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The Magnet—Every Saturday

JUST A
PHEW !

THIS WEEK BY

There ia another
matter which I foel
bound - to touch on.
A mallclous roomer s
gniu§ about thet I
am fond of Eknocking
it back—or, to put it
in plain English, that
L sghift a certain
amount of licker.
Whenever young
Bkinner dJdrors & car-

2

GOSLING,

The Greyfriars Pn_rh_:;-._

toon of me he always
fves me-a hlack
ottle and a bright
red nose, which of all

Moo

OT I ses §s this here—A HI-IJIJIY b
g

Year to All! Mind you

think most young rips should be
drownded ot birth, but at  this time
of e year I nrally feels a bit more
corjial towards the yewman race, ga here's
my good wishes and best respecks to one
and all.
Thanking you Kindly for vour message,
Mr, Editor, I'm quite willing to take & "and
in writing your maggnzine this week, though,
ackehewally "I ain't much good at l’-t-t-&rﬂrﬁ'
work. Still, I'll do me best out of respec
to you, and not for the ten bob you sont
me, as I pever trouble much about money.

Money, a&s well you know, sir, i3 the
root of all evil, and I don't 'old with It.
Of course, il a young gent likes to grease
mi palm with silver, 1 won't say as I
ackchewally refuse it with sedrn; but wot
I ses [s thiz here: I ein’t one to ba bribed
out of doing my dooty. Never shall that be
said of William Gosling.

In the sirkumstances I'd just as Boon
send your ten bob back with a ‘aughty
rafumfm gccept it, but, seeing as ‘ow this
might perraps offend you, I ‘ave decided
to stick to it like a Ieec —1 mean, to retain
it im my posseshlon.

In your letter you ask me to tell your
readers somethink about myself and my
work ‘ere at Greyiriars. Well, it ain't for:
me to blow me own trumpet, but I think it's
generally known that Greyfriaras conld not
hexist without me. Mr. Editor and Reamders,
I work like a nigger, amd ihat’s the fact.

I've got o Motter, and I act up to it. The
Motter is this:
DOOTY 15 DOOTY!
Dooties are of two kinds, them I hate

and them I like. The most noomerous of
these are them I hate. Cleanin and polishin
and sweepin and mendin and carryin and
trapesin all over the whole bLlessed school
ockupy my time for about twenty-six hours
every day. From early morn to dewy eve
1 work, to use a figgnrative expression, like
a nigger, awd never get o word of thanks
for it. On the contrary, the young riEa
makes jokes abount & man liold enough to ba
their grandf—faother, 1 mean.

Only the other day I ‘eard Toung Cherry
calt ont; L

=igllo, ‘alle, 'alla! They've hesn and
gorn and puk up a statue in the quad.”

“That aint a slatue,”™ says another
young imaje named Bull. *That's Gossy
sweepin® snow ™

In fact, they make out I never does o
*apd’s turn, and wob I ses is this here, they
cughter've been drownded at Dbirth, like
kittens, drat "em!™

But some dooties, I mmst confess, are
most enjyable, Now and agen I have to
"olst a young rip for a public flagging b
the Head in Big Hall. 1 get n great de
of pleasure from that, necdless to say, and
I wish it took place more orften.

Then there's the job of reportin young
rips to the masters for being out arter lock-
up of climbin trees and such like. Dooty s
dooty, and it's never too much trouble for
me to tromp into the ‘onse and report a
hoftender for punishment. Sometimes T catch
oung Skinner or ong of his pals smoking
?n the woodshed, and then they try¥ to bribe
me not to report ‘em to Mr. Quelch,

“Dooty is deoty'!™ I say steruly, amld
though certainly do take their coin of
the rbn]m-—:{ust. to punish ‘em—I neéver
neglect my dooty, unlesa I “appen !:ﬂ forget
it, whiclh certeinly sometimes does 'appen in
these sirkumstances, G e

But to sujjest that Williom Gosling is
capalde of taking a bribe is on outrageous
tie, which I hwrle back into their teeth.

lies is the most vilest
in the world.

Now, the fact is, that I do ackchewally
posesss & black bottle, but it contains
some stuff which I take for rhoomatizm,
and whenever I get m rhoomatic twinge 1T,
nacherally, apl:rli myself 1o the tonic. But I
never take much, Just a few glasses each
day, mainly in the evenin. I "ave one glass,
or & cupple, perraps, or maybe one more,
and sometimes just another oné—or mayhe
even two—=but to suajjest that E partake of
the cup which cheers and also Ineebryates
iz mothing but a slander, and I've & gu-mi
?ind to persecute them in a Court of

oWer.

CHRISTMAS CHEER.

You ask me 'ow I spent Christmas, Mr.
Editor. Well, wot I =ses is this here, 1
worked like a nigger the "olg time. On
Breakin'-up Day I nacherally hoad a few tipa
from the young gents, bless thelr arts, and,
on consulting my books, I find that the

055 total wazs £19 105 1id. The odd
apenny waz collected by publie aub-
goripshun in the Third Form, and repre-
gented all their worldly wellh,

Here are some items from the account:

MASTER COEER (5th Form).—£1. Wished

'Iim a Merry Christmas in a voiee breaking

With: emotion. He has a "art of gold an
a rich aunt, and I wish there were more
here llke "im.

MASTER SEINNER (Remove).—1d., with
special instruckshions not to spend it on
drink. Gave him a cold stare and dashed
the coin angrily info my trousis pocket.

MASTER FISH (Remove)—His Best
Wishes, unaccumpanied by cash., Teplied
with a sniff, which did not affect him in
the least,

MASTER BUNTER (Remove).—A Story
About A Postal Order.. I replicd haugglf,lly:
“Wot I ses ja thia here, you "op orf before
I report yer!™ I've "eard of that postal
onler before!

IS LORDSHIPF (Remove).—£1. He was
asleep fm his car when it came past my

lodge, but I venchered to wake him up o
order to wish him a Merry Christmas, 3
waa quite serprised when e Oshed out =
tip, as, nacherally, I "ad no such idea im

nd,

MASTER VERXON-SMITH,—53. —after
Equng out a purse stulfed to the hilk with
anknotes. ean as they .make "em, that
young rip!

I may say I had a. very meager Christ-
mas dioner, I don't ‘'old with a-gorgin’
and g-stuffin' at Christmas.. Wot's more, a
Em!‘ man like wot I am can't afford these
e luckshuries. I had npothing but one
turkey with a few veges; quite a small ham,
a measley Httle chicken, and bardly an
gossiges—not more’'n o cuppla poundz—an

only & t.ing potk ple, and as for me Christ-
mas poodden, it was no bigger'n a foot-
ball, and -wgs . in n flash, while twa

duzzen mince pies went nowhere, and
had to fill me. inner man with froot which
Joe Mimble, the Head's gardenér, sent me.

fad the

The worst of It was that I
rhooratism crool  bad at Christmas-time
and was obliged to take a good deal of

tooic. But it did me no good. In fact,
the more tonfic I took, the worse I got, and
arter a time the room began to swim round
ni¢, 80 I decided to go to bed, ¥es, Christ-
mas ia a time for you young gents,
but when you get as old as I am, you'll
think different.

TWell, Mr. Ed[tnr! I got to go and lock
ip the gatea. It'zs just slx o'clock. - Bo
once agen, o Happy Noo Year, and If you
want me to write for vou agen, kindly send
fifteen bob next time, because prlees is
going up, owing to the Govingment.

Youra trooly,
WILLIAM GOSLING.

Gosling, the anclent porter and gate-
keeper of Greyfriars, is the subject of
many jokes, owing to his crusty and
surly disposition. l.‘inslmg hates boys, and
is nlways keen to report them for break-
ing the rules. He works in a leisurvely
fashion, never doing more than he has

to, and his hobbjes are grumbling,
smoking his_ old uTI:e. _and  more
grumbling. How old he is has never

been discovered, but it is certain that
bhe has seen many | ﬁenerutigna piss
through the school. ¢ has an acube
idea of the value of money, and is not
above taking a tip to overlook some
small offence. He 18 a great bellever in
whicky as & cure for rheumatisnt, in spito
of the fact that this only makes it
warse. As the target for many practical
jokes, his life is, at any rate, not dull
“Gossy ™ is. in fact, a Greylriars -
stitution, and is taken humorously by
the bLoys, 4

{ Cartoon By HAROLD SKINNER.)
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TWELVE HUNDRED POUNDS have been stolen from the Lantham Post Office ;: and the hiding-
place of the loot remains a mystery—until Mark Linley, of the Greyiriars Remnva, succeeds in—

Sl’f_l'lﬂﬁ THE SECRET !
i R (73R lw%mfﬁgmwgﬁggmmq il

I|| | I ! i i I'I""""'

et T -
"

- —

Mark Linley looked at the succession of Greek letiers scratched inside the cigarette-case—the
Famous Five watching him, and waiting for the verdiet. Billy Bunter, in a stite of breathless

indignation, was blinking in at the study doorway. |
%
THE FIRST CHAPTER. ter gone to bLed and slept the elock  “Can’t you go out and skate, ur slide,
No Nap! round, they would have enjoyed his or walk about, or samet 1|:| ks
ap - resence at Wharton Lodge during the demanded Bunter warm . {’uu
£ ON'T make a row!" said Billy Christmas holidays much more than was fellows are always rushing about ! Well,
D Bunter. now the ocaso. Fn and rush about somewhere now, and
RR T But Bunter did not go up to his room. [et a chap have & spot of quiet.”
“Don't !39.1?, vou know " He disliked stairs, especially after a  “Mind if I boot your distinguished
"You fat ass— meal. And it was very cosy and com- guest, Wharton " asked Johnny Bull.
“Can't you go out, or something? fortable in the hall by the log fire.  *“Not at all!” answered Harry
Anvhow, keep quiet!” And as nobody but Bunter mattered, Wharton. “Might do him good.”
Lunch was over at Wharton Lodge. the fat Owl of the Remove selected that  “Let's sll boot him together 1"
Billy Bunter, as usual, had lunched not suggestad Frank Nugent. *“ Get off that
wisely but too well. Now he was oiNE WHRNRNNNNNNNNEN ANy scttee, Bunter, and turn round!”
‘to take a little rest, which probably he “Beast I"
needed after his exertions at table. Amazing Schoolboy-Adven- Bunter did not get off the settee, ITe

