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A BUMPING FOR BUNTER AND FISHI

{An Exc’iting Sﬂnna in the Magnificent Lona Comalete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.)
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For Next Monday :

“THE FEUD WITH FRIARDALE.”
By Frank Richards.
I next week's story of Greviriars we

have Harry Wharton & Uo. and all the
cther leading lights of the school In

opposition Lo a band of the roughest.

F. -
e

fellows of the villawo, The tronbee g s
through Me, Prout, the master the
Fifth, bringing a charge ot profitecring
agatist the [pther of one of these {ellows,
There are some very execiting tussles be-
twern the opposing parties, and not until
the end of the story do wo seo esther
side vietorious, -

il

You will find out which side came out
on top 1if you read

“THE FEUD WITH FRIARDALE,”

and vou will vote this varn one of the
best you have read for a long  time.
Ovder vour copy of next week™s Macgyer
at e |

A WONDERFUL LETTER.

There 18 no need to make any apology
for quoting what Ben Bolton thinks of
the Companion Papers. Ben lives at a
place ealled Nuthurst, and he secins to
be a busy sort of fellow.

“You would be amused,” he says,

“eould vou see our place. We ran &

dry, and 1 do the accounts., T am
laundry,

geventeen, and have vead the Companrion

Papers for ten vears, My voung brother

Bill is six, und he likes * Chuckles” and

the Macxer, le gives *Chuckles ' best

because Pongo tickles his faney. When

Bill was yvoung I used to tell himy such

stories a3 1 thought would please him.

There was a time when Bill smiled at

this:

“* As I went up in iny whirly wee,

And as 1 locked out of v squarly
SLpRLEL,

There I espicd Bir Hacoly Jacob

Running away with Tom Pordle,

(th, if I'd had my diddlecum dordle,

Wouldn't T have given it to Sir ITacob
Jacob for punning away with Tom
Pordle I’

“And then, one time, Bill was: amused
with the story of Jack O 'Manory, and
the other of Jack and his brother, but
such things Bill considers pifile these
days.  Give him ' Chuckles ' or  the
Maaner and he 1= happy: while, since
the * Greyfriars ITerald ™ has been geing,
he likes a glimpse of it, though he 13 not
over stvong at reading vet. But theve,
what can you expect of six?

“I am pretty busy, what with one

thing and another, because moiher de-
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petds on e for a let of the manage-
ment of the washing business, and such
a trade wanits a deal of looking after
these days, with all the extras AT W,
and sturch visimge like the rates.

“We have a il |:b.irl'I'i—!':lli]]}.IU'l'=.
clothes-liwes, ol previcatom =, | TS J I LAY
]3*'I'ti*li tr see after il cetgbles. We
have a tuek hawthorn-hedee, which s
'.E'-r'-"l.l fd]!‘ 15.'|'-.-|"_r .’.':'[':l-_'-._|:' | 10 q
shoots doni’t <o rrincl. Thieie i :

blackbird’s nest at this moment all =nug
penesth a e ouilt, and the bird: have
ne objection. You would rather hike our
hedge, I am surve, especially that bit
where 1t runs thin, Old Snooks, the
ancient chap of the village, always comes
aiid peeps over here, You see hia funny
red face with the white whiskerage about
it smiling ai vou amudst the green, and
a niee colour schere it makes,

“There ave a lot of other things 1
could tell v, bt this letter was BUpD-
|1.3=.~.! B D W eitten about the T_'nuljnuuinru
P.u}u'!:-, wlinchy w '
ot hilll But T have mwentioned him,
He comes with e iy RN . '
to Lattle Puddletown and up past 2lo=
torr. He can walk, but he prefers o s
on the barrow, and so I let him.

i’ :I” |.‘_' Li= [l}\.t 11 ki |:|||.‘|i:_g'

FoptlLai= (Iva

“My sister Bella is nineteen, and plays
the piano at our concerts. She thinks a
ot wbout the Companion Papers, and
vou should hear her talk about Cardew,
Vernon-Santh,  Harvey Wharton,  Pom
Merev, Kildave, Wingate, Bulkeley, sind
the rest

“r.'-"l':'i L:.'-'-'-' :!1 ._l.::.-l. 1 Ti.' ., and ~ Lk
never gets thetn buaed.  She savs Bob
I:1|1&'!i_'|. 1= :-irft.'-‘-ti:ld_. alsg D'"Areyv: bur

though she laughs at Buuter and Bagey,
she says they ought not really w be
allowed. I don't knew what she would
not say to the porpoise if she met him.
mhe thinks he 15 the nastiest, greediest
iittle pig that ever waddled—but she
laughs, all the same,

" Our house 18 white and pink., T have
1ust painted it up again for the spring.
| should have gone out and carned my
living somewhere else, but mother could
ot manage very well without me. You
see, there are a lot of uws. Della does
dressmaking, and looks after the hens
we  keep, likewizse the rabbits; while
Uharlie, who 1s five years vounger than
I am, is still at school, but he makes him-
self useful whenever he 1s at home.

“Bella torre  should be more
stories about the older chaps. Bhe likes
all the wvarns, but she simply doies on
some tale which makes her ery. You had
one of these not long apo.  Just like a
cirl ! 1 wounld not have put this bit in,
but Bella said 1 was to—not just about
her being only a girl; she can’t help that,
poor thing!—and as she would be ram-
pageous if I wrote to vou without men
tomng her | thoucht 1 had better do as
she wanted, ™

= Ve
-

-

AS HAPPY AS KINGS.

There 15 a lot more of this ntercsting
letter. It s evident that my corre-
spondent and his family are as happy as
kings, They are busy all the time, for
evenn young Bill assists the family ox-
clicauer by going round with the wash,
ceed keepine the binds off the seedlings.
I -hall tuke the fiberty of guoting a bat

= LarTe,

mustard and 111

* Bella gross s
boxes cutside the Litehen window, We
wet plenty of 1t 1 bave forgotten to
tell vou abour Mary. She is another
sister, amd she 1sn't cootrary, except
when you tease the eat, Timothy., Mury

does most of the gardenng,  The {uma-
ture I keep in order, for some of it s
proeity old, This summer 1 am going to
build & veranda atl the boack, with nastur-
tiumis all over 1t

“Mr. Collver, the gentlemun who lives
at the Gables—woe wash {for him every
weelk,  you  know—amd  makes nasty
chemical messes, for e 1s always invent-
tnz things, ciployvs me of evenings, and
bri Tat

PLgt DEiTs U= il i maore, We have
ve€il pulting by money of late in Lhe
ufteeh-and-sixpouny certibeates, aml T

suppose we shall be miullionaires one day,
Mt that [ want to be wealthy.

“You sec, I have recad * Robinson
Crusoe,” ' Monte Urnsto,” and heaps of
other books, neluding ° Chicot, the
Jester,” and those others about France.

1 ocollect butterflies and moths, and [
have sent in a photograph or two to the
“reviieres Herald,” and hone to see

crnoon the paper. Mother hikes to read
e stories, but she has not much time,
[ read thee it L= tu her as she sits

erilng when Hill 1s in
Lilitrs are out at tae pic-
shiguld hear how she

-

uhti o
Lr"ii- BRI N

.t;:«i

Lhirg rou
lauwhs Oiilv she would give Buuter a

bit of ber mind. That's what she says.
I _'r.”..JE-L-}'_ =hhe mieans 11, :'lr[ul'.ht;'[' I= .'1]'.‘:-'&J.-]

gewvinog things awav., Hhe pave & tramp a
square meal snd sixpence vy vesterday,
because he looksi hungev, and then
asked lmm 1o 2k 2 message for her to
the end of the village—iz was less than a
quarter of a wile—bur the tramn =uid he
was afraid be conld nor 20 i as workiug
after meals made him ¢ ainit

A VERY JOLLY FAMILY.

To my mind this communication is i

magnificent (rnibute 13 the Compauion
Papers. 1 shal hope to say ancther word

about Ben next week.
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A Magnificent Long Complete School
Story of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars School.

FRANK RICHARDS.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter is Warned !

R. QUELCH’S eye glinted.
The Remove Form were
seated in the Form-room, hard
at work, under Mr. Quelch’s
SUPeTYisiDIL.

Mr. Horace Quelch; the Remove Form
master, was not exactly in an amiable
mood that afterncon. The subject was
historv, and the Remove did not shine
at history. Moreover, the Mid-Term
examination was due Lo take place on the
morrow, apd Mr. Quelch was keeping
his Forin hard at it, :

Harry Wharton & Co. noted the glint
in Mr. Queleh’s eye, and realised that a
etorm was brewing for somebody. .

And they were not long in discovering
who that ““somebody 7 was,

“ Bunter!”

The sharp, acid voice of the Form- |

master resounded {hrough the Form-
room, uaud all eves were immodiately
turned in  the «lirection of Wilham
George Bunter, the fat vouth of the
Bemove,

Billy Bunter secmed o emerge from
the depiths of a brown study, and he
blinked at Mr. Quelch. y

“ Bunter !" exclaimed My, Quelch, and

tha angry glitter in his eye intensified. |

“You were not paying attention to me !
“Oh, really, sir—"
“You were nol paving attention, 1

zay ! cried the Fora-master.  “What
important matter oceipled your
thoughts, Bunter?”

“ Fr—er—nothing at all, sir!™ ex-

claimed Billy Bunier hastily.
gir, I assure you !”

A soft  chuekle
Hemovites.

Mr. Queleh gulped.

““S8o nothing occupied vour thoughts—
eh, Bunter 7”7 ho rasped. “ Well, vou will
kindly tauke a hundved lines for allowing
vour miid Lo become a blank, Bunter,
when it should have been occupivd by the

“* Nothing

arosc  from il

LY

lesson thait is in progress, A hundred
lines, do you h,ear, Bunter?”

* Ye.es, sir I'" growled Billy Bunter.

“ And*you will please pay attention to
the lesson in future, Bunter!” said Mr.
Quelch tartly. * Remember, the Mid-
Term examination takes place to-morrow
mornifg. and vou are the one boy in the
Form to whom this leeson should be of
the utmost importamce. You are a lazy,
slothful boy, Bunter !

S*Ahem! Ye-es,
Bunter,

Mr. Quelch looked grimly at Bunter,
and took up his book again.

.The history lesson proceeded on the
mneven tenor of its way.

- Me. Quelch was revising the work of
the term, and for that purpose he asked
fyuestions reund the Form,

The next boy to whom the master
devoted his attention was Tom Dutton.
Dutton was afflicted with deafness, and
Mr. Quelch found him a difficult subject
to guestion. .

Billy Bunter, as soon as ilwe master’s
attentions became transferred to Dutton,
relapsed once more into pensiveness.

A thoughtin]l frown settled upon the
brow of William Georgze Bunter, and he
was preocceupied.

Having flinished with Tom Dution, Mr,
Quelch planced again at Bunter.

s Billy Bunter himself was there in his
seat, ;but Billy Bunter's thoughts were
far away.

The eve of Mr. Quelch glinted again,
and the Remove waited with some
apprehension for the storm to break,

“ Bunter !" gaid Mr, Quelch, in a quiet,
ominons voice, ;

“Ye-e8, sir?” said Bunter distantly.

“Who won-the Battle of Bannockburn,
Bunter®” demanded Mr. Quelch.

sir "’

said ‘ Billy

Bunter appeared to ponder ab-
stractedly. '

“Tottenham Hotspur, sir!" he said,
at length.

wi “:?lﬂ-ﬂ.t ?!l

Mr. Quelch jumped violently,

Copyright in the United States of America.

-

“Tottenham Hotspur, I think,™ said
Bunter, still in a faraway, dreamy voice.
“Unlees it waz Sheffield United !’ .

“Oh ™

An oppressive silence seemed to settle
upon the Form.

The boys of the Remove gazed ab
Bunter wonderingly. Billy Bunter still
had that thoughtful frown upon his
brow, as if pondering a weighty subject
within hia brain.

Mr. Quelch’s jaws came together with
a snap, and then opened again to emit
& Zasp.

“B-Bunter !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
‘e Are you mad, boy?"” :

Billy Bunter made no reply.

* Are von dreaming, Bunter?” almost
shouted Mr, Quelch.

At thai Billy Bunter roused himself,
and blinked perplexedly through his
spectacles at the angry master.

“1)-d-d-dreaming, sir ?"" he stammered.
**Nunno, sir!”

Mr. Quelch looked long and fixedly at
the fat boy of the Remove. ;

“Bunter " he rumbled, at length, and
his voice was like unto that of approach-
ing thunder. * Bunter, how dare you!"

(1] I_I___I_'____'_ll

“Are you aware that you are in the
Form-room, Bunter?"

“¥Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter, blinking

apprehensively at the master. *““Here [
am, sir!"

Sothebody chuckled, and storm-clouds
settled on Mr. Quelah’s brow.

* Did you hear my question, Bunter "
demanded Mr. Quelch.

“Which question, sir?" '

“1 asked you who won the Battle of
Bannackburn I said Mr. Quelch. * And
your reply was—er—er——"

“Tottenham Hoispur, sir!"” chirruped
Skinner obligingly. : ]

“Take fifty lines, Skinner!"” rapped
Mr. Quelch, and Skinner sat back with
a gasp.

The rest of the Remove were silent

" THE MacyRET LiBRARY.—No. 634,
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fhot - was

- Banter.

it grimly as Billy Bunter approached.

“your mind to wander again ihis after-

"Runter.

As Bob Cherry sireptitiously  re-
murked ‘to Hurree Singh, Quelchy’s
“rag ” -was out, and Hurree Singh
whispered back, that the “ outfulness was,
terrific.” ' : 4

Mr. Quelch., as he regarded Billy
Bunter, seemed on the verge of explod-
me. .

“Bunter-—boy I he eried, im a voice
tense with emotion. “*How
dare you give me such an absurd answer
lo my question !

#1--1 was thinking, sir!” slammered

“Thinking ! almosi-shrieked the irale
Fovin-master., " Thinking of what, may
1 inguire 7 o

“(M—of the Battle of—of DBannock-

burn, sir!” gaszped Bunter, eyeing the
master nervously,
“Don’t tell faksehoods, Bunter!”

=

haoted Mr. Queleh. “You deliberatel
allowed your mind to wander,. after %
had expressly warned you not to do so!
Step out here, Bunter!”

“Ow!"” _gasped Bunter, going pale,
“Really, sar—"

- Uome here, Bunter!"” thundered Mr,
PQueleh. :

Blinking dismally at Mr. Quelch, Billy
Bunter struggled from his seaf, and
rolled ponderously towards the front.

“Poor old Huntlr.’” murmured Bob
®herry., ‘' He's going tp get the Hot-
spur now-!"

Mr.: Quelch grasped a cane, and held
_ “Hold out your hand, Bunter !"

Billy Bunter’s knees shook as he eved
the eane.

, . " Oh, really, sir, I-1 didn’t mean——"

* I care not what yon meant, Buntdy [
vasped My, Quelch, *“T mean to punish
[yrm severely for your inattention and
aziness this afternoon.  Hold out vour
hand ! "

ringerly,
grubby jiaw,

=wizh! woenl the cane, and PBunter
leapt back with a howl of angnish.

“The other hand, Bunier!”

Swigh !

“Yarooogh !”
trambs I

“Your night hand again, Bunter!™
eaid Mr. Quelch, between clenched teeth,

Bunter obeved, and received anothems |
stinging cut, laid on with all the force !

Bunter extended a0 fat

-

“h

watled Bunter,

that Mr. Queleh could muster—and My, |
Quelch, in his  present mood,  could
mnster gquite a lot!

{luce more did the relentless cane

dizend, and then Mr. Quelch desisted.

“Now go to your place, Bunter!”

“Yaroooch! Oo! Yow-ow ! moaned
Bnuter, limping painfully awav.

Commiscrating glances from the other
hoyza followed him. My, Quelch regarded
hima with a loo’s of grim, stern determina-
tion,

“Bunter ! hissed Mr, Quelch, as Billy
Bunter sank once more into his seat and
groaned hollowly. * Bunter, Jdo not for-
gel the Mid-Term examination {o-mor-
vow, If you reccive less than fifty per
cent, of the marks T shall chastise vou
most severcly !

“Yow-ow-ow " moaned Bunler,

“Do you hear me, Bunter!” rapped
e, Quelch,

“Ow ! Yessir!” gosped the suffering
edal of the Remove,

“Then bear my words rritid,
Bunter ! said  Mre.  Queleh  grimly.
“Also, let me warn you nol to allow

-

Hi

Do yvou understand, Buntes ¥’
Yes, sir!” groanad Billy

naon.
* Grooogh !

Mr. Quelch laid down the cane, and
taok up his book,
Tre Maaxer Lisrary, —No. 634,

How darec you, sir!" !

“The lesson will now proceed,” he said
quietly,” :

And the history lesson proceeded, the
Removites very, very attentive, and
Billy Bunter attentive also.

By the manner of his groaning and
grunting it was ohvious thatg Billy
Bunter had had cnough !

i — -

THE SECOND CHAPTER. _

A Mystery !

L BAY, Cherry——"
“Hallo, hallo, halle!” ex-
‘claimed  Bob Cherry  breerily,

_ looking round to see Billy Bunter
trotting after him up the Remove pass-
age. “ Want me, porpoise ¥
" “¥Yes!” said Bunter breathilessly. ** Do

-you think Liverpool will win the match

with Blackburn to-morrow ¢ "

Bob Cherry gasped.

Lessons were gver that day, and Bob,
having taken his bookseinto his own
study, was proceeding on his way to
Study No, 1, the headquarters of the
Famous Five, )

He looked at Billy Bunter in surprise,

U You—you wiant to know whether
Liverpool will lick Blackburn on Satyr-

day ' exclaimed Bob, “What for,
Buntep?”
“Oh—er-—notling " said Bunter

hastily. ** Nothing at all, T assure vou !

Bob looked queerly at Buhter. Billy
Bunter had a very earnest look upon his
fat, podg
pencil El.'!'{f notebook in hi=s hand.

“What's the merry game, Bunty?”
demanded Bob Cherry.  “VYou were
jabbering ubout Tottenham HMotspur in
the Ferm-room this afternoon, now 1
come to think of it! What's the
wheeze 77’ 2

“ Er—nothing.” replied the Owl of the
Remove. “T1—T1'm taking an interest in
football, that's ull. 1 suppose a fellow is
cntitled io take an interest in foorball if
he likez;, Bob (herry ¥7 '

“Oh, of course ! grinmed Bob. Bt
it's vather a new departure for vou, isn't
it, Bunter?" )

Billy Bunter growled. .

“TI'm interested in foothall,” he said
sullenly. ““ Now, be a sport, Chevry, and
l:-r]i me whether vou think Liverpool will
win, or Blackburn I

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, greatly won-
dering, 1 don't exactly kuow, Why
not sphit the difference, Bunter, and call
it a draw "’

“A draw ! said Bunter,
Thanks, Chervy.™

And, seribbling a few words in his nate-
book, Billy Bunter volled away, leaving
Bob Cherry blinking after him in great
astonishment,

“Weall, 'm pggered ! axcluimed Bob.
“ Bunter takea the bhiscuit properly !
What's his little game, T wonder ¥”

Still wondering at the Dbehaviour of
Willlam George Bunter, Bob Cherry
resumed his jonrney to Study No. 1, and
entercd that famous apartment.

ITarvy  Wharton, Frank  Nugent,
Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh were at
hhome.

“Hallo, Bob!”
“Heen Buntee?”

“Bunler ! exclaimed
“Whv, ves! Have you?"”

“¥es," replicd Harry Wharton, laugh-
mg. ' He came v here just now, and
wanted to know whether Chelsea will
lick Boltonr—goodness knows what for,”

My giddy annt 1 gasped Bob Cherry.
“Tt's too thick—for Bunter !

*Fhe too-thickfulness 13 truly
terrific 1™ murmmared Inky. *“The
esteemed and Indicvons Bunter secims to
have gone dattifully off his rocker !"

“Oh. ves !

exclaimed  Harry,

Bob, staving.

countenance, and he had a

, 4 THE BEST 4% LIBRARY D@ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 4° LIBRARY, e

“He seems to be getting keen on pros
fessional football. by gum '* zaid Johnn
Bull. * “T wonder if the voung toad is
gambling on the League matches?”

"My hat!” said Harry Wharten.
“That’s quite likely. If he is— —7

“We'll soon put the duriper on!®”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “He- Hallo,
hallo, ballo!  Heyve's Fishy |™

A tawny | head was _insinnatod  inte
Study No. 1, and Fisher T. Fish. tle
Yankee Removite came in. -

3 “Bay, you chaps,” said Fish briskly.

I guess you are wise to the lutest fooi-
ball. T want you to give me a hunch '™

*A whatter v »

“A hunch, I guess,” zaid Fish,

“A punch!” said Bob Cherry, rising.
“Certainly, Fishy, Where will von have
H—on your nose or In your eye*"

Mih! o Lot up, you jay ! exclaimed
Fisli, backing away hurriedly - as the
humorong Bob advanced. 1 guess you
don’t get me. I said a hunch—a tip !
. A tip!” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. “You mean you want some advice,
Fishy

“ Kee-rect I said Fisher T, Fish, pro-
ducing a notebook. *“ 1 guess I want to
know whether Aston Villa will put the
kybosh on Everton to-morrow !”

‘The IFamous Five gasped.

“"Hi! Let up, vou jay!™ exclaimed
Frank Nugent. * Here's another chap
who's gone mad on footer., What's the
wheeze, Fishy " -

Fish winked,.

“I guess that’s my business—some '™
he said.  “I caleulate I've gove plumb
crazy on your British footer, and T want
a few hunches. Sav, Wharton, who do
you reckon will win out of Aston Villa
and KEverton, or do you think it will be
a draw ?" '

“"H'm,"” said Harrv. Wharton, with a
chuckle. “I'm afraid T don't guite know,
Fishy. Put it down a draw !”

“Wanl," satd Fish, sucking the puint
of his pencil. “I've got just a few draws

down alreadwy, I guess. What about
Everton
“Everton can't play for toffee!”

grinned Bob Cherry.

“That =0?" said Fish, unconscious of
Bob Uherry’s witticism., ““Then T guess
I'll back Aston Villa to win. Thanks,
Cherey !V ;

Fizch made an entry in his notebook,
and with a nod walked briskly from the

4 room,

The Famous Tive exchanged grins,

“What does it mean, I wonder *7 said
Frank Nugent. *“Fishy seems to have
catught the eraze from Bunter !

IMarry Wharton chuckled.

“ Blessed if T know what thev're up

to,” he said, “TTallo! Here's somebody

else. Come in!"

In response to Harrv's eall, the Jdoor
again opened, and Harold Skinner of the
Remove came in,

Upon Skinnes’s thin features theve
was a propitiatory smile, and hie had a
sheat of impot paper and a fountain pen
in his hand, .

“Excuse me, Wharton," he zaid politely,
“I've called to ask your advice on a little
matter,  You are rather hotstuff on the
foothall news, aren™t ven 77

“Not that T know of.” replied Haviv
Whartor in sorprise,  “ Why ?77

“Well,” gaid Skinner, T am taking 20
interest i footer now, you know., What
do you think of the Arsenal’s form?®"

“The  Arsenal?” gasped  Harrs
Wharton.,

Skinner ‘nodded.

“0Oh, the Arsenal is going great gups 17
said Bob Cherry.

Skinmer looked quickly at Bob.
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“Who won the Battle of Bannockburn, Bunfer ?** demanded My,
*“Tottenham Hotspur, sir ! ** he said, at lengih.,

Quelch. - Bunter appeared
““Wha-at ! *” Mr. Quelech jumped

to ponder abstractedly.
violently. {(See Chaopier 1,)

" Sure?” he asked. “They are plaving
Oldham to-morrow, you know."

“Yes,” said Bob, with n wink at his
chums. “Oldham will be simply blown
off the field 1™ '

“Well,” said S8kinver thoughtfully, “1
shouldn’t wonder. Thanks, awlully t*

And Bkinner strolled out of the room.

“Thiz 15 getiing interesting,” said Bob
Cherry, with a grin.  “ Let’s amble along
to the Conmnon-rocm, and ses if any mora
of the fellows have got the craze 17

The Famous Five, greatly wondering
at this sudden outbreak of football en-
thustrsm in the Remove, made their way
to the junior Common-room.

As they approached the door sounds of
Toud wailing assailed their ears, as of
some person suffering agoniez of torture.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! said Bob Cherry.
*“This sounds like our old pal Bunter ™
“Yaroooogh ! came the voice ot Billy
Deanter, as the” Famous Five strode into
the Uotiion-room.  *““Leggo, Toddy,
you beast!”

Harry Wuoarton & Co. beheld the Owl
of the Remove, s ear in the firm grip
of Peter Todd, his studv-mate and over-
senr.

teter Todd was milling Bunter’s ear,
and Bunter howled as he wriggled,

“Go it, Teddy I grinned Bob Cherry.
“Don’t wiing his ear off, though, What's
e done ¥ .

E

&=

1

i

1

“Well,” replied Peter Todd, desisting
from tweaking Bunter’s ear in. order to
address the Famous Five. * Bunter
seetns to have got his fat noddle full of
footer matches, and he appears jolly
anxious over the result of to-morrow’s
League matehes.  I've a suspicion that

he's got & few bots on somewhere !

“1 haven't!” wyelled Dunter indig-
nantly. “You know that such a thing
iz beneath me, Toddy 1"

S Rats " l'i‘})]l'-"d I:ﬂt-l,"lr Todd. * I.Jﬂﬂk

here, Bunty, if you're not betting on to-.
what's the giddy
| the examination to-morrow,

MOrrow’s
game ?"’
Y N-n-n-nothing ! =aid Bunter.
can’t tell you, Toddy.
interést in footer, and " :
“And I'm taking a keen interest in
you, my fat pippn,” said Peter Todd
grimly, “It grieves- me to contemplate
that you might be going on the down-
ward puth, Bunty; and T'm going to put

matehes,

HI

the tin-hat on your sporty litHe ways |

before you decline to the giddy bow-
wows. Now, then, out with the truth—

who are you betling with on to-morrow's |

matches "
“Nobody, I
Bunter. * Yow-ow |
rotter ! I'm hroke!
money to bet with!™ _ ; i
“H'm!” said Peter Todd.” “T'm fully
aware thal you are on the rocks, Bunty.

1I'I

tell wyou!

I haven't any

I'm taking a keen

shrieked |
Leggo my ear, you l

You always are. But there’s something
fishy in-all this, What is it ?”

“1I won’t tell you!"” howled Bunter.
“It's a secret ! I—I won't! Lemmego !

At that “moment a well-remembercl
tread sounded in the passage outside,
and Mr. Quelch strode into the room.

Peter Todd hastily let Bunter go, and
Buuter rubbed his ear. :
" ' Ab, boys,” said Mr. Quelch, his ey
roving ronnd the room. “I have coms
to suggest to you that, instead of wasting
time in the Common-room this evening,
you repair to your studies and study for
T'm afraid
rone of you are as perfect in your lessons
as you ought to be, and unless the vesult

{of the examination to-morrow is good,

then the consequences for your ipeficiency
will be drastic. All Remove boyvs wall
return to their studies, and devote the
evening to revision of their lessons.”
The Removiges locked at each oiher
glumly, 3 e
They saw. that to hear was to obey,
One by one the boys left tha Commaon-

room, and made their way to the Remove

passage.

“Come on, Bunty !" gaid Peter Tedd,
hnking his arm in that of Bunter's when
Mr. Quelch had gone. “You've got to
work, too, this evening. Remember,
Quelchy will be down on you Lke a
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nundred of bricks to-morrow- if you come
a mucker in the exam "

“1 don’t want to work!” growled
Buuter peevishly,  *“Why should ‘the
beast make us work out of houwrs? I'm
not going to!” :

“Your mistake—you are!” said Peter,
and he drageed the unwilling Bunter
along to Bindy No. T. %

Billy Bunter was not keen on work
that evening, in spite of Mr. Quelch’s
dark hints of wrath to come on the
morrow if the examination proved a
failure.

- Bunter struggled and made frantic
endeavours {0 release himself from
Peter's strong grip.

But Peter Todd had a grip of iron, and
Bunter was like unto a babe in his
~ brawny arms,

- Kim on, sonny !” grinned Peter, as
the door of Study No. T was reached.
“You're not going to slack when I'mm
here to keep a fatherly eye on you. No
jibbing, don’t forget!”

“I'm not going to grind lessons, 1 tell
you!”  hooted Bunter, struggling.
“ Quelchy’s got no right to make us work.
Blow Quelchy ! He's an interfering
rotier !™

* Bunter !”

A sharp, cutting voice came down the
passage—the voice of Mr. Quelch himself.

Peter Todd started and released Bunter
hurnedly.

“Oh crumbs ! e muttered.
done it now, Bunter, you ass!” ;

“Bunter,” came the woice of Mr,
Queleh, "“how dare you be disrespectful
to me! Follow me to my. study at
ance |

“Yes, sir ! piped Dilly Bunter, and he
walked off down the Remove passage,
leaving Peter Todd at the door of Study
No. 7 blinking after him,

“Well,” gasped Peter Todd., *1It's
the silly chump's gwn fault! Ile'll get
m licking now for a cert ! "

As Peter entered the study, Billy
~“Bunter gained the end of the Remove

assage,

But Mr. Quelch was not there. Tudesd,
Bunter did not seem in the least alarmed.
a8 he should have been, and neither did
he look for the Remove-master,

Instead, the Owl of the Remove gave
a fal chuckle and scuttled downstairs.

“My word!” he murmured irth-
fully, as he gained the hall. *“1 did old

“You've

Toddy in the eye properly that ttime! 1
reckon my ventrilogumsm 13 a jolly good
thing for me sometimes, although the
chaps don’t appreciate it !"

And Bunter, who had used his art of
ventrilogquism  to sach cunning - advan-
tage, sat down by . the fire in the hall,
aird was soon absorbed in a lhittle pink
newspaper that he withdrew from his
pocket,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Luck for Bunter !

Ly OME in!” called Bob Cherry.

‘ Bob was seated at the table
im Study No. 13, assiduously
wrestling with the Theorem of

Pythagoras, as set forth in the immortal
Book of Euchd.

Half an hour had elapsed since Mr,
Quelch ordered his Form to devote their
evening to study 10 preparation for the
examination ou the wmorrow,

Bob Cherry had been hard at it for
twenty minutes. . He was alone, for Mark
Linley, his study-mule, wus up in the
library, and Wun Lang, the little Celes-
tial, who also shared Study No. 13, was
out with his minor of the Becond.

A tap had sounded at the door, and in
response {o Rob’s call it opened and a
fat form entered, '

It was DBilly Buater,

*“ Hallo ! gaid Bob, looking up. ** Clear
off, Bunter; I'm busy "

*“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Travel !” said Dob Cherry curtly.
“Why aren’t you at work, like the
othera?”

“Ahem!” coughed Bunter. i e |
don’t feel like work to-night. Besides,
what vight has Quelchy to make us swot
in the evening?®

“Well,” said Bob, grinning, ‘it iz a
Lit thick, but, yon know, we've heen
slacking lately in the Form-room, and
Quelchy’s bent on making us pull up for
the exam. to-morrow. Take my tip,
Bunty, and do some swotting to-night,
There’ll be no end of a vow to-morrow if
vou fail!”

“Oh rats!” E*{?E]f”l Bunter. *1've gbt
something mofe important to think
about than work! l.ook here, Bob
Cherry, I want to confile something to
you !

“Do vou?"’ said Boh.
away, old scout!
secret ¥

“Well, confide
What is your dread

'Y
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“1 want ten shillings very badly——""

“You want ten shillings very badly¥
said Bob. *'0Oh, all nght, Bunty! So
that's the secret? You can rely on me
to keep it.,” *

“ B-b-but——-"

“Have no fear, Buntyv!" snid Bob
Cherry earnestly, rising to his feet and
thumping Bunier on the back with such
force that the fat junior gasped. “ 171
keep your secret.  Not a word of it shall
ever pass my lips! I'll be as mum as
an oyster!"

“ But, really, Cherry

“Don’t worry, Bunter!"” said Bob en-
couragingly, pushing Bunter towards the
door, * Your secret is safe with me!
There's nothing for you io worry abont,
really.  Good-bye !

“Yow! Stoppit, you ass!” shrilled
Bunter, as Bob Cherry hustled him to the
door., *'That's not -my secret!”

“Tsn't 1it?7 gasped Boeb Cherry, in
evident surprise. “Why, you =aid just
nowW 3

“T saidt T wanted o confide something
to you!” hooted Bunter, edging his way
into the room again., *“71 said "

“*Yon said yon wanted ten bob very
badly 1" said Bob Cherry. “Tsu't that
yvour secret?”

“XNunno, you ass!” growled Dunter.
“'That's no secret!”

*“Oh, of course not, now I came to
think about it!"” grinued Bob Cherry.
“You've been wanting ten bob very
badly ever since you came to Greviriars,
heven't you, Bunty?”

“Look here, Cherry!” said Billy
Bunter, glowering in wrath, [ Jidn’t
comne here to listen to vour rotting——"

“Didn't you?” said Bob., * Well,

L]

| you'd better fade away, Bunter!”

“Ahem!” ecoughed Bunter. *“1've
come to confide tn you, Bob Cherrv., [
think you nnght listen to a chap!™

“Well, fire away!” said Bob goad-
humouaredly., I suppose it’s something
connected with your urgent need of ten
bob !’

“That’s 1t!” said Dunter eaperly,
Lo R =

You see, Cherry, that new sporting
paper, called * The Goalia,” holds a foot-
ball competition every weck., They give
a list of teams that are playing matches,
and all the readers have to do i= to send
in a forecast of how the matches will pan
out. You have to make a list of the
teams you think will win, or write down
the names of the teanis vou think will
draw. For the mosi correct forecast
the first prize is £100. the second prize
18 a magnificent gold watch, and the
third prize a bike. There are also fifty
prizes of £5 each, and a hundred prizes
of £1 each, besides thousands of consola-
tion prizes,”

“Oh!” suid Bob Cherry. a light begin-
ning {o dawn on him. “So that's the
why aund the wherefore of your footer
eraze to-day, Bunty!™ :

“T'm going in for that competition !
sald Bunter. “I'in going to win first
prize, if T can. I've worked out a
system of my own, and made up twenty

hsts, twenty entries, you knew,  One of
them 1s bound to be correct !”
Ve i AAEM " = a L]
Uo hon!” grinned Bob,  “ What's

your syatem, Donty @™

“Well,” =aid Bunter, with a Touk of
great profundity, it i3 a matter  of
chance, von know, I write down the
nates of each two teams on pieres of
paper, and with cach two teains 1 pnt a
blank paper. Then I draw lots. von see,
and the wwne of the team I pull first
I make the winner, and if 1 draw blank,
then I put down * dvaw " for that mateh,
I've done  this for each game twenty
timies, 3o I've got twently lists to send in.
You see, it's a game of chance, and out
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the sunlight.

Skinner, Stott, and Snoop waiched Bunier coverily as the Owl of the Remove pulled open
Then he drew forth an article of a golden hue which glistened

““ Hurrah ! ” eried Billy Bunter, joyously.
“ I've won the gold watch [*’

(See Chapter 7.)

the lid of a little wooden box.

=

of twenty goes I'm bound to win ihe
{irst prize ¥’

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. 1
like your ﬂ;-.utmn Bunty. Ii's a game of
long-chances, 1 reckon. Why don’t you
toss” up for i1t—heads one team the
winner, tails the other team the winner,
and if umth(-r a draw "

“H'm!" said Bunter thoughtfully.
“That might do, b-but you'd never get
anv draws, would yonu?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ahﬂnm " said Bunter, “1 reckon I
. ought to win at least the semnd prize ;
that's a magnificent gold watch, worth
filteen quid. I'm keeping this a secret,

though, beranse if Quelchy knew there’d
be a row!’

H ]:—"E'l"hﬂ]}:r so!" prinned Bob Cherry.
“Well, Bunty, I wish veo lnck! Where
does your zmmi of ten bob come 1,
though?*"

“Ahem ! said Bunter.  “You see,
Cherry, every entry in the tﬁ]ﬂ[‘H'thlf}It

costs vou sixpence, so that if T send in
twenty entries that will be ten bob.”

Bob Cherry whistled,

“My hat I he exclaimed. “You are a
mug, Bunter! Why, it’s a sheer waste of
money !

“Tt isn’t!” said Punter indignantly.
“TIt's a sportmmg- chanee of winning a
hundred quid or & gold watch. T dis-
covered the competition myself!”

“Oh, did you!" grinned Bob Cherry,
his thoughts wandering to Skinuer and
Fisher T. Fish. **Well, Bunty, you are
a fat, silly ass to waste your money. on
competitions like that! You won't stand
an earthly chance of winning anything "

“Yes, [ do!” replied Bunter. ** Besides,
I sha'nt be w asting my money—-7"

“Correct, my fat pippin’!” chuckled
Bob. “You will be wasiing somebody
else’'s monev, if you can find somebody

who is mug enough to lend it to you i

“Oh, “really. Cherry!" exclatmed
Bunter peevishly, 1 came to you, as an
old pal, to ask vou to lend me o

“Iil lend vou a thick ear, Bunter,
for being such a burbling chunp!” sad
Bob Cherry good-humouredly.  “Take
my tip, and chuck it! Go back fto your
den and swot un the Ablative Absolute,

or the Balitle of I:mmmkhuru. Youll
soon forgel fooler matches !’
“Riats ! growled Bunter. “I've gol

my footer fervecasts all ready, and I'm
going to risk ten bob 1"

“Well, do as yoru please® old son!”
paid Bob Cherry. 1 know T jolly well
not ymng to risk ten beb by lending it
to you! Good- ina, Bunty, and good
Tuek 1

“ Look heie, old chap——'

“Your mistake, Bunter. I'm a young
chap!” grinned Bob. “8hut _the door
behind you, pleuse!”

¥

l

“You—you sellish beast !
glowering at Bob Cherry.

satd Bunler,
*Are you

going to lend me that ten bob, or are
vou not?”

“Wot!" said Bob Cherry emphali-
cally.

“I'll give you hity quid out of the
hundred Ay
watch—eh ¥

“Or half the |
Bob.,  “ No, thanks, Bunty,
Apply next door!”
“You—you—you—-
“8Bend in your forecasts, and tell "ein
to deduct the entrance fees out of your

chuckled
old bean|

L]

wimings—if yvou pget ‘em!" grinned
Bob.

“ Beust!" snorted Billy Bunter, and,
throwing wide the door, he rolled

through, and slammed it with a great
slam behind him.

Dob Cherry chuckled as Bunter with-
drew.

“The fat-headed idiot!” murmured
Dob, as once again he settled down to
tackle the Theorem of Pythagoras.
“ Fancy old Bunty being mug enough to
go in for footer forecast competitions at
a Lunner per forecast! Oh, my hat!”

But William George Bunter was taking
the matter very seriously. :

He was morally convinced, within his
own mind, that out of his t-.w-ntjr sets of
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footer torecasts at least one would fetch
him a prize.

But the necessary cash for the little
futter was not yet forthcoming, and
Hunter felg thdt it behoved him to either
Log, borrow, or steal ten shillings.

IFrom Etucig No. 13 he rolled along to
Study No. 1, the headaunarters of the
ameous Five, ¥

Harry. Weharton, Frank Nugent, and

Hurree Singh were there, wrestling with

Freneh irregular vorbs, :

The chums of the Remove looked up
with very unwelcome etares as Billy
Bunter rolled into the room. :

“1 zay, you fellows——"

" “Heat!” jerked Frank
ebruptly.

“Oh, really—" : .

“Run away and eat coke, Bunger!”
sngpped Harry Wharton irritably.

.. “lLook here, you rotters! I want you
to lend me ten hob——"
“Ha, ha, ha!"
~ Billy Bunter blinked through his
spactacles at-the hilarious Removites.

“What are you giggling at!” he de-
manded,

“Your nice, tactful, polite way of ask-
ing for a loan!” grinned Harry Whar-
ton. *“There's nothing doing, Bunter,
#o you ecan hop it

“ Look here, you beas "

Whiz! Thud!

A French dictionary., propelled by
Frank Nugent, smote Billy Bunter upon
his snub nose, and Bunter staggered
backwards with a howl.
" “"Yareanoght™

And while Bunter was
Wharton and Hurree
whirled him through
he sat down wupon the linoleum, and
slammed -the door behind him.

“Ow 1" gasped Bunter, rising to his
feet and 'giu.rir{g at the closed door.

a3 gasping Harry
Singh grasped him,
the door, so that

“Tho beasts! ow "
He bestowed an angry kick upon the
door of Study No. 1 and departed.

His next stopping-place was Bulstrode's
study, also eccupied by Tom Brown and
HHEI{]EHE. .

Bunter opened the door and blinked jn.
Three faces glared at him, and three

voices cried simultaneously :

*Get out !

Aund, as Bulstrode raised (he inkpot
menacingly, Billy Bunter jumped back
and hastily goi out. '

At Btudy No. 11 Bunter next halied,
He tapped at the door, and received no
reply. 8o he opened ihe docr and looked
cantiously in. .

Neither  Skinner, Bnoop, nor Stott
~wero in. Presumnably 1;][[9}’ had had
enongh of “swotting " for that pvening,

Bunter entered the room, and blinked
upon ihe table,

s eyes lighted upon a pink paper, the
litle of which was “The Goalic.” And
upon the table also was a sheet of paper
‘contamming a list of popular football
teams. e

“My word ! pasped Bunuter, his ayes
gleaming. *“Bo Skirner is at the same

gme! The beast! I wonder what his
188 savs?”

To satisfy his curicsity, Billy Bunter
picked up the paper and blinked at it.

Even as he did so the door opened, and
Harold Skinner entered.

is jaw dropped when he saw Bunter
reading his list of fooler forecasts, and
A Yery grun expression came over the
‘thin face of Skinner. ]

“ You little sneak ! exclaimed the ead
of the Remove. *“You cheat! You're
pinching my forecasts "

“Oh, rﬁuﬁly Skinner——"

“My hat, I'll give you the licking of
rour life ! eried Skinner; and e hurled

imsalf npen the Owl of the Remove.
Toe Maewer Lisrary.—No. 634,

Nugent

| the bath-room to

]

Billy Bunter made a wild break for the
door, but Skinneer grabbed him ere he
reached it. .
_“Yarvooogh ! wailed Bunter, WItg-
ghng in Skinner's ‘grasp. * Leggo, von
rolter! Ilelp! Fire! Murder!”

Lhomp, thump, thomp !

Skinner’s fists landed npon the plump
body of Bunter with a sequence of
resounding thuds, and, as cach blow fell,
Bunter howled loudly.

The burden of his plaint caused MAany
fellows to emerge from their studies and
look into the study wherein. Buuter was
receiving punishment, .

** Here, steady on, 8kinner!” said
Harry * Wharton brusquely, laying =&
restraining hand on Skinner’s belaying
arm.  *‘ Enough’s as good as a feast, you
know " :

“Yow-ow-ow-aw-ow " moaned Bunter,
maopping his nose, which was streami
red. “He's half killed me! My hnIE:E
is dislocated, my spine is broken, my
nose is out of yornt———* ;

“*Ha, ha, hal” roared tha Removites,

“Let him go, 8kinner!” ‘commanded
the capiain of the Remove.

And Skinner sullenly allowed Bunter
to wriggle away from his grasp.

“Grooogh | moaned Bunter. “I'li

lain to Quelchy., [——

“Tell him you were spying in
study ! hissed BMnner.
pay you, Bunter!™ _

“Here, don’t start ragging!" inter-
rupted Harry Wharton curtly, “Iop
off, Dunter, and bathe vour sniffer!
What, was Bunter spying at, Skinner ?"
+ * Nathing ' growled Skinner surlily.
“Mind your own business, Wharten, and

get out 1™ '

With a shrug of his shoulders, Harry
}ﬁ_l't the study, and the others followed
11, . o

Meanwhile, H-iil_n

co

my
“It wouldn't

Bunter crawled up to
atha his injured nasal
OrEar:, ’ :
On his way down he ran fulltilt into
Mr. Quelch on the stairs.
*Where have you been,
demanded Mr. Queloh.
“Up to the bath-room,

Buntegy ¥

sir 1" replied

Bunter. * My nose started bleeding  sir,
and I bathed it!"

Mr. Quelch looked narrowly at
Bunter,

“What work have you done this even.
ing, Bunter?"

“Lots, sir!” replied the Owl of the
Remove glibly. “In fact, sir, I believe
that I was working se hard that my nose
bled, sir!”

“Really, Bunter!” said the Remove
master acidly. “What have you been
studying 7" '

“Abemn!” coughed Bunter, “I—I--
I""'——-'}

“ Bunter, you are a base prevaricater 1**
rumbled Mr, Quelch angrilv. “1 have
just Leen down to your study te inquire
after you, and Todd informed me that

| he was under the impressioli you had

been with me all the evening !

“Oh erumbs " pasped Billy Bunter, in
dismay. *‘That—that was his mistake,
#ir!  Ho interrupted me with my work
so much, sir, that—that I went into the
Form-room to work. I've beeu there all
the evenng, sie!”

“Indeed ! said Mr. Quelch, *“ How
curiouz, Bunter, that I, who have heen
there all tha evening, have not seen
you "

“Oh dear!” moaned Billy Bunter.

He realised now that he was foored,
and his knees began to knock together
in fright.

* Bunter, you depraved liitle wretch,
follow me 1™

“Ow! Yeas, =sir!” groaned DBunter,

Mr. Queleh led the way to his study,

t and the forlorn Bunt-r followed
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Arriving in that dread apartment, Mr.
Queleh selectad a cane, and commainded
Bunter to hold out his hand.

The five minutes that followed svere
particularly painful ones to the Owl of
the Hemove.

Mr. Quelch gave him four stinging cuts
with the eane, laid en with vim and
vigour, Indeed, Billy Bunter did not
eredit the Remove-master with so much
gtrength of arm.

“There!” said Mr. Quelch, as he laid
the cane down, *' Let that be a temporary
lesson to you, Bunter. You are the most
lazy, dischedient bdy it has ever been
my lot to encounter. Remember, - how-
ever, that the Mid-Term examination
takes place to-morrow, Bunter, and that
unless vou receive half marks or over
yon will receive a severo rnl.mishrman.1t.’.j

“ Yow-wow "' moaned Bunter, rubbing
kis aching palms,

“1 shall pay partieular attention te
you to-moerow mocning, DBunter !” said

Mr. Quelech  ominously.  “1  have
warned you !’ '

"Ow!  Yes, sir!” gasped Dunter,
trembling.

“You may go, Bunter!"
e {}ruﬂm:g 22 :
And Bunter went.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

An Upsetting Business !
( :LANG. clang, clang !

It was the rising-bell ringing
loud and elear upon the mornin
air, rousing -Grevfriars Hr‘_‘hurﬁ

from its slumbers, and calling boys aud
masters to work.

Harry Wharton was the first up in the
Hemove dﬂmlitm‘% : -

Bob Cherry, Nugent, Squiff, and
Johnny Bull were next.

“Tumble up, chaps!” ecried DBob
Cherry cheerfully. “We're all looking
forward to the exam this morning, aren’s
“rﬂ?’l : .

“(Groonogh '™

“Not much 1"

“1--T say, you fellows1?

A thin, quavering voice eame fram the
bed occupied by William George Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob

Cherry, m surprise.  “ITere’s Bunter
awake! What's up, Bunter?”
“Bhot the windows ! =aid Puntep

plaintively.

“Bhut the windows!"” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, * What fori”

“lo let the mist out!” replied Billy
Bunter, sitting up in bed and blinking
round the dormitory.  “lIsn’t it misty
this morning 7"

Tho Removites stared at Bunter in
amazement, :

“Misty I ejaculated Johuny Bull
“What are you geiting at, Bunter?”

Billy Dunter rubbed his eyes, apd
blinked round the dormitory.

“I—] can’'t see anything very dis.
tinctly,” he said. “Can you chaps see
me ¥ :

“Of courae we can see you, Bunter !™
said Harry Wharton, surveying the Owl
cf the Remove in wonder. * Can’t yute
o usi'’ S

“No," sidd Bunter, in a queer voico.
“Evorything is foggy to me. I—I'm
afrmd my eyes have gone wrong !

“Great pip !

Bunter  groped for  his eyeglasses,
polishe:d them, and affixed them vpen his
nose. Then he blinked round the dormi-
tory, and rubbed his eyes.

“"Oh lor’!" he ejaculated, in tones of
evident terror., *“I'm going blind!
Help !’

“ Bunter !

“Helo !” moaned DBunter. clasning 2
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rocking
[ can’'t

fat hand to hiz forchead. and
to and fro. *“*Mum-my eves!

see !

The Removites, now  thoroughly
alarmed, locked at Bunter in conster-
nation.

“Eur.t:'-r." exclafmed Harry Wharton
concernediy, “‘vou say you can’t sece?

You must be* spaofing |

“I'mi not sponfing ! wailed DBunter,
“0Oh, let me bathe my eyes!”

» He commenced to wall: ‘over
direction of the washstands.

With both fat hands extended, Billy
Bunter stumbled forward, and collided
with Monty Newland's bed.

“Ow! Oh dear!” cried tha haple&a
Bunter, staggering back "I can't see!
Im going blind! Help!”

“ Oh, poor old Hunter 1

The boys of the Remove looked at
Bunter in alarm and dismary.

‘Upon Bunter’s face was a blank, be-

i1 the
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when Peter

“It'e vour

awa¥ a3 he genecrally did
menaced him with his Im.
hand, izn’t it, Smithy '
“I'm not Smithy—I1'm1 Poter Todd !

mmmmd the worthy Peter. * Look here,
Bunter ! Let's hiave no bunkum! 1
belicve you are bumbugging, just to
dodge the exam. Mind vou, if T find
out vou are humlmggm' 'l mop. the
floor up with yon !

“Oh, really, Toddy ! said DBanter
palhe!u allv. “I'm  neot humbugging,
really ! Can't you seo anything wrong

w:ﬂl m'l.' eyvos ¥

“No, I can't!” growled Peter, un-
decided whether to beliey 0 Buntey or
not. “It's my opinion you're swanking,
Bunter !

*Um not!"

The Removites looked hard  and
searchingly at their fat Form-fellow.
Billy Bunter groaned most dismally,

wildered look, and in his eyes a vacant ﬂtﬁil‘-l‘lﬁ"ﬁﬁmt‘.:m

far-away stare.
He comeficed to walk forward again,
and this time ran into Fisher T. Fish.
“Hyer!" eried Fish. w ho was in-
credulous, “ 1L nuk where you're steering,

Bunter, you jay !

“T can't lwlr it!" wailed Bunter
plaintively, * Tm-‘[ can't see where I'm
going !

Harry Wharton sirode forward and
took l_hujtvr gently by the shoulder.

* Bunter,”  he L.‘-..f‘lﬂlt‘t'!tEH‘] peering
closely at the afllicted Owl,- "are yoil
having a game ulth us? I— I'm half in-
chined to think vou're spoofing !

Bunter moaned dismally,

“I wish I was spoofing, Toddy!" he
paid, blinking vacantly at Wharton, “I—
1 say. Taddy, I forgive you Erer}thmq "

“Good heavBns!”- gasped  Harry
Wharton. "HB thinks T'm Toddy !"

“Well, are vou Toddy " demanded
Bunter, peering at Wharton. “ Oh, no—
it's vou, Bob Cherry !

“Oh, my aunt ! muttered Dob Clerry,
who was sitting on his bed at the other
side of the room. *“ Poor ald Bunter !

* Better call Quelchy, Wharton !

* Oh dear ! moaned Bunter. *“ What's
the matter with my eyes? I—I'm
afraid!”

“Yah!" hooted B8kinner savagely.
“It's some more of Bunter's spoof!
He's swanking eve trouble so as to get
nut of the exam this morning 1"

“T'm not!” hooted Billy Bunter.
My evesight is all misty, T h:ll vou!"
Harry Wharton hesitated.
He knew Billy Bunter of old. Bunter

was an adept at the art of “spoofing.”

More than once in ithe past had Bunter
hoodwinked the Form, and Harry knew
that lies fell glibly from his tongue.

