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“LONG LIVE THE KING ! GOD SAVE THE QUEEN !’ Tens of thousands of voices mingle in

rolling cheers for their

Most Gracious Majesties ; but loudest of all are the wholehearted

acelamations of the Famous Five of the Greyiriars Remove, members of——
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RONATION PARTY!
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Going at almost a snail’s pace up Regent Street, Billy Bunter and the Famous Five were
hailed by a bunch of fellows in Greyfriars caps.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

“Gee-Up ! ™
i NYBODY got any glue " asked
A Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha 1"
“You =illy ass!’” roared

Rilly Bunter.

Every face, cxcept Bunter'z, wora a
grin in the party gathered on the drive
at Hecahill Park, where Harry Wharton
% Co. were winding up the Faster holi-
days with Herbort Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars.

Bunter was looking =cricous—in [act,
very much annoyed ]

The Greyfriars parly were going
riding that bright May morning.
Riding was ono of the many {hings that
Billy Buntér fancied ho could do—and
do well. 'He had no doubt whatever
ahoit his ability to “wileh the world
with noble horsemanship.” _

But it often happened that when Billy
Bunter came to u:lpn:- the things ho fancied
he could do well unexpeeted diffienlties
cropped up.

A groom held the horse’s head; the
animal stood quiet cnough. With a
Iielping “bunk * from Bob Cherry, the
fat Owl of the Remove heaved his
weight into the saddle. Why he slipped
aver the other side Bunter did not
know: but he knew that ho did, for he
found himself sitting on the cold, un-
sympathetie carth, instead of on the
horse. ¥le sat and roarcd. :

Harry  Wharton, TFrank Nugent,
Johnny Dull, and Hurree Singh were
already in the saddle; they waited for
Bunter. Bmithy, wh» was also mounted,
did nmot sepm dizspos. . to wait.
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“Vau fellows coming ¥' he demanded,

“Wait till Bunter gets on,” =zaid
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“If weo've going to ride on the sands
we'd better get through before the tide
comes in,” said Vernon-Smith; “it will
ba in in a few hours Can’t wait till
Bunter sticks on that horse.”

“ Beast 1" hoolcd Bunter.

e serambled up to try again, He
gavo Bob Cherry a wrathful and indig-
nant blink through his big spectacles.

“Pon't pitch me over again, you
fathead I” he yapped.

“Why, you fathead-—

“ And don’t jaw I" said Bunter crossly,
# Just help me up without pitching me
aver. Sea? Look here. Wharton, you
stand on the other side in ecase that
silly idiot pitchas me ¢ver sgain’

“ Any old thing ! sighed the captain
of the Greyfriars Remove, and he
jumped down and came to render aid,

Up went Billy Bunter again with a
hefty heave from Bob: over he went,
and ITarry Whartou caught him just
timao.

The next moment he rather wished
that hce hadn't: The captain of the
Remove was sturdy and strong; he
hraced himself to take the strain, but
it booted not. Billy Bunter's extensive
weight was too much for him—much too
much. Ile erumpled.

“0Oh crikey I gasped Bunter.

“Qococogh 1’ spluttered Harry Whar-
tan, a8 he doubled up under Bunter and
went downn. :

“Ja, ha, ha !” yelled the rest of the
party,

“Ow ! Apain Lilly Bunter szt and
roarved.. But this tirme he was not sitting

¥

on the cold, unsympathetic earth; he
waa gitting on Harry Wharton'’s face.
IFor the moment he did not notice it—
though Wharton, naturally, did. *“Oh!
Ow! You clumsy ass! Wow!”

“Gurrrrggh I'" came s mufiled gurgle
from under Bunter.

“Ha, ha. ha 1’

“0Oh crumbz1” gasped Bob Cherry.
“It's no good; we shall have to glue
hiin on if he's going to stick on at sll”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter rocked and rolled as his
victim struggled.

Wharton scrambled u
face, panting for breath,

“¥ou howling asa|” he roared.

with & erimson

“Beast 1" gasped Bunter. *“Why
didn’t you hold me? Ow! That's the
sccond  time that elumsy idiot  has

pitched me over!”

“Look here, you fat ass,” bawled

Johnny Bull, “you can't ride! You'd
better have a perambulator I

“ Beast 1"

*“QOh come on, and let that fat aes =it
it  outl” exclaimed the Bounder
impatmntlj. )

“0Oh, really, Smithy! If that's the

way you talk to a guest—-="

“ Fathead 1

“That's what you eall manners herat”
hooted Bunter. *“ Not the way we treat
guests at Bunter Court, X can tell you !”

*Idiot 1™

Smithy’s remarks—considering that he
was host, and Bunter guest—were not
really polished, but a guest like William
George Bunter was enough to try tho
patience of any host.

“% say, vou fellows, ares you gein 10
help me on or not?* demanded BHilly
without permission strictly forbldden.)
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Bunter indigonantly, “L thiuk you might
lend a fellow a haud after all ve done
for you!™

“What about getting him a ladder "
askod Frank Nupent.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“That is & wheezy, pood idea!” de-
clared Hurree Jamscet Ram  Singh.
“Even the absurd Dunter could mount
ladderfully.” ;

“¥ou cheeky asy, 1 can ride your

head of—and chanee it!  howled
Bynter. “Hold that Liorse steady, my
man. Now, then!"

For the third time, up went Buoter.
Marvellous to relate, he staved in the
saddle this time, Third shot was
lucky, How long he was going to stay
there was another matter. Eeally, &

little Eiue, in tho circumstalices, would
have becn useful. _
Lodged at last in the saddle, with

his fect in the stirrups, Billy Bunter
gathered up his reins aod -grasped hia
whip; ho E]ink&d round at the other
JUILOTE.

“I gary, yvou fellows, what are we
waiting for " he shapped. *“Aren't wo
cver going to stark?" . .

Thoey started at a frot. Girinnin

rooms wore left halin, They fel-
owed & grassy path that led down to
the sea wall and the gate that led om
the beach. :

Billy Bunter brought up the tail of
the riding party. He was very ecareful
and cautious to begin with, but as he
found himself secure in the saddle lus
confidence rovived.

“1 eay, you fellows, get on!" ke
squesked. “We'ro not going te crawl,
I supposci”

“Fathead ! answored the Famous
TFive and the Bounder with one voice.

Snort '—from Bunter.

It was like Billy Bunier as soon a=
he felt confident to fecl over-confident.
He was not going to crawl—uot Bunter.,
He was going to show the other fellows
how he could handle a horse.

They rode through the gateway out
ot the beach., here was a wide stretch
of firm sand from the sea wall down to
the blue, shining sea. It was an ideal
spot for a moruing gallop. Six fellows
would have been glad to ﬁh on speed,
but they wers doubtful about Bunier;
they knew what was likely to ha]l> i
to the Owl of the Bemove on a gallop-
ing horse. . }

Botter trot” said Harry Wharton.

“¥You ecan trot if you like,” sneered
Bunter. “I haven't come out to crawl
about; I'm going to gallop. If wyou
fellows like to keep your eycs on me
you ¢an pick up some tips about
riding.™

“Dh, my hat!”

“Well, I'm off 1 declarcd Bunter.

“¥ou soon will be 1f you gallop!?
grinned Bob.

“¥ah ! retorted Bunter clegantly.
“Gee-up ! Geg-up

Crack |

He gave his horse a cut. 'The
startled animal jumped and burst into
instant speed—" geeing ' up with s
YOREe[nce.

"Look out!” shricked Nugent,

“Yaroooht”

Bunter rocked in the saddle.

Ee took a list to porl, and then Lo
starboard. What happened to his veins,
his stirrups, and .is whip he did not
know, His fet arms were flung wildly
round the horse's neck and Im%wld on
for his life.

The horse, naturally starlled and
alarined by that style of horsemanship,
ﬁalinnpd off at o frantic speed, with

uttering reins and swinging stirrupe.
Dilly Bunter's franfic yvells floated back
ps he went,

“(h erunbs ! pasped Dol Cherry.

“ After ham "’

And six juniors put on speed and
galloped along the shining sands in hot

ursuit of the hapless Owl of the

LR,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Billy Bunter’s Wild Ride!

i H erikey 1" gpasped Billy Bunter.

He clung rau['.iuaﬂy to hia

steed’s tossing neck,  Wildly

he blinked through his big
speetacles, eoch

Behind hin six fellows were riding
hard. But thtzj' were not gaining. The
runawey skecd was putting on  tre-
mendous pace.

Rilly Bunter had intended to race the
other fellows on the sands and beat
thewn hollow, Now he was doing 1t. But
he was not deriving tho cxpected satis-
fuction from that performence.

Heo pasped and spluttered and howled
and shricked as ho flew. Te counld not
pull the frightened horse in—by tho
neck. Ifc dared not let go the neck to
make an attempt to recapture the reins.
Heo held on like & limpet to a rock and
howled—and the tighter he clung, and
the louder he howled, the more trantic
the herse bécare and the faster ho flew,
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WHO SAID THE AGE 0O
MIRACLES WAS PAST?
Billy Bunter, of the Greyiriars
Remove, has always hragged

about titled relations who exist
only in his fertile imagination.

But at long last he geis a special
invitation from & noble lord

requesting his company and that

of his friends at a Coronation g

party !

alop, gallop !

(rallop,
The hoofs thullded on the sand in a

rapid tattoo. For a considerable dis-
tatnco the beach was quite clear—be-
tween tho soa and the walls of tho
estate of Scahill Park., It was a private
beach Lelonging to Mr. Vernon-Smith’s
estate, and the public did not use it—
which, at the moment, was just as well
for the public! Bunter, at full gallop,
was distinctly dangerous.

But he was riding towards the scaside
town of Seahill t hiz present ratoe of

rogress it was not likely to take him
ong to arrive on a populatod beach.
And suddenly his popping eyes spotied
n hat—a-summer straw—right ahead.

Somcona was on the sands just in
front of the horse. A young man,
seated on the sand with his  legs
stretehed out lazily, was leaning back
a.tgmnst o jutting boulder. He did not
shir.

Certainly he must have heard tho
coning hoofleats. Bubt such 8 sound
was not uncoinmon on the Sussex sands.

The young man in the straw hat was
readiog o letter.

His eves remained fixed on that lotter,
and he did not glance round at the on-
coming rvidor—not, evidenily, gucssing
that tho horse was runnin? away with
the rider and out of control,

Bunter charged on,

“Look out!"” came a stentorian yell
from far back slong the beach. It was
Bob Cherry's meﬁrful voice that came
tlown the wind,

Then the young man in the straw hat
looked up. S s :

He looked up just in time, as a frantie
horse, with & still more frantic rider on
its baclk, came rushing down on him.

A second ago his attitude had been
one of lazy ecase. It changed with
remurkable rapidity at the :1?1“. of a
tossing head and clattering hoofs almost
wpon him, He jumped—or, rather,
bounded. )

Hiz straw hat went in one direction
and the letter flow from his hand in
another. He covered sbout ton feet in
a single spring.

unter roarcd by.

“You young ass!” yelled the young
man., “You mad young .idiot! What—
what do you think you're up to?

What? Stop 1™

Bunter did not stop. Though not &
very obliging fellow, Bunter would have
been glad to oblige at that momont.
But he couldn't. flow on.

The young man secmed nnnoyed—
which, perhaps, was not surprising. He
had had a rather narrow escape from
Bunter. And his letier had blown away
on the witid up the beach. He glared
n? & bunch of riders who came thuddine
BT,

“Young asses!” he shouted. *“ What
are you up to—what”

Harry Wharton & Co. had no time to
suswer, ‘They eould understand the
young man's annoyance, but they had
no time to los oy had to get after
Bunter, They swept on regardiua.

The young man stared after them as
tlu::{llvaniahed along the beach, picked
up his straw hat, and roplaced it on his
head, end then started looking for his
letter.

But he might as well have looked for
& needle in a haystack.

The wind from the sca lhad carried

that letter away and scattored it some-
whore among the ridges and hollows of
the wide sande. Ho very-soon gave up
that hopeless quest and walked away.
Forgetiul of his existence, Billy
unter swept on aleng the sands, snd
after him swept six anxious schoolboys
going all out, :
_ Seahill town wag in sight now, and
in the May sunshine there wora a good
ki plople o the beset  XE Dille
Bunter arrived among them st top
speed on & runaway horse he leoked
liko doing considerable execution.

“Oh, the ass!1" panted Bob Cherry.

*"The priceless, piffling idiot 1 hissed
Johnny Bull,

“Put it on!” growled the Bounder,
and hie gave his horso tho whip.

Smithy drew ahead of tho Famous
IFive. But he had no chance of running
Bunter down. The Owl of the Removo
carecred wildly on, well ahead.

Then suddenly, to the intense relief
of the pursuers, the runawsy stopped.
Iliil a hollow iun‘":I t%m[ hti}achtf.'as & wi_»:]e,
glisteminigy pool lett by 18 outzoin
tide. On the edge of that pool thtu:-.gﬂrunq
away steed came to o halt. He halted
suddenly ! It was so sudden that Billy
Bunter was jerked from his grasp on
his steed’s neck before he knew what
was happening. Bunter Hew.

Splash !

" Yoooooch 1" spluttered Bunter,

He sat 10 8 oot of water, sending up
a waterspout as he landed there. 'The
horse stood panting and feaming.

Harry Wharton & Co. rode up, with
a clatter and s jingle, and drew rein,
ihe Bounder catching tho reins of
ok Pt gabed Nimest

‘hank goodness ' gaspe ugent.

“The thankfulness of the esteemed
goodness 18 terrific " gasped Hurreas
Jamset Ram Singh.

“The fat fool exclaimed  the

Tue Mauyer Lisnagy.~—No. 1,526.
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Rounder. " Another hundred yards and
he would have been wuecking people
vight end Jeit |

‘Yarooch! I say, you fellows—*

“Happy landing, old men I ¢huckled
Bob Cherry.

“1 say, I'm wet!” yelled Bunter,

“Wet!” repeated Bob. ‘“Go honl
You don't mean fo say that that water's
wet, Bunter 17

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Beast I  rvoated PBunter, 1'm
soaked M )

1Ic staggerved to his feot, Waler ran
in streams down him. Up to lus fat
waist the Owl of the HReomove was
drenched. He splazhed ont of the pool
and stood streaming.

“Come on, you men!” said Vernon-
Smith, wheeling hiz horse and leading
Bunter's by the rems.

“Hold on |* roared Bunter. “Gimme
my horse ™ ]
“You fat as3}” exclaimed Bob

Cherry. “Dao yon want him to run away

with vour againi”

“Think I'm gowng to walk hack, you
silly idiot I hooted Bunter, “Why, it's
over & mila}l Ginme niy gee, Srthy,
vou beastt He won't run sway—I sup-
posa 1 can vide® _

* You suppose you can ride ! gasped
Harry Wharten.

“I'm the best rider here, and chance
it [ snepped Bunter. “Shll, one of
you fellows can lead him if you likel
All of you get down and help me
mount 1

The Famons Five looked at Bunter
and looked at Herbert Vernon-Smith.
The choms of the Remove could not
Lelp thinking that it was tims Billy
Bunter's eguestrian performances came
to an end., Ewvidently the Bounder
thought so, for he started riding back
along the beach, leading DBunter’s
mnount.

“Qmithy, you beast!” roared Bunter,

“Go and ecat coke!” snapped the
Bounder over hia shoulder.  And he
rode on, with the riderless horse trot-
ting at his side.

“*¥ say, you fellovws—"

“Better get back on Bhanks' pony,
old man!™ chuckled Bob Ch-:arr.fu
“That's the only mount you're really
safe on.™

“0Ol, don't be a cheely ass I” snapped
Bunter. ‘' That cad Smithy's taken my

. Which of you fellows is going Lo
et me have his?"

“Eh?

“ What 1 y ]

“The whichfulness 13 terrifie!”
chuckled Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“Qne of you can_ walk back,” ex-
plained Bunter. “I don't mind whicl,"

“ Anybody eclse mind which?* in-
Cherry.

a, ha, ha I"* .

The Famous Five wheeled their stecds
and rode after Smithy.

Billy Bunter glared after them
through his hig spectacles with a
devastating glare.

4T say, you fellows!” he roared.
“Reasts ! ottersl I say, stoplt 1

&8 Beasts I .

The schoolboy riders jingled off along
tha beach, and disappeared in the dis-
tence, And Billy Bunter, with feelings

too deep for words, started to walk.

[llﬁl.‘ﬂd Bob

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Findings Keeplngs!

i LOW it!” grunted Billy Bunter
wrritably.

He smacked at something

that fluttered against hiz fob

face.
Bunter had walked half the mile that
Tuk Maaxier Lingarr.—No. 1,686
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lay .between him and the starting-point
of that wild rvide. Half a mile was a
good walk {for Bunter on & warm spring
morning,

The sunshine was hot on the beach.
Luckily it had the cffect of drving
Bunter's damp clothes. But it alse had
the effect of making him very warm and
tired, peevish, snd irritable, No doubt
Bunter was safer on Shanks’ pony than
on any other steed, but his fat little
legs bad too much weight to cavey for
comifort, B¢ the fat Owl of the Rumove
waa taking a rost.

The Greyiriars fellowa hacd dis-
appeared along the beach, viding past
Seahill Park towards the cliffs at the
end of the bay in the other direction.
The young man in the straw hat, whom
Bunter had so nearly ridden over, had
long since walked away.

Bunter had the sunny beach fo him-
solf. He sat down in the soft, warm
sand, leaned back against & sandy
hillock, and rested. The rolling zea
was bofora luim, dotted herc and there
witlk white sails. But the fat Owl did
not waste 8 glance on blue waves or
wihite salls, o closed his ayeas Dehind
his big spectacles. And then something
fluttered on his fat face and he smacked
angrily.

“Blow ™ hissed Bunier.
beastly gnate! Blow ¥

“Thoso

(Gnats and other insects often hntm;;ed_

a keen partiality for Bunter's faco. Per-
Lhiaps they were sttracted by the rem-

that owing to the Coronation
and Whitsun Holidays next

week’s issne of The
MAGNET will he on sale
Friday, May 14th,
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nants of his latest meal often to be
found there.

But this timie it was not, as it hap-
pened, & gnat! Bunter's fat hand
simacked on a sheet of paper!

He blinked at it and picked it up.
¥t was a letier |
Evidently, somebody had dropped

thint letter on the beach, and it had
been flutterieg about in the wind ever
since. The wind had blown it hither
and thither, and finally landed it, play-
fully, on Bunter's fat face—and now ik
was clutehed in his fat hanod.

Bunter remembered the young man
in_the straw hat. : :

He had not neticed 1t specially at the
time—he had been in rather a hurry—
but he recelled nmow that that voung
man had been sitting reading a letter
when he was suddenly startled by the
fat Owl's charge.

Probably he had dropped the letter,
and lost it. SBerve him jolly well riﬁht,
Buonter thought. That voung man had
called him pames as he carccred by—
Bunter remembered that. Serve him
jolly well right if he'd lost his letter,
and be blowed to him!

The fat Owl proceeded to read the
letter, . ;

Inquisitiveness was Billy Bunter's
besetting sin. He had the excuze, if he
wanted one, that he had to look at the
letter to ascertain to whom it belonged,
if he waa te return it to the owner.
But, a3 a matter of fxet, he did not
want an excuse. Ho just read it, and
that was that! 5

It was a brief letter. Dub it had a
deep interest for Bunter. For it was
written by a peer of the realin. There

was a crost on fhe nolepaper. And
there was an engraved addeess, of
which Bunter had heard—tihe county
seat of & well-known wealthy nobleman,
not more than twenty miles or so frowm
Sealull.
* Trant Elns,
“* Busscx.

“Dear Willian,—I lhopo sincerely
that you will join the party at 'U'rank
Housa for the Coronation celobrations.
Brivg any fricads you like.

“ MNow that yvou are in Buzsex, my boy,
should be glad if vou would run across
te sco me. Any day you like.

“Your old friend,
s : T3 e

1f that letter had been lost by the
vaung man in- the straw hat, as seemed
o be the case, evidently he waos
“William,” and the Earl of Traut wos
an old friend of his,

Rilly Bunter grunted.

It was Bunter's intention to henour
the Coronation with his distinguished
wesenee. Indeed, ho  wounld have
woked a seat in the hest guarter
alrcady, but for the fact that such seals
had to be paid for.

Femove fellows at  Greyfriars
School had lheard = great deal about
Billy Buunter's titled relations. None
of those eminent nobleinen, howeover,
had invited Williamw Ceorge Bunter
to join & Covonmation pacty at his town
liouse.

If. this letter had only been addressed
to William George Bunter, instoad of
tha olher Willinin——

Buunter would have graccd such a
arty. He kpew that. With his good
ooks, hia aristocratic bearing, and lus
distinguished appearance gencrally, be
would lheve bLeen the observed of all
observers in a fashionabla throng on the
gread balcony at Trant House, in town.
Gladly would he have gazed down from
that balcony, through his big spectacles,
and checred his  Gracious Alajesty
King Georgo the Sixth as hie rolled by
in state, ;

Instead of which, Lord Tranot’'s in-
vitation was handed out to that young
hounder in the straw hat, who had
called Bunter names.

Iiad it been practicable, Billy Bunter
would have appropriated the invita-
tion, a3 well as the letter coutaining ity
and presented himself at Trant House
on the great and glovious day.

That, unfortunuwtely, was impractic
ablo t :

But something else, was practicable.
A sly gleamm cumne into Billy Bunter's
little round eyes, behind his big, round
spectacles as he hlinked, and blinked
again, ut Lord Travt's letter to
“Villiam.”

Bunter's name was Willian 1

True, ha wes geperally called Billy,
Nevertheless, his namo was Williem—
and a stately old gentleman like Lord
Trant, if he wrote to him, would cer-
taiuly address lam as Williom, not
gs Bally |

Banter grinned.

Ile chuckled.

“He, be, hot” echoed slong the sunny
beach. )

For the third time Billy Bunter read
through TLowd Trant's leiter to
*William.” "There was not a word in
it that might not have anpplied to
Bunter, had it, by & happy chance, been
addressed to him. If Buautex duplu:.'eﬂ
that letter, with the statement that 1k
wasg lia, who was to know sny better i

Nobody ! _ 2

That was, as Fisher T. Fish would
have sawl, a cinch |



Bunter gurgled. .

Harry Wharton & Co., like the rest
of the Greyfriara Remove, had no belief
whatever in Billy Bunfer's noble con-
nections. IFrom Billy Bunter's talk on
the subject, it might have been sup-
gna&d that he had titled relations mn

unches, like grapes. But nobody
supposed so. In fact, the more Bunter
talked on the subject the less he was
believed.

But what would they say now—if he
had a letter to show from the Earl of
Trant, inviting him fto o party for
Corvonation Day at his town house?

HSeecing waa believing |

Probably they nad forgotten already

-

fﬁ*f v
=il ol o
: L
: ‘
—w

X

J‘f‘f;

w, My

On the of the pool the runaway steed
from hh%p oh the animal’s neek bofore he knew what was happening.

EVERY SATURDAY

easual sort of
Trant.”

The Famouns Iive would grin, the
Bounder would sneer—8mithy was a
enecring beast. Then he would let them
geo the letter. Grinning and sneering
would be washed out, with a vengeance,
when they saw & letter from Tord
Trant, addressed to “ Dear William."”
Bunter chuckled at the prospect.

He folled that letter carefully into
his notecase. There was plenty of
room for it, as there were no notes in
the case. L

When he rolied on his way to Sea-
hill Park there was & fat grin on Billy
Bunter's fat face., His morning had

way, to “‘my  uucle

5
shining bay, the Greyfriars fellows wers
now jingling homoward aleng the
sunny sands. merry and bright in the
bright May morning. DProbably they
were not less merry, and not less bright,

because Willilam George Bunter was
absent, They werc able to endura the
loss of his society with guite a lot of
fortitude.

“ Nothing about Bunter!" went on
Herbert  Vornon-Smith  decidediy.
“I've had enough of Bunter! Haveu't
vou, fellows?"

“Well, a little of him goes & long
-.ray,*:j admitted Bob Cherry. " But

“I've stood him hero for Easter,”

e to a sudden halt. It was so sudden, In fact, that Blily Bunter was jerked
The fat Removite flew through the alr, heading

grunied the Bounder. “IHe happened
to be of service to my father, and the
pater asked me to give him & holiday
here.  Well, I've done it.  But I'm
not going to be haunted by him, We
don't go back to Greyfriars for the
new term till afier Coronation Day;
but I'm ]imttinp; in & week in London,
and I'd like you fellows to come, if
vou'd carve to, and sec thoe Coronation
gtunts from myv father's house. Bunler
can go and cat coke !
“But—"" said Havry.

direct for the pool ! ** ¥arcooh | " he gasped.

the sxistence of that young man in the beén rather disastrous, but he was
straw hat. Anyhow, they did not going to cnjoy his afternoon.
know that hig name was William, or
ti‘é.at]hﬁh&dflnat a Jetter. It was an
ebsolutely safe game. PTE

It was a prospect of swank, and in THE FOURTH CHA R.
sewank Bunter's fat heart delighted. Rough Luck !
Next to eating and sleeping, swank . HAT sbout Buntor? asked
came third on his list of the joys of W Harry Wharton,
life. . ) Vernon-8mith gave a

The fact that it wasn't hia letter, that Enort.
he wasn't the William addreszed, on “Blow Bunier!” he  answered
that Lord Trant had never even lieard forcibly.

of him, mattered not a whit to Bunter !
Truth and he had long been strangers,
and he saw no reason for striking up

an Acquaintance now.

That wos gﬂing to be his letter. Ko
waa going to be “William.” Lord
Trant was going to be one of the
Bunter famly's noble connections.
Cousin, was Bunter's first idea; but

remembering that he hod heard that
Lord Trant was an elderly pentleman,
ho decided that his lovdship had better
be hia uncle. “ Uncle T'rant” sounded
ratheor good |

Hea counld picture tha surprise of fhe
aother fellows when he alluded, in a

Whereat the Famous Five smiled.
They could quite understand an
fellow who had besn honoured with
Bmﬁg Buwiter's compauy for several
weoks, being inclined to “blow
Bunter,

Sometimes  they  found William
George  Bunter rather too  much
for them, and they were all good-
natured and good-tempered fellows.
The Bounder was not specially good-
natured, and eould hardly be called
good-tempered. So 1t was really sur-
vizsing that he was able to stand

unter at all.

Having enjoyed a ride round the

“If you don't care for tho idea, you
CBN SAY B, suppose,” grunted
Vernon-Stuith, “I've asked ncarly =&
dozen Greviriars men already—and I
shan't miss a few more or less in the
erowd.”

O em ' murmured the captain of
the Remove.

Bmithy was showing signs of getting
hizs back up. Smithy was nover slow
to .get his back wup. Atayving willy
Smithy was rather an exercise in tact
for any fellow.

“We'd like it ne end, old chap,”
said Frank Nugent soothingly. “And

The MaicNer Liprary.—No. 1.526.
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if you'd mentioned it a week ago-—""
It hadn't been settled: a week ago,”
“1 had other

grunted the Beunder,
What's

affairs to think of a week ago.
\ha difference ™ _

“Well, vou see, there iz & differ-
enea,”  explained Harry Wharton.
“We'd scttled, of course, that we were
going up to town to see what was to
ba seen on Coronation Day, and that
Bunter was going, tco.”

“¥You mean, Bunter setted that he
was Eﬁmﬁ_ﬁrm I smapped Smithy.

Ha harton laughed., .
“Well, gerha 3 that's how it was,’
he assented. “But there it is, We've

got Bunter on our hands for the great
and glorions day, and we can't very
well fet him down, Smithy.”

“Rot ¥ grunted Smithy.

The jumors rode on in silence,

Tt was not, perhaps, with enthusizsm
that the Faomoua KFive _ allawed
Bunter to hock on _to their noble
eolves for Coronation Day. Btill, thera
it was—they had not’ said him nay—
and, having permitied the fat Owl to
bank on the arrangement, it +was
hardly = possible for them to accept
Smithy's invifation to the millionaire’s
house in Courtman Sguare, unless
Bunter wae included in the same.

Smithy really might have understood
that. It was not the Gieyfriars way
ta let a man down ) .

But Herbert Vernon-Smith, with all
his good quslities, of which he had
many, had not been nicknamed the
“Pounder * for nothing at his school.
Ho did not always play up to tho
Greyfriars standard.

“1f wou mean that vou won't come
—— ha mafpad at last. '

“T mean that we can't come withoub
Bunter,” said Harry Wharton quietly,
“We've agreed to let him_join -up
for the Coronation stunts, We hadn’t
thought of anything specially tip-top;
only getting & squint at the show; put-
ting up for a couple of nights in a
lodging in some giddy suburb. Our
people’s resources don’t run to town
mansions, old man. But—"

“You sce, old bean,” said Johuny
Bull, “if you'd asked uzs before it was
fixed with Bunter, it would" have been
all right. We'd have jumped at it
with aﬁ] cur ten feet. It would have
rested with you, whether you wanted
Bunter, too.  Buf, having fxed i
with hime—"* L

“¥You didn't; he fixed it with you,”
growled Smithy, “You're a et of
soft aeses, and you let yourselves b
made use of.”
hThB gﬁmnua Five maﬂa no anﬁwir h:fr
that, +re o Was, perhgps, & gpet o
truth in But !Ean;j Wharton &
o, did .n loock at things quite like
Smithy, If it was "“soft ¥ for strong,
stordy, perfectly Gt fellows, to let
themselves be bothered by a fatneous
gsa who needed a& helping hand, they
wers not ashamed of such “softness™
Clartainly there was no such softness
in 8Smithy: he was a5 hard as nails zll
through.

“Think he wouldn't let you down, if
something better turned up?’ sneered
the Bounder,

“Like a shot!” grinned Bob, “But
we're not exactly taking Bunter for a
model, Smithy.”

Crant from the Bounder, He waa
snnoyed, and when Smithy was
snnoyed, he seldom took the trouble

to conceal the fact.

“Well, I''m uot having Bunter I"” ho
said, “I've hed enough of him here
—more than enoughl I'm going to get
B ;{?ﬁ from him, before I have to
stand’ him agsin at Greyfriars. And
“Trae Maogwer Lisrany.—No. 1.526.
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if you fellows had any sense, you'd (o
the same,”

“Porhaps: our esteemed senscfulnezs
is mot terrificc my absurd Smithy,”
murinmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, leave it at that,” growled
Vernon-Bmith. “I'm throvgh with
Bunter, when we leave here next week.
You won't como—that's settled.
than't ask you mgam—don't worry |

“You see, old chap—-'* said Harry.

“Qb, yes, I geel” unted the
Bounder. “Quitel I sha -::'Ill;;r wall
#=¢0, ot any rate, that vou don’t land

thet fat, frowsy frump on me, if you're
fool encugh te land him on your-
selves |

"¥You see—" murmurcd Bob.

“Oh, rata]! Look here, I've ashed
you for Coronation week to my pater’s
house in London. Are you colning, o
iok?  Yes, or ng 1"

* No,” said Harry,

“That's that, then!” . ]

And the Bounder, shaking out his
reins, dashed shead of the party, and
rode on at a gallop over the sands.

Harry Wharton & Co:  exchaoged
looks as they rode after him.

-Bob Cherry grinned, and Johony Bulk
shrugged. his shoulders. It was rather
discomfiting for guests, when a hosk
got his back up, and showed it., DBus
the ¢hums of the move knew what

to expect from Swmithy, in the way of
inanneras and customs. And, snyhow,
his display of temper mado no
difference.

They would have been plad—very
glad—to accept the nvitatian to the
mansion in Courtman Sguare. It was
ovor so rmuch better thean what they
had been able to plan for themselves
for the great day. Dut, having
allowed Billy Bunter to stick on, they
could not make him como unstuck,
unless of his own accord, and that was
that. Anyhow, the matter was settled
now, Vernon-3mith was not likely to
montion the matter again; and cer-
tainly they did not want him to.

The Bounder kept ahead all the way
home, and turned in at the gate in the
sea-wall.

The Famous- Five followed him in,
gnd up the grassy path that led into
the great avenue of Seahill Pavk,

“Hallo, halloy hallo! There's jolly
old Bunter!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

A fat figure was plunging up the
svenue towards tho house, Billy
Bunter had come .in' on Shanks’ pony.

The Bounder passed him at a gallop,
taking no notice of his fat guest, But
the Famows Five drew rein, dropping
inte 8 walk as they cvertook Buntor,

Ha blinked round at ithem through
hiz big spectacles,  Rather Lo their
surprise, he grinned, They had yather
expected him to frown.

‘Had a nice walk, old fat mani®
asked Bob cheerily.

“0h, fine!” said Bunter, Rather
nice not to see you fellows for-an lhour
or two—what? Ie, he, ha!”

“Mutual satisfaction, old fat lean !
grinned Bob.

“I say, vou fellows, thero’s zomoe-
thing I think I'd better montion,” went
on Bunter, with & very serioua blink
at the chums of the Remove, “I'veo
sort of half-promised to sep youm
through on  Coronation, Day in
London,™

11 Ehll'll.:

“I thivk, perhaps, I'd beiter warn
yaou not toe depend on me,”  said
Buonter. ™1 shall do my best fi:rr you,
of course. I'm not the fellow to laot
fellows down. | hope. But cirvomu-
stances mayv make it o bt dillicult for
me to stick to vou. The foct 19, I
haven't decided ver™

" Wha-a-t " .

“Leava it open,” saul DBunter.
“Mind, if I can possibly manage it, 1
shall stick to you chaps., 1f 1 can's,
I can't—see? All I can say is, that
Il do the best I can for you. at's
all ]\;Dl:l can expect, n't i}

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.

They had vefu Smithy’s ve
attraclive invitation, on  DBunter's
neeount, It wosz too late now to

change their minds on that subject.
Smithy had pointed out that if some-

ihing better turned up, Bunter would
let them dowm It looked as if some-
thing better had. MNot, of course,

that they cated a boiled bean. DBut it
was rather rough luek to hear it just
nlt'ftﬂr they had turned down Smithy's
girer.

“¥ou hlithering, blethering, burbling
bloater 1  said Boeb  Cherry, in
aeazured tonas, i

*Oh; really, Cherry—"

“It's our own fault,” said Johnny
Bull, “We've asked for this. We
ought to have boated him to begin
with, and left 1% at that.”

*“Oh, really, Bull—""

“"The bootfulness was the proper
esﬁpﬂli:" sgreed Hurrce Jomset Ram
ingh,

“Oh, really, Inky——"

“Oh, =zi¢ down, vou fat ass!" ex-

clatimed Harry Wharton,

He rcached over from the saddle,
grasped Bunter's ocollar, and hooked
him off his feet.

Bunter =at down,

Bump!

“Ow!? roared Bunter. * Beast|®

The Famous Five rode on, noet in
their usual sunny tempers, and left
him sitting and roaring.

e —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Thied Relation !
HEREEET VERNON-8MITH had

recovered hia temper at lunch.
His father being in town, the
Bounder was doing the honours
rt Seahill Park; and no doubt he real-
ised that a host was expocted not fo
seowl at hia guests. If he was still
annoyed, he showed no further outward
sign of it; which was & rclief to the
Famous Five, who had begun to con-
sider whether they had not better think
of é:hanging their guarters to Wharton
Ladge,

The fact was that Smithy cared very
little whether the Famous Five came up
to town with him, or net, when the party
broke up; but he was irritated by a
vefusal. He would have liked them to
comme; but he was not Fumg to miss
them fearfully. They could please them-
selves, and be blowed teo them—bub as
they had said “No,” that “"No ™ wag
definite. If they changed their minds,
Smithy was not changing lus.

Harry Wharton & Co.—knowing their
Smithy—did pot think of alluding to the
matter again,

Had they been dealing with a fellow
like Mauleverer, or Redwing, or Peter
Todd, or Ogilvy, thoy could have said
out plainly that, Bunter having kindly
taken himself off their hands, they wera
now in 8 position to accept what they
had carlier felt bound to refuse,

But Bmithy was not like any of iliosa
fellows,

Such a remark would have been ve-
ceived by Smthy with & sarcastic smile,
1i not an open snecr,

S0 that matter was
dehinitely.

The only solaco the Famous Five had,
was ihat they were not going, after all,

at oo end



to be Lothered by Punter on Uoronation
Day.

That, at asll cvents, was so much to
the good. ; X

Smithy being, outwardly, at least, i
a good temper agoain, there wes a cheery
chat over lunch, on all sorts of subjects
—oxcept the Coronation. That topic was
barred, .

Bunter, as usual, was too busily oceu-
pied with the foodstuffs to have time for
talk, But he was grinning very brightly
as he parked the provender.

Bunter was clearly bucked.

Nobody, however, was much intercsted
in Bunter, and ke grinned unheeded as
he packed away provisions as if [or o
EIEEE.

When he had eaten enough for three,
and a little over, howaver, the keen edge
was taken off DBunter's appetite, and he
was prepaved to slow down on the food-
stuffs and bestow on the other fellows
the delights of his conversation.

“I say, yvou fellows’ began Bunter,
after carefully filling his mouth, *I say,
about the Coronation——=m"" :

“Try that pie, old man " said Bob.

MATer this pudding,” said Bunter.
“1 was gnin%‘ to say—— OCurrrrggh !”
Bunter had filled up a little too liberally
for easy conversation, and he choked a
little.  *Wurrrrggh | Hoo-hoo-gooo-
hooo 1M : g :

“Turn_that dog out, Larkin!” said
Vernon-8mith, glancing round at the
butler.

*Thore iz no dog in the roon, Master
Llerbert ' angwered Larkin.

“What rot! I can hear one growling
over a bone " gaid Vernon-Smith. “0Oh !
Was it you, Bunter? My mistake ™

“"Urrggh! Cheeky brast ! Wuorrggh 1*
snid Bunter.

“Why not take it on the mati™ sug-
gosted SBmuthy.

The Famous Five grinned, they could
not help it.  Otherwise, they affected not
fo notice this genial conversation
Lolween lost and guest.

“Urrrggh " grunted DBunter. '1f
1lhat’s wEﬂ.t von call mannars, Smithy—
rurrght | Wuoregh| ool Qooht Gool

gny, vou fellows, about the Corona.
{ion, I don't want to disappoint you, of
conrsg——"

“TFathead P* said Dob.

“What I mean is, I may be able to
stick to you, efter all!” explained
Bunter, “I'm going to do the best I
van for vou, seni™

“Tebiot 1" said Johnny Bull

The Bounder glanced at Bunier, and
fhen ot his other guests. mocking
grin appeared on his face for'd moment.

It was ecasy for the Kkeen-witted
Tomder 1o guess how the matter stood.
Iliz look showed that he wos sardonie-
ally amused. It showed, also, that if
Harry Whorton & Co. fancied they
vould take himy up after turning lLim
down, they were making o misiake,

ot no such idea was in the minds
of the Famous Five. They knew Smithy
too well for that, Coronation festivitios
gl the millioneire’s mansion in Court-
man Square wers washed vight out.

“1 mean to say," continucd Bunter,
“ihat T mey be ai;iu to wangle you inlo
a vather splendid party U've been ashked
to. Itely on rue tp do my best [

“You necdo’t trouble, fothead 1™ said
Elarey Wharlon curlly,

“lio and eat coke I' raid Johuny Bull

“*1 suppose that’s whai yon cull grate.
Ful I sneored DBunier.  *“Well, 1 tnean
if, all the same. Afler all, T fover
cxpect gratilude from you fellows. Do
I ever pet any? 1 ask you "

“1'ush in that pudding, and shut up,
old fat man!" suggestod Bol Cherry,

Bunter pushed in pudding. At the
pame fimo e blinked at the Famous

EVERY SATURDAY

I'iva across the table, in & thoughtivl
zort of way,

“ After all,” he eaid, "Trant says-l
can bring my friends "

“Eh??
: “11115.- Cousin Trant.”" said Bunler care-
essly,
courza, Lord Trant,

Harry Wha ton &

on know." )
0. looked ot him.

7

g cousin or an uncle. DBunter scomed in
some doubt on that pont.

“He's asked me up for the Corona-
tion,” explained DBunter. e zays [
can bring my friends, 1f I like. 1 was
just wondering whether I could wangle

“I1—J mean, my Unecle Trant, of YOU fellows "

“You blithering Lloater!” said Johnny
Bull. “3hut it!"

GOD SAVE OUR KING and QUEEN!
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MAY THEY

The Editor and his staff unite with every reader of the
MAGNET in wishing their Most Gracious Majesties

a long, happy, and glorious reign.

They had heard of Lord Trant, who was
a very woedlthy landowner in Suesex:
aml they had passed his magnilicent
seat, Trant Elins, motoring with Smathy,
Lunter had never mentionod before that
that eminent nobleman was a relative
of the Bonter clan. Now that he men-
tioned 1t they did not, of course, believe
it A relation of Lord Trant's would
certainly know whether his lovdship was

——r—r——

“If you ean’t be decently civil, Dull,
I chall leave yon out of the party I take
to Trant House " said Bunter.

T shall miss a lot—1 don't think 1"
grunted Johnny.

“I had & letter, vou see, from my
cousin—] mean, my Unele Trant," snid
the fot Owl. “T'll show it to you follows
after lueh, if you like. T think I've got

Tue Magxer Lipmany.—No. 1526
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it in my pocket. Alight run across to
Truit Elms one day to sea the.eld bean
befo.e we go up to town. Ie's asked
me to.”

“¥ou havenr't mentioned: himm before,”
romarkod the Bounder. “Hadn't you
made up your mind whether he was a
vousin or an unclat®

The Famous IFive chuckled.

* He's my uncle,™ said Buntey calmly.
“My father's eldtr brother, you know.
Being the elder, he came inio the title
end estates.”

“Lackin I'" said Vernon-Smith,

“Yes, Master Herbet.”

“¥Yow've heard of Lord Trant 1%

“Evcryone in this part of Susscx has
heard of his lovdship, I think, Master
Herbert,” answered Larkin, in quite a
reverent tooe.

“What's hia family name §*

Y Stevenage, sir.”

The Bounder chuckled,

“Fancy Mr. Bunter’s elder brother
heing named Stevenage, you fellows™
ho vemarked, * Bit unusual, what [**

“1a, ha, ha”

“0Oh1" gasped Bunder, ]

Fle had quite forgotten that trifling
detail. Certainly it was more than o
*'bit " unusual for twe brothers to have
different surpames,

*J—I—I mean—"" gasped Bunter.

"You mcan that you're talking out of
vaur silly neck a3 wsnal ™ asked Simithy.

“No, you beast, I don't! I—1 mean,
ha's & sort of hali-brother—half-brother
once removed, =eel”

“(0h, my hat1"

“The—the fact is, the relationship’s a
bit complicated,” said Buunter. " Hug,
never mind that, 1 always call
Uncle Trant. TIfe'a one of tho titled
relations I've told you fellows abouk
Well, my Uuncle Trant has asked me up
for the Coronalion. He saya I can l:rrmﬁ
some friends, Why not you fellows?

“Tha why-notfulness iz terrific!”
grinned Hurrco Jamzet Ram Singh.

“Well, leok heve, I'll tell rou how
I'm going to work it,"” said Bunter,
ol fl:ﬂ.l': arranga for you fellows to
come along with me to Trant Llouse, in
London, I'll do it. If pot, I -zhall turn
Trant down, and stick to you chaps, as
previously arranged. That suit youi®

“I was afvoid it was too good to be
trua I sighed Bolb Chervy. “ Dunter
will he sticking on to us, after all, you
fellows"

“The stickfulnesz will be terrific.”™

“If vou fcllows don't bolieve ma—"
began Bunter warmly,

" Believe you !V pi‘asped Bab.

“Like to see the letter?”
Bunter.

“If any !" remavked Nugent.

Vernon-Smith rose from the table,
The Famous Five followed his example,
They wero not interested in a letter
from Lord Trant—in which they did not
think of believing for a moment. “Lheir
only impression was that the Ananias of
the Remove was telling improbablae
“whoppers " even more recklesely than
usual.

“I say, you fellows, hold on!” ex-
claimed Boanter, rummaging i his
pockets, “'I've got the letter hers, some-
where. I esay, I think I can manage it
for you fellows to come. Not voun,
Smithy, I'm sorry to say—Dbut there's &
fimit, you know—your manmers, old
chap, it you don’t mind my wentioning
j t——a?’

“You silly owl!” snapped the
Eullimder. and be walked out into tho

all,

“T  eay, you fellows™ smicaked

Bunter, as the Famous IFive followed

Herbertk Vernon-Smith. “1 say, don't

yon want to gee old Trant's lettor 177
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“Fathead 1" gaid Harry,
sheulder.

“ Beast |

Bunter was left !lunching.

over his

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise !

ARRY WHARTON & CO., as

+ they strolled ont om thoe green

lawns of HBeahill Park did not

oxpect to sec Bumiter again till
ica-time.

Lunch was a much lenger process for
Hunter than for any other fellow, when
the foodstuffs were unlimited, as they
were at Mr. Vernon-Bmith’s maension
on the Sussex thore. And after his
exertions in parking the provender, it
was Bunter's happy custom to take a
nap in an armchair, to recover from the

same. EHea was, as a rule, likely to get
active ain, when another meal was
in the oling.

S0 it was a surprize to the chums of
the Remove, to behold the fat Owl] again
guita soom.

Sitting in deck chairs on the sunny
lawe, Y  wers :]is-':usai::E the re-
spective merits of tennis, badminton,
or & run in & sailing-boat, as occupation
for a brnight May afternoon. Billy
Bunter rolled out of the houze and
joined themm—pgreeted with surprised
glances by the Famous Five, and with
a soowl %rﬂm VYernon-Smitli,  Smithy
took very little trouble, if any, to con-
ceal the fact that he was fed up with
that partrenlar guest,

*“Hallo hallo, hallal” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. *You haven't finished ¥your
lunch, surely, Bunteri”

“Yes~it's not much I eat, a2 wyou
know,” remarked Bunter. *1I say, you
fellowg—=—"

“Bul so far a= I noticed, vou'd only
caten enough faor six!™ said b, with
a puzzled lock. *What's the game—
slimming ™

"Ha, ba, hal”?

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Wall, what about tennis? grunted
the Bounder.

“F say, you fellows, don't go. It
rather parcticular,” said Bunter. “I'vo
got to get this settled about my

Coronation party.™

“For goodness’ eake, rive us a rest,
{athead I'* said Johnny Bull

“Let’'s seo the letter from Lovd
Trant,” said the Bounder savdonically.

"(h, let's!" grinned Nugent.

“Br: 1 chortled Bob.

“Y'm going to, old fellows!" declared
Bunter. “Of course, I want you to
wnderstend that it's all fair and square.
It needn’t interest you, Smithy—I"m not
asking you te Trant House. My cousin
mean my uncle—bars City peaple.
Sorry, and sl that—but there's a
limit 1"

Some puests would have taken a
harried departure, when a host made 1%
quite plain that he would be pleased
thereby That was not Billy Bunter's
way. Bunter's way wasy to stick on, and
niake himeelf ynpleasant,

There was no doubt that he suceceded
in doing =o. . )

Mr. Verncn-8mith, having asked his
son to put up with Bunicr for that
vacation, Smithy was deing it. Buot ho
did not do it with a gaod grace—and

=y

Bunter was not slow to refaliate for
what Twe  consideredd  SBmiihy’s  Lad
I ANICES,

Vernon-Smith  =oked at Dbim, o
abnvionsly considering whather 1o kick

him or nok, whal Hacey Wharlon lm'n-.iilI
iberposind, ’

“Shut up, DBunter, vou silly owl!
Let's soo that jolly old letterl Wo're
frightfully interested in your titled
relationz and things"

" Here you are !' said Bunter cheerily,

He groped in his pocket,

The Famous Five watchbd him, with
smiling faces—the Bounder with a
sneering grin.  Nono of themn expected
Bunter to produce tho letter, of course.
They expected him to keep up the
humbug to the latest possible moment,
and then to discover that he had left
the letter somewhere, or lost it.

He drew s rather tattered note-case
from brs pocket, end opened it. There
was a lettér folded inside.

‘;That's it |" said Buuter, taking it
LERE &N

_Bob Cherry winked at his fricnds.
They chuckled. Even then, they were
not convinced. Bunter had produced a
letter—and they waited for him to un-
fold it, and discover that it was the
wrong letter,

However, he unfolded it, and blinked
at 1t through his big spectocles, and
made no such announcement.

“Shall I read it out to you? he
asked.

“Uh, do!" gaid Bob, chorthng. Ile
thought he understood. Bunter waa
going to read out a Hetitious letter,
mmaling it up as he went slong! To
fellows who knew Billy Bunter, and his
unending fabrications, that scemed quite
clear,

“Go it!" said Frank Nugent.
_Bunter cleared his throat with a fat
little cough, and proceeded to read:

“Dear William,—I hops sincerely
that vou will join the party at Trant
House for the Coronation celebrations,
md_?l

"By gum! murmured DBeoh. "Ile
does 1t welll A fellow would almost
believe that he was actually reading
that from the letter 1™

“Almost !” grinned MNugent.
on, old fat man 1"

“Bring any friends you like ! Bunter
read on. He pauwsed, and blinked at
the Famous Five. “You see, yon
fellows, I ean take you—whati”

“The secfulness 1z tevrific 1™ grinned
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

“Carry on !’ said Harry Wharton,
laughing,

* MNow that you are in Sussex, my hoy,
I showld he glad 1f you would run across
and see me,” purswed Bunter. “Any
day vou like! Your old friend,—
Trant."”

“Fime!” said Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Jolly gotd!” said Jalmny Ball
heartily. “Blessed if I thought you'd
do it g0 well. Bunter. Only a bit weak
at the end. Hasn't his jolly old lozrdship
stgne«t himself cousin or unele—or hoth?
You don't zeem quiite eleay which he is ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“No, he signs himself my old friend,”
said Bunter, blinking at the letter,
“The fact is, he's not—not very nearly
related—sort of third cousin twice re-
maved—er—er second umele removed,
or somethin 4]

“Oh erikey '’

“1 call him uncle, vou know, hut
when he writes, he gener:ﬂl? signs him-
wlf *Your old friend,”” explained
Buenter  “ Now, what do you fellows
think of thatf”

“1 think you did it well,” answered
Harry, laughing, “and if we didn't
kuow von 2o well, old fat man, we might
really beliove that you'd read out what'a
in that letter.™

“Tht 5o I have!”

“1 don’t think ! grinnced Dol

“Carry
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Billy Bunter shot round the curve jusi as the little old g

in front of him, flourishing the knobbly stick. @ Cr:
“ Yaroooch ! ** roared the rufflan, as Bunter and his bike landed on top of Mm.

“You silly asses, mean to say that you
doulit my word!" roared Bunter.
“Sort of 1" admitted Bob.

“Somethmg  like that!™ grinned
Nugent.

“Why, you=—yvou——you——"" gasped
Bunter. “Look at the letter, thon, and

gee for yourselves!”
Ta the amazement of the Famous

Five, Bunter held eut the letter. They
stared at it, and at him. .
“We're to look st #?” exclaimed

Bob. .

“Yes, vou asz!l™

“But then we shall see that you've
been gammoning !

“Look at iL!" roared Bunter.

In sheer astonishment Harry Wharton
tool: the letter, and the Famous Five all
looked at it together. Wernon-Smith
looked on with a sneer.

They almost foll dowrBkas they saw
that Bunter lLiad read out the letter,
word for word, Their eyes fairly
gorsled, ) )

“Great pip!” said Bob Chervy faintle.
;Hna Bunter teld the truth? Could

E?ll

“Impossible ! said Johnny Bull. *IE
he could, why hasp’t hoe ever done it
before I : ,

“But—Dbut that letter's gennine 1 said
Harry, in bewilderment.

“Looks like it [" said Nugent.

1 hope,” said DBunter, with dignity,
Hihat you'll take my word now, you
fellows, It's a bit ungeutlamautér to
doubt & fellow's word, T must sui;f

“Well, fen me!" said Bob blankly.
“That letter's genuine, all right!
Blessed if I shan’t begin to believe
there's such 3 place as Bunter Court, at
this rate.”

The Bounder broke in, with a langh.

“Ara yvou fellows reslly letting tho
fat ass gammon you to that extent?
He's written that letter himself, of
conirse”
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IHarry Wharton shook his head.

“He couldn't have, Smithy. Ie
couldn’t even spell the word:s. And he
couldn’t write in this fist. And where
the dickens would he get Lord Trant's
private notepaper from "’

“Roti” said the DBeunder euriiy,
“Let's sce it 1" _

Wharton passed the letter to Smithy,
The Bounder stared at it. But he could
not stare tho obvious genuinencss out of
it, He had expected to sec gsome flimsy
spoof—any spoof was good encugh for

illy Bunter, when he was bent on
swanle,. But thig, clearly, was no spoof.

Tha address, “Trant Elms, Sussex
was engraved—and there was his lord-
ship’s crest on the peper.  Bunter,
obviously, could not have obtained that
sheet of notepaper, to make up =
fictitions #etter for purposes of swank.

Weither could he have written in that
echolarly hand. He mu!ci not, in fack
have spelt the words, without a good
many mistakos,

That letter had bLeen writlen by Lord
Trant at his country house, Trant
Elms, It was a genuine invitation to
“ William ” to join the party for the
Coronation at Ius lordship’s town house.
Secing was believing, and even the
sceptical Bounder had to admit that
nmuch. :

He scanncd the letter; he turned it
over in his hands; he examined it with
minute attention, Tut examination
could demonstrate nothing but that it
had indubitably been written by tho
Earl of Trant.

He threw it baek to Bunter and rose.

The Tamous Five were astonished,
chicfly at the unexpected and amazing
circumatance that Buunter had told the
truth. But there was no annoyance
mingled with their astonizshment ; they
saw no cause for annovanee.  If Bally
Bunter really knew Lord Traut, and
Bad been incifcd by that wealthy and

entleman backed (o the side of the Iane, the squinting ruffian standing
Next moment his blke erashed into the footpad and knocked him spinning !

eminent nobleman for the Coronation,
they were quite prepared to congratu-
late him on his good luck. Smithy, on
the other hand, was intensely annoyed.

Ho did not like being put in the
wrongz. He did not like to find that
there were any real grounds for
Bunter's offensive swank. And genunine
as the lotter looked, the Bgmngnr had
a dm:htm[i nature, and he still doubted.
Ile could hardly doubt that Lord Trant
had written that letter, but he was ¢con-
vineed—chiefly because he chose to be
convinced—that there was a ecateh in it
somewhere. 5 q

Bunter gave him & lofty blink.

“Perhaps you believe me
Smithy 7 he remarked.

“Not a word 1" answered the Bounder
coolly. “I don’t know where you can
have sneaked that letier, but it's all
gammion! If you knew Lord Trani,
vou'd know whether he was a cousin or
an uncle or an old friend——"

“(3h, really, Smithy—"

“Did you find the letter in somebody's
pockot 7 sneered Bmithy.

“Why, you cheeky brast——"

“Smithy, old man,” mnromwred DBob,
“that letter's written to Bunter; there's
his name on it." ]

“Lots of Williams in the world,” said
Smithy. "“Too many, in fact!”

“Oh, rot|" said Johnny Bull. "Don't
be an ass, Emlthf P _

“Are you fellows coming to play
tennis, or sitting here listoming to that
fat idiot's silly swank and humbug?”
grunted Smithy. 1

He stalked away towards the tennis
courts. 'The Famous Five exchanged o
smile, and followed him. Bo far as they
could sce, if was impossible for Bunter
to have bagged a |T-=:tter belonging to
sume other fellow named William—as,
indeed, it was, except for a peculiar
chance, of which ihey knew nothing.
But the matter was not worth arguing
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abhout; the Bonnder wag welcome 1o
think what he liked. They followed hiin
ta the tenuis courts, leaving DBilly
Bunter sitting under the beech, grin-

1.

B%mtqg had got by with ik

He grinned with satisfnction.

There was, of course, & fl¥ in the
ointment. After any amount of swank
on the subject of. Lord Trant.and the
magnificent Coronation party at his town
mansion, Dunter-couldn’'t go there. He
would have 1o explain that.

But that was an casy cne—to Bunter.

He was going fo. explain that Lord
- Trant objecied to his friends. Being &
* loyal pal, be was going to stick to his
~friends and throw Lord Trant ovoer,

That lovked like & good one—to
Bunter. ] ‘

In the meantime, right up to Corona-
tien Day, he was going to spread him-
self, and swank to his fat heart’s
cantent: and the more Bmithy was
annoyed thereby, the more Bunter was
going to be pleased,

Prospeets  ecewed

good—to Billy
Bunter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Artful Dodger !

i UL  Rells, Larkin!® said
Vernon-Smith, after breakfast
the following morning.

“Yes, Master Herbert [*
Larkin proceeded to convey the in-
formation to the garage that the Rolls-

Royce would be recauired by DMaster

Herbert and his friends that mnminf,'.

Harvy Wharton & Co., in the hall
after breakfast, glanced at Smithy and
glanced at ono gnother. There was

a rather peculiar expression’ on the

Bounder's face—unpleasantly sardonic,

It was casy to sce that he had something

up hiz sleeve, though they had no idea

what it was.
“You fellows wounld like & run in the
car this morning 1 asked' Smithy.

“Yes, rather!” assented Smithy's
guesta,

“And you, Bunter?”

“Certainly, old chap,” answered

Bunter—**so long as we're not back late
for lunch, 1 mean ! )
“Right-ho1” said Vernon - Smith,
“There's ripping country in this part of
Sussex. We'll run & bit north over the
downs—what " '

“Good I agreed Harry Wharton.

A motoring run on & bright May
morning was quite atiractive to the
Greyfriars fellows. But they could see
that Herbert Vernon-Smith had some-
ihing else on his mind, and, from his
glance at Bunter, guessed that it had
somoething to do with that fat and
fatuous youth.

“Tols of things to see,” wenbk on
Smithy, *Glorions Sussex downs, and
old towns and villages—such as Trant.”

“Trant" regemed Harry.

“Yes. Trant's nnl}r twent ;
five miles from here,” sald Smithy care-
lessly, “We passed Trant Elms once,
you remember—fine old placg! Bunter
forgot to mention just then that he
knoew Lord Trant, or we might have
dropped in to zee him™

The Famnoua Five did not answer that,
They knew that the Bounder did not
believa in the 'I'rant connection of the
Bunter family, and that he would have
taken a malicious pleasure in showing
up Bunter's spoof, if it was spoof. 1If
seemed that something of the sort was
in his mind now.

“No, I never thought of mentioning
it, 8mithy,” =zaid Billy Bunter calmly.
“T'm not the fellow to swank about such
things. If I'd thought of it at the time,
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I'd have taken vou all im and intro-
duced wyou to my cousin—that is, my
uncle—I mean, my old friend, Lord
Trant 1

I'he Famous Firve grinped. Dunter
seomed to be slill a little confused about
the ru!ntiﬂnshitp.
_ Im point of fact, they did not believe
in that relationship. That was just
swank. DBuot fopy the rest, they bad to
believo that Bunter was acquainted, at
least, with his lordship. How else could
hic have received a letter from him?

~ “"¥You see,” Bunter further explained,
“there's a lot of titled people in our
family, and it doesn’t geem so jolly won-
derful to me, as I dare say it does to
you, Smithy. I dare sey you've never
met a lord, except old Mauly at
Greyfriasrs. We have ’em in dozens at
Bunter Court for the huntin' and
shootin’. "

“Well, the fact is, I'd rather like to
have a look at Lord Trant's place,” said
the Bounder. * Very historic old plage—
one of the sights of Sussex. Lord Trant
azked you to run across and see him in
that letter, Bunter.”

“Oh, yes; now I'm in Sussex, you
Enow P! grinned Bunter. “7T don't think
I shall trouble, though. I shall see
engugh of him in town at the Corona-
tiom.

_“¥ou can't neglect your titled friends
like that, old fat man!” said the
Bounder, shaking his head. * We'll take
in Trant Elms on our run this morning.”

L] Eh ?-?J'

“His lordship's sure to give na per-
mission to look over the place, as you're
such a pal of hisg—="

“Wha-at 1%

* Famous - picture gallery there, you
fellows," seid Smithy, “stacked with
Rembrandts and Velasquez and Corots
and things. FPeople trave! hundreds of
miles to sce it. They show it on certain
days. But any day will de for Bunter.
Lord Trant said so in his letter, yon
Encw.™

Flarry Wharton lavghed.

The Bounder belisved—or was deter-
mined to believe—that that letter was
somehow a spoof, so he had planned
this motor run to his lardship’s house to
show up the spoof.

Certainly, if Bunter had somehow got
hold of a leticr that did not belong io
him, and was s%readjng-himself- on the
strength of it, he.could not carry the
spoof so far aa to visit Lord Trant in
bia country mansion.

_“Not & bad idea1” said Harry. “I'd
like to see the place while we're in
Sussex. What about it, Bunter 1

“0Ohi" gasped Bunter.

The Bounder grinned.

The Famous Five looked very
curiously ot Bunter. There was no
reason, so far as they could see, why he
should not adopt the Bounder's sugges-
tion. Lord Trant had asked William to
run ovar while he was in Sussex. Why
shohldn't he?

“Is it & go, Bunter 7" asked Bob,

"Oh! Nol Yes!” gasped Bunter,
*J-i-3-jolly good idea! But—"

% [s-there a 'but’ in 7" asked the
Bounder blandly.

“0Oh! Nol VYesl I mean—h'm*

“You fat chump!” said Harry
Wharton. *“What do you mean? Have
you beem pulling our leg, after sll?®

“0Oh, really, Wharton 2

“Well, what do you mean-t" asked the
-::uptuin of the Hemove, Tather sharply.

‘Oh, nothing! The—the fact is, it's
a8 jolly. good idea ! declared Bunter,
recovering hamsell. “I—I'm jolly glad
Smithy suggested it. I'll be ready at
eleven, Swnithy.”

“The enr’s coming round now.™

“1f you want to start now, Smithy,

you can start without me. I said cleven,
and I mean eleven—see ¥*

The Bounder smiled—grimly. On
any other occasion, booked for a motor.
ing trip, the Bounder certaninly would
not have waited half an hour, or half a
minute, for Billy Bunter. DBut if the
fat Owl waz: banking on that, it was
not a chicken that would fight.

“You fellows don't mind waiting iill
eleven ¥ asked Smithy.

“ No—that's all right.”

“We'll whit, then! Come and knoeck
the balls sbout in the billiards-room—I
won’t ask vou to put any quids on it,”
added the Bouoder sarcastically.

“ Right-ho, old bean!”

The juniors went into the billiarde-
room to kill time till Bunter waa ready.

The Owl of the Remove blinked after
them with a ferccious blinkt

Billy Bunter had plenty of cheek. Ha
was tamous for it. But even Billy
Bunter had not chesk enough to bar
into the mansion of a nobleman who
had never heard of him, and claim
Acquaintance. :

unter had to wriggle out of this
somehow. -

For several minutes the fat junior
stogd thinking it out. Then he took his
hat, and rolled out of the house.

Pmmdpt at eleven o’clock, the Bounder
threw down his cue and came out of the
billiards-room, followed by the Famous
Five. The Holls was ready on the drive,
the chanffeur standing by thea car.
Punter, however, was not to be seen.

The Bounder called. to the butler.

“Larkin! Where's Bunter 1" :

“I have not seen Master Bunter since
he went out, Master Herbert.” _

“Oh, he went ont, did he? said
Smithy. “Inquire where ho is, will you,
Larin?>  ©

ery good, sir.

The j{:nﬁmra waited by the car. There
wgs & sardonic sneer on the Bounder’s
face, and the chums of the Remave
were feeling rather dubious. It waa
odd, at least, for Billy Bunter to have
ﬂtiaafpaa.red, at the time fixed for tha
start. .

Larkin came back st last. But he
came alone. There was no sign of
William -George Bunter. :

“ Well,” rapped Vernon-Smith;
“where’s Buntér, -Larkin ¥

“1 find, sir, that he went out on a
bicycle nearly half an hour ege,”
answered Larkin. ‘

“On a bike?” rePaited Smithy., “Ha
kas no bike here!™

“1 understand, sir, that he went on
yourg™ said Larkin., “He left word
that he would be back by eleven, but
that you were not to wait for him, sir.”

Larkin went back into the house.

The Bounder gave the Famous Five a
sarcastie look.

“Think he'll turn up?” he asked.

4 Um EH‘

“Well, it's not much good waiting, as
Bunter doesn't mean to come back till
lunch,” said Vernon-Smith. " Let's get
gut. I've ssid that the fat ass was
spoofing—and I dare say you fellows
have gumption enough to see it now
for ycumefvea.” 4

The Greyfriars fellows rolled away in
the Rolls—not to visit Trant Elma!

However, they had quito a jolly morn-
ing, speeding over the glorious Sussex
downa, in the bright sinshine of the

merry month of May—and they did not
misz Bunter to any great extent.
Only they wondered what be would

have to say when they saw him again.
Smith¥ had no doubt that he would
have some thumping whopper to tell,
to account for having missed the drive
to Trant Elms. And Harry Wharton &
Co. wondered whether SBmithy was, alter
all, right.



THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Sunter Bumps £

said Billy Bunter

T BL{}“‘:‘S il
B celled ol Nia Bikesor

rather, Smithy’s bike—and
stood holding the machine and klinking
round him with an irritated blink.

Befora him lay the choice of two roads
—and which was the road back to Sea-
hill Park, was, so far as Bunter was
concerned, wrapped in mystery.

It had seemed to the fat Qwl quite a
bright ides to clear off on o bike, and
leave the Greyfriars fellows to wait for
him, or start without him, which ever
they jolly well liked. ;

L?Ertainl}-, Billy Bunter wasn't going
to present himself at Trant Elms—not
if Billy Bunter kopew it ! ‘

It was like that beast, Smithy, to
think of such a dm:lﬂz as that, for show-
ing up his spoof. But Bunter was not
to_be caught so easily.

Hea was going back for lunch. He had
a yarn all ready—he had lost hiz way,
and delayed his return entirely by
aceident, .

Billy Bunter was going to muke that
statement—untruthfully ! Now it looked
ns if he would be able, after sll, to
make it truthfully! For he had, in
poink of fact, lost his wey, quite un-
intentionally !.

Standing at the fork of the read,
blinking to right and left, the fat Owl
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wondered which road led fo Beahill.
Far .in the distance, he counld ses the
blus sea rolling in the sunshine. That
was his direction, 5Still, that was no
sent help, for both the lanes in front
of him led down towards the sea. Ones
of them, he was sure,-led to Boahill—tha
other somewhere eclse.  Which was
which¥ ‘

Billy Bunter was very particular
about getting back too late for & motor
run to Trant Elms. But he was still
more particular about not getting back
late for lunch. That was important.

Dyring his bike ride that m-:rm_'mgl; ha
had passed several Enlic:in%plmea wherno
refreshments were to be had. But he
had not stopped at any of them. At
Mr. Vernon-8mitl's magnificent seaside
mansion, there wasz evervthing u fellow
could want—except actual cash. And
Bunter, not for the first time in his life,
was short of cash. He was, certainly,
expecting a postal order. But, as had
30 often hnpm&d before, the expected
postal order not arrived. Bo there
was no refreshment for Bunter till he

t back to lunch—and now he stood,

linking irritably, &t the parting of the
ways, not knowing which to take.

“Beasts 1 grunted Bunter.

It was all the fault’ of that benst
Smithy, that he wasz stranded like this.
Nothing wasz ever Bunter’s own fault!

There war not & sign-post to be seen,
Not 8 building—not an inhabitant.
There was a glorious view of rolling

L}

downs, shady woods, &nd a distant
shining sea—but Bunter had no use for
a glorious view. He grunted with an-
NOYanoe,
hen, to his great relief, he heard
footsteps, and blinking round, saw a
pedestrian mmmpf't;‘:hﬂ way he had come,
Bunter waited for him to come up.
He was a littla’ old gentleman, not
very well dressed, and he looked rather
tired, as if he had done guite enough
walking over rugged downs that warm

Inorning.
He stopped as he arrived at the
corner where Bunter stood with ihe

bike.

Bunter had intonded to ask him the
way. Before he could do so, however,
the litile old gentleman asked Bunte?
the wayl .

"Periapm:;nu can tell me which of
these lanes leads to Stetton, iy hgir " ho
said in a very pleasant volce. e put
up an eyeglass as he addressed Bunter,
and looked at him through if. .

“0Oh dear!” said Bunter. “I was just

ing to ask you which one led to

aahill.” i

“Dear mel” The little old gentleman
smiled, quite a pleasant smile. *Then
we are both in the same state of
ignorance.” . .

He locked at him through hiz eyve-
glass. ,

Bunter grunted dismally, _

One of those beastly lanes led down

{Continued on next pagpe.)

Now science givesus A

HERB is an entirely new kind of chocolate,
more delicious and exciting than any

chocolate you have tasted before. It is Aero, —%;‘
and it has a wonderful * honeycomb ’ texture o
— 50 light and smooth that Aero literally melts 1

' nd

in your mouth.

Only a special new process discovered by
scientists has made Aero possible. It has
a grand flavour — it helps to give vou

_extra energy, too. That’s because it digests
more quickly than ordinary chocolate.

Try a block of Aerc yourself — today.
You get its scrumptious flavour at the

very first bite.

Smooth, light —= easy to bite,
with a new, exciting flavour!

made in
brothers

WF e

Barent appiied for

2‘ & 4 3 I.Il.ii:.‘
LOOK AT THE TEXTURE!
Look at Aero's wonderful new
A ‘honeycomb ' texture. This
NI textive Is the secret of Aero's

Ktk deliclous taste, It excites the

R taste-buds on your toague —
Y glives you the foll, rich flavour
right away.

AEROSTAT

The earliest balloons and flying
machines were known as ° aero-
stats.” The first knotwn fight was

France, in 1783, by the
Montgolfier’s balloon of

paper filled with hot air. Here you
see a novel combmation of heli-
copter and aeroplane planned in
18og by Sir George Cayley, the
father of British fiyine.
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bo Seahill; the other, apparently, o =
plada called Heiton. But which was
which 7

‘The-eyegloes turned o Bunter agsin.

“Perhaps you Bavye seen: someone I
am leoking fory” remarked the little old
gentleman.  His voled; which was very
cultivatéd, and his manner, which was
very’ courteous, rather ‘contrastéd with
hid somewhat shabby elothes. Some-
body who had pome down in the world,
Bunter gupposed |

*Eh? Who®*” asked Binter without

much iﬂtﬂ‘rﬂ'ﬂ-‘ i : 2
He was thmkmg of his own diffi-

culties, not those of a shabby old gentle-

man. Billy Bunter had no vse for poiar

people, though ever so mnice -in  their

A young man, probably i
fours,” said the little old gentleman., “X
missed ldm. at Setton, but learning that
he had gone for a walk, I thought I
might fall in with him; hbut, unfor-
tunately, I appear to have lmt._ Iy WAaY.
Pﬂﬁﬁlhl:p" you may have scen him on the

roads,
Bunter .shock his head.
If he had paseed any youn
plus fonrs, tre had not notice
“ Déar mel” paid
Bgain;

There was & pause, while they locked
roimd=~the old giin man . through -his
eyeglass, Bunter through -his spoctacles,

“Well, well, one-muit take a chance |
aaid. the little old- gentleman at. ddst,

and, with a nod to Bunter; he restarted.

man in
hima.
the old gentleman

Oino.of the two lanes bad » downward tha

slope. That was the one the old gentles
man chose—perhaps with the idea that,
g he did not know which was the right
one, he might as well take the edstost.

He disappeared from Bunter's sight
down the winding lane in a few
mnuotes,

Bunier grunted.

Ha did not fael d:n]irnaed ta take
chances, if he could help it, when an
orror might lead to being late for lunch.
But what was a fellow to dot

plus.
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{‘;reaﬂg to his relief, he heard foot-
steps behind, Again he blinked round
hopefully.

A man was coming o at & trot. He
wans net & nice-looking man like the old
gentleman with .the eyeglass, He was
& big, brawny, muscular man, with a
squint in one cye, and & front tooth
nussing., He was in need of s shave,
and still more seriously in need of a
wash. He had a knobby stick under
one arm.

Bunter did not like his looks at all.

He locked, in fact, & most unplessant
kind of a tramp—not at all the sort of
man & fellow liked t¢ meet in & lonely
place. Indeed, heo looked capable of
relieving a fellow of his bike and of his
loogse eash, in ‘& spot sufficiently lonely.
Binter ‘was glad-that it was Emith‘f:
bike, and not his-own, as that stubbly
ruffian came hurrying towards him.
There was no help at hand, if the man
with the aqkﬁmt chose to take possession,

o0

and he locked like it.
. Bunter, who had been going to ask for
information, ouly ha now that the
stubbly man would pass without
sto pin%.

ut the man ﬁtﬂp%d. He looked, or,
rather, squinted, at Bunter. But, to the
fat = junior’s relief, he showed no
haostility,

“Beaen o bloke pass ‘ere?’ be asked
hastily.

“Oht ¥Yes!™ gasped Bunter.

*Obd gent with o hl‘?’-&ghm?" asked
squinting man. "I got & message
for 'im! You seen *im "

“¥Yes, he went down that way!” said
Bunter, pointing.

Without stopping to render thanks,
the squinting man %Dﬂ'ﬂwﬂd ‘the way the
little old gentleman had gone at & run,
and disappeared in hiz turn down the
winding lane.

Bunter leaned on the bike and
grunted.

He was glad to sec that stubbly man
disappear.

Heo did not like his looks at
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a.l!!.kand still less did he lika his knobby
stick.

He blinked back along tho road—hug
no cne else was in sight. What was a
fellow to do? Lunch-time was drawing
near. Bunter’s watch had stopped, as it
often did—but he did not need a watch
to tell him that. Inward prémonitions
warned him that it was near lunch-time.

It was" useloss to stand there, he
realised ‘that, " He had, like the little
old gentlemian, 1o take a 'chance. And,
like the old gentlemidn, he decided on
the ecasiest way,” as there “was nothing
&lsg to choose between the two. Down-
hill was ‘easy going, at any rate, and it
was a8 likely to be the right wn&aa miot.

If that squinting besst was still hanging

about, . he wopld pass him quickly
encugh, free-wheeling down s slope,
‘Having decided illy Bunter re-

mounted Smithy's f:-il_m' and started.

Bunter was no great cyelist but on a

Hl-:ﬁe ha could put an quite a ﬂmd speed,
& went fast—and beyond the bend of

the lane ho found that the descent was
steeper, and he went faster.

In fact he whizzed.- e

That lane wound almost like & cork-
screw, belween high grassy baaks,
crowned with hedges and trees.

Buddenly, from the lane shesd, came
= shar?. caiimg volca:

“Help 1"

Bunter blinked.

He knew the little old gentleman’s
voice again.

“Help !"

“0Oh erikey!” gasped Bunter.

In a fHach he understood! That man
with the squict had not been following
the old genileman with & message, as ho
had steted. He had keen following him
to & lonely spot, with an intention which
was revealed by the fact that the old
gentleman was calling for help!

Bunter fumbled with his brake.

But befors he could get the brake on
ho shot round another curvae,

He had a split second’s glimpse of a
startling scéne—tha little old gentleman
backed up to the bank at the side of tho
lane, the squinting ruflian standing in
front of him, in the middle of the lane,
flourishing the knobby stick !

Only for a fraction of & second did
Bunter view that scene—then he erashed,

His bike crashed right  into tho
stuhh;y man, before the footpad knew
that it was coming, and knocked him
spinning.

With a. fearful wyell, the man went
over headlong, end over him sprawlad
Smithy's bike. and over Smithy's bika
sprawled Billy Bunter. And from

unter, a3 he bumped, came a roar that
woke the echoes of the Sussex downs far
and wide:

“Yarooooh

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Brave Bunter!

ILLY BUKTER sat up and blinked
wildly.
He was sitting on the bike.
The bike was on the fontpad.
The [ootpad was groaning !Iﬂrrlhli:r.
A crash on hard chalk, with a bLike
crashing on fop of him, and Bunter's
weight added to the bike, soemed lo
have damaged the man with the squint.
“Docaoogh ™ gasped Bunter,

“Dear me 1™ ejaculated the Tittle old
goentleman,

A moment ago ho had stood at the
merey of the footpad, and the knobhy
stick had been uplifted to crack his
anclent nuk.

Bunter’s sudden and unexpected
arrival had wrought a startling change,

The knobby stick had Hown through
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the air. "The [ootpad lay crumpled,
evidently hors de combat.

The danger was over.

“Dear me!" repoated the little old
gentleman,

“Dooooh 1™
L1 E’;ﬁ?‘mh !‘.IJ

“My dear, good, brave lad!" ex-
claimed the old gentleman. Hea ran
towards Bunter to give him s helpin

repeated Bunter

hand. “Are you hurt} I hope nol—
;r_ﬂﬁf-}llﬂ“ Let me help you! Gallant
ad !’

“Eh?” gasped Bunter.

He was glad of a helping hand to rise.
Ho was winded—and a bike was not a
comfortable seat sideways.

He staggered up, splutiering.

“Such presence of mind ! exclaimed
the old gentleman. *My dear boy, I
trust you are not hurt! No ™

“Wow ! gasped Bunter.

He set hiz spectacles straight on lia
fat littla nose, and blinked at the old
gentleman. ]

‘Why the old gentleman was dpas-mg
him these compliments Bunter did not
at first realise.

Flo had run inte the tramp and
knocked him over, for the simple reason
that the tramp was in the way of the
bike, and he could not stop the whizzing
bike in time,

This old asz scemed to fancy that he
had done it on purpose.

Bupter had had & heavy bump, and

collected about a dozen bruises. Such,
most 'demtl%:d]y, had not been  his
intention.

But the old gentleman’s mistake was
natural.

He had left Bunter up at the corner,
undecided which way ta take. Then he
had been attacked by the tramp. Then
Bunter had come whizzing down on the
bike and knocked the tramp spinning.
Really, 1t looked sz if m fellow, with
plenty of norve. had rushed recklessly to
the rescue,
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. That was the old gentleman’s
Hmpression.

He beamed on Bunter.

Bunter rubbed damaged spots, and
gasped for breath.

The footpad, howling with anguish,
tried to struggle out from under the
bikke. He was hurk, there was no doubt
about that.

Leaving DBunter, the old gentleman
ran to the fallen cudgel and picked it
up.

Cudgel in hand, he turned Lack $a the
tramp.

The bike was heaved over with a
clank, and the squinting man staggered
to his feet, urglmgi ﬁe Iimped badly.
Barely was he on hia feet when the old
gentleman reached him and hit him on
the head with his own cudgel.

Bang !

The footpad roared,

Bang | went the cudgel again. Bang!

Yelling wildly, the footped took to his
hecls. He limped as he van. Al the
mischief had been taken out of him by
that terrific crash~—he could herdly have
bt up a scrap with Bunter! Ile was

umped and bruised all over, a mere
lump of aches and pains. But the old
gentleman, perhaps not realising that he
was g0 far gone, followed him up, still
banging with the cudgel; and the
wretched tramp dodged and howled and
yelled as he got bang after bang, till
at last he scrambled desperately up the
bank, tore through a hedge, and
vanished over the rugged downs.

Breathing hard, the old gentleman
returned to Bunter.

Bunter picked u
the sad discovery that the front whee
wes  badly buckled and the pedals
twisted, to name only a few of the
damages. That bike needed 2 lot of pro-
fesstonal attention before it could be
ridden again. With feelings almost too
deep for words, the fat Owl leaued ik
against the wayside bank. 1le had to
walk now!

the bike, makin
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Billy Bunter rolled back his trouser-leg and revealed a fat knee. On that fat knee was a

]
-

. iarge dark bruise. Vernon-Smith
stood dumblounded at sight of . *‘ Satisfied now ? ** asked ihe fat Removie, with lofty sarcasm.

But there was, 5o to speak, balm in
Gilead !

Lower down, in the distance, Bunter
spotted a high roof, evidently that of a
large building in a town by the sea. He
knew that roof, It was the roof of
Heahill railway station.

_ I'rom the corner where he had stoppel
it ad been hidden from view by trees,
From the spot where he mow stood it
was visible,

Bunter gasped with relief. Ile kneow
where he was now. By leaving the lane
and cutting across thoe fields he ¢ould
reach the Beshill road - in ten mimites—
and Sealnll Park five minutes later,
amnd—lunch at last!

Ho was about to start when the litile
old gentleman came trotting back, '

“My dear boy!” he exclaimed,

“Eh, what?"” asked Bunter, blinking
round impatiently,

“One moment—ones momeni—-"

“I'm in rather a hurry.”

“¥es, yes, but I must speak ™ exs
claimed the old gentleman, “My dear
boy, I must thank you. I should have
been robbed—I should have been in-
jured. IHow can T thank you. my brave
ad, for coming to my halpt”

“Oh " gasped Bunter. * That—that's
all right :

The old gentleman’s gratitude was all
very well. Bunter did not object ta
that, But he was thinking of lunch.
Now that lie knew his way, he was
anxious fo get going.

“Buch presence of mind!” said the
old gﬂmt!mwan. beaming. “ Nothing
Lut what you did would have been of
any use against that hulking ruffian.
Both of us would have been at his
mercy had you not thought of running
into him with your bicycle, and knock-
ing him aver. But the risk yvou ran, my
lad=—you did not slop to think of that 1

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter. “No.”

(Cantinued an page 16.)
THE Micwer Lsrany.—No, 1,526,



(Continwed from rege 13.)

Punter was not the fellow to disclaim
aredit, due or not. He did not think
witich of this rather shabby old gentle-
man, who seemed to him vather o fool.
Still, if the old gentlemsn wanted to
bo grateful, Bunter was the follow to
give him his head. Nevertheless, lunch
came lirst

“[vo got some friends weiting. for
me——" added Bunter, as he started
over the bank, to get into the adjoining
ficld for & short eut to the road,

“1 will not detain vow, my dear lad,
if you are in & hurry. Bub I must know
vour vame—the name of my galant
reccuer”™

i “Oh! Bunter—DBilly Bunter! Good-
ve L
“Onee more, my dear boy, I thank
you! Apd——"

Bunter disappearcd through  the
hedga.

He did the adjoining field, and the
next, at a trot. e cams out into the
Seshill road, and trotted on to the
pates of Mr. Vernon-3mith's mansion.
He trotted up the avenue to the house—
and never had the avenue seemed so
long.

But his luck wes in; he rolled, dusty
and breathless, in as the gong sounded
for lunchl

——— . =—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Tells the Truih !

1 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here
he is "
Bunter rolled in.
The (Greviriars fellows

were back from their drive. They had
learned from Larkin that Bunter Lad
not come in yet. MNow here he was

* 8o you've come back I grinned Bob
Cherey,

“ (M, yea!” gasped Bunter.

“1 fancied he would be back for
lunch,”  remarked the  Bounder.
“You've missed sesing yvour old friend
Lovd Trant, Bunter.”

“Look here, you fat ass, why didn't
voit turn upt” demended Johnny Bull.
“Have you hoen srooﬁrig us, after all ™

“Oh, really, Bull—

“Well, why didn’t you come back at
eleven " asked Harry Wharton.

“I—I conldn't! T lost my way—"

“Gammon ™ said the Bounder coolly.

“I=—I mean, I—I had & spill on my
bike 1" gﬂﬂpeé Bunter. “That's what
I really meant to say.”

“MNot mnch difference t*
Smithy.

*“The fact is, I—1 lost my way, and
then—then I had a spill,” gaspead
Buuter. “Both—sea? I've got a lot of
bumps! If you don't believe ine,
S th p—="

“1 don't!” said the Bounder.

“Well, you jolly well will when vou

vemarked

ree your bike " said Bunter. “Never
WN}:'. 1u1'"ggﬂf g0 thoroughly crocked!”
Fs I 1 '3

If

The Famous TFive grinned,
Tie Micuer Lisrany.—No. 1,526,
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Bmilby-3s jigger was crocked, it was a
proof that Buntor had had, as le
stated, & spill. Bub the news that hia
handsomoe jigger was ecrocked secmned
to have o rather exciting offect on the
Bounder.

“Yon fat robter! Where's
jigger I he demanded.

“1 had to leave it up on the hill; it
was foo erocked to ride !

“Why, vou fat scoundrel-—"

“(h, roally, Smithy—"

* If you've smashed up my jigger
voared the Bounder,

“A -mnute age vou didn’t bhelieve
that I’'d had a spill ' sneered Bunter.
“If I haven't, the jigger's all right.
Wait till you zee it, though.”

my

Fn

“Well, if Bunter really bhad a
spill=— zaid Iarry Wharton.
“Awfal crash,” said Bunter. “7T ran

into & tramﬂ, ot & steep place. Luckily,
he was too hurt to cut up rustyv. I say,
vou fellows, let'a get in to lunch, I'm
feavfully hungry 1™

The Creyfrinra fellows went in to
huich, Vernon-S8mith with a black look
on-hiz face. He had told the Famous
Five that Bunter would come back with
some thumping lie. That was still his
belief.  But it leoked fo him now
as if Bunter had crocked his bike to
give colour to the thumping lie. Which
was extremely irritating  to  the
Bounder.

That the bike had really been erocked
was hardly to be doubted, as Bunter
cheerfully described where he had left
!it': s0 that e man could be zent to wheel
it im.

Harry Whasten & Co. were vather
curtous fo aes it,

1t had arrived by the time thoy
fintahed lunch, and they went out to

look at  it—leaving Dunter still
hanching.
Une glance was enough! IF ever a

hike looked thoroughly crocked, that
bike did! Db?ium%‘, it had lad a
smash—and a bad smash !

The Bounder glared hard and deep
as he glaved at that dilapidated jigger.

“The fat rotter!™ he said savagely.
“1le’s crocked that bike—but he never
had a spill. That's gammon! - F told
yvou fellows he wouldn't come hack in
tima to drive fo Trant Elms—and he
didu't! He had to spin some yarn, and
this ia it " :

“It locks o bit like it,” seid Harry
Wharlon slowly. " But—"

“But what, fathead?"” yapped the
Eounder.

“Well, the bike's had a spill, that's
a corbl If Bunter was on it when it
crashed, that may have Lept him out
and-——-"

“ Bubbish !

"My asteemed Smithy—" murmured

Aihe Nabob of Bhanipor.

The Bounder laughed scorniully.

“It seems to me that you want to he
teken in by that fat idiot’s swank,”
he sneered. " How he got hold of a
letter from Lord Trant I don’t know,
but he knows nothing of the man, and
the man knows nnthmg of him. Ha
dodged going over to Trant Elms, as I
saicd he would, He came back with a
lia, a5 I told you, and you're silly asses
encugh to believe him.”™

Harry Wharton & Co. were silent,

Certainly, they were not disposed lo
ﬁlnm any faith in any statement made

y Williamm George Bunter without
proof; they knew him only too well

5till, even Bunter was entitled (o
the benefit of the doubt., He had said
that he had had a spill on that bike.
The bike, at least, looked like it

“But, my dear chap,” said Bob al

Tast, “wvou don't think Bunter erocked
the  bike without being on  it—just
bashed it into a tree, or something——"

"I do ! suapped the Bounder. * Just
to iw{a colour to it! Just the rotten
frick he would play—with another
fellow's jigger. Not with his own, 1

are say I

“Um!” said Bob.

“Well, let's  see,”  sneered  the
Bounder. *We'll have another motor
run tdlll_!i afternoon, and see 1f Buntor
will join up. If he missez ws again
when we're starting, what will you say
then ¥¥

“Well, {hat would be rather palp-
able, T soppose,” adwiticd Flarry
Wharton,

“We'll put it te him, then®

They went back into the hall, and
Bunter, having finished lunch av last,
joined them  there, depositing  his
sinple limbs in & deep armchair.

“What ahout a motor trip this after-

noon, Hunter? asked Bob Cherry.
“You nissed it (his morning, vou
know-—-"

“"Owing to that crash on the jigger,”
assented Bunter, " otherwise, 1 should
have been oaclk in time, of course. 1
was rather keen to run neross and see
Lord Trant at bis place. As you know,
he asked me to, tn his letter the olher
dﬂ-"l"-"

“Well, let's go this afternoon—
what ¥
“Nothing I should like bLetter, old

chap ! sald Bunier affably.

*Dh, goodi”

*Only—" sa1d Bunter regretiully.

“I thought there would be an ‘only *
or & “hut,”" grinned the Bounder say-
casticallv. “Ounly what, you spoofing
fat ovster?®”

“Only,” said Bunter talmly, "I feel
50 1I1::I1;.r bruised, you know, by ihatl
crash on the pgger——"

“You never had a crash on ihat
jigger,” snid Vornoon-8miith. " You
crocked it te make thesa silly asses
believe you had.”

Ok, really, Smithy | When a fellow'a
black with bruises—" gaid Billy
Bunter warmly.

“Ha, ha, a ! roared the Bounder,

“Blessed if I see anvihing to cackle
at. I've got a fearful Liruise on my
knee " exclaimed Bunter indignantly.
“Think it's funny 1"

“Ha, ha, ha! That does 1t yelled

Vernon-Smith. “Even vou silly
chumps will spoet the spoof now, I
fancy "

“How do voun mean?” asked Nugent.

The Bounder chortled. .

“Bunter savs he's got brulses. If
he was ou the bike when it got smashed
like that he certainly has! Well, loi's
sea the bruizes!™

“0Oh ! exclaimed Hob.

The Famouz Five locked ai Bunler.

Vernon-Bmith laughed mockingly.
He had not the faintest helief that
Bunter had had & spill.  He did not
beliecve for 2 moment that he had any
hruizses to show. HHe fancied that he
had the fut spoofer now, delivered into
his hands, as it ware.

“I say, vou follows, T hope you don’t
doubt my word ! said Bunter, with
dignity. “I'd come over to Trent
Elms with you with pleasure if my knes
wasn't so painful.’”

"Ehﬂ'-bﬂliﬂﬂ on it—what¥” said the
Bounder banteringly.

“¥es, vou beast!”

Well, let’s see it I chuckled Smithy,
“Reeing i3 believing, vou kuow !”

£ Weﬁ, I don’t want to move now I'va
made mvielf comfortable thesa
enzhions,” said Bunter,

T fancied nob i

“Oh, veally, Sumiily -7

O



“Look Diere, Bunter, you fat nss®
said Harry Wharton, “if you've been
spoofing we, as I begin te think wyom
have, vou want jolly well kicking.

“If you doubt my word,” zaid Bunter,
with tremendous dignity, “I'll take the
trouble to preve it, and then I hope
you'll be jolly well ashamed of
yourselves, =1

The. fat Owl stood up. He volled
bock his trouscr-leg and revealed a fat

Vernon-Smith jumped almost clear of
the polished ook foor in his surprige.
Then he stood dumbfounded.

On that fat knee was a la
bruise. Evidently Billy Bunter had had
& knock there—and a hord knock., It
could havdly be doubted now thet he
had been on the hike when it crashed.

“ Batisfied 1 asked Bunter, with lofty
garcazm, “Think I smashed my knes
on & trea as well as your mouldly old
] ¥, Smithy ™

milahi did not reply.  Obviously
Bunter-hadn't dono that, His story of
a_ bike spill was horne out—hy evidence |
That evidence satisfied the Famous
Five, if not Smithy.

Bunter, with a cheery grin on his fat
face, settled himself in cushions for a
neip ! The other fellows went out—the
Famous Five smiling and the Bounder
scowling.,

“Ha 9'imul:l a spilLl? admitted Bmithy
at last, *but that wasn't what kept him
away. He went out to dodge, and he
stayed out to dodge—and I'll jolly well
show the fat spoofer up to-morrow.”

“{h, bother Bunter!” said DBob.
“What about a spot ef tennis ¥

¢ dark

And they went dewn to the tenmis:

courts and forgot Bunter,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
What ihe Butler Said !l

58 WDRTHIH{:E"
“Yes ™
“1'll eome t™

“Don't if vou'd rather not "

“1 want to!” yapped Bunter.

“Well, be ready at three, or vou'll got
left1”  said Vernon-Smith, and he
lounged awsy.

It was several daxs later.

Herbert Vernon-Smith had declared
that he would show up the fat spoofer
on the morrow., But the fab spoofer
had been one too peny for Smithy,

On tha morrow Bunter's knee scemed
too poinful for exertion. On the follow-
ing day he had—or said he had—a
headache and did not care for motor-
ing. Next dav ho was very tired after
bathing.

Then the Bounder appeared to give

it \1‘?:'

hether Billy Bunler was or was not
making excuses for stecring clear of
Lord T'rant’s residenca the Famoua Five
could hardly make up their minds.
But Vernon-Smith had not the slightest
doubt about it. How Bunter had got
hold of that letter he could not guess
but he was assuved that fhe fat Ow
knew nothing whatever of Lord Trant
and that Lord Teant knew nothing
whatever of Dunter—and that DBilly
Bunter was no mrore invited to the
Coronation party than the man in the
Ingon Wwas,

Sull, 1t was olear that so long as
Smithy proposcd motoring over to
Trant Elms, Bunter would not be at a losa
for an excuse. Short of bundling him
headlong inta the car, and driving him
off willy-nilly, there seemed no way of
Fettmg him within twenty miles of Lis
ordslup's country housa,
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S0 the Bounder dropped the subject—
much to Bunter's relief and rather to
the relief of the Famous Five, who were
geting rather fed-up with it

A run round to sunny Worthing; how-
ever, was welcome to all, and that was
what the Bounder proposed on this
particular afterncon. ;

Bunter was quite willing to join up
for a run to Worthing, which was along
the Bussex coast, s good forty miles
from Trant Elms. In fact, he would
have been very much annoyed had he
been loft out of the party. :

Had the Bounder been keen on his
coming Bunter might have scented a
rat. But Smithy was ungracious about
it—his lock anri'- tone hinting that he
would have preferred to leave the fat
Onwl behind. Bunter had no suspicions
—except that that beast Smithy would
len;: im out if_hﬁ-. hudahﬁ]f E chance.

50, prompt gt three, Billy Bunter was
ready to pack into the big car with the
Greyfriars party.

Bmithy gave him o sour look,

“Bure you wani to come, Bunter?”
he asked.

“T'm coming ! grunted Dunter.

“(h, all right t*

They packed in, and the Rolls rolled
EWAY dgx-n the avenue. Bwiftly it
rolled by green lanes and dusty whito
roads. .

“Not keeping to the coast, Brmthy?"
asked Bob, when threa or four miles
had passed under the wheels and- the
blue sen disappeared.

“Bit of a run round,” answered the
Bounder., “Lots of time to get into
Worthing for tea.”

“I say, we don't want to be late for
tea ¥ vemarked Billy Bunter. *“That's
imgmrtant‘. P -

“Bags of time! answered Smithy
carcleasly. .

The Famous Five liked a run round
in_a smoothly vunning Rolls Royee, and
Billy Bunter had no gbjection so long
as ther arrived somewhere in good time
for tea.

But after a time it davwned on Harry
Wharton & Co. that the car was taking
more than a “bit” of a run round.
Worthing lay to the east along the
coast. The car was eating up the miles
to the north-west. Twenty miles to the
north-west was rather an extensive “ run
round # to & destination almost due
east.

However, it was jolly, and nobody
minded. DBut when the car pessed
through a village which BITY
Wharton recognised ss Oakways 1t
suddenly occurred to him that this was
the road to Trant.

He gave the Bounder o sharp look,

“ Where are we heading for, Smithy
he asked.

“Waorthing ! onswered the Bounder
hlandly.

“Worthing's right behind ve”

“Wao're having & run round, sven't
we 7Y _

Wharton was silent, and lis friends
looked = Iittle uncomlortable. Billy
Bunter, if he blinked out at the road at
all, did not nise it. The car
rushed on, till the little Sussex town of
Trant appeared shead.

T'hen it slowed down at a greab gate-
way back from the road, where massive
bronze gates stood wide open,

The Famons Five knew Trant Elms,
having passed it in & car with Smithy
before. This fime they were not passing
it, 'They were going in!

The chauffeur—who had evidently
received s instructions from« the
Bounder before starting, turned in at
the tall gateway, and drove on up a
wide drive lined with ancient elms.

Billy Bunter gave a startled blink
rouud,

i7

“T =ay, you fellows, what's ihis
place ¥ he exclaimed.

The Bounder chuckled

“Don’t you know it1” he asked.

“It nin't Worthing 1" ssid Bunier,
blinking from the car. “Locks to me

like & private place I
looked

The Famous IMivae
another uncomfortably.

-Snrthyla little tnc]{ was palpable to
thent now. -Bunter had refused, for
reasong i_ﬁll}l‘ll or bad, to wvisit Trant
Elma. ow he was visiting Loxd
Trant's residence in happy ignorance of
the fact. No doubt they were guinpi to
arrive, ultimately, at %‘r’urthmg—-—-a ter
& very long run round, taking in Lord
Trant’s residence on the way.

“Look here, Smithy—=" said Harr
Whu.rf.nﬁ'unéa'siiy, 4

“Well 7 prinned the Bounder. He
wos greatly amused. The fact that
Billy Bunter did not yet know wheve le
was did not zeem to indicate that Lord
'Iirant was an old friend of the Bunter
clan,

“What the thump have we come here
for1" exclaimed Harry

** Historie old place—aone of the sights
of Sussex, as I've told you!” grinned
Smithy, “Well worth seeing—with a
pal to pass us in.’”

The chums of the Remove sat silent,

On the evidence of tha letter Bunter
had gl;}di.&cad they belioved him, thongh
the utider «id not, If Bunter had
told the truth--if Lord Trant was an
old friend who had asked him to yun
across ani day ha liked whils he was in
Sussex—thore was no harm in the
Bounder's trick,

On the other hand, i1f the Bounder's
doubts were well founded, what then?
The thought of barging in on_a
stranger, who would naturally think
them a bunch of pushing bounders,
made tha Famous Five feel hot all over.

It had no cffcct on the Bounder. Ho
cared for nothing but showing up
Bunter's spoof. Bunter—if Bmithy were
right—would look & fool; and the fact
that the rest of them would look fools,
too, mattered nothing to Smithy.

“Look here, Smithy, thiz won't do!”

said Bob Cherry at last. * Let's get out
of this "

at 08

“Why rinned the Bounder,
“Don’'t you believe that fat spoofer
now 7

“Well, yes; but—"

“The butfulness is terrificI” mur-
mured HHurres Jamset Ram  Singh
uneasily.

Tut it out, Smithy 1" exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “Ii—if what you
think i3 right what the dickens will
they think of us?”™

“1 say, you fellows—* squeaked
Bunter, Ho blinked st a vast, many-
windowed facade of & magnificent

mansion that appeared at a curve of the

drive, “I—I say, what's this place 1"
Bunter was gelting suspicious ak
last.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared the Bounder.
“He doesn't know his old friend's
place, Have another sguing, Bunter.
Uncle Trant may be knocking about.”

“Wha-a-t7" gasped Bunter.

His eyes slmost popped through Ius
Hpectaclgs. He rc-aﬁger now how thoe
Bounder had pulled his leg, and where
he waa,

Utter dizmay s=at on Bunter’s fat
countenance. e

“J—I—I say, you [ellowa! Is—ig—is
this Trant Elms 7 he gasped,

“ Ha, ha, ha!l" roared the Bounder.

“I—I eay—— Oh, you beast,
Smithy I” howled Bunter, *You szaid
we were motoring to Worthing,”

“S0 wo are, Don't you want to
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drop in on_ your old friend on the
way :” chortled Vernon-Smith,

" Headt 1" gasped Buntex,

" Lord Trant may ask us to tea,
being so pally with Bunter,” chuckled
Bmithy, “Then we'll cut out Worth-
ing—what? We don't meet lords so
often as Bunter does, you know."

“Dh erikey ! gasped Bunter. " I-—1
say, you fellows, make him turn
?:mild! ., I=I'm not going there !
the

i E:'D

why grinned

Boander.

not *"
“Beast 1" yolled
back 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Smithy.

Herry Wharton & Co. looked at
Bunter, and. locked at one enother,
The dismay in his fat face was hardly
to bo mistaken,

Bunter,

“You blithering fat ass!” said
H'arri.;. compressing his lips. " Have
vou been telling lwes, after all, and

mado that ass Bmithy bring us gll here
te laok & seb of foola®™

“Oh, no! But—"

“But what, thent™

“I=I=I think my cowsin—I wmeun
wy uncle—that 13, my old friend
Trent, 1z—ia away from—from home
now | gasped Bunter. “ Another timae
—see? 1 say, tell that beestly
chanffeur to turn roundt”

chuck itl"

“Look here, Smithy,
rapped Dob angrily.

“Too late,’” grinned the Bounder.

The car came to a halt in front of
a magnificent portico. A vast build.
ing, with innumeieble windowsz reflect.
ing the May sunshine, faced the dis-
maved juniors ae they. looked frem the
car, A vast door opened.

On  the threshold sppeared =&
magnificent creature—apparently a
butler, but a euper-butler, He¢ swam,
rather than walked, down wvast steps
to the halted car.

Harry Wharten & Co. sst crimson
and dumb, They had no doubt new,
or very little, that tho Bounder was
vight, and that it was all " apoof.”

Such ‘s position was enough to make
a fellow's Hesh creep. Even the
Hounder ceased to langh.

Az for Bunter, he blinked at the
massive, magnificent super-butler, with
iz little round eyes alinost bulging
through his big, round spectacles,

Blow and stately, the super-butler
swam towards thewm. In a few
motnents more the spoof was going to
be shown up. Bunter's humbug com-
pletoly given away, and the party
ordered off the premiscs, as a set of
pushing bounders who had butted in
where they had no business. But

The magnificent ersaturo reached the
car. He bowed his stately lhead to
tho occupants. He opened the door of
the car. Ho spoke, and the words he
uttered surprised the Famous Five,
astonished the Bounder, and made
William  George  Bunter _ wonder
whether he was dreaming. For this
was what the butler said;

"“His lordship bids you welcome to
his house, Master Bunter. His lord-
ship saw you from the window, and
haz instructed me to say that he is
very glad indeed to sce you again.
His lordship 12 at present confined to
hiz room with a somewhat sovers
attack of rhieumatism, and regrels that
Le will not be able to do the honowrs
of his mansion personally, but he de-
sires vou, and vour friends, to make
vourselves at homo in every way, I
i ﬂn-m?lebnij' at your orders, Master
Hunter.'
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
. Amazing !

ILLY BUNTER gasped.
Ho could only gasp.

He gasped like & fish ont of
water,

The Bounder sat domb=-dumb-
founded.  Harry Wharton & Co.
brightencd uF with infinite relief,

“They had feared the worst, and the
best had happened. From Bunter's
looks it had scemed impossible to
doubt that the Pounder was right—
that he had spoofed them once more,
and that he knew no mora of Lord
Trant than of the  Emperor of Japan,
or the Great Cham of Tartary. Dut
W

Evidently it was all right.

Lord Trant had seen Bunter arriving
in the car, from the window of the
voom where he was nursing his rheu-
matiom. He had instrue his butler
to welcome him to Trant Elms. Ob-
viously, he knew Bunter by sight, and
by name, since he had recognised him
inn the car, and given his name to the
butler. FEven the Bounder had nothing
to sny now, He looked almost
stunned.

Ri&‘ht— 133 to that moment Vernon-
Smithh had been absolutely convineed
that it was all spoof-—that he was go-
ing to show that epoof up in the most
unmistakable manner, with a reckless
disregard for the feehings of the other
follows involved. He was going to
prove it bervond & shadow of a doubt.
And what he had succeeded in prov-
ing was that Lord Trant indubitably
knew BRBilly Bunter, and desired to
make much of him at his mansion of
Trant Elms, i

For a long moment silence followed
what the butler said.

Bunter broke ‘it.

“"Oh erikey I ejaculated Bunter.

The super-butler bowed his stately
hoad agnin.

“If vou will pleaso to alight Master
Buntep—""

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter,

“You and the other young gentle.
men——"" :

‘There was a genoral slirring in the
crowded car.

Billy Bunter heaved up hia weight.

He could mnot understand. "The
whole thing was utterly bevond his fat
comprehension. So far sz he knew,
he had never even seen Lord Trant,
He had never even heard of him, till
hea came to stay at Smachy's place,
where he had heard his lordship
spoken of as m very great man in
Sussex. Except for that, hLe had

- known nothing st all of him, till he

E}ckcd up the letter lost on the beech
y the yvoung man in the straw hat.

B0 this was simply bewildering 1o
Bunter. ;

How did Lord Trant know him by
sight? How did he know his name?
And, even if he did. why was he glad
to sea him there? Why did he mako
him welcome to hiz  magnificent
mansion ¥

It was utterly mnexplicable!

But there it was. Iither ha was
dreaming it, or it was happening, He
was hot dreaming it, thervefore, it
was happeming. He, William - George
Bunter, was a welcome and honoured
muest at Treant Elms. How and why
were deep mystories: ot there it was
And, really nething conld have boeu
more foriunate.

Bunder stopped froin 1he car

His [ricads followed hin

Calim. stately, the super-lntler swam
biack fo the great portico, wshening the
Greyiviaes fellovs iu,

Vernon-3mithk  touched Wharton's
arm, and the captain of the llemove
glanced round at him, smiling.

“Understand this?” breathed the
under,
“What 13 thare to understand?

Harry Wharton laughed. “I'm afraid
vou've been s bit suspicions, old man,
Clear enough now, tsn't it?"”

“The clearfulness is ‘terrvific, m
esteemed  and  unbelieving  Smithy,”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Bunter must know old Trant,"
muttered the amazed Bounder.

“looks like it,” aaid Bob Cherry.
“The giddy nobleman would hardly
gsend his grand vizier to greet him
spa::igllf. if he didn't.,"

“Well, it beats me,"” granted Vernon-
Smith, “I~I-I suppose secing iz be-
lieving, but—but—  Well, it's got ino
beat.”

*1 say, you fellows—"

““Hallo, halle, hallo, old fat man!"
grinned Bob., -

“1 say, topping place my friend
Trant's got—what?” said Bunter
breezily.

Bunter could not begin to under-
stand why it wag Lappenming, and how
it was happening. He plumped on

the fact that it actually was
happening.

e, Williasn George Bunter, was
the goods. That magnificent super-

butler, whom Bob Cherry justly com-
pared to a grand vizior, was at his
orders. How and why really hardly
mattered, so long as it was se,  Ang
it waa so. Bunter was not guite sure
that he was not going to wske up
presently ; but while it lasted, he was
prepated to onjoy it
“0Oh, topping " seid Beb.
. "¥ou could put all Whavton Lodge
into this hall, Wharton”
“Very nearly, I tlink,” said IHarry,
with a smile.
“And  Seahill Park along with it,
Sraithy,” added Bunter, grinning.
The Bounder scowled. He ecould
not take Bunter's fatuous absurdities
50 good-huméuredly 3 Wharton did.
About a dozen footmen were ranged
in the vast hall, at a res ful dis-
tance. It wes guite a stately welcome
to one of the atntﬂi homes of England.
.Harry Wharton & Co. rather wished
that they had dressed in their beést
for tlus great occasion, However,
they were clean and tidy, though
Bunter was neither.  Bunter was a
little grubby and a little sticky, as
nsual. Anyone scanuing his fat face
might have supposed that he had had
eggs for Junch. He hed had them at
brekker. Thers was, indeed, & hint
of the jam Fufldmg' nt last night's
i

supper.  Suck trifies did not bother
Bunter, Bticky or not, Buater was
1] ihl]‘

The fat Owl swelled with importaoce.

He grinned with plee,

The massive dome of the super-butler
owed before hinw

“ Will it please you o take ten, sici”

Bunter beamoed

It would.

It was a litile carly for tea—but a

meal could hacdly be too early for
William George Bunter.
“What-lie ™  sail Bunter altably.

“Trot it out I”

The super-butler gave ever so slight "a
start. This was not, perhaps, the forn
of address to which he was secustomed,
but he recovered immediately,

“Yery good, sir. Perhaps vou would
prefer ten to be seeved on the terrece

“Apy old thing ! agrecd Bunter.

“In the meantime, sir, if you would
care o view the pichive gallery——"

Ieople came hundreeds of miles to
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Marchbanks arrived at the arched doorway from the
“Oooooooo ! ° reared the super butler.

view the pieture gollery at Trant Elms
on epecial days when the }iuhiiu were
admitted to the same. Billy Bunter,
howoever, would not have travelled &
hundred inches for ihat purpose.

“Oh, blow that!” ssid Bunter
carelessly. : )
Again the super-butler gave an 1m-
erceptible -start; again he rallied his
orces and recovered.

“Yery goud, sir. Perhaps the
armoury—-"

Bunter shook his head. .

“Push along with tea " he said. 1

58y, you fellows, you can trot round and
lock at the pictures if you like; T'll
take a rest heve till tea's ready.”

“Well, we'd rather like to,”" said
Harery, with & smile.

“Ga.it, then!” said Bunter.

He deposited his.fat person in a deep
leathern siymchair by a sunny window
looking on the tgrrace. g Buper-
butler guided the rest of the party on
a tour of the mansion, while other
members of a staff that seemed innumer-
able prepared tea on the terrace.

Eilly Bunter leaned back in the deep
chair, stuck his fat thumbs inte the
armholes of his waistecat, and stretched
aut his fat little le in what a novelist
might have called an attitude of un-
studied grace. :

He wondered what the dickens it all
meant. :

Had Lord Trant, F.Eattmg him from
his window, mistaken him for somebody
elsa—a lord, perbaps? For Bunter
knew that he had rather the appearance
of a nobleman. Bunter didn’t mind if
it. was that, so long as the mistake con-
tinued til} after tea.

But he realiced that it was not that,
for the butler had addressed him by
name.

Lord Trant knew that he was Bunter
—Billy Buuter. lHow the dickens did
he know that? And, knowing it, why

EVERY SATURDAY

i
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Bunter I

the dickens did he welcome Bunter to
his mansion? It was sn utter puzele.

But there it was, and the fat Owl was
ready to make the most of it. After
thia thoze beastz wouldn't be able to
make out thet he dide't knew Lord
Trant.

He chuckled at that thought.

A H’E, h&. hH 1" ‘

There was & step in the spacious hall,
Bunter blinked round earclessly; then
he jumped a8 & voice that he had heard
once before execlaimed in {ones that
indicated surprise and not plessurs:

“You! You grubby little blighter,
vwhat the dooco are you doing here ¥

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
That Younp Man Againl

i H
E Billy Dunter sat up and

took notice. :
A young men was standing
in front of him, staring at him, his
stare expressing sbsolutely nothing in
the way of welcome or hospitality.
“0Oh1* ejaculated, Bunter =z he
blinked at that young man through his

big spectacles.
oung man: he had

He knew that
seen him on the Beahill beach four or
five days agoe and, very nearly ridden
over him on a runaway horse. The
oung man wsa barcheaded now, but
iﬂ was the young man in the straw hat
of that occasion.

“0Oh 1" repeated Bunter blankly.

In the notecase in hiz pocket—other-
wise empt iere was & letter that
belonged to this voung man.  Bunter
was surprised, annoyed, and dismayed
to sco him hero, But really he pee
nat have heen surprized, for this waa
the “ William ' whom Lord Trant had

il kel

|1 i “’ M .II.:” 4|

;!
2 |
,-"’# II'_ !

‘I L
o ) i L

ery jnst as Bunter azrived at I{'imm the hall, " -Then— Crash |
He rolled, sompleiely up-ended by thai terrific charge. And over him rolled

asked to run across while he was in
Sussex. He had apparently done so.

“Where the dooce did you spring
from?” demanded the young man.
“And what are jyou doing here?
What "

Billy - Bunter recoverad himself at
once,. Whoever this young man was—
s friend of Lord Trant's evidently—ha
was only a visitor in thet magnificent
establishment, like Bunter himsclf. He
couldn’'t possibly know that Bunter had
his letter in hia pocket. He could look
89 supercilions as he liked, but he
wasn't boss of the ﬁhuw-'—am:'l Bunter
wad thdpa_r_u& to tell hind so.

“Find out!” retorted Bunter,

“Wha-at 7"’ the young
man.

“Deaf 7” acsked Bunter coolly.

The young man gazed at him.

Bunter gave him s defignt blink in
return. Lord Trant had welgomed him
to that mansion—for whatdver myateri-
couns reason he hed done so, he had un-
deubtedly done so. Bunter had no use
for young men with cheeky, tugcmiiinua
locks. He was more than ready to tell
that young man where he got off.

“Who are you?” demanded the young
AT,

“Who are you, if you come to that "
retorted Bunter.

“ Wover mind that! Who are you "

Who are

“Never mind that either|
you I said Bunter breezily.

The young man bresthed hard, Tt
was plain that he had an encoyed re-
colleetion_of the fat schoolboy who had
nearly ridden over him on Beahill sands
and cansed him to lose a letter, On
that occasion, very probsbly, he would
have smacked unter's head had
Bunter stopped and given him a chance.
He looked powerfully tempted to toke
the present opportunity of smacking it

Instead of that, howawer, he touched
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a bwll. A footman appearcd from
1 hero,

“i rang for Marehbanks!” rapped
the young man. i

“Yes, sit Mr. Marchbanka is show-
ing sowe young  gentlemen over  the
picture gallery at the moment, sir’”’

“Ohl Well, who is 1his, James?”

The voung man pointed a supercilious
forcfinger at the fat  fgure in the
A II ﬂ-i T. =

Billy Bunter crimsoned with indigna-
tinn.  ‘[he checky beast was pointin
Litn out as if he bad been a zoologica
g O HIReT,

Janies looked at Bunter,

“Y think I heard Mr Marchbanks
address  that  youn gentleman a3
Alaster Bunter, eir,” he snswered.

“Bunter ¥ repeated the young man.
“¥s that & name?’

“I—I think so, sir’

Biter gurgled with wrath.

“James " he hooted.

“(Mi! Yes, sir?" said the footman.

Bunter pointed a  fal and  rather
rrnblby forefinger at the supercilious
LOuUng Inan,

“Who's that1” he demanded.

“Nhat, sic?”  stammered  James.
“That 15 Captain Lancaster, sic.”

* Lancaster ' repeated Bunter. “lIa
ihat 2 name ¥

Jamns coughed. .

“'f'al] Marchbanks I wish to see him
na saon as possible, James.™ gaid tho
YOULE man. .

“Very good, diz-
appeared.

The voung man—whose name Bunter
know fo be William and whose surname
ke had now discovered to be Lancaster—
tirned to Bunter again: he looked at
him with knitted brows. Obvicusly he
did not like Bunter, and was surpriscd
to find him where ho was

“MNow, just explain yourself ' hLe
snapnped, “J saw you onc day last
week, you young ass—some sort of a
seaside tripper at Seahill. Explain

eir.? Jamoes

whot vou are doing here i Lord
Trant's house.”
iBeally, from the young man's un-

pleasant manner it might bhave been
supposed that he suspected Bunter of
designz on the umbrellas. But if he
was annoved, so was Bunter.

“SBlan't 1" retoried Buntor.

“What—what did vou ey ?”

“Lretting deaf again?” asked Buonter.
“1 said shan't! S-H-A-N--T—that
epells shan’t! Bee? CGo and eat coke!”

And DIilly Bunter turned up a fat
little nose—an ecasy task, as Nature had
gtarted it well on the way—to express
Lis utter contemapt for that supercilious
FOULE DA,

“Br gad—" b&gan the young man,
Lreeathing very hard.

“ (O, shut up 1" said Bunter,

“YWha-a-at?”

“Enut up i™

At that point the young man ap-
peared to lose his temper—which was
not, perhaps, wholly surprising. Ha
made & rvapid stride  towards Billy
Buiter, grasped him by his collar, and
hooked him out of the armchair.

“Wow ! roared Bunter as he swung.
“w ! Deast! Legro!"

Bhake, shake, shake!

“Yuvrerggh 1" spluttered Bunter,

Shake, shakel

“Urrgpgh! Leggo!" howled Bunter,
“If vou meke my specs drop off—
vooogh=—vou'll have to pay for them—

conogh [

Shake, shake!

“Gurrerggh 1™

" Now,” said the young man, releasing
the gpasping fat junior. " Now—— Oh "'

Thump |
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Bunter was wrathy, IHo had been
taken br the collar and shaken, in the
hall te which Lovd Trant had bidden
hirn & hospitable welcome. It was
enough to male eony fellow wrathy.,
Bunter hit out—rather unexpectedly.,
The yvoung maon did not appear to have
expected thot. Ho pot it unexpectadly.

The thump landed en his waisteoat,
and, taking him by surprise, sent him
stagpering backwards, As he stagpered,
lia fect slipped on the polished Hoor,
and ho sat down, suddenly and hard.

Bump
I “ll {o, e, ho ! gosped Bunter breath-
pssly,

“Uoool ! gasped the surprised young
MAan.

Ile staried to rize. The expression on
hiz face indicated only too plainly what
Bunter had to cxpect when he got up.
Bunier did nol wait.

He revolved on his axis, and sendded.
¥le headed for an arched doorway by
which the Grexfriars fellows had
followed the butler. EFle flew | This was
not the sort of thing a fellow might
have expected when wvisiting a noble-
man's mansion—but thers it was, and
Bunter {H‘I‘T(*I‘I“{*d 10 have help at hand
when the young men got o closoe
fqunrkors.

It was ralher unfortunate that March-
banks, the super-butler, had received
Jamoes' message, and was coming back to
the hall at the moment.

He arrived st the arched doorway
from the picture-gallery, jnst as Bunter
arrived at it from the hall,

Marvchbanks arrived at it with the

slow stately metion of a Spanish
galleon. Bunter arrived at it with the
rapid motion of & bullet. Neither saw

tha other before they met.

Crash !

“Ooooooo 1" came from Marchibanks.

Ile wolled, completely up-endecd by
that terrifie charge. Over him rolled
Bunter ! It wos quite o mix-up.

———

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dark Doubts !

& ALLO, hallo, halle ™
“What the dickens—*
* Bunter—"
“Great pip !’

Harry Wharton & Co. came scudding
up to the scone of the colliston. It was
quite a startling scenc,

Thoe massive, magnificont butler was
extended on his massive back. Billy
Bunter had charged him on the very
widest part of his massive [ligure,
gnd completely winded him.  Breathless,
gurgling  feebly, lay  Marchbanks
winded to the wide, lost to the world.

Banter serambled wildly up.

“Ow! Oh! I =ay, you
varoooh 17

“¥ou blitherving idiot 1™ paespod the
Bounder. “What the thump—-"~

“Koep him oft 1" yelled Bunter.

The gasping fat Owl circumnavigated
the wreek of Leord Trant's butler, and
dodged behind the Famous Five. Ha
was only in time. Captain Lancaster
came gtriding in from the hall.

followz=—

The young man stared at Lim, and then
tranzferred lis stare 1o Elarry Whavton
& Co.

*1 say, vou fellows, Leep that beast
off 1 gasped Bunter. “*1 say, knock
him over! Yeou hit him i the eve,
Bob I

“You blithering ass—"" gazped Dob,

“(h, really, Cherry—=="

“What on earth——
Harry Wharton.

esp him off I yelled Bunior, na
the captain, coming round Marvehbanks,
héaded for him,

The Famous Five closed round Bunter.
They were utterly amazed at theso
hectie happenings; but they werve ready
to stand by the tat Owl if he needed pro-
tection—as avidently he did.

Thres or four footmen appeared and
raized Marchbanks to his feet. 1o hung
on them, moaning.

Captain Lancaster came 1o a hall, the
Famous Five facing him like s Mace-
donian phalanx, Bunter safe belund.

“Chuck it!" suggested Bob Cherry,
with a cheery grin. "*What the dickens
are you ragring Donter for 2%

“Let mo get lbold of that volng
rascal——"

“¥argoh!

*1

exelaimoed

Toeep Lim off 1

“But what's the row?" ecxclaimed
Harry Wharton, “Leook here, stand
back—you're not going to touch

Bunter.'

“1t'z the chap Buunter nearly squathed
under hiz horse last week ! said tho
Bounder, with a grin, “Biill fecling
shirty about that:"

“"Cheeky cad—shaking o fellow 1™

asped Dunter. “I knocked lnm down'!

I jolly well knock him down again,
too, if—if you fellows will hold him
while—="

“Will vou stand ouk of mr war " de-
manded the angry young man.

“No, we jolly well won't 1" answored
Johnny Bull. * Keep your temper, and
and don’t be 2 silly ass!™

“Hear, hear "’ said Bob.

The young man, brealhing
turned to Marchbanks,

Slowly the super-butler was recover-
inpi* his power of specch.

“Marchbanks,” rapped Captain Lan.
caster, * who ave these boys "

“Oooolk! They ere—pgroogh—friends
of DMesler Bub-bub-Bunter's, sic!”
gasped Marchbanks,

“Bunter! Whe iz Dunter? What s
thal;l qruhl.a:,' voung bounder doing herve
at all?"

“Yah ™ ¢eame from the fat Owl behind
his phelanz, *“*Mind your own bizney !
Yal! Shut up! Cad'! Swab!”

“Dey up, you fat ass 1™ hissed Pob,

“Bhap't 1M retorted Bunter. “Tlink
I'm going to stand hiz dashed check?
Yah! OChecky snobl Yah ™

"Who 1z he, Marchbanlks?™

“I—groogh—I really do not kpnow
sir ! gurgled Marchbanks. “But his
lordship instrocted me {o—grooogh—"

“Whatt"

“His lordslap saw him from his win-
dow, sir, and sent for me, to give me
instructions to—yoogh—oggoh—urrggh 1
Marehibanks struggled for breath., “To
—to—urrggh '—to  make 1he young
gm:t]em}an weleotne here, and—and to-—

hard,

He stopped, howaver, at the sight of oooch

the massive wreck before um.

“AMarchbanks!" he exclaimed. * What

the g

“Oooooch I'*  moaned Marchbanks
faintly.

“{What tho dooge——>*

“Mooooooh [

“*What has happened-——=>

“ Gonooooh 1"

Aarchbanks, for the moment, was in-
capable of specch. ko moaned aund
mumbled and mooed,

“ Impossible t* sn;}pmd Captain Lan.

caster, * Lovd hram- ﬂ,‘mut Le
sequainted with the grulby  young
rascal | Absurd 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged

curious glances, The Bounder chuckled.
Was there, after all, some mistako ir
the matter? :

“I ean only say, sir—urrgh—I can
onlv say—ooogh 1

“Where is hiz lordship now, Blarch-
Lank=3"



“His lorcdinip is keeping to  his—
gurrggh —his Z

“What ¥’

“FThs room, siv, having a very bad
attack ! gasped Aarchbanks, “ But he
guva  me  deinile anstructiona to—
urrrrgh 1
"Thera 1z some mistake in this! I
will see his londslup at once ! snapped
tha captain. And ?13 strode away with
a Eknitted brow.

“Beast 1" yapped Dunter,

“Oh my hat!” mumuored Frank
Nugent. *'Is there some jolly old mis-
take—hasz the fat adss landed ng—""

“Looks like it ! grinned the Bounder.
“(rder of the boot for the lot of us,
when that sportzman cemes hack."

“T0h, rot!” zaid Harry uneosily.

“The ratfulness is terrthe™

“ Look here, Bunter——"*

“1 say, vou fellows, it—it's all right 1™

pasped Bunter. “I sav, let's gpo and
have tea! We'd better have tea at
oner, in case——""

“In case whati™

“Ohb, nothing ! But let’s have tea, and
son ¢can leok at ihosa voiten pictures
afterwards, if you want to. here
I'n poing to have tea, see?” jappeé
Dunter, * Marvchbanks. have tea served
nt once t*

“Urrgh! Very good, sic !

Harvy Wharton & Co, had rather lost
their Intervest in the picture-gailery,
famons and historic as it was. The
looks and actions of that young man
made them fecl c:atr::mel;r dubious as
to therr footing in Lord Frant’s man-
ston. He had evidently gone up fo ece
his lordship; and they ecould not help
wondering what wes going to happen
when ho came hack,

Bo did Buntey! That was why he was
so anxions for tea! If anything dis-
astrous was going to happen, 1t was
obviously best to bag tea, if possible,
before it happened® 'That, at leas:,
would be so much to the good, even if
the order of the boot came afterwards |

Mavchbanks, still 1n a rather gurgling
state, but struggling hard to maintain
his massive dignity, ushered them out
on tho terrace,

Whether there was some mysterions
mistake in the matter or not, March-
banka had his instructions, and he was
carvymg thom outs

Ten was zerved on the terrace. Billy
Bunter was glad to wee thabt it was an
m'nri}(lﬂ tea, with an abundance of the
sticky things in which his fat heart
delighted.  He started at onece. If
trouble was coming, it was only sonse to
park as much as possible before the
tronbhla cama.

The other fellows, however, did not
ghare Bunter’s viewa, They wera feel-
g worried and uneasy, ZOTECOns
tea, on-a noble lerrace in front of a
magnificent mansion, with a fooiman to
wait on every fellow there, and a super-
bnitler to preside with almest episenapal
dignity, was rather a catch. But the
Greyfriars fellows were not, In the eir-
cumstances, in a mood to enjoy it. They
waited for the returming step of that
FOUILE MIAn.

“1 say, you fellows, tnek in ™ ex-
exclaimed Billy Bunter, wich his mouth
full. "I say, what are you wasting tune
for? If we're going to be interrupted,
you koow——" :

“Bo you think we're goin” ta he inter-
rupted ¥ grinned Vernon-Sanith,

“Oh, no! Still, it's no ool wasting
fime!  Make the most of il while it
Insts 1" said Bunier,

“While it lasts?” repeated Liavrey.

“1—=I1—1 mean—-=*"

“YWell, what dao you mean, you fat
fraud T

(Coniinucd on nexe poge.)
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{1}
M. Heari Charpentier, known as Mossoo,
Is hearded, but fall of good nature ;
He has a circomierence ample for two,
But lacks a few inches in statore,
He teaches us French, or, at any rafs, tries,
With gentle pertistences unflagging,
And sees, with apparently stonning surprise,
That wa'd rather spend our lime ragging !

(2
He rcan't ooderstand why
enthralled
| By French——c'est un lingo magnifigns !
Our passion {o learn it could hardly be called,
As Inky would put it, terrific !
Can shooting ink pellets at Bonter compars
With jo¥ such as grapimar or reading P
And patting a boffls of gum in his chair—
t It seems snch A setaeless procesding [

(4)
Arrived in hiz sindy, he sinks with a sigh
In his chair, and lorgeis for the preseat
The Eﬂhnul and its scholars, and lets his mind

¥ .
To & place which for him is more plaasant,
The Flr.anﬂ of thes Lilies—the Qair land of
ADOS,
8o near, vet 30 Iar—lacking money |
The plains and the muntifns. the hills of
EOMARES,
The Cote d’Azuor, bright and sunny,

{8}
Tha gn;ﬂ-humnm& peasants ‘wear bonnels
an »
Great shoes on which averyore hobbles,
Ln&&gam you tes quaint lttle carts with two

i
To trundls them over the cobbles.

The jovial onré—wa call him a priest—
Looks slter the town he has tathered,

And gathars ihem all to & thenksgiving feast
As goon a8 the harvest ix gathered |

(8
But poor Oncle Hentd has no easy task
In raking the dollars together 5
I! he could persistently give what they ask
He'd certainly be in bigh feather.
Alas, for his salary really is small,
He scrapes and he hoards every penny.
Hed think it impossible it, when they call,
He bad to say : “* I bhoven't any | M

MNext Week:

we'ra naver

% Srarery Hoves 7 Grryrpiars

HENRI CHARPENTIER

(MOSS00)

By
The Creyfriars Rhymester

“'Spare the rod and spoil the

child” is a proverb Monsieur

Charpentier would do well to
follow. But though the Greyfriars
juniors are apt to indulge in a little
harmiess ragging at the expense of
the French master, they regard
him, in their heart of hearts, as a
real good sport.

{3)
He crawls from the Form-room o posilive

wrock,
And somatimes wa real rather sorry
That ba is too kind to hold raggers in check ;
Wa don't waot to add to his worry. ]
But boys will be boys, as we'd like to explain,
It's up to the master {0 litnqdﬂ., .
And it, like old Guelchy, he'd give “em the
cane, ;
He'd very soon find they would drop it.

&)
Buf onea place mpecially long he has knewa,
An old rambling house in & valley,
Which stands by the coal River Saons
ﬂ!mnann:iﬂm hﬂib ard Irom Calais.
mAnY casiw |
And there all the meadows ars lertils and

DEan,
'I'hFu vineyards are fruitial apd tender. _
And tar in the disfancs the mounising are

gean,
The blos and white Alps in their spleadour,

(7

Ii"s there Mossoo’s © family * lives in content,
His brother and sister and nisces,

And oephews as well, and, 1o fact, {he sxtent
O his !amily often incceassd,

They know that their good Oncle Henr will

Kive

The money they nead for exiatence :

Eow elae, they inguire, conld the family live,
Witkout Onole Henri's assiatance P

(&)

Al honaur to Henri Charpantier, then,
For fighting his battle 5o gamely ;

Himself the best-hearted and k ol mem,
He'll pever take circomatsnee tamely !

And wheo he is old. and at length he Bas

wi
Tnﬁnd for his work in our zalley,
L-at’:ﬂwinh him long lile in his houss by the
aone,
That old rambling honge in the valley I

CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE, of the Upper Ten,

—
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“ I-T mean, these cakés are absolutely
spilling ! “Iry them I
 “ 1wy, hallo, hallo | Here comes that
jounry " murmured Bob Cherry, as ihe
yourg man emerged into view, and
1:::.1:::: along the terrace itowards the tea-
partr.

“Uh crikey !” gasped Bunter. *I—I
sav, vou fellows, collar L I

“You fat ass 1"

“Harge him over I

“Idiot [

" Look lere, you bheastisg——"

“ Shut up, fathead ! ,

Dilly Dunter snorted and shut up, and
devoled himself to aoother cake. It
wasz one more te the pood, if it was
goling o be the rasy!

iy, il

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
All Serene!

L Y d::sEhfﬂllnw——”
LR ra
Bunter was booked for

surprises that surprising day
—one afier another.

As Captain Lancaster came up to the
ica-party, Bunter, with a sticky cake in
ona hand, grabbed s milk-jug with the
ofhier to use as a missile.

If that cheeky, supercilious beast of
an Arnd man grabbed him, he was
going to get the milk-jug, milk and all,
r.iﬁ:t in his chivey |

ut the other fellows, to their greal
relief, saw that the captain’s look, as ho
agfwﬂuched, had alterod wvory consider-
ably. 1llis brows were no longer knitted ;
longer glinted. His inter-

his eves no
Trant had clearly had

view with L

a very ameliorating effeet on  Lis
tenper, ;
Bunter did not observe 1t. The

short-sighted Owl blinked uneasily and
i;;ug-ll|:gn:.-rd:fnﬂ‘2r at the young man, pgrip-
ping (he milk-jug. ready for war.

B0 the young man's cordial greeting
eurprised him—in facl, astounded L.
The captain had ealled him various
names, but never yet a dear fellow.
Now he addressed him as a dear fellow
it the most cordial of fones.

Dunter could caly bhink.

It scemed to him that some sort of
magic must be at work that weird
afternoon  First of all, Lerd Trant had
fancied that he knew Bunter and wal-
comed him o the mansion. Now this
ohnoxious young man had changed, for
no discoverable reason, from hostility to
cordial kindness. ¥t was no good trying
to understand it. Billy Bunter just gave
1t 1

“T1 am more sorry than 1 ean say”
wient on Caplain Lancaster. " Give moe
vour hand, my boy 1™

“0h erikey 1" gasped Bunter.

He was willing to give the captain his
hand—grubby and sticky as it was—if
the captain had any use for it. But
hie had a lingering suspicion that this
was too good to be true, and that the
VOURE man n‘ught be going fo collar
him and shake him agpain.

5o bo held the milk-jug in bis left,
veudy for action, ae he extended his

rirht.
tut it was ell serene. Captain Lan-
raster, ap g.rentlj' not noticing  the

erubby stickiness of the {at paw, gave it
a hearty grip

Bunler set down the mlk-jug and
took up o cake instead. Evidently thero
was going to be no need for & missile.

But what it all meant Bunter could
ngl begin (o guess I the other fellows
were surprised, Dunier was doubly so.
Sl i was very satisfactory

“If I'd known, Master Bunter, T
should have acted wvery differently,™

Tue Macxer Lispany.— No, 1,580,
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went on the captain, “Bui, yvou see, T
had not beard your mame, and only
knew you us the voung ass—ahome!—as
the lad who nearly ran over me on o
horse one doy last week. You under-
stand that, of course?”

“Obh, quite ! gasped Bunter, without
beginning {o understand. * That—that’s
guite elear, of course.™

"I bog vour pardon most sineerely [”
went on the captain. “Had I known
yvou were the lad of whom Lord Trant
thinks so highly, I should have been
delighted to see you here and renew
Your acguaintanee,”™

“0h, yes! Jig-jig-just eo!” stam-
mered Bunter.

“Lord Trant had mentioned the ineci-
dent to me, you see, but did not mention
our mname,” explained the captain,
*8o I had no idea, of counrse, that vou
weore the same person. I couldn’t have,
could I, reallyi”

“ Nunng 1" stuttered Bunter. * [—I-—1
don't see how you e-c-could !

He wondered dizzily what the captain
meant, if be meant anything at ajL

*I cannot be too glad that Lord Trant
met you the day he came over to see
me and missed me!” went on the cap-
tain. “It was remarkably fortunate.”

“Ye-e3; w-w-wasn't 1t?"  pasped
Buntor.

Never, so far as he was aware, having
sten Lord Trant in his life, Bunter
wendered  whether hiz  lordship was
potty, or whether tho captain was, or
whether they both were,

“Well, T am sure youn will overlook
our little dispute,” said the captain,
smiling genially. “You had the best
of it, really, Master Bunter; you handed
over gquite a hefty one. All forgotten
and forgiven—what ¥

“Oh, yes! Quite I gasped Bunier.

“That's right! I'm sure a plucky lad
like you would never remember a
grudge,” said the captain.

Farry Wharton & Co. listened to sl
this In amazed silence, the Rounder
dumbfounded.

Tha captain turpned to thom, smiling.

“1 must ask all of you to oxcuse ne,”
he zaid. “Pray forget oll about it.
Lord Trant is delighted to see any
friends of Master Bunter's here; and,
speaking for myszelf, it iz a real
pleasure 1

*You're vory good " gpasped IHarrr.

“Not at alll If thero i1z anything I
con do, pray command we in any way "

With that the young man, who had
been so unpleasant. amed was now &o
extremely pleasant, bowed to the lea-
party and withdrew.

“Well !" zaid Bob Cherry, with a deep
Lreath., It was all he counld say.

“Well I murmured Wharton,

“Are weo dreaming all this 7 asked
the Bounder ]mlplesaﬁy.

“Blessed if T don’t half think so!™
said Johnny Bull
_ Billy Bunter blinked after the retir-
ing figure of ihe captain Gll he was
out of sight. Then he blinked at the
Famous Five.

“1 zay, you fellows—-"

“What 5 it all mean, Bunter*
gsked Vernon-Smith.

Bunter would have been glad o
know the answer to that one himself.
ITe was not likely to say so, Liowever.

Il gave the Bounder s lofty blink.

"“(h, really, Smithy, perhaps vou
belhieve me now,™ he said=—" what **

Ylerbert Vernon-8mith wade no reply
to that. Really, there seemed no room
lefe for doubl; yet a2 doubi hngered in
the Bounder's mund,

“1 say, tuck in 1" suid Bumder. “Yon
fellows ain’t cating  snything ! Try
theze topping cales! ve tried them,™
—Bunter  leacel had  seven-—"and [t
ol well moing 1o have sowe I

e Grevfriars folowz tucked in.
All doubts were relieved now: they
were, evidently, welcome puests  at
Trant Flma, and that was thatt

They made & very good tea, especially
Bunter. Contrary to his usual custom,
Billy Bunter had to leave a lot of pro-
vender undevoured., Bot le did lis
best—so thoroughly that he was breath-
g very stertorously when at last he
roze, and he scemed to have a little
diffieulty in rising.

Afler fea the visitors were taken to
view tho picturc-gu!];c-rf, fhe armoury,
and other wonderful sights of his lord-
ship's house:; and then Captain Lan-
caster turned up, and very politely
conducted them over the rose garden
and the pinery and the vinery, and
other wonderful gpots in the unlimited
grounds. :

It was a very cheery and satisfied
gart_r,r at lazt that packed in the car to

cpart. The captamn saw them off. He
expreszed his lordship’s regret at havin
been  unable—owing to a rheumatio
attack—to entertain them personally,
and shook hapds very warmly with
Billy Bunter.

Bunter grinned serenely as they rolled
down the drive.

He had cnjoved his visit {remen-
dously; but he was net sorry o be get-
tiig safe out of Frant Lilms before 1t
transpived that there was some extra-
ordinary mastake in the matter.

“Much obliged, Bmithvi1” he re-
marked, az the car furned out of tho
raleway and headed for home.

“Eht*  grunled the  Bounder,
*“Why "

Smithy waz not so pleased as the rest
of the party. Having planned to make
Billy Bunter look a feal, tho result had
mﬁ;ile Smithy feel rather a foel him-
self !

Bunter grinned.

“1 mean, for running me over hero
thiz afternoon!” he explained. “You
see, I'm not the sort of chep to bavgo
i anyvwhere—"

g QIE crumbs I

“Not that sort at all ¥ said Dunter.
“Of course, I—1I Lknew that Lord T'rant
would be glad to sen me. Btill, a fellow
doesn’t like to scem to push in, you
koow, I mean, s fellow like me—not &
fellow like vou, of course.”

“You fot rdiot!”

“But I'm glad we came, after all”
said Bunter breezily., “Much obliged
old chan—he, he, he! Quite a poo
idea of yours—he, he, he! 1 say, you
fellows, how do rou like visiting my
titled friends "

“Fine 1" grinned Bob Cherry,

“Topping ' cliuckled Nogent.

“The  toplulness iz ferrifie, my
ceteemed fat Bunter.”

“If we don't wake up presenth 1 re-
marked Johnny Ball,

But they did not wake up.. It waas
real—amazing, but real. It was a puzzla
to the l'amous Five, aud a greatoer

puzzle to the Bounder—grealest puzelo

of all fo Billy Buater!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter’s Party !
1) IIE Coronation "
“Why nut?” a:ked Dob
Cherry.,
L ! zaid Elarry Wharton
thonglitfnliv,

Bt was a fow dayz later—and the last
dav of the Famoows I'ive’s siay at Sea-
Bill Park. That dav, Vernou-Smith was
going up to London 1o rejoin hiz father
at Unurtmean Bguare and gother g
pumerous pavty of Greylreinrs [llows,
whom he was eotectaining 1here for the
LCoronation.
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jumlors were not, in the

circumsiances, in a mood to enfoy it. I say, you feilows, tuck in ! '* exclaimed Billy Bunter, with his mouth full. * Make

In_that party, the Famous Five were
not included.

Not, perhaps, that they were par-
ticularly keen to be included. &till,
had the Bounder ssked them again,
after Billy Bunter had anmounced that

ha was booked for Trant House, no
doubt they would have a.aca%ttd.
But the Bounder had not spoken a

word on the subject, and obvicusly did
not mean to do so. He had ssked them
once, and they had declined, on Bunter's
account, That was that. Smithy was
very friendly and polite to the Famous
Fiva, if not to Bunter; but he was not,
as he would have regarded it, a fellow
to be played fast and loose with. That
matter was at an end.

Harry Wharton & Co. had not the
slightest desire to re-open it. They were
rather more particular in such mestters
than Billy Bunter. )

MNevertheless, they had to make their
arrangements for Coromation Day.
the new term at Greyiriars, happily,
was not beginning till after the great
date, they were free to add their loyal
voices to the cheers of the multitude,
and they were not mussing it

They had packed iheir suiteases that
maorning, end were veady when the
Bounder was ready to start. Smithy
WES gﬂinﬁl up by car, and ha_ was going
to drop them at Seahill Station to take
their train for Surrey.

Harry Wharton's friends wera to stay
with him at Wharton Lodge till they
went ug to London for the Coronation,
Billy Bunter was—presumably—going
home, when ho eft. .

Waiting for the Bounder, in the hall,
Harry Wharton & Co. were talking of
thie great topic—which they aveided dis-
cussing when Smithy was at hand.

“Why not?” repeated Bob., "I know
Bunter is & gammoning ass—but really,
il"s hardly fair to him to think that ho'a
epocling now] He showed us ibe
lottor—m=*”

As Bob

the most of it while it Iasis 1 **

“Yeo-o-es!”

“I know Smithy makes out that ha
picked it up somewhere—>"

“Well, the fact is, he might have!"
said Harry. “If he did, he would think
nothing of spinning a thumpiog yaro
ount of it." .

“Y know! But since then, we've
been with him to Lord Trant’s house in
Bussex 1" said Bob. * Seeing is bglieving,
isn't it M

“Well, yes!®

“PDash it all, even Bunter ought to
hava justice,” said Bob rather warmly.
“Ho was made specially welcome at
Trant Elms. Wa know that, az we were
with him. That bears out the invitation
to Trant House in town.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Yes, I suppose it does!” he sgreed.
“Smithy seems to be sgtill nourishing
doubts on the subject—"

“ Smithy’s a suspicious ass [¥ grunted

u *

“I=I euppose it's all right " admitted
the captain of the Remove. “There's
no getting over that vizit to Trant Elms.
It's proot.”

“Well, then, if old Trant has ssked
Bunter, and told him to bLring any
friendz lLe likes, why not?® said Bob.
“We turned down Smithy on that fat
chump’s aceonnt, and if Bunter can take
us to Trant House, why not?"

“The why-notfulness iz terrific!”
agreedd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
B"ilI don't sco why not,” said Johnny

nll.

* Nor Il” assented Nugent. “ Bunter's
acked us to join up. I don't see turn-
mf hitn down for nothing.” :

Tarry Wharton pauzed, He did not
like to be doubting or suspicious, in the
Bounder’s way. But in spite of himself,
o doubt lingered somehow at tho back
of his mind,

“I say, you fellows!” .

Billy Bunter ecame daownstairs and
joined the Famons Five in the hall, He

blinked at hisz
spectacles.
“Where aro you fellows going on,
from heret'” he saked.
“We're all going with Wharion,”
what?*  asked

answered Bob.

“Btick together,
Buuter. "That’s a good idea! Let's
all sticlt together as we're going to be
tngﬂthar for the Coronation.”

Are wa?” murmured Wharton.

“My dear chap, isn’t thob sctiled
asked DBunter. “You've seen Lovd
Trant's lotter. You've seen how he
mada me welcome at his magnilicent

them through hig

mension, I1'll show you his letter again,
if you like—?' :
“That's all right,” said Hary,
"R:lg—-" lainde. b3 friends 1
“Ha says plainly, bring any friends!”
sald Buanter, “Those nrgn’hua words |

3 Trant
routp, in the very
ssa  averything,

Well, I am asking you fellows!
House 12 right on
best  positian—yon’ll
You're coming "

Apain Harry Wharton paused, and
his friends looked at him. They feft it
io their leader to decide, but their own
opinion was clear enough, What repson
could there possibly be for declining,
now that the thing }lvlmi been proved to
e not Bunfer’'s ususl gas, but abso-
lutely genuine?® Nono at alll Farry
Wharton, realising that, made wp lus
mingd.

“It's & go, Dunter!™ ho sand.

“Good ! said Bunter briskly. “That's
settled, then! If there should be—opr—
any hiteh

“Whati™ ]

“I mean to say, there can't possibly
e any hiteh! How could there be?”
amended Bunter hastily  “Thal’s all
right! Hely on me!”

of donbt,

Wharton, with a revival
gazed at him.

“Fact is, I['ll phone now' to Trand.
Tue Maigner Lisraky —No, 1,520,
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Flms, if you like, and fix up the wheole
thing !" said Bunter.

“Oh, all right!” ] )

“(Go it!" ssid Bob. ®Nothing like
getting it settled 1™

“0Oh, T forgott Lord Trant's gonc up
to town!” said Bunter. “That's all
right, though—I'll phono from Wharton
Lodge, later. Or write—it might be
better to write,” .

Harry Wharton looked at him, lon
and hard. The stay at SBeahill Park
hiving come o Bn end, Bunter had to
land limself somewhere. Home, swect
home, never had any powerful call for
Williamm George Bunter., He had
selected Wharton Leodge. Wharton
could not help feeling & momentary
doubt that the thing was, after all
spoof, and & trick to get the fat Clu;i
safely landed for the roet of the holi-
davs. Well he knew what Billy Buntexr
was capable of in that lime.

“Lool: hers, Bunter, for gooducss’
sake try to tell the truth for onee,™ hc
said. “If vou're pulling our leg—"

Ok, really, Wharton—"

“We'll be jolly glad to come, of
course; but otherwise, I've got to get
my unels to make arrangements for our
lcu:lgiuga in town!” said Harry. “It
can't ba left till the last minute, with
London swarming from end to end, and
every room for miles round taken. You
can ece that, If you're gammoning,
own up before you land us in the soup.”

"I"IIP write te Lord Trant this
minute, if you like,” said Bunter, with
dignity. “We'll post the letrer as we

u.ll
“Well, do it, then”

“[—1 say, though, we don't went to
lose the train—" .

“Lots of time for the train!™ said
Dob. *Look here, Bunter, we want to
know. (Get that letter written.”

“Oh, all rght! I'll drop Trant a
line, then,” said Bunter carelessly, And
he rolled away into en adjoining room
where there were pens and ink.

Five minutes later, he came back
with a sealed letter in his hand, ad-
dressed to Lord Trant at Trant House,
London, 8 W.1.

“Wo'll drop this in, as wo gol” he
remnarked. “Remind me when wé're
in the car.” ~

“Right-ho, old fat man!” said Harry,
feeling & little compunction for that
twinge of doubt.

The Bounder came down., The suit-
cases were already on the car. 'The
juniors tf:ﬂhcd in, and rolléd awa
down aAvVenuo, Vernon-Bmit

lanced at the letter in Bunter’s fat

and, as the enr glided along the road
to Secham. He smiled sarcastically as
he noted the address.

“Tell the chauffeur to stop at the post
nlﬁceilﬂmithr," said Harry,

“Qh, don't bother," said Bunter, “I
can post this at Wimford when we get
out of the frain®

The Bounder chuckled.

“MNo trouble at all,” he zaid, “We

pass the post office, and there's lots of
tiwe for the train. Not o bit of trouble
to post it."

Billy Bunter gave him an inimical
blink.

The car stopped at Seahill post office.
Tha Bounder jerked the letter from
Bunter's fat.hand and passed it out to
the chauffenr.

“ Post this, will you,” he said.

“Look here, Smithy, you
beast=—" roared Bunter,

“Don’t you want it posted ™ grinned
Emithy.

“I was going to post it mysclf--—""

“In your pockett"

“ Beast ™
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“8till time to call it back, if you
don’'t want it to go!” grinned Smithy,
as the chauffeur erossed the pavement to
the post office.

The Famous Fiva looked at Bunter
But if they shared, for & moment, the
Bounder's scopticizmn, it was only for o
moment.

Bunter did not call the chauffeur back.
Thao letter was dropped in the post
office box, the chaulteur returred to his
seat, and the car rolled on to the
station.

*“That's that I"* said Bob Cherry.

“The thatfulness is terrific!” agreed
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

Smithy shrugged his shoulders.

At the station, the Famous I'ive and
Bunter got out, and the baggage was
taken nﬁ. Good-byes were said; and,
at the last moment, the Bounder's botter
nature came to the fore,

“Hold on a minute,” he said. * Look
here, you fellows, I can’t make out how
it is, but that fat spoofer iz pulling
vour leg! No good asking me to explain
if, becauss I ean't—but that's that!
Look here, change your minds, and
comu up to Courtman Square with me.”

“LClan't turn Bunter down, old chap ™
seid Harry, with a smile. “Thanks all
tho same |

* Fathead !V

“ See you st thé Coronation, Smithy !”
Eaidd Bui;u

And the ear rolled away with Bmithy,
and the other fellows went into the
ratlway station. In the train for
Surrey, five fellows were cheerful and
bright—but the sixth member of the
rarty had 8 very thoughtful expression.
hat one was William George Bunter.

Buntor was wondering what Lord
Trant, or his secretary, whichever
opencd that letter, would think, on
findinz a blank sheet of paper inside!

ItﬁuTI_v, Bunter would have preferred
not to post it! But the Bounder had
settled that, Still, so far as Bunter could
see, 1t could do ne harm. His lordship,
or his lordship’s sceretary, would ne
doubt be surprised at receiving a blink
gheet of paper by post. Bab it was
never likely to reach the knowledge of
the Famous Five, who were nover likely
to see Lord Trant.

Bo 1t was all right. Bunter was safely
landed for the rest of the holidays—
which was the really important con-
sideration. If it caused trouble o other
parties, that really could not be helped.
Fortunatoly, it was only Bunice that
mattered.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Piay Up, Bunter!

OROWATION week opened with

a blaze of bright May sunshinec.

That week, the chums of the

Remove had mtended to spend

in fown—in quarters, certainly, much

less magnificent than Lord Trant's town

house. But on Monday, they wore still
at Wharton Lodge, :

No answer had been recetved, so far,
to the letter Billy Bunter had posted on
his way.

Considering what that letter con-
fained, it was not surprising. But the
Famous Iive, unaware what it had
contained, naturally expected his lord-
ship to answor.

His lordship didn’t!

When, on bMonday, there was still no
letter, Billy Bunter did not scem unduly
perturbed. Tle was not oxactly dis-
appainted by  the non-arvival of an
muswel that be did ool expect to arrive.

But the other fellows began fo feel a
Iitle worreal.

That day, they hed been going to
instal themselves in a suburban !ﬁﬂgmg,
and mingle with the endless erowds in
London.  Certainly, they prefoerred
Trant IHouse—if available! But—

“No letter this morning, Bunter [
said Harry Wharton, after breakiast.

“Eh? Oh, no! Old Trant's pretty
busy, you know,” said DBunter airily.
“He’s going to take part in the
ceremony at Westminster Abbey, you
kuow, on Coronation Day, as & peer of
tho realm. Must have plenty to think
about.”

“Yes, but—>"

“My dear chap,” said Dunter,
“vou've scen his letter—the one he
wrote to—to me in—in Sussex! Plain
enough, wasn't it?’

“Yes, but—" Wharton paused.

That Ietter, certainly, was good
enough, if the chums of the Hemove had
been dealing with any other fellow but
Bunter. But it was Bunter with whom
they were dealing. and they wanted it a
Lhittle plainer.

“If there's any hitch,” added Bunter
cautiously, He coughed, “I—I mean,
it's all right, of course. Btill, I under-
stond that your uncle engaged rooms at
Hnmpsteady or somewherc—befora we
came back from Sussex. I—I shouldn't
cancel that, old chap, in—in case—""

“In cese you have been spoofing us,
do vou mean?” asked Harry Wharton,
very quietly.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—-~"

“Well, what else do you meani” de-
manded Johnny Bull.

#1—I—1 mean——" Bunter paused.
The position was difficult, even for an

experienced Ananias  like William
Georgo Bunter. "I—I mean, there—
thers might be a—a—a hitch! I mean

to say, Lord Urant’s house will be pretty
crowded out, you know——"

The Famous Five exchanged glances.
Bunter was hedging ! Indeed, now that
it was only a couple of days to the
Coronation, the fat Owl had te begin to
think of a line of retreat.

The vizit to Trant Elms, in Suvssex,
had, amazingly and unexpectedly, gone
off all right—Bunter «could not imagine
how! But he could not hope for such
luck a second time! To present himself
at Trant House, in London, and hope
that fortune would favour him in that
inexplicable way again, was really
hﬂging too much!

illy Bunter had not the remotest
idoa or intention of going asnywhers
near Trant House |

But he wanted to see the Covonation |
He was going to pack in with the
Famous ¥Five, in their Hampstenad
lodging, for that purpose—pgo up by
Tube, and join the crowd in the streets
on the route. That. after all his swank
and humbug, was what it came to!

But he realised that he was on
delicote ground. If these heasts got on
to it that ho had pulled their leg, they
were more likely to boot him, as a
reward, than to sce him through the
Coronation.

“I suppose,” said Boly Cherry, after a
long zilence, “that we might have ex-
peeted this. Smithy krew, after all.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—" .

Johany Bull gave an emphatic grunt,

“If Bunter has been spoofing us all
this time,” he said. “I'm going to whop
him! I'm going o whop bhim till he
can't erawl 1

“Bame here "' said Bob.

“The samefulness is terrifie.””

“I—1 say., you fellows—" gasped
Bntor.

“Wo've turned down Smuihy.” eaid
Harry Wharton., “ Luckily, we haven'



cancelled the rooms at Hampstead: We
might have, 'That fat rascal didn’t
core a straw, As he's under my roof
here, I ean't vory well boot him, Bub
you fellows mi%lm glve him & few for
me, as well as-for yourselves.’

Billy Bunter jumped away in alarm.

Obviously, this was not a time for
“ hedging.”

“I—I say, you fellows, i—it's all
riEht 1 hae gnsﬁmd. “¥ou're staying at
‘Frant House the night before tho day.
Rely on me! Tt—it's sll right I—1 hopo
you don’t doubt my word. I—I expect 1
shall get that answer from—from old
Trant ju the morning. If not——>

“If not," =aid Johnoy Bulk *“you're
going to ha booted, and booted havd 1"

" Beast 1V

It was lefe till the movrow morning.
Tt was Bunter’s last chanee.

The Owl of the Remove did not enjoy
himsclf thut day. Nunter was very
little given to thinking—but he had to
think now!

Having swankea to lhiz fat heart's
content, hia idea had been to put up
some  excuse or other, from his wn-
limited supply of fihs, Then, having
wonind up the holidays at Wharton
Lodge, he was going to land himself
ot the Famous Five for the Coronation.
Amwd all would be, so to speak, calin
and bright.

Instead of which. these beasts wero
geiting suspicions, like that other beast
Smithy; and instend of seeing him
through the Coronation, they were going
to boot him |

Bunter felt that it was ined !

But what was going to be done was
quiteé a4 mystery to him. Not for the
lirsk timpe hiz endless provarications had
landed him in & scrape from which there
stemed. to be no cecape.

The next moriting theve was, of course,
no latter,

Thae juniora could hardly doulbit now.
"They counld have kicked themselves—and
they were poing to kick Bunter—hard!
_ Bunter breakfasted in bed that momn-

g, When tho juniora went up to see
!mr_li;I they found his door locked on the
inside,

The 1at Owl did not emerge till nearly
lunch-time. He hoped to cub down
quickly, and get into tha presence of the
elders. Instead of which, he found five
juniors, waiting for him in the corridor
_;'rlith grim faces. They gathered round
1.

“I—=I say, you fellows!™ groancd
Buater. “Has—has—hasn't that letter
coma for me?”

“Nol®

*Tt—1t's some delay in the post, old
rhap! They'ra always delaying lelters
tn the Post Office. Look how they delay
my postal orders. sometimes—-"

“Tirst kick to me,” said Jobnny Ball

b 5 | sny—l:r:c-.? off 1 gasped Bunter.
‘I~ say, I-—-T'll ga down and-—and
phone! I=I mcan 1t I—=IIl ring up
Lord Trant—"

“Wo've had enongh of your ganunon,
vou fat porpoisal! Boot him 1"

“I—I sny. T mean it!” howled
Bunter. “Just let's go down to the
phona, old chapsg—-="

Itarry Wharton paused.

“Give him a chance!” he
“(Come on—don't let him bolt !

Bunter gasped with velicf, Once he
got safcly downstaivs—— Buf Lia delief
was short-lived. He was wuobt going
downstaira

“This way,” said Harry, “there's an
extension phone in my roow—bring him
111 A

“Oh erikey " gasped the helpless Owl.

'.T;‘iu:sug‘r marched him into Wharton's
“den.” Tha door woa closed, end
Luuter was planted at the telephone.

saicd.

EVERY SATURDAY

He blinked at it in dismay.

“I—I say, you fellows—I—I've for-
gotten the number ! groaned Bunter.

“I'll look it out for you!” said Bob.

“Beast 1”

“And I'I rinp_i up for you, too i

“Oh crumba !*

Bob Cherry looked out the number
and rapg up T'rant Howvss in Londoh.
There was soma delay in  getting
through. Telephono wires were rvether
crowded in Corenation weck., Bunler
Lbegan to hope agein, Again Niis hope
iwa: short-lived.  Thers was a enll at
ast,

Harvy Wharton answered it,

“Is that Trapt House 7™ ho azked.
 "¥Yes—Lord Trant's sceretary speak-
ing,” came the reply.

“Hero you are! Play up, Bunter !

Billy DBunter took tho receiver in a
trombling fat hand. ITe blinked round
dizmelly at the Iamous Five,

“Te=I=T say, you fellows—" he
mumbled,

“Go it, you fat froud!”

“But I—I say—"

Johnny Bull drew back his boot,

Just in time, Billy Bunter vapped into
the transmitter. He was desperata notv,

“RBilly Bunter speaking [” Pleaso eall
Lord Trant 1™

—_———imam

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Astoundlng !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. stood
round tho telﬁ}ihuna as Buniee
squeaked into t

a mountipiece,
They stood

closa cnough to

hear what was said in reply. There was
f tlhns time. It was

ﬂniug ie be no s
mater's  last, last. chance—and they
wera going {o koow cxasctly how the
matter stood ;° after which Billy Bunter
waa going fo get the booting he so
richly deserved.

Buinter yapped into the telephone in
the lowest of spirits. Perhaps he
nourished a faint hope that Fortune
would stand his friend, as it had done
that day at Trant Elms. If o, the hape
was very faint. He was merely putting
olf the booting for a few minutes.

Quite clesrly, to all cars, came the
reply of his lordship’s secretary, speak-
ing from Trant Housa in the distant
metropolia.

“Please state your business! Lord
Trant 13 foo husy to come to the
telephone

o ?—-I say, vou fellows, T—X'1 wait i1l
he's less busy——" stammered Bunter,

Two or three boots ware lifted.

#*I—I—I mecan, I—I'll get on to him
soinchow,  you  beasts 1" gasped  the
wretched fat Owl,

“"¥You'd betterl” said Jobnny DBull
grimly,

“The hetterfulness will bo terrifie.”

Billy Bunter almost groaned into the
telephona.

“I say! Tell him it's Bunter—he—le
—la knows the nama! It's rather -
portant—about the—the Coronation! If
you mention the name of Bunter, 1k will
be all right. Bunter!”

“ Pleass liold on i”

“Oh lor'* 1

Thers was o pavse. The secretary, it
seemed, had gone to mention the name
of Bunter to Lord Trant.

Perspiration trickled down Bunter's
{fat brow, s ho waited, Then a voica
cama through.

“Bunter! Is that Dunter speaking?”

It sounded like an old gentleman's
volce—a rather reedy, but very pleasant
voice.  ‘LThere was something vaguely
familiar to Billy Bunter’s fat cars in its
tones, though ho could not remember
where bhe had heard it before,

‘to

5
Ha.rr‘{ Wharton & Co. exchanged
hlank looks over Bunter's fat bead.

Was this Locd Trant a-pelnking? Ilad
liig lordship come to tha telephoue ab the
magic name of Banter?

“0Oh!l Yes)™ d Bunier.

“Ay dear bc:-:ﬁ-:’sm

Bunter jomped. So did the Famous
Tive, They crowded close so as nob to
loze a syllable,

“My dear lad!” went on the elderly
voice. “Idow pleascd I um to hear from
you -again,™

“ih 1™ stuttered Bunter. " Are you?”

“¥es, indeed | I regret ihat I omitted
to inguire your - address -the day you
called on me at Trant Elms, when I was
unfortunately unalle to entertain you
pereonally.”

TOh T gurgled Bunter.

Ho lhed wondered, st Trant Elms,
whether he was dreaming. Now heo
wondered whether he was dreaming
egain,

“¥ have desired wery muech to get in
touch with you, my bov,” went on the
voice. I wag delighted when my score-
tary brought me your name. Hava yon
made any arrangements for the Corona-
tioh #9

“The kik-kik-Corcnation'” stuttered
Bunter.

“If not, would you cave to come

Lhore——"

“htv

“Aund bring your friends——"

“Oh1?

“¥ou will sco everythinig from the
halcony here. I shall be occupicd, as 1
have to bo present abt the Abbey; but
Captain Lancaster will be very pleased
io look after you—"

“Oh 1™

“"Captain Lancaster haz a very high
oninion "of yen, Bunter. Io is the son
of my oldest friend, and so he naturally
feels as I Jo with regard o you”

£13 DII !1‘1

“IF you will come, my dear boy; I
will give instructions st once for rooms
] pr:;pumd for you and your
friendsg—

3 Dh l;.u

“And T will ask Captain Lancaster to
fe!::hhrﬂ}t in the car—"

“Please come, my Loyl
that I shall bo delighted ¥

Bunter could hot even say “Oh”
again! He could only gasp. His fat
head was almost turning round with
astonishment and delight.

“¥You will come " asked Lord Trant.

L b gmged Bunter. *¥oes, rather [

" Vory good=—very good indced! I am
glad 1o hear you say so, Bunter! Now

Need I say

%Pm]-lq:,'e — good-bye  my dear boy!
faplain Lancaster will call for you and
your friends—"

“1lold on!?” gasped Bunter. ‘Lho

rather absentaninded peer had again
ﬂj}litlﬂ{} to inguire his address. I say,
B m——"

“Veox, my dear boy ™

"I'm At Wharton Lodge, in Surrey
¥ Oy’

“0Ob! Yes! Quite! Good-bye!™

Lord Trant rang off.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood dumb,
They had heard every word of it. "They
were astounded—though cortuinly not =0
utterly astounded as Billy Bunier |

Bunter, for a moment or*two, stood

azping. Dut he was quick to recover.

t was all right. How it was all. cight
he could not begin to guess.  DBut it
wag, This was Trant FElms over again.
How and why were deep mysteries; hat
it was all vight, and that was all that
winttered.

He

He turped to the Famous Five.
gave them a lofty Dlink.
Tue MiGrer Loprany.—No, 1,520,
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“ Porhaps,” said Billy Buuler, in a
tone of ineffable dignuty, ™ perhaps you
fellows belicve me now U™

They did

They had to! )

There were no bootings for Bunicr.
Bunter rolled down to lunch like a
follow walking on air. Bunter waz the
goods. DBunter was going to takg o
Coronation party to & m%g?uﬁr.u:uhl West
FEnd mansion!  Even Bunter himseli
believed 1t mow!  Bunter had been
specially asked by a noble lord to cowmw,
und briug his friends with him. 1t
almost made his head spin to try fto
think out what was the wmecaning of 1t.
But whatever was the meaning of it,
there it was, Only, it was so amsazing
that at moments it scemed to Billy
Bunter too good to b2 true! :

But if a doubt lingered 1t was
banishied that alterncon when a car
rolled up to Wharton Lodge, driven
by a voung tnan so well ramembered.

Billy Bunter and the Famous Five
packed into tho car, and Captain Lan-
caster drove off to London. ]

Bunter sat grinning with fat satisfac-
kion.

And tho Famous Five, sharing his
satisfaction, could only wonder, a3
they had wonderad that day at Tront
Elns, whether they wore droaming this,
and would wako up prescutly.

THE NINETEENTH CHAFPTER.
Up for the Coronation !

ONDON was swarming.
Never, in all  their

voung

livez, had the chuns of the

Remove seen suwch  cnormous
crowds.

A - | -1 S, | S-S 1l | - I - L

THE RIO KIDS
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Ouee in ke melropolis, the pace was
slow. But tho jumors did net mind
that. They wers glad to have plenty
of time to look about them. Partly on
weount of the traflie, partly to givo
the schioolboys a view of whal was Lo
be seen, the captain drove by a round-
sbout way and they saw a great deal
of the roule that was to be followed
on the worrow by the royal procession.
The wonderful decorations scemed to
tave tourned London into a sort of fairy
city.

Crowds, and crowds, and crowds, at
every turn; and everybody in good
humour, and locking merry and bright.
Coing at almost a snail’s paco up
Regeut Street, the juniers were sud-
denly hailed by a familiar voice fromn
Awid the throng on the pavement. A
buncli of fellows in Greyfriars caps
waved to them.

“Halle, hallo,
“Old Bmithy 17

The Bounder grinned at them and

ushed towards the car. Half a dozen

emove follows were with him—Red-
wing and Peter Todd, and Russell and
Ogilvy, and Tom Brown and Squifl.
They all waved to the party in tho big
Cal.

“Where are you fellows going?
asked the Bounder, with surprise and
curiosity in hLis foce. :

Billy Bunter gave Lim a blink.

“Phiz iz my Coronation
Henithy,” he answered loftily:
goiug to Trant House”

“Hear, hear!” said the Bounder
grinning.  “And uow, where are you
going ™

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

hallo ™ roarcd Bob.

arty,
“We'ro

|3 e o -l S| - |

Everyone tn Texas knows the Rio Kid—
and in spite of being on the run {rem
justice he is loved by many. In this
breezy varn of the Wild West the boy
outlaw comes up against an unscrupulous
enemy. HRead how he plans his revenge.
On horse or afoot with his roaring
six-puns. the Kid is good walue
all the time.

“ Honest Injuy, old man ! said Harry
Wharton, laughing, “Lovd Trant has
asked Bunter to come and bring his
friends—aund bere we are ™

“Oh, my hat!” said the Bounder.

Ho disappearcd into the crowd
again, evidently 11 a stale of great
astonishment. Ile was hardly more
astontshed than the Corovaiion party
themeselves, as a matlier of fact

Progress was slower and slower. But
it was all so exciting and delightful to
the juniors that it could not be tou
slow for thenn

Billy Bunter, hiowever, began to look
serious. He had doubted o little
whether they would arrive at Traub
Honse in time for dinner. Mow he
began to doubt whether they would
arrive in time for supper.

However, they arrived st last,
through strects gorgeous wilth banners
and streamers.

Trant House, London, 8.\W. 1, proved
to be az impoaing, in itz way, as Lrant
Flms, Sussex. A good many other
pucsls were there; the mensiop, largo
25 it was, seemed to bo fairly well
populeted for the great occasion. But
room had been found for Billy Bunter’s
Coronation party. Captain Lancaster
handed them over fo the Groom of the
Chambers, who was go dignified a
gentleman that Bunter, for s moment,
supposed that he was Lord Trant,

il they learned that Lord Trant was
absent, at thoe Palace, and was nob
likely to return wntil a late hour.

This was rather disappointing to the
Famous Five, whe were keen to see his
lordship and eclucidate, if they could,
the baffling mystery of Billy Buuter's
Coronation party.

It was, on the other haud, & relief lo
Bunter.

Bunter was haunted by a lingering
dread that thero was somo mistake in
the matter—az how, indeed, could thare
fail to be? If such was the case, it
might all come out when ho met his
lordship fuce to facel

Lord Trant, clearly, foncied that he

knoew DBunter. Buanter was absolutely
certain that he didn't know Lord
Trant.

Bo, really, no fellow conld have made
head or tail of 16, It was all happen-
ing very happily, but in the Etmn%e
circumstanecs, it sooned only too likely
that something might crop up of a lcsa
happy nature,

Much as Billy Bunier loved s lord,
he felt a qualm at meeting this par-
ticular peer. 8o he woa glad that Lord
Trant was kept at the Palace that
evening. Indeed, ho nourished a hope
that le might not meect his lordship

erzonally till after the Corvonation.
‘i"h(m, if anything was miniss, it would
be all night.

Between his keen desire for a meal
and hiz uncasiness abt mecling Lord
Trant, Bunter's feelings had been quite
mixed as the car approached its destitia-
tion. WNow, however, he was relieved,
and he concentrated wholly on food.

Having cleaned off the dust of tha
journev—even -Bunter having put in an
extre wash—ihe juniors went down to
supper under the wing of the genial
ecaptain.

The house was erpowded, with people
going and coming all the time; and
supper was going on, on the informal
lines of a country house breakfast.

Captain Leancaster, who was deing
the honours in his lordship’s absence,
had plenty en his hands, bat he found
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time o look after the Greyiviars
follows—especially Bunter,

Bunter, it was clear, was a fellow he
delighted to honout |

It could hardly be because DBunter
had nearly run over bim, on ‘a horse,
on Beahill sands but what other reason
]I}q had was unknown to the Famous

ive.

Anyhow, there it was: and Bunter
beamed, and blinked about him through
his big spectacles, with great satisfac-
tion. Supper, he discovered, was all
that his fat heart could desire. Ho
demolished it on a great scale.

Hao was still going strong when Harry
Wharton & Co. went eut for a happy
ramble in the crowded, brightly lit
strects.  When they came in, & couple
of hours later, Bunter had gone to bed.

Harry Whaerton & Co. followed his
E:{ﬂﬂpfe. )

“Make this out, anybody ¥ asked
Bob Cherrvy, when they parted for the
night.

Four heads wero shalken.

“The make-outfulnesa is not torrific!”
remarked Hurrea Jameet Ram SBingh.

“Bunter’s worked the oracle!”
grinncd Baob., "It must be all right,
ad we're here—what ¥V

" Must be ! agreed Harry Wharion,
laughing. * But—-"

“But how?" asked Frank Nugent.

“"Goodness knows! Seems a bit lhike
the Arabian Nights!” "said Harry.
“But we'rs 1in tremendous luck, af sny
rate " '

“\What-ho 1*

And the Famous Five went to bed, to
dream of brilhant lights, and thronging
streeta, and prancing horses, and tho
blare of minszie, and all the glories of
the histerie event they were to see con
the morrow

They were up early in the morning—
the mnrmngr of the great day. Bunter
was not. They looked into his room
for him, and were greeted by a snore.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, Bunter [ rbared
Bob Cherry.

Snoral

" Better wake him,” said Harry
“ Even Bunter will want to turn out
early for onco, on Coronation Day, |
should tnink."

“Bunter ! Buntr! DBunt!” roared
Bob inte & fat ear: and the Owl of tha
Bemove opened his eyes, and blinked.
and murmured :

* Beast "

“Turn out, ald fat man ! said Bob

cheerily “Coronation Day, old besn !
We don't get a Coronation Day every
holiday 1 - Make the most of it 1™

Bunter sat up.

“Oh!” he said. “Has Lord Trant
gone yeti"

“PBlessed if I know. Haven't seen
hime.™

1 mean, he will have to go pretty
early,” -said Bunter. “Call me again
aftar he's gone, will you 1"

“Don’t you want to see him?™ asked
Bob, puzzled. :

“Eh? Oh, yes! No end! But—but
I think I'd better have a bit of & rest,
till=—till he's gonel I mean H

“What the thump do you mean?"

“{h, nothing "

Billy Bunter laid his fat head on the
pmllow again.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked &t
him, and locked at one another.
Plainly Bunter did not want to meet
‘hia lordship—his noble host on this
great and historic occasion. Why, was
another mvyatery to be added to an
already long list?

“Look  hore,
Harry,

Snore !

Bunter—"  said

cdidn’t you?' said Bunter warmly.

EVERY SATURDAY

They left. him to it, and went down.

Billy Bunter breakfasted in bed that
morning. He did not turn out till he
was guite, quife sure that the cpast
was clear. Not fall lunch, in fact, did
the Famous Five see him agdin.
After that it was time to taks théir
piaces on the great balcony in front
of Trant House to watch for the Royal
praocession  on  its way from West-
minster Abbey back to Buckingham
Palace, and to cheer the uewly
crowned King and Queen.

Billy Bunter joined them with a
cheery grin, and a smear of pia on
lits fat face,

“All sereme now, you fellows!” he
remarked breezily.

“The serenefulness iz terrifie, my
esteemed fat Bunter ' assented Hurres
Jemset Ram Singh, with a dusky
aimile,

“1 say, you fellows "—Dunter
lowered hiz wvoleco a little—*seen the

old hean

“The what? Oh, his lordship!” said
Iavry. *“No; we haven't scem him,
Lunter. I expect he's had plenty on
hand this morning.'”

“Oh, good!” spid Bunter,

“Why?" asked Harry., “We shall
see him later, of courso. What do
you mean?

“0Oh, nothing! QOf—of course, you'll
sce him  later. That won't matter,

though, It will be all right then.”
“Isn't it all right now?*
“0Oh, yes; vight as rain!® soaid

filifdpaddaaEarrenE PR EARER AR AR REREERD Ill‘h."

ITS GOOD! IT'S GREAT!!
IT'S SPIFFING!!!

What 7 Why—

“COKER THE CONQUEROR!”

next wesk's star school story of Harry
Wharton & Co.. of Grevfriare.

BE SURE AND READ IT!

Bunter  hastily. “Of—of
Stall, it's just as well, considering——

#Considering what i

“Oh, nothingl Anyhow, whatever
happens, we shall have scen the show,
shan't we "'

“What can happen——"

* Nothing,. old chap—nothing at all!
1 say, you fellows, it’s all right—right
as rain! Don't you worryl”

They looked at Bunter. It was
rather late in thoe day for doubls to
rize again. But doubts were rizing.

“It can't be spoof,” said Bob Chervy
slowly. “We're herve. How could we
ba here if it was spoof? We're here |

“The herefulness iz terrific !’

“0h, really, Cherry " Bunter gave
the Famous Five an indignant blinlk.
“I hope wou fellows min't getting sus-
picious like Emith% If you fancy
that I don’t know Lord Trant at all,
and that it's all a mistake, you're
absolutely mistaken, Right off the
mark,” said Bunter reassuringly.

Five fellows jumped, as if moved by
the same spring.

“Wha-a-t " stuttered Wharton,

“¥or heard him on the phone,
gt §
showed vou his letter, didn't I? What
more do you want? That lettor—"

“Yon grniciuus porpoise I breathed
Bob. “Did . you pinch that letter
somewhere, ps Smithy said you jolly
well did?™

“Smithy’s a suspicions besst "™ said

SlfENdTEEESAnEAR RN NEARENEEE
FEREAERERSEE Il“l'll-“..' ing

course |

LR |

Bunter. “How could I pifich that
lettber? Wasn't it addressed to me?
S0 far as know, that chap Lan-

caster's name ain't William af &ll.”

a

“ Toh #M

““:_rhﬂ.t?"

" Lancaster's letter—"

“Nol" hooted Buuter. * MNothing of
the kind! He wasn’'t réading it on
the beach that day when I nearly gal-
loped over him——"

“Oh erikey !

“And he never dropped it. If he

ad. I shouldn't have picked it up. 1

on't believe hia name is William,
Very likely George, or—or Thomas.™

Tha Fomous Five gazed at Bunter,
petrified, Thera was o buzzing crowd
round thema. Trant Houwso was full of
people.  Bat they' did pot heed.  They
Just ‘gazed at William George Buiiter.

Ho gave thern a cheery wink. _

“It's all vight,” you fellows,” he said
—"right as rain! We'ra here, ain't
we 'l tat more do you want? The
food's splendid P!

“What,” said Bob Cherry helplessly,
“can it all mean? That fat scoundrel’s
been spoofing us, after all. But if it's
spoof, we couldn’t Me here, And we'ro
here, unless we'ro dreaming.”

“{f!h+ really, Cherry——"

“You fa$, frowsy frump—"" began
Harri Wharton.

“0Oh, hers yon arel”?
captain came up. “Time to take your
places, my boys. This way” _
~ The mystery of it was too bewilder-
ing for the juntore to try to think it
out. They gave it up. Anyhow, ns
Bunter said, they were there, and the
Royal procession-was on its way.

he captain guided them fo theire
places on® the high balcony, and left
thern  there. They disimissed Billy
Bunter aond the mystery from their
minds, and gave all their attention to
the great event of the day.

From a distence a roll of cheering,
growing louder and louder, - heralded
the approach of the State carriage, and
the chums of the move fntﬁot-
Bunter, and remembered only that
they were loyal subjects of his
Majesty Eing George tfm Sixth, and
prepared to testily the same at the
top of their volces.

The genial

e i D]

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Light at Last [
i H URRAH I roarved Bob Cherry.

Tens of  thousands of
volces  mingled in
cheers; but among those

tens of thousands, probably not one
was more powerful than that of Robers
Cherry. of the Greyfriars Reniove.

Yeomen of the Guard marched
majestically by. Fanfares of music
shrilled throdgh the ddep. boom of in-
nwnerable cheering voices, Louder
and Ia::udcr_gl;cw the roar as the great
gilt State codch rolled by and all eyes
were turned on the Ein.?__

Billy Buarter waa e littlo short of
beboath after lus exertions at lunch;
but he added his loyal squeak. He
squeaked. and waved. and squeaked
BEan.

With graceful bows in acknowledg-
ment of the greetings of his loyal mﬁ
jects, King George tho Sixth passed
slowly en. the huge cocach moving at a
walking pace, drawn by its eight power-
ful horses. :

“1 say, you fellows.” gasped DBunter
pxeitedly—*"I say——'*

“*Hurrah 1"

“I say, did you sco the King bow
to me "’ gasped Dunter.

“"Oh crikey V'

“1 say, he jolly well did 1"

“You and I, and all of us, old fat
man,” chuckled Bob Cherry.

Tie MugxeEr Lipnany.—No, 1,526,
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“0h, really, Chereype——"

*Cheer, bove—cheer I roared Dob.

“The checrfulnces 18 truly terrific [V
prinned Hurreo Jamsot Ram . Singh.

Horse and foot, waving plumes and
tramping hoofs, passed on. In great
cxcitement and enthusiasm the Grey-
friars fellows waved and checred, and
cheered and waved. It was a pgreat
oceasion, and they did it justice to the
full extent of their lung power, which
was considerable.

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, when the
procession at last was past, and vast,
cheering crowds closed in behind it
and they looked down -n heads as in-
numerable as the waves of the aca—
“well, that was worth seeiog,
fellows I

“The wortbfulness was—"

"Terrific,” chortled Bob—"not .
say preposteronal Hurrahi Long live
the King! Long ' live the
Long live the princes and
and—and=-and everybody! Hurrah!”

“We're going to bear the King
hroadcast presently,” remarked Harry
Wharton, as they went in from tho
baleony, "and mingile-:i with the throng
in Trant House. “Lord Trant will be
back before then.”

“Oh cr:kﬁgel”

“What's the matter, Bunter?”

“0Ohb, nothingl I mesn, I—I'm
hungry. Let's see if we can scrounge
some tea.”’ o

Captain Lanocester 1cjoined them,
whila they wers scrounging some ftoa.
He gave them a cheery smile.

“Lord Trant has returned,” he said.

YOl

Queen !
rincesess,

“He is a little tired. But you wnll
pea him soon. He will be down
ghortly. ‘He is very enxious {o sce
yon, Bunter."
“Oh lor’ I”
S ———
—I mean, r-r-rippi aspe
Bunter. *B-8-80 B0IT lnﬁuvan% goan

him yet. I=I—I'm fearfully eager.”

“I've fixed up a show for ta»m[ﬂ;t,”
sald the captain. “It's gomng to 4
tremendous night in London, of course,
A theatre, and a r, and & run
round the town—what "'

“Fine 1" said Baob,

“Ripping 1"’ | . .

“The ripfulness :_s'truDH terrific 1

The genial eaptein nodded, and left
them again. .

Billy Bunter blinked after him un-
easily, and then blinked at the other
fellows through his big qrectanlm.

“I—I say, you fellows,” he gasped,
“J—I suppose it's all right—"

“You suppose, you fat fraud!”

“I—I wmean, it must bel You heard
him on the phons. He—he must have
known what he was talking about,
whether I did or not.”

erh—; m:.rr hﬂ-t' !'il . . ]

“J—I say, pip-pip-point hun out
when he turms up!” gasped Buuter.
“¥You gee, as I d-d-don't know bim by
sight——"

“Oh erumbs 1™ )

YI—=I—I wsay, you fellows, think—
think we'd better clear?” gasped Bunter,
“I—Fm not fearfully keen on sceing
Lord Trant, you know—"

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

"Woe're not going, you fat spoofer
end you're not, tiﬁ wo've gcon Lo
Trant. If there's a mistake, it's got to
Le explamed ! said Harry Wharton,

*Deast '

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that the jolly
old peer?” asked Cherry, with a
nod towards o little old gentleman with
an oyeglasy, who had entered with the
chptain.

Billy Bunter turned his spectacles on
the little old gentleman, and gave a
junip. The old gentleman had stopped
to EIEEEE to a group of guests, and Bun.
ter had a g(mg view of him| He koew
that little old tleman 1

“That ain't Lord Trant,” said Bunter,
“I've scen that old foesil before. I

wonder what the dickens he is deing Elm

here! Poor relation, perhapa! Fe's
to better dressed than whon I saw him in
Hussex—" y
“You've seen him beforei"” dshed
Harry Wharton, " Who 1z -het”
“Blessod if [ know! He was thero

that day when I crocked Smitl:iy’s bike,
running into atramp I"" answered Bunter,

“I was coming down the hill, you know,
end couldn’t stop, and banged right into

The Laugh of a Lifetime !

"BUNTER THE
HYPNOTIST!"

the amusing yarn dealing

with the early adventures of

Harry Wharton & Co. in this
week's

GEM |

On Scle Now. = Price 2d.

the tramp. The old donkey thought I
had done it pn purpose. I1—I mean to
gay, I—I did it on purpose—to—to
rescue him, you know !l You know my
pluck—mi,' long suit, as you know, He'd
stopped that old bean to rob him. Then
I banged right into him and knocked
him over, and—""

“1I believe that’s Lord Traent!” said
Harry. - .

“0Oh, don't be an ass! He was quite
shabby when T saw him in Suszex ! saild
Bunter.

The litile old geptleman left the
roup, glanced round, spotted the Grey-
riars fellows, and came quickly towards
them. )

He beamed on Billy Bunter !

* Bunter, my dear boy," he exclaimed,
“I sm delighted to see I)'c:uqherei You
must excuse me for not having seen you
before—I have been very much occupied
owing ta the Coronation. But now—he
beamed on the juniors, and beamed on
Bunter—"I have not forgotien our meet-
ing in Bussex, my doar boy, when I came
over to see Captain Lancaster, and

. and your friends!- Yes? De-ligl:tfuil

missed him at Stretton. I have not for-
gotton your conrage—your gallantry—
the way you rushed 4o my rescue—="

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled. After
what Bunter had just said, they rveally
could not help doubting that rush to the
resouc—a itfle !

“You left me in such s hurzy, wy deosat
lad, that I had no fime to rnaf:e_n mysalf
known to }'ﬂuf” continued the little old
gentleman. “&o I was very, very
that day I saw you arrive at Trant
from my window-ee—'?

“Eh?'"

“1 kmew, then, of course, ithat you
must know who it was that you had
regened.  Otherwise, of course, you could
not have paid me that visit st Trant

E Fr

o Gh 11"

Billy Bunter blinked at the little old
gentleman, his eyes almost popping
through his spectacles.

He understood at last.

That little <ld gentlemsan on the
Sussex downs, whom he had—inndvort-
ently—rescued from the tramp, was
Lord Trant!

Bunter had not had the remotest sus-
picion of it—till now | )

Now it explained everything |

“Oh 1" he gasped again. .

“You will stay here for Coronation
week | beamed his. lordship,. " You

ms,

Please introduce your friends! lad
to make your acquaintarce, my desr
boys! Any friend of Dunter's—
delighted—delighted 17 ]

o shook hands with Bunter agein
beamed on Bunter's friends, and paaﬁa-:f
on, to beam on other guests.

‘Ob crikey I said Bunter.

“Ho that's it!"” ssid Beob Cherry.
“Who'd have thought—"

“Pluck will tell 1" geid Dunter.

“What 1" 1 S

“ Pluck 1" said Bunter firmly, *This
ias what comes of being brave as a lion—
I may say, heroic! 1 ran fearful rieks,
rescuing that old g'aEEFr—I mean my
friend, Lord Trant-—e—

*“Ha, ha, ha ! p

“Blessed if I sce . angthing to cackle
at. Fancy him turning out_to be thak
old geezer, you know—I—I mean,
knew he was the samao man all the time,
He knew me al once, of course,- when
he saw me from his window at Trank
Flms, and fancied I knew—I mea
did know, of course] Look here, what
are you fellows cackling about?” hooted
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hat"

* Anyway, here we are, up 'E‘nr i-;he-
Coronation ! said DBunter. Wo're
going to have a beano to-night, ﬂnd B
jolly week ! Ain't that all right ¥ n

“The rightfulness is  terrific!
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ham Siogh.

Which was cheerfully crndorsed by all
the members of Billy Dunter's Coreua-

tion Farty. @ Exp.

Eniow o laugh? Good! Then be
.m:i'e :II1|'|-::I|| read: “COEER THE COX-
QUEROR!" next week's grand yarn of
Harry Whartion & Co., which will
appear in the MacKer, on rale FRIDAY
nextl)
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SAD END TO CORONATION

By DICK
RUSSELL

CHEER CLASS!

Coker had a great idea.

Ho started o class in'cheering for the Coronation.

* 1 like to hear a good, hearty British

said. " Not the tinpot little apcuf

yvou get {fiom the Greyfriars crow
“The fact ia, the kide hers don’t

sufficient exercise.

Coronation.
“*And 'm poinz to teach 'em |

ive

Theve wasg quite & rush to join Joker's cheer class,
Possibly the foct that free refreshments were to be

eupplied by Colter had something to do
with it !

On the far ride of the playing fields
Coker conducted several very successful
trialz in clwering.

But he was a hard taskmaster. Try as
they would, Coker's elass couldn’t cheer
loudly enough to satis{y him.

Horme of the voluntesrs almost gave it
up in disgust. Refreshments in the tuck-
shop after each class, however, kept them
pegging away ab it.

solier f[olt pleased with the progress
they were m&km.cl:.

At least, he felt pleased till it come to
tho last practice.

Then something wenbt wrong.

The cheering, which had been growin
louder at each practice, suddenly rtartec
reversing, and bécame fecbler and fcebler
at sach cheer !

' Coker bullied and faved at his trained
oxponents of the hearty British cheer,
It was all to no avail !

Coker had often. called his recruits
donkeys, And now, every one ol them
had become a little ** horse ' |

They'll hardly be able to muster up o
whiaper between them when thoe procession
passcg—and this after a week's hard
training 1n chesring !

It's o disappointing world—as Coker's
always learning |

agy for a cheer that
round Big Side.

They want training
They want to learn o cheer.

L

)
i
o)

Wpd Xy

cheer,” ho

their lungs
for tho

 GREYF

-

r. .
-

=

No. 240,

C %

I &
J
)

AR

L

SHERAR

EDITED BY HARR “WHARTON.

o

e
—pEe——

ks

May 15th, 1937,

DOCTOR

“ Room [or a liitle 'un, boys 17

Doctor Birchemall ashked that
question.

He had just rolled out of the
Skool House to the big car which
Jack Jolly & Co. had hired to iske
them to the Coronation.

Dawn was bresking over 3t.
Sam's—and the Head, us usual,
wes broke. There was o cunning
grin on his rinkled old face, as he
poked his noss into the car.

** Roomn for a little 'un, boys 1V
he seted,

“ Well, there's room, sir, if it
comes to that,” said Jack Jolly.
“ But if we have to give anyone
a lift, we'd rather hove someons
rung and cheery—not & silly old
ng:;}’ilika you!™

ear, hear!” ﬂgnﬂd Merry
and Bright and Fearlesga.
Doctor Bivchemall scowled,

A “STUDY”IN RED,
WHITE, and BLUE!

Mauly’s Remarkable
Gesture

“ Bomethin® ought to  But when he woke up ; blueail over ! The Third
be done about the | for o second time he | had not even spoared
Coronation,  be 1" | remembered his  idea, | Mauly lumself, He had
remarked Lord Maulev- | sont for Tubb of ilie | o blob of white on one

erer to hig study-mates,
Delarey and Sir Jimmy
Vivian, in a brief interval
between  snoozes, the
other day. * What
about hriglﬂe:aiu' up the
study a bat 7

Delarey gaid he didn't
ses much gense in that.
Hea thought o hetter idea

toue

Coronation.

Third, and asked him if
he'd brighten
Etudg and give

of red, white, and
blue as & pesture for the

Tubb, with a gleam in
his eve, said it was &
gauaura for the Third to

g for the Remove, and

cheelk, a blob of blua on
the other, and a big
blob of red on his nose,
And he was still fast
asleep |

Tubb and his pals
certainly  succeeded in
brightoning up Mauly's
study for him 1

But they dida't feol

up the
it a

k-

would be to brighten up | he’d bring a few pals : i
the oulside of the wh:ll3 along to help, if M[Fulj- quite so bright them.
dow, where people could | didn't mind, Then. he | 52/ves by the time the

soa it, with & Neon sign. | trotted off,
But it was doubtful

whether the Head would

When he returned, he
brought with him =

inconsed erowd of Re.
movites which Delarey
gnd Vivian led to the
Third Form Room had

allow Neon signa outside | whole crowd of grinning

chaps' windows, Third Formers, larey mopped uwp the Hoor
Sir Jimmy Vivian said | end Vivian were ou. | With them:

candidly that he thought | Mauly was agleep. It took them a mere

it was all rot to dress About an hour later | five minutes to do their

up a siudy for the | Delaroy and Vivian had | colouring in a Remove

Coronation. the shock of their | study, But it will be
Mouly didn’t hear | naturals. Walking into | years before they forget

what either said, becauss
he'd fallen asleep apain,

the atudy, they
peinted red, white, and

found it | what the Remove did to

them afterwards |

" BIRCHEMALL'’S
CORONATION!

By DICKY NUGENT

* How dere you call me o silly
old fogey, Jolly ! Blesa my sole
I was only ninety-nine lasi birth-
day. As for wanti somebody
cheery, why, you couldn’t ask for
any cheerier than I! I'm

hody
words, Daoctor

coming | M
Wit thesa
ed the door and

Birchemall open
smg?:-'ad i,

* Drive on, shaver ! " ecalled out
Frank Fearless, seeing thab it was
useless to argew the toss.

The prate car moved off to the

tes with a deffening rear, and
ﬁck Jolly & Co. broke into a
cheer. It was a pity they had to
have the Head inflicted on them.
But still, it was Coronation Day
and the horoos of the Fourth meant
to enjoy themselves—Head or not !

As the ecar rattled and jolted
lvxuriousty on the road to London,
they eagerly discussed their plans
for the day. 'The Head, who was
ne longer ecowling now that he had

ot hia free lift, listened to their
light-harted chatter with a
Fakuiiar emile playing about lie
ipa.

“ Got tickets for seats, boys
he leered, all of a sudden,

** Yes, rather, sir | ** replied Jack
Jolly. " We've all got tickets
for seats in o first-Boor winder,'

* Let's have a dekko ? "' prinned
Dootor Birchemall,

“Plezzure,
Ehﬂrgﬂ I %

Doctor Birchemall took the strip
of pasteboard which the kaptin
of the Fourth handed him end
eg%_g:minad it. Then he pretended
to feel a spasm of serprize.. He gave
a violent, convulsive start and
looked at Jolly with eyes that were
almost balting out of their aockits,

“Lumme ! ™ he said. *' It's the
spme winder as I'm booked for
myself ! ¥

* Imapossibul ! ™

“ Nevertheless, Jolly, it's trus ! "
grinned Doctor Birchemall., * Then
we ghall all be together. How
rip:Fing P

he heroes of the Fourth groaned.

“ 1 can promiss, my dear lads,
that you will find me most enter-
taining 1 "  grinned the Head.
“ Just to prove it, I will show you
& little conjuring trick. See this
fountain-pen, boys ¥ "

“* Yea, gir," chorussed Jack Jolly
& Co., looking rather blankly at
the fountain-pen in the Head's

Bir——there's no

bhand.

" Hay, presto |

Doctor Birchemall made a pass
of his hand and the pon vannished,

* Now, I wonder where it could

have gone, boys 1" eaid the Head,

with a roguish twinkle in his eyes.
“Mind if I feel in wor pocket,
Fearvless t

“You won't find i. there, sir,
aven if youw do!’ lafed Frank
Fearless,

But Fearlesas was wreng. When
the Head dived a haid into his
gu-:hat. and withdrew it again,
e brought to light the wvery
fountsin-pen which ke’ ul caused
to disappear. 3

“ Well, my hat ! eggaclaimed
Fearless, wonderingly. . * [ never
knew you were suck a olever
cun‘;urer.a:r,"

“Met Why, I'm a rogular
glita-of-hand ialiat | £ declared
the Head, whose fawe wore =
atrange look of triunph, as he
put eway the fountaiwpen, * I’li
show you a few more trcka.”

He proseeded to give them guite

& programme of m:lunn%l and |
Broes

slite-of-hand tricks. ‘he

of the Fourth enjoyed 't no end.
They had never imagir fprevious)
that their headmasto.r was ane
an _entertaining johnny as this !

Time passed rapidly and, almost
before they knew wherd they were,
they were chonking through the
outskirts of London,

They left the shover to take his
car to & garcge and wilked on to
the Hotel Posh, whert they wers
to watch the Coroe:gtion pro-
ceaagion from a first-flocr winder.

At the entrance tkey all felt
for their tickets,

And it was then hat Frank
Fearlesa made a garstlr discovery.

“ My ticket—I've ket it1* he

gaaped, i

'mepuaaibul ! Yowhad it when
wa got In the car,” said Jeck Jolly.
“1I saw it sticking &t of your
weskit pocket."

** It's not there now, anyway
eggaclaimed Fearless. " I suppose
none of yon chaps pcked it up

swwhere 1

Jolly and Marry und Bright
shook their heads.

* ¥ou'd have had it tack at once,
if we had, old chap,” aid Bright.
* What ahout Doetor Brzchemall 1

The Fourth Formrs looked
round. They were jus in time to
gee the Head hurrying &£3the grand
staircase of the Hotel £%8sh, holding
& ticket in hia hand,

Jack Jolly wissled -, a sudden
suspishon came into we-head,

“Fewl I wonder- e

*You wonder wha:1! asked
Frank Fearlesa.

“I wonder if the ° :ad helped
himself to it!” said ially, ogg-
sitedly. * Remember, .ow Egha
dived into your pocket and
brought out the iiuntain-pen,
Fearless 1

“ Oh erumba | '}

Fearless and Merr- spd Bright
looked absolutely di 1sed. In a
flash, they saw how .4y it would
have heen for an mecomplished
conjurer like the F »¥ to take
Frank's ticket and ™ 1. ‘wa 1 it away

while hewas projooeing the fountain-
pen from the junior’s ypocket.

“It's a hundred to ome in doe-
nutts that he's got it ! ** cried Frank
Fearless. “After  him, you
fellows 1

Jack Jeolly & Co. broke into o
run and followed Fearless up the
stairs, two at a {ime,

A lssa! They were too lata!
As they renched the top of the
staite, Doctor Birchemoll went

through a doorway, grinning all
over his dial; and when the
Fourth Formers tried to follow
him, they found two burly com-
missionaires barring the way,

“ Tickola, please!" they eried.

Jolly and Merry and Bright
showed their tickets.

“ Can't vou let our pal in, too 1"
asked Jack Jolly. ** He's lost his
ticket.'

" Haw, haw, haow! Tall ns
ancther | ' larfed one of the burly
doorkeepers. “ 1f you'd like o
know, there are only three geata left.
The old jent with the beard took the
only other one.”

“ Never mind, Fearless,” gaid
Jack Jolly. ** We'll all stick torether
and watch the show from the
pavement,”’

But Fearless simply wouldn't
hear of that.

“Y¥ou chaps go and take your
soata,” he said. ** I'll etand on the
pavement just helow your winder—
and if I get a chance to climb up
to  YOou, I'll take it 1 ™

All sereen, then old chap," said
Jack Jolly., ** We'll look out for
you,"*

Fsarless went off on his own, and
Jack Jolly & Co. gave up their
tickets and went to their seats
at the hotel winder. They found
BPoctor Birchemall ealmly occupy-
ing Frank's geat in the front row,

*Ah1 Here wyou are, then,
boya! * he grinned, as they arrived.
* Where'a giﬂartesa : Hoio

“¥You know whera Fearless 1a,
gir ! "' said Jack Jolly skornfully.
* He's culside on the pavement—
while you're gitting here in Juxury
in the seat you pin from him ! "

The Head frowned.

* Really, Jolly, I'm serprized at
you being so suspishus,”

Jack Jolly opened his mouth to
argew it out with the Head. But
he finiehed up by cheering instead,
for at that moment, the clashing
of eymbols and the blare of musie
from up the street annownced that
tha ]frﬂceﬂﬂlﬁn was coming.

A thoughts about ticketa
vannished, ag the Coronation pro-
g¢ession camse in site., Headmaster
and juniora alike leaned out of the
winder and yelled themaelves
horse with cheering.

Then, suddenly, there was a
change of note in Doctor Birch-
emell’'s wvoice, His yells of en-

thusiasm gave place to yells of

pane 1
Jack Jolly & Co. looked round.
. Ap amazipg site met their eyes |

Franikk Fearless had climbed up
from the street on to a ledgoe just
Lelow the winder.

Finding the Head's benrd
dangling just beside him, he had
decided to make it his safety strap.
20 he had grabbed it firmly with
biz right hand while he waved
his cap with his left !

Jack Jolly & Co. inned.
Their grins changed to a ﬁ:ﬁ‘f and
their larf to a roar !

The Head’s roaring was of a very
different carricktor. He ballowed
and bawled in sheer aggerny.
With Frank Fearless hanging on
to his beard, he found it im-
Eaﬂﬂiblﬂ to stay in his chair, His

ead waz pulled forwards and ho
fell on his neeze, his ostrich-like

the

aut

neck stretched
winder-sill |

“Yarooooo ! Ow-ow-ow | Help !
Murder! Perlice!" ha huwle£“

Not till the procession had passed
did Frank Fearless release his hold.
Then at last he vaulted through
the winder and joined his chums
in the Hotel Posh.

By that time, Doctor Birchemall
waa in a state of sheer frenzy.

“You yung idjut! You yung
mantack | ' he phreeked. * How
dare you hang on to my beard 1"

But Fearlesa was not the fellow
to be cowed,

* It just served you right, sir 1 ™
he feshed. ™ You mnabbed my
scat, and I nabbed your whiskers,
S0 now honners are even!'

** Hoar, hear!? grioned Jack
Jolly & Co.

But none of them bore the Head
any ill-will, and, as soon as ke had
simmered down a little, they in-
vited him to a big feed in the
restorong of the Hotel Posh.

And when the time came fo
return to St. Sam'a, everybody
—the Head included—declared that
Coronation Day bed been a grate
guxxess |

over

WE STAND UP
FOR THE KING!

Coronation Zeal in Form-room

Larry Lascelles took us
in English History during

Quolchy’s abseure the
cther day.
B5o we iried out our

little Coronation jape.

Smithy had thought ig
out  previously, Bu
Quelchy's such a funny
beggar that we felt a hit
chary of doing it while he
was running the show.

Lorry'a more human
and bas a battor-developed
gense of humour. And as
& patriot he wouldn't be
able to object. So we
tried it on him.

The idea was for us all
to jump up and salute
every time he mentioned
“the King.” Smithy said
it wouldn’t matter which
king in history was meant.
We'd jump up and salute,
ANYWAY. hen Larmry
asked ua what we thought
we wers doing, the idea
was to reply that, as
patriots, we could allow
ne opportunity to pass of
dieplaying our loyalty to
the Throne.

Eather a bright wheeze
of Bmithy's | We were all
kean to see how it panned
out.

We got our cue in the
first few seconds of the
lesson, Larry began :

“I understand that in
the last lessom you dealt
with Woleey's relations
with the Kipng——",

Ho got no further ! We
all . jumped up, with a
deafening -clatter of deaks
and forms, and saluted.

Loarry jumped,

“ All gone med ! he
arked.

“ Wot at all, sir,” said
Smithy, with. his usual
coolness, *You men-
tioned the I{ingi Any
decant chap stands up for
the King, sir, E-H'Ebﬂﬂim] v at
& time lilo this.”

Larry ﬁﬂ.va the Bounder
a somewhat peculiar look.

“ Your loyal pentimenta
do you eredit, Vernon- |
Smith. But I happened
to be talking about Henry
the Eighth, net George
the Sixth.'

i Quit&,.

givr | '  gaid

Smithy cheerfully. “ Buib
whetever king you talk
about, you can't help
Ig of the Throne
generally, and this Corona-
tion particularly. Can
vou, sir ¥
' I see," nodded Larry,
EWelt, you can all ait
OWn agedn now, anyhow,
To got on with the !Ea&nn
e sl rumred
e all jumped u n
and did our fﬁ:t‘t‘ IP ﬁa
of vs felt & bit funky

sbout it. But Imn‘;r
seemed to be taking it
without the flicker of an

a?mlid this time. We con-
cluded that, aa Bmithy
hed forecast, he wouldn't
be able to object.

He certainly didn't

-objact till the end of the

lcason, and we all felt the
jape had panned out very
well.  We stood up about
forty times during the
mornng, and it was o
piemsant change from
sitting down without a
breale,

But when the lesion
ended we had & shook |

Larry, all smiles, waved
us gently back into our
places, ag we got up to go.

1] Bﬂ-ﬂ.t‘ hw’ hnj_g-'l.l
he eaid. " Aas you nre so
patriotic, I've decided to
give you o chan aia to
SXATCIBG g;:u: riotio
forvour, ot 'w‘gli atay,
here till dinner-time, doing
yvour little saluti turn.
I'll gend in a ect 1o
call out *The Rm 1 at
half-minute intﬁr'-mﬁ.'.:

* Oh ertkey 1 "

** Ag it’s & half-holiday,”
went on Larry sweetly,
* I'Il gratify your patrictic
aspirations by giving you
the chance to do saluting
all the afternoon—in this
Form.roorm—under & rels
of prefecta. Don't than
ms, boys—it's & pleasure 1!

We didn't thank him !
We didn't thank Smithy,
either, afterwards ! n
fact, Smithy got such &
ragging that he says he's
never going to think out
any more brainy japes for
us.

That'a & relief, anyway.,

WOULD-BE CONTRIBUTORS

Will writers of poetry,
articles kindly
M35 ehould be sent :—

Waste-Paper Collecti
Gﬂurtﬁneﬁ

and uplifting stories and

note new addresa to which all their

Depot,
d Cottage Hospital,

NOT UNIQUE!

Hobson of the Bhell, who ia an amateur astronomer,
thinks he's scmething apacial because he's potty about

I}].ﬂ-]'.LB-t-EJ

But it's nothing, really. We know at lesst a dozen
Greylriars film-fana who are crazy about stars 1

PATRIOTIC LAWYER
Petor Todd, the lawysr of the Remove, is awlully

patriotio,

They sayj that whenever o client who's consulting
him waves a Union Jack, Toddy waives his fee !



