—"

The committee glared almost speechlessly at Buntor.
The sale of eight reserved seats for the benefit was a
leg-up for the fund; and Bunter had coolly appropriated
the quid, and was expending it in tuck!

“You fat rotter!” gasped Wharton at last.  “The
money is being raised to pay your debts, not for you to
guzele ! L
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“That's all very well,” said Buater. * But I choosc to
use my own judgment about that., Very likely there will
be plenty of money for all that, and some left over, and
that's mine, of course. Have you fcllows taken any
money yet?”

“A quid so far, from Mauly.”

Bunter held out a fat hand.

“Hand 1t over, then!”

* What !”

“Of course, I don't exactly distrust you, Wharton——

*Distrust me!" said Wharton, almost dazedly.

“But I prefer to have my own money in my own hands.
It's always safer for a fellow to look after his own moncy
himself. (iive me my quid, pleass.”

" You—you—you fat idiot! We're going to pay your
debts with the money we raise on the benefit.”

“I can pay my debts with it myself. I'm afraid I
must insist upon having the money in my own hands,
Wharton."

“ Insist I stuttered Wharton.

“Certainly. I daresay vou mean well—I'm willing to
give you credit for that., But you're too jolly inter-
fering. I simply can't stand fellows meddling in my
personal affairs.”

“ Meddling !"

“What do you ecall it, then, when you want to keep
my money in your hands?" demanded Bunter. “If [
were a suspicious chap, I should think you were on the
make. And, ook here, I want strict account kept of all
the takings, I don't say that I mistrust you, exactiy—I
wouldn't say that—but I don’t want any mistakes made.
I want you to keep careful account, and to hand me all
the money a3 fast as it is taken., That's the most satis-
factory way."”

“Ho that you can blue it on guzzling, and leave us to
find the money again to pay your debts!” howled Bob
Cherry.

“That's my personal affair, Cherry, and I'm old
enough, I suppose, to be able to manage my own affairs
my own way!"

“It's no good talking to him,” snid Johuony Bull., “Ias
Bunter paid for all that tuck on the counter, Mrs,
Mimble="

“Yes, Maater Bull—a sovercign's worth.”

“Then he can have it !

Johnny Bull gathered up fa* jam-tarts with hoth
hands, and started on Bunter. He plastered his face, his
hair, and his fat neck. Billy Bunter yelled with wrath
and indignation,

“Yaroooh! Ugh! Huh! Stoppit!

“Pile mn!" said Boh Cherry.

The committee seized on the tuck, and bestowed it on
Bunter. They gave it all to him—Dbut not exactly in an
eatable condition. The cool cheek of the Owl had ex-
asperated them heyond all bounds. Tarts were squeezed
down Bunter's back, ginger-pop was poured on his head,
cream-puffs were squashed into his hair. The fat junior
puffed and gurgled and wriggled wildly under the
infliction, bhut there was no escape for him.

It was time that William George Bunter had a lesson—
and he had it.

When the enraged committer lhad used up all the
tuck, they quitted the shop, leaving Bunter sitting on
the floor in a state that was, as Hurreé Singh truly
declared, terrific. Mrs. Mimble gazed at him in horror,
Bunter crawled to his feet, and blinked at her through
jam and cream and ginger-beer.

“Ow! DBeasts! Wow! Beasta! Thev've done this
hecause I won't let them keep my money! Groogh! They
want to swindle me, I know that! Yow-ow-ow-ow!"

A little later there was a footnote to the notice on the
board.

“N.B.—Tickets are to be obtained only in No. 1 Study,
Any tickets sold by Bunter are valueless, and will not
admit the purchasers to the matince.—By Order.”

That footnote simply made Bunter snort with indigna-
tiom when lie saw it. It confirmmed him in his suspicion
that the Famous Five were on the make, and that he
would need to keep a very sharp eve on his money.
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THE THIRTEENTH CRAPTER.
Th: Caterpillar Astonishes the Natives!
" ERE come the oiddy guests!”

H Courtenay and De Courcy, of the Fourth Form
at Highclifie, came along the Remove passage at
Greyfriars. They were warmly greeted in No. 1

Study., It was Friday. and lessons were over, and the
chums of Highceliffe had come to tea.

The Famons Five and Squiff were in the study, and
Wibley of the Remove was there also. Wibley had his
own reasons for Leing there. It was not the tea that
attracted him, but the fact that the Caterpillar was
coming. In the preat benefit matinee on the morrow
Wibley was to give his famous imitations, and the Cater-
pillar was to he ane of the chavacters imitated.

Naturally, Wibley wanted to perfect himself in his
part, L.:,r watehing the manners and customs of the
<lacker of Higheliffe. He did not confide that to the
Famous Five, however. They might have had doubts
as to whether 1t was quite fair on a guest,

Considering that itemn in the programme, the chums
of the Remove had some doubts about mentioning the
matinee to their visitors: neither did they wish to appear
in the unfavourable light of “sticking ™ their visitors to
take tickets. Bunter’s difficulties were no concern of the
Highcliffe fellows, of course, and they could not be ex-
pected ta support the matinee.

But as they sat down to tea, thev discovered that the
Caterpillar knew all about it, Theyv had forgotten
Bunter,

“Rippin® idea this of yours, this giddy benefit,” re-

marked the L';':tm'pil];n'.d “1 shouldn’t lave thought
Bunter was so popular here. Some fellows have a
vwonderful gift of hidin’ their attractions.”

“Oh! Yon've heard:” said Wharton,

“*Yaas. We're comin'.”

“Yeo. do come,” said Wibley., “You'll find it awfully
amusing.”

Wharton gave the humorous Wih a warning glance.

“Youre woelcome, of course,” he seid. " As dis-
tinguished visitors, we'll give you free passes for the
show.”

“Not at all,” said Courtenay. “ We'll take tickets like
the rest—in fact, we've taken them.”

“Taken them:”

“Yes”

“From Bunter. I suppose?” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“Yes: he met us coming, and told us all ahout the
benent,” said Courtenay.

“(h, the rotter!”

“Eh! I don't gnite understand.”

“Let's sce the tickets,” said Wharton,

Courtenay showed the tickets. They were scraps of
impot paper, bearing the words in pencil, “ ADMIT ONE
T THE BENNEFIT MATTINAY ON SATTERDAY.”
The writing was Billy Bunter’'s—and so was the spelling,
for that matter,

“Aren't they all right*” asked Courtenay, with &
curions look at the Removites., “ As 1t's Bunter's henefit,
we took it that he was entitled to sell tickets.”

“Aliem ! Yes, it's all right,” said Wharton hastily,
“1 suppose vou've paid for these—ahem ‘—tickets?”

Y Yes,

“T'll change them for numbered tickets,” said Harry.
“Here vou are—these ave good seats, right at the front.
Thauks for taking them.”

The chums of the Remove realised that the lesson in
the tuckshop had not been enongh for Bunter. Like
Oliver Twist, he wanted more. They mmwardly resolved
to give him zome more when the Highcliffe visitors were
ronle.

“ Bunter explained that thiz was bein’ got up owin’
to hiz wonderful popularity,” remarked the Caterpillar,
“ 1t seems that the school will do anythin® for Bunter.
Nice to he popular like that. They don’t do these
things for me at Higheliffe.”

“Has Bunter sold anv more tickets at Highcliffe:”
a-kod Wharton, breathing hard through his nose,

The Caterpillar chuckled,

“1 fancy not! IHe won't call on P'on again in a hurry.
Poni's spreadin’ a tale that Bunter's pater is =tony hroke,
aud goin’ to he prosecuted for swindling va the Stock
Fxonange, or somethin’.”

The Hemovites griuned.

“ile's stonw, I believe,” =aid Wharton,

“That part of
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the varn is true. That’s why we're getting up the benefit
for Bunter. The silly duffer got into debt when he was
in funds, and now he can’t pay, and he’s being dunned
right and left. It was too bad to stick you for these
tickets, thongh.”

“But we'll be pleased to come,” said the Caterpillar,
“Bunter's told us about the programme, and we know
it will be good.”

“Jolly good!” said Wibley.

Whartou glared with one eye at Wibley, the other eye
being towards” De Courcy. The captain of the Hemove
mentally resolved that some of Wib's imitations should
be cut. In the presence of the Higheliffe chums, he
could not be allowed to give hiz imitation of the Cater-
pillar, funny as it was.

But Wibley had no idea of making any change. He
was watching the Caterpillar like a cat, noting every
detail of him, spotting every turn of expreszion, to be
ised up later in his imper=zonation, :

The Caterpillar, ohservant as he generally was, did
not seem to know that he was the subject of Wibley's
serutiny. He hardly seemed to observe Wibley at all.

De Conrcy was something of a curiosity to the Grey-
friavs fellows. He was a constitutional slacker, and yet
at times he dislplaved the most remarkable energy,
which showed what he was capable of if he ever chose to
exert Limself. But, curious as the Caterpillar had often
seemed to the Remove fellows, he succeeded in simply
a~tounding them during this little tea party in No. 1
Study,

After a while, he took up an egg-spoon in an absent-
minded sort of way, wiped it carefully upon the table-
cloth, and adjusted it behind his ear, as clerks sometimes
adjust pens.  All the politeness of Harry Wharton & Co.
could net prevent them from gazing at him in hlank
astonishment. Courtenay stared at him, and turned a
little red. Theve was a smear of egg-volk upon the
¢loth, where the Caterpillar had wiped the spoon—and
Conrtenay had never known lhis chum to hbe dirty or
slovenly before. It was ntterly unlike the Caterpillar.

But De Courey seemed gnite unconscious of the amaze-
ment he had ecaused. He went calmly on with his tea.
But that egg-spoon, glistening behind his ear, attracted
their glances in spite of themselves. Unless De Courcy
was “oft his rocker” they did not know what to make of
1t.

Presently, the Caterpillar rose, in his calm, deliberate
way, and turned round on his chair with its back to the
table, und sat astride of it, and went on with his tea in
that extraordinary position,

“AMy hat!"” ejaculated Bob Cherry involuntarily.

The Caterpillar glanced at him inquiringly, and Bob
coloured,

“ You remarked——"" said the Caterpillar politely.

“ Ahem ! N-n-nothing,” stammered Bob.

“Caterpillar, you ass!” murmured Courtenay, who
was as astonished as the Removites,

e Courcy did not seem to hear,

Wihley's eves were duncing with delight. He had
kuown that the Caterpillar was a character, but he had
never suspected him of these extraordinary peculiarities.
His ‘* imitation " would be simply a scream, when 1t
cume off |

But the Caterpillar was neot finished vet. Having
finished his tea, he tossed his cup and saucer into the
sugar-basin in a carveless sort of way. There was a
ereneral start,

- 0Oh, my hat!” murmured Wibley, in delight.

Then the Caterpillar proceeded to pick out the lumpe
of sugar and drop them into the milk-jug, watching
each lump as it dropped into the milk with a thought-
ful and serious expression. :

The Removites were silent, and almost horrified. They
conld only conclude that De Courey was insane, and that
it had broken out suddenly, Courtenay's face was very
reel,

“ Ahout time wo were off, T think,” =aid Courtenar,
vising rather hastilv. *° We'll sce vou aguin te-morrow,
v chaps.”

“ Three o'clock, the matinee,” said Wharton.

“ Right-ho ! Comne on, Caterpillar.”

AW IMPORTANT CHANGE IN THE “MAGNET.” (SEE PAGE 5.
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“Wait a minute or two, Frauky,” said the Cater-
pillar calmly. “ There are a few lumps of sugar loft.”

* Caterpillar !

“There !" sard the slacker
lump splashed into the jug.
think of anythin® else. Thanks so much, you fellows.
I've {'IIJH‘I.-’E'{i my=¢lE nmmensely-—immensely !

He detached the ecg- -spoon from behind his ear and
latd it on the table, ‘m:‘l with the utmost calmness, ool-
leeted all the other spoons and piled them into a heap
on 1t,

The juniors watched him speechlessly:
dered what on earth he "H.':It- 'rn'lutr to do next.

“(lome on, Caterpnllar urc-mi Courtenav,

“Yaas, dear boy. Is Hm: all right, ""."-:hlr-x'"'

Wibley started.

“Eh?"

“T ecan't H:inl{ of anvthin® else,”
recretfully. “T'm not a fellow with much it1|:||-j"§;i:-
1’Iim, you L]lﬂ‘r'. I can't do 1mnitatious, or tmpersonations,
or anythin' in that line. But I can rir-? a really clever
L'Em.p somethin’ I'utiln to imitate—ihat's the least [ can
do. You'll make ‘em scream to-morrow, Wibby, with
that ego-spoon bizney !” _

And, with a genial nod,
of the 31.-1.14-1_‘-.-',
olff.

The chums of the Remove stared at one anothsr. It
dawned upon them suddenly that the Caterpiliay had
boen pulling their lee.

“My hat!™ -ruw.ut,d Wibley,

““ Bunter must have told bim "' stuttered Bab Cherr V.
“ They said Bunter h’ltl told them about the programme
Wibley, vou silly idiot——"

““ Ho knew Wib was oolner 1o ]i‘]Ht:'ltL‘ him, and he
was playing the giddy ox on P Coasped Whartoa,
“*He knew Wib was watchin’ n1 m-—he's as keen as o
razor. Wibley, you crass idiot

The juniors were crimson.

Wharton -{I.ul.m:l out of the studv, and evertoni the
Higheliffe chums in the quad. Courtenay was orinuning
now, and the Caterpillar smiling -cvenely.

ok .’I. say, you chaps,” exclalined Whartou, “ I'm

“S0o am I, said the Caterpillar affubly; “I've JUA
thought of a new wheeze, ['ll st md on my head on the

nf Highcliffe, as the last
“That's anH‘..- I can't

Woln-

rl_'h i _'J’

sa1d the {';l‘{'w!‘pif[.ir

the Caterpillay
linked s arm in Courtenay's,

louneed out
and walked

ATV

table, by gad! That will he rippin’ when Wibley brings
it off to-morrow. It will bring dowu the house, vou
hlmw e

*I'm sorrv,”” stuttered Whartou.
t.:h:l you?'"

* Yans, he mentioned what the programme would bLe
like. That's why I decided to come. It's so hard to
see oneself as others do, vou know. That's where W 11;.In;
and his imitations come 1|1 so vippingly. I'm goin’ in
enjoy mysclf to-morrow,” said the .1-4“]”;1,11 i 1)
will be simply a shriekin’ turn® Let me ro back aad
etand on my h{uld that will be a regular elimax for

“I suppose Buntcr

Wibby."
 We're going to cut that part,” said H: Ty
“0Oh, dou't! I'm InoLm forward to N]]mm it,”” 1mp-

plnr{-d ‘the Caterpillar,

“Give Wihby his head,

I ber.”

"It's going to be cut,” said Wharton, * and 1'm
BOTTY o

*“*Oh, don't mench, dear boy. TFrankv, I've been
exertin’ myself to amuse ‘-.'in-llnn for mothin',” said !he
Caterpillar, with a Flrrn, “and L find auy kind of

¥

exertion so trvin', too!
Wharton refur ucd to the studv when the Higheliffians
were gc}ﬁv with a grim expression on his face, Wibley
was  receiviug 1fl sorts of remarks from the other
tlwmuvra of '|.1'|i"' tea-party
"I don't know "u‘ru;lt"”tL' ]]I‘ (ouve ¥ 15 offended qQr iol,
sald Wharton, “bhut I kuow "]l..h W ]I'jlt‘i,- is molag in
have a jolly good bumping. Collar him '™ .

i Lm‘:l». here " shouted Wibley. * Leggo, you siliy
asses ! ]

Bump !

“You're too funnvy, Wibby,” =aid DBob Cherre.
(Bump!)  “You forgoet the luwz of hospitalite
{Bump !} ““and politeness v o guest.”  (Buump
“Your Dblessed imitations are rowne to be cnt.
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(Bump ) And if you want to
fHLEJH[J 1) T you can lzmtatﬁ a silly
for being too jolly funny '

And ’Hli:!{w did, and the imitation was very lifelilzo.

imitate something
ass who's been ragped

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Benefit!
ALK up, gentlemen! Bunter's Lenefit '
un
It was three o'clock on Saturdav afterncon.
The Bemove Form-room—used for the enter-
tainment by the kind permission of Horace Quelch.

Wallk

M.A —was growing crowded,

Quite a number of half-crown rescrve seats had Deen
[illed.  Wingate of the Sixth had kindly consented to
come, and Courtenay had taken a ticket, and Coker of

the Fifth had brought Potter and Greene, standing three
tickets himself. It was very kind of Coker—whao could
he oood-natu: Hl—-.mrl the ‘|LI nors admitted that Horace
Coker had his uses. The oreat Coker had told them that
he was pleased to oive their fag-show a leg up, and, as
he paid seven-ond-six for the privileoe, 1!:1,-' allowe:d
him to call 1 a fag-<how without hmnlaluu him on the
ﬂ”l.ﬂ
(Mher

}Hll'll'hllx'ﬂ.‘l‘% of the half-crown seats were diffi-
cult to tind, had not Lord Muauleverer come 1o the
vescue.  His lulriahlil had cenerously purchased twentv-

four scats at half a crown each and bestowed them: on
fellows who were willing to appland the show if they
could do it for nothing. It had cost his Jlordship three
pounds, of which two went into the fund, the other
Pmnrm been expended in tuck by Bunter—tuck which
Hlmtm had not really enjoyed, %

The th“lr]ﬂ‘ sitats were pretty well filled, too, and ot
the back of the Form-room a crowd of ’rlug.-. were sland-
ing, the committee having resaslved to admit faes at
half price to stand. '

Bob Cherry ond Bolsover mu |J ar were the doorkeopors,
burly fellows being required for that post, to aveue
with enterprising Hm”n who wanted to come in on {he
nowl.  Evoery follow who wanted to sec that varietv
cutertammment was required to * pavt.” )

Courtenay and the Caterpillar arrvived in good tine,
the Caterpillar Dbeing in a smiling hwmour.  As he
cxplained to Bob Cherry at the door, he was “ lookin’
torward to scein’ those rippin’ imitations,’

Nugrent showed them to their reserved seats
o'clock had tolled out from the tower,
for the performance to begin,
the Forme-room. In the
clowering

Throeo
and 1t was time
Liate comers bustled into
passage  Fisher T, TMish wag
at the inexorable doorkeepers.

1 muess I'm not going to be left'" howled Iish
wratiifullyv. * Don’t I keep on telline vou that Buater
owes me g bob,  And this 15 Bunter’s benefit, ain't (it 2"

" Shilling, please!” '

“IT'm not paving.

Y omeat !

“ Look hver, T'm -:muing ! roared @ish.

“ Do, said Bolsover major grimly. “You'll go out
amain so0 sharp it will take vour breath aw av,

1 puess—

oy Uh hufz off, and make room for the nobinty and
eentry 77 said Bob Cherev.  *" This way, gt:-nflf"t on !
This way for the great henefit peirformance ! All vour
old faveurite, ! Int'- item vipping, and every oue o
gem,  Walk up!”

The last comer was admitted, and Bob Cherry closed
the door. Tt was shoved open from ouvtside, and Fisher
T. Fish's iong nose was introduced. That long nose had
0 HArrow Cscape of beine considera ;Iv shortened as Bol

That bob——"*

slammied the door again, Fishy jumped back just ia
Lime.
** Lovk the door!" said Bolsovor.

Bob Cherry tur:wd the kev., Thore wad a kick on the
door outside. and Fisher T. Fish's voice came throuoh
Htr.' lu"vhn 0.

“You now s You slub-sided oalools’
Late T comi L in. Bunter owes me a bol '™
But Fisher 1=l was lefr to waste his sweetness on

I ealou
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the desert air. Bob Cherry and Nugent joined the
Itemove players behind the scenes. The matinee started
with a plano solo by Fearry Wharton, which the andience
toock quite good- lnmmuludi}, and when the solo was ever
a voice was heard from the keyhole :

“I guess I want thiz hyver door opened !

Then the entertainment started. It was quite a good
entertainment. Billy Bunter confided to all who would
listen to him that it was not so good as it might have
Leen, his ventriloguial turn having been excluded out of
<heer jealousy and envy.

But nobedy else seemed to mind the missing of the
ventriloguial turn,

Wharton's recitation, and Nugent's pathetic ballad,
and Kipps's conjuring tricks, were well received, Then
Wibhley came on with his impersonations. They were
really very clever, and Wib changed at lightning speed
hetween the representation of one character and another.
He did Pisker T. Fish, and Mr. Mobbs of Highelifte,
and Billy Bunter, and several other charactera in turn,
and the Caterpillar waited for the impersonation of him-
relt,

But it did not come. Instead of that there came the
sound of a heavy bump behind the scenes. Apparently
Wibley was being argucd with. Wib's voice was heard
I Jm{'ﬂhng' excitedly from behind the screen.

‘T tell you it's the best of the lot! 1T tell you—
Yarooooh !”

Bump'!

The audience chuckled, and nothing more was heard
or seen of Wibley. A}f}p.-rtnﬂv the Remove plavers had

succeeded in convincing him,

Bob Cherry came on next with his comic song, accom-
panied en the piano by Harry Wharton., 'The aundience
~nowed considerable interest in  that sone. It was

arnounced as Bob's ewn composition, and it was written
v the lines of Gilbert's most amus=ing song, A Police-
man's Life is not a Happy One.”

There was a buzz of encouragement as Wharton struck
ip the opening buars, and Bob Cherry, looking very red,
o] nn{ d h]-ﬁ throat to begin. Bob was a general favourite,

“Go 1t 7 sang Vernon-Smith. *“ On the ball!”

And Bob Cherry went it, in the following stvle:
“When the enterprising burglar isn’t burgling, jen’t

burgling,

When the cutthroat i=n’t cecupied in erime,

He likes to hear the iittle brook a-gurgling, hreok—a-
snreling :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A yell of laughter interrupted the singer. Bol Cherry,
in some slight confusion under the gaze of t0o many eyes,
was einging the original eong, instead of his new

rendering thereof.

“I've heard that before!” said Coker of the Fifth to
Potter. *“That ain't original. I know I've heard that
before !

Fnh L hﬂ‘r}f h’mpprd
“Try again!” gang out Peter Todd.
ball 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton restarted on the pilane, and Bob
Cherry, looking very crimeon, restarted, too, this time
;_*nin;:; on to his own up-to-date version:

"*When the enterprising ?FI‘I}"P]H‘J isn't zepping—

lsn’t wepping
When the Kaiser isn't oce I:II]J.{'ﬂ in crime,
Ile likes to see hie surly Huns goose-stepping—
Huns goose-stepping !
And watch his Pickelhauben marking time ;
In vain he seeke his enemies to smother,
In vain he seeks a nice place in the sun,
TakMg one consideration with another
With another,
A Kaiser Bill 1s not & happy Hun!”
CHORUS—with mearly all the Remove
the fuil force of their lungs:

“When he eces his rotten Prussians on the run—
On the run,
A Kaiser Bill is not a happy Hun !

“False sturt! No

Jfﬂ‘ﬁ ing in with

I'here was a shout of applause. The fags stamped their
approval on the floor, and the Removites clapped their
hands and cheered. Bob Cherry had eucceeded in making
a hit,
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It was come minutes before silence coula e restorcd
for the second verse, which Bob Cherry then {'rﬁhverﬂl
to bie cheered again to the echo. Bob Cherry retircd wit
hi= blushing honours thick upon him.

Then, as the applause died aw ay, & disdainful velre was
Leard from the open window

“1 guess I could beat that, slick!™

Ficher T. Yish, not te be denied, was sitting on the
window-sill, and looking in. Bolsover major jumped up
and made a bound for the window,

Fish did not wait for him to arrive. He rolled off the
&lll and disappeared, and a fiendish yell from the quad
hinted that he had not fallen upon his feet.

The matinee proceeded without any further
from Fisher T. IMish.

From one item to ancther the benefit
course, with great success, though Temple, Dabney, &
Co. made ﬂxhparqwnw comparisons between blessed
variety show and their own eplendid Shakespearian per-
formances. But the audience appeared to be satistied,
and that was the great point

When the performance was over Cﬁurtenay and the
Caterpillar congratulated the Remove players on their
success, but the € aterpillar reproached | ]]:n:n gently with
leavin’ ont the rippin' imitations he had been lockin’
forward to. Ae he complained, he had exerted himself in
No. 1 Study the previous day all for nothin’,

Billy Bunter ran down the committee in the green-room.
Bunter was chiefly anxious about the takings.

“ How much?” was his first question.

Harry Wharton was counting the money handed in by
the doorkeepere, and adding it to the eum already taken
for rezerved scats,

“Six pounde three shillings!”

“Heventeen bob short,” said Peter Todd. “We can
make that up by a whip-round among ourselves.”

“1 say, vou felows-—"

The seventeen shillings was accordingly whipped up.
Peter Todd slid the money into his pocket, where
Banter’s bills already reposed. The task of Eetﬂmrr the
accounts had been entrusted to Todd. It could h:‘.l.mlj,
be entrusted to Bunter.

‘I <ay, Toddy,” said the Owl of the Remove, in dismay,
. T':',N"e:; my money, vou know !”

“You can come with me and pay the bille if you
like,” #aid Todd.

“I—I on sccond thoughts, vou fellows, I—I thmk I'll
let those bills stand over fﬂ]" a bit. I'll pay ‘em some-
thing on account, you know.’

“ Will vou " 1?1‘11’1111-1'1 Peter Todd.

Peter started for the door.

“Camme my money, Toddy, you beast I roared Bunter.

“T believe you're on the make, vou rotter !”

“Nice veuth!” murmured the Caterpillar, gazing at
Bunter in great admiration. *It mu&'t be very
encouragin’ to help Bunter ont of a fix—very!

“On the make!” said Peter grimly, fhrrp:mrr his
kruckles into Bunter's collar. “You can come and see
the bills paid, vou fat villain! We've got about five miles
te cover in all, and we're going to walk.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I—I'll leave it to you!”

“No, you won't!” eaid DPeter

“You'll come!”

And Bunter went; he had no cheoice about it. When
Peter Todd returned from that long walk he looked
fre<h enouch: he was= » ool walker. But Billy Bunter
collapeed into the armehair in No, 7 Study, and did not
move for a good two houre, breathing like a grampus all
the time,

The benefit had been a

assistance

matinee ran ita

Todd cheerfully,

great success. The Owl of
the Remove had been rescued from his  diffienlties.
Whether Bunter would be thankful or not, the rescuers
hardly knew But thev soon discovered. For a long
time nfter ﬂmt famous matinee Billy Bunter was in the
habit of giving out dark hints about eelfish and designing
fellows whe had made profite out of a certain per-
formance, and who wouldn’t hand over to a fellow hia
ewn money, which was tho total amount of gratitude
the Remove players received for Backing up Banter!
3 THE END.

(SEE PAGE §.)

2]



> THE BEST 3o

LIBRARY % THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3° LIBRARY. “gh"

START IT TO-DAY!

P - R T e P

THE FIRST INSTALMENT.

Twao hovs of 8t. Dunstan’s School, JACK DARRELIL and
TEDDY BURKE, are discovered trespassing by an irate
faviner, Mr. Stone. .

In order to appease the farmer’s wrath, Teddy Burke shows
him a copy of a newspaper containing a portrait of THIL
PRINCE OF ALTENBURG. and leads him to belicve that
Jack Darrell, who bears a strong resemblance to the portrast,
is really the prince, and that they were coming to ask his
permiszion to be shown over the furm. .

Mr. Stone is unable to keep the knowledge that a prince
is a scholar at the local eollege o himself, and eventually
the nows reaches the cars of a person named Lewis Mackay,
who 13 staying in the neighbourhood,

Mackav, under the impression that Jack Darrell 15 really
the Prince of Altenburz, kidnaps both him and his chum,
Teddy Burke.

The chums eventually find themselves on board the German
submarine V2 and under the care of a person namea BAROXN
ZELLING,

Suddenly the submarine is attacked and sunl. The crew
and their captives jump from the sinking vessel into the
water, and. with the aid of their lifebuoys, are floating abont
on the surface of the sea.

(Now go on with the story.)

Derwent Hood Gets to Work!

Fren while Darrell and Burke were still Aoating abont tn the
North Bea manv things, apparently whally unconnceted wirh
them, were heing discussed 1in Kngland,

At St. Dunsztan’s, of courze. their disappcarance over.
shadowed all ather news.  No one eould throw the faintes
light on the mystery. The Head ecould not believe that cither
of them had deliberately run awav, vor thar was the easiesr
solution of all.  What else could have happoned ? The wdea
that two ordinary healthy schoolbovs should or conld be kid-
nupped was too preposterous to consider for a moment.  Ile
sent wires to their parents, asking if they could give him any
Inews,

“1 ghould not be surprisrd if it were another of Duorko’s
foolish jokes,” the Head told Mre. Stannard, thewr IFosoa
master. 1 cxpect we shall sec them back here 10 a d
two—and I shall have something to say then”

“Oh, thee'll return here quickly enough ™ AMe. Stannanld
agreed. Neither he nor the Iead for one moment concetyed
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the possibility that months would pass before this apparently
trifling mystery would be fully solved, )
 DNor did they for one instant conneet the special news in
their papers on the following morning with the two bovs, It
wis good news, and the papers made much of it, though the
official announcement was bald enough. °

Briefly, it was reported that H.M.8. Castrian, of the Home
Fleet, had on the previous afternoon sunk a German sub-
marine of the latest type. The circumstances were such that
1t was a proof of the fact that British gunnery practically
never failed, even under the most trving conditions. Althoush
the submarine was running at full speed and not submerged,
the second shot had hit her, and the commander of the
CUnstrian had no donbt 1.1.:|J¢'1|:+_".'U:|_" that she had been sunk,

In the same paper was an account of a police raid on the
house of & Baron Zelling, a German who had lived in England
for many years, but had long been suspeeted of being in tho
pay of the German Government. iz house, which waa
situated right on the South Coeast, had been carefully watchad,
and late on the Thursday night the police had forcibly
entered it, and discovered that their suspicions were more “han
justified.  Baron Zelling was not there, but a number of his
servants, alleged to be Germans, had been made prisoners,

Now, there was one man that morning to whem the last
item of news gave no satisfaction, although he had been
mainly responsible for the raid, Derwent Hood, a2 man of
about eight-and-twenty years, sat kicking hiz heels and wareh-
ing the clock 1n a certain office in Whitehall, e looked
annoved, and every time hiz eve fell on that paragraph headed
“Important Police Raid: German Spies Discovered at [lnsh-
ingford!” he grew more annoved,

For Derwent Hood was one of the voungest members of the
British Counter-Espionage Service, whose duty 1t 13 to cut-
wit the Secret Serviee of any other country who may wish to
know too much about Britain's defences,  And olready Hood
was marked down for a high place in the Service,  His latesr
tazk had not been a diffien!t one, but he had made sure of
evory detail, and had waited until the right moment,

(O Tuesday nmight he had personally superintended evere
dotail of the rawd on the howse of Daron Zelline, He had
known of every movement of the baron’s and of his chief
assietant, Stradwell, known in England as Mackavy, He liad
knowin of the latter’s Kidnapping explomt, though the reaso
for it was not quite clear at the time. Fyvery proof that was
necded to bring Zelling within reach of the law was in Hood's
haids.

And his prev had escaped after all. He had merely cap-
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tured the jackal while the master-spy had disappeared, and
with him had gone the two hoys,

As he sat waiting in the Whitehall office Hood thought over
the whole matter again. He began to understand certain
thinges which had not been clear to him befaie,

Suddenly the electric-bell above his head rang insistently,
and Derwent Hood sprang to his feet, A moment later he was
entering the office marked * Private ™ at the far end of the
o0,

[t was a plainly furnished office in which he now steod.  In
the centre was a big, broad writing-table, piled high with
books and papers. At the desk sat a man of fiveand Gty
viears, dressed in the uniform of a major-generel.  Derwent
H{ood saluted him as he entered the reom, then stocd at at-
tention in front of the desk.

CWell 77 Genera] Brodmin looked at Heood sharply. 1
have read yvour report. It's all right to a pomet. But wherc
i= Zeilmg ! Have you got him yet?” .

“ No, sir,” Derwent Hood answered. “ Every precaution
was taken, but Zelling got away—with the twe boys.”

“Twa boys! What two boys?” the chief <f the Counter-
Ilepionage Staff was noted for s bluntness,

“The two bovs referred to in my report.  Stradwell or
Mackay wae shadowed, of course, and with the help of another
of Zelling’s men he kidnapped two schoolboys, I begin to
MUEDECTL wh}‘.”

“"Then say go!” retorted the chief,

“ Because for some reason they believe one of them s
Altenburg. 1 believe, too, sir, that Zeiling and the boys got
away in a submarine.”

“What ¥ the general shouted. “ And vou let him go?
g1 —1 think I see the game now, Do you know if this bey
bears any resemblance to Altenburg 77

*1 behieve he does, =0l

“Um!" The chief almost forgot to be angry for a time in
considering the new problem which had arisen. " Bo Zelling
has escaped you, and taken away a dummy prince ! Whether
he believes it or not. he'll swear it's the genuine article,”

He sat for a few moments in silence, then suddenly looked
W AN,

* Hood I »

“Yes, sir ¥’ Derwent Hood was at full attention.

“This may be much more serious than it seemed at first,”
the chief said slowly, It was a most unfortunate crror to let
v lling slip through vour fingers, and if what you imagine is
true—and I can gquite believe it—that he has been picked up by
a submarine, and the two boys arc alse with him, it may be a
tragedy—for you! You understand

“Yeu, s, Heod answered quuetly,

“Good! Then vou know what is before yon now. I can-
not hope that we shall ever see Zelling agein, but at all costs
he must be prevented from using those bovs, If thev give
out the statement that Altenburg has joined them, it wiil be
ieare serious than Zelling’s cscape. You can go now. [ don't
care when you return. but when you do, 1t must be to report
that the dummy prinee is safely back in England. 1 reu
can also report that Zelling 1s back, too, it will go to yveur
credit, Any development may be reported Lnefly.  You
viderstand ¥

He nodded curtly, and 1Tood brought his hand to the =saliie
neain as he answered, " Yes, sir,” Then he turned sharply
aned left the room.

I the outer office he staved only long cuongh to pick up s
hat and stick,  No onc meeting him as he passcd down Whate.
hall would have puessed that the smart, well-deessed voung
mian who sanuntered aimdessiy along was sntl this morning onc
of the most important men in the Brtish Scerer Service, Noy
Jdid Ris manner suppost that he had just faced the hardos
Liloow of his carcer, pag was now confropced with an ainost
npossthle taslk,

1le went anto B, James's Park, and =at there for a time,
pdanning and puzgding over the next steps e miust tuke.

There was only one way, and the soencr he gor 1o work the
b tier, Il went back to s rooans wnd prepared for a
JEIE Y,

It was =six o'vlock that evenmge when Derwent Hood eame
et oawamn, Bot he was ono longer the wollideossad, smart
coung man. He o was wearinge d-itting cdothes, and carn ed
aovery ancrent Goadstorn bag, which contamod, smong a fow
articles of persanal gee. cortann odd tickets, which proved thae
{ivstay Benzmoan had been interned in Encland a< an alien
cuctny. There were also one or two rough sketebieos of the
work the mterned mwan had done. They were of po carrhuy
e fo anvone, buat thye y Imp]n prove that Gastav haed tred 1o
coive s Fatherland even while he was a prisoncor,

The tieet call thart ood mede was in the some bouiliine
wiers hie had spent s moech tooe thes mornice, Bot he went
wow toa different office, whore two or three nien <at at desls,
we kg as thengh for deac D,

A s, and onc of the mien got vp anc held ont his hand
v 1laod,

“flalle! OR again?” he asked. "If you get very far in
fit oot ot Goesn’t <ay much for oue men”
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“1 hope to gei to Berlin, anvhow,” Hood answered cheer-
filly, “but thought I'd just drop in here to let you know
mv identity in case I get into trouble over there—Gustav
Benzman, late of London and Fairfield Coneentration Camp.
You'll note it¥%” ‘

“Right 17 The other man nodded, but did not smile,
Then. as a messenger entered the room, he turncd to take
the package from him.

“1 den’t suppose there’s anything to interest you here,”
he said, as he unfastencd the envelope. * Principally ship-
ping stuff.  Um! Not much excitement, here, Zelling.
let's sce—weren't you on that job? You'd better have a
plance at this. Though I euppose 1I'd better send it to the
chief ¥

e handed a flimsy sheet over to Hood, who read the brief
message 1t contained.

“Great Scott! Yes. Send it to the chief. He ought to
cee it.” And Hoad dropped into a chair.  ** That knocks my
littie trip to Berlin ou the head.  Buot what on ecarth can
I do now?®™ ‘ ‘

1 should think the best thing you can do is to go hime
andl dress vourself respectably,” retorted his friend, but Hood
failed to see any joke in the remark. He rose slowly from
the chair. _

“Yes, ves, I think you're right,” he said absently. “I'Ll
et home agaimn.™
"~ As he went out the man in the office turned to another, and
simled, _

“He's a good fellow, Hood !” he said. " DBut I never saw
a man take work so seriouslv. If he’s after this chap Zelling
—well, it's bad Juck for Zelline, T say! Derwent Hood has
pever fatled onoa job yet, and he’s had some stiff ones !

Bound for Rio!

How long Jack Darrell lav tessing about upon the waters
he had no idea. A numbness gradually overcame him; ot
was not unpleasant, but he had no thought or fecling for
arivthing, He was just content to lie there, rising and falling
vwith the waves,

e scemed o waken from a dream to hear someone talk
ing near at hand., Even then he was too tired, too sleepy,
to trouble much. Only when he felt himself being lifted
from the water did he realise that help had come at last.

“Inglish—an English bov ! he heard someone say, but the
voiee was that of a man who eould speak very little English,

Then a gruff, yvet cheerful, voice broke in;

“ Another of 'em! I'm blowed ! If there ain't been some
ehirtv work round here my naine’s not Davy Fagzgott! Hand
nim over !

Ag he was moved again Jack cpened his eyes, and found
bimself looking up into the face of a big, burly man, whose
ovt, stragely beard had never bees trimmed in his bife,
He pat Jack comfortably enough in the bottom of the boat,
aid covered hum over with a thick coat.

“Don't you worry, me lad,” he saud, ag he stoad np agam.
“Yeu're safe enough now. Just you shut your eyes, and
think you're back ot home again, and I'm your nursemaid
lookmg after yon,”

Jack smiled a little, bhut he needed no advice to shut his
cve=: 1t was unpossible to keep them open

When, alter much banging and bumping, Lifting and ecarry-
g, he Tound himself being lad down onee agam, he made
another attempt to lock acound nonne The g =ailor was still
<tanding near him, but theere was ne longer the sky above
. e wae in the centre of a boat now,

“Feeiin a bie better, are vou?” asked the sailor. *It's
lweky for vou, my lad. that U've got a good pawr of eves
i mv hepd, elge where'd you and your pals be now, 1'm
asloin v

v pals?”
then 7
“Tun more.” the saidor answered cheerfully. " Another
voung fellow about xonr own age. Ile's pretty bad, I can
todl von, and fhey’ve got lim in the captamm’s ecabin. A
then there’s a funnyv-lockm” Jehnny, who savs he's a baron,
cr somethiot’ o that”

“Then Teddy Burke—my ehum is safe. alter 2117 Darrcll
casped, U And welre onoa British slap T

ashoed Jocok,  “Ihnd you find any of the others,

§

“ Dot vou run awav wirth no notions of that sert ?"” Davy
Fargott answered. “This boat's a neutra’, and there's
procicus fow Britishiors aboard her—me an’ Saimn Lease, that's
all =

Where are we

(SEE PAGE 5.) )

Where are we going?

LY

‘h‘l‘u'_]u;t ig 1ty then?

Ty
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Jack sat up suddenly as his mind began to recall all that
had happened.

Davy Faggott did not answer for a moment. but went o
the door of 'fu- cabin. Jack could not see what happened, but
when Davy returned he brought a big can of hot tea,

“You just drink this,” he commanded, and poured half a
pint or more of the steaming lgud into a smaller can that
stood on the little table,  * Then I'll tell you all about 11,7

The tea scemed wonderfully good to Jack,
blood coursing through his vei: agam, A curious sops=e of
satisfaction began to steal over by be was safe and free

from harm, and his chum, Teddy Burke, was also safe. Ile
wanted to hear more about Teddy, and to know when he
would be 1wfhlc' to see hm.

“He'll be along here in a short time,” Davy Faggott told
him. “They're just pmhmﬂ: hin. up a bit in the captam’s
cabin, and the other chap's Tutu too, Naothin® wrong with
him {-x['!-[rl funk. He's goin’ to be a J:HI!:;’I.IJH*, I can sce.”

“Why 77 asked Jack,

“Wants the ¢ aptain to make fer Rotterdam—started jnst as
000 a8 m..r hi"' got on hoard anc found where he was Dbound
for. DBut it amn’t likely [

“T'n.']wrl- are vou bound for?
Darrell wis full of questions,

“You're in the Tronjeim now, and 1t's a Norwegian boat.
Faogott said.  “*Me an’ Sam Lease, who's another Yarmouth
man, are the only Britishers aboard. DBut the captain and
the mate know ]'1||=;.1-1| right enongh. And 1f vou want 1o
kuow where we're going n-—n-” it's a II'LII"E"' called I,
though thev call it Rio de Janeire o the map.

“That's 1n E-%.nmh America, sn't at?? Jack .er-'T. il
Fm‘ﬂtr tt nodded. Hnt where's the first place yon r’u nt?”

“Tivst stop Rio,” Davy Faggott saad | chee wfullv,  © And
niee little 1[-1 trip vou'll have before vou wet there.™

The eabin-door was opened again, and a tail, well-binit man
came in, Instinetively Jack guessed this was the captain of
the Tronjeim ; and behind him eame twe other figores, both
of them lookine almost equally Tudierons

It was Baron Zelling who followed the captamn in,
was dressed now inoan ald, all-fitting '-'hi'r that made him lock
a much less important person than when Jack first mer hin,
11z usually fine mohitary monstache wa: as bedragrled and
untidy as hiz hair. and his whole appearance certaimly sug-
gested shipwreck.

The ficure behind him was if anvthing more comical. For
a moment Darrell searcely recogn t204] his chum in this ne w
getup. An old and over-large st of pyiamas was par
covered with a blanket, while his head was bound tightly ;.1t
bandages.

“Hallo, Tedds!™ Darrell was sull in
and the captain was quick to notice at,
Davy Faggott, whe left the cabin at cnce,

]hwl-w Talf STy umbled, half ran across the cabin,

v T vou're all oright, then?” he  asked,
gnn]nun! 4

f; ,]1|1-:" alsn socmed p]F*am*l] toy 2o 1] I'il-. R -1-1" ﬁ -1]"] -‘-' ]

““ Ah, mv little foresight was wise was it not, prinee?'" the
haron asked. =T am telling our good captain bere of our
adventures.  He s going to turn his ship, and to-morrow wae
sha!ll be in Germany quite safelv.™

“T did not sav so.” said the captain,
Zolling,  “1 said 1 did not know.  Are you the
Al ttlnhnr"‘ %

He put the o wstion to Tﬂf] . whe by now had managed
to get himsell mnto a fairly comf fortable  position  on the

LT

And what boat 15 thus®

LR}

arirl e

hizs own wet clothes,
He spoke sharply to

“Thank

without looking at
IPriivee of

and 1t sent the-

locker, and was =till enpaged in drinking the tea which Davy
Faggott had given him.

Jack met the captain’s gaze squarely as he answered.

**T am not,”” he sad, vory eirnlllltn_*h' “and never was, Tlos
man who calls himself Baron Zelling kiduapped me—why, I
don't know.”

“1 eee,” sald the captnn,
Rottordam*"”

“Not a bit,” Jack answered.  “All I want 15 to get back
to England as gquickly as possible.™

']'l'w captain shook hi=- had.

“1 cannot imc[ vou in England.
have my orders,

“But vou can go to Rotterdam.” Zelling said quickly.
“T'here 13 no danger in that, This bov does not speak the
truth. He is the Prince of Altenburg, and it is bis duty to

“And vou don’t want to go to

It 15 too dangerous, I

go back. I undertake to make 11 worth vour while, You
shall be pand in Rotterdam,™
For a moment the position  seemed  dounbtful The

n;:mtrsiu laokad at Zelling, then turned to Durke.

‘Do von we nh to go to Hﬂr‘r["uaim he asked,

I don’t,” Teddy answered quickly.

‘Yerv well.l’”” The captain looked at all three in turn,
thien pl_:lhul himself up suffily, “We are going to Rio, 1
cannot tell you how long we shall take., If you two bovs

are willing to make vourselves useful, T shall be glad. as we
arc short-handed.”
“Of course we will,” Jack answered guickly. “Ir owas

joliy good of vou to take al the trouble you did in eIl
me, 1 know Burke and 1 feel very grateful !

The captain bowed.,  He seemed a very decent sort, but
was obviously very mue n on hiz dignity to-day.

“1 was bound to do it,'" he said, even more stifiy.  “ You
two bhovs can nse this e abin, It is fortunate we are carrying
no passengers on this vovage, I will find some place for you,
Baron Zelhnge, at onee

He turned to go, and Zelling wen: with him. It was
obvious that he had by no means abandoncd hope of per.
suading or bribing the captain to put back to Rotrerdam,

All that might, as a matter of fact, he clung to the eaptain,
urging and imploring, sometime: even threatening him, bot
all to no purpose.  The captain of the Tronjeim had madas
up his mined guite definicely.

“ My orders are to go to Rin,” was his invariable answer

Zelling,  “ 1 cannot take any risks."”

When eventually Davy Faggoti bk
which Darrell and Burke were to oceupy,
wonderful assortment of clothes for them.  Gefting into
them, thev both deeided to go on deck, although Fageott
warned Teddy Burke that bhe would bave to take care.  In
the wreck of the submarine something sharp had strack  the
top of his head, and made a deep wound,

The Tronjeim was a fair-sized vessel, loaded with a mis
cellaneous cargo from Norwav and from Leith, at which port
she had called. Most of the crew, however, were Nor-
woegians, and neither spoke nor understood English,

When Darrell and Burke eventually voached the deck dark-
ness was setting in.  Above them on the bridge-head they

could just see Zelling still alking to the r“lp’rain

For a time the two men stood together, Zelling apparentis
getting more and more exeited.  His arms were boing vaed
viery freelv: but neither s words nor his gesticulations had
the least effect on the captain, who more than onee seomed
to point for him to go away.

Swldenly the baron turned on the capiuin,
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was attucking hin ke a wild cat. He was a smaller man
than the Norwegian, but his action took the skipper con-
pletely by surprise.  He stepped back, shipped, and before
the onstaught of blows fell to the deck.,  Zelling was on top
of him, and had his hand on his throat.

In his madness the baron fovgot that others were on the
<hip, nor did he hear the two boys, who at the iiist sign of
the strugele had dashed  to the stmirway leading to the
Livielgre,

As they got to the top Zelling had his knees m the captain’s
chest, aml both his hands gripping his throat, though the
captain was struggling furiously to release himself,

“Quick ! Give me your answoer.”’ Zdelling was gasping,
“Rotterdam, or VI kill you !

Whether Burke was the Orest to veach him, or whether it
was Darrell, is impos=sible to say. Doth simpiy {lung thein-
s«elves on Zelling.

A moment later a whistle blew, and the mate was helping
the skipper to tie up Zelling’s wrists.  The twe bovs stood
and watched while the baron, held firmly by the mate on one
side and by Davy Fageott on the other, was hurmed down to
the held.

“ A German's gratitude,” sand the eaptain, as he rosamed
his post again, 21 will come and see you boys presently 7

He mottoned to them, and they understeod. Leaving the

Tur Macxer LiBRARY.—No. 390

uliﬁ'ging to the_Fupes that ran up (h: mainmast was Baron Eel-ling. He was waving a gi*eat red handkerchief,
: not frantically or without system, but steadily and definitely, as a signaller waves a fiag.

(S2e page 26.) |

Lridge-deek, they went below. It was Davy Faggett who
teld them that Zelling was safely locked up.

“ 1 guess that's the last wz'il see of Mr, Baren Zelling for
a few weeks,” Darrell suid. " Serve the beast right, too!
| guess they wen't pamper him 7

About an hour later the raptain eame to their cabin, He
was anxious to hear their full story, and they told him,

‘Viery good.' said the eaptain, "I am sorry 1 cannot put
into port, but T will do the best T can for you. I will eignal
tr the first British boat we sight and tell them !

Hle kept his word.,  Buot the boat was also outward bound,
thovgh 1t had one advantage which the Tronjeim did not
posscss, 1t was fitted with wireless, and 1t agrecd to send
the message on,

And so it rame about that the wireless station, 1in Cornwall
cont on ta their  headonarters in London the news that
= Gorman Zelling and two bovs, Darrell and Burke, picked up
55, Trenjeim, bound for Rio”

Qut of the Frying-Pan!

Ti was this message which, in the nick of time, came into
the bands: of Derw:ut Hood.  Leaving the office, he first
changed into his crdinary clothes, and then spent an hour
in making inquiries concerning the Tronjeim; then, having

AN IMPORTANT CHANCE IN THE “MACGNET.” (SEE PAGE 5.
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learned all that he could. he went to his rooms agmin, there
to think over the problem afresh.

The following morning he wa= at Whitchall again, but not
at his own office,  Instead, he succecded eventually i gam-
ing admission to an important official at the Admiraliy, with
whom he bad a long conversation.

“You conld go on the Chatswood,”
“She's in dock now, but leaves again in four duys.
won't be too late?”

“No, I think not,”” Hood answered.,  “The Tronjeim 15 a
pretty slow boat.  If yvou ean fix it up for me, I should be
very glad.”

“It shall be done,”™ the official assured him; and Hood
went away.

Four davs Iater he sat down with the officers on board
H.M.S. Chatswood as she sailed out of harbour for patrol
work In the Atlantic,

The commander of the vesse! kooew of Hood's nussion, and
bad promised to do all in his power.

“ Though, of course, vou'll understand that if we snot the
I{[e'lhvrg. ar anv other of those [.‘r'.:l'fl:tﬁ‘":i, wi shall attend to
them first,"” the commander explained,  “The latest news is
she's dodging down towards the South American coast.  Still,
I hope we'll fix up vour little job fipse”

The Chatswond kaa fo some cxtent a roving conpnmission.
She was one of a number of boats that wore out in dilteroint
seas after two or three of the
fast armoured cruisers  with
which Germany was still intee-
fering in a very mild degree
with DBritain’s supremacy  of
the oceans of the world
Derwent Waod had been given
permission to go out on her,
and he had every hope of over-
taking the Tronjeim, chatting
pleasantly with the captain,
and finally taking off Zelling
and the two boys.

Then, when the Chatswood
returned to port again, Hood
would land with his captures,
report to his chief, and stand
once again in the same high

lace in the Serviee as he did
gu—ft_}rc Zolling outwitted hin.

It waeg on the morning of
the feurth day out when he
recelved a moesage from the
commanier to cowe up to him
on the bridgo

“Sce  that?”  The com-
mander pointed te a black Jdo
on the skyline, " Have a look
at it through these glasses !

Hood looked, bt eonld malke
little or nothing of it bevond

the official said at last,
That
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while the two boys, even though they understood not a word
of the language, were as welcome in the fo'c’s’le as they were
when they sat down to dinner with the captain or his mate.
Zelling's meals were served in the little cabin he had been
riven before his mad attack on Captain Maldsen,

There was little of the cocksure swagger left in him
now., He went abou. moroscly, as though pondering over
horrible problems. He still persisted in his friendliness towards
Darrell, but for Burke it was obvious that he had the
strongest dislike, and did not fail to show it whenever they
mict.

The route Coaptain Maldsen had taken was apparcntly not
much frequented by other vessels.  Even Davy Faggott, who
had sailed to every port, admitted it was a lonely voyage.

“ 1 expect he's keeping out o' the way o these warships and
pirates they say are knocking round,” he explainced to
Darrell. “Them Germans don’t eare much whether you're
neatral or not. As long as they can sink somebody’s ship,
s all the same to them. That there Kielberg, now, is a
terror. A pal o' mine who was in the Luecy Woli, from
Liverpool )

And forthwith came another of Davy’s varns, which went to
prove that the Kiclberg was the kind of boat no decent sailor
wanted to meet. o

It was late one afternoon, and the day had been scorching
hot, when Davy came running o Darrell and Burke, who were
having a general clear-up 1o
their cabin.

“Come on deck ! he tald
them.,  “It's come! It's the
Kielbere  right enough, and
we'll all go to the bottom in
about five minutes !”

The two followed him out as
quickly as they could, and
almost knocked over Zeliing,
who was running hastily to s
own cabin,

\"i,,".-l.‘.“ llllL"F reached the I|I'L'l|i.
Davy pointed out to them the
vessel which he claimed to be
the Kielberg, Even at the
distance she then was, it was
possible to tell she was no
ordinary vessel, a man-a’-war
of some kind, but of what
pationality even Davy Faggoot
'."E'I'II.}I.] 1ot b e [i.J]l], r|1]||L- WML
that 1t was the Kielberg o
come from the captain hoanseli,
1.".":]-_} Wals VIR TEONY 'l'-i|.1.'!.'EJ:.[:'_'
it carcfully throngh  his
glaszes,

An  hour i'1'l"~'_1l.."x|'. pivdth
ey smudige ey l:ir-_';-‘t' dnne
larger until 1t seemed bat .
quarter ol a mitle or so avwav,
1t was then that Jack Darvrell,

Ea W W W

yesterday issued the

the fact that it was a boat,
and, further, that 1t was a
merchantiman,

“*And she's a Norwesian
boat, or I'm a Dutchman!”
sald the commander. ** That's
vour friend the Tronjeim, T
gruess,  We shall be near coough to ot them know we want n
chat in a CﬁLl}I-]I:! of hours. So cheer up, Hood! Your worry
will be off your chest in a very short tune now 4 _

“1 hope s0," said Hood, as he took the glasses again.

But some curious sense of fear suddenly ecame over him.
Supposing—supposing he failed?

“THE
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Meantime, on board the Tronjeim life waz by no means
dull for Jack Darrell and Tedde Burke. The captain had
suggested that they might make themselves useful, and thew
did.
Then tha storics Davy Faggott and his shipmate, Sam
Lease, had to tell! They forgot evervthing in the joy of a
great adventure, better than all the jokes they had ever
played before,

For the first five davs. too, they were free from Zelling.
Then, for some reason which they could not understand, he
was released, and allowed to roam about the slup at will.

Faggott explained to the boys that the reason must he
that the captain was afraid that Zelling might make trouble
when  they got to Rio; and, above all things, Captain
Maldsen was a cautious, peace-loving man, who put the
successful accomplishment of bis business before evervihing,

But Zelling was carcfully watched wherever he went.
Neither the captain nor the erew bore him any good feching.
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lookivg  up,  saw  somethiong
that made him wonder, then
riuzh to the eaptamm and point
out to hint what he had seen,
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of the ropes that ran up to the
main mast was Zelling.  How he had elimbed unp and stayed
there without being obscrved before was probably due 1o
the fact that all eves had been fixed on the approacling
ship.  Iis position was not a particularly safe one earhies
for while ene arm was clutehed round the rope. with the
other arm he was waving a great red handkerchief.  Ile was
not waving it frantically or without svstem, but steadily and
definitely, as a signaller waves a flag,

The moment the captain saw him he ran from the bridee
to the main deck until he was in front of Zelling, In los
hand he held a revolver, and he turned this towards ibe
baron,

CCome down,'” he ordered—% come down, or I'll €hoot at
onee !

Zelling stopped immediately, and climbed down the ropes
in a way that snggested he was not unaccustomed to that
kind of performance,

Both Darrell and Burke had run behind the eaptain, hopive
to see some fun, To their surprise, when Zelling dropped on
the deck and faced rthe captain, he was smiling more cheer-
fully than he had done since he had been en the boat.

“Pardon, captain ! he said. and bowed, and there was an
unpleasant sneer on his face. “T was merely sending greetings
to my friends, who will possibly come to call on me here.”

The captain said many things, but in his anger he went
back to his native lan-uage.  Zelling still smiled.
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A gen spoke, and the dull boom over the waters sent a
little thrill of wonder, even of fear, perhaps, through every-
one on hoard. As the shot passed high above them tne
captain ran back to his bridge again, _

The watchers on the Tronjeim saw little flags going up
on the great grey ship, then heard the captamn giving out
orders. In a short time the throb, throb of their engines had
ceased, and the Tronjeim lay almost motionless,

Jack looked for Zelling, but he was powhere to be scen
now. The big ship had gradually come almoest within hailing
distance. Then a boat was lowered, men clambered into 1%,
and headed for the Tronjeim. Captain Maldsen gave orders
for arrangements to be made for them to come aboard.

In a short time two officers and two men were climbing
on board. Captain Maldsen came forward to meet them,
and they saluted him gravely.

They said something in German to which the captain shook
his head, Then, from nowhere in particolar, Zelling suddenly
appeared. He said something quickly and sharply to the
two officers, and at once their hands went up in salute, which
Zelling rveturned. To Darrell and Burke the whele thing
secemed like a comic play, Zelling, in his ridiculous dress-
for hizs own clothes were hopelessly ruined—imitating, i
seemed, the smartly uniformed naval men,

A brief eonversation took place, thea the elder of the
officers spoke apain te Captain Maldsen, but this time in
Engl:ch.

From where he stood Darrell conld not quite cateh all that
was said. He gathered, however, that the captam wag not
over-pleased, and there followed some little argument, Then
Zelling turned and pointed o where Darrell stecd  witn
Burke.

At onece the two satlers, who stood behind the officers,
stepped forward and laid hands on the boys, Instinetively
they both shook them off, and stood ready to contest the
matter. But before they could do anything farther Captain
Maldsen himself came to them.

“T am sorry,” he said. T would willingly have done my
best for you, but I cannct. They say I must give you up.
and the force is on their side. You will go? 1 cannot risk
my ship.”

Darrvell nodded,

“We'll go, eaptain, You've boecn jolly decent to us, and I
wish—— But good-bye! I hope we'll meet again one day.”

He held out his hand., and the captain gripped it firmlz,
gien turned to Burke and bade him good-bye. o

Just then Davy Fageott rushed forward, and insisted on
shaking hands with both of them. The naval ®ficers smiled,
but pushed Davy away, and a minuie later all of them-—the
officers and their attendants, Zelling, Darrell, and Burke—
were in the little launch.

As they moved slowly away from the Tronjeim, Davy
Faggott waved them [arewel] onee maore,

“Good-bye! Good-bye! And good Juck to yel” he
bawled: and then, m a lower tone, which only Sam Lease
and Captain Maldsen understood, he added: " And Heaven
help yo both 7

The journey to the Kielberg was made very quickly, and
the party climbed on board. A different ship.was this from
the FPronjeim—cleaner, brighter, and more wonderful.  But
there was no joy in Darrell’s heart a= he stepped on the deck.

Boron Zelling became suddenly a person of importance
agan, There were salutes and counter-salutes, and at last
they stood on a small deck before an impeosing-looking
officer, who was evidently the commander of the vessel,

Zoelling was rattling away to the officer as hard as he
could. but it was in German, and they had little idea of
what he said, The officer said nothing: a nad and a glance
at the two boys now and agam was all the sign he gave.
Then Zelling turned to Darrell, and spoke partly to hua
and partly to the officer, and now he spoke in English,

* And now Ah, well, we shall soon be back 1n Germany
again ! he said, A month—two months, pernap=—and we
shall all be in the Fatherland once more.”

A curious look came into the officer’s eves, and he gazed
at Zelling almost contemptuonsly,

“Germany {7 he asked, with a certoin touch of bitterness,
“T did not understana that it was vour desire to return,
or I would have warned voun, It 12 too late now; but were
vou not rmistaken 1 bringing these bovs here, even if you
desired to come vourseli?  But Germany! I fear vou will
never see Germany again, baron, Theors 15 only one end for
every man of us on board the Kielbepg "

“Where 18 that? Where sre vou roing 7 asked Zelling,
aned there was aegain the note of fear 1 his voice.

“Gomg?? The commander repeatrd the word, " Sooncr
or later we are all going with this beoat to the bottom of the
sea ! There 1s no escape for ns pow !”

(There will be another splendid fong instaiment of
this great serial story in next NMonday's issue of
the "“"MAGNET' Librory, Readers are advised to
order theircopv in advance, There is such a popular
demand for the “"MAGNET' Library every weeHl now
that many readers are unable to get thelr copy,

: even on the day of publication.)
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Take Leed, my bonny boys, and when
You're feeling sore and touchy,
Devour the decds of Breezy Ben
And dear old Disinal Dutehy !
o liner tonie for the blues
(Could ever be commended
And even long-faced lads enthnee
And cry: * My hat! How splendid!”®
Ben's famous ¢ =mile that won't ecoe off ™
Woith fun will make vou wrggle;
Ard even dad will have to cough
And. thus suppress o gigele,
While Dismal Dutchy’s face appeacs
o desolate and doleful,
That one 1+ almost moved to tears—
i fact, could <hed a bowliul!

The weird adventures of the pair
Tin thouwsands hanker alter;

And =oon the Demon of Despair
Gives place te roars of laughter,

For who can fuil to be inpressed
With two such freak productions,

Who carch intends to come oftf boss
And pive the other ructions !

The precious partners often plot
A “wheeze U for fake collections,
Aund, as a rule, they eateh 1t hot
And strong in all directions,
Full manv o zealous man of law
Has folt inelined to choke "o
And Dutehy, caring not a =traw,
Joins Ben in picking cakum,

“Why, Loist me mainzail recf.” -ays Ben,
“ And slack me starboard roddes!
Pet Duchiv, vou're the best of moen,
[ Joves ver like a brodder!
In rain or fine, in storm or shine,
() anv blessed weather,
Bv all the millions that 1= mine,
I vow we'll stick tegether !

Mav Ben and Dutehy always thrive,
And spread their charms before us!
Qn lang as they are kept alive,
Then naught shall ever bore us.
Here's health to every British bow,
Who swift hiz belt unbuckles
That he mav laugh at all the chalf
Contained in cheery “CHUCKLES [

Next Monday:

SEXTON BLAKE,

Mo. 6 of this grand new s2zries.

AN IMPORTANT CHANGE IN THE “MAGNET.” (SEE PAGE 5.
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For Next Mondayv:

“COKER'S CANADIAN
COUSIN! "

By Frank Richards.

Quite up to its usual high standard i1s the great story of
school life which Frank Richards puts before my chums on
Monday next. Coker of the Fifth is expecting a visit from
his soldier cousin, who has come over to England with a
Canadian contingent. Accordingly, Bkinner, the humorist
of the Remove, sees tremendous possibilities for a gilt-edzed
jape, and succeeds in persuading Mr, Montgomery SBnooks,
a broken-down actor, to 1mpersonate Coker's cousin. The
amiable Mr. Snooks rets on the warparh withou! delay, and
the fur begins to flv; and when the genuine article,

“COKER'S CANADIAN COUSIN,"

arrives at Grexfriars to find an impostor on the scene, the
fun 1s fast and furious.

Every Macnetite should place an order for next Mondav's
1zsue 1in the hands of his newsasent NOW,

A SERGEANT'S SPLENDID LETTER.

How many readers of the * Magnet © Library have waiked
round the world? None, you will say. But you would be
wrong, for the extraordinary feat has been accomplished by
Boreeant Leshie E. Wilson, of the Manchester Regiment.

The gallant sergeant, wliose p]m‘rnz;n]ﬂ] | I.'L"'I,'Ii.'f]l:l%.ll_"r'., has
been pood enourh to send me the following excellent letter,
which every boyv, and every boy's parents, should make a
zpecial point of reading:

STOP PRESS NEWS.

AN UNPRECEDENTED STEDP TAKEN BY
THE EDITOR OF THE *“ MAGNET."”

LONDON, September 1st,

We have taken the unprecedented step this
week of stopplng the printing machines to
insert the following notice:

There has been a very poor response to the
Editor’'s appeal for postcards backing up the
proposal to publish * The Greyfriars Herald ™
as a separate halfpenny monthly or weekly

paper.
Magnetites! Do not let this thing fall
through! Immediately you read this, write

out your approval on a postcard, and despatch
it to your Editor without delay.

Do it now !
EDITOR.

Every Monday., “THEI E= dithieulty or in trouble. . . . Whom to write to : Editor, The ** Magnet”
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BOYS FRIEND" 3d.

COMFPLETE LIBERARY TR,

B’ Company,

“19th Battalion, Man-
chester Regimoent,

. " Belton Camp.

Dear Sir,—During the
five and a half years pre-
vious to the outhreak of
war, I was travelling the
world on foot—collecting
book material and black-and-white sketches.

" Whenever T was able during that period to get your
little paper, the * Magnet,! 1 did so, though naturally there
were many occasions when I was unable to secure it.

“I read your paper, in the first place, out of curinsitv: and
later I made the habit of taking it for the benefit of studying
the admirable pen-and-ink sketches with which the * Magnet'
15 illustrated,

“1 am getong on “old bov ' now, but T still take a oreat
interest in the ° Magnet,” which I consider the vervy bost
paper for bovs on the market. The school stories are reallv
clever and wholesome, and 1t seems to me a pity that vour
paper is not better known to the public at large, L

“I read the erticisms and vour replies concerning  the
guestion of vour non-enlistment, and think  vour place is
undoubtedly where vou are. T honestls believe that to many
a healthy and full-bloeded younzr man it takes more rea!
couraze to remain at home at o time like this chan it nerls
for many others to oo,

“That vowr decision to remain at home where vou aro
needed has been criticised by some of wvour readers is onlv
to be expected, for criticism 1= a cheap commodity, and
worthless when it comes from narrow-minded persons.

“I am glad that some Tommies have written to vou from
the trenches 1o speak their appreciation of vour ]_.:l:.!iml"l‘. and
I hope that Harey Wharton & Co. will live long to uladden
tine hearts of vour numerous readrers, ) )

“1 am an Australian mvself, and would have returned ta
Australia last {hristmas, ofter an absence from home of 1%
vears, but for the outbreak of war. I landed in Wales, from
Tteland, two weoks before hostilities  commenced, and on
September Tth T joined the Army to trv and do mv bt for
the Mocherland. ’

“This is periaps a long epistle for the purpose of expross.
ing a confidence in your position and an appreciation of vour
paper; but, belicve me. the sentiment contained in this lotter
13 sincere.—I am. vour: faithfully,

“Lestie K Winzox (Sergeant),

Y P.8.—1 enclose a testumonial touching on my walk round
the world, not as a testimonial. but as some proof of my
position, ete.  Plepse use this letrer az vou see fit.” '

I really think the above letter 1s one of the finest T have
ever received.  What calls for most admiration is the faet that
the famous pedestrian, on the outbieak of war. did not
hesitate, dul not stop ro weigh the possible conzequences, bur
joined the Army stranght away, There 13 something tvpically
Australian abour this action, and I hope Serzeant Wilsan's
patriotism mav be amply rewarded,

I have written a personal letter to my friend the serceant,
thanking him for the fine testimonial he has given to the
*Magnet  Libravv, and for so staunchly backing me up in
my position with regard to the Army. When actual fichtine
men  realise the true facts of the ecase and express their
svmpathy that T am unable to exchanze the pen for tho
5'1"_"""_"121 tl*i“z_*_ it is high time the cavilling critics hid theur
diminshed heads,

e —

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

W. Gellorr (Southampton).—DBob Cherry is slichtley alder
than Harevy Whartom, Sorry T cannot oblice vou with g
plhiotograph of the Famous Pive, S

““A Lowal Manx Reader " (Douglas).—Many thanks for
Pomuimge out erpor,

_[ﬂnn_t:‘_num_f on pade iii of cover.

Frinted and Published by the Proprietors at The Fleetway House, Farrlm;d:;n Street
Gotch, Lid,, Melbourne, Sydpey, Adelside, Brizlang, and Wellinglon, N.Z, ; for South Africa; ©
Johanaesburg. Lubserirtion, 7 per annum, Saturday, Se

, London, Engzland, Ag_r;mti for huer:u.l'in: E!-ci::dan &_ B

eutral News Azency, Ltd,, Cape Towa and
ptemiber 11lth, 1915, -



No. 396.

REPLIES IN BRIEF (continued).

C. V. H. (Victoria).—I am much obliged to you for your
good wishes, which I cordially reciprocate,

Henry Howard (Highgate)—I am sorry I cannot acree
to publish a double number at such frequent intervals as
You sugroest,

I'red Barnes (Liverpool).—Wun Lung’s brother, Hop-li. is
still at Greyfriars. 1 cannot publish replics io my chums’
quertes until at least three weeks have elapsed, for press
IRASONS,

Nita Northam (Australia).—Loder s seventeen years of
age, and Harry Wharton and Hurrce Singh fiftecn. Best
wishes,

Private A, Nash (Havre)—Very many thanks for your
loval letter,

G, C. F. (Redeav).—The strongest ericket  eloven  ilie
Remove could field is as follows: Wharton, Nugent. Cherry,
Vernon-Smith, Field, Linley, Hurree Singh, Bull, Peter
Todd, Brown, and Bulstrode, or Penfold., There arc no
Yorkshire boys at Greyfriars.

F. E. R. (North Fitzroy).—The cure for the vices yon
name is solely a question of will-power, Your chum should
say “"No,” and stick to it most emphatically.

H. Turner (Battersea).—Take plenty of open-air exercio,
i don’t smoke.

Wmontonian,"—2Many thanks for pointing out error,

Le, Turner (Wanstead).—Write to Messre. A, W, Gamage,
Holborn, Londen, E.C.

F. R. T.—"The Dreadnonght '™ is now
defunet,

L. D (West Ham).—T am swrprised that
rvou do not know what *lines ™ are.  When
a boy is ordered by an irate master or
prefect to take fifty lines,” it means that
he his to copy out fifty phrases from Viagil
or  sote orher ancwent Johnnv, Noo: the
sturtling schemes of Fisher T. Fish are not
Cplaved one M over,

"A Cychist " (Flamborough).—1 am un-
aware of the existence of the places von
nuention,  OF course the companton papers
arc sold at Flamborough Head! 1f not,
theres lurk of |'LJH-]"E'|'|'1'-1|* a:‘_|n|1'1.1.'l‘n-n-,

W. Alowmris (Poole).—There  are
nsters at Grevtreiars,
tn une of the London suburbs,

R. D. V. (3toke Newingron).—Bob Cherry
= u better boxer than Squiff,

Charles 8. Kirby (Northants). —There i
o U Magnet 7 oelub under my personal cone
ol I am sorrv 1 cannot put vou into
tovche with the veader vou mention,

“Dear Old Dublin.”"—80 vou had  the
honour of ~haking  hands with  Seypeant
0 Leary, did vou? Well, vou're a lucky
chap.  Mike 1= @ veal white man.

K. Mottlee  (Hurstvillehb—Wingate  was
twelve when he came to Grevivies, The
Famous Five are cach fifteen vears of age.

Hilda  Russcll Svdnev).—Most of onr
bovck mumbers do get forwarded to the  world,
wonnded <oldiers, A <hort tiine ago T mads also  a
o= I.'.Ei:Jl .'_lF:'[r--L:! Tk iy uuffm‘l‘-— a1l Thi,- 1‘1[1}-

LR H

“*Kangaroo " {Australia), —]I nore vour remark, and will
-t what can be done,

v Ho (Manchester).—Glad to hear vour cvesight 1s all
ment again, and that vou will be able to read and onjov
the cvmpamon papers as of yore

IT. H. S (Middlesbroueh). —Send vour back numbers to
v of the hospitals for wounded saldiers,

“Jack Sheppard U I."'.L|:~'!a':alin:|.—u._'Inlznu:.- Bull returned ra
Greyfviars months ago.  Skinner has alwivs been a * blade
of a sort. To become a dental mechanic, vou will have 1o
be apprenticed to a hizlhi-class dentist who makes tectl for
his customers. The prospects in this profession are execl-
leut, I cannot give the definite dare on which the et
thieepenny book story by Frank Richards  will appeal,
Thanks for good wishes,

F. H 8 (Bow).—I was very intercsted to hear how you
Etl_'l. arne A peader, :

!]!'t_.-u 1
Bunter's father lives

keen

_ rl-ll.'*' .]l"i'll.i|.||:|!|'l1'-|,']"-\. (:f TE]L' |r|:li'-s|;-:. s
o mention are at Whitehinll, London.
H. Craig (Aberdeen) —The Magnet ™ Labrary com-

menced 1ts prosperous course early in 1908, Hornce Cokoep
vears of ape, Grevfriars was eetablished s
it public school well over a hundred VOeurs oo,

.. Scofield (Wigan),—The reason why  SBuwdax i« o
=) |IZII.I'II'I ]]::IL'JI“LIIH‘li jll Oy =tolres iF, |,:|IL IR -TE Ll';;” }EII;" ||~.;|;pr
scieolboy frolics do not prevail on that day.  If you want
tee read a0 Sunduy 7 ostorv. T can thoroughls recomuicnd
oM which is now being written by Frank Richards. Be an
the look-out for it L

Sid Halv: (Catford).—There is no Corry sporndence Exchange
In connection with this paper, '

T TN R R
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SERGEANT LESLIE E. WILSON,
the man who walked round the

The gallant sergeant is
reader of The
“"Magnetr" Library,

W. J. Sievens, of the Manchester Hoicl, West  CLfT,
Bournemouth, is anxious 1o form a “Magnet ¥ League in
his town.

" A Huddersfield Chum.”—Thanks for the splendid way
you backed me up and helped to put *“ paid ™ to the machina-
tions of “J, 85 8 K."

" Automatic 7 (Scarborough).—Sorry I cannot cblige yoil
in the direction named.

FPrivate W. Rackstraw (lst Cheshire Regiment, DBritich
Expeditionary Force).—Very many thanks for vour interest-
ing and exeiting Jetter. You've been threugh strring times—
what ?

B. D. C. (Chester). —Your previous letter to me must have
been overlooked., Send vour back numberz to the Tommies,

Private G. Goldsmith (Chatham).—I have made a note of
vour request, and a parcel of back numbers has been
despatched to you. Hope vou got "em all right.

“Monday Looker-cut ' (Devon).—Colonel
lighting 1n France with the British
Koumar P. SBingh is at the Dardanclles.

“Amnoyed and Faithful Chum ” (Yorks).—You will see
that J. 8, 8. K. has Leen successfully * choked off.”

. Robinson (Netherfield).—For goodness' suke don't write
a boxing serial on the paper, a sample of which yvou zend
me ! The editor you submit it to will have a fit! TUie
ordinary foolscap, and write on one side of the paper,
Tharks for all your cheering comments,

Herbert Johnson (Bolton).—Thank you fer
vour loyalty. T am afraid I cannot see my
way to do as you suggest,

“A Regular Reader.”—Whatever Peter
Todd may have done on exceptional occa-
sions, the fact remains that Bob Cherry is
the Remove's best boxer,

A F. W, (Ramsgate).—The Greyiriars
roat-of-urms will appear on the cover of the
“Gem " Labrary shortlv., You will have
reen by this time that the [lixture with
Highcliffe has been revived,

Master William Shepherd  (Sounthannan,
Fairlie, Scotland) will be glad to hear from
fellow-Magnetites interested in poetry.

James DL (Manchester).—Bob Cherry and
Tom Merry are the be-t boxers among the
Juniors of  Grexfriars and St Jim's re-
~pectively,

Svdoey Jessop, 81, Huddersfield Read,
Macelesticld, Cheshire, who 15 the English
representative  of  the  Stivling Club  fur
“Magnet 7 oveaders, Canada, will be glad
to hear from intending members,

A Nut."—Did you not know thal cven
before the war the French and Gormans
were move or less at loggerheads?

“A Loval Friend " (Blackbuminl.—Three
weeks at least must elup<e before a query
cun be answered on this page. 1 don't see
anv reazon why Sqguit should disturb the
present harmony of the Famous Five, 1
we mmake 1t oa Famcus 3ix, and keep on in-
troducing chavacters hike Squili, it will soon
become the Faomous Fiftvy !

Renald Wiison (Leytonstone). —If you are satisfied that
your age and home ties ntlitate against your joining the
Army, the wiles of the recrutting-sergeant nced have no
terrors for you.

“ Priver ™ (Le.cester).—Doubtless vou have seen the ex-
planation of the motor-car ineident in * The Old Bovs'
Challensge. " Tharks for yvour good wizhes,

O Never-miss-once U (Liverpool). -1 will see what I ecan do
i the dirvection vou name later on,

R. P. G. {(Manchester).—You"ie a zood chap, B, P. ¢ 1
expect there are few boyvs of twelve vears old who are sup-
porting the favnlv, and I am cectain that fow lads of that
e are Cxpert typlses ]

Hovace B, Haviees (Bivinineham). Space precludes me
From publishing vour leval letter, Nevertheless, T am greatly
ubheved o vou.

X. XY Z (Sutton-in-Ash).--1 am soriv I cannot do as You
suggest, for various reasons. Thanks for your checry letter,

Charles Richards (Bradford).— The idea is good, and will
recetve my carefal consideration

Sully: - Palmer  (Southport). —The  frzt volume of tha
“Magnet 7 s unobtainable.  Those readers who have them
avee hangmye on tight, and one cannot blame them,

Evelvn Bu-lall (Coarbridge).- Very many thanks for your
Loview Gned wood wishes,

Wharton is
Army, and Captain
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g NEW STORY-BOOKS sssmamm—y |
FOR READERS OF
ALL AGES!

3 NEW ADDITIONS TO THE “BOYS’
| Sememmm FRIEND 3 GOMPLETE LIBRARY

No. 310: No. 311: No. 5312:

WITH BUGLE & BAYONET 5 PRIDE OF THE FOOTPLATE S THE SCHOOL REPUBLIC
A great story of a Boy's Adven- A grand story of a Railway A magnificent long complete
tures in Kitchener's Army. Athlete. tale of School Life.
By BEVERLEY HENT, By SIDNEY DREW. By DAVID GOODWIN. .

h “THE BOYS’' FRIEND” 3~
18 COMPLETE LIBRARY.

Have you got a Photograph of the Famous

CHARLIE -CHAPLIN

The Great Essanay Film Comedian.

1f not, here is your chance of getting a Magnificently
Reproduced Photographic

PLATE |
of him absolutely I
i
i

[

FREE

You will find one in every copy of
THIS WEEK'S

“PLUCK”

(One Penny) ' I
See how to F)l'_'flﬂl' a copy ln-day——lhen you will be_ able to read
“get his *CHARL'E'S NEW JOB,” by Sidney Drew, with Pictures 1 §
p grap s =
FREE ! by Philip Swinnerton.
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