The captain of the Hemove ressoned that
Bunter might be spoofing, even as once
npon a time he had spoofed that he had
!E]‘\H-t- hiﬂ |J||;’!r|:i”ll_1!-'.

But then, Harry kuew also that
Bunter was afflicted with bad evesight.
True, it was only short-gightedness, but
Cnlﬂ]:‘.uuﬂtmm to such a* delicate organ
as the c¢ye might happen to anybody
with sudden swiftness.

If Bunter was hoaxing the Remove,
then he was doing it in a very convincing
IManter.

Billv Bunter sank upon a bedstead and
moaned hollowly.,

“Oh dear!” he muttered, “J wish I
could see !

Peter Todd strode up to Bunter, and
grasped him by the e-hnulﬂi:-r

Peter was of the opinion that Bunter
was & base deceiver.

“Look here, you fat fraud ! he said,
shaking a brawny fist beneath Bunter's
nose. " Sea that?V

“I—I sce something !” said Bunter,
blinking at the fist, but without backing
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No. 61.—VINCENT
HAMMERSLEY.,

A memhber of the Sixth Form and a
prefect. Not o particularly prominent
character, though a thuruughly good

fellow in every way, One of the best
chuma of Georgze Bernard Wingate,
the captain of {;ri::,rfrmm and an all-
round aportzsman,

““Anyway,” said Harry Wharton, a
frown of pe rph xity on his face, “let’s
%‘Ft dressed and take Bunter downstairs.

Ve'll soon lind aut whether he's spoofing
or not !”

The Removites hastily dressed. Billy
Bunter ' groped for his clothes, but
avowed e could nob see thm. Bob

Cherry kindly helped him to dress, and
the Remove Form trooped out of the
dormitory and dewnstairs.

“Lead me, Squiff I said Bunter
pathetically, grasping Frank Nugent by
the arm, * Wh-where arve the stairs ¥

Frank took Bunter uuder his wing,
and piloted him downstairs. -

Curious and ineredulous glances were

caat at Bunter as he made his wav, in
p ZIgZAERING manner, across the hall.
“What's up with Bunter?” demanded

Horace Coker, glaring at the Owl of the
Remove as he cannoned into a chair.
*“Heo looks squiffy !

“Ie savs his {'FDSIL]tf has failed!"
replied Bolsover major. “T believe hea
leading us up the rarden!”
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mmm:ﬁn-‘nmmﬁflo wns not inclined to believe Bunter’'s

"end of the Remove table.
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“The young swindler!” growlad
Coker. *“I'll bet ns evesight won't fail
Lhint when he sees his breakfast !

“Ha, ha, ha!”™

At that moment the breakfast-bell
rang, and the boys made their way into |
the hrmk[ast “roolL.

Billy Bunter, after stunibling lesita-
tingly along between Frank Nugent and
Poter Todd, took his seat at the Bemove
table, and blinked vacantly around him.

He was the cynosure of all eyes,

“What d'you think Uf him, Harry "
inquired Johnny Bull, “ Do vou think
he's epoofling "

IHarry 'Wlnllun shook hia lead.

“I don’t know,” he said, * Ile's such
a deei} bounder ! :

‘Bilence I rapped Mr. Quelch, at the

“Here, Bun-

ter, pass the porridge down the tablo !

The Remove-master handed the first
basin of porridge to Billy Bunter. Bun-
ter groped for it, mul his fat handa

reached the basin, Quelch thought
Bunter had taken thp hﬂqm and let go.

Swooszl !

The basin fell downwards.

A deluge of clammy, hol porridge
swept down upon Mr. Quelch’s knees,
and smothered them,

“Ow! Oh gracious }"” ejaculated Mr.
Queleh, leaping to his feet. * Bunter—
boy—how dare you!”

A titter of lmtghtm atose from the

others as they saw the porridge distri-
buted liberally all down Mr. Quelch's
rOHISer- Iega

“I=I'm sorry, sir!” gasped Bunter,
an inscrutable look on his fat visage, T
—I couldn't help it!"

“What ! slmuted the angry master,
daubing at his legs with a :mpkm
“What do you mean, Bunter ? How dare
you tell me that you couldn’t help it!"”

“I couldn’t, sir—really ! cried Bunter
plaintively. "Mum -my eyesight 13 fail-
ing me, sir!"

Mr. Quelch o¢eased to daub at the
spilled porridge, and gazed at Bunter in

amazoment,

“ Bunter ! he gasped.

“I'm going blind, T believe, sir!”
cried Bunter, in a tone of lamentation.
“1 can’t see!”

“Dou’t be ridiculous, Bunter !"" rasped
Mr. Quelch., “Tow dare you make such
an absurd excuse !

“I'm telling the truth, sir!” eried
Bunter. “When I woke up this marn-
ing everything was misty, and—and it's
getl;mg' worse, gir! My eves have gone

113

wWlong I've overstrained them, I
lm!u‘v i
Mr. Quelch looked grimly at Bunter.

slatement,

“Do you mean to inform me. Bunter.
that you are unable to see this morn-
g ! demanded the Remma Form-
master,

“Yes, sir,” replied Bunter,
pathetic mmrmhnn
do a thing, sir!”

“Very well, Runter. I will interview
you afterwatds,” said My. Ghieleh, *“The
meal will IDE'P{‘{] while I—1 retire !”

And “I-Il Queleh retired, daubing at
the porridge still elinging Immg!v to his
knees and legs.

The breakfast-room
motion.

Fellows questioned Bunter, but to all
and sundry he vouchsafed the same reply.
He could not see. - ITe had lost the vision
of his optice. William George Bunter
was afflicted with premature b ,l!mdner-s.

iz Form-fellows chligingly passed
him his wviands, and, in spite of his
optical afiction, the Owl of the Remove
made a vory breakfast; the only
mlsha]} being wﬁwn Snoop nlt{ullg substi-
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with
“I—I can't sce to

wWas inn & Com-
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tuted the salt-cellar for the sugar. The
fellows watched Bunter curiou ¥, to see
whether he would place salt in his tea
instead of sugar. :

And Bunter did. ITe splutteved wildly
as he tasted his salt tea, and inquired
pluintiva]ﬁ' who had played such a shabby

trick on him.

At this the Removites setined con-

vinced, There must be something wrong
with Billy Bunter's evesight, unless he
was a4 prince among spoofers, and he
had deliberately salted his own tea, so
as to give further gredence to his im-
postars,

And when the Removites flad cut Tor

morning prayers  Bunter went with
}Iui}m, stumbling like a bat in the day-
]“- t - y L k5 2

When prayere were over, and the bell
rang for lessons, Billy
up to the Form-room.

“He's a spoofer ! growled Skinner,
eveing the aficted Bunter surlily.
“Hée’s funking the exam, and has hit on
that dodge to get out of it!"”

— hr—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Begutled by Bunter !

HE Removites took their places in
e the Form-room. A
Bob Cherry showed Bunter to
his seat.

Five minutes later there was a rustle

f Mr. Queleh’s gown, and the Remove-
nister sérode into the Form-room.

He had a new pair ‘of trousers o,
Thero-was a- frown upon his’ , his
ryes were glinting, and his nasal organ
had a faint ruby tinge. '

“ Quelchy's: got the rats!” announced
Bob Cherry in an undertone to Harry
Wharton.. “Look aut for squalls 1"

Mr. Quelch’s oyes roved - reund the
room, and sought out’ Billy Bunter.

“Bunter !” he rasped. “Come out
here ! _

Billy Bunter, blinking bewilderedly
round him through his spectacles
rerambled from his seat and stumble

down the gangwavy, .
I dymlr, then into another,

First into one
did he stagger, until at last he reached

the front. :
Mr. Quelch looked hard at Bunter as
that youth . floundered uncertainly

towards him,

“Bunter I”  exclaimed M, Quelch,
“Look at me, boy ! What is the matter
with your eyes$" C

“They're all dim and misty, air!"
piped Bunter. “T can only see you very
indistinetly, sir!” .

“Good  gracicus!” mutterod Mr.
Quelch, peering searchingly at his fat
pupil. *“Can it bo possible that the boy's
evesight is failing him, or iy it only an
excuse in order to evade the examination
this morning ? Bunter "'

“ Yes, sir ?'" said Bunter,

“Take this book and réad what you

can !

Billy Bunter tock the book, and
blinked at it. There was a strained,
puzzled look upon his visage, but no
mielligence of what the book contained,

“I—I  can’t, sir!” said Bunter
lamely,

Mr. Quelch tock a pencil and paper,
and handed them to Bunter.

““Write your name, Bunter !
manded.

Bunter groped for
the paper against
and commenced to

e paper,

It ecemed at first that he could not fid
where the paper was,

Tne Macxer LiBrany,—No. 634.

he com-

the pencil, placed
the master’s desk,
apply the pencil to

Bunter was led:

F well,

Then, when jie.
| Bunter,

This
Week'’s

s GEM'II

L did find it, his wiiting was ﬂf;-nggly and

unevern,

Mr. Queloh gazed
then at Bunter. "

“Bunter,” he said, in measured
aceents, *J hesitate to aceuse you of
deception. In the past you have given
proof of guile and unscrupulousnees, and
I know that any opportumty to avoid
the examination this morning you would
gladly selze. However, if you persist
o your assertion that you are unable
to read or write, T must excuse voi the
lesson., Wharton, will you kind y take
Bunter to his study, He shall remain
in there during lessons, and I will sum-
mon the school doctor to cxamine him
afterwards. _

Harry Wharton roee to his feet, and
conducted Billy Bunter from the Form-
room. He lededhi;;r down t}} th[’!]H-E!'rl'l&T&
passape, opened the door of Sty No,
and Plaf'ﬂd him in the :u-nc'.uzhr:u.i.r.:,T

“There, Bunter ! gaid Harry, peering
closely at Bunter, *j must say that if
you are speofing you are doing jt jolly
There’ll be squalls afterwarda,
though, if you have been spoofing and
aroe found ont 1" :

“Obh, really, Wharton t** bleated Bon-
ter, in pathetio romonstrance. “Pm
SoIry to see you doubt my word, I'm
fﬁ?g to sco the docter to-day, aren’t

' i
“Ye-en," said Harry, and giving
Bunter a peculiar look, he left the study
and p upstairs again to the

at the paper, and.-

| who i:-Itmh{'d their

%} th

I'd like te compare his with niine,
& sporty bounder, and knows a bit about

Form-room.
When the door had closed behind
Billy Bunter sat up in

Harry Wharton,
the armehair and gave vent to a fat

| chuckle

“He, ha, ha !" he gurgled, in an ecstasy

of mirth. “I've thrown dust into their
€ves properly.  Spoofed old Queleh v and
the lot of "em. My werd! No exam for

me this morning, and b
eyesight will be improved.
I am1”

Still chueklin
Peered caution
Bago,

to-movrow myv
Oh, T'm. deep,

» Billy Bunter arose and
¥ into the Remove pas-

“There’s nobody about, and—and T'm |

hungry 1" he murmured. “T didn't have
much brealefast this morning, beecause 1
had to kcep the game up. Now I'll
make up for lost time, I wonder if
Harry Wharton's got any tuck in his
room | "

Bunter, walking with an fAEY, dAsserted
manner which would have astonished his
schoolfellows and My Quelch had they
been there to see him, made his way to

Study No. 1. '|

Heo opened the door and rolled within,

making his wav without hesitation over

to the study cupboard. )

He flung the cuphboard wide, and his
littlo round eyes gleamed jovfully be-
hind his spectacles as he beheld half o
pork-pie, some jum-tarts, a cake, jam,
sardines, and a tin of pineapple.

“My word 1" he murmured with water-
mg mouth. *“ Just the things I could do
with. I'll have a tuck in now !”

And Bunter, removing the provisions
from Btudy No. 1 cupboard, placed them
upon the earpet, sat down there himself,
and proceeded to enjoy himself.

Bunter's jaws worked steadily for half
an hour, dluring which time the good
things  disappeared  with startling
rapidity.

When at last William George Bunter
arose to his feet,. there was a econtented
look upan his countenance,

There remained ailly the pie-dish, the
Jam-jar, and the two ting that had once
contained sardines and pineapple.

“That was ripping ! murmured
“If thoge beasts want to know

S Tz T R PO R

Price 1id. Order Now.

h, T'll tell "em T
went upstaira to bathe my eyes, and miz-
took the room when T returned. They
won't lick me when they think I'm half-
blind! Hae, he, he!” :

Billy - Bunter, leaving
jam-jar, and tins upon Harry Wharton's
study carpet, rolled from the room,
heaving a sigh of ‘fat content. _

' This is_the life!” murmured the Owl
of the Remove.  “Those other . poor
beggars are up in the Form.room swot-
ting ever e?chy‘_a exanm. He, he, he!
It takes a hrainy chap like me to think

of these little dodfes!"™
Bunter halted bofore the door of Study

No. 11—the one oceupicd by Skinner,
Snoop, and Stott.
“To-

“Lemme see!” he murmured.
day’s Saturday, the last day for sending
in-the footer forecasts. The must be at

e office of ‘ The Goalie’ v the three
o’clock post, before the matches com-
mence..  Oh erumbs! T Fve got my
lists to send in, but no money !”’

‘Bunter opened the door of Study No.
11 and entered,

“I wonder if Skinner has sent in his
forecasts yet,'”” murmured Bunter, * I—
He's

the pf-e-{]i:sh,.

the subject.”

Bunter's eyes roved round the gturdy
and lighted upon an envelope standing
upon the study mantelshelf, .

Standing on tiptoe, the Owl of the Re.
move toek down the envelope.and blinked
at the addrees, _ _

“Oh, goad!” he breathed. “Iit's ad-
dressed to the competition editor of ‘ The
Goalie” T'Nl have 2 logk in here!”

Billy- Bunter had no scruples. He
pulled the .envelope open and withdrew
two - lists, containing names of foethail
teams that were playing that afternoon.

Bunier blinked at them, and his little
eyes gloamed. :

“My hat!” he gasped. “They look
better than my lists—and Skinner's gob
a bobh postal-order in the envelope, too.
I—I'll make one or two alterations in the
lists, put my name to ’em, and send 'em
. After all, Skinner can’t say F have
boned his forecasts if [ alter them, and
—and ')l pay him back the bob when I
zet the hundred quid!”

Thus convinced within his own mind
that what bhe was doing was strictly
within the boands of honour, Billy
Bunter sat dowa, took pen -and mk, and
copied out the lists compiled by Blkinner,
making one or two alterations te suit
himself.  That done, he placed his own
name at the foot of each list. wrote ont
another envelope, enclosed the lists and
the shilling postal-order iuside, sealed it,
and affixed a stamp,

“Good!” said Billy Bunter, with a
¢huckle.  “I'll take this chance, any-
way. I'll burn Skinner's envelope and
lists, and if he avants to kiow where they
are—well, T-sha’n't know anything abont
it! He, he, he? _

Thus’ chuckling, Bunter burned Skin-
ner's original lists of football forecasts
with the envelope that had enclosed them,

Then, clutching the other envelope in
a fat hand, Bunter quitted the study and
made his way downstairs.

“ Lll post this at once!” he murmured,
“If 1 win anything, T'll keep it dark,
for Skinner would he sure to have syg.
pisions then, the beast!”

And Billy Bunter rolled across the
school-Close to the pillar-box. Having
posted the letter containing the football
forecasts, he returned to his study in the
Remove passage, and there awaited the
return of his Form-fellows from the ex-
amination he had so artfully evaded.
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Fish’s eyes gleamed with trlumph as he
expression changed abruptly, however,
the walch like one in & dream.

when he saw the watch,

dragged off the tissue-paper from the prize he had so artiully
“ Jee-roo-salem erickets ! ”* gurgled Fish, blinking at
(See Chapter 8,)

obfained. His

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. |

Bob Cherry Suspects !

H crombs!” :
“My giddy aunt!
been here?”

“Great Seott!”
These were the expressions utiered by
Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Frank
Nugent as they entered Study No. 1
after the morning examination was over.

Their startled eyes beheld an empty
pie-dish, an empty jam-jar, and two
empty tins upon the carpet, surrounded
by a multitude of erumbs.

“Mum-my word!"’ gasped Bob Cherry.
“Somebody’s been in here and burgled
the cupboard! Who on carth—"" «

“ Bunter!” exclaimed Frank Nugent.
“Bunter, the fat toad!"

“Why, of course!” cried Harry Whar-
ton.  “ It must have been Bunter!”

The chums of the Remove looked at
. each other nmeaningly.

“The—the fraud!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. *“His yarn about defective eye-
sight must be a gwindle, after all! He's
been it here while we were up in the
Formi-room, and he's wolfed all  the

tuck !
said Harry Wharton

“Come on!”
E‘l-“llﬂljl'. “We'll go along and sce
unter !

s
Who's

Frank Nugent and Beb Cherry fol.
lowed their leader up to Study No. 7.
They Aung the door wide open, without

the ceremony of knocking first, and saw

Billy Bunter there, sitting morosely in
the armehair. :
Alonzo Tadd, Peter Todd’s causin, was

also there, reading lis cherished “ Story:

of a Potato 1"

Ho looked up as
Removites entered, <

“My dear Wharton " he began n
mild surprise. “ What do you—"

“We want Buanter !”" sgid Harry Whar-
ton abruptly, turning towards the arm-

the three other

chair. * Here, Bunter "
“Yes, Toddy?” said Billy PBunter
meekly,

Harry Wharton growled, and, grasping
Bunter by the coat-collar, yanked him to
his feot. .

“I'm not Toddy—I'm Wharton!”
growled the captain of the Remove.
“*Have you been in my room this morn-
g, vou fat bounder?”

“Oh, really, Wharten——"" expostu-
][utmi_ﬁuntﬂ:, wriggling, *“I haven't—

“ You have!” exclaimed Frank Nugent
hotly. **You've boued all our tuck, you
—¥ou cormarant !

“Oh dear!” gasped Billy Buater,

A

A e e
blinking round him in dismay. “So it
was your study, Wharton 7" .

“Y¥Yes, you thief! You knew it was!"
oxclaimed Harry Wharton.

“1 dido't know!” wailed Buntes
plaintively. “I—I went up to the bath-
rcom fo bathe my eves, and when 1 came
down again I couldn’t find the study.
I—-1I euntered one room which I thoughs
was this one, because I couldn’t see.”:

* You—you—you—-—-o>" :

“Look here, Wharton, dou't get ex-
cited !” pleaded Bunter. *'1 thought it
was. this room—really. I went to the
cupboard to—to get a snack, for I was
hungry, and—and—and il

“And you wolfed our grub!™ ex
claimed Harry Wharton, his brows
knitted with anger. “ You knew jolly
well it wasn’t your study, Bunter!™

“I tell you I couldn’t sea!™ {Eﬂﬂd
Bunter. “Yow! Flemme go, Whar-
ton! I'l pay for it when my next

postal-order arrives !

“Rats!” prowled Harry, locking a%
Bunter. * Look here, Bunter, I believe
you've been spoofing. How did you
get that tin of pimeapple open?” -

“With my pocket-scissors!”  replied
Bunter readily, “I—I relied
my scuse of touch, you know "%

“I'll give vou a’' sense™ of touch!™

THE Maexer Lisrany,—Neo. 634,
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growled Bob Cherry.
a spoofer!™

“Oh, feally—"

Bang | :

The study door was again flung open,
and a red, wrathful face looked 1n.

“ Bunter here!” inguirgd < Harold
Skioner. ‘' Oh, there you are, von cad!
Where are my footer forecasts?”

‘Bunter blinked nervonsly at Skinner.

* Really, Hazeldene, I—7

“I'm Skinner!” hooted SBkinner furi-
ously. * What have you done with that
envelope you took fromymy study mantel.
phelf ¥ ol :

“Envelope!” said Bunter, in a tone of
mystification. . ** What envelopa?”

“You know jolly well what envelope it
was!" howled Skinner, prancing up to
Bunter and- shaking pa fist beneath that
vouth’s nose. * You went into my room
while we were in the Form-room and
pinched my footer forecasts !

“Oh erumbs!” exclaimed Bunter, a
look of deep anxiety and distress crossing
his countenance. “Then it was your
study I went into, Skinner?”

“ Youn—you—you—-"" fumed Skinner.
“¥You know it was!" :

“1 didn’t know ! gaid Bunter, shaking
his head. * You eec, after I had come
down from bathing my eves I couldn’t
find my study. At first I went into
Wharton'’s study, and—and thinking it
‘was my own, I locked into tlie enpboard
and felt some tuck there. gvhich I ate.”

Harry: Wharton and IFrank Nugent
growled. 5 F

“Well,” resumed Bunter, blinking
vacantly at the juniors, *““after I had
finishe® the tuck, I remembéred that I
hadn't posted my footer forecasts, which
1 had left on the mantelshelf in my
study. BSo Ifelt up on Wharton’s mantel-
shelf and, of course, I knew I was in the
wrong study when I didn't find the en-
velopo there. 8o I left that room, and
entered another one, which 1 was sure
was my own, because I felt an envelope
on the mantelshelf.”

“Obhg” said Skinner, **and what did
you do with the envelope ™
_ “I—I-dropped jit!" said Bunter falter-
wgly, “It fell into the fire, and—and
as I couldn’t see. T had to let it burn!”

Skinner choked.

“Then how is it I saw you ecrossing
the quadrangle, and post a‘letter in the
box?" he demanded. ** When I went to
the front for a new per-nib this morn-
g in“the Form-rcom, T looked out of
the window and saw you walking across
the quadrangle with a letter in vour
hand.™

The others looked grimly at Bunter.

g *Oh, really, Skinner!” he protested.

It was me, I know.
cnvelope was burned, 1 discovercd that
I wasn't in my own study, after all. 8o
I got out, and at last I found my own
room, and found my own envelope, too,
on’ the mantelshelf, 1 wondered whose
totter I liad accidentally burned, of
vourse, but T knew jolly well it wasn't my
own., Be I felt my wav downstajrs—I
know tlie wavy, vou know—and posted my
opwn letter,  So that was vour letter
I burned, Skinner!™ ’

“Yes, it was ! hooted 8kinner, his face
red and wrathful, “I don’t believe vou,
Bunter!  You'v@ no more blind than 1
nm.  You were aftor myv footer forecasts
yesterday, and meant to have ‘em.  You
vosted my letier, and I'll bet vou altered
my name first and put vour own!"

*Really, Skinner, how do vou think I
could do such a thing?" said Bunter

* Bunter, you ate

innocently,  * Besides, I can’t see to read
or write.”
“You're telling whoppers!” lhissed
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You see, after the { “T'm

skinner. ¥ Don’t youn think so, Whar.
ton?"

“Well,” said Harry, “his yarn does
sound a bit thick "

“I tell you I'm telling the truth!”
howléd Bunter,
into the wrong study, could I? And
Skinner shouldn’t have left hizs blessed
envelope on the mantelshelf. 1It's like
his cheek” to enter that competition at
all! I dizcovered the competition, and
thought it was a secret.”

“You rotter!” panted Skinper. 1
don’t believe a word you've said. You
altered my name to yvours, and posted my
forecasts. Where did you get the money
from_to pay the entrance-fees?”

**I borrowed 1t,” said Bunter sulkily.
“A pal of mine who trusts me lent me
five bob!"”

*“*Who was it?”" demanded Skinner.

“I refuse to tell you, Skinner!" said
Bunter haughtily. “ Go and eat coke!”

* What "

“If you think I sent in vour lists, why
don't you write 'em out again and send
‘e in?"” said Bunter. ' 1—1'll give vou
the shilling for the postal-order 1
burned—""

* How do you know there was a shilling
postal-order in that letter?” demanded
Skinner quickly. * Yon =aid you didn't
open it

“"Ahem!” coughed Buntér.. * You
only sent in two lists, didn’t vou?"

:' How do you know " :

- UWell, didn’t T enter your study by
—by mistake yesterdav?” ‘said Bunter.
“Look here, Skinner, you. can't touch
me, because yOu've got no proof. Be-
sides, my evesight is wrong, and I
couldn’t see to alter the name on vour
lists. Send 'em in again, if you remem-
ber what you sent in!"

“I—I can’t!" groaned Skinner. “It's
too late! I've just missed the midday
post " '

*0h, well, that's vour fault!” said
Billy Bunter. * Sorry, Skinner !”

“If T find out vou've done me—-"
began Skinner ominously,

“Bunter!™

Mr. Quelch enteired the room, and his
eyves sought out Bunter,

“Buntér, I have summoned the doctor,
and  you will follow me!” said Mr.
Quelch. “ Come, Bunter!™

" Lead me, sir!”’ said Bunter plain-
tively. “I can't see, you know.”

Mr. Quelch seemed to gulp, but he
took Bunter by the arm and led him
npatairs,

The others in Study No. 7 looked at
each other as the master and Billy Bun-
ter retired.

“Well ! said Bob Cherry at length.
inclined to think that Bunter's
been sprucing us all the time! Anyway,
Skinner, it serves you right!
be a row if 1t became known that vou
entered for competitions of that sort

“Rats!”" growled Skinner., **Ming
vour own business'"

And he stamped from the room.

“Let’s clear off, too!” said Frank
Nugent. “1 hovwe the doctor will lind
Bunter out, that's all!™

“There’ll be a shindy if Bunter has
spruced us!" said Harry Wharton be-
tween his teeth, as they departed.

Bob Cherry followed, but he did not
go to Study No. 1.

He entered Study No. 14, wheore Fishey
T. Fish, the Yankee Removite, was busy
reckoning over his notebdok. )

“Excuse me, Fishv,” said Bob Cherry.
“You were trying to sell a cheap brass
watch last week for ten hob——""

"1 guess that's a dandy watch—some ™
said  Fish briskly. *“ Lever action,
jewelled in every movement, warranted

-

“T couldn’t help going -

THE BEST 4°- LIBRARY D@ THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 40 LIBRARY. "o

five years—ien bob! Ti's nol a cheap
brass watch, you galoot!”
““Let's have a look at it!" said Doh.

Fish extracted a watch from Lis
pocket and handed it to Bob.

Fisher T. Fish was the business-man of
Greyfriars, and always had something to
sell. His goods were generally snares
and delusions, and the fellows looked
upon them always with suspicion.

They had often been *done ™ by the
alert Fish; but Fish pointed out that it
wag business—straight from the word
“go "—and not a swindle, as his Form-
fellows indignantly asseverated,

The watch Bob Cherry held in his
hand was a cheap brass affair, worth
about five shillings,

“Tl give you hve for it, Fishs!" said
Bob Cherry.

“Nope ! said Fish resolutely.
bob or nothing, Cherry!"

“ Look here, Fishy, it’s not worth more
than five!” eaid Bob Cherry warmly.
“Might as well get rid of it for five bob;
for I can assure you nobody will be mug
enough to give you ten for it!" :

“Waal,” said Fisher T. Fish, with a
hopeless shrug of his lean shoulders, *1

uess I shall be simply giving it away,

ut you can have it for five, Cherry.
It’s no use arguing with you played-out
old Britishers!" :

" Here's the five bob!” grinned Cherry,
handing Fish two half-crowns and pocket-
ing  the watch. ““Thanks awfully,
Fishy "

Bob Cherry chuckled softly to himself
as he strode down the Remove puassaze,
IFish's cheap beass watch in his pocket.

“T'll complicate the affair a little !™ he
murmured, “I'll send it to Bunty, as
though he’d won the second prize in the
footer competition. He's no more blind
than I am; but he’s jolly short-sighted,
and won't tell the difference beiween this
brass grid and a solid gold one. That
will get S8kinner's rag out, I reckon, for
he'll think Bunter’s won the watch with
his forecasts. Ha, ha, ha! There's going
to be some trouble for those two, unless
I'm very much mistaken!"”

And Bob ambled down to the eyele-

“Ten

| shed, took out his jigger, and sped down

to the post-office at Friardale,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
. Bunter’s Prize !
BILLT BUNTER was jubilant,

Ilis game of “spoof " had been

a comnplete suceess so far, |
He had been examipned by the
school doctor; but the worthy doctor,
though he could find nothing wrong with
Bunter's eves, excent short-sightedness,
was puzeled by his patient’s asseveration

Cthat he could not see,

There'd |

Bully Bunter either could not or would
not see, Ho the doctor, in order io make
A better examination on Mondav, had
placed drops in Bunter's eves.

Bunter squirmed rather wheu the
drops were put into his eyes.  He found
that with the drops in his eves he really
cowgd not see.

But as the smarting disappeared Billv
Bunter realised that he could bear the
dimmess of the eyves caused by the drops,
for he was already supposed to be hali-
bhnd. DBunter inmndm:r that his optical
afliction should get better within the
space of a few days—when, in fact, the
examination blew over, '

And nobody-—execept, perhaps, Baob
Cherry, who had very deep suspicions—
realised that Billy Bunter was a cunning
hoaxer,

Bunter was in high glee when Monday
morhing’s lessons were excused himn,

Harry Wharton & Co. passed the word



Every Monday.

along the Remove passase, and [ellows,
before poing upstairs to lessons, ook the
precaution of locking up their eatables
and valzables, lest Bunter, in his blind-
uesas, should chance to wander again, and
purposely make a few more mistakes.

Afier lessons Ilarold Skinner went up
to Knox's study to borrow the newspaper.

Skinner was anxious to see the results
;.af Ha.[ul‘dﬂ.} '3 foothall.

He hastily opened the newspaper and
scanned the sporis page.

As he read the list of foothall results
the cad of the Remove gasped, and
upened wide his eyes. _

He dragged a paper from his pocket.
Upon this paper were duplicate Lists of
the football forecasts which Bunter said
he had aecidentalty burned on SBaturday.

SiElnner comparsd those lists with the
published  resulis, and what he saw
amazed hin.

H Mum-my gobodness |7 ejaculated Bkin-
ner, blinking first at his duplicate lists,
and then at the paper.
was absolutely correct!  IF—if Bunter
hadn’t burned it, T—I should have wou
a hundred quid !” ’

Skinner compared the lists again, in
order to make sure,

There was no doubt about it. ¥ Billy
Bunter had not taumpered with that en-
velope he had found on Skinner’s mantel-
shelf, and Bkinner ‘had sent in his
original forecasts, then the first prize of
& hundred pounds would have been his!

“Oh, my hat!” gurgled Skinner, like
oneé i a dream.  * Bunter’s done mé out
of a hundred quid!
and—and he either sent it in himself,
under his own name, or burnt it for
spite!  Oh, I—I' murder him!”

Thrusting the newspaper to his
Em:ket, Harold Bkinner strode down to

15 own study in the Remove passage, -

Snoop and Btott, who were there wait-
ing for him, looked up in surprise at
Skinner's pale, furious {ace.

“What's happened?” demanded Stott,

“Look at my lst!” hissed Skinner.
**The list that 1 should have sent in, had
not Bunter burnt it—and—and look m
the result!”

Wonderingly, S8noop and Btotr did so.

Stott gave vent to a whistle of surprise,

“Whew 1" he gasped. *“The lists are
identical I You would have won the first
prize, Skinney " :

Skinner choked, Words fatled him,

“And Bunter’s done you out of it!"”
put in Bnoop. 1 wonder whether he did
burn your envelone by accident, Skiuner,
or whether he used your lists?” =

“Ie used your hists, most probably,
Skinmer !” gaid Stott. “Ie may have
made an alteration or two, you know,
but—Bunter’s ‘artful !

“1—I'll murder him, the wvoung vil-
luin!” Lioaoted Bkinner, beside himself
with rage and disappointment. * Per-
haps he sent in my list, and will get the
first prize 1"

“0Oh  crumbs exclaimed  Buoop.
* What would you do-then, Skinner?”

vl—I—-1——"

“TLet's find -Bunter!” urged Stott.
“We'll wallop him wll he tells the truth,
Bkinner 1™ :

“Yes!” vpanted SBkinner belween hLis
teeth, *Comae on, let’s find Bunter!”

Together the thres black sheep of the
Remove went up to Study No. 7.

They flung the door open, and were

melt by an inquiring lock frem Peter
Todd, bhe only occupant of Study No. 7.
" Where's Bunter?” demanded Skinner

thickly.
“lioodness knows!” replied Peter
Todd, *Ile's hiding himgelf, T believe,

for he thinks the doctor’s coming again{ Stott.

this morning. What's the rumpus?”’
“Nothing |” snapped Skinner, and he

My list was corrects
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aned his satellites strode away, followed
by a peculiar look from Peter Todd.

Ifigh and low they searched for Billy
Bunter; but not uulil they reached the
vicinity of tho school gates did they see
any sign of Bunter.

Billy Bunter was there, waiting for the
postman,

Even as Skinner, Snoop, and Stott ap-
proached, the village postman entered the
school gates, and Billy Bunter went up
to him eagerly,

“Wait a minute before we grab him !
muttered Bkinner.  “Jet's see if he sets
a_letter from—from * The Goalie” offiee.
If he's won that prize I shall know i

“My hat!” exclaimed Stott.  *“Fook!
Bunter’s pot a parcel !

The postman had placed 2 small pack-
age into Billy Bunter's fat hand.

Skinner, Stott, and Snoon hid in the
shelter of the old elms and watched Bun.
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A ecad of the Upper Fourth Form.
Kot a very prominent charaeter, which
is just as well, perhaps, seeing that
he is a rank outsider, A dandy and a
fop. Associates with most of the
rotters of the school, and has never
shone in anything that could cali forth
admiration, -

ter covertl¥y as the Owl of the Remove
cagerly dragged at tha brown paper
covering of the package.

It came off, and Billy Bunter pulled
openn the lid of a ]ittﬂ] wooden  box,
Then Bunter pulled forth an article of a
golden hue, which glistened in the sun-
light,

“Murrah 1 eried Billy Bunter joy-
“I've won sccond prize) ‘ve
won the gold watcht”

Skinper and his cronies looked griml
at each other, and at the watch whiuﬁ

| Bunter held. ’

“lle—he's got the wateh, then!” mut-
tered Skinper thickly, *“Oh, the little
ead ! That watch belongs to me by
rights! I suppose he took my lists, made
ona alteration, and sent ’em jn—with one
mistake—and he's won the second prize—
with my forecasts!”

“Go for him, Skinney!” murmured
‘: He's supposed te be half-blind,

“Comé on!” muttered Skinnoer,

!
I
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!
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The trio made a sudden dash from their
hiding-place behind the elms, and bore
down upon Billy Bunter.

junter had been blinking gloatingly
over the waich he held in his hand.

As the sound of feet arsailed his ears,
he turmed, ‘and a look of blank dismay
overspread his fat features when he saw
Akinner. ;

Bunter was not so blind as to be un-
able to recognise an enemy.

“Bunter !’ screeched Skinner, pound-
g un. “You cad! You-thief! Hand
over that wateh ™ B Sy

Milly Buuter wasted no more time. Ha
thrust the wateh into his pocket, dropped
the wrapping paper, and took to his heels
and ran, -

“"¥ah!” he hooted, scudding away
acioss the quadrangle as. fast as his littla
legs would take him. * Go snud eat coke,
Skinner! This 1s my watch?® 1've won
it

" Liar!l” hooted Skinner savagely
“You pinched my forecasts —"

“1 didn’t!” retorted Bunter, 'fThBI
were mine, and I won this,watch., Yah!

Bunteir's little fat Jogs went like clock-
work as he sped across the gnadrangle,
with Skinner, 8noop, and Stott hot upon
his track. j

Rilly Bunter seemed to have laost his
blinduess now, for he miade n direct hecs
line for the steps of the School House.
 Fellows stopped and viewed the chase
i amazement, ; r ;

“Hallo, hallo, halio!" exclaimed Boh
Cherry breezily, stopping, with Hurreo
Emgih, Johnuy Bull, and Harry Wharton.
“What's happened tosBunter? He seems
te have r:guinud his eyesight !

Harry Wharton frowue:
“Why are Skinner and his set after
him, I wonder?” he murmured,  “§
sippose it's something to do with those
confounded foothall forecasts I** P
7l mé}]msﬂ 80, chuckled Bab Cherry,
“I wonder whether Bunty's won a prize,

and Skinner is jealous?”’

“Ha, ha, ha "’ ; s

Bob Cherry winked at the desert air.

Although nobedy knew it, he had been
l‘ﬂF}]ﬂn:iib!!{ﬂ for the scetding of that watch
to Wiliam Georee Bunter.

The watch wa= ike one that Bob had
purchased from Fisher T. Fish last
Saturday for five shillings. . :

Bob had deemed it a good investment,
if some fun and excllemnent could be
caused thereby. :

And us Bob leoked and saw Skinner &
Co. in chase of Billy Bunter, he realised
that lis little jape was successful, and
that probably he was “in " for his full
five shillings” worth of fun. . ;

Nobady stopped Billy Bunter. "

The terrified Owl of  the Remove
Houte steps and

disappeared within,

Skinner, Bnoop, and Stott came pound-
ing along soan dfterwards, and-da up
the steps like hounds on the scent, i

“Go  it, Bkinney!” chuckled Bol
Chervy. * Wherefore all the hurey??

“ Bunter's a spoofer!” gasped Skinnen,
a8 he dashed past, “i']lg show him af
and give him the licking of his Lfe!™

But William George Bunter was wily.

The “drops ’" in his eyes still made his
vision somewhat dim, but he kuew whers
% wo. b ;

He scuttled upstaire, and made his way
to My, Quelch’s study,

In this manner did Billy Bunter hope
to elude his pursuers, for they wounld not
dare to hﬂurill him in the lion’s den. i

Tap! ?

“Come in!" called Mr. Quelch,

Quick as the ward, Billy Bunter eifercd
the Remove-master’s study, and closed
the door behind him. R

“ Banter !” exclaimad - Mr, Quelch,
staring in astonishment at the breathless
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and ercited Bunter. “What is the
meaning of this intrusion?” -
“Where's the doctor, sir?”" gasped

Bunter breathlessly.
doctor, sir!” .

“You-—you want to see the doctor?”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch: in wonderment.
* For what reason, Bunter?”

. “*Something wonderful has happened,
sir!” piped E:Bill].r Bunter, panting for
- breath, * My eyesight-is coming back!”

Mr. Quelch-lopked very hard at Bunter.
- *“Your eyesight iz coming back?"” he
- said cuttingly.
isn't it, Bunpse®”
- “"Ye-es, sird” gasped Bunter, “I was
standing by the gates, and all of a sudden
1 fuullt?.mi‘_’;'hﬁaight gradunliy coming
back again! 1 can almost see now, #r.”’

Mr. Quelch frowned and locked in-
credulously at Bunter,
 "“That is a strange and, indeed, a
highly improbable story, Bunter.” he
exclatmed. “Do you mean to tell
ppeeses ;

“My eyesight came back so suddenly
that I nearly went mad, sir!” cried Billy
Bunter eagerly. *“ As soon as I found I
could nearly see, I rushed straight in to
tell you. I've run all the wav from the
gates, sir.” :

- Myr. Quelch hesiiated.

_ He could see that Billy Dunter was
breathless aund highly excited. There
soemed no doubt whatever that DBunter
was labouring under the stress of some
great emotion.

Little did Myr. Quelch realise that
Bunter's emotion was the belief that he
had won a magnificent gold watch;
neithér was he aware ihat the cause of
Bunter's huriry and breathless state was
the fact that he had been chased from
the gates by Harold Skinner & Co.

“Well,"” muttered the Remove-master,
after pondering awhile and looking
searchingly at DBunter, “1 do not knew

nite what to make of this affair, Bunter.

t first T had my doubts as to whether
you had really lost complete use of your
eyesight. Now, assuming that that was
80, It -scems almost mmeredible that your
sight should be restored in such a sudden
and wnexpected manner.™ »

“Stranger things than that have hap-
pened, =r,”" cried Bunter. “When 1
: F:st my memory, for instance—-—-"

Mr. Quelch nodded.

“I remember that perfecily well,
Bunter,” he said quietly, “‘although
that has no bearing upon this case in
poink. However, I have ne proof that
vou have Leen deceiving me, Bunter, 1
know that you are an uuscrupulons and
deceitful lad, but-----"

“Oh, veallv, s1r!" protested Bunter,
with a cherubic look of. imocence. 1
hope sou don't belicve me capable of
deceiving you, sii—- "

“I sincerely trust vou have not dared,
Bunter,” asaid Mr. Quelch tavtly., “IF I
thiseover thut T'have been ithe vietim of a
hoax, 1t will bhe tha werse for vou,
Bunter!”

“*Yes s said Bunter inmocently,

Alv. Queleh looked havd at him. but
Billy Duuter did not flinch.

Ho was thinking about that magnificent
gold watch he had in his pocker,

“Bunter,” said My, Qublch, “if your
eyvesight 1= improving, T shall expect yon
to resame lessons in the Form-room to-
norrow,

“Yes, sv," said Billy Dunier readily.
“With pleesure, sir!”

“The pleasure, I think, w:iil be en-
tirely on my side, Bunter!” said Mr,
Quelch sourly. " You may go, Bunter!”

*Thank yon, sir!”

And Billy Danter went,

Mr. Quelch shook his head as the door
thsad behind his fat pupil, 3
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“1 want to see the

“This is rather sudden, |

The worthy Remove-naster did not
know how to judgoe Billy Bunter. But
he consoled himself with the thought
that once Bunter did resume lessons in
the Form-room he should make up for
lost time !

And DBunter, stealing stealthily down
the passage, chuckled mightily and
lovingly haundled the watch in his pocket.,

“I've done- 'em all In the eye
properly " grinned Bunter. *Skmner
will never get this watch, TI’ll put it in
a littla box, and won't open it for a few
weehs, He'll never get i¢!™

Ho Billy Bunter, arriving back at Study
No. 7, took a small carved wooden box
from Alonzo Todd's desk, placed the
watch inside 1t, and sealed it with sealing-
wWax. '

He did not see Fisher T, Iizh, the
Yaukea junior, watching him from the
doorway,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Fishy is Done !

ISHER T. FISH quietly entered
F' Study No. 7 and closed the door.
Billy Bunter wheeled round in

alarm at the sound.

“I guess it's only me, DBunter,” said
Fisher 1. Fish, with an artful look, “I've
come to do some talking.”

*“Oh, really, Fishy-——"" began Dunter.

“Look hyer, Bunter!” said Tish,
“Skinner’'s got his eye-teeth skinned
looking fox you. 1 guess he's going to
make little bits of you when he lays his
flippers on you!™

Billy Bunter looked nervously at Fish,

“I+1I say, IFishy,” he quavered, * Ie
—he's not outside, is he?”

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

“Nope,” he said. *1 told Skinner I'd
seen you Inding around the stables, and
he's beat 1t down there."”

Billy Bunter heaved a fat sigh of re-
lief, and thrust the wooden box into his
pocket. E R

But the keen aye of Fisher T. Fish saw
the movement, and Fish laid a bhand on
Bunter's arm,

“What's in that hyer box, Bunter?"”
he demanded. '
“ Really, Fishy, I don’t see why-—-"

“I guess 1'm on to the contents of that
box some,” chuckled Fisher 1. Fish,
eyeing Bunter artfully.  “ Leok hyer,
DBunter, what would 8kinner give to get
hold of that box?" :

Billy Bunter gave Fish a scared look.

“There's nothing in the bLox, replly,
Fishy,” he said. “ Ouly-only something
I want to keep."

“1 guess you've got a gold watch in
there, DBunter,” said Fish. *“1 kinder
rockon, guess an’ ealenlate that vou're
trying to hide it, vou artiul galoot !

“Look here, Fishy—-" began Billy

k]

Bunter, but the alert Yankeoe Removite !

cut him short,

“You can’t puil the wool over my
optics, Bunter!” he said, " Nope, sir, 1

guess nix!  You got that walch from
*The Gealie’ this afternoon. It's the
second prize in the Football Forecast
Competition. That so*”

“No, it 1su't!"  howiled Bunter
furiously. *I didu't get a wateh, 1

Lhaven't won any prize [V

Y Cat that talk, you jay ! saad Fizh
abiruptly,  “I reckon I've got you locoed,
Bunter™,

“{rot me wh-whatt"

“I guess I've got you locoed, my
pippin ! chuckled Fisher T. Fish, * Yonu
hiked thoze forecasts Ffrom Skinner's
room, and sent ‘em In under vomr owh
name, And I guess * The Goalie ’ handed
voi ont the second prize the gold wateh,
by gum "

Billy Bunter blinked at Fisher T. Fish
and shufiled nervously,

“That’s my watch,” said the Owl of
the Remove stubbornly. *“They were
my forecasts, I tell you, Fishy, 1 didn't
touch Bkinner's rotten lists, blow him "

“Aw! - Don't hand me that yarn,
Bunter!” drawled Fish, looking covertly
at the Owl of the Remove. *““Whether
you got that watch by your own fore-
casts or not, I guess it cuts no ice with
Bkinner. He's plumb crazy to get at
you, and you won't. be worth a chalk-
mark by the time he's through with you !
If you crave for peace and quietness,
Bunter, you've got to get rid of that
watch 1

“T—1 won't!” growled Billy Bunater,
holding the box very tightly. “It's my
watch, and T won 1it. Let Bkinner go
and eat coke!"

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

“1 reckon that won't do for Skinner,
my sunbeam!” he said. * He's ravin’
over that watch, and he means to get it,
I guess. And you tvan lay dollars to
doughnuts, Bunter, that there's goin’ to
be a mighty furore unless you get rid of
that watch instanter!”

“Oh dear!” gasped Billy Bunter,
visions of battle, murder, and sudden
death mising up before his inward eye.
*Blinner wouldn't dare to touch me!
I'd tell Quelchy——"

“1 guess you won't!"” grinned Fisher
1. Fish. *Quelchy’s a keen old bird,
and he'd get on to vour spoof in no
time, Dunter. You might as well pay a
Lvisit to the undertaker straight away aa
to go to Quelchy for protection !

Billy Bunter shuddered. _
He knew thai Skinner was after his
rore—and the watch! He also realised
that there would be no peace for. hiin at
Gireyfriars whilst he retained that watch |
m his possession., The knowledge that
Bunter bhad received a watch, and the
belief that the watch came from the
“Goalie ¥ competition, was like red rags

to a bull with Harold Bkinner.

“Wh-what had I better do then,
Fishy!" faltered Bunter. “I'm jolly
sure I'm not going to hand that watch
over to Skinner, It's mine! [ won it!"”

“Bure you did ! grinned Fish. ** But
it won't do for you to keen it. [ gueas
the next best thing vou can do 15 to sell
it 4" -
“ Sell it ' echoed Billy Bunter, his face
brightening. “Why, of course! il
rather have the cash than the wateh, 1T
was  disappoinled over a  postal-order
from my titled relutions this morning,
and——""

“You're hard up—eh?” grinned Fish,
L Waal, T guess I'm open to buy that
wateh, Buater, T'm the galoot with the
rhing 1™

Billy Bunter’s eves gleamed

“lmme see! The paper said it was
worth ar least fifteen quid ! smd Dunter.
“T'Il sell it to you for—for twelve,
Fishy "

Fisher T, Ifish chuckled.

“ I gness vou're too generous, Bunter '™

he said, “TU give vou two quill for
i st

“Wha-a-at " gnsped Bunter, “Twa
gquid for that walch ! Why, 1’5 sohid

gold, and--and worth {fiftesn 1™ ’

. ¥ Don’t you Lelieve all the DAPers 2AY,
Bunter ™ ehuckled Fish cunningly., Tt
may bo worth aboul five quid—ind, T
don't sav ihat it's worth ihat—but I
reckon Tl risk two qnid on the pur-
chase.  Is it a deal, Bunter?”

“No!” said Billy Bunter indignantly,
“Why, I could pavwn it for ten quid, vou
old swindler! I—I won't let it go for less
than ten!”

“ Now, listen to reason, Bunter!" sauwd

Fisher ‘. Fish briskly. “If I call
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Skinner ap here rvight now. that watch
von't Le worth a dollar to vou, for
Skinner says that if he doesu’t get the
watch himself ho'll smash it up for ven [?

“Oh crumbs |?

“ That's about the size of it, Bunter!”
satd the Yankee schoolboy. “Look
hier. Bunter! I've a business proposi-
o to make to you. Hand me out that
watch  for two quid, and T’ll stave

*=kinmer off. If not, 1 guess it's not m

Lusiness what Skinner does to you, and,
maybe, I'd consider it my duty to tell
him where you are, so that he'd get to
the root of the matter. To stop uil argu.
ment, Bunter, sell me that watch for twa
quid, and you can snap your fingers at
Skinner then '™

“"You—you old swindler!”
Hunter, locking furionsly at Fish.
Yankee cheat! You—you——"

“Aw ! Ot out the faney names, and
ret down  to business, you galoot!”
drawled Fish, without turning a hair,
“Take two quid for that box you've
juzt sealed up and shoved in your pocket,
or I'll eall -8Bkinner up. What do you
Ru}?lr

“T—-T—1 girgled Bunter. I
don’t want to sell the watch, Fishy ! It's
woith more than two quid 1”

“ Not if SBkinner gets hands on it "
saidd I'ish easily, * Better let me have it,
Buuter, and get rid of it for good.
Skimer will be back from the stables in
a minute, and he'll be inquirin’ for you in
here ! g

Billy Bunter's kunees began to knock
together with fear and apprehension. His
lingers clutched the wooden box in his
pocket. He was beginning to see that
Fisher T Fish had him in a cleft stick.

“'Waal, what do you say, Bunter?®”
imguired Fish, drawing out a pocket-
book, and laying two pound notes on the
table. “Hyer's the cash, and T guess it
will ba more uzeful to you than thar bex,
Hond me out that box and the money’s
yours :

iilly Bunter groaned, and dragged the
hox from his pocket.

The sight of the two pound notes on
the lable seemed to reassure him. After
all, he thought, & bird in the hand is
worth two in the bush., and he might
os well have two real pound notes than
i watch wlich at any moment might get
broken up and rendered useless by the
relentless SBkinner.

gasped
“You

Billy Bunter laid tlhe hox on the
table. :
“Here you are, Fishy!" he said.

“You—you won't tell anybody T sold
vou the watch®”

“Nope, sir! Tl be as mum as 2
bottle !” chuckled Fish, his horny palm
closing over the box, “I'm glad you see
real sense, Bunter. Take the cash; it's
vours. T won't say a word to S8kinner, or
Rely on

aly other galoot in this school,
uie, Bunter!”
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~ Billy Bunter rammed ihe. two notes
into his trouzers pocket,

After all, he l_!mught, it was a groeat

relief to Lie rid of the watch.

“You can lmve the watch, Fishy!"
he said grudgingly. “ You're a swindloer
and a cheat, and——"

“Bame to you, you
chuckled Fish, and, throsting the box
into his pocket, he ambled from the
room, a look of great satisfuction upon
his hatchet features,

Fisher T. Fish guessed that he had
done good business that afternocon.

And Billy Bunter, looking oul of the
study window to see Harold Skinner
makimg his way aecross to the House
steps, promptly left Study No. 7, too, and
repealred  imdo the box-room  until the
bell rang for dinner,

Meanwhile, in Study No. 14, Fisher T.
Fish was engaged upou that little wooden
hox coutaining  Bunter’s watch, en-
deavonrig to open it

A jack kife was brought to play upon
the wood, and Fishy soon had the box
O, '

Wrapped in tissue-paper was a watch,

Fish's eyes gleamed with trinmph as

slab-sided jay!”

ho dragged off the tissne-paper, and
sought the prize he had so artfully
obtained.

Fish’s expression changed abruplly
when he saw the watch.

“Jee-roo-salem  erickets ! gurgled

Fish, blinking at the watch like one in a
dream. ** What the thunder——"

It was the self-same, identical watch
that he had sold Bob Cherry for five
shillings on Saturday !

Fish could hardly realise the enormity
of this discovery. It took quite three
nminutes for tha horrible news to sink
imto his dazed brain.

Fisher 1. Fish went limp. He stag-
gerad against the table, and gazed with
glassy eyes at the brass timepiece he
held in his hand.

“0Oh, Jehoshaphat!” moaned Fish,
“TI've been done, bamboozled, sold! My
stars !  Great Abrvaham Lincoln! Done
by Bunter!"” -

The Yaikee schoolboy, who prided
himself upon his cold, hard business pro-
pensities, gurgled incoherently.  This
was mage than he had bargained for.
Billy Bunter had sold him a pup!

“Waal, what a elab-sided, tarnation
greenhorn I am!" gasped Fish, blinking

almost tearfully at the brass watch he ]

had sold for five shillings and re-pur-
chased for two pounds. "I guess I've
got left this journey, some!  Qreat
gans! If T find that galoot Bunter I—
I’'ll wipe up the floor with him 1"

Fisher 1. Fish, fury and chagrin gnaw-
ing at his breast, sallied out in search of
Willinin George Bunter.

But  Fish's  search, like

_ ) Skinner’s,
proved in vain.
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Billy Bunter, like the Arabs in the
poem, had silently faded away!

He reappeared at dinner-time, and dis-
appeared directly afterwards, in order to
interview the school doctor upon the
score of his eyesight.

And both Harold Skinner and Fisher
T. Fish, as they writhed in mental tor-
lure during the afterncon lessons, in-
wardly ' vowed all kinds of violence
towards William George Bunter, and
heaped all manner of dire threats npon
that youth's devoted head.

i ik

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Paying the Piper!

6 ELP! Fire! Murder!™
It was the voice of Billy
Bunter, raised in tones of wild

terror and fear.

Harry Wharton & Co., in the Common-
room that evening, looked up in amaze-
ment as a fat figure hurtled into. the
room, and two other Agurea pounded in
after hin. '

The fhrst mtruder was Billy Bunter
himself. His two pursuers were Harold
Skinner and Fisher T. Fish. '

**Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exelaimed Baob
Cherry, as Billy Bunter dashed up to
Hurry Wharton, incidentally upsetting
the chesshoard and chessmen with which
Harry was playing a game with Johuny
Bull. * What's the rumpus, Bunteri”

“Help!” shricked Bunter, clinging to
Harry Wharton for protection., “They'll
murder me! Keep 'em off ! Yarooogh !

“Hold him!" hooted Skinner, thrust-
ilg his way lorward.  “Tll murder him!

"—"

“Tll mop up the floor with the jay!”
hissed Fisher T. Fish, prancing np. 1
guess I'lt make little pieces of hin!”

“Yow-ow-ow ! wailed Buntér.  * Pro-
tect e, Wharlon ! .

Harry Wharton sprang angrily to his
feet, and planted hiunself between
Bunter and his foes.

“What's the trouble?” he demanded.

“ He pinched my footer forecasts, and
wol a gold wateh with ’em |” howled
Skinner, glaring malevolently st Bunter.
H "I:hat' watch is mine, and I mean to have
1t .

“I guess that watch is mine!” hooted
Fisher T. Fish. “1 gave the jay two
quid for it, and—and he palmed me off
with a brazs one! 1I'll have the real -
watch, or you'd better tend for Bunter's
relations "’ :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Both Bkiuner and Fish made a simul-
taneous dart for the quailing Bunter
Bunter shrieked with fear, and- dived
under the table.

The infuriated Skinner and Fish were
grasped in the strong arms of Harr
Wharton, Boeb Cherry, Johnny Bully,
Frank Nugent, and Squiff.

Why don't YOU try for one of these topping
tuck hampers ? Several are coffered EVERY
WEEK in a simple competition ‘with ne
entrance fee. Someone most win them—
why not you? For full particulars see the

Tuck
Hampers

As Prizes
For Boys and Girls

The Great Schoolboy Weekly,

5
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“Steady, vyou mad idiots!"” growled

prry Wharton, “'We shouldn™t mind
ogsing Dunter, but we don’t want murder
committed at Greylriars. Let's get to
the bottem of this matter !" .

““Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Bob Cherry,

a light suddenly. dawning on him. *“ Did
Bunter sell von that watch he received,
Fishy " .

“1 gave the jay two quid for it!"
velled Fish excitedly. “ And . when 1
opened the box he had hidden it in I
found it was only a brass one—the watch
I sold you, Cherry, last Saturday "

‘““Ha, ha, ha !’ howled Bob Cherry,
holding Iis sides and rocking with
laughter, **Oh, it's too rich ! Fishy, you
chump! You—you
guid for that watch-—oh, ha, ha, hat”

Harry Wharton and his other chums
gazed at the hilarious Bob in astonish-

ment. .

“Ha, ha, ha ! shrieked Bob Cherry.

* Here, steady on, Bob, you hyena!”
'g:ﬁiagmnd Frank Nugent, * What's the
J o k]

“Oh, i's too rich!” gurgled Bob
Cherry. *“Ha, ha, ha! ‘Bunter didn't

win a watch at all! I gsent him that
watch for a japo—ha, ha, ha!”

“Wha-a-a-at ! pasped Skinner, hardly
able to believe his ears, ’
~“1 gave Fishy five: bob for a cheap
bu;dnw,ﬂland sent “it to Bunter '

werry, wiping his eves. 1
thought I'd create a bit of nxggl'ement,
and, my wortd, I've done it! Ha, ha, ha!
Fanecy old Figshy buving it back from
Bunty for twe quid. Great pip!”

Fisher T. Fish gasped like a fish out
of water. :

Harold Skinner looked at ‘Bob Cherry
as 1f -he would like to cat him.

“8o—so it wos a jape!” gasped Skin-
ner faintly. - “Bunter did not win 2
an !:‘l-!'

“No!” chortled Bob Cherry. “He
was half-blind, s0 he didn't know the
difference between a brass wateh aud a
gold one 1"

*Oh, really, Cherry-—" .

It was Bunter's voice, spoken in tones
of remonstrance, as the owner of the
voire gcrambled up from bencdth the
table. :

Fish and BSkinner glared at Dunter
with homieidal 1ooks, :

“Oh, really Cherry, T knew all along
that it was a joke; that's why I {ricked
Fishy ! said Bunter. “He, fm, he !
~ The Removites gazed at Billy Bunter
in astonishment. - '

“He, he, he!” cackled the Owl of the
Remove. *1 thought that Skinner would
go for I'ishy, because he had the wateh,
and they'd both got nto trouble for
fighting—he, he, he! ©h, I'm deep, I
am !

- 0h ! said Harry Wharton, “ Yonu're
deep, are you, Bunter ! That’s why woun
. epocfed us 21l up about your bad eresicht
—eh 1"

“Oh, nunno—not at all 1" exclaimed
Bunter hasly. “I was guite blind, vou
know. OI course, I thought at first,
when that waton came, that I'd won a
prize, and—and the shock restored m
eyes'ght!  Then I saw that the Wntcf;
was only brass, and I palmed it off on
¥ishy, for being such a rotten black-
matler! Ile threatened to tell Skinner
where T was vuliss | sold him the wnh%h
for two quid!”

“Mg hat!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
lo~kin - al Fisher T. Fish. *“ You rotter,
Fishy 1"

- "I ok hyer!" groared Fish. * Bun-

Ler <=ked me to buy the watch for two
guid 1" _

“I didn't!” hooted Billy Bunter, and
he related his conversation with Fish in
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gave Bunter iwo.

his study after he had placed the watch
in the woaden box,

Grim glances were cast at Fish as Bun-
trr sl w g imifolded.  They knew
Fishy, and thery kygew that Skinner was
at that time searching high and low for
Buuter, and fhey believed Bunter that
far, at anv rate,

“Ha, ha, bha!"” chortled Bob Cherry,
in- an exceas of merriment. * Fancy
Fishy baing greenhorn enough to huy a
watch without looking at it! Why, he
deserves to bo done I

“I guess I'll have my two quid back !*
howled Fish desperately. “‘I've been
swindled !’

“You swindled yourself!" put in
Harry Wharton curtly, *“ You bought
the box from Bunter on sight, and the
deal was closed.” You won't pet your

money back, you rotter 1"

“No fear!" put in Billy Bunter
triumphantly. “You've been done,
Fishy—he, ie, he 1"

“Bo have you, my fat pippin!" said
Bob Cherry, laying & heavy hand on
Punter's shoulder. “Iand over those
two pound niotes, Bunter !”

“Oh, really, Cherry 2

“Hand 'em over!"” thundered Bob, in
a terrifymg voice,

Billy Bunter, shivering with fear, pro-
duced the two pound notes, and handed
them to Bob Cherry,

“These will do for the lospital-box—

eh, Harry " he grinned,
“Yes, rather!” langhed Harry Whar-
ton. “We'll give Fish a bumping for
being s:ch a blackmailing cad. And as
for wunter. I believe he's been spoefing
us all along ! :

“ Hear, hear ™
o X baven't!” yelled Bunter, in alarm.

On mv honour !

_“W'}nfre do you keep yvour honour?™
sail Harry Wharton cartly, *“No, Bun-
ter, wo believed at first that you weren’t
spoofing, but we know now that you
were, We've made inquiries, and nobody
m this achool leut vou five bob to enable
you to gend in vour footer forecast.
Besides, you accidentally let out op
Saturday that vou knew there was a
shiling  postal - order in  Skinner’s
envelope, which you said vou burned,
and your excuse didn’t quite wash. It
was a peat wangle, Bunter, anft vou've
taken Quelchy mn nicely. But vou've got
to pav the piper now ! )

" Wh-what d'yon mean?” gasped Billy

Bunter, in alarm.
« We're going to give vou the bumyp-
ing of your life!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “ And Fishy’s going to keep
you company. Grab them, chaps!”

“Hear, hear !

“Hyer, let up you jay: ! roared Fish
as many heavy hands were laid on him.
“Oh, Jernsalem ! Yaroocoogh !

“Yah-yow-ow-ow-ow!”  wailed Billy
Bunter, us he was swept off his feet in
the erasp of Harry Wharton & Co,

Bump, bump, bump, bump !

“Give  them

t gip 1" churkled Bob
Cherry, “Look at the dust flying from

Bunter'sitrucks ! Ia. ha, ha !

Bump. bump, bumnp !

In spite of their wild strozeles and
their - heartrending howls, both Billy
Buuter and Fisher T. Fish were bumped
severely ‘on  the hard floor of {he
Common-room.

Harold Skinner stood sullenly alaaf,
brooding upan his list of footer forecasts
which, had they been subnitted, would
have wen him the first prize of ane
hundred pounds.

Not until they were tired and breath-
Jesa did the Removites allow DBunter and
Fizsh to crawl awar.

They were hustled to the door of the
Common-room and booted forth,

They limped. down the passage,
mingling their anthems of sorrow
together,

Tarry Wharton & Co, turned from the
door laughing.

' They had meted out to Bunter and
Fisher T, Fish the punishment they
deserved, and were satisfied.

But the heart of Harold Skinner was
aching within him,

Even though the howls of Bunter
caused him some degree of satisfaction,
his thoughts were upon that which he
had lost, and, like Rachel of old, he
mourned, and would not be comforted.

THE PND.

(Awnother grumd long story of Harry
Wharten & Co. next week, entitfed
“THE FEUD WITH FRIARDALE !
Order your copy EARLY !)
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i READERS’ NOTICES. |

BACK NUMBERS WANTED, ETC. §

-

e o =

W. B. R. Gedd, 12, Uppingham
Street, Northampton, will exchange
“School and Sport ™ for * Rivals and
Chums.”

Miss Edith Burton, 3%, Durban Read,
White Hart Lane, Tottenham, offers
ﬁﬁunah!«e price for any * Gems " beforo

Miss M. Evans, 14, Martin Street,
Elsternwich, Victoria, Awustralia, wants
“ Backing Up Manners” and * Levi-
son's Sister.”  3d. each offered.

Jack CUohen, Eversleigh, 6, Ronda
Road, Cricklewood, Elz\i.'ﬁ’., wanks
“ Penny Populars 7 (now series), 15 and
28, Also * Magnets,” * The Taming of
Harry Wharton,”  “The Making of
Harry Wharton,” “Boby Cherry’s Bar-
ring Out,” and *““School and Sport.” 2d.
each offered.

I. Hiil, 18, Thames Road, DParnall,
Sheffield, wants * Racke's Revenge,”
“A Bon's SBacrifice,” * Levison Minor,”
and *The Bentence of the School.” 64,
cach offered,

James "Russell, 174, Lockee Road,
Dundeo, Scotland, wants " Bob Cherry'a
Barring Out.” Write, stating price,

(r. W. Yorke, 18, Balaclava Street,
Blackburn, wanis * SBexton Blake Lib..”
Na. 1, ““Bob Cherry’s Barring Out”™
“ Schoot Under Canvas,” and * Mag-
nets ' Double Numbers for 1810-11-12,
23, 6d. offered,

J. Mitchell, B, Bell Bireet, Newport,
Middlesbro', Yorks, wants **School and
Sport.”  4d. offered. **Bob Cherry's
Barring Out” and "“Bob Cherry in
Bearch of His Father.” 3d. each offered.

E. Hamilton, 8, Ribble Strest, Pres-
ton, wants © Greviriars Hevalds,” MNos, 1
and 2.

T. 0. Gibbins, 106, Sunderland Road,
W. Croydon, Surrey, wants % Magnet,”
“HBeiwoolbors Never Shall be Slaves!™
6d. offered. :

J. Frack, 8, Commissioner Streef,
Burghershoop, Krugersdorp, Transvaal,
Sonth Africa, wants * After Lights Out.”
1s. 6d. offered. “The Mpking of Harry
Wharton,” “Bob Cherry in Bearch of
His Father,” and * Bob Cherry’s Hzfrrfrlg
Out.”” 6d. cach offered.

Miss 1). Bennett, Welford Dairies,
Shirland Road, Paddington, W. 9. wauta
“Gem 7 entitled, “ Loval Miss Marie.™ -

J.o W, Davis, 20, Sykeficld Avenue,
Wescotes Drive, Leicesier, wants * Mag-
nets " and “ Gems " before 200,

(5. J. Brooks, 53, Warren Street,
Savile Town, Dewsbury, Yorks, wants

“Behool and  Spert,”  “ Rivals and
Chums,” and * Bob Cherry's Barving
Cut.”  Reasonable prices offered.
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INTERESTING
~ EXPERIMENTS.

— = St — — = o
]

¥ AMUSING TRICKS WITH 3
' SIMPLE APPARATUS.

THE PYROMETER. hwing that the nf}&:&le shows more and [ placed at equal heights, as shown in Fig. 7.
_— o el il more expansion as it becomes hotter, Having almost filled the jar with clear
7 s snow that metals expand under water, place the cork with the straws so

“ Lhe amount of such expansion may
= measured by a simple little apparatus
called & pyrometer. i

in a wl?ﬁﬂdﬂn base, B, C (Fir. 1), make _ THE _BRIDKEH BOTTLE.
two uprights, A and D, of which A must An interesting and  useful experiment
be hn.ﬁ an inch higher than D. Bore a | with a broken bottle is depicted in Fig. 3.
hole & quarter of an inch from the top of Fill the broken prece with oil to what-
A, but not right through the wood. ever level you desire it to be eut, and
: ) stand it upon a -periectly level table.
Now plunge a red-hot poker info the oil

tightly thatmo air can posstbly enter either

ﬁ D and hold it there for a few seconds, when

e P there will be a loud crack, and the top of

' the broken part will come off, even and
smooth, as in Fig, 4.

i It may not be generally known that

" sheet of glass may he cut regularly and

evenly with a pair of strong seissors,

.Bf' ’ J /c
Pt . i

Fig. 1.—Showing how to make a pyrometer,

RS

A couple of pins must be bent into the ol G
khapo of a Y and driven into the top of D, Al = :

#5 1 Fig. 1. With a little sealing-wax I}
lasten a paper-pointer to the eve end of a
needle and lay the needle across the pins, - & Fig. 7.—Showing posi-

tiong of straws for
- EXPErimient,
at the sides or by any other means than
through the straws.
The fDllﬂwing strange effect will now he

P, #«{Fig. 2). Next place an ordinary
kl'ljttiﬂg-ﬂl‘!&d'iﬂ m the hole at A, and rest
it over the small needle with the pointer.
The pyrometer % now complete,

A . D ' : obtained. Pouring some coloured liguid
4— r_';]P,:.-_-_-P Fig. 5—A4 glags-cutting erperiment. mto the top =hell A, plain clear water will
e "(F come from the spout C of the lower shell

—= /) = A glanee at Fig. 5 will give an idea of | B. and will eontimue as long as you pour

how this 13 done.  The apparatus required | irom above (Fig. 8).

15 & large pail of cold water and g pair of |  The reason of this is that the compressed

strong seissors, air in the jar furnﬂs‘tha clear water through
Flunge the glass, the . scissors, aud the | the straw at B, which, being plunged deep

hands right into the water so that no part | into the clear li

iquid, carries off none of the

of cither scissors or glass escapes immer. | oloured matter passed into theg jar by
, gion.  You will now find that the scisgors | Means of A,

Fig. .—8howing needle laid in posiiion across ;;:IT;I;{::::?],F WHEhouL “whe glass cracking or

158 e = ar G

PIRS, The reason for ihjs is that the water
deadens the vibrations both of the seigaors
and the glass, thus ensuring a neat and
clean fracture.

Tut a lighted candle under the knitting-
needle between 1 and A, as in the figure,
taking care that the flame plays freely
npan the needle, I.nh-a..l_}w latter grows hat
yvou will notice that the pointer moves
slowly from left to right, Leing acted upon COMPRESSED AIR.
by the hot knitting-
ncedle passing over [
the axle at X. VIS

I a small paper

dial be made agains«i

An interesting and effective experiment
may be performed with compressed air,
The arrangements are very simple and
the requirements few,

RIS

ﬁ:*gk {:_“3‘; t}:;::;“_;}ﬁ'; E{;{ Fig. 6.— Tl'uhmf-.a.T:;E;.[I:z;E:.h necessary holes
periment, )

Divide a walnut shell juto two, and bore

the pointer the|a hole in the bottom of each half. In oue

amount of the ex-{of the cups thus obtained make another -

= B Pansion ean  be | hola half-way up the aside, as in iz, 8.

_ : = even more clearly | Now, with a littli; sealing-wax fasten three

Fig. t.—Showing emootn ®P5 e rtvr;cl. O f st:-Iaws]inm t_E:ﬂEfi. lmil?:-r. 1

break after red-kot poker COUTSC, tWo OF even n the cork of a fair-sized jar, which | o™ — Pouri i qui

has been pfﬂg;ged juﬂ: the More candlos may should be of rome vpague HIH.EB:: bore two E'iﬂ- e g ”:g-pfnﬂi:gﬂ'r#d TR e e

oil. be used, the result | holes, through which tho straws must be TrE MagneT Lisrary, —No. 634,
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" A RIVAL OPERATOR.

- SOLLOWING  the direction of the
calls, the party raised @ cheery
shout as the answer unmistakably
got clearer.

Suddenly @ cry, apparently but a few
yards ahead, made them. start. They
lopked ahead, around, everywhere, but
they could see no white man. They
shouted again. Then came another cry,

and suddenly Wonga bounded forward |

and disappeared into some bushes, which
looked as if they had been torn up.

. Then the party heard the ape chattér-

ing very excitedly, and presently he

reappeared, carrying a big cigar-case.

“Great. Scott |” cried Dick.  *There's.

gomeone in those bushes !*’

As he spoke he sprang forward,
followed by Larry and Mike, Quambo
remaining with Augu$tus.

“Hallo " éried Dick, when he had torn
the brambles and leaves apart, and was
confronted by a man lying stretched out
emong the branches. “Who are you?”

“1 guess I'm a 1nan, same as yol,
sonny,” came the answer, *“1 "got
separated frorg my exploring party in the
tornade. It caught the whole lot of us
like greased lightning. 1 was bringing
up the rear, and it was every man for
himself. The next thing I knew was that
[ was thrown violently to the ground by
these trees and brambles, and I was
pinned down se that I couldn’t move, I
guess I've sprained my ankle, and T never
thought I'd see New York city again
until. I. beard your shouts and vour
elephant trumpeting. That animal's a
thaisy, His noise 'ud wuke the dead !”

It didn't take the three boys long to
hack away the entwining branches and
free' the -American’s unkle, which they
could see was eausing him awful pain.

“Yes,” said Larey, *“it was . our
elephant you heard."”

“Bure and bedad,” cut in Mike, “if
we hadn’t beew in time to save ver, wa'd
have besn too late, so shake hands with
Culd Oirveland !

And he put out hiz hand, which the

merican shook very cordialiy.

“Where's the chimpanzee who found
e ¥ asked the stranger. **He's the
drisiest monkey I've ever seen, and he

(™

| was the first to epy me.

He ran off with
my cigar-case,"

“ Nothing ever escapes him.”

* No, not even my smokes,” grinned
the Ameriean. ' There ain’t no flies on
Mr. Chim-Wonga. He's smart enough
to be an Amegican !

“ DBut he's English,” put in Dick; ‘““he
was born in captivity in England, He's
a great lad.”

“ Buppose you tell us your name," sug-
gested Larry, when the three boys, wit
Quambo’s help, had tenderly hfted the
stranger free from the undergrowth,

“Why, my pame’s Gilead P. S8mick,
New York. And what are you boys
doing here with an elephant and 4 negro
hig enough to make a great draw at some
ﬂ)ilmw ik !

“We're here,” answered Dick, whisper-
ing » word of warning to Larry and Mike
to keep their mission a seeret, “io search

WA A A A AR

READ THIS FIRST.

Mr. Sherwell, producer of the
Southern Film Company, accompanied
by his ataff, set out in search of the
-Silent City, which iz situated in the
wilde of South America.

The gtaff includes Tom Rackett, the
operator; Tubby Bouncer,a comedian ;
Ihick Grainger, Mike Rajfferty, and
Larry, three boy chums; two servantis,
Tung Wu, a Chinaman, and Quambe, a
nigger; alvo three animafs, Augusius,
an clephant, Wengo, a chimpanzee,
and Boris, a hoorhound, )

Mr. Shepwell's chart is incompirie,
and he hns only a rague idea as o the
position of the Silent City,

Towm Rackett obtaing many wonder-
ful and interesting filma en route.
Latey it is discorered through Wonga,
the ehtiepaizee, that o rival film
company {2 making for the Silent City.

Later Dr. Harland, an Englishman,
twho hag heen masgquerading among a
#avamge tribe as o v wagfe-wean,” joing
the party.

One sight a tornado sweeps the
country, ond Augustus siampedes with
the three boys, Quambo, and Wongn
on hiz baci:. Whilst endeavouring to
find theiy way baek to the party, o cry
for help is heard, and the boys fmniedi-
ately procecd in the direction from
wehich the cry has eome,

( Now read on.)
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A Tip: Order Next Week's “GEM” NOW !

for gold and gems" And then he intro-
duced himself, Larry, and Mike, in turn.

The boys were a.liynn their guard, and
were quick to scent possible execitement
by the discovery of an American.

“I'm glad to make your acquaintance,”
said Mr. Gilead P. Smick, with a queer,
twisted smile, which the boys did not
quite like., *' And now, as I've told you
who.I am, and how I came to be here,
p'r'aps you'll tell me why you three boys
are out alome in the jungle with a chim-
panzea, an elephant, and a negro.”

“Weo got separated from our party
::-winﬁ to the tornade,” replied Eﬂ?i‘j"
guardedly, *We were on owr way to
soarch for the rest when we heard your
shouts.” :

“And if you don't mind,” putin Dick,
“we'll take vou with us for an elephant
vide, and seo if we can’t find our party.™

“Before I get on the elephant I ghould
like a cigar,” said Mr. Smick, “s0 I'll
just trouble Alv. Wonga il

At that moment the ape sidled along-
side the Ameriean, and Mr., BSmick
stretched out hia hand for the cigar-case,
which Wonga handed him in the most
approved manner.

' The American selected a weed, and put
it between his teeth to hite the end off,
when the ape suddenly seized ihe case
again, cxtracted a cigar, put it in his
mouth and alse chewed the end off. But
tlie  npext moment, spluttering and
grimacing, he tore the ciger from his
maouth and Aung it far away.

Evervone burst ont langhine,

“8Say, 1 guess that  man-monkev
doesn’'t know these cigars cost fifty
dollars @ hundred in New York city!”
cried My, Smick.

“Bure and bedad, i he did," cried
Mike, “he wouldn't make himself sick by
smoking one !

‘Quambo, under Dick’s instructions,
then brought up Augustus 4o where the
American lay, Tt was a loiig timme before
Mr. Smick could be induced to be hoisted
on to the elephant’s back by the fronmt
door-—as he insisted on calling the trunk
—but finally, with infinite genhtlencas and
care, the American was hoisted aloft, and
landed with extraordinary tenderness on
the broad, firm head of Augustus. Then

I they sset off again in search of their trail.
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w.5¢ 2000 learnt that he was no tender. |

oot as far s the wilds und jungle were
oBcerued. It was, in a great measure,
v his cutcness in tracking the trail that
ceeded an following the line of
AZ2usius stampede so well
duse trees and bushes that looked as

tney had been turn down by the hurri-
fe, und which
spPpeared i

- e

"The bors learnt much about following
real and false trails, and were numensely
miereizg

E:ery now and avuin, whew they had

-

diztance as on the
all shiouted together,

the
it 3T, they

e S4tie

-

they met with no response,
at last there waz un ANSWOT g
¥
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= Thee % £

heard us ! yelled Lavvy in
emmeni. *"Come

on, let's all shout

: bd " Cog-ee 7 yosounded
‘el Tue vast forest, and was quickly
wed by a jurful shout.
ren Wonga ~howed Lis

o R
[ =

g

! 'l_'l.

-;U!'iF._"':'}l':
1 = and Dick made Augruastys
tfoz all he was wortl, which, at

was o good deal for he

2 weluding Wonga, five precious
Presently Augustus, with g word from
w6, broke into a gentle trot for the

£ and Wids :-'I-l'i'."lli.hhf Hinare ity #1em
“very now and again through the tien:
boys caught sight of the 1iver

Al of a sudden, us they were plunging
- wel 2 somewhat thick grove of trees,

#n cpen clearing at the far end.
« sghted Mr Shepwell.

H: ""5'e;fed Dick. A s well 77
& S 5 TORR Bl Ia”l‘l.'_'r'-
1 TasaL duu!.‘” :-h:'l!h.‘u:
v otew moments later Mro Shepwell,
TRINE S Very  auoxious,  was  stapding

veneath the swn;fing lrunk of ;‘-l-,ugft:'tus,

Lo had eome to o dead hals.

“We'd almost given you up for lost !
cried their leader. = It's 4 relinf indeod
to heay all’s well. I hardly know how
any of us are split up into search-
parties, boys. But—lullo,” he hroke off,
“who's the stranger 77

“ladead P. Snuck, siv, of New Yark
city,” came ihe prompt reply  “ Thyes
Ll * dough ' boys, these, sir !

The boys instantly saw a look of el
urprise and avnoyance flash inte thoir
leader’s eves,

“Lost, 1 suppose #* queried My,
well.

* Lost —amd found by these three hoys,
Vigistue, and Wonga, replied  the
Americar “Uve spraimed my ankle, [
think., It's giving me wihut vou Englis)
vall ‘ gip." *

Al o word from Mr.
lowered s trunk,
him ou to Lis head, where o sit negr
the American,  But he talked more (o the
boys than to the «f vanger, st listening
‘o the American’s flow of words as he told

imi of s adventures, :

In thisway Augustus brouglit the party
© o new camp which My, Sherwaeil

i iede hig headquarters,

Ihe ficsc thing he did was to attend to

lr. Bmick's ankle, and very soon ile
licemean was comfortably installed in
tie leader’s tent, with his ankle periectly
bound up with medical bandages and
Plitn cold water. It was not a bad
Aprain, but guite suflicient to Iucapacitate
the American from anything like activity,
Had the boys not discovered him e
twnst assuredly have perished.

Aer-

Sherwell, Augustus
and quickly lified

IHe pointed |

bushes and undergrowth |
Dear traces of Awugustus. |

S

aud grinning, and once again |

i

[ €x F:L.‘ditiﬂl},

land Tom
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As soon as the opporiunity came M
Sherwell had a word with the boys,

“You Daven's mentioned anything
about the Silent City, or our filming
have  youi”  he saskodq
anxiously,

" Not a woid,” rephied Dick. “ Wa
told him we belonged to an exploring
pitrty in scarch of gold and gems,

" We twigged in a second he WaS an

American, and  thought  of the yival
party,” put in Larry.
“Bejabers,”  eried  Mike we've

stuffed” him up  with cuontgh  tales to
fatten him up for a month 1"

“"Good!” said My Sherwell, “ I

i g 2 : Ty suspicious about hi . ’
time, continually repeating | Vo7V suspicious about him, bhoys. He'll

get nothing out of us. Now, tell me all
your adventures,™

Whilst the boys and Quambo recounted
tieir doings, they had a look reund the
new camp, and when they had finished
their yarn Mr. Sherwell told them how
the whole expedition had alse beey
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vigars. The now COmMErs were introduyee;
Tom Tackelt wuy none  toa EZetila
Thers was no doubt aboug it— the
were up  againsl one of the vy
American film party.

“Well, Mr, Smick,”  said Rackett
“you look comfortable enough in epit
of your adventure,”

“I'm so cowmfortabla that T don
mtend to move for some time,” was th
reply,

“WellLl"  was the
“trawns don't run here very frequently
so vou'd hetter make up your mind tha
you've got to catch a trajl instead, AMr
Smiuck. for I gather that's your pame.’

“"Gilead P. Smick, and don’t forget

rompt  answer

the ‘P '—Phineas!”’ returned  ihe
American, .
Tom Rackett gave an almost Inper-

.ceptible start.

“And  what might veur name be,
agamn?” asked Mr. Smick, who appar-
ently had ot quite canght it on intro.
duetion,

Wonga, spluttering and grimaeing, tore the ecigar from his

mouth, and

flung it far away. (See page 18.)

caught 1 the tornado, but happily
suffered very little damaga,

" Where's Tung W, Tubby Bouncer,
Rackett 7" asked Larry, for
the boys had noticed ihe absence of these
three friends.

“They're organising searel; pariics to
look for you boys and Quambo, teo say
nothing of Wonga and Aungustus,” ex-
plained My, Bherwell. I told them tg
return early this morning, and thoy
shiould be here to report at any minuto
now.  Bo should Dr. Havland,™

Even as he spoke a cry of greeling
broke the silence, and Mr. Sherwell,
turning in the direction from which the

sound came, saw Tom Rackett, Tung
Wu, and Tubby Bouncer running towards
thiem.

They were delighied at the boys'

return.  But when Rackett heard about
the American he just gave a dry, twisted
stmile, and asked Mr, Sherwell to tuke
bim to the sick man immediately, 'Aceord.
ingly they all repaired to the leader’s
tent, where they fouid the American
contentedly smoking one of his strong

T

" Well, it might he Smith, but it ain't,
It happens te be plain T'em Rackett, of
Wardour SBtreet, London, at present
domiciled in o South Americsn jungle.”

At that moment Wonga, who had
stolen into the tent, burst out lito a
spluttering sneeze and cough,

“Bejabers,” cried Mike, “it's vour
cigar, Mr. Smick ! I wo were to smakae
weeds like that in the Silent City ihey'd

stmply hear it, and it *ud spoil the whale

bag o' thricks, bedad, it would '”

The American laughed, and blew out
a great puff of smoke.

“Bure thing! You're teo youngs tno
know a weed when you swrell it. But sav,
bo’, what might the Silent City be when
sho is at home ? I've heen to thase parts
before, and.I've heard the niggers tell of
some such place : but what do von reckan
to kiow about it? Ain't you folk out
oti a gold-finding stunt?”

Hoe looked quizzically frema one to
another. and smiled s the boys reddoned.
Evidenily something was evolving in his
brain, for ufter a moment he foll to
smoking heavily,
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“Aike, you ass" whispeved Dick,
“yvou've spoilt the whole blessed game

The rnext moment Mr. Sherwell bun-
dled them all out of the tent under the
pretence of getting things a bit slap-
shape after their absence. Tom Rackett
stole out after thom.

“1 have heard of Gilead IP. Smick,”
he witspered. ““ He 13 amout 23 good a
filingr neross the pond as I am in Eng-
land.  There’s not a dedge he 12 nat up
to. We must be mighty carefnl of him.”

“Do vou think he knows about the
Silent City ¥ asked Larry.

*]1 sheuld not be surprisad,
let’s heep an eve on him.”

Soon  after this Dr. Iarland  eame
Lack, his face wery anxions until he
canght sight of Augustus. He knew the
dangers of the forest, and had been more

Anyvliow,

voncerned than any of the others at the

disappearance of the bovs.

The whole party was now reunited,
and as the evening was fast approaching
preparations wero made for eamping for
the night. As they sat over their oven-
ing meal My, Sherwell made 1t as clear
as he eould to the stranger that he would
have to leave them as soon as possible.

“As vou know, Mre, Smick, we are on

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Mr. Tom Racketi and his experience to
help us; bLut we are not on the same
business as your own American party.
If you can give me any idea of their
location I will see that von are taken back
to vour friends.”

Me. Bmick laughed,

“It's o good varn, skipper,” he said.
“But you won't catch Gilead P. Bmick
with that sort of mush. T ain’t poking
my nose into your secrets, eo you can
snve your breath in telling me lies, As
to getting back to my own folk, there
1 am with veu all the time. If I knew
where they were I'd clean out right there
as fquick as a message from Mars, "

“Well, they're probably locking for
vou,” stemek in Dr. Harland,  * Sup-
pose we stark out first thing to-morrow
morning and get back to where you had
vour aceident.  They are sure to retourn
there themselves.”

“That's a good notion,” said the
American,  “And 've another goot
notion, skipper, and that is that you let
me Llurn in, as 1 am tired.™

“Ly all means,” said Mr. Sherwell.

And as they were all rather fagged
with the long dav’s searching theyv all
followed Smick’s example, and were soon

and he sat himsclf by the great fire ont-
side the tent.

A couple of hours had gone bir, and the
camp was plunged in slumber—all =ave
Tung Wu, who sat before the fire, wide
awake, and thinking, no doubt, of lns
home on the Yangtse. It would soon
be time for him to be relieved by Tubby
DBouncer, and the Chinaman had u!reany
cast a glance or two in the divection of
the fat man’s tent. As he was looking
around, his Little slit eyes fell upon the
tent in which Mr. Sherwell, Dr. Har-
land, and the American were sleeping.

Suddenly his little eves opened a shade
wider. The side of the tent was bulging
ont with someone moving inside—somnes
one moving very stealthily and slowly.
Without a seund Tung Wu rose and crept
negrer. Stealing round the tent to the
opposite side, he raised the canvas from
the pround, koell down, and peeped in.

It was very dark, but the glow of the
fire threw the figure into silhouetie. and
Tung Wu recognised Gilead Smick.
Very carefully and slowlv, for his ankle
was evidently giving him  pain, the
MAmerican dragged himself to where the
sleeping men had piled their clothes,

fIThere will be another grand inztalment of

n scientific trip,” he said. “We were | usleep.

Tung Wu was deputed to keep
lneky Ellﬂllﬁh to secure tho services of ' a sharp watel for the first half the night,
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