Bunter liked a nap after lunch In stretched himself thereon, and laid his
holiday time a {elIﬂI\:.r could do’as he ture Yarn, featuring HARRY fat head on a cushion, He closed his

liked. Next to eating came sleeping in WHARTON & CO., the World-  ®¥&8 behind his spectacles

: “What sbout a run out?” asked Bob
Bunter's list of the joys of oxistence. Famous Chums of GREY- Cherry.
In the hall at Wharton Lodge Bunter “It's enowing again.’
prepared to extend his fat form on a FRIARS. “Well, who cares fur a little snow ¢

settee by the fireside, The log fire i ; !
blazed and crackled merrily. here NN AN NN NN RN “Hhml;it ; mtla—afvspg lot 1"

R0re plaity of ominone oo te s iees ' o Billy Buﬂntar’aﬂ:m; opened i]ﬂhin{i his
Bunter had collected them. He believed spot. He was naturally irritated when F(:‘-I H 3'3 it e e
in a fellow making himself comfortable, the other fellows went on talking, é’%“ ez, He gave the chums of the

‘There was only one fly in the ‘“Look here, for goodness’ sake dry friars Remove a concentrated
ointment. Harry Wharton & Co., f’l” said Bunter, with an annoyed “ W]H vou fellows shut up 1 he asked.
standing in a group by the fre, were blink through his big spectacles, ‘lHnwg “1 think you might let a fellow get
talking. With the selfishness that Billy a fellow to get to sleap, with five of YOU forty winks, after all I've dtmu for you,
Bunter might really have expected of gnbhlmg nineteen to the dozen?” too. And *:rn::u might give your uncle

them, they did not seem fo care whether ~ “Eeho * answers how!” said Bob & hint not to come tramping in the hall,
he wanted to go to sleep or not. Chérry cheerfully, Wharton.”

Had Bunter gone op to his room for _ “The howfulness is_terrific 1" smiled  “Might 117 gasped Harry Wharton.
his nap, the Famous Five would have Ilurreé Jamset Ram Singh, “¥es. There's such a thing as being
itppm\ e;li lﬁuezrtﬂy. {'II‘ ]:i ¥nﬁmdemte,. though i Yo
onger he had napped the agllows don't seem to know
better they wou havo 07}-"[IUHE&!T/.{GHHDJ:T;E{J'TI}IHH;E& J'J/ﬂ-cfﬂfiffiabf much n’nuur 1l:1“ said Bun-
been pleased, . - tar crush 111 “Don't be

Indeed, had Billy Bun- The Mysterious Message in Greek telfish 1 Thela's ons thing

{Copyright in the United States of America, All rights reserved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbidden.)
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I can say—I never was selfish. Lucky
it's'not catching, or I m‘i&ht becoute as
=clfsh as you' gilﬁwa,.i:,-_;' o long run’

And Bunter closed his eyes agam.

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at him.

Théy did not speak again. Perhaps
Bunter had taken their breath n.wa.il
But Bob Cherry stepped towards the
settee, grasped the cushion on which
Bunter’s fat head rested, and jerked it
away suddenly.

ump |

“Wow | roared Bunter.,

The cushion - being  withdrawn,
Bunter's fat head was leit without any
visible means of support; and naturally
it bamped down on the scttée,

Buntor sat up, and rubbed it.

“ODw! What—wowt: Beasts! . Oyr,
my napper! Who's got thak cishion?
Gimme that cushion, Bob Cherry, you
hn:ﬂ.ﬂt ELc \ 3 5,

Y Byre you want iL?" grinne +

i %qei, ;:ru fathead 1"

“Coming 1" answered Bob.

It came quite uudd&fﬂjr-—g:humhg 8
landed on Bunter’'s fat chin—and once
more he was extended on the setice—
involuntarily, this time |l

“Man down!” grinned Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha1” 3

“Owl!l Oh ur:k% 1" spluttered Billy
Bupter. “ Wow ! Why, you rotter—ow !
I;H Ilin]lj avell chuck it st your headl
. W b ] 5 . -y

Billy Bunter grasped that cushion and
sccambled up.  His cyes gleamed with
wrath through his ssectactea. ~ He
gripped the cushion, and swung it up,
{o_hurl at Bob Cherry’s head.

Five fellows, grinning, prepared to
dodge. Bob, at whom the fat Owl was
taking aim, was in the least danger, for
Billy: Bunter's aim was never good,

“Take that!” hooted Bunter.

Bunter's aim was not very accurate;
bt he put plenty of beef into it. "Lhe
cushion fnirfv shot scrgss the hall, like
a bullet. :

It missed Bob Cherry by wyards. It
missed the other mnembers of the Co.
by feet! It whizzed on.

But every bullet has )
the same law applies to eushions |

That cushion shot on its way, ai-rniﬁhi.
for the library deoor. . It was rather
unfortunate that that door opened at
the same moment and Colonel Wharton
came ouk. :

Harry Wharton's uncle stepped inte

the hall, quite unaware of what was
COMIng. hatever he was thinking of,
he was not thinkiog of whizzin

cushions. That whizzing cushion took

him by surprise. .
“Good gad!"” yelled the old colonel,

ns it landed on his third waistcoat

Luatton.  ** What—what—what—" :
He sat down in the doorway. The
cushion fell at his fect. He sat and
Ilinked dizzily.
“Oh  crumbs!™  gasped Ilarry
Wharten. He rushed to render his
clderly relative first aid.

“Oh crikey I ajaculated Billy Bunter.
Iis eyes almest popped through his
spectacles at the unexpected result of his
cushion hurtling, “0h lor' ! Is—is ihat
the old fo ? Oh seissoral®

Harr ‘Fgléqa.rtnn goava his uncle a hand
up. ]g::-b Cherry gave him another

hand. The old military gentleman
regained his feet, gasping. a stared .
down at the cushion on the floor—then

he stared at the juniors; and the frown
that eame over his brow was a twin to
tha “frightful, fearful frantie frown™
of the Lord High Executioner !

“Who threw that cush

“Oh crikey 1™

“"Was it you, Bunter? ;
“Oh, nat I never flouched
TBE Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,612

i’t'!'li

-gbordent 1
‘heast Cherry !

its billet; and

lon at m{!E_’"
asked Colonel Wharton, in & deep voice.

The fagnet

asped Bunter. * Besides, it was &an
- I wnslcl'iur:kit]g it at ibat
chucked it! T—I was fast asleep, m
this settee, when I did it—I mean, when
I didn't did it—"

Colonel Wharton gave lhim a long,
fixed_look. _ 4

“You clumsy young ass!” he gaid.
“If it was an accident, I will overlook
it—but if you throw anything about
again, Bunter, I shall box your ears.”

- ally, sir—="

‘T'he old colonel, gasping a little, went
back into the library and closed the
-dodr with almost & bang. Evidently he
was anneyed. )

+ Billy- Bunter gave a snort,

“That isn't how we talk to guests at
Bunter Court!” he remarked. “Bus I
don’t expect much in the way of
manners hére., Now, you gimme that
enghion, Wharton, and don't play the

n

.goat! And what I want to know ia this

—are you fellows going fo stop jawiqf,
or ain't you going to stop i_!_ﬂ.‘l‘u‘lﬂg, while
a chap gets forty winks?

Bunter did not receive a tﬂﬂf.‘j’ to that
question. Harry Wharton picked up the
¢ushion and brought . it ck to the
sottce. But he did not hand it to
Bunter } Ie grasped it in both hands
and raised it over his "head. It
descended like .o flaik

Bwipel . :

“Yaroooh ! voared Bunter,

Awipa !

“Wow!

Hwipe |

“ Beast ! Etnp};it! Chuck it! Leave
off! I say, you llows, stoppim! I say
—whoop !

Swipea |

Billy Bunter rolled off the settce. - The

Stoppit 1

mean, ‘1 noever.

© ¢heéry group round

cushion swiped again as he rolled. He

bounded fo lus {feet. The cushion
swiped again as he bounded. |
bolted for the stairs. The cushion
swiped sgain as he bolted. . He rushed
up the staircase. Once more the cushion
swiped as he rushed. h
At the foot of the staircase Wharton
brandished the cushion. .
“Come back and have some more!"

he roared.
“Beast |™ gasped Bunter. He glared
over the banisters, “Yah! Rotter| If

this is how you treat a guest, you swab,
I :‘?E'j?"? well say—  Oh crikey 1™
1%
The cushion flew and landed on a
fat little nose, and Bunier's face dis-

appeared from the bamsters. There
was a bump on the stairs

“Oh erikeyl!  Owl Oh  lox!
Wheooooh |

1] hu !!‘F

8, h
“ Coma ?l’m'-'n, you fat frog, and bring
that cushion with wyoul I haven't
finished yet|"”

1] Bﬁnshi!!

If Harry Wharton had not finished,
Bﬂ;f Bunter had. A door was heard
to slam above, and o koy to turn. Billy
Bunter had retired, after all, to his
own room, for that much-nceded nap.

oy, m—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ?

i“ NYTHING up, Wellz®" asked

A Harry Wharton.

Wells, the butler, came
down the stairs, with a very
grave face.

ITis plump, clean-shaven face was o
very grave, very, very solemn, that five
pairs of eyes turncd on it curiously.
Something,  in , the upper regions,
apparently, had cansed Wells great con-
CeriL,

JE was lale in the afternoon,  The
Famous Five had, after all, goune out,
i spite of falling snew. - ey had
come in fresh and ruddy, feeling all the
better for it, and were gathered in a
the log fire, when
Wells descended. :

It was nearly time for tea, bui not
guite time, so Billy Bunter had not yet
TR pPTHeaL Bunter was still deep in

his belated nap, and not likely to
rmergﬂ save at the irresistible eall of
the foodstuffs.

Woells glanced across at the Greyfriars
fellows, In the gravity of his face
dawned a spot of Elﬂ-ﬂ.]j’}_}l'ﬂ"fﬂl-.

“¥es, Master Havry,” he answered.

And without further explanation
Wells traversed the hall to the door of
the library, into which apartment he
disappeared. Whatever was “up,” he
was going, it seemod, fo report lo
Colonel Wharton there, ;

“YWhat the dickens!" :aid DBob
Cherry. it

“What's the ro upstairs, I wonder i
said Harry, puzzled.

“ Bunfer snorin

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Wells can’t be going to tell my uncle
that!. I wondey—""

Wells' suave voice was heard mur-
muring in the library. Tho decp tones
of the old colonel barked back.

“Good gad! Amazingl I never
heard of such a thingl One of the
hoys— lly, I'm astonished "

There was & haav;rrtrautig, and Calonel
Wharton came out into the hall with o
frown on his brow. He fixed his eyes
on the surprised juniors.

“Harry, this i3 most extraovdinary !
Surely you, or one your friends,
would never damage the property of a
guest recently departed from this roof 1"
H“Ehl What? No! Hardly!” gasped

arery.

“It is extraordinary |” said Colonel
Wharton, evidently wvery mwuch dis-
turbed, " The boy Fish, who came here
yesterday—he left rather suddenly this
morning—so suddenly that he did not .
take his suitease with him—you are

awareg—""
What about Lhat?"™ asked

“Yes.
Harry.

The Famous Five had seen Fisher T.
IFish into his train at Wimford that
morning, and had been: pleased to speed
that particular parting guest! Fishy's
company was not of the kind n whicly
they delighted. :

“Fish telephoned after he had arrived
at the school I” Iﬂ-ﬁpﬂﬂ the colonel, “ He
requested me.fo bave lns smitcase senk
after him."

“Yes, I know,” said Harry, move and
more surprised. *I heard you tell Wells
to have it sent down to Wimford, and
put on the railway."

“Then you de not know what has
happened to it?” exclaimed the colonel.

“ Has anything happened to it3"

“So Wells tells me 1" rapped Colonel
Wharton. *“He tells me that when he
went up to Fish's room, to sce about it,
he found the suitcase smashed and its
contents strewn over the foor.”

“Great pipl” gasped Bob Cherry.

“The sditcase is hopelessly damaged,
i, said Wells, “It will have to bs
wrapped up and tied very carvefully if
it is to travel by rail. It will not bold
togother otherwise. If you will give me
your instructions, sir—"

Colonel Wharton did not heed the
butler. Hiz eyes were fixed grimly on
the astonished juniors.

“Wellt"' he rapped.

They could only stare. ! .

That Fishy had gone off without his
snitease, anﬁ that he had phoned for
it to be sent after him, they were aware.
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Colonel Wharton and the Famons Five siared at the damaged suitease belonging to Fisher T. Fish. The contents of the

rasg were strewn on the floor in a rent and dismantled state.

But that anything had happened to that
suitcase they hed had no idea, not
having had any occasion to look into
Fisher T. Fizh's room.

“This is a serious matter, EHarry,"”
said the colonel. “I can allow for
schoolboy jokes and japes, but this is
nothing of the kind. leage come up
with me, all of you."

Colonel Wharton tramped up the
ELaircesa. )

After him went the IFamous Five,
greatly surprised and wondering.

They entered the room that had been
occupled by Fisher T, Fish during his
briet stay at Wharton Lodge. And,
having. entered it, they stared at what
met their oves,

It was & cheap Bbre suitcase that be-
longed to the American junior of Grey-
friars, It was not of much value. Now,
however, it was of no value at all.

It had been dealt with with a heavy
hand. It looked as if it had been
smitten with terrific smites by some
hauvi' implement—probably the poker
that lay in the fender. It was split open
in-goveral places. The lock still held,
but hardly anything else did.

The contonts were strewn on tho floor
—shirts and socks and pyjamas and such
things, many of them in a rent and
dismantled state!

“Oh  crumbs i
Bull.

“Looks like a rag!” said Nugent, in
wonder.

*“The ragfulness is terrifie.”

Colonel Wharton’s frowning brow
grew grimmer and grimmer as he stared
at the wreck.

He had not liked the boy Fish. As
Tishy was loft over at the school during
the holidays, he had been hospitably
ﬁpamd to let him stay at Wharton

¢ ns long as he liked, or as long
ns Harry liked. 8till, he had not been
displeased by any means when the

murmnred  Johnny

is terrific ! ** agreed Hurree Singh.

Famoaous Five came back from Wimford
without him and- mertioned-that -Fashy
had decided to tako the train back to
Grroyfrinrs.

But whether he liked Fish or not
mado no difference to the courtesy that
was due to a guest, specially a departed
gucst, For such a guest's property to
be damaged hefore it could be sent after

him was really intclerable. It was a
roflection on his own hospitality and
good manners,

“"Upon my word " said the old

colonel, ““this iz simply scandalous!
Harry, I am vory muc '
shocked at this! The boy Fish travelled
hero :.r'esteida.ﬁ' to” ‘bring the silver
cigarette-case hoe had picked up at the
school, and which he then believed be-
longed to Buntor—tha silver case with
the Greek letters inside. But he stated
nubmglmnbl}' that, not being satisfied
ithat Bunter was the ownor, he intended
to hand it over to the police.” :

Harry Wharton & Co,,
answer to that. :

They were quite aware that Fisher T.
Fish had intended to “freeze ™ on to
that silver cigarette-case, and had no
intention of handing it over to tha
police, any more than to Billy Bunter.

However, they did not ecare tor tell
the colonel so, so they said nothing.

“You walked to Wimford with Fish
this morning to see the case banded
over at the police station,” went on the
colonel. * ﬁut yvou told me that Fish
did not hand it over, and that he stated
that it was lost thmugh 8 hole in the
lining of his En-cket.’

“Heo said 50, murmurcd Harry.

“¥You did not believe his statement 1"
rapped the colonel.

Wharton hesitated.

“Will you answer me, Harry?~

“Well, none of us believed him,”
admitted Harry. *We knew that Fishy
was on the make—he generally ia"

* Looks llke a rag ! "* said Frank Nugent.

surpriced and

made no

** The raglulness

“Is that why he left so suddenly,
without returming here for his enit-
f."ﬂﬂ-ﬂ'?”

“Well, wo were going to boot him
till he coughed up that silver case!’
confessed Harry Wharton, * He had no
more right to stick to it than Bunter
had!  Bunter had more right than
Fishy as he says that 8 man gave it to
I’;lmj to - take to somebody he eouldn’t
T .I!

“Is it possible to believe a word
uttered Ly Bunter?” grunted the
colonel,

“Ulm 1 ;

*But ecertoinly Fish should have
handed it over to the authorities, Thai
was his only reason for not returning it
te Bunter. Do you supposo that he took
the train back in order to tpke away
the silver case with him?®”

h_"Hﬂ; I'm sure he never had it on
Im.ll

Colonel Wharton’s jaw squared.

“Quite go|” he rapped. “And if he
did not have it on him, and did not
drop it ns he pretended, he can only
have left it locked up in his suitcase
here, to be sent after him. Did you
guess as much?”

“We thought it jolly likely."

& %uim g0 1" gaid the colonel again,
“And now . I find that Lhe suitcase,
which was left locked, has been smashed
n. It :sracnrcelg émaslbia to doubt
why | Was it smashed (o take out the
silver case?” )
i {:}ll !!J

“The boy Fish,” said the colonel, in
& deep woice, “struck me as being very
sharp, and possibly unscrupulous. That
was why I desired you to walk to the
police station with him this morning, to
gea the article handed over. But ];Ifhat-
evaer that boy's character may be, and
whether he retained the article or not,
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in this house should have
heen sacred. You know that "

“Oh, ves, But——"

“Tf he retained tha article he had
found, lus dishonesty was a matter for
his own conscience. Nothing can justify
breaking tho lock on a suitease left here
by & departed guest, ?ut]‘ung—-nu PON-
sideration whatever. am amazed—
scandalised—that such a thing should
have hnpqenc.-d under my roof 1"

.'.B‘ut w .“}_.____.lj >

his propert

gasped Bob.

“J have no doubt,” continued the
colonel, "'that thia was done to regain
1}0&3&3&1&& of tho cigarette-case which
“ish left locked in his bag. I require io
kunow who has done it."

Harry Wharton set hia li

“Not I," he said, “and I can answer
for my friends. No fellow here would
think of doing such a thing."

“Then who—"

As if in answer to the colonel’s ques-
tion, a fat voice floated in at the door.
A gong had sounded below, anncuncing
tea. ﬁ had drawn Billy Bunter from
hiz lair,

“1 say, you fellows!”

A fat figure, and a fal face adorned
by a large pair of spectacles, loomed in
at the doorway.

Billy Bunter blinked at the juniors, at
the staring colonel, and ‘at the wreck
on the floor:

“I say, vou fellows,” he said, with a
chuckle, * Fishy's thir look a bit
wrecked. wonder who did that?
Ile, he, ha 1 '

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Guilly Or Not Guiliy ?

b4 UNTER 1"
B The Famous Five zll spoke
ab once.

They did not need telling.
It was Billy Bunter’s fat hand that

‘said Bunter.

The Magnet

had done this fell work on the property
of Fisher 'T. Fish. -

Colonel Wharton guessed it, too. Hia
frowning glare was fixed on_the grin-
nmght'at Owl of Greyfriars. Wells gazed
at the fat face curiously. The butler
had no doubt, cither. .

“Bunter 1" said Colonel Wharton, In
a deep voice. *'Did you do this 1"

“0 Are you going to be waxy
about it?” asked Bunter, blinking at
him through his big spectacles,

_ “What! I am certainly very angry,
if that is what you mean|”

“Then I dido't do it!” said Bunter
promptly.

“Eoﬁ gad I”

“Never camo near the room ! said
Bunter. * Mind, it serves Fishy right|
I'm Lﬂ]{y glad somebody’s gmm it,
ihough I haven't the faintest idea who
it wasl Look at what he did—="

“ Neavor mind that now—"

“But I do mind!" esaid DBunler
warmly, “That swab Smithy chucked
iy cigaretto-case out of his study win-
dow, last day of term. I mever found
it, That villain Soames has been after
me all through the Christmas helidays
to got hold of it! Fishy found it, and
brought it here—making out that it was
to bring it to me, though I told these
fellowa at the time that he was only
tl':,‘.'i to stick on for the hols—"

*ﬁw.-r mind that—"

“ And then he never gave it to me'l”
“Made out that it wasn’t
mine, just because it didn't belong to
me—absolutely no other veason atb all.”

“Good gad 1" gasped the colonel.

“Walked off with it!1"” said Bunter

hotly. “He made you believo’ he was
Fm to hand it over—but think I be-
ieved it? No fear! I jolly well knew

he was stick'ln%tﬂ it. The fact is, Fishy
ain't honest. Sticking to o silver cigar-

Hebellion at St. Frank's at Christmas!

ardd dely all attempts to shift them !

Here's a stirring school story with non-stop exeites *7
ment and Yuletide mystery and fun, introducing
Nipper & Co., the chums of the Eemove.

Don't miss it.
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ette-case what belongs
—ravolting, I call it 1"

“Ten't that what-you were deoingi”
yelled Johnny Bull, -

“Qh, rcally, Bull—"

“ Was it yours, you fat villain 1" asked

to sbmebaody clze

Nugent. :

“Oh, really, Nugenf—"

“ Answoer n1|y uestion, Buanter!”
roared Colonel ‘ili’qlu.rh:m “IDid -you

break open this suitcase to search for it,
or noti™

“NotI” answered Bunter. *I never
knew he'd left it locked up in that bag,
any more than anybody else did. ' I
thought he'd wal off with it. I never
dreamed that (it was in the suitcase,
il ¥ egaw it there—"

“Then you saw it there, when you
broke open the suitcase§* :

“0Oh, no! I never busted that suits
casa I said Bunter. “I haven't been in
this room at sll. Never. Serve Fish
jolly well right to have his bag busted,
after walking off with cigavette-case,
Tit for tat, you know. But I never did
it—not if you're going to he shiriy
about it, I mean |

“0Oh crumbs 1™
Cherry.

“Did you, or did you not, commit this
rascally act?™ roared Colonel Wharton.

“Certainly notl’ Wells knows I
didn’t, don’t you, Wella?” - :

“I am afraid, sir—" murmured
Wells, :

“Bon't you romember I fold youi™
asked Bunter, “When I came down
from here, you know, I mentioned that
I hadn't heen in Fishy's room, and that
if anything had lmp:puned I Lknew
notiing about it] Don't you remember
that, Wellst"

“Yes, I certainly remember that!"”
gasped Wella,

“Well, theve you ave!” said Bunter,
l.ﬂinking at the colonel. * Wells knows,
as ¥ gaid. I never came into this room
—I was lying down in my own room, for
a rvest after my walk, at the time. Be-
sides, why shouldn’t I rag Fishy—after
he walked off with my silver case? Not
that I did, you know 1"

“Is that boy in his right senses?™
gasped tha colonel.

“Qh, really sir!”

“It is clear that Bunter did this
damage,” said Colonel Wharton. “But
if it was a foolish act of retaliation on
Fish for having kept- the silver case,
that slters the matter. You did not
hreak open this suitcase to scarch if,
Bunter ¥

#No fear! How was I to know that
Fishy parked the cigaretle-case in iti"
demanded Bunter, *“Never thought of
looking. I shouldn't have geen it at all
if it hadn’t dropped out of the socks he
had wrapped it in."

- “You admit that zou did ihias
damage 1"

“Oh, nol I can't imagine who did it
-—mmless it was Wells—"

“Grant me - patience | gasped the
colonel, while the butler gazed at Bunter
as if spellbound. “ Bunter, if you broke
open this suitcaso to search it, you have
been guilty of a rascally act, and must
leave this house at once. If you dam:
aged it for a thoughtless retalistion on
Fich, you have only acted like - thd
utterly stupid boy you are, and it can he
overlooked, Now, which was it2"

“Qhl You sin’t going to be waxy, if
I tell you I did it for & rag on that cad
Fishy {"” asked Bunter cautiously, *“I
Jdan’t mind admitting that 1 did it to pay
Finh{ out for pinching my cigarette:
cage " >

“And you found the cigaretle-case in-
side unexpectedly, ofter smashing the
caege i acked the colonel, his brow clear.
ing eonsiderably,

murimured Bob



“That's it—dropped out of & pair of
socks I said Bunter, “Made me jump,
too ! I never dream 2 !
“Wells, you must manage to pack
this suitcase together, somehow, with its
contents, to travel on the railway 1" said
Colonal Wharton, "“Harry, you must
enclose a letter e:?!aiuing Bunter's
foolish action to Fish.”

“The cigarette-case iz now in your
hands 1" he demanded.

“Oh, nol"

“¥You have admitted that you found
it, when you damaged this suitcase, and
turned outb its contents,” thundered the
colonel. *Therefore it must be #h your
hands now.," )

“It ain't | yelled Bunter. *‘Look, if
you like! Theore!”

Bunter held out two fat paws—both in
nead of a wash.

Colonel Wharton gazed at them almost
dazaedly. '

- Ynu—-yuu—-—;;'nu_utl:erlj stupid boy !”
he etuttered. ** When I say that it is in
vour hands, I do not mean a.ctua.ll;,f in
yvour hands, but in your Easumﬂm g

“Oh!1” eaid Bunter. “You said in
my hands! Blessed if I see u.nything
to cackle at, you fellows—you all hear
him -say in my hands—" i

“JIs 1t in your possession i shrieked
the ecolonel. 3 .

“Well,” said Bunter, blinking at him
cautiously, *as it's my property, till I
find that man Thompson, who it belongs
to, I'm bound to keep it safe, from—
from a sense of. duty, sirl You see
that 7

“Is it in your hande—I mean in your
possession—or not T

“Not if you want to have it packed
up in Fishy's bag 1™ said Bunter firmly.
‘' Nothing. of the kind! But if you
admit that it's mine, I don't mind tell-
ing you that it's in my inside jacket

pocket.™
“Ha, ha, ha!™ }'e‘l’l}:& the Famous
Fiva,

The matter was serious, more or less,
but really, Billy Bunter was %o much
for them.

“Good gad!” said Colonel Wharton,
staring 83 if mesmerised at the fat Owl.
“I do not envy your Form-master at
Greyfriars, Bunter! If you had
deliberately broken open Fish’s bag to
obtain that article, Bunter, I should cer-
tainly order you to replace it! But if
it fell into your hands by accident—"
The colonel paused a moment. * It fell
intg your hands by accident, Buntor?”

“0Oh, no!” answered Bunter. "It fell
on the floor =

“What ¥

“You ses, I was picking up Fishy's
socks, and it fell out! It couldn’t fall
into my hands, because I had the socks
in my hands!” explained Bunter. "It
foll on the floor just in front of me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked the Famous
g follows, I wish

“T say, vou fellows, Wl o
'i-.'u:auln::ln':-:IF l{gﬂp on oackling ! . E};lid
Bunter peevishly. * A fellow can't open
hizs mouth without you fellows cackling !
I should think anybody could see that
it never fell into my hands, when I had
the socks in my handse——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Colonel Wharton
long, long look, an
TOOI.

Wells, suppressing a gurgle, stooped
to gather up the scattered garments on
the floor.

I.,B'i"F Bunter blinked at the Famous
ive.

“I eay, you fellows, I'm not going to
tell the old bean, or you, either, that I've
got that cigarvette-case, if therc's goingk
10 any fuss about it," he sui(gl

gm‘e the fat Owl a
strode out of the

Euery Saturday

anxiously. “I say, do you think your
uncle means mo to keop it, Wharton?”
“Looks like ' it!* =said Harry,
laughing. : : -
“Oh, all right, then!” sanid Bunter,
satisfied.. “I've got it in my kat,
then! I say, you fellows, fancy Fishy's
when he gets that suitecase at the

. school and looks in it for r i tra-
Then the old colonel turned to Bunter. - N s e e S (NN,

case? What? He, he, he [

The Famous Five chuckled. How
much right Billy Bunter had to that
mysterious, silver cigarette-caso might

a doubtful point, but it was
absolutely certain that Fisher T. Fish
had no right to it! It was quite
entertaming to thunk of TFishy's face
when he unpacked that suitcase.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fierce For Fishy !

ISHER T. FISH of the Groyfriars
Remove jorked his bony head in
at tho doorway of Gosling's
lodge, 24

It was the following day, the day that
Fisher T. Fish expected the arrival of

his suitcase, left behind him at Whar-

ton Lodge, and sent after lTnm to tho

school.

Bix or seven timek dering the after-
noon had Fishy looked in on (Gosling,
the ancient porter, to inguire whethor
it had “arrove.”

Fishy was very anxious for the safe
arrival of that suitcase! It was noi,
in itself, muech value, neither wore
its contents—with the exception of the
mysterious ecigarette-caso, which had a
mysterious value for the man who had
been seeking it so long.

What that value was, Tishy did not
know, though he suspected that it hed
something to do with the Greek letters
seratched on the metal inside. There
was, at all events, nothing else about it
to -:iiatinguish ‘it from a hundred othor
such cigatette-cases. i

But though Fishy did not know, he
did not carc very much, That it had a
value was enough for Fishy to know or
care about. .

Neither did it worry Fishy very much
that the man who was in search of it—

James Soames—was, according to the

Famous Five, a crook. _

Fishy -did not know, or choose to
know, that ez was.a cropk., All
Fishy knew, or choszo to know, was that
James Boames wanted that silver
cigarette-case, and was prepared to pay
over the handsome- sum of ' twenty
pounds to obtain possession of it.

As its intrinsie value was not more
than a pound, : ]
most, that was good business, for Fishy.

True, that tigarette-case was not his
to sell. . But neither was it Buntex's. It
really seemed to have no owner,

Bunter’s tale was that it had been
handed to" him in Friardale Lane, by a
man he had never scen before or since,
to be taken to & man named Thompson,
at ﬂPa g, whom the fat Owl had failed
to find. :

It seemed much more probable, to
Fisher T. IYish, that Bunter had picked
it up somewhere and “froze " on to it.

That, at all events, was what Fishy
himself had done'!

It had been lost dn thoe snow in the
school quadrangle, and Fishy had found
it! He had taken it to Wharton Lodge,
chiefly as an excuse for barging in there,
to get away from the deserted school for
a fimo. ut thers he Rpd learned of
its strange and mysterious value—which
had quite changéd Fishy's blans. .

Fisher T. Fish. was always on the
make! If.a “guy™ was prepared to

a8 he shut his door after Fishy.

or thirty shillings at tho

7

give twenty pounds for that cheap
silver case, Fishy was mot the man to
say ‘““nope " to such an offer ! All Fishj
was anxious about was to see that
cigarette-case ngain, and put the trade
through. -
“8Bay, big boy, has it come?” asked
Fishy, ns he inserted a bony head and «
::I:r of bony shoulders into Gosling's
&, = !
r'q.gllhm':.l Gosling grunted. He was
tired of geeing that bony, sharp face
haunting his  lodge. ¢ had seen
altogether too m of Fisher T. Fish.
There was a drawback to the school
holidays, from Gosling’s point of view.
The boys were away, which, of course,
was 80 much to the good! But Fisher
T. Fish, whose home was in Now York,
stayed at Greyfrisrs over the hols, It
was & By in the ointment—a bony and
disagreeabls fly! ; 3
Gosling was quite glad to be able to
tell Fishy, at last, that what he expected
had been delivered by the carrier from
Courtfield | It mcant a rest from
Fishy's sharp face and sharp voice.
“It's ‘ere, Master Fish,” grunted
Crosling, “and wot I says is this ‘ere—
you take that there parcel away, and
don't you keep on_a-opening and a-
shutting of a man’s door.”
“Parcel I repeated Fisher T. Fish,
“It's sure a sooteaso I'm expecting!
They sure ain't wrapped up a sootcaso
in a Enmﬂll”
“That there parcel is all there is for
you, Master Fish,” answered Gosling,
pointing to it, “and the sooner youo take
it away, the better I'll be pleased!
Opening and shutting of a man's door,
in these ‘ere draughts—=" !
“ Aw, can it 1" said Fisher T. Fish,
Ho picked up the parcel and jorked
ont of the lodge with it.
Thankfully, Gosling shut the door
after him,  Gosling %ad not a hapﬂy
the

-nature, and was not wont to look on

bright side of things. But a pleased
expression came over his gnarled faco
It was
always a pleasure to sce the last of
Fisher Tarleton Fish, ;

Jishy jerked away to the House with
his parcel in his hand. Heo was quite
puzzled to sec it carefully wrapped up
and corded, . That was not the usual

‘way of dispatching a suitcase,

Howeaver, he had no doubt that it was
the goods, puseling as it was, and ke
was vory keen to get it inte his study
and unpack it.

He bumped it down on the table in
Study No. 14 in the Remove, and cut the
cord which was so carefully tied round
it. He unwrapped the wrappings.
Then tha suitcase was revealed. .
“Gee-whiz!" gasped Fisher 1. Fish
as he saw it ] s

His narrow, sharp oves fairly 1
at ib, That suitoase was almost fa Eﬁ{g
to ﬁames:_ Only the wrapping and the
cording had prevented it from doing so,
in_its transmit by the railway.

Uncorded and unwrapped, it sprawled,
open in several places, and its contenis
cxuded from gaps, and slits, and gashes.,

“Wake snakes!” howled Fisher T.
Tish. "I'll ask &8 man what them guys
have been doing to my scotoasp ™

Tied on the ifmudle was an onvelopo,
addressed to Fishy in Harry Wharton's
handwriting. Astonished and .angry,
Fishy grabbed it and tore it open. He
glared ot the letter within,

*Wharton Lodge.
“RBurray.
“Dear Fishy—Sorry your suitease 13
in such a state, but you scem to have
asked for if, when u took at
cigarette-case  from unter. = That
TrE MAGKET LIBRARY.—No. 1,612
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benighied Owl emoched it up, as a
Molswd for an Oliver. Wa've packed it
together as wel as possible, and all your
inngas are in #—some of them damagesd,
I'm afratd. Sorry—it’s- Bunter’s idea
of tit for tat, and you asked for it, you
Lknow.—H. WHARTON."”

M Carry me home to die!" breathed
Fisher T, Fish., . .

He gazed at his wrecked suitcase in
leep anxiety,  The damage was bad
enough. . It reduced the value, which
wag bitter to Fishy. But his ehief con-
cerp was for the silver case he had
hidden within.

Was it still there ?

That the Famous Five would guess
that the ocigerette-case was inside the
Lag, he kuew was vory likely, But he
koew, too, that they would never think
of forcing the locdk to ascertain, wnd that
Clolonel Wharten would allow no such
thing, if they had thought of if.

On that point Fisher T. Fish had felt
fuite safe. :

He had not calculated on an exas
perated Owl taking vengeance by
vagging. his property | Cute and smart
and spry a3 he was, Fisher T. Fish
really could weot have guessed that, or
calculated on it. 3L, _

‘But that was what had happened !

Wharton's letter of explanation made
no reference te the cigarette-casal ‘Had
Buater found it, or was it still there? .

Fishy hegan to search. e :

He had hidden it ingide a folded pake
of socks, he remembered. He sorted out
pvei gock in that bag, and examined
it thoreughly. Not a soeck in the lot
contained anything, excepting darns.

Fisher T. Fish breathed hard through
his long sharp nose.

With hope grmﬂng- fainter and
fainter, he turned all the contents out of
the wrecked suitcase, and searched and
searched and seavched.

" I'g?ihing like a cigaretle-caso eame to
ight.

Fishy had te abanden hope at last!
The silver case was not there! Bunter
mnst have found it when he smashed the
suitease. It had gona back to Bunter—
and the prespect of receiving twenty
pounds for it was gone from Wisher 'T.
I'igh's gaze like a beautiful dream!

' Aw, search me " groaned Fisher T.
Fish, **This is fieroel I'll tell a man,
thias is surc Berce ' ¥

It was undoubtedly fierce. All that
Fisher T. Fish had to show, after all his
cumnng  and unserupulous artfulness,
was a wrecked suitease—thera was no
wofit to go down in the account, only
nss—dend loss ! :

Fishet T Fish groaned—and groaned
—and groaned again! There was no
F}‘uﬁt to show—no prospect of profit—
iis sharpness, lis spryness, his cutencss,
had m:ll;v “aet him back Y—and tho
business man_of

f Greylriars groaned. in
anguish of =pirit 1

e Ty

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Futile Friendship !

0 O, old c!mﬁ:r i
Billy Bunter's voice was
affectionate in its tones—inidecd

honeyed, ' _

Judging by the amount of affection
Bunter mmmgct;"d to squeeza nto that
remark, Boh Cherry wias the fellow he
liked lrst in the wide world,

While he thus bresthed affoctionate
regard, Bunter heamed also, with an
uwffectionate grin.

Bob Cherry grinned also.

Without being a suspicious fellow, he

‘Trr Magver Lippart.—No. 1,612,
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could not help suspecting that thers was
reamu-l for ung-gr-'s- nuddﬁn lﬂ’ﬂﬂtﬁﬂbni
aparf: from an 1=2COve unkter nnght
v fiadk of DML S ik faltow he wead
“Go i, old fat bean I'* he said.
They were in the hall at Wharton

Lodge. Bunter had been dozing in an
armchair after tea, whila the Famous

Fivo sat round and discussed arrange-
ments for the remainder of the holidays,

Bunter lmd,h perhaps, dozed with one
car open—perhaps both I When the Co.
moved away he woke up suddenly and
addressed Bob, in that affectianate way.
“1 always l_flmd you, ald chap | said
Bunter, Sy
C“¥ou're preity. smart at concealin
your feelings, ain't you?" said Hob.
‘I never guessad that one.” '
“I mean to sgy, I don't really think
ou're a clumsy ass, and a barging
iippopotamus; and all that!” declared
Bunter. “Y may have said so——"
“¥ou have,” agreed Bob., “Oftenl
I've kicked you for it sometimes |
“What I really meant was—don™ walk
way. while a fellow’s talking, old chap!
t was only my little joke, if I said
aiiything * of * the kind,” explained

Bunter. . “ When you pulled that cushien

think

away jeaterﬂﬁj:tﬂl didn's reu]}v Lol

you .were a silly fathead |
anjoyed the jokoe !
A homsd ! Like another of the same
asked Bob, stretching out a hand to the
cushion on which Bunter's fat head
vested, ;

“Ohy.no! Leave that cushion alone,
you idiot!l I—I mean, dear old
cha "

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Ta tell the truth—"
Bunter,

Baob Cherry jumped.

" You're going to tell the (ruthi™” he
cjaculated. “Help I

“0Oh, reslly, Cherry—""

“Now Year resolation?” asked Boh.
“Good for youw, old fat bean—but do
vou really think you can do it? Of
course, you never knew what youn can do
till you try—but you'vo never tried
i:mfﬂm----*" ) i

“¥You silly chump!” hooled Bunter,
“I—P—TI mean, I don't mind your little
jokes, old chap! I—I enjoy them!
He, he, ha! As I was saying, to tell the
truth, J[ want to see as nuch as possible
of you these hols, I hate the idea of

lminF sight of you, We're pals, sin't
follow—and [jﬂllj"

pals ' asserted Bunter. "I may Ea?e
called fm: names, in my joking way, but
what I really meant was that I never
saw & chap I liked better! We don't
s o lot of one another at school—a
fellow with a host of friends, like me,
can't be as pally as he weuld like—but
in the hols, my idea is to =ea a lot of one
another ! What §* '

“I'm afraid I ean't see much of vou,
Bunter I'* said Bob regretfully. “But
if vou had a wash—"

“What 7"

“1 should ba able {o sce more of you
then 1* caid Bob affably.

Billy Bunter gazed at him through
liis big spectacles, and breathed hard.
But he restrained the remarvks that
leaped to his ki It was no time for
talling Bob Cherry what he xcally
thonght of himt

“He, he, ho!1” cackled Bunter fecbly.

““Bhut off that alarm-clock 1" said
Bolr, “What the dickens' are yon
?a.n';;::ing an alarm-clock about with you
or 1

“You silly-chump—I mean, look here,
olid chap, my idea is this] Let's stick
togother till the end of the hols, what?
BHeing such pals, I think it's a jelly good

went o

wa T’
“Are wel” asked Bob.
" Yes, old

udded

he's a fearful old bare—not at gl

idea.  Mind, I never heard what you
fellows were talking about just: nowl"
Bunter astutely, LR

“ No,"”. grinned Bob.,

“Not a word,” said Bunter, blinking
at him.  “I was fast asleep when yqu
wera talking about going on to Cherry
Place from here,” .

* Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Bob.

“Blessed if I ean see anything fo
cackle at| It's really not form ta,
cackle like that when a fellow’s talkin
about a scrious subject like a tried an
true friendship " said Bunter reproach-
fully. .“But if the party shifts over to
your place, old chap—not that I know
anythmg about it, you koow—but if it
does, I don't mind coming.™
T --l:_l ﬂﬂ'l“ Eaid B"ﬂb«- .

“I can stand your pater all right—
don’s- you worry about that!” said
Bunter reassuringly, “He may bo a bit
of an old rhinocerog—r" :

o E’hatf"d A Ll

“But I don’t expect too much! I
can stand him.” 1? 2 ] :

“¥ou have the edvantage of him
there,” said Bob. “He can't stand

Billy ' Bunter decided not -to hoare
that remark ! Bob was putting his new-
found “friendthip to ratber a severe

_you 3.

-strain; but Bunter was a"sticker.

“The fact is, I want to sce him rather
specially,” he said. “I'want to heay
some of his War stories, I don't think
Baob.”

o If you do," said Bob, © you'd better
not mention it to me! -Not unless you
want to be burst all over Wharton
Lodge, you fat frump I”

“I'll come,” said Bunter. “I've pot
- lotter from Mauly in my pecket,
asking me to Mauleverer Towers: hut
I shall say no"

“Let’s sce old Mauly’s letter—jolly

glad to hear news of old Mauly—"
. “Here it is—no, I must have left it
1 any coat pocket | . Bmithy wrete, too
—he would like me. fo join him on the
Continent ! But I'm not going, Bob.*

I shouldn't ! agreed Bob. *Guard
with your left, if you do!?

“And Toddy!" wont on Bunter,
unheeding. * Peter Todd wants me (o
givae him a few days! I can't! 1
wouldn’t be found dead in Bloomsbury,”

“You might be—if you butted in on
Toddy *

Y 8o you can rely on me, old follow "
satd Bunter. hat time are you

starting to-morrow 1"

*“When we leave here.”

“Well, what time are you leaving
hera 1™

“When we start.”

“You silly idiot yelled  Buntor.
UT—I—I mean, do serious, old
chapl I don’t want to get up late, if
you're starting early.”

“The later the better, old fat bean 1"

“If you mean that you don't want e

(Bl
H

to come to Cherry Place, Bob
Cherry—" ; ;
“What a bram!?" said Bobh

admiringlq. “Guessed it 1o one 1"

* Beast; 1" iy

Bob Cherry chuckled, and rejoined his
friends, leaving Billy Bunter frowning
over hig spectacles.

Now that the party at Wharton Lodpe
was breaking up, the fat Ow] looked
like being at a loose end again.

The Co. were all guingh_with Bob to
Cherry Place, in Dorsetshire. So was
Bunter—if he could manage it. .

But it looked as if Bob was not taking

. Perhaps he had had enocugh of
Bunter's fascinating society at Wharton
Lodge. Perhaps he had, indeed, had a
little too much of it Ml

Billy Bunter had some thinking to do
that evening.
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“" Wells,” said Billy Bunter, giving the butler of Wharton Lodge a glare, ** I usual
* Indeed, sir ! ** murmured Wells. . * Now I shan't ! " said Bunter, crushingly.

a stay.”

Bob seemed to have no special use for
his devoeted friendship. But there were
other ways and means.

“1say, you fellows,” said the fat Owl,
after supper, “better get to bed early,
83 you're travelling to-morrow! I'm
sorry I shan't be able to come down to
Dorset with you. But I'll tell you what:
I'll see vou off at tho station before I
take my train. What time——"

The Famous Fivo smiled,

“Too early for you, Bunter|” said
Harry Wharton, ehaking his head.

“I never was a slacker,” said Bunter.
"The fact is, I like turning out early.
Up with the lark, you know, merry and
bright "

“Oh crikey ™

“T'd rather turn out at mine than miss
goeing you off I declared Bunter.

“Han, ha, hat”

“I would, really! Dash it all, hali-
past eight, 1f you like!”

“What about six ¥ grinned Bob.

f 8ix 1M ga.sfued Bunter. “8ix in the
moroing 1 He blinked at the juniors in

horror. * Did you say six??
“8.I.X—six |” said Bob. “Think you
conld turn out at six " :
“0Ok dear! I—I mean, yes! Tl do

it,” said Bunter hercically—" just for the
pleasure of secing you off, old chap I*

“Only just to ses ug off ¥

“Just that!” said Bunter. “I'm not
i*hin'la:in{1 of butting into the same train
or anything of that kind, you know.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Do stop cackling |
and—=" .

“Then we'll start at five 1™ said Bob.

“Béast 1" voared Bunter. “I—I—I
mean, all right, old chap! Rely on me
to turn out at five 1™

“You fellows like to start pt four?™
asked Bob.
i :.Hﬂq- h“’p ‘ha‘ !H .

Billy Bunter gave Hob a withering
blink and rolled off to bed, leaving the
I'omous TFive chuckling.

I'll start ab six,

; trral?zped a b

vty Satarday

But though he went up to his room,
Bunter did not turn into bed. Bunter
knew a trick worth twa of that!

Onee in bed and asleep, Billy Bunter
knew only too well that he was npt
likely to wake at five, six, eight, or nine
unless he was called—and he knew that
it was still less likely that he would be
called. T

B0 hoe decided to snooze in an arm-
chair before the fivé.

This was & jolly good idea when &
fellow had to turn out awfully early.
He would be able to turn out ready
fdressad, and it saved all the trouble of
washing ! And, of course, a fellow sit-
ting up in that way would sleep moro
]igﬁﬂ}" than in bed, and was sure to
hear the sounds of fellows turning out
and baggage being carried downstairs,
and all that.

So Bunter piled logs on the fire

]l;nl.:et round him, Ellfj
settled down in the armchair—to sleep
lightly, with one ear open, as it werc.

Heo ﬂeptv-und he snored.

Probably, however, he did not sleep so
lightly as he had caleulated upon; for
though he stirred and shifted and
grunted a good many times, his eyes did
not open. unds—if sounds were made
—did not reach Bunter's ears. It was,
nfter all, improbable that Bunter would
sec the travellers off at the station—and
step into the same train.

Pl ——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
‘Fiercer For Fishy !

OAMES stepped from the car at the

gat? of Greyfviars School in the

alling ﬂ.iiﬂl-: of the ‘January
evening. o _

The smooth, sleek face of the man who

had been Mr. Verndni-Binith's valet, who

had béen o freeboofer and a kidnppper

d . i
B e
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L !
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ly tip the tlar a flver when I leave after

‘unserupulous business man of

and many other things, wore & satisfied
expression. i S )

ames Soames, at long last, was on
the verge of success—at all events, he
had no doubt that he was. - ]

It had been a baffling quest. But it
had, sz he believed, come to an end
and the silver cigarette-case -aﬂaite(-'!
him now. Fisher T. Fishl, the keen and
Grey-
friars, had it all ready to hand over to
him—{for & consideration.

It was a month since his confederate,
Rat Hankey, had held-up the post office
at Lantham, ten miles from Greyiriars,
and, having been spilled from his motor-
bike as he Ei.ied after the raid, had fallen
into the hands of the police.

The officers of the law had Ral
Hankey safe snd sound, but they had
never found the twelve hundred pounds
in banknotes and currency notes that the
Rat had carried off from Lantham.

They knew that the Rat had got rid
of the loot in his flight. They probably
knew that all he told them on the sub-
ect was specially designed to keep them

rom ever locating it.

But Boames knew that there was a
clue. The Rat had scratched that clue
i the silver cigarette-case in (Greck
letters with his penknife as he sat on
the stile in Friardale Lane with an
injured leg—unable to escap¢, but able
to leave a clue for his confederate te
snaffle the hidden loot.

Had that cigarette-case reached
Soames where he waited, all would have
been clear. But it had never reached
him, Xver since he had 'been on the
bunt for it, and again and again it had
BECA his clutches,

Bomewhere—not far away—the loot
from Lantham was hidden. The Greek
letters in the cigarette-case told where.
All James Soames needed was a glince
mside that silver case. i

And Figher T. Fish had founa it

TeEe Magxer Lispany.—No. 1.612.
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where it had been lost in the snow in
the Greyfriars quad. He had most
unserupulously kept it, and he was will-
ing to part with it for the sim of
twenty pounds. It was “all clear * now.

Soames stepped from the car on the
snowy road and glanced round him. He
sxpected to sec the American junior at
the gate. In the dimness of the falling
dusk hé made out a bony figure in coat
and cap,

He gave Fishy a nod.

Fisher T Fish gave him a lugubrious
look in peturn. _
- Fishy was not feeling happy. His
hrifl:h anticipations had all vamished.
Indeed, he would not have kept the
appointment with S8oames at all, having
o
the fact that it was vnavoidable. Had
he not turned u]ﬁ.‘ Soames certainly
would have run hign down, believing
that he had that mysterious cigarette-
case in his keeping. _

“1 am glad to sce you again, Master
Fish,” gaid Seames in his smooth voice.
“¥ou have the goods?”

“Nopa I mumbled Fishy.

Joames’ steely eyes glinted at him.

“Take care, my young friend!” he
eaid quietly. “If you have any idea of
double-crossing me, I warn you to forget
it ummediately | I"n nok & man to bo
trifled with 1”

“1 guess I ain't gob 1.7

.The aen-!nwsgr and crook compressed
his lips. He did not believe that stato-
ment. He knew, from Fishy's dealings
with him, that Il!'iﬂ-hj' Was an unscrupii=
lous young rascal, and he was more
ready for attempted frickery.

“I have warned you I” he zaid in a
low, venomous veoice. “ You told me that
the article was left locked in your suit-
case ab Wharton Lodge, and that the
suitcafe would be sent after you. Has
it not arvived 1

“Yep! But—*"

“Do you doubt my good faith * said
doames, with & sneer, “I have the
twenty pounds ready for you. I am will-
ing to step into the school and place
thoe inoney in your hands before I touch
the silver ‘case—so long as I see it. You
shall take every care that I do not
break faith with you.”

"I guess 1 was gﬁ;ng. to,”. answered
Fisher T. Fish. “And I reckon I was
keen enough.on a trade. I found the
oods, and there ain’t no owner that I
now of,, and I sure guess I'd be glad
to touch the spondulics. But—="

““Where is the cigaretto-case 1™ .

“That fat, piefaced clam Bunter has
got 117 said Fishy bitterly. “He got
it before my suitcase was put on the
railroad 1"

“That is not true!” said Soames,
between His teeth. “Colonel ‘Wharton
would pever have allowed your bag to
he forced—even if the boys would have
done such- o thing, which I do not
believe for ene moment.”

“It wasn't like that I grunted Fisher
T. Fish. “That fat olam had his cars
up because I froze on to that pesky
cigarette-case, and he smashed up my
bag to pay me out. He must have
found it, wse it wasn't in the bag
when it got here,”

Boames locked at him long and hard.
If this was true, the silver case was in
Bunter's fat hands once more, onee
more he had to take up the trail at
Wharton Lodge. ;

But was it true

an

For a _long minute he stood staring

bhard at Fisher T, Fish. Then he acte
—suddenly. He grabbed the American
junior by the cellar, and, with a single
swing of his arm, tossed him headlong
into the car. .
THE Magxrr LisRiRY.—No. 1.612,

to hand over to him, but for

.mal i

that ho had Wharton's

The Magnet

_ Fisher T. Fish sprawled there, gasp-
ing and gpluttering,
the wheel, and the car was rumnin
down the Courtficld road. = 3
Fisher T. Fish sat up dizzily.
! Ha spluttered for breath and goggled
at the dim, bent figure of the man in
the driving scat. o car put on speed,
racing along the dim Courtficld road
over the common. ;
“Say |” spluttered Fisher T. Fish.
mes did not answer or heed. The
car was going too fast for Fishy to
dream of jumping out; he tottered to
a scat and slumped down there.

From the high-road Socames turned
the car into & country lane. It ran on
and on through the thickening winter
dusk, miles from the school. Finally,
the erook turned it from the lane into a

- eart-track across a imisty fleld.

There at last he halted and stepped
down, :

“QGet out 1 he zaid in a low voice full
of menace, .

Fisher T. Fish, with his hony knees
knocking together, got out. ;

Hao vwas scared almost out of his sharp
transatlantic  wits.” Fishy had not
chosen to believe that the man in search
of the cigarelte-case was a erook,
though the Famous Five hed told him
s0; but he could hardly doubt it now.
Heo knew only too well that he was in
the hands of a desperate and ruthless
man. - :

“Bay; big boy—" he spluttered.

“Now, .vyou young scoundrel,” said
Boames, betweon his teeth, I have you
whore I can deal with you.
your character, you young rascal, in
yvour face when I fivst saw vouw, and I
was quite on my guard against trickery.
I should have kbpt faith with you, but
you do not choesa to keep faith with
me. Where 13 that silver case at this
m“l:llltlﬁ“”” P W

“1 guoss I've put vou wise,” stam-
mered Pisher T. Fish, through his
chattering teelh. * Aw, wake snakesl
I wish I'd nover found it. I wish—"

Soames pointed to a half-frozen pond
that gliny‘m&r-:*d under the willows by
the ecart-track; his eyes glittered at the
liapless. business-man of the” Remove,

- “Take care!” ha hissed.

“Gee-whiz 1" groanod Fisher T. Fish,
“I'm telling you! I guessI was honin
to trade tha Ega_kj oigarette-case witﬁ
youl Surest thing you know |

“¥You double-crossing young rascal,
tell me the truth! Have you parted
with it—to the police 1

Soames’ voice was keen with anxiety.
The silver case had passed through
many hands, its secret unread; but,
once in official hands, he know that
the secret would remain no secret,

“ Nope | gasped Fishy.

“Where is ib, then?"”

“That pie-faced gink Bunter—*

Fisher L. Fish broke off with a howl
of torror as the erook grasped him and
jerked him to the edge of the glimmer-
ing Pund. '

“The truth [ snarled Soames.

“I'm telling you I” shricked Fisher T.
Fich in dire terror. "“Aw, carry me
homa to die! You sure can mosey in
at the school if you like and see my

-goofcase all broke wup, .jest as that fat

clam left it! I got the letter from
Wharton in my poeket telling me what
he did, Bay, you let up on a galoot!”

“A letter! What letter!" Show it to

ly thankful

atter .in his
cket, Diﬂvi%uslr thd?.eﬁmk Wasd :Ent
ng to take his wor @ groped for

lﬂﬁ.ud Jerked it out. e

. Fisher T. Fish was dee

nother moment, and Soames was at .

I read

Soames glared ab it in ihe light of

DS evittod s teoth with
o gritted his tecth with ra

”Fnﬁl I” he snarled,. e

M I—I g‘umﬁl I never re.utgnnu:ijﬂn thaj

't guy smashing my sootcase |’
Fishar T. .Fisﬁ F"Yﬂu ?muldgaﬂl:"ﬂra
knocked mo down with a coke hammer

when I unpacked it and eaw it! I'm
telling you——* :

“Fool 1”7

Soames was econvinced at Jast, He

stepped into the car and backed it to
turp, taking no further heed of the
wretched Fishy.

“Bay, you ain’t leaving me yorel”
gasped Fisher 'I'. Fish. :

oames did not answer; he drove
nwa

in the winter dusk, leaving Fisher
T. Fish standing by the pond, Eis bony
knees Lknocking togethow, . his teeth
chattering, and his feelings incxpressiblo
in any langnage.

The rear light winked red in ihe
distance and dizappoared.

Ficher T..Fish was. left alone—wilh
a wallk of four or five miles back to the
achool.

Fishy set out on that walk; and if
ever an unscrupulous young rascal re-

ented of his unscrupulousness, Fisher

. Fish did aa ha tramped*and tramped
and tramped and arrived at last at the
school gates with his bony legs almose
drapping off |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Speeding The Parting Guest !

.BIL'LY BUNTER yawned and
awoke.

He awoke early—for Bunter in
holiday-tinre; it was only uine

o'clock, - WEEE

Ho sat up, blinked, rubbed his eyes;
and blinked again ond. shivered. :

"ﬂ:ua-ﬁru.hn:] gone out—and it was
0l . E
Wintry sunlight glimmered through
tha blinds.

Bunter blinked at ‘his wateh., Now
that he was oawake he. was rather
a::mus to see whether- it was six o'clock
¥

But his waich did not enlighten him ;
he had forgotten to wind it

He rolled out of the armchair and
rolled across to.the door at once: he
opened that deor and blinked inta the
passAge. j :

Then he rolled- along to the landing
and blinked down into the hall: there
]I‘m l:]ad a view of the top of the butler's

(11748

“Wells 1" squeaked Bunter. .

Wells looked up; there was a faint
smile on his suave face.

“¥es, sir? Good-morning, sir

" What's the time, Wella?"

“Ono minule past nine, sir.”

“Ning? Oh crikeyl JIlave thase
beasts’ gono 1V 5

“Thoso what, =ir 1™

* Those rotters 1" roared Bunfer.

“I am unacquainted, sir, with any
]ljsin.sta or ll:ﬁﬂa‘ﬂﬂaﬁmvimm Wells frl:rm
ow polilely. erhaps you wou
be a little more specifio, sir-‘i};
“ Beast | hooted Bunter, . :
“Oh, thank you, sir] JIs there any«
thing elsa®" - R
“Where's Wharton and the oihersi™
roared Bunter. |
- “ At the present moment, sir, I have
no doubt that they are in the train,”
said Welle. “They can hardly have
arrived in Dovsetshive already——"

¥ Hava they gone?” shricked Bunter,

“Oh, yes, sir 1"

“Have they been gone long I*

" About twe hours, siv.”

“0Dh crikey !

lJ.



""'IrImstﬂ Havey left a message for
you, sir,” said Wells, gazing up calmly
at the infuriated fat face over the
banisters. * If ,you would care to hear
it now, sir—"

“0h, he left a messagoe for me to
follow on—->'

“Hem! Nao, sir.’

“Then what message did the milly
idiot leave I yapped Bunter,

“Mastor Harry requested me to tell
Tou, #ir, as vou were aot awake when
he l-e[‘t the house, that he hopes you
will enjoy the remainder of the vaca-
tion, sir, with the house party at Bunter-
Cour whi I understand, you
have told him—"

H'WhEt?H

“And ho desires, sir, that you will
g‘t"-'e his best respects to the princes and

nkeg——"

“The—the what{"

“The princes and dukes, sir,” said
Wells, without moving & muscle, “¥

Every Saturday

“Oh, Bunter|” he said. *“Good-bye,
Bunter! I shall nnt FeQ Fou Again,
Good-bye, my boy "

And the colonel wens out to his car.

Billy Bunter breathed hard.

There was a cough at his fat elbow.

“I1 have rung wp your taxi, sir,”
murmured Wells.

“Beast 1"

“It will h& here in abont twenty
minutes, s’

*“(Oh, shut up!”

Wells shut up and

Billy Bunter blin 1 .
cold and frosty morning till the taxi
came grinding np the drive. He had
no pmimg' to dn* nothing to carry off,
except the silver cigarette-case in his
mm pockeat.

Thera was another cough at his fa.t
olbow, and he blinked round a
Wolls was holding his overcoat for m’u

Billy Bupter gave butler -of
Wharton Lodge a glare. Really, Wells

lided away.
Ked

out into the

“Now I shan't!” eaid Bunter,
crushingly.
© "Quite eo, sir,” said Wells.
Bunt&r rolled off to tho taxi., Hoae

od that that cheeky beast, Wells, was
]i g fearfully dlﬂppmnte& about the

ﬁver ﬁht have received had that
mtmgmshe guest been better pleased
with him.

Wells probably wasn’t! It was
probable that he knew exactly how
many fivers Bunter, had!

Bo far from looking disappointed,
Wells lu-uked pleased as ho shut the
door. Heo  soemed to, derive pleasiire
from ahutuvgwtha dm: after Bunter.

The fat sat in the taxi and
rolled away -to Wimford. There would
have been certain difficulties about tip-
ping Wells a fiver had Bunter been ever
so pleased with him. Bunter's cazh
resources being limited to half-a-crown,
which he had. borrowed from Harry
Wharton, and which was hardly mare

gathered from Master Harry, sir, that seemed guite industrious in .speeding than enough to ses him on’ the
a large number of these distinguished the parting guest. railway.
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HARRY WHARTON : ‘' My New
Year's Resolultion is to play Tnﬂdy
at centre-half #n every match, and
algo to hand ovér the Form coap-
tatney fto Toddy, ewho i much the

better man.' (Sey he |—H. W.)
BOB CHERRY ; *° Ivesolve foluy
an fron file ond o rusiy noil, to

vulr these together instead of whist-
Iling, os it will be o much more
muaicol sound.”” (If I buy an iron
file, I shall rub o cheeky chump's
outsived nose on o, and do us both
ﬂ'ﬂﬂd-—"ﬂ- ﬂ!_j

"H.J. R. SINGH : ** The resolve-
w;tﬂﬂhﬂiﬂapﬂukﬂmﬂnym

o even belterfully than ever,

nof to guotefully repeat any English
proverba, for the early bivdfulness
rnakes the most sound."’

H. VERNON-SMITH: “ 1 ve-
solve to use my unlimited pocket-
maoney fo brighten the Hves of poor
villagers [like Joey Baonks, RBill
Fodgey, Soapy Smith, ond Charlie
Cobb, bless them !’

O W. o, B.: "iIn such o perfick
karachier, Noo Yeer'a Resolushuns
. are o farse. Nevertheless, I have o
fewo defex—yes, even me, you kno.
So ¥ resolee never to tell a H if the
trooth sounds belier, never to fake
& meen advanbage of my strength,
- ewrridge, handsome feechers, ond

ST T R TR THOETEHTE

DIARY DIPS

As an Xmas and New Year
gift, every fellow in the school
received a -small Greyiriars
Pocket Diary, with the school
arms sStamped on the cqwer,
Here PETER TODD forecasts
some of the entrles for Janu-
ary Ist

AR e

ST T =

ZU I gt

athleitick prowess, and never fo
look down on my skoolfellows becos
they are mnot in the same klass
aoahially. Abuv all, I prommis totell
the wwhole trooth ubﬂwt my posiie-
order toitch is, that it iz bﬂﬂfmliﬂ
come by the neckst post.”

FISHER T, FISH: * I colculote
I've gotlia wesolution thiz year. I
resolute always fo a Rind word
to any guy with lars in his rogs.
Kind words cost nix, but 1 kinda
hurta do wasle ‘e om
boroes, 8o no Bunfers nced apply.”

HORACE JAMES COKER: “ It
i my intenshun this yeer 4o Open
Eyes. I shall open Proul's eyes,
It is ki Hme he veallived thol he

Jeog
him with a Iwrﬂee.

kannot treel me a8 o meer ordinary
muﬁtﬁ bjeckt :: . .lpcimg e
o my or
or Ldtin, I =hall wither
X shall
Wingate's eyes. I'll sho him
the best foolbawler in the skool,
bor smun. He tries fo keep me owi,
but I'll make him alter Mliﬂﬂ:ﬂm "

TOM DUTTON: * I resolve o
boot the next silly oss who comes.
tntlo my study and talks about
mutton ! "

HENRY SAMUEL QUELCH : X
;haﬂ i?!;ﬂg heretofore, to lm-ﬂ:t;rm

orm gentle on rather
than viclence. ch reminds me
—I must order a doven new cones
thia term.'’

LODER, Sixth-Form : “I 1will
endeavonr fo be more gencrous lo
em. ond will start by giving
fags 260 linea instead of 1060 and
six sohops instead of a couple.”

MRS, MIMBLE of the tuuckshop @
# I resolve to give the young genilo-
men of the Eemove unlimited tick
during the coming term."” (This is
toritien more in hope fthan ex-

o)

PETER TO0DD: '"“I vesolve o
make a man of Bunfer, or die in the
attempt." [(Wreaths should be ad-
dressed oo The Editor.)
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pcmp[a ara in the New Year house
party at Bunter Court—"
on cheeky idiot 1
“And Master Harry seut them his
best respects, sir. He also instructed
me to ring up & taxi to take you to the
station, and to pay the taxi-deiver if
by sany chance you had left your bank-
notes at Bunter Court, sir.”
Welle' face was expressionless as he
dolivered that message.

Bunter gave thu-.t- expressionless faco
B dﬂ‘rmlt.a.tmE blink.
Beast ¥ he E.m:arrta .

“Thank you, sir.”

i:Bunter rolled down in great wrath.
_I‘ha beasts were gone—and Bunter,
evidently, was expected o go also.

He proceeded to surround a  lar
bréakfast, frowning over the foodst
us-he packed them away.

1t was Bunter Courf, afier all, for
:Bur:ter, and he was not feeling in the
ledst anxious to see that palatial abdde,
or the princes, or the dukes |
% .ﬁft&r brE:akfa.st- he mllecl into the

u .

«Colonel Wharton was there, just goi
out. He glanced round st the fat Owl.

“Your coat, sir 1" murmured Wells.

Bunter, with' degp feelings, crammed
hrmmlf into his coat.

“¥Your hat, sir.’

Bunter put on his hat.”

“Your gloves, sir.”

Bunter puf on his gloves

“Pleasant journey, sir,” said Wells
His hand hovered over the duﬂr, pro-
paratory to. shutting it a;Etar unter.

Billy  Bunter 'ﬂmthad hard, He
breathed deep. ave Wells a look
that ought to. hn're p'!glve:mad hirm

Quite unpulverised, however, Wells

waited respectfully for Bunter to roll

out to the waiting taxi.
baBll:mmI m]led out, Then he turned
t +
“ Wells 1” 119 said, with dignity.
“8ir,” said Wells, his band on the
door. Really, it a.fmnal; looked s if
Wella was prepared to shut that door
on Bunter's little fat nose if Bunter
inserted that little fat nose into the
doorway again.-:.
%] generally - tip .the ‘butler a fiver
when faa;ve after & ntaj',," “said- Buntdr
“Tudeed, 8ir,”

'I‘ha taxi, Enrtum.tel;u'—fm the driveér,
t least—was paidl It shot away on
tha Wimford road and arrived: at the
station. .
Billy Bunter rolled@ into the railway
station, His train home just dum
Bunter did not‘hurry for it

Bunter was thinking.

Those beasts had gone off without
him. Had he seen them off he might
have at.etﬂpad mtﬂ i.h& same train, and
at the o hatever they thought
about the matte-r tlmre ho would have
been, at all events.

But even Bunter realised that it was
a risky matter to take a later train for
the same destination. For one thing,
his half-crown - would have seen him
home to Bunter Villa, hut. it would not
have seen him a very long way on the
rather long trip to Dorbetghira. Bunter
did not object, on principle, to b
the Trailway cumpnnjr—hut uﬂp]eaﬂam
objections were lml:-lfa te be raised by
the officers of the rai wu.y

He stood by the ticket bficé—think-

Hiz way home lay ea afd Eut
g !I:msF Mao¥er LIBRARY,— u‘g{
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Westward-ho was Bunter’s motto! The

question was whether fo visk it?
The fat Owl had ng‘p maduHE his fat

ml.n.l_;h ‘ﬁmi was standing. -hj‘ 2] t_mket

i uncertain comtation when a

man inr a thick overceat, with a pulled-
up dollar, came into-the station vestis
bule 4nd crossed to a telephone eabinet.

Butiter -had a glimpse of his profile
as_he pessed. ;

His fot heart stood still.

The man did not glance towards him.
Obviously, he bhad no idea or suspicion
that Bunter was in the station, and was
not looking for him. Scames had simply
stepped: in to wse the telephone,

unter stood frozen for a moment.

Then he woke to activity. It was
Bogmes—and Soames had not seen him
—and was  not to see him.

goin
Bunter's nnnd was mhﬁgu up now. That -

momentaty glimpse - of ames had
made it u ] :
Hurriedly, he took a ticket for.a
station as fir up the iwvestward lina as
his balf-crown would cover. He fair

scuttled on to the platfords. He h

The Magnet

chance the caller was the man who had
been so0 keen to get on Bunter's track,
he was not gomg to reecive any help

from Wharton L .

Boames set his Lps hard as he left
the telephone. He was angry and dis-
appointed.

ow-that he knew beyond the shadow
of a doubt that that cigarette-case was
in Bunter’s fat hands, the crook had
decided ofi & new tack. -

_He had not suceceeded in getling that
silver case away from Bunter for the
a:mﬁh reasoh that it -had not been, as
he had bLelieved, in the fat schoolboy's
posscssion. But it was in his posscasion
now. .

That was a certainty. _ s

He would not part with it if he could
hﬂl%vlt, and Soames’ desperate attempts
at Wharton Leodge had put the whole
household on its guard, and made it
difficult and dangerous to carry on with
such methods, = ;o

“But it seemed to him probable that
Bunter, now that he sctually had the

. cignret.te.-cam, would be as willing as

ten minutes to wait for a train, and Fisher T. Fish to part with it—for a
every one of those minutes seemed like consideration. - . .

an hoyr to him—if pot like & dag But  True, __,ﬂ.. wapg not. Bunter's to part
the train came in ‘at last, and Bunter with, and the fat junior was by 'no

bundled’ into it

Soames was after him again. He had
not, as the fat Owl had confidently ex-
pected, stuck to the irail ‘of Fisher T.
FFish. Soames k_ngn:l his home address |
Soames was back in'Surrey—after him }

Billy Buuter hardly breathed till the
train was rolling out of the sfation,
bearing lnm swiftly away to the west,

THE- EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Bunter ?

ELLS lifted the receiver.
He did not know the voice
that ‘came through. He had
heard the wvoice before, but
ihen it bad been sleek and smooth. Now
it was husky, and did not sound at all
like the same voice. 3

“This is Wharton Lodge,” sanswered
Wells,. “The butler speaking.”

“Please ask Mastier Bunter to come
to the telephone, His uncle spesking,
from his home,” said James Soames,
from Wimford railway station.

*I regret, sir, that Master Bunter has
left this meorning.” -

* Left—this” morning |"

[ 1] "EF“ ar_rlll

The sleck-faced man at Winford rail-
way station breathed hard. This was
an ubhexpected check.

But he went on, in his carcfully dis-
Eus Yol : ’

“Dearme! Iam zorry to have missed
himr. Ys he on-his way home now 1

“1 regret, sir, llltlmt. I can give you

no information,”  answered ells,
suavely and politely. ' Bince certain
pecurrences here, the master has in-

structed me to give no information over
the telephone.’

“Come, come! You can tell me
whether my nephew is on his way home
or not 1" said SBoames, : .
_YI regref, gir, the master's instrue-
tions—"" =aid Wells apologetically, but
firmly.  “Letters, sir, will be sent
on—"

“Yeory well.™

Soames rang off. y ;

Wells ﬂlt up the receiver at Wharton
Lodge. He had no idea who was at the
other end, but the colonel’s instructions
wero atriet, and it was his duty té
carry them out. Bunter had gone home
—at all events, Wells believed that he
had—and his "uncle ¥ who_ was tele-
phoning from his home would not have
to wait long fo see him. But if by

Tee Maoner LisearY.~No, 1,612,

medna so unserupulous as Fisher T,
Figh. Btill, he.was far from scrupu-
lous, and - Soames: knew that he was
hard-up. It was ¢uite oo the cards that
he might be willing, like Fishy, to make
iI:In o tradm“h o

wag waorth trying on, at.all eventa,
mn:;' S:rali‘mes had rea_cgved to try it on.

A talk to Bunter on the telephone
would settle the matter one way or tho
other. The fat junior was not likely to
come to the telephone if -he knew that
Soames was at the other end, but he
would come to answer a call from his
“uncle.” Then—Soames hoped, at least
—the offer of a8 “tenner ¥ might work
the oracle! ,

Possibly, it mrﬁht have—had Bunter
been still at Wharton Lod But
Bunter was gone—and the butler de-
clined to say where.

Whether ho had gone home, or
whether he had gone to spend the rest
of the holidays with some other Grey-
friars fellow, