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YOUR EDITOR’S IN THE CHAIR AS USUAL, 50—

Ahvays glad o hear from gou, chums, so drop me a line to the following addrese t

The

r, The ¢ Maguet *’ Library, the Amalgeamated Press, Eid., The Flectway

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ERE'S quite a gheaf of latters
on my desk awaiting replies, so
I had better pet my coat off, and
‘' pot down bto it " without delay !
The firast letier comes [rom Georpe

Boott, o Petorhepd chum, who wanta to
Enow which is

THE LARGEST TITAN CRANE IN THE
WORLD.

Hiz chum has told him that it i the
crane working on the Peterhead break-
water. My reader disagrees. I am sorry,
but George i wrong, amd his chumi is
right. ‘l‘hal Pﬂtﬂrxl-hendP "hTitmh: £a ]El;z
! gt in the world. ar

gﬁt-gemimd up with the fﬁ[}r;mtnﬁﬁng
crane, ‘That belongs to the Japanese
Government, sand is used on paval work,

Xext please ?

Here is o letter from Vietor Powell, of
Norwicth,

HE WANTS TO INCREASE HIS HEIGHT.

and he asks me what exercises will help
him to do so. Well, any * streiching ™
exercises will help him, so | az he
persiets with them. I am afraid I haven't
ihe space to describo them here, but one
of them ig to le flat on the floor, with the
arms extended, amnd then to hﬁnﬁ tEa
bod to a sitiing ition, with the
nrmi ::gouﬁ tha hﬁﬂ-ﬂ.ﬁpﬂ'}h&ﬂ allow tho
body to sink back to the first position,
repeating the exerciee seversl limes. A
ﬁ'::l boeok on physical culture will give

im details of all the other emercises.
Buot exercise is not sufficient.  Good fool
and plenty of fresh air are omsential !

The next gquery is conecerned with
JOINING THE AIR FORCE.

A Creenock render, who signs himself
“ Ajrmaan,” wanta to becomo s mechanic
in the I2.A.F., and asks how to go about it.
If he makes inquiriea at his local post
office, they will give him & bﬂul:ja-b which
explaina the conditions of sorvice, rates
of pay, and st on. Or he can write to
“ Adaestral Houszs,” Kingsway, London.
W.C.2, who will put him into touch with
the neareat recruiting depot for the R.AF.,
snd will also lot him know whether he ig
suitable or mot. To join the Air Force, a
boy must be physieally fit and it depends
upcn himeell to what rank he rises

HOW I8 IT DONE?

aula L. J. Aleock, of Stoke-on-Trent, who
describes & comjuring trick be hes seen.
The * magician "' takes a hollow eylinder,
ard fixes over sach ond by moans
of rings 1|nl|nr]¥"‘il just fit the cylinder, Then
e taps o bole in one ond ﬂft}m&pﬁr
and produces scores and scores of hand-
lw:;hm{ﬂ' fremm apparently empty
tuba !

The handkerchiefs, of course, are made
of Boe ailk, which allows any oumber of
them .to be packed into s very wmmall
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are [tted.

ﬁa.w‘ These esre already packed and]

saw o mirage in  Londony
It wam & terribly hot day,
amt Y was wolking down
the  Mali, which faces
Buckingham  Palaeo. The
heated  mir reflected  the
ghining surface of the road.
way, and, s the air was
guivering, it looked ag
though therse was a pond
floating in the air several
feet above the romd! A
mirage disappears when you
walk towards it, becauss you
t into the region of- the
eated air yourself, and, like
most optical illusions, it is
only visible et a certain
distance.
Hig next gueszlion concerns

aced on s shelf behind the “ magician’s ** §

table, or chair, The first paper and rin

sre fitted on the ifube, which is them he

so that the uvncovered end just juts
below the edpe of the table or chair,
The -smpared roll of hendkerchieis in
pushed in quickly, the tube is turned
rovmnd, and the second paper and rng
Then it s & simple matter
to break the peper and produce the
hendkerchiefa! The pecessary apparotus
for doing the irick ean be purchased fairly
cheaply from the magical department of

any good London store.

i by B. Windley, of Corner House,
Bromfield Foad, Chelmeford, Essax

who sends in a prize-winning yarn thia

week for which he receives s dandy pocket

knife. Here it is {the yam, | mean, not

tha knife !,

THINK, after that, we deserve a
littlo light relief, which is provided

Long-winded Lecturer: “II 1 have
talked too long, Ii's beeawss 1

there’s no clock
N
Andience : ** Yes,

haven't 3 watch
= with me, and <
in the hall.™
Voice fram
but there’s a ealendar behind you, ain't
thera 7 '

- EGULAR READER,” who does
R not give his address, asks mo
two questions. The frat

WHAT CAUSES A MIRAGE ?

in:

A mirage iz really a reflection in the
sky, and is caused by the heat of the
oarth. You must often have seen how
a fire causes the air above it to quiver
and in hot countries the siill air sometimes
reflects thingas ond throws the reflection
on the spky. Generally, however, theso
reflections aro inverted, and it s only
when one soes & mirege of a mirage thet
they appear in their proper form. I once

Wessssisssnssdiinrnnnnnniansnnnnsnnpisaninns Jf
]

BOOKS, PENKNIVES and
POCKET WALLETS gifered
for storyettes and Greyfriars
limericks. Al efforts to be
sent o

cjo MAGNET,
5; Carmelite Street,
m. E#ﬂr‘ fﬂﬂmp.jq.

DON'T MISS THIS
OPPORTUNITY OF
WINNING SOME-
THING USEFUL!

. PSSR RRRENINFREE AR EA BRI NANEE RGN aE
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SPEED RECORDS.

What is the greatest epeed made in the
sir, on land, ond on water? At the
time of going to press the Supermarine
Rolls Royee 5 € holds the air record with
a speed of 328.63 miles per hour, The
Blue Bird—{astést on land—achieved a

of 245.73 milea per hour, end Mies
England 1L, “ knocked up " no less than
193.49 miles per hour on the water.

Phew ! Here's a  curious query !
0. Egker, of Waltham Abbey, wants to
know why he has nightmares when he
goes to sleep on his left side T It has
nothing to do with his heart being on his
left Eﬁﬂ Nightmares are caused by the
brain, and generally come when a person
i3 ““run down." Most people only have
nightmares when they lie on their backs,
bocauge the spine becornes over-heated
and trensmits a feeling of discomfort to
the brain. If my chum has nightmares
when he lies on his lelt side, possibly it
it because he bunches the clothes at
his back, or wraps himsslf up tos warmly,
In any case, a hitle healthy exercise, and
plenty of freeth air, will help to put things
right. If he iz really tired when he goes
{0 bed, and his mind is at ease, he kb
soon to rid himself of troublesome night-
LA,

I am afraid T will have to held over a
oumber of inquirtes until nexti week, aa
m ie running short. Here g &
limarick which wins a8 fopping book for
E. Cockayne, of 76, College Road, Kenaal
Rize, N.W.1{.

If ever with Cherry you box,

Look out for some sharp, sudden shocks,
His weaving and bobbing
WHI scon have you sobbing,

You'll fapney yoa're falling on rocks !

Don't let the grass grow undor your
feet, chumg. Have & ahot at winming
one of these useful prizes to-day!

Now for nmext woek's stories. Firat of
all, Frank Richards hits the taryet again
with

“ BLUFFING THE BEAKS | "
a magnificent, MI-WJJ varn of the
nhm-ﬂaglnlf Greyiriare. It's n tale that will
hold your imterest throughout—and give
you plenty of chueldea as well !

Then there is a grand instalment of our
splendid serial © Handits of the Line!™
aod another ribtickling issue of the
“ Grevirisrs Herald.,” As ususl, there
will be the shorter festures, including, of
course, my little weekly chat with my
chums,

YOUR EDRITOR.
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Featuring Harry Wharton & Co., the Cheery

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nothing Deing !

b ARRY,. old [ellow—"

H * Bow-wow 1"

“My dear old chap——"
“ Ratg ™

"I want you to bhorrow-—"

“Wha-a-at?"’

Hurry Wharton, the coplain of the
Groyiriars Hemove, stared guite blankly
at Billy Bumter.

When Billy DBunter addressed any
Greyfriars wman as “old follow,” or
Ydear old chap,” it could
generally taken for
granted that DBunter wanted
that Groylriars man to lend
him something.

8o his etatement, on the
present  occasion, that  he
wanted the *dear old chap ™
to borrow, wae quite startling.

“Y¥ou want me to borrow ¥ eojacn-
lated Wharton.

“ Yoz, old chap: you sce——'

“"Not to lend "

“NWo, old fellow; you see—

1 don't see!” contradicted Wharton.
“This iz the frst time you'vo ever
wanted o chap to borrow instead of
lending.*

“The GOrstdimefulness s terrifie,”
remurked Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh,
the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I say, you fellows, give a fellow a
chence to speak !™ urged Builly Bunter,
blinking at the Famous Five of the
Remove through his big spectecles.

¥

1

L

“Go chead,” chuckled Dok Cherry.
“This is getting nteresting, 1I you
rcally want a Ici?nw to borrow, instead
of lendipg.”

“The old eorder changeth, ;f'ivin;;
place 1o the new!™ quoted [rank
Nugent solemnly.

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T say, you fellows—"

“What the thump do you wani
Wharton te borrow?” ashed Johnuy
Ball. "You don’t mean fo say your
postal erder's come ab last i

“MNunno! 1'm expecling

s postal
order.”

Bunter strikes a bargain with Price of the
Fifth, but the bargain loses some of its atfrac-
tiveness when Price sirikes back with a stump !

“Well, T"ve heard of a fellow bor-
rowing on his expectations,” remarked
Bob Cherry, ¥ but a fellow can’t borrow
on another fellow's expectations.”

“Oh, really, Cherry, I wish you'd
listen to a chap!™ hooted Dunter, “I
want Wharton to borrow FPenfold's
camera.”

“0Oh 1" cjaculated Wharlon, Evidently
there had boen a misunderstanding.

“That's it, old fellow,” said Bunter:
“Penlold's pot a camers, you know, I
want vou to borrow it; he'll lend it
io you—you're pally with tho beast.”

“What the thump do you want me to
borrow Pen's camere for?' demanded
Wharton.

BUATERg

Wy

Chums of Greyfriars

“Well, a guinea’s a guinca!™ said
DBunter.

This eryptic reply caused the Famous
Five to stare at Bunter Dlankly.

“ Wandering in your mind—if anyi™
asked Bob.

““Oh, really, Cherry!"

“Well, what the moerry dickens do
you mean, if you mean nnithingi"’
cxclaimed the captain of the Remove,
mystified.

It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars
School, and the chums of the Romove
were about to go down to tho orickeb
when Billy Bunter butted in.
But the Owl of the Remove

had succeeded in  making
thom forget cricket, for the
moment.,

“¥ou zee, Penfold will lend
vou his camera, you being
nally with thno boeast,”
explained Bunter. “It’s in the * Friar-
dale Cazette,' you Jnow.™

“Pen's camera is in the *Frinrdale
Gazctte '?' gjaculated Wharton,

“No, you asz! I mean—>"
It“}ﬂh' you mean something?” askad

ol

“Will you let a fellow speak 7" bawled
Tuntor. “ You fellows ara like a sheep's
head--nll jow! Look here, it's in the
* Friavdalp (azette,” I tell you.”

“Whatls in the ‘ Iriardalo (o motte,’
yoit_benighted bandersnatch ™

“They're offering 2 puinca prize for
thﬁ {;::Ius;h local photograph.”

|
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“A guinea's s guimes,” soid Bunter.
“It's worth bagging, you know. It's
got to be a local picture—anything
within two or three miles of the place.
Of course, Pon's camera is only a cheap
one—he can't afford a decent camera—
but he takes jolly good picturea with
it, Well, I want you to borrow h:ﬂ
CAMOTE, Wharton—he'll lend it to you

““My only het!'’ said Wharton.

If he had been surprised before, no
was still more surprised now.

A guinea was & guinea, as DBunter
declared, but really it was quite amazing
for Billy Dunter to be taking Lhe
trouble to put @ guinea in cnother
fellow's way like this. )

Generally, if not always, Dilly
Bunter's fat thoughts were concentrated
on his own fat persom.

' *Not = bad idea,” said Frank Nugent,
with a nod, “Pen would lend you his
camera, Wharton, and you know how to
use it. We' could stand a study spread
with the guinea, if it came thizs way."”

“Good {:g 1’* snid Bob.

Harry Eurtan laughed. ,

“1 fancy there'll be plenty after that

uinea, when it gets out,” he said.
“Most likely Pen will be after it him-
self, as he's got B camers. Stall, if
he'll lend me the camera, I might have

a chot at it.”

“Oh, really, Wharton!" ,
“Much ob zgedf ald fat man,” said
rry. 1 haven't seen the ' Friardale

Gazette,! and T might not have heard
of it. We're going down to the cricket
now, but I'il speak to Pen at tea-time
and see about 18 _

* Look hers, you ass—'’ ]

“And we'll ask you to the spread if
the guinea turms up,” said Harry
reassuringly. , ]

“Oh, really, ‘igzlsartnn; if you thmh
oure going to E oy guinea——

F ﬂ'Eh IEI.II ] i

“It's guinea, if it comesz to
Greyfriars at all!” said RBilly Bunter
warmtly. “[ want you to borrow Pen’s
camera to lend to me.'’

Hﬂh !‘!1

“"Ha, ha, ha " roared Bob Cherry.

The seccret was out now !

For ths moment the chuma of the
Remove had fancied that William
Georgo Bunter was seeking to do
another fellow & good turn. ‘Thoy
realised that they might have known
their Bunter better!

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at I'* spapped Bunter. * You see, I want
you to row Pen's camera, without
mentioning that it’s for me. He'll lend
it to you, a3 you're pally with the
bruta. IHe won't lend it to me. He
makes out that I don't take care of a
fellow's things, vou know, just hecausze
I dropped it and broke the lens when
he lent it to me before. You borrow
it—-"

“¥You fat villain!™

“And mind you don’t menticn it's
for me. Keep that dark,” said Dunter
anxiously ; “and mind you den’t men-
tion anything about the prize in the
lacal paper. You see, Penfold's going
in for it—it was hiz paper I zaw 1t in,
vou know. I wondered why he was
rooting in the local paper, and I locked
and saw i, you know,, about the
guinea, And——"

“¥ou pernicious porpoise I*

“0Oh, really, Wharton! Leook here,
ou cut in now and horrow that camera
eforo Penfold goes out. T believe he's
;ﬁ:mg to take it with him—he's after
that guinea, you know. But he'll lend
it to you, if you make a special point
of it. You can say you're going over
to Cliff House, and want to take
Marjorie's photograph, sce?"

Tue Maiegxer Lisrarp¥.—No, 1,821,

“Why, you—you—you—>=">

“That 3w:ill stuf him up all right,”
said Bunter. “You see, I'm jolly well
going to bag that guinea, and I've

E'"“Pf' got to have a camera. Penfold's
15 only & rotten cheap but what's
a fellow to do? Price of the Fifth has
a splendid camera, but a Fifth Form
man wouldn’t lend it to a Remove chap.
And--and it's risky borrowing it withou
asking him.*

':But_i}

“1 say, old chap, never mind about
cricket, just cut in and

“And bag Pen’s camera for a fathead
who's protty certain to damage it, and
tell him a bushel of lies about it?™
ejaculated Wharton. “Is that the pro-
gramme ¥

“Well, it’s no good telling him it's for
me—he wouldn't lend it,” said Bunter.
“Be diplomatie, you know ; tell him you
want to take Marjorie's photograph &t
Chiff House. Or say yvow've promused to
go over to Highcliffe and take Courte-
nay's photograph. Say anything you
like, 20 long as you get the camera!”
added Bunter genercusly., “1 don't
mand.*’

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the Co.

“You fat swoep!” exclaimed the eap-
tain of the Remove. “Well, I'm not
%uing to bag FPen's camerws for you, and
'm not going to tell a heap of whoppers
for you; but I'm going to bang vour
ham% on t.hiiﬁ. elm—" : .

“1 say—legro—ow—leggo—->"

" Like that!”

“Yaroocooh 1"

“And that——"

“ Whoaoooooop 1™

“Ha, ha, hat"

Harry Wharton & Co. walked down to
the c¢ricket ground. EBilly Bunter was
loft wnder the elm, rubbing his buellet
head where 1t had smitten the trunk—
and roaring. And the chums of the Re-
move cheerfully leit him to roar.

il

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter in Search of & Camera!

11 ULELCH wanis you "
“Oh, bother!™ said Dick
Penfald.

Dick Penfold was in his
study, Mo, 8 in the Remove, when Billy
Bunter put a fat faco in at the doorway.

Pean was occupied n loading his
eamera,.  His study-mate, Monty New-
land, was sitting on the table, watching
him. MNewland had a copy of the
“Frigrdale Gazetto™ in his hands; the
local paper in which the munifcent offer
of one guinea was made for the best
local photograph by a loeal resident.

A guinea was not a large sum to
Monty Newland, who was one of the
richest fellows in the Remove, but it waos
a great deal to Pen, who was the son
of the villege cobbler at Friardale, and
at Greyfriars on a scholarship. Pen was
very keen on getiing a pictore that
would capture the editorial guinea, and
his chum heartily sympathised. They
were going forth topeiher that after-
noon aleng the banks of the Sark, to
lock for a favourable spot to take a
picture, So Bunter’s announcement that
Ar. GQuelch, the master of the Remove,
wantoed Penfold was distinetly discon-
cerbing.

“YWhat the dickens does he want?”
asked Penfold.

“Youl!" answered Bunter. " And he
looks rather rotty, so you'd better buck
up ! It's not safe to keep Quelch wait-
ing. I'l mind your camera, if you like,
while veu'ro gone to Queleh’s study.”’

“I'll take it with me,” answered Pen.

THE MAGNET

“We'll call in on Quelch as we go out,
Newiand.”

“*Right-ho1” agreed Newland.

Billy Bunter's fat face fell,
. Dick Penfold finished winding the film

into his camera, pladed it in its little
leather caze, and slung it over his
shouldar,

“I—I s=ay, I—1 wouldn't take tha

camera to Quelch's study, if I were
you,” said Bunter anxiously.

*“ Why not, fathead 1"

“Well, better leave it here,” said
Bunter. “If you like, I'll stay in the
study and look after it,"

“You eilly ass!”

“Oh, really, Penfold—-""

“ Come on, Newland.”

Monty Newlund slipped from tha
study table, and the chums of No. 8
moved towards the door.
~ *I=I say, now I come to think of it,
it's not Queleh that wants you—it’s the
Head | said Bunter hastily.

“What?" ejaculated Penfold.

“It's the Head—he wants to sea you
for—ior semething! You can’t take that
camera into thoe Head's study, you
know! Leave it here, old chapl! Tl
look after it.”

Penfold stared blankly at the Owl of
the Remove, and Monty Newland burst
into a chuckle,

“¥ou fat sweep!” roared Penfold.
“ Ave you trying to stuff me that Quelch
hus sent for me, to get hold of my
camera ™

“Nunno! Nothing of the sort! The
fact 15, Price of the INfth is lending mo
a camera !” gasped Bunter, ™ But—but—
Dr. Queleh—I mean Dr. Locke—wants
you to go to Queleh's study—I mean the
Head's stedy, and—and, of course, I
shouldn't think of touching your camera
while you'ro gone, end nipping out of
gates with it. I never thought of any-
thing of the kind, you know! I
wouldn't,"

“*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Newland. “I
don’t think I'd go and see Quelch, Pen,
or the Head cither.”

Fenfold grinned,

“1 think not,” he agreed. “ (et out
of the way, Dunter, you fat idiot !”

i say, aren't you going to the
Head, ¢ld chapi”

*No, fath "

“Or to Quelch ™

“No, idiot!”

“Well, I—I say, Loder, of the Sixth,
wanty you !’ pasped Bunter.

“Loder!” yelled Pen,

“Yeg! Botter not keep him waiting—
he's in @« rotten bad temper! And—and
you'd better leave {gur camera  here
when yvou go to see Loder—yarooch!”

Billy Bunter broke off suddenly as
Pen gave him a shove that dislodged
him from the study doorway.

The fat juntor sat down in the Re-
move passage with a bump.

“ (locoooooocancoop 1

Fenfold and Newland, grinning,
wialked down the Remove passage to the
stairs. DBilly Bunter sat and blinked
efter them through hig big spectaoles,
and gasped for breath.

“Ow! Beast! Owl!” gurgled Bunter.

The Owl of the Femove picked him-
gelf up. He glared after the two juniors
as they went down the Remove staircase
with o glare that almost cracked his
spectacles,

Pen was gone—and his camera was
gone with him! Evidently the fat
junior was not roing fo take that camera
for a walk that fine and sunny sommer’s
afternoon. It was cxcellont weathor for
photography; it was a half-holiday, and
Bunter was free from classes—all he
needed waz o cameral! DBut Penfold,
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with the sclfishness to which Bunter was
sadly mccustomed, wns going to use his
gamers himself, instead of londing it
to tho fat Owl

But Buntor had to have & cameora, if
he was going to bag that editorial
guinea from the * Friardale Qazetic”

He had mapped the whele thing out.

Bomehody was to land him a camera.
Somebody clso was to lend him a bob or
8o for a roll of films. Somebody waes to
dovelop the photograph for him in tha
derk-room. Somebody was fo print it
out for him. Somebody was to lend him
a stamp to send it to the paper.

Bunter's own part in the proccedings
was to bag the guinen prize, and cxpend

sfudy-rato, Hilkon, would be thdoors on
that glorious summer's afternoon.  3till,
o fellow had to be carcful when he was
going to borrow a camera without
mentioning the fact to the owner,
Bunter tapped at the deor. I thers
had been an answer from within, the fat
junior was preparcd te eeuttle away,
leaving Prico to wonder who had
knocked. But theroe was no answer

from within, and BEunter opencd the
door,

The study wasz empty.

Bunter grinned, rolled into the study,

and shut the door after him., Price and
Hilton, no doubt had gone out for the

aftcrnoon; anyhow, they were not in

5
g#nd Hilton of the Fifth came into the
study. '

Billy Bunter trembled.

He had Price's camera under his
arm, and if the beasts closed the door,
(e

Ho could only hope that they
wouldn't !

He heard a key cliek, and a sound of
fumbling. Price was fumbling in -his
desk.

“Here they are!™ It was Price's
voice. " Have one beforo we start, old
bean.”

Dunter guessed that it was a packet of
cigarcttes that Prico had taken from his
desk,  Ho knew something of the

Instead of halting, Price walked straight up and kpocked the camera out of Pen's hand, ** You cheeky ass ! ™ roared

the amateur photographer.

the samo on refreshment, liguid and
solid for the inner Dunter!

It was quito an attrachive programine,
really, if tho beasts wourld only have
played up!

The fat Ow!l rolled away to the Iifth
I'orm quarters,

Prico of the Fifth had a camera; but
if Bunter had asked for the loan of it
he would have been unlikely to recsive
unything more uscful than o cull or a
kick from Stephen Price,

If he was going to borrow n INifth
Form man’s camera, 1t was ¢lear that hio
had to borrow it without the Fifth Form
man's knowledge.

So tho Owl of tho Remove was rathor
cautions as he approached Price's study
in the IFifth.

It was not likely Lhat Price, or his

the study. Bunter procceded to look
round for Price’s camera.

No doubt that camera was in the study
eamoewhere. | Unfortunately, i1t was not
on vigw. DBunter blinked round, and
1ooted through the shelves, and “the
bookeuse, and the cupboard. Ti was ten
minutes beforo he found the camera.
But ho found it at last, put it under a
fut urm, and started for tho door.

Just as he reached tho door, it opencd,

funter junmped.

FEvidently Price and Hilton were nob
pone out for the alternoon—not yel, ab
ull evonts,

With wonderful presence of mind,
Bunter dodged belind the door as 1t
pponod.

It was ithrown wide open, and Trice

“ What are you up to?™

manners and customs of the Lluck Ehﬂ;{
of tho Fifth, Bunter hardly breathed.
“No; let's pet out,” suid Hilton.
Dunter breathed again,
“MNo hurry,” said Prico,
expected before four”
“Look here, Steve!” Cedric Hilton's
voled waid hesitating. *I'm not kecn on

"We'ro nob

it., Lot's pivo it & miss. It's too good
an afterncon to spend in that dingy
hole™

Bunter  wondered  whut  was  the

“dingy hole ” alluded to. Probably tho
Cross Koys at Friardale.

“What rot ' suid. Price. -

“Wall, what about gottin' down to
the cricket?” eaid Hilten., " Blundell
will expect us to turn up ot gomecs
pract icp——>*"
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" Blundell can go and eat cokel”

A match seratched in the study. Y

“For goodness' sake shut the door, if
you'rs goin' to smoke, Fricel” ex-
claimed Hilton irritably. " You don’t

wont all Groyfrisrs to sce you, 1
auppose i*
“You're gethin’ mnervy, old beanl

The prefects won't come nosin’ along in
the Fifth., Wingate and most of them
are sweatin' at the cricket now.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!”

There was a scent of ;’:gnrette smoke

in the study. Hilton strode to the door
and slammed it.

*“Ow!” gasped Bunter, as he was
revealed,

Hilton of the Fifth stared at him
blankly. .

“What the thump—" he cjaculated,

Price, with a black brow, hastily
tossed the cigarette into the grate.
With all his assumption of reeklessness,
the black zheep {i? the Fifth did not
want to be seen s:nn!—:m% even by #
junior of the Lower Fourth.

“Why, vou prying young rotter—"
Stephon Price made a jump at the ter-
rified Owl.

"J—I say, you fellows——* gasped
Bunter.

“What are wvou doing here?” de-
manded Price, with a savage look at
the fab junior.

“N-n-nothing, old chap! I-I—"

“Why, he's pot my cameral” ex-
claimed Price. * You fat scoundrel—-"

#{em]=T haven't—I—I—I mean—"
stottered Bunter.

Price of the Fifth grabbed the camera
with ona hand. He grabbed Billy
Bunter with the other.

Bunter yelled in anticipation.

Fliz anticipations were fully realized.
Price laid the camera on the table, and
eaught up a cricket stump.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Ow! ©Oh orumbsl ©Oh crikey!
Leave off I yelled Bunter, struggling
frantically in the grasp of the Fifth-
Former. "0Ow! Wowl!l I didn't—I
wasn't—I never— 1 say—yarococh I*

" Open the door, Cedrie.”

Hilton, grmmni,_ opened the door.
Price laid down the cricket stump, and
spun  Bunter round to the doorway.
Hunter guessed what was coming, and
he squirmed with apprehension.

“COw! Beast! If you kick me——
Yaroooooh ™
Crashl

Price’s boot lended with terrific force
on a pair of tight trousers. Bunter fairly
flew through the doorway.

Ho landed in the Iifth Form passage
with a bump.

“ ¥ ow-ow-ow-ow [

Bunter rolled and roarcd., Price, ap-
parently considering that DBunter had
not had enough yet, followed him into
the passage. Another kick landed on
Bunter as he rolled—another as he
serambled to hia feet—and another as
he fled down the Fifth Form passage.

It was @ breathless and gesping
Bunter who escaped at last. In Study
No. 7 in tha Eecmove Billy Bunter
gasped and gurgled, and gurgled and
pasped, and forpot all ebout his search
for a camera, For quite o long time he
had other and more painful matters to
pocupy his attention.

Still, Bunter was a sticker. A glance
into Mr. Wiggins' study showed him
that tho master of the Second was "“not
at home.” Bunter's eyes gleamed. He
remembered that My, Wiggins was an
amateur photographer even as his eyes
fell on & handsome-looking camera that
reposed on a bookshelf, In less than
two minutes Mr, Wigging' camera was
concealed under Bunter's jacket, What
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Mr. Wiggins would say or do when he
discovered that his carnera was mising
scarcely troubled Bunter. Doubtless he
was rolying on the fact that Wiggins
was & notoriously ohsent-minded gentle-
man,

Armed with the comera, Bunter be-
took himself along the towpath in search
of the idesl picture. After much de-
liberation the fat Owl of the Remove
paused beside a tributary of the Bark
and gazed with excitement at the very
unusual view of a figure in cap and
gown sprawled in & very ungainly and
undigmified atlitude in the grass on the
other side of the stream.

“He, he, he " gigpled Bunter. "It's
old Wiggms himwolf! Taking forty
winks [

Even Bunter's shortsightednesa got
thut fact right. It was indeed Mr,
Wiggins, Doubtless tho heat of the doy
and tho privacy of the meadow had in.
duced a feeling of sleepiness and the
master of tha Second had snccumbed to
it. While he drowsed on, Billy Bunter
began to focus him in the view-finder.

“He, he, he!™ cochinnated Bunter,
*“This i3 worth & guinea. Why, old
Wiggins would give me that for the
negative, It'll be a shock to him when
I develop a print.”

S0 cngrossed was Bunter in  his
thoughts and the job of focusing the
aleeFmg figure of the Form master that
he failed to hear the sound of tramp-
ling feet behind him. Had ho turned
his head ho would have seen Farmer
Jason's bull bearing down upon him in
o raging gallop.

Evidently the bull had escaped from
his tethering rope. There was an angry
glint in his eyves that boded ill for his

vietim. The wictim, of course, was
Bunter. His ample back view afforded
a view that no angry bull could

deign to miss.  Thus, while Buntor
mused on the shock that was coming to
Wiggins, a shock attacked him from the
rear, eo to speak.

The Owl of the Eemove heard the
approach of tho cnraped bull, at last,
and turned his hend quickly.

“Qw!” Thet was all Bunter had timo
to ojaculate.

Crash |

Mext minute the lowered head of the
bull eaught him amidships, so to speak,
and the fat junior shot like n bullet
fram a catapult, deseribing a bepufiful
are, and evenluujl:'l_r.' landed in a heap ten
feet from where he had nriginully stood,
The camera few out of hiz hand,
thudded to the ground, and rolled, &
battered wreck, into tha stream.

The bull stood by the waler’s edge
mndecided whether to pursue Dunter.
But by thizs timoe the terrified Owl of the
Remove had picked himself up, and was
racing awny ns fast as his fat little logs
would carry him. Fortunately, ho was
not badly hurt, but he ached 4dll over,
for all that,

I1is ono desire at the moment was to
put a5 much distance between himself
and Jason's bull ss was possible. O
the camera and Mr. Wiggins he gave
not a thought. And while DBunter
seudded  bomewards, Mr. Wiggins
snored on, unaware of the fate of his
camera, or of the bull that raged so
close to him.

Onee Bunter was out of sipht, the hull
%’hrﬂd at thoe sleeping figure of Mr.
¥igging on lhe other sido of the
stream, and then trotted off the way ik
had come. Mr, Wigging was never to
know how near he had been to sharing
the fopte that had overtaken Williom
Cieorgo Dunter.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Sporisman of the Fifth ]
by ERE, you menl!”™ shouted
H Blundell, the captain of the
Fifch. o
Price compressed his lips.

“Keep on!” he muttered.

Price and Hilten were walking down
to the school gates when Blundell hailed
them. Georgo Blundell was in Hanncls,
with & bat under his arp, apparently
bound for cricket. Price and Hilton
walked on, and the captain of the Fifth
ptared after them.

Blundell was a great man; not
merely & Form captain but a First
Elevon man, and a groat “blood.” He

frowaned as his hall was passed un-
regarded. He strode after the two
Fiith-IFformers.

“Haold on, you two!” he colled.

Cedric Hilton hesitated. On__ that
glorious summer's afternoon  Hilton
would have preferred cricket on Big
Side at Greyfriars to billiards at the
Cross Kevs, He had given in to has
more masterful friend, as he generally
did; but Blundell's call made his un-
certain mind sway again. Frice gave
him an ncid sidelong look.

“Como on, you ass!” he muttered.

“Woll, there's Blundell—"

“Rlow DBlundell—" .

But George Blundell, captain of the
Fifth, was not to be “blowed.” As the
two seniors did nobt choose to stop or
look round, Blandell broke info a run,
end overtook them before they reached
the pates. Price gave a startled yelp
as the business end of Blundell's bat
ju‘m‘::;mtll into the small of his back.

i w r?f

* Tust hold on!” growled Blundell.

The two scniors stopped, and turned.
They eould hardly pretend now that
they did not hear Blundell. Price gave
the captain of the Fifth a vicious glance,

“What the thump do you want with
me, Blundell?" he snapped.

“ Nothing with vou, Price !” answered
Blundell, without troubling to conceal
& touch of contempt. “You can slack
around as much as vou like, and I
ghan't bother about you. 1 want
Hilton.” :

“Well, Hilton's comin' out with me?”

“You sco—"" murmured Hiltomn.

“Loolk here, Hilton! You can Fp!ay
ericket, and you're wanted in the Form
team,” said Blundell. *“We've pot a
chance of beating the Bixth in the next
Form match, now that man Lancaster's
not playing for them. Don’t you wank
to pﬁ;y for your Form, you slacker?”
“Well, yes; but o

“Think you can play for your Form
without putting in practice at games,
and slacking about with Price?™

“Well, no; but—"

“Well, come on and get changed, and
come down to the cricket,” said Blun-
dell, “and don't waste time I

Hilton looked rather uncertainly from
ono to the other. Price compressed his
thin lips. : :

“Took here, Blundell, Hilton's comin’
with me this afternoon, and we've pot
an appointment.”

“ Anything important?”

“Yoes ! snapped Prieo.

“Well, you can tell me what it is.”

“1 don't =ea why I should gratify vour
guriosity,”

“No,” snorted Blundell, ¥ vou necdn’t;
I can jolly well guess what ik 15! And
I jolly well wish a prefect would drop
en you when you're keeping that
precious appointment! T faney there
woild be one shady rotter the fower at
Groviriars afterwards !

Price's face was almost pale with
rage. He opened his lips for a savago

reply: but cloted them with that
reply unuttered. Blundell was not the
man to take “back-chat ¥ from a fellow
he despised.

The Fifth Form captain slipped hias
arm through that of Hilton, who stood
uncertain and wavering.

“Come on, old bean!'" he said, and
he fairly dragged Hilton away. y

*Look here, Hilton—" yelled FPrice.

“Sorry, old man, but " Hilton's
answer remalined unfinished, as  the
captain of the Fifth marched him off,

rice stood staring after them, his lips
shut in o tight line. Evidently Cedric
Hilton was not going to the Cross Keys
with him that afternoon.

“The weak-kneed rottor!"

muttered

ITS WORTH YOUR WHILE
to
RAISE A SMILE!

Master B. Thickett, of 86, Glou-
cester Road, Etunrguireis. Ches-
terfield, Derbyshire, has done t'E}e
trick, and wins s penknife for his
trouble. Here's his winning effort :

i YWag, doctor,” aaid the

' | hava bean guffering like this

I| for & jong time. | consulted the
chamial—""

it Yau consulted the chamist ¢ ¥

atiant, !

excialmed thes doctor. " Qood
gracious, man! You surely know
chemista always give the wrong
edvice. What did he {fell you
to do 72"

" He told ma to come to youl" i
sald the patient.

LOOK SLIPPY, LADS, AND
LET'S HEAR FROM YOUI

Price savapgely. “The dashed nincom-
poop! The dabby ass!”

He turncd and tramped angrily out of
Eates,

With his hands in his pockets and a
scowl  on  his  face, Stephen Price
slouched down o the towpath. Lhe
Sark flowed rippling in the sunshine,
and there were a good many boats on
the river., Coker of the Fifth hailed
Frice frem the raft. Coker was gpoing
out in a boat; but his chums, Foiter
and Greene, were atb ericket.

“[{ere, Price! Like to steer for me?"
bawled Coker.

“Rats! Nol” mzugmrl Prico.

The sununy river did not tempt han,
though really any fellow might hoave
thought it more tempting than o stuliy,
dingy billiardz-room.

He tramped down the towpath, A: a
considerable diztance from the =chosl,
the back gate of the Cross Iievs gove
on the river, and that was a saler way
of approach than by the front entrance
near the t'iilné:{r of Friavdale. A Crey-
frints man had to be carciul in haunting

7

sucn a spot as the Cross Keys, which, of
course, was strictly out of bounds.

Any junior found at that delectable
resort would have been flogged; but a
senior was more likely to be “sacked.”
The sportsman of the Fifth wsalked
quickly along the towpath, and was
soon out of sight from the school boat-
house,

“Lock out! BEtop!™

Price stared round irritably as hie was
hailed,

Two junicrs—Penfold and Newland
of the emove—wers on the towpath,
half-way to Price's destination.

Penfold was carefully sighting his
camera, to take in a view of the river
and the wooded bank beyvond; and
Price came walking right aecross the
line of vision.

It was Newland who called to him.

Price scowled at the two juniors., Ha
had to put up with “slanging " from
Blundell of the Fifth, but that made
him less than aver inclined to {ake check
from Lower boys.

“What the thump do you mean?” he
snarled.

i “Hold on & minute,"” said Newland,
_lt.‘f_"*ana taking a picture—you'll spoil

“You cheeky young sweep I

“Oh, held on!" said Newland. "It
won't hurt you to stop for s minute,
will it?"

Certainly it would not have hurt Price
of the Fifth to stop for a3 minuie; but
he was not an obliging fellow, and he
was not in an obliging mood. He was
irritated and angry, and rather anxious
to find a victim for his ill-temper.

Instcad of stopping, theretoro, he
walled straight uwp to the amateur
photographer, and knocked the little
camera out of Poen's hand.

There was a yell from Penfold s hie
camore rolled in tho grass.
tﬂ‘;_‘._fﬂu checky ass! What are you up

“You silly fathead!™ sheouted New-
land indignantly.

Smack.

Monty Newland gave a howl as
Price's open hand landed on his car.

“Ow! You rotten bully!” gasped
Newland.

Penfold was jumping after his fallen
camers. Put as that loud smack rang
out and Newland yelled, Pen left the
camera where it was, and turnced on the
Fifth-Former.

“PBack up, Newland ! he exclaimed.

“What-ho!™

FPrice of the Fifth jumped back as
the two juniors sprang at him. DBut
Remove heads were not to be smackoed
with 1mpunityv—a circwmstance that the
ill-tempored Fifth-Former had rather
forgotten. Ponfald  and Newland
roshed on hiim reeklessly, collared him,
and kore him backwards inko the gross.

“0Oh 1" roared Price. i
e sprawled in the grass, with the
two Removites sprawhng  over  him.

There was a wild and whicling tussle on
the towpath, and Prico was rather dis-
hevelled by the time he dragged hiumn-
self loose. _

He scrambled to his fect, almost foam-
ing with rage, and clenched his fisks,

with the intention of knocking the
cheoky Removiles spinning.  Dut the
cheeky  Removites  faced  him,  with

clenehed fists and gleaming cves, and
Price thought botter of it.  Tle scowled
blackly, turned. and strode on his way.

“ Checky rotter I gasped Newland.
“What's the brute ot lus rag out like
that for, I wonder®”

" Perhaps his favourite guvepee hns
come in eloventh '™ grinned Penfold.

Newland cluekled.
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. *1n the pamera damaged, old men?”
“No, that’s sll right. Bother the
ellow—he's spoiled a film{ Btill, I've
got eight in the camera,” ‘
And dismissing Price of the Fifth
from their minds, the amateur photo-
graphers proceeded with their work—
which was, perhaps, to bring a much-
needed guines to the scholarship junior.
Prico of the Fifth arrived at the
gate of the long inn-garden. He glanced
round furtively, whipped over the gate,
and walked up the path to the inn.
There, in the dingy, smoky =atnios-
phere of the billiards-room, in the
congenial mmg;nf of the red-nosed,
whisky-scented Mr. Jerry Hawke, Price
recovered his good-humour. And after
a gamo of billiarde—at which Mr.
Hawke genially relieved him of szome
of his spare eash—tha Fifth Form
sportsman strolled on to the veranda, at
the back of the inn, with his sporting
friend, to smoke cigarettes and discuss
the chances of Blue DNose for the
Welshem Handicap. He did not envy
Hilton on the cricket feld, and he had
quite forgotten the Remove photo-
graphers—but he was destined to be
reminded of them later, in a way of
which he certainly did not dream,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Face In the Negative !
What

o ALLD, hsllo, halle!
H e
Harry Wharton & Co. were

coming in from the cricket,
when Penfold and Monty Newland came
i with the eamera, The Famous Five
were not keenly interested in photo-
graphy, but they were friendly with
Yen, and intcrested in his  attempt
to capture the " Friardale Gazetie!
prize. So they stopped to mquire,

“I'va got seven pictures,” said
Penfold, tapping his camcra, “that aszs
Price of the Fifth butted in and spoiled
a film on my roll. But, ocut of seven,
I hope there'll be one good enough
for tha peper.”

“Why didn't you take a second rell,
fathead, and make surei™

Penfold laughed.

“Bob a time!"” ho answered.
haven't a frightful lot of bobs.™

“The gilly owl won't let me lend
him & bob,” said Newland, “though he
eould square out of the guinea.”

“1 haven't bagped the guinea yet"
said Pen, “it's not much, but there
will be a lot of local photographers
trying for it _ _ _

“You've got & jolly old rival in
Bunter 1" chuckled Bob Cherry. * Bum-
ter's after that guinea if he can bag
gsomebody’s camera and learn how to
use it.*

“Oh, rﬁﬂ.ﬂf’, Cherry——"

“Hallo, halle, halls! Talk of
porpoises, and you hear them grunt!
said Bob., “What luck have vou had,
Bunty "

Billy

H’I

Bunter gave the juniorz a
reproachful h!inﬁ through his big
spectacles. He was still fecling sore
from his recent encounter with Jason's
bull, but he had encugh sense net to
mention aqﬁthmg about Mr. Wigging'
comera. LThat was a socret that was
confined 1o a certain stream not far
from Greyviriars.

“I haven't taken my photographs”
said Bunter. *You kuoow how secifish
Pen is—he wouldn't his
camecra, s

“Frightfully sclfish of a fcllow to
want to use his own camoeral™ sand
Bob  sympathetically. “Awful,
fnct.”

Tae Macrser Lienary.—XNo. 1,221,
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“Thoe awlulness is terrific.”

“And that beast Price of the Fifth
nabbed me just‘- when I'd got hold of
his nnn;ljnrl,’ said Bunter. * He kicked

“Hard, I hope?” said Johnny Bull,

“Beast] I say, you fellows, it's pretiy
kard lines,” said Bunter. *'I should
have bagged that guinea. They want
& photograph of a locnl beauty spot,
you know, and, with my artistic eye,
['m the man to pick it out o

*Which is your artistic eye, old heant
Which of the four?”

o ﬂ.f]hn, ha |2
“Yah! Look here, Penfold, 1 suppose
youw'll lend me that camera to-morrow?
One of vou fellows can lend me a beb
for a roll of Alm—£lms only cost & bob
a roll for that rotten, cheap camera of

Penicld's. You can develop the
Ehntﬂgmphs for me, Wharton—you
now bow to do il. And Pen can print

them out for me. And i

“Many hands make light work !
grinned Nugent., “ Bunter's going to
do nothing but bag the guinea.”

“If my postal order comes in time,
I shall buy a comera,” said Bunter
with dignity. “Not a rotten cheap one
like that, FPenfold. Elaessﬂd if 1 know
how you expect to take n good picture
with :Ia. meaf:f; thing like thnt.P Still,
if my postal order doesn't come, it will
be a case of ung fmrt in a storm, you
know, so I think I'll borrow it.”™

“Think sgain!™ said Pen lavghiong,
“You cracked the lens last time I lent
it to you.l

“Well, you've got a new lens, so that's
all right. If you’re going to bg mean
about that camera, Penfold——"

“I am, awiully.”

“1I suppose it cost you something for
a new lens, and, of course, you can't
afford it," said Bunter disdamfully.
“I'll pay for that, if you hke”

“ Bhell out then.”

“When my postal order
mean-—->==2

terrnfie,™

comes, I

“The whenfulness 1is _
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“In.the meantime,” continued Bun-
ter, 1 wont a camera, and—I suy, you
fellows, don't walk away while a
fellow's talking to you,”

But the fellows did walk away,
Billy Dunter’s conversation secmed to
have palled, as it often did.

Bunter grunted, and rolled into the
House, with a dissatished frown., Ha
was feeling a very iH-used youth. He
felt that it was a selfish world, and he
veally wondered, sometimes, whether he
might not prow selfish himself n the
long run in such selfish surroundings.

Penfold, with a cheery face, went to

g L]

ask Mr. Hacker for the key of the
dark-room, and proceeded thither to
develop his  photographs. Mont
MNewland accompanied bhim fo watch
resulta,

FPen was very carcful with his

developing. Cash was always at a
minimum with the cobbler’s son of
Friardale, and even a shilling for &
roll of flms was a serious consideration
to Pen, Monty Newland had more
pound notes than Fen had shillings,
but it would never have ocourked to
Penfeld to sponpge on hiz wealthy chum.
A good many hours had been spent that
afternoon slong the banks of the Sark,
in scleeting favourable spots for talking
the pictures, and every suap had been
4 lullzaur of love. )

When the roll was 1mmersed, Pen
watched it anxiously, Price of the
Fifth had cost him one film out of the
vight, and there was another of which
I'en was doubtful.

“Im afrand that rolten pub comes
inlg the lust picture,” he :zid. *We

THE MAGNET

were rather too near the back gate of
the Cross K Monty.™

"That won't hurt,” said Newland.
“It will be only the back of the place,
in the distance.”

“Might be a boozy face in the pie-
ture, too| Old Cobb, or Jerry Hawke
might come nto if,2

*“Oh, my hat| That wouldun't do!®

*Look 12 esid Pen.

In the last film on the rell, through
an opening of leafy trees, the back of
the oss Keys inn ceme oul guite
clearly,

The veranda that ran along the back
of the inn was quite distinet, and there
were two persons in the veranda smok-
1Ing cigarettes.

Pentold gave a start,

In the negative, the lights were dark,
and the darks were light, but there
was sgomething familiar in both the
faces that showed ot the back of the
Cross Keys, i

“That's Jerry Hawke,” said New-

land. *“I'd koow his greasy mug
anywhere.”

“ But—the other—? breaothed
Penfold.

“Great pip! It—it's not—"

“I jolly well believe it is—Price of
the Fifth ! gasped Poenfold, "I con't
be sure—but—I believe—1

“Oh, Christopher Columbus!™ ejacu-
lated Newland.

TPenfold’s face was very grave, in the
red glimmer in the dark-rcom, as he
proceeded to fix and wash the negative.
it was difficult to say, with certainty
until he saw it in the print, but he had
the strong impression that cone of the
faces in the film was that of Stephen
Price of the Fifth Form at Greyiriara

" Lucky nobody’s. seen it but us!”
murmured Newland. *“ That's enough
to get Price secked from the school”

“Berve him jolly well right if he
was—but we don't want to have a hand
in it,” sa1d Pen. * We'll make sure when
I print thesea out in the morning, and,
if that's Price’s mug, I'll destroy the
negative at once. That will leave me
six io select from. It’s rather rotten,
too—the trees come out beautifully in
that pieture. But I couldn’t publish
a pleturo of a Greyfriars man blagging
at & pub 2

Newland chuckled.

“Fancy Price’s face—if he saw it in
the ‘Friardale Gazette’l Fancy the
Head’s "

“0Oh, my hat! Keep it dark, old
chap—no need to say a word about it,
even in tho Remove.

“ Least said, soonest mended [ agreed
Newland.

Thoe matter was dismissed from mind,
when the amateur photographers left
the dark-room. Little as the two chums
liked Stephen Price, and little cauze as
they had to like him, they were not dis-
posed to talk about hiz shady proceed-
ings, or to cause him trouble with his
headmaster.  If that face in the Cross
Eeys veranda proved, ultimately, to be
that of Price of the Fifth, the picture
would be destroyed, and not a word
said on the subject.

Billy Bunter met the two juniors
when they came up to the IHemove
passage for prep.

He blinked at them mercsely through
his big spectacles.

“How's the pictures?™ he ashked.

é “Pretty good, thanks,” answered
on.
“Think you're likcly to bag the

guinea with one of them?”

“I'va got a chance, I hope.”

“¥ou don't seem to realise thet that
guinea i3 practically mine,” gaid
Buntar,

“¥ou silly owl |2



EVERY SATURDAY

“If you'd lent me your camera——"

“ Fathead 1"

“And if I'd taken the pictures—"

¥ ﬁﬂs EM

“Well, it's pretty mean to bag
pnother follow's guinea,” said Dunter
gcornfully. “I suppose you wouldn't
understand it, bemg a scholarship
bounder, and a no-class rotter. Blessed
if I know why they let cobblers into a
gchool like Greyfriars! I hardly know
what my titled relations would think r:_:E
it, if they knew. It's a bit thick, ain’t
it

“You benighted idiot—"

“ Buiting in, and bagging a fellow’s
guinea ! encored Bunter. “ Not that »
guinesa's much to me! It's a lot to you,
1 dare say.” ;

“It's & lot to me,” agreed Pen, *and
if it isn't much to you, wl::}at
are you worrying aha:tut?

@ Well, cricket's cricket,”
said Bunter. " As soon &8
rend about it in your paper,
] made up my mind to bag
that guinea. It's mot much
to mo; still, 1t will come Im
useful, as there’s some delay
in my postal order. I muat
say L think vou'rs & Immean
rotter, Penfold.”

“Phanks .

“And » messly worm?
said Bunter

nJz that the lot?” asked

Fen .

“And 1 jolly well wish
they'd boot you out, and
gand vou back to your
cobbler's shop, and—
Yaroooooh 1

Pen's patience seemed to
be exhausted at that point;
which was perhaps not sur-
prising. He grasped the
Ow! of the Remove by the
collar, and there was a re-
sounding eorack, as Bunter’s
bullet head came into sudden
contoet with the wall of the

Remove passage.

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow " roared
Bunter.

“Have anotheri”

“Owl No! Leggo, you
beazt! Wow I

Ponfold and Newland went on to
their study, leaving behind them a
sadder if not a wiser Bunter.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Astonishes the Natives!

ip*

14 EEAT pip
( ;, “VWhat 1
“HSome ass,” sad Bob

Cherry, “said that the age of
miracles was past. It isn’t. Bunter's
up before rising-bell 1"

“My only hat!” .

It wos amazing—but true!

The rising-bell clanged out over
CGiroyiriara School in the summer morn-
ing. DBob Cherry, generally the first
up in the Remove, jumped actively out
o? bed. Put on this particular morning,
Robert Cherry was not the first up. A
bed wos alresdy empty; and that bed
was the bed of Willlam Georpe Bunter,
the fatfest, laziest, and slockest fellow
in the Lower Fourth.

“Bunter up!” ejaculated Harry
Wharton, : .

“Tha upfulness is terrifie—and the
surpriscfulneas is  preposterous,” ex-

plaimod Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Peter Todd stared at the bed left
vacant by his fat study-mate. Peter
rubbed lus nose in amazement,

“Bunter can't bo after grub befors
brekker,” he said. “The tuckshop isn't
open yet—and there's nothing 1n the
studies. But if he isn't after grub,
what on earth has he turned out for?™

“Feho answers what!” pgrinned
Nugent. “Turning over a now leaf,
perhaps, and setting wus & shining
example,”

Every man in the Remove was sur-
rised, DBilly Buntor generally clung to
ed till the latest possible moment.
CGrenerally be left himself very little timo
even for a wash; an extra nap weighed
mora, 1n Bunter's estimation, than wash-
ing. QOften he bolted down to prayers in
an unfinished state, with his wailstcoat
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the studies for a left-over cake or jam.
tart?" asked Nugent,

“¥E' ;l.u:m1 hum;:.!” .

“Then what the thump are wou u
for, before rising-bell? derﬁndeﬁ
Johnny Bull,

"Sutt:’ngﬁ;mu slackers an ecxample,”
answered Bunter. I really wondor
you ain’t ashamed of yourselves, frowst-
ing in bed on a lovely morning like
this! Blessed get of slackers!”

Bunter had the advantage for once.
There was no doubt that, for the first
time in history, he had been out of bed
before the Famous Five.

“Lazybones ! said DBunter, with &
disdainiul blink through his big speota-
cles. " Blackers! Frowsters! Sticking
in bed, when other fellows are getting
up and out. Yah!"

s 8
Price 1ot out at Billy Bunter, missed, and caught the hard stone wall instead. * Yaroooh !
he yelled. Bunter raced on as il he were on the clnder-path,

half-buttoned over half-buckied braces.
Now he was up, dressed, and gone,
before the carlicst riscr in the Remove
E:if at the earliest clang of the rising-

“He's up to something,” said Skinner.
“Some fellow's left some tuck in his
study over night, I faney.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

The Femous Tive were hrst down.
Tho bell had not yet rung for prayers,
and they trotted in the sunny quad-
rangle, and there they found William
George Bunter. The fat junior was
strolling with hiz hands in his pockets,
and a cﬁm&ry grin on his fat face,

*Hallg, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob
Cherry. *“Why this thusness, Bunty?™

“Qh, really, Cherry—"

“VWhat are vou up to, porpoiscl”
asked Harey Wharton.

“Eh? Nothing.”

*“VWhose tuck have you been bag-
ing 7

“Ei"ml silly ass!™ hooted Bunter, *I
haven't bad a bite yet! I'm fright-
fully hungry. I say, you fellows, the
tuekshop oupht to open earlier. Or
clse we ought to have brekker before
prayers.” :

“You haven't been rooting through

“My eosteemed idiotic Bunter—-*

“1 say, yvou fellows, it's a bit sicken-
ing old Mrs. Mimble not opening the
shop before brekker,” said Bunter.
“Look here, perhaps she'd let me in
if I banged at the door. Lend me a
bob—"

* Bow-wow [V

“I told you I'm expecting n postal
order to-day—"

“The same one you wers oxpecting
last term?"” asked Bob.

“QOh, really, Cherry! Look here, lend
me & bob, and I'll let you have it back
gut of the guinea.”

“Pen's guineal! asked Wharton
lannghing.

“My guinca!” roared Bunter. “I can
jolly well tell you fellows I'm going to

ag that guinea. My photographs—

“But you haven’t tsken any.”

Dunter grinned,

“That's all you know!” he answered,
41 gan tell you, I've got a jolly good
chance for that guinea, with my views
of the Sark.”

“But you haven't—"

“(Oh, don’t jaw, old chap!l Just lend
mo a bob, and—don’t wallk away while
I'm talking to you, you beast.”

Tre Macxer Lierarr.—No. 1,221,
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“Pobs"” were not forthcoming, ana
Billy Bunter had to wait till the break-
fast bell rang before he broko his fast.

Had anyona taken particular notice
of Billy Bunter in the Form-room that
morning, it might have been obscrved
thet & sly grin lurked on his fat and
fatuous face.

Bunter had some sceret cause of satis-
faction, which ho did not confide to
other fellows in the Remove.

But nobody took any paticular notice
of Bunter; so his sly grins passed un-
boeded.

When the Remove were dismissed for
break, the fat junior remained behind
in the Form-room, fo speak to Mr.

Quelch,

“What is it, Bunter?” asked the Re-
move master, glancing at the fat fgure
that stopped at his high desk.

~ “If you pleese, sir, can I have leave
in break to bike down to Courtfield?™”
ssked Bunter,

“There would be hardly time before
third school, Bunter,” answered Mr.
Queleh, shaking his head,

“It's rather important, sir. In—in
fact, it—it's awiully important,” said
tha Owl of the Remove., “I—I've pot
some phologrephs I want printed at
tho Courtficld photographers, sie—I
haven't a prinkting outfit wmyself—und—
md__ﬂ

Mr. Queleh raised his evebrows.

“I sco no reason for haste in such a
trivial matter, Dunter.”

“It's for u prize, sir!’’ cuplained
DBunter. “I'm going in fer lhe prize
offerced in the ‘ Friardale Gazette "—best
local photograph, sir. I they ain'e
rcady thiz woek, it's too late, and i3

“Oh! In that case you may have leave,
Bunter,” seid Mr, Quelch. “DBut you
must not be late for third school.”

“Thank wou, sir!"

Billy Bunter rolled out of the Form-
room, EHe rolled sway to the bike-shed.
Aftor a enutions blink round to ascertain
that Frank MNugent was not in tha
offing, he wheeled ot Nugent's bike,

Nobody noticed Bunter’s departure.
Nobody who had noticed it, would have
suspected that Bunter was bound for the
Courtficld photographer’s {o et prints
mado from negatives. As Bunter had
not taken any photographs, nobody,
naturelly, would have supposed that ho
had & negative in iz possession.
MNobody, indecd, remembered Dunter'a
unimportant existence, till third school,
when he was missing from class. He
rolled into the Form-room a quarter of
an hour late, puffing and hlowing from
hia exertions. Mr, Queleh rewarded him
with filty lines, but oven that did not
geem: to damp Bunter's fat satisfaction.

Billy Bunter was pleased  with
himself, and things generally, that
morning. But the cause of his satis-

faction was a secret locked up in his own
podgy breast.

———

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor !

ICK PENFOLIL} stared round
D Study No. 8 in puzzled surprize,
Monty MNewland was  equally
puzclod.
“Bome ass larking, I suppose,” said
Pon, at last.
“Well, it's gone!” sajd Newland.
"Sure you put it in the table deawer 7"
“0f course.”
*Well, it's not there now,”
“1I'll lnak ngain,” said Pen.
Onece more Penlfold rooted thirough the
Tig Macxer Liskanv.—No. 1,221,
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table drawer. But the roll of flm was
not there,

After dinner, the two chums had come
up to the study to fetch that film. Thero
was & blaze of sunshine, and Pen had
hiz printing-frame ready. The photo-
graphs he had taken the previous after-
noon, were to be printed out on the
window-s1ll of BStudy No. 8. The
negative had been left in the table
drawer the evening before, .and Pen
naturaily oxpected to find it where he
had left it. But aos it was no longer
there, he naturally did not find it.

“Can't make 1t out,”” said Pen
perplexed. “It's not a joke to meddle
wit n fellow's flm. YWho the
dickeng-—"7
i "dﬂetter ask the fellows,' said New-
and.

_And the tweo juniors left the study, to
inguire up and down the Remove for the
missing tilm.

Somchody, it was clear, had dropped
into Study No. B and iaken that Glm
aut of the table-drawer. Who it was,
and why he had done it, was a mystory.

If there was & practicel joker in the
Remove who had hidden the film for a
“lark,” ho did not scem disposed to own
up to it. i

Nobody scemed to know anything
about the missing film.

Harry Wharton & Co. shook their
heads—3quiff, and Toddy, and Tom
Brown, and Yernon-Smith, and Redwing
and Haezeldene, and s dosen other
feliows were asked in turn and they
knew uothing about it. Bkinner, who
was rathor under suspicion, as a fellow
with o rather ill-natured turn of
humaur, declared that he had never
even known that Pen had been toking
photographs, and didn't know anything
about the rell of film, and didn't want
to  know _anything. Dilly Bunter
suggested that it might bave beon the
cat—a sugpecstion which did not scem
helpful,

Fen was a good-tempered fellow, but
he was extremely annoyved and irritated
by the time the bell rang for afterncon
school. He had spent most of o half-
holiday in taking those photographs; ha
had preparcd the film with considerable
trouble for cutting and printing, and
now it had mysteriously vanished, as if
it had dissolved into thin air. Next
hali-holiday was too late for the date
of sending in the pictures; neither did
Fen desire to expend another of his
rather searco shillings on a new roll of
film. The matter was mysterious, in-
explicable, and irritating.

However, it had to bs left over till
after class, Onee more free from the
Form-room, Pen and Mewland proceeded
ta make further inguirics after the
missing flm.

Cther fellows, sympathising, helped
them. But nehady in the Remove
seemmie] to have the faintezt idea what
had bocome af the film. Some of them
concladed that Pen had left it somewhere
about and forpotten it; his certainty
that he had Ieft it in the lable-drower
in his study, did not scom cortain to
them, as it was not there. DBobh Cherry
rocommendoed Poen to gseareh in tha dark-
room for it, and to make all sure, Pen
rat the key from Mre, Hacker acain and
did =n. Bt the Glm was not there, and
Penfold prew more and mors puzzled
and irritated. iz face wos clowded
when he joined Moniy Newland at tea
in Ftudy No. B,

"We've simply pot to find it, Alanty,™
hie zai:l, “It's not only the suinea prico
—I muicghta’t have got that, anyhow.
But if that was Price of the Fifth in the
last picture on the roll, the ibing can't

be left aboud, Ii's cnough to get the
man sacked.'”

Monty Newland whistled,

“My hat! It couldn't have heen—"

"What do you mean?™

“Well, the film's been taken,” said
Newland, “that's a cert! Somehody's
Emched it from thiz study, If Price
new that he was in the picture—"
“He conldn’t have known,'’ said Pen
with a stare. “We didn't know our-
gelves Lill 1 developed the film, and
wo'rs not sure yeb. I can’t say for

certain that it's Price, till I scc the
print,™

“I  know! Dut—-r"" Newland
whistled again, “Price came on us
yesterday, on the towpath, you

remember—and—and he may have scen
ug, i he was at the Cross Keys—may

have seen you taking that last
pavaes 0 ng ast snap, and

" It's not likely.”

“Well, T know it isn't, but—the Glm's
gono! Price would jelly well have
:Jﬂﬂ.g“'tgi:.ﬂ i, if he'd known his chivvy was

it.

Ponfold looked very thoughtful,

Certainly, if Price of the Fifth had
known about that tell-tale picture, he
had a powerful motive for abstracting
the negative. Nobody else, so far as
Pen could see, had any motive. It was
barcly possibie that grinu had noticed
the amateur photographer when Pen
took the snap which chronicled his

presenco on the veranda at the back of
the Cross oys.

“I think I'l go and sce Price”
said Pen, when tea was over. “Tf he's
in that picture, ho ean destroy it if he
likes, but T want the others. T ean's
mnagine who's taken the f{ilm, if Prico
hasn't.™

“I'll come with you,” grinned Noew.
land. “Price may cut up rusty! Ha
won't lika a Remove man knowing that
he was blagging vesterday.”

The two juniors proceceded to Pricc's
study in the Fifth. Pen tapped at the
door and looked in,

Price and Hilten were there, at tea.
Thew stared round in surprise at the
twe Removites.

“What the thump do you fags want 1
asked Price with a secowl. Apparently
he had not f{orgotten the cneounter on
the towpath.

“Just & word with vou, Price,” said
Penfold, shutting the study deor. “I've
missed a roll of film from my study.’

" What the thump does that matter fo
me Ell‘

“No vou know anything about iti*
asked Pen. . ¢

Price stared blankly.

“I? What do you mean, you littla
idiot "'

“"Goomd gad!' drawled Hilton, and
he chuckled. * Aro yon suspeetin' Fifth
Form men of pinehin' your fopr photo-
gr:wha, kid? That's rather rich izn’t
it ¥

“I'd better explain,” said Pen quietly.
“T1 took n number of snaps along the
Bark yesterday.  Ono of thom—the Inst
on the rall—teok in the back view of the
Cross Keys inn.'’

Stephen Price started.

“When was that?"
hasi:ly. .

“ Ahout an honr afler you rowed with
us on the towpath.”

“Oht gasped Price. ITis  brow
wrinkled in thought. TEvridently he was
trring to make a rapid mental calenla-
tinn as to ihe exact time when bhe had
beon  smoking cigarettes with  Jerry
Huowke ot the beck af the Cross Keys,

(Coutinued on poage 12.)

he cxclaimed
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A= Interesting and Informa-

tive titbits about R.E. S.

Wyatt of Warwickshire
and England,
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' w
Fair Play's a Jewel!

DARLY tweonty years ago & small Surrey-born boy
N of nearly ter years of age played cricket with his
schoolfellows at Lsher. He was smaller than the
average voungster of his years, but he was a trier,
and although his colleagues played in the “hit-or-miss

style, this particular child did his utmost to watch the ball j

on to his bat, and was ever asking for advice from one of
the schoolmasters. " 3

At the ago of twenty-twoe years he was included in the
Warwickshire eleven, and Gx‘tzutua.ligﬂ captained England
in & Tost match with Australia. That boy's name was Ilobert
Elliott Btoray Wyatt.

Just after reaching the age of ten years young Wyatt's
parcntg removed from Surrey to Warwickshire, and he was
gent to King Henry VIII. School at Coventry, where, in
addition to E;hﬁing: & model scholar, he onee more applied
himself to the intricacies of ericker,

Very soon “Bob ¥ Wyatt was in the school Second Eleven,
and it iz quite possible that his improvement as a batsman
would not have reccived such early recognition but for an
example of tho abgolute fairness which dominates his every
movement when on the field of play. He was playing in &
gschool Sccond Eleven match, and while batting was given
“not out ¥ when an opposing bewler appealed for a caich
at the wicket. Yet, although given *not out,” young Bob,
then o boy of eleven, walked toward the pavilion. * You're
not out I yelled his pactner at the wickets, But Wyatt went
on, end when he arrived at the boundary, where stood the
games-mastor and a crowd of youngsters, he was asked:

What have you come out for when you've been given
fnot out ' 7 Bob's answer was given with head held high.
“For the fairness and honour of King Henry VIL1, School I

Something to Talk About!

HEN Wyatt left school he played with the
W Coventry and North Warwick elubs, and it was
not long before his big =cores and his bowhnyg
succasses bogan to be talked about. Hundreds
enme freguently, and his medium-paced Lowling was feared
by most of the teams against whom he gluye . It i= szaid
tgat in one of these matches Wyath, whoe had scored 153
when batting, was just going on to bowl when the opening
batrmen said: I think when Wyatt gets s contury he
shouldn’t be allowed to bowl™ DBut a wag in the team
romarked: “If you start to grumble we'll get him to keep
wicket as well, and then your side will havo something to
talk about.” . ‘

In 1923, Wyatt made his enfry into county cricket, but
it was not until 1626 that Warwickshire realised what a
splendid allrounder they possessed in the young amaleur.

o scored over a thousand runs and took 85 wickets, and
so highly was he thought of by the authorities at Lord’s that
the M.C.C. invited him to accompany A, E R. Gilligan’s
team to India. That tour gave Wyatt his "hall-mark,”
for he made nearly two thousand runs, included in which
were five scparate centuries, At Colombo he scored 124,
and performed the hat trick in one day. o

Returning to Bngland, he showed great form, finishing
up the season with an average of 51. Then came n trip
to South Africa with the M.C.C. after which Wyatt came
beck and accomplished a feat which had never been equalled
for Warwickshire, viz., scored over 2,000 runs, in which
thers wero six centuries, and finished wp with an average
of 63. In the following season—that of 1923—he made seven
centuries for his county, and was chosen to play in the
Test match v. South Africa, at Manchester. His debub for

_ absolutely correct thut they are always allractive.

] England was a huge suceess, and he scored a sound 113

He olso got a century in the Gentlemen v. Playors matoh
and another in the Seerborough Festival. His hundre
agninst South Africa earned him tho distinction of being

the first amatcur sineo the War to muake a century in a
Teost mnatch.

The Highest Honour of All!?
REBERT WYATT'S batting is not of the dashing

order; indeed, there are times, when occasion
demands care, when he seems to be somewhat slow.
But, however slowly hs scorcs, his sirockes are #o
When
he was going in to bat against Surrey, at the Oval, a
spoctator whb sat on an outside seat remarked to s friend
at his side: “I'll bet you ten shillings that more trams
pass the Oval while Wyatt 1z in hﬂ.ttin,g:.lhau he gots runs.”
Bob Wyalt was walking down the pavilion sieps and over-
beard the remark. He turncd and smiled, but he didn't
return until he had scored over a hundm&, and then, .as
he made his way through fhe spectators, he stopped at the
side of the man who made the bet. “Who won?” asked
Wyatt. “Tho trams—by E221¥ answered the onlooker.
“Come again next year, but don't male & similar het because
vou'll lose,” said Wryratt, with a smile.

At the end of 1923 Wyatt went with an M.C.C. side to
the West Indies, and again did magnificent work with
both bat and ball; but he had to wait until August of
lngt year for the highest honour that can ever come to
a cricketer—that of captaining Englend against Australis.
Truo, England lost the match, but Wyatt scored 64 in the
first mnings and proved himself to bo a batsman who can
be ralicd upon on big occasions. . .

He iz exceedingly modest 1o regard to his own dmnﬁr;.
and is of a retiring disposition, vet there ave times when he

ives evidence of humour which s much above the average.

n one oceasion, at Lord's, he went in before lunch and
got out quickly, while a naeragun remained at the wickets
and was undefested when the interval arrived. Thiz man
didn't want to spoil his sight by eating lunch, 5o he elccted
to fast while Wyatt went up and made a hearty meal. It
was then that & well-known member of the M.C.C, smd‘:
“PThose who carn & lunch don't got it, while those who don's
earn it get it” :

The following year, st Lord’s, Wyatt got well sot just
before the interval, and decided to abetain from the meal;
so he sat alone on the baleony in front of tho pavilien, It
was there that n voice hailed him. *"Hallo, Wyatt! What
are you doing§” Wyatt saw that the int  rogator was the
man who had made the facetious remark about lunches ‘he
previons year, and, in a moment, he replied: “Oh, jusl
paying for my last year’'s lunch.”

Tours do more Good than Harm !

HERE is s lot written about the hard work of a
E erickotor who plays through a season in this country
and then has to po through anotler scason in the
cobonirs, only to follow up with shill another scason
in England. Writers maintain that players whe are com-
pelled to do this boecome stale and find it impossible to
do themsolves justice. Wyatt, however, says there is plonty
of rest during the period when we arc supposed to bo
playing in this country, that the sca trips to and from
our colonies are hetter and more healll-giving vacations
l.hmg:1 nrdin[ﬂg ifuﬁinm people enjoy, and that tours do cne
instend of bherm,
= Tug MaowEr Lisnany.—No. 1,221,
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BILLY BUNTER’S BARGAIN!

{(Continued from page 10.)

Hilton looked at him curiously,

:Wha-t’u» the trouble, old man?' he
saked.
Price did not answer that question.
Hao rose to his feet, his face pale, and
hia narrow eyes glcaming at ﬁink Pan-

“You young scoundrel!”™ he said
thickly., * You—you dared—"'

"It was an accident,”” said Pen
quietly. “If it was you, there, Price,
I nover know—1I didn't aven know that
the Cross Keys would come into the
picture, till I developed it. 1 fencied
it was you in the film when I saw it in
the devaloping dish. I intended to make
sure when I took the print, and destroy
that negativo if it was you in it.™

“Then whet have you come here
for?' muttered Price, eyeing the jusior
almost like a wolf.

“The film has been taken from my
stady.” ,

“Oh!” gasped Price. * You mean—-="

“If you've taken it-—"

“You young idiok!”

“If you know about it, and if you've
taken 1it, you can destroy the ecotion
with your chivwy in it; but I want the
bthers,” said Pen. “T'm not aeccusin
vou of taking it, Prico; but I jn]lj well

w you would have if you'd known
what was in it. Well, did youi”

#I mever kpow anything aboub it
If I'd guessed what rvou weors up to
I'd have emashed your camers, and
you, tool” hissed Price. He came
round the table, hiz hands clenched,
his burning. “Got that film and
give it to me at once, do you hear, you
young scoundral?"

“¥You mean that you didn't take it
from atudy 1"

“I'd have taken it fast enough if I'd
known anything asbout it!" reared

Prica.
s Lt Somebods’s bagged
an oW me 8

it—and if it wasn't ;.rc:ua:ir I can’t
imagmna who it was,” enswered Pen.
“1 believe yvou, of course—I shall have
to go on hunting for it, I thought I'd
ask you first.”

“¥You mean to say it’s missing—with
a photograph of me at the Cross
Eaya?"” hissed Prioe.

“I'm E:}rri(—yﬂ.”

Cedrio Hiiton whistled softly. Price

had been “slanging” him for his de-
sortion of the previons day, and his
sneers and gibes had been gjttmu Ha

had made Hilton rather wish thet he
had, after all, cut the ericket and gone
on the “rasgle” with hia spﬁrt_,inﬁ
friend. Now, Hilton of the Fift
realised that Blondell had uncon-
stitnisly doné him a tremendously good
turn 1n dragging him down to the
ericket. Cortainly, Cadrio Hilton was
glad that hiz own face did not figure
along with Price’s in the missing nega-
tive,

“"You—you—you young villain!" said
Prico th—i;{:ly, “¥You've got to get that

hotogreph back. It con't be missing!

hy, if my Form master saw it—if the
Head saw it——"

His voico trailed away as he realized
what that would mean.

“I'm going to hunt for it till T find
it,” said Pen. T can’t imagine who's
taken 1t; 1k beats me hollow.

“I—1'11 smash you! I'll break every
bone ,in your body!” reared Price.
“¥ou did this on purpose! You
watched me and snapped me with your
rotten camera !

Pan's lip curled.

“I did nothing of the sort™ he
answered curtly. "I wasn't even suro
that it was wou in tho photograph. I
intended to destroy it if I found it was
you—and now I know T shall destroy it

' LOOKING LIKE THIS!

7 Get the GEM ta.day and read for |
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, I'm sorry
it's happened—but it's your own foult:
you shouldn’'t have been there! Hands
off, you fool "

f’r:‘m,_m uncontrollable fury, grasped
the junior. The fear of what would
happen if th: missing photograph fell
mto the wrong hands mmeaf to have

ut the sportsman of the Fifth beside

1mzelf,
_ “Here, hold on!” exclaimed Hilton,
jumping up from his chair,

‘“Leggo!™ roared Pen.

Newlond rushed to his chum's aid,
Cedric  Hilton grasped Price by the
shoulders and dragged him back.

" ¥ou silly ass ! ho gasped. * Lot the
kid alone!”

“T'll smash him!” sereamod Price,

“That isn't the woy to make him
keep the photograph dark, fathead

That remark seemed to call the black-
guard of the Fifth back to reason. He
unclenched his hands.

Penfold and MNowland backed to the
door, They had learned what they had

,come to find out; evidently Price knew

nothing about the missing photograph;
it was not he who hadgn.bstﬂcﬁudp]}t
from Study Ne. 8 in the Remove,
“Hold on!” pgasped Pries, “I—I
didn't mean to handle you, Penfold!
I--I'm sorry 1 Hold onl You've
got to get that film back-—you—-*"

Penfold walked out of the study with-
out answering, Newland followed him,
and slammod the door.

Stephen FPrice sank weakly into his
chair. Iis face was almost ghastly.

. "Good gad!" he breathed, *“Ii—if—
if that's seen it's the sack! If the Head
sees that photograph I shall be turfed
out of Greyfriars! Good gad!”

Cedrie Hilton mado no reply.
waes thinking, It was
cards, now, that Stephen FPrico would
ba “turfed " out of Greyirisrs. And
only tho fact that he had pleyed crickes
on Wednesday afterncon, instesd of
playing the blackguerd, would save
Hilton from being turfed out slong
with him. Hilton of the ¥ifth was
thinking that cricket, after all, had its
advantages, and that he wnu!J boe wise
to stick to it instcad of Iollowing the
way of the transgressor. Judging hy
the ghastly look on the Fifth Form
sportsman’s faec, the way of the trans
grosgor was hard,

He
uite on the

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Pats His Fool Down |

M SAY, you fellows!”

l “Try next door|™

*Oh, really, Wharton—>*"
“PBuzz!? paid five wvoices in

unison. g

Billy Bunter did not *buza

He stood with his amplg form almest
filling the doorway of Btudy Neo. 1 in
the Remove, and blinked at the
Famous Five through his big spectacles,

Harry Wharton & Co. were discussing
a matter, important to themsolves,
though extremaly trivial in the eyes of
William George DBunfcr, ‘The date of
the ericket mateh with Jimory Silver
& Co., of Rookwood, waa drawin
near. It was a maiter that intereste
tha Famous Five deeply, though to
William George Bunter -it was o trifle
light as air. ' i

“I say, you [fallows, do listen =
minute ¥’ said Bunter, “Never mind
thot cricket rot—you're always jawing
about some bosh or other. Look here,
my postal order hasn't come!”

“Qhut the door after you, fathesd ™
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“YT only want s bob!" said Bunter
pathetically, “71 say, you fellows, a
bob isn't much after all I've done for
vou. I'll let you have it back out of
the guinea.”

*You benighted ass, buzz off I

I've simpﬁr got to have a bob 1" said
Buntor, “You see, they'ro rather
sordid shopkeeper people—they won't
Jet me have the prints without the
money. You know what shoplkeepors
are! A sordid lot!”

“Gammon! You haven't taken any
phatographs, so you can't be going for
any prints! Tock, as uvsual ¥

Honest Injun,” said Bunter carn-
estly, ““‘tain’t tuck this timel I've
mﬂj got to pay for the prints bofore
they’ll hend them over.  Honour
bright [*'

rey Wharton started a little, and
fixed & very curious look on the Owl
of the Remove. Ile wus awarn that
Billy Bunter had not succocded in
begging, borrowing, or stealing, o
camern, =o it was ceriain that he had
taken no photographs. If he was going
to fetch prints from a photographer’s,
therefore, it occurred to Wharton that
this let in & tay of light on the
mystary of the disappearance of Pen's
film. : 2
“Why, you fat villain” said the
eaptain of the Remove, in measured
tones, *what negalives have you taken

to be printed? _
“ MFPT only hat!' ejaculated Tob
Chorey.  “Pen’s film !”

“That's why the fat villain pot np
bofore rising-bell this merning 1'nuru1d
Johnny Pull, * e was bagging Pen's
film from his study.”

“You npodey burglar!”

tll
™ E—HE say, you follows, don’t shout!”
oxclaimed Bunter hastily. " Ii—if P?n
hesrd you, he—ho might think T'd
bapged his film, you know. He's sus-
ietous.”

“You have bagged his film!” reared
Bob.

“ Oh, really, Cherr e .

“The bagfulness was ferrifie
chuekled Hurree Jomsot Ram BSingh.
“That was the reason of the early-
risofulness.”

“0Oh, really, Inky——"

“Vou bloated brigand ¥ gasped Eob.
“YVou've hed the nerve to bag Pen’s
film and take it to be printed.”

“MNothing of the sort!” gaspod
Bunter. *“I[—I haven't been near Pen's
study to-day. I—I got up carly just to
get vou fellows & good examplel
didn’t dodge into Pen's study before
rising-bell and bag that film. It wasn’t
in the table drawer, and T never found
it there, DBesides, it was really my
film,” - ]

“Von benighted idiot, how was it
yours

“wWall, T asked Pen to lend me the
camera—] asked YWharton to borrow it
for me, too, as the brast wouldn't lend
it to me. You jolly well know T did.
If I'd had the eamera I should have
taken the snaps! 1 don't think Pon
ought to have them, just beeanwse he
was moean about that eamora. IE—it's
like rewarding seclfishness, you Lnow.
Yon sce that?”

“My only Aunt Maria!” said Tols,
gazing ot the Owl of the Remove.
“Why did they send that chap to Grey-
friars, instead of Lo n home for idicis®”

“Oh, really, Cherry! Loock here, you
fellows, there's such a thing as justice '
said Dunter warmly.  “Justice, and
cricket, and fatr play, and all that, T
expectk you {ellows to stand by nmie,
being my pals, capecially aficr all I've

cxclaimed

¥y

(31

“*Where did wvou get all that tuck
from ? ** demanded Pefer Todd. * Oh,
really,” =aid Bunier pecvishly, “*I told
you I was afzpecting a postal order from
one of my titled relations { ™ 4

Pen makes out that it's

his film, simply because he took it—"
“Great Christopher Columbus!™
“Dutting in and bagging my guinea,

vou know ! said Bunter. “Just like a

done for you.

low cad of a cobbler! This is what
comes of letting rank outsiders into the
school! These scholarshin bounders let
a school down! Well, o fellow's bound
to stick up for his rights,”

“His whatter 1

“His rights!” said Bunter firmly.
“Those snaps would have beon muine 1
T'd taken them. You sce thatt Well,
I wanted to take them, dido’t I? I
asked Pen to lend me the camera.
asked vou fellows to lend 1ne soma
money to get the films. You ecan’t say
I didn't. don't see letting Pen have
my guinea simply beeause he treated me
with beastly solfishness. He can't
cxpoot it

Bunter had apparently worked out the
mattor to his own satisinction. Bunfer
hod a conseience, and he had satisfied
it. TUndoobledly it was not a veory
exacting conscience. IE was not one of
thoze conzciences which give a fellow
a lot of worry.

“Well, my hat!” said Wharton
blankly. “You've bapged Pen’s film
and takem it to Courlficld to be

printed !

“T wizsh you wouldn't rall my filin
Ton's film, Wharton! Ifs not really
stenightforward to put it like thaf.”

“¥e gods!” y

“Tut ahout the hob ! zpid Runter.
“¥ou see, I can’t pet the prints, or the
film either, unless T pay the man.  Lend
me a bob "

“TIl lend vou o bob to get the film

back.” sald IHarry Whavien, “and
vou'll go siraight to  the ploto-
grapher's——"

“Certainly, old chap.™

“ And bring that film straizhi back to
Groyirias—"

“Yes, old fellow.”

“And hand il over {o Pen——'

“Wha-n-a-at?"

“And T hope Ten will kick yon from
onc end of the emove passape (o the
other] ¥ he docsn't, T will)”

“ Beast

“Phere's the bob! Now gel off, you
fat freak: and remember that 1 vou
don't come straight hack with that film,
and rive it to its owner, !'11 go to

Quelech and report you for pinching

f had

I3

“What?" gasped Bunter., ;

“That's a tip!" said the captain of
the Remove. "I you had the brains
of a bunny rabbit, you'd know you're &
measly thicf—""

L b i

*Wewhy, you awful beast—" stut-
tered Dunter, in great mndignation,

"Get out I

#1—I say, yvou follows, n-now I come
to think of 1t, that—that wasn't Pen's
film! It—it was guite anolher ilm! It
-—it was ono 1 tock last term, and—and

lying by me. Seal Hutjling what-
cver to do with Pen. I—I hopo you
believe me™

“What a hopeful nature!” remarked
Nugent.

“Tho hopefulness is terrific,”

“%o—s0 don’t mention tho maticr to
Pen, you know! [Id rather that
nothing at sll was said about it"
explained Buntor, .

“You burbling jabberwock ! said the
captain of the Ramove. “1 gilve you
one hour to cough up that film ! If it's
not handed over to Pen by thal time,
I'll report the matter to Queleh ™

#1—I'd rather it wasn't mentioned to
Cuecleh, Wharton.
understand=———*

“1 fancy he would!" chuckled DBob
Clicrry. " DBotter buck up, DBunty—it
means a Head's flogeing if you go up to
Quelch.”

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five throngh his big spectacles. It was
v devastaling bimk.

“And this,” said Bunter bitterly—
“1his is what you eall pally—afior all
I've done for youl”

“Ioick him out, Dol i You've pot the
bigguest fcot I ]

Dilly  Bunter retived hastily from
Study Wo. 1, without wailling for
assistunce from the heoaviest boot in tho
Homove,

“f all the rotters—=" ho breathed
a5 he went down the Romove passago
Lo the stairs. “Of all the bensts—'

Duniler's  indignation  was  olmost
Levond words., He had the * bhob ™ that
was necded {o redeem the film at the
shop in Courlfield. But the fat satis-
faction was ali_rone from his podgy
visgare now.  DBunter was guite sore
that hiz peculize proceedings were fully
jnstified. On thee point e bad not a
shimdow of doubt.  Dub some instingt

{Continucd on puge 106}
Tue Magser Lashany.—Neo 1,221

Ho—he wouldn't
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seemed to warn him that he had better
not let Mr. Quelel hear of those pro-
ceedings.  Queleh, he could not help
feeling, might take guite o different
viow., ‘There was no help for it—he
had to hard those films bael to the

owner, and it behaved him to do so
without delay.
It was rotten—but there it was!

And Bunter rolled out of the Honse to
malke his weary way lo Coucilield. In
the' quad he passed two_Fifth Form
men—Hilton and Price. Hilton had a
slightly bored expression on his rather
weak, pood-looking face as he listened
to Price—who was specking in low,
savage tones. Price had a very dis-
turbed and uneasy look, and was
cvidently not in & good temper,

Bunter grinned.

He remembered the worda he had
caught in the Fifth Form study the pre-
vipus afterncon. It looked, to LBunter,
ag if Frice had not prnﬁtocf by his visit
to the “dingv hole ” to which Hilton
had then allnded.

It was unfortumate for Bunter that
Price, glancing up, saw him just then,
znd the fat grin on his face, )

The grin scemed to irritale Price of
the Fifth.

He did not speak, but he stepped
towards Bunter and let out his foot.

Yarooch I” roared Bunter, in surprise
nnd indignation. )

“Dash it all, draw it mild, old man
murmurcd Hilron.

Instead of drawing it mild, Price,
who scemed to find some solace in it
followed DBunfer np—with another lkick.

The fat jumior dodged, and Price's
foot came up sharp agaimst the hard
stone wall,

“Yarooh!” welled the Fifih-Former,
dancing on onc foof.

Meanwhile, Bunter was racing on as
if he were on the cinder-path,

“Look here, old man—"" murmured
IMilton. ‘““Dash it all, what's the good
of kickin' a fagi”

“I've got to get hold of that film 1™
muttered 'rice. “I keep on telling you
that if that voung rotter was speaking
the truth, and I'm in ik, it nay nean
the sack for me”

“Well, kickin® Bunter won't help—m="

“Oh, go and eat coke ™

Iilton shragped h's shoulders ond
walked away., II» was svmpathetie,
more or loss; but Trice had heon like
a bear with a sore head over sineg Pen's
visit to his study, and Ililten was pot-
ting fed-up. e wenl his way, leaving
Frico of iﬁu Fifth to growl and grouse
on his own.

iy
!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Burprise for Bunter!

IV DUNTER jurrped,
B Ile blinked-——and he stapedt
He could hLardly believe his
) eves, oven wiih the aid of
hiz spectacies.
ThHa Macxwr Tawrawy.—No. 1,221,

He fairly goggled.

Bunter was in the photographer's shop
at Courtfield, The films that belonged
to Penfold had been reclaimed, along
with the pictures taken therefrom,
There were eight sections of film, and
one of them was merely a smudge-—the
one Price had spoiled when be knocked
theé ﬁamem out of Pen's band on the tow-
path.

The other seven wore beautifully
taken and beautifully elear. Pen,
perhaps because he coul’ not afford to
spend much money on films, gave every
care to taking & snap, and ha2 seldom
had a failure, Each of the " besuty
spots ” ho had picked out along the
green banks of the Sark made a good
%mture, and each was excellontly talen.

unter, looking at them, rcalized that
Pen had a very good chance of bagging
the prize in the “Friardale Gazette.”
Which was very aonoying to Bunter;
for the betfer the pictures were, a
the more likely they were to bap the
prize, tho more Bunter desired to appro-
priate them—which, owing to the un-
pally attitude taken by Harry Wharlon
wos now impossible,

Bui Bunter forgot all about baggin
Fulnea prizes as his oyes fell on one
1';hn1tpmtures gnd he recognised a foace
in 1t.

He fairly glued his cyes, and his
spectacles;, on that uhutugruph

in the negative, with the lights dark,
and the darks light, Bunter would never
have recognised it; even Pen had been
uneertatn.

But in the %rint it had come out
with unmistakable clearness,

Pen had intended to take a bunch of
old trees, which made o vory pretty
Emturn, and it was unintentionally that
¢ hoad sllowed the back of the Cross
Koys to como in.

But there it was—clear, unmistakalle
—the wveranda at the back of the inn,
with two figures smoking cigarottes;
one of them the fat, puffy-looking Mr.
Hawhke, and the ﬂther—EtEphen rice,
of the Fifth Form at Groyfriars!

Bunter's eyes alnost bulged through
his spectacles.

Price of the Fifth!

Thero was no mistake about it! The
picture was small—and the inn in tho
backeround very small, But the two
faces on the veranda caught the light
and came out of the shadew with won-
derful elearness,

“My hat!” gurgled Bunter,
Priec of the IMifth ! Great pip 1

Only » shors time age Price of the
Iifth had kicked Bunter—for nothing—
unless a fat grin was anything !

Now Bunter was blinking ot o photo-
graph which, placed in the hands of the
headmaster of Greyfrisrs, would indu-
bitably mean, for Stephen Price, the
“long jump,”

Yor a full minute Bunter blinked at
fhat picture in astonishment. Then a fat
grin dawned on his face,

“Kicking = fellow!" murmured Dun-
ter. “Cheeky cad—kicking a Remove
ll?aj‘lr! It might pay the rotter to bo
eivil,”

Bunter paid—reluctantly—fer  the
printing, and left the pholographer's
:fhogr! Hoe walked back aevoss Court-
field Commeon,

His thoughts wera busy as ho walked.

He had to hand the Glios back to FPen.
That was certain. Harry Wharton's in-
tervention in tho matter made it im-
practicable for the fat Owl to attempt to
bag the “Friardale Gazette™ prize with
I'en’s photographs, ITe had the set of
printg, but he could not use them, DPen
would take fresh prinis from  the
noegativey, and all the Remove wourld

“Price!
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know them as Pen's property., The
printe—for which Bunter had paid Whar.
ton's shilling—were useless to him,
owing to that beast, Wharton, so far as
the guinea prize woas concerned.

But Bunter was wondering whether
one of them, at least, might not be use-
ful, though not in conneetion with the
“Friordale Gazette®

Prico of the IFifth, it was certain,
would not want that photograph to be
seen. Very much indeed he would not
want 1t to be scen,

Bunter sat down on one of the scats on
the commen, and opened the packot of
films and prints. He selected the picture
containing the hapless Price, and packed
it away in an old envelope in an ioner
pocket. The other prints he tore up and
scattered in fragments over the grass
They were of no value to him now.

IIe rolled on towards the school with
& setisied smirk on his face.

Arrived at Greyiriars, he rolled up to
the Remove passage and presented him-
sell at Study Na. g

Penfold and Newland weve there.

Pan had s worried look,

T'hrico had FPrice of the Fifth sought
him out to demand whether he had
found the missing negative. IPen ecould
only tell himwthat he had not heard any-
thing of it so far.

Price was in o stale of mingled fear
and fury, and scemed to find it hard
to keep his hands off the amateur
photographer of the Remove. But he
tricd {0 keep civil, realising that he had
to depend on Penfold to keep the photo-
graph dark if it turned up. s had
laft the study only ten minutes, when
Bunter reolled in.

“0h, sheer off, Buntoer,” said Penfold,
He was worried and irritated, and not
in a mood to be patient with the fatu-
ous Owl,

“If that's the way you {hank a fellow
for finding your film for vou——" gnid
DBunter warraly,

Pen started.

“Youw've found my filin!”
claimad,

“I've been hunting for it everywhere,™
said Bunter cheerfully., *“Up and down
and round about, you know. I've found
it at last™

Ha laid the film on the table.

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Newland
in astonishment. * Whore did yeu find
it, Bunter 7

“I don't understand this,” said IPen,
lecoking at the film, and then sus-
piciously at the Owl of the Remove, I
left the film in a roll in my table drawor

esterday. I was going to cut it when
cams ta print the photos to-day,
They've been eut,™

“*¥es, 1 cut them, old chap, to save
you the trouble,™ said Bunter,

“¥ou never ent them,” snid Pen.
“They're cut guite neatly—you'd have
zigzagged the scissors all aver them, you
elumsy ass ™

““Oh, really, you beast—"

“ind vou I them from myv study 77
ﬂemand-:ﬁl Pr_'na:g : ¢

“Wall, I like that! Here I take no end
of trouble hunting for your blessed lilms,
and that's the way you thank 2 chap ™

“Well, where did vou find thowm v

Lhe ox-

“I—I—1 opicked them wup, sou
know——"

“Where ** demamded Pen.

“In=in the Remove passage, old
chap! You must have droppecd them
there.™

“You silly oul, if they'd been dropped
in the Homove passape they'd have been
swopt away Lhis morming. ™

“Oh! I=I mean I=I picked them up
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in the quad! You must have dropped
them in the quoad, old chap.”

"Yﬂ futdvﬂ;]ain! f1[ know now u&hﬂﬁ
you gred them from my study,
growled FPen. *That’s why you turned
out early, of course. I ought to have

guvssed.

" Look here, you beast—m"

“And why have you brought them
%mtr; witer bagging them ™ as New-
and,

* I never bogged them, you beast! Be-
sides, they were really mine! If Pen

had lent me his comera, as I asked

hip—"

“Well, heroe they are!" said Pen, *1
suppose tho fot dummy had sense enough
to bring them back before the matter
got to Quelech. Have vou had any prints
taken from these films, Bunter

* Yoz—no! I mean, of course not.™

“Look here, you howling ase,” said
Peu, “I'm using theso picturcg for the
‘Friardale Gazetta® competition. If
yvou've hoed any prints taken, they'll ba
Juplieates. And the negative has to go
in with the print: that’s one of tho rules,
Do vou understand,

My dear chap, I'm not aiter that
muserable inea,” said  DBuater.
“(Fuincas ain't so much to me a3 they
are to you! It's hardly worth my while,
you see. The foct is, I'd forgotten all
about it

s GII}, get out bofore I kick you!™ snap-

en,

Billy Bunter rolled away down tho Re-
movoe passage. Ho had, a3 a matter of
fact, almost forgotien the photographio
compatition in the local paper now.
Owing to that benst, Wharton, he could
not use Pen's snaps, so there was nothing
doing in that direction. But thers was,
Bunter fancied, something doing in an-
other direction—the dircotion of Stephen
Price of the Fifth Form. And there
wasg a sly, fat grin on Bunter's face as he
rolled away,

ou fot dummy?™

THE NINTH CBAPTER.
All Berehe ?

TEPHEN PRICE paced his study,
S in the Fifth, & great deal like a
wild animal in a cage. -
Hoe was alone in tho study; in
his present temper, Hilton preferred to
give him a wide berth.

Prico was not good company just at
present.

According to what Penfold had told
him, he figured in a photograph that was
n constant danger to him, eo long aa
it woa in existence. That phﬂ«tngragxh
had dizappeared from a Remove study,
but obviously it was somowhore about
Greyfriars School. Where was it? There
was no rest for Prico of the Fifth until
that tell-tale photograph turned up, and
was safely destroyed.

Tap |

Prico spun round towards the door,
as he heard the tap. His face was like
chalk! Ho hoped that it was Penfold,
coming to tell him that the missing
negative was found., He droaded that
it was Mr, Prout, his Form master—
who might also be coming to tell him
that it was found! .

“Come inl" said Price huskily.

Tha door opened, and he gasped with
rolief at the sight of Penfold of the
Remove,

“0Oh! Youl! You've found—"

" ¥Yeou,” enid Pen guietly.

Price leaned on the table, almost
giddy with relief. Pen gave him a look
of mingled compassion and contempt.

“You—you've got 1t 1" breathed Prica
“Here it 18"

Pen laid a seotion of ilm on the table,
Prite grabbed it up, carried it to the
windnwg and examined it.

“You've taken a print from thiz 7" he
M. 1

“No, 1 was going to, but now I
know that it iz you in it, I thought I'd
better not,” answered Pen.

Price breathed more ireely.

You've got other photographs—on
the same roll?™ he asked.

“8ix others, and one spoiled. You
mw‘%md.up DIIE-.; don’

cu're sure I don't come out in an
of the othersi" J

“Quite sure; they wore not taken
anywhere near the Cross Keys.”

I—I'd like to sce them, all the
same.”

Eep smiled faintly.

I've taken printa of the others at
my study window,” he said. Y thought
you might like to seo them, so Igw
brought them elong. Here they are.”

Price scanncd the photographs, one
after anothor. They represented various
aﬁats 2long the Sark; but none was in
the vicinity of the Cross Kevs. He
h:-n}:ie:i them back to the junior,

“That's all right,” he said., “You—
youw're surc that vou haven't taken a
print of—of—of thir one?” He tapped
the film,

. o OF course, I haven't !” annpped Pen.

I've brought the Blm here for you to
destroy it yourself. 1 think you ought
io be kicked out of Greyfriars; but I
don't want to have & hand in it.”

Price gritted his teeth.

Ho opened a penknife, and carefully
cut the filin into fragments. In a few
moments that ro-

i7

" Well, you can’t talk to & Fifth Form
muan like that, you cheeky littlé hound 1"
soid Price, ﬂilppm '~ between Pen and
the door, and catching up a fives bat
“You've given me a hlﬁh ald time thit
efternotn, you cub; and one good turn
deserves ancther, Hend over that
chair |

Penfold clenched hizs hands,

“Why, you rotter I ho breathed. *1
came here to give you that film, because
you were in & blue funk about it, and

DO’

“That's enough! Bend over thal
chair, you cheeky cub!” said Price,
fourishing the fives bat.

FPen made a jump for the door. The
Fifth-Former grabbed him by the
collar, and swung him round.

Whack, whack, wheok !

Pon roared snd struggled as the fives
bat rang on him. The door opencd, and
Hilton of the Fifth came in.

“What the merry dickens——" ejacu-
Inted Hilton, staring in estonishment rd
tha scene.

“Mind your own bizney!" snspped

Price.
“Heold on, you ass!” exclaimed
Hilton. “ Haven't you scnsa enough to

let the kid alone, when he can got you
sacked from the school if he likes 1

“That's ancient history!” grinned
Price, “The negative’s found, and I've
cut it to pieces.’

“Then what are you pitchin’ into the
kid for?"

Prico did not mnswer that question.
He lammed again with the fives bat,
and Pen, struggling in his grasp, yelled.

(Continued on next page.)
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Hilton strode forward with & darken-

brow.

“Let the kid alome!” he snapped.
“Therc's & limit, you rotter ! He could
have kept the thing, if he'd liked, and
made vou sit up! Haven't you & rag
of decency ?” .

“Mind your own business!” yelled
Prige.

“Let him alone !

n.I m:rtl!l

“You will 1" gaid Cedric Hilton, and
he wrenched the fves bat from Frice's
hand and tossed it into a corner of the
study. With another wrench he tors
Price’s grasp from Pen's collur, “ Now
cut, kidgl];*

“You meddlin® rotter—" yelled
Price.
“0Oh, ean it! Cut, young Penfold I

“Thanks;, Hilton!"” gosped FPen, and
he cut gladly enough. Hilton pushed
hizs study-mete back, ms he made a
movement towarde the door. Penfold
vanished down the Fifth Form passaﬂe.

“Chuek it, Price ! said Eilton coolly.
“Ton’t be a rotter—not & worss rotier
than vou can help, anyhow.™
B_P:iee, panting for breath, glared at
1M

It seemed, for the moment, as if he
would hurl himself at his study-mate.
Hilton e¢yed him with contemptucus
foolness, :

#VYou meddlin’ fool !” panted Price.

“Oh, chuck it! The kid seems to have
taken the trouble to come hers, to put
you out of your misery; and you pitch
wnto him, by way of tharks ! hat sort
of & rank outsider do you call your-
salf 1

“0h, go and eat coke ! snarled Price.
“¥ou wouldn't be tekin' it so coolly if
you'd been in the picture; and you

oculd have been if t fathead Blun-

ell hadn't bagged you yesterday for
grickat, and if vou hadn’t let him, like
8 weak-knced nincompoop !

Hilton langhed, ] )

* Well, I’lég rathor be playin' cricket
than havin’ my photograph teken at

- Cross Keys along with Jerry
Hawke !” he said. “You're welcome
to keep that sort of entertainment all
to yourself. After that experience,
vou'd do well to stick to cricket your-
solf, Whﬂ} about comin’ down to tho
nets now !’

Frico ealmed himself with an effort.

“Oh, don't be an ass!” ho said
“Took here, there's plenty of timeo
befora lock-up. What about a trot
down to sce Howka?"

“Wo jolly fear!” said Hilton
prompily. “Only an hour ago you were
swearin’ like a trooper for ever havin’
been Em:-l enouzh to set foot in the

“That's all over now. I was a bit
norvy, with that 'E:hm.ﬂ'g'raph hangin’
about, but now—"' .

“Now you're safe, and you're goin’ to
begin playin' the giddy ox egain’? Well,
you can leave ma out of it] It's not
ood enough 1™ :

“Turnin’ pit" snesred Price.

“0Oh, rats I grunted Hilton., "“Look
hoere, aro you comin’ down to pames
practice ?"

“No, I'm not!”

“Well, I'm goin’.”

And Hilton went, closing the door
after him with a slam, A few minutes
later Price, scowling from the study
window, had the pleasure—or otherwise
—of secing Hilton walking down to tha
cricket pround with Blundell of the
Fifth an Wing&tﬁ of the Bixth.

He scowled la::k]{ ot the backs of
their heads. The lesson which had
becn lost on Stephen Price did not scom
to heve Leen guitn lost on his friend,
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and for the present, at least, he had
lost his infuence over Cedric Hilton.

Price, scowling, turned from the
wiTndnw and lighted » cigarette.

ap!

Price hastily thrust the cigarette out
of sight asz his study door opened. A
fot faco and a large pair of sp
glimmered iz, i .

Billy Bunter gave the scowling senior
& cheery nod.

*“I may, old chap—"" eaid Dunter.

In Price's presont state of irritable
temper, “old chap " from Billy Bunter
was the last straw.

He made a jump at the Owl of the
Remove and grabbed him by the collar.

“Owl” roared Bunter. %I say,
legpo! Ow! TYou kick me, you
beast—— Yarcocooch! Ow ! Wow! You

kick me again, and I'll take that photo-

graph to Head! Ow! Leggo!”
Price let go. He let go quite sud-
denly. Ho let na if Bunter's collar

had become red-hot.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
High-Minded !

ILLY BUNTER splutiered for
B breath, and blinked angrily and
indignantly at the Fifth Form
man. Price of the Fifth stood
glaring at him. Exactly what Dunter
moent by his mention of a ‘photo-
graph ”* Price did not know; but the
mere word was sufficient to startle and
scars him, If that picture of himself in
company with Jerry Hawke was still in
existence! The bare idea was terri-
fying.
“What do you mean, Bunter {” asked
Price, tryving to speak calmly,
“Grooeoogh!™ )
“ Answer me ! hissed Price.
“ Dogoovoach 1M )
Price clenched his hands convulsively.
He longed and yearned fo knock the fat
Removite spinbning through the door-

WL,

I}'mma of which he passed Bumter
and closed the study door. Then he
turnad on the spluttering Owl again.

“ Look here, Bunter——"

* Donaoogh 1

Bunter d to recover his breath,
Broath was short with Bunter, and what
little he had Price had shaken out. The
sportsman of the Greyfriars Fifth eyed
him almost like & wolf. .

He could barely keep hizs hands off
William Georga Bunter. But he dared
not touch him. Pen had said that there
was no print of the film that had been
destroyed ; and Price, though far from
straight himself, knew when ancther
fellow was straight.

Pen had told the truth—at least, so
far ms he knew it. But what did
Bunter mean about s “photograph *
which he threatened to zhow to the
Head? Price had to knesw, before he
cauld hand over to Bunter what Bunter
was asking for,

“¥ou cheeky ead!® gas Bunter.
* Pitching into a chap! [ vou jolly
well think you ean bully a Remove man,
Price, vou'ra jolly well mistaken, seal”

Steplien Price breothed hard.

i “Wﬁf do you want here, Bunter?”
e asked.
“Mothing 1¥ retorted Bunter. "I

came here us a friend: but as you

chacae to out uﬁ rusty f[".l; gol™

Frice gritted is teath with rage. A
visit “as a friend ¥ from a fat fag in
the Lower Fourth would have irritated
the best-tompered man in the Fifih.
Aund Price wnas probably the worst
tempered. . .

But he had to keep his temper in
cheek, It was clear that Dunter would
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never have dared to chesk a Fifth
Form semior in his own study like this,
unless he fancied that he had some
power in his hands.

The fat junior turned towards the
door. Price-of the Fifth placed his back
aEainat it .

* Btay whero you are!" he said, in a
fow voice, hosky with rage. “ You've
got to explain—"

“You touch me again and I'll well I
said Bunter. “I'm willing to get a
prefect here, i you are. prefect
might like to see that picture.”

What picture T breathed Price.
“He, he, hal” ;
“I ciun’t. guite follow, Bunter,” said

Price, with forced calmness. *“What
picture are you talking about?"

“Peorhaps you don’t know!" said
Bunter, with & fat sncer. * Well, if you
don't, Pricey, I'll toll you. Bome
was taking snaps along tho Sark yester-
dny afternoon, and snapped the Cross
Keys, when somebody was there with
Jarrﬁ Hawke, smoking cigarcttes. He,
he, hel”

Bunter, blinking at Price, could sea
that this was not news to him. He waes
almost white with rage, but he did not
look surprised.

“Perhaps you saw Penfold with his
camera?” jeered Bunter. **Is it that
what's made you so jolly ratty to-day?
You kicked me, in the quad, you checky
beast! Waell, fO‘ﬂ kick me again, and
see what you'll get 1

“Of course, I never was in such a
place, yesterday or any other day,” seid
Price, still speaking calmly.

“He, ho, hel”

“We'd better hove this clear, Bunter,
Penfeld had a snap, which he brought
here to me, and which 1 have des-
troyod.  He told me that mo print had
been taken from it.”

“That's all ho knew! He, ho, he!™

"That film," went on Price, " was
misging from Penfold's study to-day.
Ho told me so. Was it in your hands "

“1 see you know zll about it, Pricey I
grinned Bunter,

“Then you had it?¥ hissed Price.

Bunter favoured him with a fab wink,

“You took a print from it §"

Another wink,

“Where's tho printi™

“"He, he, hel That’s telling 1™
chuckled Bunter.

Price knew all now. Bunter had a
print from Pen's film, without Pen's
knowledge. The negative had been
destroyed, and no more prints could be
taken. But the print that was in exists
ence was in Bunter's hands. If he had
it on his fet person, he was not likely
to get out of Price’s study with it. The
Fifth-Former put his hand behind him
and turned the key in the door.

That action elicited a fot chuckle from
the Owl of the Hemove.

“"Tain’t here ! he grinned.

Bunter was not a bright youth; but
ha was kcen eoough to read the thought
in the mind of the Fifth Iorm sports-
oo,

" Whera is it7” breathed Price.

“Where you jolly well won't ind it 1™
chuckled unter, “Think 1'm asa
enough to briog it to your study? He,
ha, ha ™

Price realised that Buntor, nsa aa he
undoubtedly was, was not likely to be
ass oenoungh for- that. ‘

of his

Tha tell-tale print was out
Bunter "—Price forced

reach.
“ Look here,

himzelf to speak calmly—""1t's quite &

mistake to suppese that I'm in that

snap. It's a fellow rather like me, but

somebody I don't even koow."
“Think the Head would think so, if

I let him zeo the print?” asked Buater,
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"T'm sure of that”

“Then j%-ﬂ-tt don't mind i 1t goes to
the Fead ™ <

*[—I'a rather it didn’t——"

“Yes; I thought you'd rather it

didn’t,” uFree.d Bunter, with a fat grin.
“T1f it isn't you in the picture, it’s your
twin brother: and -the Head might
think it was you! He, he, hel”

*T1'd rather, of course, that the thing
didn't get about,” said Price. *“In
fact, I'd give you half-a-crown for the
print."

“He, he, ho "

Price breathed hard and deep.

"How much do you want for if,
Bunter "

William George Bunter turned up his
fat liltle nose—s little farther thah
Nature had already turned it uwp—and

blinked at Price through his big
spectacles with ineffable contempt.
“If yvou put it like that, Price, I

refuse to discuss the matter at all. I

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned as they

suppose you don't know that you're an
insulting beast! You'd naturally think
a fellow was on the makel That's
tho sort of rotter yom avet"

Price pazed at him. He did not know
William George Bunter so well as
Williazn George was known in tho
Remove.

“Weil, what do vou wan!, theni” he
asked. "“'What are you gotting at?

Bunter set his collar strarght and sat
down in  lHilten's armchair. He
stretched out his fat Iitile legs comfort-
ably, while Price ayed him as if he
mu{él have eaten him.

“If you like to tulk the mattor aver
in a friendly way—" said Bunter.

Price podded. Ihis feelings, at tho
moment, were too deep for words.

“Well, it's like this,” sard Bunter, 1
waa going in for the guinca prize in
the *Iriardale Gazette.” They're offgr-
g a guinea for a photograph, you
know. Uwing to Penfold being a sclfish
beast, and owing to Wharton meddling
in may business. I'm not getting that
guinca. It's partly your fault, too—you

refused to fend me vour camaora yosber-
day. ¥You kicked me.”

“I=I'll lend you the camera, if yon
like, if—if you hand over that print,”
muttered Price.

“¥ou kicked me ™ rafnntt‘d Bunter,

UI—I—T'm =orry kicked you,
Bunter ! articulated Price.

“Well, if you apologise, all right,”
said Bunter airily, “I can accept an
apology. Now, about that print,
Wharton makes out that I can’t uze any
of Pen's prints—interforing rotter, you
know. Thoy're not Pen's prints, really,
on know, but mine—practically mine—
ut Wharton makes out they'ra Pen's,
because Pen took them himself instead
of lending me the camera, and—and I
don’t want to row with Wharton.
Still, I don’t see losing the guinea, It
was practically mine, Well, what about
it

Prica clenched hiz hands,
“If you mean that you want me to

9
I'm not nere to make arnv sordid
bargain  with you, Price. That's
bencath me, I'm doing vou a good

tern, 1n my good-natured way, and thore
the matter ends. But if yon like to
lend me a guinea until iy posial order
comes, I'd be obliged. In the cireum-
stances, I think you oupht to do that
much.”

“I=I—-T'll manage a guineca if you’ll
hand ovar that print.”

Bunter waved s fat hand ot him.

“ Understand, once and for all, Price,
that I refuse to put the malter on & sor-
did footing. Tf you lend me a guinea, it
will ba simply a loan till my postal
order comes. Then I shall square. As
for acecpling money irom you, or any-
body, I'm above it. 1'm not the sort
of chap that ean be gpiven money, I
hope.”

Price trembled with fury.

“I won't give you o penny, vou fat

i
Iooked at the proof in

giva vyou a guinca for that print—*
he pasped. :

“I don't mean anything of the kind.
That sort of thing would be beneath me,
I hope.”

“Then what do yon mean?? hissed
Price.

“I mean what I say,” answered
Bunter calmly., *Qwing to Pen's selfish-
negs, and Wharten's meddling, I'm
losing a goinea. 1t wouldn’t matter if
I hadn’t been dizappointed asbout a
postal order I was expecting [rom one
of my titled relations. DBut, as the
matter stands, I'm stony, and a guince
would come in  useful—temporarily.
I've come hero as 2 friend—— Keep
off, you beast1” added Bunter hastily,
as Price mados a coenvulsive movement.

Price controlled his feelings.

“One good turn descrves another,
doean't it?"™ said Bunter. “That print
would get vou sackod frem tho school,
and you Jolly well know it1 Well, as a
friend, I'm keeping it dark. T've put
it in o safe place. Dut, as I said, 've
been disappointed about a postal order.

] ) Penfold’s hand. Price was easlly recognisable In the
photograph, smoking a eigareite with Jerry Hawke at the Cross Keys |

scoundrel, unless you hacd over that
print."

“That's cnough.” Dunter rose from
the armchair. I might have expeeted
an outsider hike you to look ot it like
that., Low, I call it. That print's
worth less than twopenee, and I ecr-
tainiy should not think of selling it for
a puinea. It would be jolly unsorupu-
lous to do such a thing. You can talk
till you're bluck in the face, Price, but
you'll mever make me unscrupulous, I
can tell vou that. T don't expeet a fellow
of youy sort to understand o really high-
inimided chap—but thero it 18

* ¥You—you—you—="" gurgled Price.

“Unlock that a:u::rr, lonse,”  said
Dunter, with dignity. *You've said
gquite enough, Price.  You've insulied
me. I'd vuther bave nothing more to
suy to you.™

“What are you going to do with that
print ¥

“1 haven't decided yet. I may have
it [ramed, to hang up in the Rag,” said
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Bunter ¢almly. “Or I might make
Frout s present of it, or the Head! The
Heud's got two or three views of the
Sark hung up in his study, and he might
liko another, What do you think ¥

Price gazed ot him. How much of
this was sheer cbtusen=zss, how much
was “gammon,” Price could not make
ouk. !Eut one fact stood out clear—that
if he did not “lend * Bunter a guinea,
that picture of himself, adorning tho
back voranda of the Cross Keys with
Jerry Hawke, would be made public at
Greyviriars. On that point there was no
doubt at all.

“ Prout, I think,” said Bunter thought-
fully. “Prout might like it as a fellow
in his Form comes out in it. Think so,
Pricoy ™

Price made a gurgling sound.

“EF'm waiting for you to let me out of
this study,” suid Bunter, still dignified.
“T hope I shan’t have to yell for a
prefect, Pricey. 1 should have to tell
him obout that print, and he would
want to sce it. Of course, I should
_hﬂ.\r;a to produce it, if a profect ordered
me,”

Bunter rolled to the door.

Stephen Price clenched his hands, and
pnclenched them ggain. Bunter un-
"ecked the door. :

“Hold on a minute!"” said Price
huskily.

Heo fumbled in his pockets.

There was ne help for it. Two ten-
ghilling notes and a shilling were placed
in Bunter's fat hand.

The Owl of the Hemove shoved them
carelessly into his pocket.

“Thanks!” he said airily. “T'll let
vou have this back out of my postal
order, of course; Price. I'm expecting
it to-morrow.”

“Got out of my study!™ breathed
FPrice.

Bunter rolled out, and Price slammed
thoe door on him, A moment later it re-
opencd, and Bunter hlinked in.

“1 say, Pricey—"

"What do yon want nowI” hissed
Frice.

“Only a word, old chap., About thiz
little loan,” cxplained Bunter. " There's

P
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& possibility—it’s not likely, buf it’s pos- asked you fellows, but after you prae-

siblo—that my postal order may not
coma to-morrow. In that casey do vou
mind waiting till Saturday for me to
square this loan?”

Price clutched up the fives bat. DBilly
Bunter pave him a startled blink, and
departed without waiting for an answer
to his question, i

The door slammed on him again.

Once more Price of the Fifth paged
his study, with a problem on his mind
to which he could find no solution. Un-
doubtedly the way of the trunsgrossor
was a thorny one,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Piz in Clover!

el ALLO, halla, hallo
H Bob Cherry stared in at
Study WNo. T in the Remove,
He had locked 1n to speak
to Peter Todd. Toddy was not there;
but Billy Bunter was there, in all his
glory.

Bunter sat at the study fable, with a
ghiny face and sticky fingers. DBunter
was enjoying life,

Cakes ond doughnuts, jam terts and
cream-puffs, were piled before Bunter,
and he was travelling throngh the good
things ot express speed.

He blinked round at Dob's surprised
face in the doorway, and waved o fat,
sticky hand.

*Don't como in ! he said.

. “Whose Htudgohn‘lm you been raid-
ing ¥ prinned b.

“Oh, really, Cherry——*"

“Well, where did wou got all that
tuck " demonded Bob.

“Find out!” retorted Bunter. “"I'm
not asking you to this spresd, Cherrv!
Or Wharton, either! You can't expect
it after the way you've ireated me over
those films. Making out that I was
ha‘gging another fellow's films—"

*¥ou benighted bandersnateh I™

¥ Don't come in,” said Bunter, with a
disdainful blink. *“I dare say you'ro
sorry mow you didn't treat a fellow
decently. Well, it's too late! I'd have
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tically got into a conspiracy with Pen-
;&H todo a fellow out of a guinca prize,
. “T looked in for Toddy, you blither
ing Owl!” zaid Bob. *“Did you bag all
that tuck from Coker's study 7

“0h, really, you beast—-="

“Well, Coker of the Fifth is the only
man at f}rp_r,rfnars who has tuck in such
heaps,” said Bob. “If it's not Coker's,
whose is it?”

““Mine ! roared Bunter.

He turned his back on the jumior in
the deoorway, and buried his face in
cake. Bob Cherry stared at the good
things piled on the table. At least n
pourd had been expended on that supply
of foodstuffs, ho could see. As a matter
of fact, a guinea had been expended.
When Bunter was in funds, his funds ail
went the same way, and Bunter was not
the fcllow to do things by halves—in
matters of tuck, at all events.

" Well, if you seoff that stack, old fat
maon, there will be an iovalid porpoise
Iying about soon afterwards,” said Bab,
with a chuckle., *'Toddy will kick up a
row if you burst in his sfudy.™

"Gmwmgh 1" gpasped Bunter.

Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
matter 7

“ Ooooooogh 1

Bunter was travelling through the eake
at about 70 m.p.h. Bunter was hungry.
He had tea'd in Hall, and since tea !:a
had had nothing but a tin of toffees hg
had found in Wibley's stody, So he
was more thon ready for the magnifi-
cent spread which had been provided—
unwillingly—by Price of the }E')iith. But
he was gobbling cake not wisely but toa

well.  Somo of it went down tho wreng
way.
" Qooocooggeghh I gurgled Bunter,

“Choking, o
gympathetically.
“QGerrrrroooogh 1

“Like me to pat you on the back 1

“Yurcrrrrggegh 1

Bob Cherry stepped inte the study
and patted Bunter on the back. A pat
en the back was the proper first-aid for
a fellow who was choking. But perhaps
Bob patted rather hard,

Bang!

" Yooooop !” roared Bunter. “QOoogh |

fat mani?™ asked Dab

Woooooch! Yooooooh 1
Bang !
“Ow! Grooogh! DBeast! Leave

off 1* shricked Bunter. “ Wharrer you
hitting me for, you rotter? Yarcooh!”

“ Feeling better 7

“Yow-ow-ow! Beast! Wow!”

" All right now 7 asked Bob.

"Ow! No! Deast! Ow! Grovogh!
Eotter! Woooch [

“T'I give you another pat——="

“Ow! I mean, I'm all right! EKeepp
off I yelled Bunter.

Bob Cherry chuckled, and went on his
WLy, He went without thanks from
Bunter for his kind nssistance.

“Ow! Grooogh! DBoast!"” gasped
Bunter. And, having sia.mmeg the
door, Bunter sat down to restart efter
the interval.

He was poing strong when Petar
Todd came in. Toddy stared blankly
at the epread on the study table. He
scemed seareely able to believe his eyes,

“My only hat! Where did all that
tuck como from 7" ejaculated Toddy.

Bunter Llinked &t him, a rather stick
blink. Dunter was gelling sticky all
over by this Eime.

“You can have one of the tarts,
Toddy, if you like,” he said gencrously.
“One of the doughnuts, too! There I®
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“But whera did you get it?” de-was natarally rather alarmed. With =

manded Peter.

“©Oh, really, Toddy I told you I was
expecting o postal order,” said Bunter
peevishly.

“Qh, your postal order’s come, has
it said Toddy suspicicusly.

*“Yeas, old chap! From ono of my
titled relations, you know.” o,

“3ammon !” said Peter. “ You didn't
have a letter when the letters were
trotted out this afterncon, and you can'i
have hod one since. Don't give me any
gammon about o postal owder. Whose
study have you been raiding "

“Y suppose & friend can maka me a
small loan if he chooses, Toddy,” said
Bunter, with dignity. “A fellow who
Enows me—" o

“He wouldn't Tend gﬂu anything if he
kmows you!™ eaid Peter, shaking his
head

“Beast 1™ .

“You've been grub-raiding, you [at
villain! There’ll ba somebody _along
hera kicking up & shindy soon! Whers
did you get that tuck?” demanded
Peter. .

“T've got friends who are willing to
make me zmall loans, FPeter—iriends
who ain't o mean as somo fellows L
could name., A chap lent me a pound.

“What chap?” demanded Toddy.

“ind out, you cheeky beast.”

“Pm going to find out"” said Peter
Todd, taking a Etum? from the corner
of the study. “I jolly well know that
nobody’s lent you a pound. I'm not

ing to have a man in my study sacked
ﬁ gim:]ﬁng. Now, then——="

" Beast |
yelled Bunter, dodging away from the
stump. s

Peter Todd jumped.

“Price of the Fifth
pound " he roared. ‘

“"Yes, you rotter! ¥You can ask him,
if you like!" yapped Bunter. Now
mind your own bizney, you beast, and
you jolly well shan’'t have a jam-tart
or a doughnut now, so there.

Poter Todd fixed his eyes on the fat
and sticky Owl. If Bunter had been
grub-raiding in the Remove Peter was
prepared to stump him for his own

ood, while if Bunter had come into
illicib possession of & pound note Feter
was ready to “whep ™ him back into
the straight and narrow path, if he
had to break the stump on him. But
the statement that s Fifth Form man
had lent Bunter a pound fairly took
Peter's breath away. .

“You awful idiot, Bunter ! eaid Peter
at last. He was very serious now. “If
you've pinched & pound note from
someb i

“Why, you beast!” gasped Bunter,
“Think I'd pinch anything, you awful
rotter i

“] think yon'ro idiot enough for E?)Llj
nearly anything,” said Peter. * k
here, you dummy, tell me the truth. I
remember onece you picked up a bank-
note, and l!mugl{t it was yours because
you wanted it. That's the kind of brain
you've got, You pinched Pen’s photo-
graphs, only Wharton stopped you, But
pinching money is frightfully serious—

lent you a

you'd ba sacked like a shof, if you
waren't sent to Borstal—"
“You—you—you  beast!"” pgasped

Bunter, spluttering with indignation.
“ You—you—you rotter! ¥ou—you-—
u-l--n-ru X

?GWarda failed Bunter! As a matter of
fact, even Bunter had his limit, His
ideas on the subject of property were
different from those of anyone else; but
even Buntcr was incapable of * pinch-
ing " cash. Even Bunter's remarkably
elastio conscicnes was unable to accom-
modate him to that extent. But Toddy

It was Price of the Fifth!” p

geﬁnw like Bunter you really never could
E L}

“Well, where did you get it?"” de-
manded Peter, £e

: FPrico lent it to me, you beast I”

Rats [

“You can ask him,

“Well, I jolly wel
sald P
well didn’t; but I'll ask him, to make
sure,

FPeter Teft the study greatly puzzled.
Billy Bunter gave a snort and resumed
oporations on the spread.

Ten minutes later the IF'amous Five,
coming up to the Remove passage, met
Peter Todd on the landing coming away
from the Fifth Form quarters. Peter
was looking puzzled and perplexzed, not
to say flabbergasted, The chums of the
Remove paused to inguire what was up.

“Blossed if I know,” said Toddy.
“¥ou men know Price of the Fifth?
Does he strike you as a zoft sort of &
chap to be touched for a loan?®”

“Hardly,” said Iarry Wharton,
laughing,

“Does he strike you as the kind of
man to lend & Lower Fourth kid a
pound for nothing "

“ About the last man at Greyiriars to
do that, I should imagine,’’ said the
captain of the Remove.

“Well, that's what beats me,” said
Toddy. * Bunter’s rolling in tuck, and,
of course, I thought he'd pinched it
smewhere—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And he said Price had lent him a
ound.”

“ My hat I*

S‘And—and Price admits that he
did!” said Peter.

+i What?li

“I asked him. He seems to be in &
frightful temper about something, but
he said it was all right—he'd let Bunter
heve a pound, as a loan.”

A ﬁma# e fall k

“ Now, can you fellows make it out?”
asked Tnddy.:m

“No fear!®

“ The make-outfulness iz not terrjfie,™
.. X suppose it's all right, as Price says
it’s all right!" said Peier. * Dut—but
blessed if 1 cun make it out.”

. And the Famous Five could not make
it out, eithor,

u rotter.”
will ask him,”

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Eunter’s Friend In the Fitth !
“w NYTHING for me "

A It was morning bresk on
Saturday, and fcllows had
gathered round the rack for

their letters. Dick Penfold found =

teard addressed to him, an acknow-
edgment from the “Friardale Gazette.”
Pen's selection of loeal views had been
duly dispatched to the " Gazette,” and
the chums of Study No. 3 wore in hopes
that the guinea would arrive in t?mt
study the following week, Other fellows
found letters, but Billy Bunter blinked
in vain for a missive addressed to him-
self.  Unce more Dunter’s titled relations
appeared to have overlooked the
existence of their fat and fatuous
relative at Greyfriars School.

“1 say, you fellows, izn't there any-
thing for me?’ asked Bunter peevishly,
“I waz expecting a postal order—*

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Blessed if I see anything fo cackle
at!" grunted Bunter,

“The Duke de Bunter has forgotten
vou again, old fat pippin,"” said Vernon-
Smith, shaking his head, “and the
Marquis DBunter de Bunter hasn't re-
menthered you. The Earl of Bunter has

Peter Todd: “I Lknow he jﬂrﬂy ¥

=1

let you sup his memory, snd Baron
Bunter—'

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“1 say, you fellows, if there's a letior
with & crest on it, that's for me—-"

" High taxation is hitting the nobility
hard ! said the Bounder. * All Bunter's
titled relations keep on forgetting him,
Look here, Bunter, if you hke, I'll lend

ou—

“Oh, good I said Bunter, *Lend me
a pound, old chap, till my ﬁastal order
comes. It will be along on Monday.”

‘A stamp—-""

“Eh? What's the good of a atamp1”

“To write to the Duke of Bunter, and
remind him—"

5 ‘BE‘H.St Il’

_ Billy Bunter rolled away, leaving the
juniots chortling, Apparently he did
not see much hope in reminding his
titled relations that the remittance was
overdue. Possibly those moble relatives
had no existence outside Bunter’s fat
imagmation; in which case, of course,
communication would have been diffi-
cult, even if Smithy hed lent him a
stamp,

Bunter rolled into the guad with =
thoughtful wrinkle in his fat brow.
There was no hope in his titled relss
tions, but he hoped that there was hopo
in another direction. He blinked round
in the quad and spotted Price snd Hiltoa
of the Fifth, and rolled up to them,

“1 say, you follows—" began Bunter.

Price glared, and Cedric Hilton
stared. Price had his own reasons for
not kicking Bunter for his cheek, but
those reasons did not trouble Hilton
Hﬂ.; ?‘:'-Eﬁ;: i::;ﬁ]i nts foot, ¢

J at do you mean, you fat tick?™
demanded Hilton. Y

“Hold on,” muttered Price, touching
his companion on the arm. “ You know—
I told you—-*"

Hilton gave & sniff.

“If you taks my tip you'll take that
young seoundrel by the seruff of the

neck and walk him off te his Form
master,” he said. And, having given
Price of the Fifth that tip, ilton

walked sway,

Price scowled after him. Gladly
enough would ho have taken Bunter by
the scruff of the neck, But he dared
not, Awful as it was, absurb as it was,
the Fifth Form man was under tha
thumb of the fat junior. It was easy for
Hilton to give that advice, but it was
not so easy for hia friend to ack on it.

"What do you want, Bunter 7" mut-
tered Price.  The fat Ow] had not
spokeén to him sinee the visit to his
study on Thursday, and Price had heen
in &n unenviable state of mind ever
since. .

“1 was going to squarc that
out of my postel order, Price,” said
Bunter, blinking at him. * You remem-
her that was the arrangement,”

Price stared. He had not for a
moment expected to ses his twenty-one
shillings again, But if Bunter was
ready to ba “squared.” Price was cer-
tainly ready to “sguare,” though he
would rather have had the print of thg
photograph.

“Oh, all right!” he muttered. “But
look here, Bunter, you can keep the
money, if-~if you hand over that print.
I—T want 1t."

“0Oh, really, Prical

uinea

I've told wyou

that I couldn't ibly accept a gifs
from you. Dién't I:’Ir spcni? plafnlr
enough "

Frice breathed hard.
. "I supnose you don't mean to be
insulting, 5_ sanid Bunter; “but the sug-
i;f.-st.mn 18 insulting, all the same. You
ent me a guines, Well, I'm scitling
out of my postal order, when—when it
Tug Maicwer LiBrary.—~No. 1,221,
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comos. As it happens, there's been soma
delay in tho post, and it haso't come
to-day. Do you mind waiting till next
wock " _

“ No—yes—all right!”

Price moved away. Ho did not went
to be scen in conversation with Bunter
of the Remove, .

“] gay, don't walk away while &
fellow's talking to you!" exclaimed
Bunter.

Price moved on. i

“Price!” bawled Bunter. I say,
I'm spenking to you, Price!l

The hapless Fifth-Former turned
back. A dozen fellows glanced at him.
Harey Wharton & Co., coming out of
the House, stared blankly. Why tho
Fifth Form man did aot kick Bunter
for his check was an amazing mystery.

“Yop—you young idiot!” breathed
Prico. “If you want to speak to me,
como to my study ofter class— _

“Y pan’t wait till after ::'lass;” said
Bunter calmly. “The tuckshop's open
in break—I mean, I'm rather pressed
for time. My time's of value. Price,
I've not got a lot of time to spiro fﬂr
you, I can tell you. Look here, I've
beon disappointed about that postal
order, -amlp }I} can't sqUArs to-day., DBut
that isn't &ll, you sec.”

Price realised that it was not all. He
renlised that there was more to come;
and he gucssed now what it waa.

“Ag the matter stands,”™ went on
Bunter, “ I'm stony! The point is, can
you lend me ten bob till my postal
order comes next week ! That will make
thirty-one shillin%sl, which I will square
oll at once. Heel” .

Price's face was almost white.

It was true—and even the enraged
Prico could sce—that Billy Bunter did
not realise what a young rascal he was.
Bunter would have been quite shocked
at the suggestion that he was screwing
money out of a fellow to keep o shady
sccret. It did not present itself to his

owerful intellect in that light at all
%unt&r's wonderful brain moved in its
own mysterions way, its wonders to
perform ! ]

But whether tho fatuous Owl realised
what he was doing, or net, it came to
the same thing, so far as Price was
concarned.

1f looks could have slain, probably
Billy Bunter’s fat carcer would have
been terminated on the spot.

Fortunately for DBunter,
couldn't !

“You eec?” asked Bunter cheerfully.
“That's how it is. II we're friends,

looks

“*¥ou checky young scoundrel !’

¥ \What 7"

#1—1 wmean—"" stammnered Prico.

“Well, what do you mean?" de-
manded Bunter trwenlently. i we'rn
not friends, say so! I don't mind, I
aszura vou! I'm not keen on being
friendly with a chap who gors blagging
at a pub, and gots his photograph taken
hobnobhing with a billiards sharper,
ﬂnl'.i.—‘_"

“Bhut up!” breathed Price, in an
agony of dread,

*Well, are we friends or not™

" Yes 1" pasped Price. :

YWell, if wo'ro fricods, I think you
might oblige me with a small loan till
my postal order eomes!  There's no
doult about 1t, you know. It's from
onc of my titled relations. It's merely
a question of a little delay in the post.
What about ten bob till, sary, Wednes-
dll}"?“

“"I—1—1 shall bave to borrow it frowm
Hilien,” mauttered the wretched Trice.

Tue Magner Lisnany.—No. 1,221,

*“[—I-I'll let you havae it after third
gchool, Bhut up now." )

Bunter grunted discontentedly. Price
walked away hastily, leaving tha Owl
of the NRemove grunting, Bunter
blinked round, and saw the Famous
Five staring «t him from a little die-
tance. They had not heard what waus
said ; but they had witnessed the scene
and were wondering Dlankly why
Stephen Price had not strewn Bunter mn
the quad. The fat junior rolled over
to them.

“I zay, you fellows—"

“What on earth deoes thia mean,
Dunter?” demanded Harry Wharton.
“What is thut Fifth Forin man letting
vou cheek him for?”

“FEh! Pricey's a friend of mine,"
salid Bunter. *“I've rather taken him
up, _ifﬁu li;nul;?" 5 i

“Yeou burbling dummy—

“(Oh, really, Wharton! TLook here,
can you Jend me ten bob!" asked
Bunter. “It's all right, you know—
Frice is going to lend it to me, as soon
as he's borrowed it from Ililten of the
Fifth.'”

“What?"' gasped Wharton.
“My only hat!” ejaculated Dob
Cherry.

"My esteemed wpreposterous Dunter,
Fﬂu__ﬂi-

“1 say, you fellows, trot along to the
tuckshop with me!™ said DBuntor
generously. “My treat, you know!
You treated mo rottenly—rather un-
scrupulously, in fact—over those filins!
But I never was a chap to bear malice !
Come and have some ginger-pop! My
treat—if you lend me ten tlﬂg—"

“What iz Price of the Filth goin
to give you moncy for, Bunter?" aske
Hazry YWharton quetly.

“0Oh, really, Wharton! If you think
I'm the sort of fellow that can be given
NG EY——""

* You burbling idiot 1"

“Pricoy 12 going to lend me ten bob
till my postal order comes. I suppose a
pal ean lend o pal ten bob if he Likes B
sgid Bunter warmly. " You needn’t be
joalouz about my having pals in the
Fifeh ! [—0™

“Dh, kick him!"” said Johnny Bull.

“I =ay, wyou feollows—l say—
Whooooop 1"

Billy Bunter
The Famous
snother,

“MNow, what the thump does this
mean, you men " asked Wharton,

But the Co. could only shake theix
hoads.

rolled away hastily.
Fiva looked at one

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!
CEDRI‘D IILTON etrolled into

the Homove passage after class

on Monday, and stopped ab

Study No, 8. He tapped at the
door and threw it open, and DPenfold
and Newland, who were at tea, looked
round in surprise. They were not
ur:ﬁuntumud to visitors from the Fifth.

Can come in?" asked Hilton
politely.
“0h, trot in!"" said Pen. * What the
thump——"

Hilten came in, and closed the door
after him, Pen pointed to a chair, but
the dandy of the Fifth shook his head,
with a smile, and remained standing;
hizs hands in his pogkets, hiz oyes
curiously on the two jumors.

“I've dropped n to speak to vou,
Penfold,” he zaid. “I'm pretty sure
that you've not in it"

“In what?’ asked Pen, with a stare.

THE MAGNET

“DBunter's little game,"” drawled
Hilton.

“What the dickenz—"*

“It's about that jolly old pholograph

you took of Price one day last week,”
explained Hilton.,

_ " Oh, my hot! Is Price still worry-
ing about that?” exclaimed Newland.
“'Yhat's all done with, Hilton. Pen
took him the film, and he destroyed it.
What more does he wanti"

“¥You told Price that you never took
any print of that especial film, Pen-
fold 7™

“That's so " assented Pen.

“You didn’t know that & priot of it
was in existence I"

Pen jumped.

“What rot!"” he said. “I su
Price is cad enough to think that I
might have been stuffing him. You can
tell him not to worry. Nothing waa
ever printed from that negdtive.

“Not by you!" agreed Hilton. “But
1 gather that the nepative was out of
your hands for a Lime. Somecbody
baggoed jf——"*

“It was Bunter, but he brought it
back again,” said Pen. “Wharton
chipped in, and made him cough it up.
I didn’t know it was Bunter, till he
brought it back to this study.”

“Well, while Bunter had the negative
he must have had & print taken of
Price's picture.”

“"}El, rot 1"

“He's told Price so, at any ratal I
was sure that you weren't in thia game
—though Price has his doubts. I think
vou're a straight kid.'*

“Thanks ' said Pen dryly. Em'r;.r
I can't say the same of you and Price.”

Hilton lnughed.

. "Well, the long and the short of it
i3, that Bunter has that print; wnd you
koow what it would mean for Prico if
it %‘j‘t. out. Bunter's getting money out
of Price to keep it dark.”

"Oh, holy smoke !

“It's geftin®  quite  unpleasant,”
drawled Hilton. * Bunter's exhausted
poeor old Price's financial resources, and
Price has had to draw on mine., I
think it's time it was stopped.™

“But—but—even Bunter wouldn'e
dare—"" stammered Pen,
“It's up to you, I think,” said

Hilton., “Bunter's got that print hidden
somewhere, and he's holding it over
Price. He docsn’t seen: w understand
what an unscrupulous youhg scoundrel
he is, bot that doesn't help Price, Aa
you took the photograph, Penfold, it’s
up to you to get that print back from
Bunter. It's your ﬁl‘-ﬁpﬂﬂj’, you know;
and 1've told you how it's being used.
If you're not in this with Bunter—"

“You checky rotter!” bawled Pen.

“Well, 1 believe you're not; though
You can’t really blame Price for havin'
doubts on the subject. Price is a bit
neevy these days.”

“1 don't believe a8 word of it]®
snapped Pen. " Even Bunter 1sn't such
a rank outsider as that! Go and eat
cole, and tell Price to do the same!™

“I—I say! 1 fancy there's something
in it," said Monty Newland slowly.
“Fellows have been talking about
Bunter borrowing money from a Fifth
Form man.”

“He's got ithat print, and it's vp to
vou i{o get it away from him,” said
Hilton. “If it all comes out there'll be
a fearful row. Price will get bunked
from the school!”

“8erve lim jolly well  rpight ™
growled DPen.  “And wou jolly well
cught to be bunked along with him,”

“Never muand thatl Tf Price goes up
ta the benk, you can bet that he will
let the beak krow what Bunter's been
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“ Here's Bunter,
can do anythin
Bﬁh 1 i

Price,”

doing—and Dunter will get the boot
plong with him, asnd you——"

“What about me, blow you?™

““Well, Prico thinks you're in the
game with Bunter; and you'll jul]g
well have to prove you're mot,” sat
Hilton coolly. *“The negetive was
yours; and you let Bunter get hold of
it and take a print, and he's using
that print, in plain language, to black-
mail Prico. ou'll find yourself in a
jolly unpleasant E;uaitinn if it all comes

ofore the beak.

With that, Hilton of tho Fifth strolled
out of the study. He lelt Dick Penfold
foirly gosping.

“Why, the—the—the rotter!” stut-
tered Pen. **Does he think—does Prico
think—— Why, the pair of rotters—"

“We'd hetter loock into this, old
son!" said Newland., * Bunter’s been
getting moncy from somewhere, If
ho's been getting it from Price, it's
pretty clear. o was going to have
prints taken from those films to use in
tho °‘Friardale Gazette® competifion,
only Wharton stopped him. If he had
prints taken, of ecourse, he spotted
Price's chivvy in one of them, And—
and I'm afraid it would be like him
to keep that ono and use it as Hilton
says hao's using it.”

“J1 ean't believe it.”

“Well, let's ask Bunier, anyhow.”

The ¢hums of Study No. 8 finished their
tea hastily, and went along to Neo. T
in the Remove., They fmlnﬁ the three
occupants of that study at home. Peter
Todd and Tom Dutton were sitting
down to tea; Billy Bunter was survey-
ing a rather sparse tea-tablo with a
dissatisficd and disdainful blink.

* Mensly spread, Toddy ! Bunter was

sald Wharton,
g bar slaughter him ! Come on,
 I—1I say, you fellows,'* yelled Bunier
appealingly, ** d-d-don’t leave me here 1"

(1] Yﬂ
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saying, as Pen and Newland arrived in
the doorway.

“My dear old barrel,” said Toddy
genially, *“the tuckshop's open; and if
you want to add somcthing to the jolly
old festive board, there's nothing to
stop you.™ ; :

“I've been disappointed about =
postal order.”

“Thon you'll be disappointed about
a spread, too, old fat man! Hallo,
vou men ¥ Peter glanced round at the
neweomers. “Trot in! Tf you've come
to tea, wo've got o couple of sardines—
one cach.”

“We've come to sce Bunter,” said
Newland,

“Here he iel And you're welcomo
to him—mere than weleomo. Take him
awny with you, with my blossing.”

; ;:}Lu-nk here, Bunter——" began Pen-
old.

Billy Bunter blinked at him,

“¥ou necedn’t come in here, Penfold 1™
he said Ioftily, “T don't want to have
anything to do with you. After the
way Fyou've treated me over that
guinea, I bar you. I never could stand
unserupulousness.”

“You fat chump—" . -

Bunter waved a podgy hand in dis-
missal,

“Get out ™ he said.  “You're going
to bag my guinca prize—it's the sort
of thing one would cxpect [rom a
seholarship  bounder. ow've  pot
Wharton to back you up in diddling mo
out of that guinea, He's jolly nearly as
anserupnlous as you ore.  Sickening, I
call it. Shut the door after yon.”

'S
|
c  Hh
% I 1

“isn't he a brate?” asked DPeter.
“Isn't he a jolly old prize-packet?
Why did they send him here when
there wus a vacant place in s lunatie
asylum ™

“0Oh, roally, Toddy! Look hore, Pen-
fold, I've told you I bar you, and I
mean it. If there's one thing I never
could stand, it's meanness and sclfish-
gﬁm,und unscrupulousness, Just clear

l!l

“¥eu pinched my films from my
study,” said Penfold. “Did you take a
print of the ono that had Price in it]"

#1 decline to discuss the mattor with
vou, Penfold! They were reall mg
films, sz you jolly well know. I shoul
have taken thom if you'd lent mme your
camere, L may have had a pring n,
or I may not, Owing to that benst .
Wharton, T couldn’t uso the prints. Ha
was going to drag Queleh into it if I
did. You're bapging my guinea—"

“It's all right, TPen!” said Toddy,
“"Bunter won't daro to use the print, if
he's got one”

“It's not that,” said Pen. "“One of
the pictures had the Crose Koys in it,
with Price of the Fifth——"

“0h, my only hat "

“Bunter's kept a copy of lhat one,
and he's making Price pay him to ke
it dark—at least, Hilten says s0.
want to know.”

“Jroat Chrislopher Columbus! That's
the giddy history of the mystery, is 1477
gasped Poter. “You fot villain ! That's
how you'vo been getling moncy out of
Trico of the Fifth. is it?

Tueg Macwer Lisnary.—wo. 1,221,
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“Why, you beast,” Bunter spluttered
with indignation, “I've told you that
Price lent me somo tin—I'm going to
sottle out of my postal order! Is that
whl;atr!yuu call gotting money out of a
c *

“Then it's truel” exclaimoed Pen.

1 fancied it was!"” paid Monty New-
land, with a nod.

“T'va said that I decline to discuss
the matter with you, Penfold. Just
get out of this study "

“Where's that print?” ssked Pen
quietly.

“Where vou jolly well won't find it!”
epecrocd Bunter. *If you want one,
you can got one taken from the nega-
tive, same as I did.”

“The +nagntilm'a %ﬂatrulv]s:dﬁd:::gt& th{alt
print 18 n o royoed,
100. Wherfu ia Eﬂ"’*

“Pind out

“VYou fat wvillain! axclaimed Poter
Todd. “Cough it up at onco!™

“ Oatch me!? specered Bunter. “VYou
oan jolly well keep out of this, Toddy.
I'm not going to have you sticking my
fricnd in the Fifth for loans.”

*What!” yelled Toddy.

“I'm surprised at you, Toddyb I
must say it's jolly unscrupulous of you
to want to get hold of that print and
gtick Price! Dash it all, a fcllow ought
to have a sens¢ of honour!” exclaimod
Bunter wormly.

Poter Todd gazed at him  open-
mouthed. William George Bunter hod
guite taken his breath away.

“As for the pring,” said Bunter, “it's
in a safe pleece, and I'm Leeping it
dark—for Pricey’s sake, you know.
He's & friend of mine, and I'm
protecting him. I'm not going to have
him persccuted by & lot of unscrupulous
fellows! You can't expeot ik, As a
matter of fact,” added Bunier
cautiously, “I nover had a print made
from that film at all. I nover knew
that Price camec out in it, and it didn't
make me jump when I saw it nt the

otographer's. As for you, Penfold,

want to have nothing to do with you
unless you do the honournble thing
over that guinea. I'm willing to go
halves if you get tho prize. That's
gonerous. Otherwise, I bar vou!”

Bunter rolled to the door.

“¥ou can have that measly spread
all to yourself, Toddy! I'm going
to tea with a friend in the Fifth!”

And the fat junior rolled out of tha
study, lunﬁng Penfold and Newland
snd Peter Todd staring at one another,
They scomed to be
words.

uite ot & loss for

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called 1o Ascount !

ARRY WHARTON tapped at
H the door of DPrice’s study in
tho Fifth, and locked in, Tea
was going, on in that stody.
Billy Bunter sst at the table, with a
shiny, cheerful, fat countenance, Prico
of the Fifth was scowling at him across
the festive hoard: but his scowls did
not scem to affectk Bunter's spirits, or
his appetite, DBeaming hospitality was
not necessary to Bunter. So long as the
Ep.road was ample, Dunter was satis-
ed. And the spread in Price's study
was quite ample. The hapless sports-
men of the Fifth had had to strain his
credit at the school shop to provide
that spread for lhis unwelecome pucst,
He dared not rofusc: but the looks he
gave Bunter across the table indicated
only too plainly what he would have
dono had he dared.
THE Maaxsr Lisrant.—No. 1,221,
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Ho gave the m&;tain of the Remaove
a black look, as Wharton appeared in
the doorway. Bunter, on the other
hand, bestowed guite a genial blink on
the new arrival.

Trot in, old besn,’ said Bunter hos-
pitably, “Come in to tea, old chap.
FPrice won't imind—will you, Pricey 7

f'rice pritted his {eeth. ]

“There's lots,” said Bunter, waving
Wharton to a chair, " Pricey's $]ad to
see any friend of mine. Ain't you,
Pricoy "

“You're wanted,
Wharton quietly.

With a swing of his arm, the captain
of the Remove epun Bunter fo the door.

“Why, you silly fathead,”” howled
Bunter, “wharrer you mean?™

“I mean, that you're wanfed in my
atudy, and that if vyou don't walk there,
I'l kick you ail the woy,” answered the
captain cf the Remove.

*“0Oh, really, Wharton— Yarooooh I’*

Stepheo Price stared on in amazemont
a3 Bunter rolled out of the study under
the propulsion of Wharten’s boot,

Wharton did not speak s word to the
Fifth-Former, Having kicked Bunter
out of the study, he followed him into
the passage and kicked apgain.

With a prolonged howl, the fat junior
broke into a run.

Thrice Wharton's boot got home, on
the way to Study No. 1.” Bunter was
feeling quite hurt by the time bhe
arrived there,

He bolted into the study, eplutfering.

There were a good many fellows in
the room waiting for him. The Ce.
wore there, and }gentn]d, Newlund, and
FPeter Todd. Wharton followed Bunter
in and shut the door

“Got him?” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Yes; he was teaing with Price.”

“Priec awifully cut up at losing his
guest?' chuckled Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows—"

“Now, you fat scoundrel—"' began
Wharton.

“Look here, what are vou up to?”
roared Dunter in indignant wrath, “I
den't want to come into this study.
1 bar this study. I'm & rather par-
ticular chap in some things, and I tell
you, I bar this study! Now open that
door 1"

“Where's that print?™?

“Oh, really, Wharton 1”

“Pen's told us all about it, you fut
freak. I'm taking the matter up as
captain of the Form. If you weren't
& benighted idiot, I'd mareh you
straight off to Quelch, and you'd bs
taken to the Head and bunked. You've
got & print of o photograph with Prico
in 1, and yow've been getting money
out of that Fifth Form cad to keep it
dark.”

*1 haven't!" yelled Runter.

“Then what has Price becn giving
you money for?” demanded Newland.

“He hasn't! He's lent mo a fow
small sums. I'm going to settle out
of my postel order,”

“It's no good talking to him,” said
Bob Cherry, picking up & fives bat.
“Where's that print, Bunter®”

“Go and eab coke! If you fellows
think you're going fo get hold of that
print and get tips out of Price to keep
it dark, you're jolly well mistaken, I'm
surprisce at you,™

“Why, you fat rascal—"
Johony Bull,

** Put him across the table,” said Boh
Cherry, flourishing the fives bat. I
tell you, it’s no good talking to him,"

In four or five pairs of hands,
William George Bunter was heaved
across the study table.

Bunter,” said

roarod

_ Thore he was placed face downwards,
in_a favourable position for batting.

Hands grasped his fat arms and his
fat legs and held him in position,
wriggling spasmodically.

"“Now, then, vou fat freak, where's
that photograph? asked Wharton.

* Beast 1"’

“Go it, Bob !

Bolr Cherry “went it.” The fives bat
eame down on a pair of tight trousors
with a crack like a pistal-shot; and the
yell that followed from Billy Buntor
woke every echo in the Remove passage.

— vy ma—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Beastly for Bunter !

HACK!
W “Ow
Whack !
“Yaroooooh I
Whack!

“Beast! Btoppit! T say, vou fellows,
I haven't really got a pimmgraph of
Price at all !

Whack, whack !

“0Oh, you rotters! Owl
Help! Fire! Yarooooh!”

Billy Bunter wriggled and roared.
The fives bat came down rhgthmiea]l X
‘There was plenty of beef in Bob's right
arm, and it was evident that William
(eorge DBunter would get tired before
Hobert Cherry did.

“Ow, ow! T say, vou follows, I.—
I-I'll go and fetch it!™ gasped Buntesr.
“I—1 suy, I'l let nll you ?cllum mio
it, if you like! mme go, aod 1'I
go and feteh that print. Ow!™

“And yow'll come back with it, if
we let you out of the study?” grinned
Nugent,

“¥es, old chap!
word for that™

“I don't think!” chuckled Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry ™

Whack! Whacek!

* Yaroogooop !

“Tell 4s where you've put it, you
fut chump ! exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Bhan’t I yolled Bunter.

Whack, whack, whack |

“Yow-ow-ow ! T rocan, T'I tell you 1™
wailed Bunter. * Oh, i.'n-u beasts! Owl
I-1 was going to tcll you, all along.
I—I want to tell you. Ow! It's In
the box-room! Ow! Hidden up the
chimney! Wow! Oh erikey 1™
H;:{:ut off to the box-room, Pen,” said

TLY.

P'en’ left the study. Billy Bunier
wriggled painfully. The juniors waited
for Dick Fenfold to return.

He was not lung gone. 058
turned on him as ho re-entercd Study
No, 1 with a sooty envelope in his hand.

From the sooty envelope which the
astute Owl had concealed in the box-
room chimney Pen drow the print—and
the juniors grinned as they looked mt
it.

Price of the Fifth was ecasily recogis.
able in the photograph, smoking a
cigarette with Mr. Jerry Hawke on the
veranda at the back of tho Cross Keys,
and it was no wonder that the existenco
of that photograph kept the sportsman
of the Fifth on tenterhooks of terror,
Certainly he would not long have
remained at Greyfriars had the eyes of
Dr. Locke fallen u it.

“That's the jolly old artiele!'’ said
Bob Cherry, with a chuckle. * Pricey
ought really to be a bit more carciul
when he gots blagging—and when a
voung ass 15 out loose with a camera.”

“I say, you fellows—""

“Here's a match!™
Wharton.

{Continued on paye 28.)

Leggo !

You can take my
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The Clenched Hand [

b 00D heavens——"*
G. The breathless ery broke

from Ferrers Locke. On &

common Jmpulse, the Baker
Btreet detective and Jack Drake, broke
into & run, roacing out acrosy the
treachorous marshland to the ruin where
that strange, grim shadow-show had
been plaved to its tragic finish before
their watching eoyes.

Already the man who had fung the
other from the top of the tower, had
vanished from sight into the building.

‘That he had sought to murder his
antagonist, and had probably succeeded
in his attempt, was only too plain.

In the ecepidly falling darkness,
Ferrars Locke and his boy assistant tore
on over the soft, grassy hummocks of
land that formed & maze of paths
between the muddy weoter-channels, It
was difficult going—and for Jaek, with
his left arm in a sling, it was even
harder than it might have beecn, The
H]lpﬁ&t‘? footing provided by the narrow
paths of tussock-grass and sea-lavender,

rowing between the mud-guts, caused
them to flounder and 2i]l but fall several
times; and a fall into one of these deep
mud-guta'-, where the soft mud waited to
suck down any vietim lke a black quick-
pand, might have spelt death for either,

But at last they came to the raised,
grasey mound on which the old stone
tower stood., They raced round the
gircular wall, and found at their fect
the huddled figure of a2 man Iving
among the fellen masonry thet was
seattered in the rank grass,

Jack Drake gave o swift exclamation
of surprize. The man was a negro—a
small-built man in muddy clothes his
eyes glassy and bloodshot as he stared
up at the youngsier and the detective.

A terrible cut ncross one of the black
man's temples, showed where he bhad
struck one of the blocks of fallen

masonyy, when he had been flung from
the parapet high above.

Forrers Locke and Jack Drake knelb
swiftly beside him, FNor the moment,
their one thought was for the negro; of
the other figure they had seen, there was
no sign,

“ He's done " muitered the detective.

It was only too terribly clear that the
negro could net live very long. Locke,
experienced in such prim matters, saw
at once that the man had been mortally
injured in his fall, He loosened the
collar round the ebony neck, and the
dying man's breathing eased.

His eyes closed. He seemed scarcely
to realiso thetr presence. The thick lips
moved, wind an inccherent mutier camo
from them.

“What does he say?"” breathed Jack.

Famous delective picks up the
tip he wanted by playing a
“ waiting ** pame.

Hoeethe  hand!” Thia time the
thickly-spoken words were just andible.
“The clenched hand, boss!™

For a moment, the bloodshot eyes
flickered. open and fastened on Fervers
Locka with vpnderstanding. The negro
was trying to tell them something, it
scemed.

“Yes?'" nrged Loacke pontly.
cleiched hand? What 1s that?"

“'I'he house of the clenched hand——-"
The black man’s words faltered and

“Tho

¥

stopped. His head fell back upon
Locke's supporting arm. The
detective’s hand went swiltly to tho

nezro's heavd, bub there was only the
faintest flicker of lifo now: and as
Tocko's hand lay there, the heart
Lbeneath ceased to beat.

“"He's gone!"" suid the criminologist,
“Poor chap!"

Jack Drake sprang to his feet with
blazing oyes.

“Where's the hound whe's done
this?"" he panted, staring round through
the gloom,

There was no sign of anvone on the
mound. But close to them was tho dark
opening that led into the tower, Jack
;J'rail-:a raced in, Forrera Locke at hia
1eela.

A circular stone room, lit by slits in
the wall, with a crombling stone stair-
ecase winding round i to the upper patt
of the tower, lay before them as they
patsed on the threshold. But it was
desorted. A deathly silence filled the
tower as they stood staring about them.

“Up thoso stairs ' snapped, Loocke.
“If ho's still up there, ho's trapped !’

Thae deteetive raced up the narrow
stair that wound round the bare,
cireular wall, Jock Drake following him.
T'hey eawme out on to the flat stone recf
of the iower, surrounded by itz high
parapet, on which they had scen the
negro  and  his  unknown  assailant
embraced in their death struggle.

Jack and the detective peered round
in the dim light. And then, from
somewhere behind them, came a sudden,
soft volca,

“Mr. Locke, T believe?™

The ptir swung round.

Standing n  the shadow of the
parapet, scarcely two vards from them,
was the {all Ligure of & wan—a man
who looked strangely like some preat
bird, with his bigh hooked nese and
tiny black cves, that stared at tﬂlmm un-
winkingly. Ilis grey, straggling hair
stirred in the wind, with tho high bald
ciown of his head protruding whilte and
bare. Two clawlike hands bung at the

Tre Mauxer LisRary.—No. 1,221,
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end of long arms, the fingers twitching
as if with hidden excitemeont.
“Mr, Locke, 1 believe?"

He ropeated the soft, purring words

mockiogly, his oddly unwinking eyes
never leaving the detective's [uce.

“You arc surprised that I know your
nama?’’ cut in the gaunt-lﬂakm_g figure
in sardonic tones. Mly dear sir, your
fame is world-wide! I recognised you
even as you came running over the
marshes, from guite a distance. I made
finally certain that it was you when I
watched you from the parapet as you
sttended to the last rites of the un-
fortunate black dewn therel”

“It's you who killed him!" cried
Drake hoarsely.

Tho tall figure shrugged. .

“J threw him off the tower, n‘:«E*l"mat.:uﬂy,;.r
He deserved it. & faithless rescal—

Thore was & sudden exclamation from
Locke., His eyes had gone past the tall
figure to something clamped to the wall
behind him—an assortment of gueer:
looking apparatus, wires and coils and
wiraless valves, attached to a black bex
at the foot of the parapet.

Jack Draoke had seen it, too. And
in 8 Aash theo same thought came to the
youngster ttl:at had already come to
Ferrers Locke.

Could this be the apparatus thoy had
gurmised must exist, by which the rail-
way bandits atﬂp%m‘l the traina they
marked down as their prey? Had the
bandits hidden the mysterious nstru-
ment in this deserted tower, and [rom
thers operated it upon the train they
had rnbhedl that I'l';l:il‘ﬂlﬂﬂ', at & spot
nearly a mile away? _

legr detective had been searching the
neighbourhood of the tramm hold-up in
gearch of signe of just such an
apparstus. Had their search  been
suceessiul at last? 1

The birdlike man saw where their
eyes were fastenmed. A sirange look
leapt into his lean face. He hud heen
gtanding between it and them as if with
the purpose of hiding it if possible.
Wow ho moved aside with a mocking
emile, . . :

“Yen are interested in my little
apparatus?’’ he murmured. “I do not
imagine that you will be intercsted In
it—or in anything clse—for very long!
Bo take a good look while you may !

Hiz voico had risen to a sudden
menacing note. His eyes were glimmer-
ing with a baleful light in the gloom.

fore Jack or the detective could
prevent him, the man had taken a
sudden leap for the top of the parapet.
They sprang forward, but it was too
late. With a mocking lnugh, the gaunt
figure leapt, vanishing over the edge
of tho tﬂ“l'::r. Idmp;;;ng Tth up-flung
arms into the gloom beyond. ‘

“He's mad!” panted Jack. “"He'll be
killed—"

They heard a great splosh. Scramb-
ling up on to the parapet Ferrers Locke
peered down. ﬁﬁ saw that a black
channel of water ran up to the tower
on the farther side, and above the dark
surface, as he watched, there rose a
head. With long strokes the mysteri-
ous occupant of the ruined tower was
swimming swiftly away into the gloom.

“He's not going to get awar,
though!™ jerked out Locke. “ Quick,
young "un!”

He raced for the top of the steps that
led down to the interior of the tower.
But something lying at his feet caused
him to pause abruptly—a serap of paper
that lay close by the mysterious appara-

tus clamped to the inner wall of the
parapat. i

The Baker Street detective snatched it
up, staring down ab it with gleaming
eves, :

It was o half-sheet of notepaper, with
a single word scrawled across it—
“Moon.” At the top of the shect was
at-nm{}ed a crest; o dark red hand—
tirhtly elenched.

“The clenched hand ™

Staring over Locke's arm Jack Droke
echoed the words of the negro who lay
dead at the foot of the tower.

That this mysterious clenched hand
was in some way & clue to the riddle
Locke did not doubt. ¥e was convinced,
too, that the apparatus they had found
in thoe old tower had something to do
with the activities of the railway dits,
though there was no time to examina it

now.
At all costs they must catch the
n(*gru’s slayer !
ut ag they started towards the stone

staira again, Ferrers Locke thrusting
into his poeket the sheet of papor bearing
the sign of the clenched hand, & sudden
blinding sheet of crimson Bame came
feaping up the stairway. A splitting
roar burst upon their ear-drums, seem-
ing to fill ecarth and sky, stunning their
EenscE.

The old tower rocked beneath their
faet, Cracking and smashing, the old
walls burst outwards. The stone Roor
on which Locke and Jack had been
standing was hurled up in a mass of
fying masonry, finging them with it!

In that last fraction of time before his
senses left him Jack Drake knew that
the tower was being blown sky-high!

No doubt in order to destray the
apparatus there, the strange, bird-like
man whom they had found ad tho top
of the ancient building had already pre-
pared for the tower's destruction by the
time they had arcived.

Crashing and roaring, the thick old
walls collapsed like a house of cards.

Where were Ferrers Locke and Jack

Drake?
T heart of the marshes still seemed
to rumble over the saltings and
mudflats, as the lean figure of the man
who had leapt from the top of the tower
in the nick of time drogged himeeif
from the water. Serambling on tp the
salfings 2 couple of hundred yards from
the wrecked tower, the man with the
bird-like face stood staring back,
A cackle of evil laughter broke from
his lips.
“ 8o much for Ferrers Locke!™
His black., bird-like eves, set eloso
on either side of his beaky nose, pglit-

The Man at the Inn !

HE roar of the explosion that had
destroyed the old tower in the

THE FIRET CHAPTERS.
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tered triumphantly as he peered through
the gloom towards the ruin of the tower.
Tha old walls, rent and torn by the
explosion, rose jagged against tho sunact
amid huge lumps of broken masonry.
(Jf Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake, who
had been on the roof of the tower when
the explosion had taken place, there
was no sigo ! : z

Again the weird figure with the
straggling grey hair, irom which his
high, bald crown protruded like an
egg, gave a cackle of evil glee aa he
etood in his dripping clothing, peering
back towards the silent ruins.

“8o much for Ferrers Locke!™ he re-
peated, with & shrill chuckle, shaking
a triumphant elaw-like hand towards the
remains of the old tower. “l1 wondered
Ea{iﬂu would pit }i;:lurself egalnst m

el You did, but you soon foun
Dr, Lash too much for you, eh

He turned and loped away swiftly
through the gathering inists, picking his
way unerringly over the treacherous
mudhbanks and slippery saltings fowards
the line of higher ground that marked
the edge of the great expanse of salt
marshes., It was there, beyond the far-
off belt of trees, thut the railway ran—
the lonely streteh of line at the edge-
of the marshland whore the mysterious
gmlwu.{ bandits whe had been terroris-
ing all England had carried out the
latest of their daring exploits.

_With long strides the strange, bird-
like figure of the man who had called

himself Dr. Lash vanizshed into the
mizts.

% ¥ W ¥ -

“Yea, Foerrers Locke 13 dead !

The shrill, cackling voice of Dir. Lash
held a note of gloating triumph as he
grinned across tho table at the man
seated opposite him in & private room of
the Black Bwan Inn at Wytting, the
Iittle village not far frem the scene of
the railwey bandits’ latest hold-up.

It was an hour later.

A large, clogsed car had been waiting
for the mysteriopus Dr. Lash in o lonely
lune near the edge of the marshés when
that strange individus! had left the
seeng of the explosion which—so he felt
convineed—must have spelt death for
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake. The
man waiting in the car had driven Lash
straight to Wytting, and the two were
now alone together in an upstairs room,
enjoying o meal in striet privacy.

“You are sure of that?” muttered the
other, a big, thick-set man with the
shoulders and arms of a prize-fighter,
anil o broken noze to go with them,

“Quite sure, Tallon!” purred Lesh.
“They were on the roof when the tower
went sky-high, I tell you! 1 only just
got away myself in the nick of time, if
it comes to that—had to dive into that
water channel that runs up to the tower,
and swim for it!”

“¥You know it was Ferrors Locke 7'

[ Of course. I could not fail to recog-
nise the famous sleuth!™ chuckled Dr.
Lash in mocking tones. **As vouw know,
I had cxpected that tho railway people
would tire of Scotland Yard's failures,
and would ask Locke to get to work. It
was he right enough, ﬁ‘r’hy, I recog-
nised him as he was approaching the
tower ! 1t was that fact w}i;ich made me
gct that time-bomb I had brought with
me in case of some such emergency.”

* Lucky you had it with you, dector,”
grinned the man named Tallon. “It
wouldn't have done for Locke to have
cxamuned our litfle apparstus ioo
closcly and lived to tell the tale ™
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Dr. Lash chuckled shrilly.

“No!™ His black, beady eyes
glittered. “But 1t 13 an infernal
nuisance, all the same, that the
epparatus had to be destroyed. If only

1 had been able to get it away as I
intended ! 3Still, we should have missed
Ferrers Locke then, and I would sooner
have the trouhle of peiting Moon to
work on another, and Locke dead and
out of the wayl”

Tallon nodded, busy with his meal.
Dr, Lash took a drink from the wine-

loss at his elbow, and chuckled glee-
ully once more.

“A pity that—well, that an accident
happened to the nigger,” growled
Vallon after & while.

“He ansked for it!"™ snarled Lash.
“Although he’d joined in with us, he
was always too soft towards Moon!
He took the opportunity of being alone
with me, to start on the old whine
again about him. 1 hit him, and he
went for me in an instant, confound
him] If I hadn't flung him off the
parapet—-=>"

*“Well, perha he's better dead,”
broke in Tallon in a callous tone.

“He is!™ snapped his companion.
“And his body's hidden in the ruins
of the tower! Wa're well rid of him,
Toallon, and o

He broke off sharply. The door had
opencid, and the waiter hod appeared
with tho dishes of the next course.

Dr. Lash glanced at his watch.

“We'll rest here for a time, Tallon.
At ten o'cleck we'll get going, though,
It's a long drive 1%

"T'he man with the broken nose nodded
gilently., The watter completed his task
et the table and withdrew again,

On the outer side of the closed door,
the waiter smiled. It was a grim
smile,

“So they're going on again at ten,”
he told himgelf, " Where, 1 wonder 7"

He deposited the plates in  the
service-haich, and strode away along
the low, old-fashioned pessage {0 a room
at the farther end that overlooked the
cobbled yord of the inn. He entered
quickly, closing the door behind him.
. Btanding by window was &n
youthful ggure. that turned abruptly
at the waiter's entry.

It was Jack Drake,

“¥Young 'un, they're leaving in an

hour. And when thoy go, we've got
to follow "em ' said the waiter. " No,
we don't want to collar them here.

They wouldn’t speak, and even if they
are leaders of the gang, we've only
t thomn—and we want the lot! We'll
et 'em lead us to the heart of their
organisation, Jack I
The waiter was Ferrers Locke!

] £ -} L [ ] L

In imagining that Ferrers Locke
and Jeck Drake must have been killed in
the explosion that had wrecked the old
tower 1n the marshes, Dr. Lash had not
reckoned on the possibility of the force of
the explosion flinging both the detective
and the yvoungster clear of the tumbling
ruins, into the water-channel that had
washed one of its walls! That was
what had happened, however—wiilh
the result that the pair of them, though
badly shaken and bruised, had soffered
no serious injury. Even though Jack
Drake had been rendered senseless for
some minutes, Ferrers Locke had boen
able to drag Jack to safety, before the
inzensible youngster could drown in
the dark waters. And when Jack had
eufiicicrtly recovercd, it had been casy
enough for an expert like Locke to
follow the tracks of Dr. Laosh across
the marsh, and then trail the tyre-
maoarks of the car which his tracks

The sione floor on which
Ferrers Locke and Jack
Drake had been standing
was suddenly
hurled up in a
mass of flying
masonry !

to hava boarded

showed him sul-
sequently.

'I'hey had followed the car to ifhe
Dlack Bwuan Inn as unecrringly as any
bloodhounds! And there, pfter showing
his card to the landlord, the Baker
Street detective had taken the place of
a waiter, and, cleverly disguised as he
knew only too well how to do at a
moment’s notice, IFerrers Locke had
coolly waited upon the man who
believed  him ead, without that
mysterious individual for a moment
guessing his identity !

Thauﬁs to his present role, Locke had
been able to learn & good deal of the
mysterions pair in the privaie room
of the Black Swan Inn. e had learnt
enough, at any rate, lo convinee himn
that iis first surmise was correct, that
the man named Lash had some con-
nection with the railway banditz n
search of whom he had come to Essew,

The apparatus he had discovered in
the old tower had coused him 1o thiok
that in the first place. It had been
destroyed without his having had a
chance of cxamining it, but he was
hot on the trail, nevertheless|

“¥es, we've got to follow
Jack ! : :

Ferrers Locke's voice was grim and
Incis ve.

“That'll mean getting liold of a car,
I suppose? sand Juck Drake.

The deteective shook his head.

“1've got an idea worth two of that,
voung ‘un! Lash—that's what his
name is, 1 think—said they had a long
drive before them. To lollow their
car through lonely country, at night,
would mean ihey'd spot ws on their
irail for a eert. No, we won't follow
by raomnd ot all! We'll follow by air.”™

them,

“By air?” echoed Jack m wutter
bewilderment.
“ By air, young 'un! We can get

hold of a plane at that serodrome pakt
the villape—remember it??

“"Yes. But I'm hanged if I see how
we can keep track of a car from a
blessed aeroplane!” confessed Drake
Liuntly. “It might be easy to spot it,
with 1ta headlamps, on country roads.

But if it passes through towns, it
would get nmuzed up  with other
trafig—"

“Of course,” Locke chuckled. " We'll
mark their car, though—indelibliy !
Remember that cycle shop we passed at
the end of the village? It was adver-
tising lummous paint for ezle. We'll
got some, Jack, and while these two
are finishing their meal, it's up to you
to daub the roof of their car with
luminons paint! They're not leaving
the inn till ten o'clock, we know.
There'll be plenty of tima for that, and
time to get along to the aerodrome, too,
afterwards! And I don't think we'll
find much dificulty in following themn
then "

“My giddy aunt, guvnor!” Jeck
surveyed Locke  with al‘:mm%v eyes.
“That's a great scheme! ‘T'hey'll never
spot. it—and we ought to be able io
follow "em anvywhere in the dark ™

Tha eriminologizt  nodded,
smiled.

“Lash 1links
said checrfully,
aren't, though 1™

and

we're done for,™ he
“We'll show him we

{Cufe wheeze on Ferrers Locke’s pard,
sehiet? Muke sure zou joi in the ehnae
by rending nexrd week's instalment of
this thrilling detertive parn, boya )

Thie Macxer [aepnary.—No. 1.221.
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BILLY BUNTER’S BARGAIN!

(Cendinued from puge 24.)

The coptain of the Renove serafehed
a miateh and pot the {loaoe to the print.,
The photograph burned away till only
the corner remainged in Pen’s finger ancd
thoimlb.

" Mow, that's done with.” said Ifarrey
Wharten, It wouald have zerved Price
vight 1o be bonked, bat ghat’™s no bizoney
of onra, That fat villain Bunter has
becn blackmailing him—for that’s what
it wimoints fo—-"

“Oh, really, Wharien—""

What o vour eall it then, van podey
toad ¥ demaonded Johnny Bull,

"L oguppore a fellow ean
fellow——m-"

“ive him =ome more Sves bab, Bob™

“{hwl Keep alf, voo beast 17

“Bomebedy  hind better go aml el
Price and puat him out of his joily old
misery ' grvinned Bob.  *Danter had
better go! Iz vp 1o Bunier!™

“3a, ha, ha!”

“1 sax, vou fellows., I'm nob going
near Price now  jou ve barped  that
photograph! 1—1 belicve Le would Lo

ratty——-""

Iend @

“Yery hikely, I think !’ ehuackled
Wharton,
"Woe——wpe—we'vp beeon fricdds. of

course,” said Bunter.  © But—lar—hut
i tha present civenmstances, 1—1'm

going {0 chnek Priee. and—and 1741
rather nol go neay him.™
“The rathevfulnesznot iz probably

terrifie I chickled Hutree damset Ram
Singh.  “Dut there s no choieefulness
for the esteemed and dishonez Buntee.™
“I—1I sav, von follows—-—"
“Come on, Bunter P gnid (he eaptain
gf the Remove, ™ As Price’'s friend, it':
up to vou to tell himp—--="

“I—I—I DLardly think le'll  feel
friendly now,” mumbled Bunter. “I—1
think  vervy  likely  he — he'll be

uniricndly.’

Harvy Wharton & Co, lhad no donbt
on  that point.  They could  pness
exactly how friendly Stepbon PPrice was
fecling towards DBunter, and lhow he
would express his feelings when he knew
that Lie waz ne longer in danger.  But
thieve was no help for the Owl of the
Beomove,  All the jumiors agreed fthat
it was neeessary for Bunter to leain
that there waz o limit—and they had no
deubt that an inferview with Priee of
ilhie Fifth would impress that lesson on
Liz fat and fatoous mind.

With Wharton's arm through his left,
il Bob Cherry's throngh his  right,
Bunter was walked out of the study.

Ho was walked away to the Fifth
Form pozsage, wrippling and probeal-
ing. Ile was walked into Price’s study,
to Lin greected by 2 black zeowl from the
1ifih Form sportaman.

The untinizhed spread was sitll on the
table.,  Bunter pave it o meournful
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Ilink. It was borne in on his mind thot
he never would finish that spread now.

“What e you fags wank here?”
snapped  Price,  gliving at the
Hemovites,

*About thai photograph——"" began
Wharton,

" 50 Bunter's told ven, has he ¥ mut-
teved Price. "I you think you're going
o get anvthing oot of me—-""

“"You measly worm U said Wharton
contempfoonsly, “If wonld serve you
Jollv well right if we'd piomed it up in
Hall for all Greviriars o sece. mnstead
of burning iE1"

rice gave a jump.

H

S Yon—von—you've burned it he
elacnlated,

“Yoes, vou voffer!” growled Bob
Clerry.

“We made Bunier give 1t up. and
wo've burned it," said Harry., " You're
snfe now—till you pot caught some dax
and turfed out of the school. And I
jotly well hope it won't be long before
that happens! And here's Bunter——"

o say, PFPrieey aold chap—"
gasped Bunter,

“ Bonter's bheen serowing. money ouk
of yon.” snwd Wharlon, “Berve von
jolly well vight, as far as that gocs:
lmd the faf rotter onght o be jolly well
T}m-nkggvdﬂ.’ You'll never get your money

W= —

*Unless  Bunter's postal  order
comes ' interjected Bob solemnly.

“But you can fako it out of Ins fat
hade ! zaid  Wharton. “ Anything
short of slaughtering him! Come on,
Bob 1"

“i-—=I eav, you fellows, d-d-don’t

lenve me here I velled Bunter. He was

nite alarmed by the logk on Priee's
acey, Y I—1 say—""  Bunter rushed
after the two juniors to the door.

Bob gdve hun « playiul shove, and he
=at down.

“My dear man. don’t yon want fo
stay with vour friend in the FFifth
srinned Dob.  “Where's that jolly old
fricndship gone all of a andden ¥

g Eo say, you fellows—-= ©Oh
eri I-m;l.! I'*

Prico's grosp was on Bunter's collar.
Wharton nnd guitted the study.

A wild roar followed thom.

Price had DBunter’s: collar in his left
hand; he had a ericket stwmp in lhis
right,

To judge by the fearful howls from
ihe study, Bunter and the ericket stump
woere est&hlishinf contact.

Ten minutes later a dismal. doleful,
disconsglate Bunter ecrawled baek into
the Remove passape. Ho moanod az he

crawled. Ia blinked woefully at a
eroved of prinning Removites.

“Hallo, halle. halle! FEopjoving
hie?" bavwled Bolb Cherry.

Giroan |

“Getting on all right with your forend

CGiroan !
1.’-1!!.:;' Bunter eravwlod infoa  Study
No. 7. Fov o long timg afrerwards

dismul groans were heavd procecding
from Study No. 7. Driee of the Fifth
was looking guite bueked that evening ;
bat William Georee Bunter. in his turn,
was finding that the way of the trans-
FICREONT WHR T, To jllﬂp{{: by the
sounds of wore, he was finding it very
liavd indecd.

(ot if%"

If}"“ﬁ.l!

“Hhaeeal

I'en’s face was very beight as he held
up the chegee for the sum of one guinea
io the admiving paze of the Xemovites
f {uw‘du}'ﬁ later. g -

'‘on's  photogvaph  had agged  tho
prize in Fhr- “g["riI:n*ﬂah' (Gnzetre,” and
the guinea had avrived,

“Lratters, olfd  Dbean !
Cheryy.

“The pratterfulness i= terrific, my
petoemegd and absurd Pen!”

= L1 L] ] L

Bol

saiel

Pon grinned. -
“1 hardly thonght T should bag it,"
he =aid.  *“*Buat here 1t 18! 'l ask

Queleh to eash it for me. There's going
to Lie a little eclebration in Btody No. B
and if you fellows will come——"'

“You, rafhor!™

“The rathorfulness is preposterous”

The Kitle celebration duly took jHace
in Study No. 8 graced by the distin-
gitished company of the Famour Five,
It was going strong when a fatb faco was
inserted into the study doorway, and =
large pair of spectacles hlinked in at tho
festive parky. ' oo

“I say, vou fellows——"

“ Buzz off, Buntey '™ :
“Now, look here,” said Bunbter, " you
fellows have treated -me badly all

round, but there's a limit. That prize
is really mine——""

“Hook it I )

“I know you're rather an unscruopul-
ous lot." said Bunter warmly; ‘ﬁ:gut-
you jolly well know that I should haye
hagged that prize if yvou hadn't butbed
in, Wharton. I've been done out of
ithat guinea. The least yon can do is
to. ask me to the fecd. That's the very
least! And I'm bound to say——
Whooooop 1"

Bunter made the last remark involun.
tarily, as the festive paviy collared him
and hurled him forth.

There was & bump and a roonr in the
Remove passage. The door of Study
No. 8 elosed again. and the celebration
procecded—without Bunter.

THE EXD.

(There will be anothér mognifieent
freli-lengtle yarn of Harry Wherion &
Cor, foe et Seturdoy’s MACKET, entitfed :
CRLUFFING THE DEAKS! (Avoid
Being disappointed by ordering  your
copy WELL IN ADVANCE!)

&4 ¥ Actnal Conlents, Lergo Columboe stamp, albam,. Pocket Caze, Gange, B0 diferent
COLUMBUS™ PACKET stampa, 2 blocke, § Inrge Alrmails, mounts. Stzmpas feom Cuba, Wallis, ste, Just

AND STAMP OUTFIT s:nd 2d. postage for epprovels.—LISBURN & TOWNGEND (U.4.8.), LIVERFOOL,
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THE QUELCHODROME,
Now Open! Remove Form-Hoom

« T} LIWE OF AR ANT
Featuring :
bﬂmﬂm_ﬁtnﬂ% ANT,
“*UNDEER THE MICROBCOPL.™
Iwo-Beel Comedy,

ADMIBSION FREZR.
THE QUELUHODROME,
Manager, H, 8. Quelch,

PICTURES Twice-Nightly Once-Weckly.

No. 53.
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LAUGH AN

YAl

GROW FAT.

Edited by _.._b,..ﬂ EST
HARRY
wmanros, (b

ED\T\ON

July 11th, 1831. |

I you sre—and there's no reason why not—

will make you slim In no thme. You sald 1t
The puaranteed and onl
I'XTTO,

thick

\ um.
UNDER ENTIRELY NEW MANAGEMENT.
Buy your ANTIL-FATTO now.

ARRE YOU FAT?
SKINNER'S ANTI-FATTO

genuine ANTI-
stuck-upness, mm?wara_ﬁng
ears, tonsllitls, and-inflammmation of the

FPrice 1/3
per bot.
SEINNER'S ANTI-FATTO, LTD.

(Director, ¥. T. Fish.)
STUDY Mo, 11.

FISH'S
INSURANCE SCHEME

GREAT NEW

One Shilling Secures—
Freedom from Lickings

I calenlate I'm hyer again this weel,
you galoots, doing business at the old
stand. You ain't heard of me for a
week or two, I guess. I've beon working
en my new Insurance Scheme. It's a
lallapalocsa.

To every jay sending the premium of
ona shilling—twonty.-four comts in real
money—IL will forward a policy insuring
agnipat all lickings, tannings and good-
hidings for a week. Geel! Don't that
taks your breath away ?

For every licking you bag from the Head
you get 2s. 8d. cash down. ROLL UP
AND TAKE A POLICY TO-DAY.
No tick. One hob down secures freedom
from lickings. These are tho conditions :

F, T. FISH TRANSATLANTIC
INBURANCE __Eu... URLTD.
Conditions :

Ope bob, cash down, shall secure an
& fully paid-up palicy of the F.T.F.T.I.
» WUnltd., which %E_ﬂ_. shall be walid
for ome week from dato of payment,
Benefits will be paid sa under:

¥rom the HEAD :

A publie flogging .. e Hif-

A private thrashing ., L ..w?
From q&—dg :

Hix - L e - w W.‘_-

Four handers .. e e 1/6

-..m..__._..__m_.nw “—..—’ﬂ..m.mulm. Pl . e H‘h_-.
From WINGATE :

Six ‘e L - 8 -
MEHW m any Master except Queleh :

X L LI ] * - L] H "

From any DPrefect cxdept Wingate : .

E..__..H L ) [ 3 LI e m...._..
From COKER:

A good-hiding "e «r  Od.

{an you beat it 1 I puess not |

Lines, detentions &nd lickings from
Balsover not included in the policy. A
Bpaecial Dolsover Claugs will Ls insertad
on_payment of an extra tanner,

Ko guy shall be allowed to claim ¢om-
pensation for lickings obiained thromgh
CGrub-raiding, Ink-pellet Throwing, Sliding
Down the Banisters or Pulling Coker’s Lag.
_ 1 calenlate you will be wise to jump
i ou this now, before Quelchy ringa in a
cold deal on yon.

TRANSATLANTIC INSURANCE CO,,
"UNLTI.

THE REMOVE
ACADEMY.

Exhibition of Pictures
in Rag

COMPLETE
CATALOGUE

Tor the benefit of those juniors who
will be attending the exhibition at the
Remove Acedemy, in the Rag, we %1_.;_
hereundor a complete catalogue of the

pictures exhibited, together with our
expert ecritic’s comments.
No. 1. Btudy of Hake, Sardine and

Turbot, by Oliver Kipps, R.A.

No. 2. *" A Little Bnack,” by W. G.
Bunter, R.A, (This is-the biggest picture
in the Academy, ond containa enough
varions foodstufis to feed tha British
Army for a year and two months.)

No. 3. Snowy Landscape, with Clear
Sky and Figures in Foreground. (Thia
ia an absolutely blank mwMMﬁ of whits
paper, except for the figures 1931 in the
middle.) Painter js anonymoung—
suspected to be Cherry.

No. 4. *The Rod,” by Frank Nugent,
R.A. (A clever piciure of a tyrant in
gown and moriarboard, inflicting chastise-
ment on severnl shrinking juniors.) We
hopa Quelchy doesn't see it—he might
recognise the tyrant's face,

No. 5. " A Warrior Bowled,” by Harry
Wharton, R.A. (A picture of Coker of
the Fifth, standing, bat in hand, befors a
wrecked wicket, Very well done.)

No. 6. "The Seven Ages of a Dog,"
by Harold Skinner, R.A. (A serios of
seven pictures kun.mmmuﬂnn the life of a
dog, and entit * Pup-age, Walk.age,
Bark-age, Fight-age, Steal-nge, Old-ago,
Saus-age,”)

No. 7. “ A Study of Btill Life,” by
Piet Delarey, R.A. (A portrait of Lord
Mauleverer.)

No. 8. " A Bare Figure Running.”
Anonymous. (This should really be called,
“ A Bear—Figure Running,’”’ as it repre-
sents a distant view of a bear, with a mm..:ﬁ
liko that of Paul Prout running swiftly
—but not towards the bear,)

No. 8. " Portrait of His Majesty,” by
Fisher T. Tigh, R.A, (This is a picture
of the king's head on a coin.)

Nao. 10. “ One Thing Bolsover Can't
Hit,"” by & Fag, (Pieture of a Cricket
H.wﬁ.m_...v

No. 11, " The Support of Man,” b
H. Yernon-Smith, R.A. (Study of ﬂ
pair of braces.}

No. 12. ** Lynch Law,* by Patar Todd,
R.A. (A gruesomo piciure GWEE lynching

of a criminal in Texas. Some of it is not
very well done, but the criminal is very
finely exeouted.)

SENSATIONAL CHARGE IN COURT

Wun Lung--The Killer

WHO STOPPED FELIX WALKING?

Heovily handeuffed, and atiached to & ball and’
ehsin weighing one ton, a prisoner named
Lang (halie to be of foreign extraction) was|
Imrled into the dock at the Woodshed Assizes
Mr. Justice Wharton, who was
in purprise.

“* What's all this 1** he asked.

“No savvy!™ explained the prisoner.

The judgoe directed P.-o. Bull to kick the prisoner -
every time he said ** No savvy,” and
tho trial began. The Clerk of Arraigns,
Mr. Samson Field, raad the charge.

* The Heathen Chines, W. Lung, is
charged with killing & feline,”

“ A what!" exclaimed the judgo.
“ Why, you awlul rotter. Don't you
know that it’s wrong to kill er—er—
felines ¥  1've & good mind to sentence
you to six with a map-pole.”

“*No savvy! Ow-ow-ow!”
the prisener, wriggling.

* Produce the corpas,’ said the
judge.

Mr. Vernon-Smith, K.C., rose hastily.

“ This ia & trial, not an inguest, your lordship.

“Oh! Well, in that case, get on with it, and never
mind the corpas,*

Mr. Mark Linley, K.C., counsel for the prosscution,
made & long gpeech about the crime in Lotin.,  After
he had seated himself, and the judge was wonderi
what it wasall about, Mr. Vernon-Smith naunmmnuumum
to explain,

“ The accused is charged with feloniously killing
and or bumping-off, one, Felix, a hlark feline helong
ing to Mra. Mimbla,” he said, ** This cat, Felix, was
wandering around the Cloisters last ewvening, with
the prisoner Lung in close attendance, and sinca that,
time it has not besn geen.” |
. "Ia there any evidenes that the prisoner Lung
was concerned in its disappearance 1

“ Yes, your lordehip, After prep last night, the
prisoner .._...s:m made some cat sonp, which he scoffdd
in the dorm.

“Thew ! That locks as thongh yon're guilty, you
rageal |

* No povvy ! Whooooop 1™

Mra. Mimbls, weeping copiously, pave eovidenco
that the cat had disappeared and was, she strongly
believed, et that moment in tho dock, ineide the
prisoner Lung.

gizid

B

Dr. 8kinner was called by the defence, and atated _
that he had analysed the soup made by the prisonep |
** Did you find that it contained, sa an ingredient
m Em%w feline nomed Felix 1" asked Mr. Vernonti

mith.

Iir. Skinner nodded, and produced a number o
hones, which, from their gize, seemed to have belonged
to & horse.

¥ Thig ia a cat's collar-Lone, or claviele,” he eaid
H.mm.._..ﬁ__m up & bone abonut as big as himsslf, ' whict
I fished out of the soup."

“Hn, ha, hal"

* This iz obviously the tibia, or thigh-Lone, of 5
cat,’”' he went on, struggling with another.

* But how do you know it belonged to Felix 1*
asked the judge.

** It's written on the boune in pencil, your lordshi

bons belonga to me, Felix the Cat. Signed, Felix

tho Cat.”

s H.Hu.. ha, hal ™
At thia moment the curater of the school mussum

presiding, looked upd rushed in to know who had been pinching the bones

of the giant ¥guanodon, which was dug up st Grey.
frista many years ago. Dr. Skinner apd the bones

departed in custody for the
LT I.m_..Hu.:

purpose of receiving

When the Court had finished cack-
_?m. the prisoner made a speech,

* Me makee soup of ole eattas,” ha
said dolefully. * But me not kill ole
cattec—ole cattes dead before me
make into soupee. Dead as dool-nail.
Killee by Hn._...ﬂ dogges, what you
tinkee ¥ Dog him belong ole Gosling.
Killes eattes sure 'nuff stone dead.”

“ You mean {o say tho dog killad
the cat, and yon mado soup of it 77

* Mo savvy now, Allee light.”

*“{h, wall, in that case, it's all
right, You can scoot. You'rs let
off with a caution, Travell™

Wun Lung promptly left the dock. As he got to
the door, ho turned back,

“ No Ekilleo cattes,” he grinned. ' Killee doggeo
instead, Gottee in study. Me go maeke soup of
him now, what you tinkee ? Dog soup velly nico.
Me savvy."

And he disappearod before anyone could stop him,

mmﬁmmmlmﬂ Correspondents

W, G, B, (8tudy 7)—No.
F. T. FISH (Study 14).—No, thanks, I've heard

our stunts beiore,

ORACE COBER (Fifth)—Rats! You've jolly
woll got to learn how to play it first.

LORD MAULEVERER (Study i2).—Try dvna.
mito, chump !

BOLBOVER MAJOR (Study 10)—No, but you
might be charged with manslaughter,

8, QUIFF,—Soalk them carefully in warm water,
and then rub with a little melted buttor.

BOB CHERRY (Study 13)—I can only suggest
a comb ; i that's no mm_,...__u_u. try & mowing machine,

NAPOLEON DUPONT (Study 10).—Oui! Ah,
ca va ] Mais non! Ach, ja!

of

R. NUGENT (2nd)—Sorry, old top, I don't
moke | Arnd if T did, you wouldn't get nwa tetures,
3, J, 8500P (Study 11)—{1) Yes. (2) No. (3

Yea and No. (4) No—or, rather, yen,

THE QUELCHODROME

New Cinema at
Greyfriars

Greyfriars can boast ita own cinems
at last. A splendid new cinems ig being
opened in the Remove Form-room thias
weolk. Tt ia su ted that it chall be
called ** The Quelochodrome,"” as it i1a being
run by Mr. Queleh.

The Quelchodrome opens once a week
(every Thuraday), and admission ia quito
free. Some cinema.

An amazing programme of filma haa
been ﬁ-ﬁﬁmg% A stupendous Attraction
marks the opening performance, when the
management will present :

ADOLFPHUS ANT and
BARTHOLOMEW BELR
in
“THE LIFE OF AN ANT.”

Produced by Nature Films Inec., by
arrangement with the

DRYAS-DUST PHOTOFILM CO.
(Distributed in  British  Talos
PATHETICAL FEARS.)
Directed b .
PROFTESSOR N. -H..m. ELY-POTTIE,
0.1.C.

The mein theme of the film is the tireless
energy with which ants will drag large
objecta which they don’t want to places
where they shouldn't be. It is a great
ant-traction. The film lasts two hours
and a guarter.

In addition to this, the Quelchodrome
is presenting, aa an added attraction, a
two-reel comedy entitled :

“UNDER THE MICROSCOPE,"
with an All-Star Cast, including:

ZEBEDEE ZOOPHYTE and MICK
MOLECULE.

A riot of fun and mirth.

See the microbes from POND and DITCH

revealed under the microscope; watch

formation of condensed orystals revealed
by the all-seeing machine.

A REAL LAUGHTER-QUAKE,

E.mmmm_mﬁm?ﬁ:u_?iui:mnnaﬁp
this new venture by turning up in ;mm%
hundreds. Thore ig room for all—or, no
doubt, will ba,

NEXT WEEK: At 6.30 and 8 pm.
ROSE LUPIN and an All.Plant Cast in
“THE POLLINATION OF A FLOWER”

by

COKER’S MOUSTACHE
Latest Bulletin

“We are glad to state that Coker's mou-
stache i now progressing favourably after its
lnte relapse, when Coker washed it off in
misteke. Under the microscope eleven hairs
are distinetly visible, and with the neked eye
saven of them can be plainly seen. At this
rato ihe moustache is bound to attract the

gaid Dyr. Bkinner, indicating an inscription: **'This

notice of Mr, Prout helore long.

“At the suggestion of our colleagues, we
administered treatment and confined Cokor
to a forecing frame for saveral hours, and
the result ia excellent, :
strong and healthy and progresses rapidly.
After cross-pruning it a little with Mossoo's
Rill e
it will eventuslly grow long encugh to juatif
the wse of the razor nnwﬁmwmr.ﬂ mm__m.mu w_umE _nﬁ
n.—u.ﬁ.mﬂ.ﬁﬂﬁ.ﬁ-

Thoe moustache’ looks

inkk there can be no doubt that

" Bipned : G, Hmﬂﬂ%mwm.
W. GREENE.
“ Physiciang in Ordinary to Coker.”

GREYFRIARS
HERALDRY

SAUSAGE-ROLL
COUCHANT

¥re have been investigating the coats of
armsg of the fellows at Greyfriars, togethez
with their family mottoes. We thought
readera might lika to know the crests of
the nobility within our walls.

DICK PENFOLD : A sonnet quartersd
in & field of azure, and an ode halved in &
field of barley. Motto: " Non fit poeta
nascitur.”” (The poet is born, not mads.)

BILLY BUNTER: A sausage roll
couchant, a doughnut rampant and a
snore regonant. For his family motio
Bunter has the one word * H___n....pw.a 1"—a
Latin word which means, in English, &

rﬁ.m.w shapeless maea,

GHHW@ TODD : A huge {ome {open)

and & jawbone {wagging) quarteredin
iy of mix piecos (argont and EE.Mm
fotto: * Lusus naturse." (A freak

nature.)

FISHER T. FISH : Spondulics, couch-
ant, mounted on greenbacks, edged with
WE_E"_E and dollars, Motto: * um.m.n_._.

otta cinch for parting pigeons," o,
I mm.ida a peculiar nﬁmﬂ. for swindling
smple people.)

HENRY SAMUEL QUELCH : A cans’
raised above o bonding figure: & nets of
apguish and a volume of Virgil. Motto:
:mm“EJ&EE Magistere.”! (An instructor
of faols.)

HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH: A
Fajah standing on a Jam Sahib reclinin
{We have not m%ﬁ able to discover Inky's
family motto: but Bunter informs us
that it is " Béte noir"—A black beast.
{He would do!)

TOM BROWN
(Fishmonger) Ltd.

Tom Drown begs to anuounce that he has
just becn presemted with a fishing-rod for his
birthday. He ls now setting up in buslaess as
a tishmonger.

! Would vou like a nics
CARP, TROUT, REAM, OR WHALE?

Give Tom Brown your order in the morn
and he will go vown to the Sark and cateh
for you. .__.:nw Mah caught to order
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| TOM BROWN.



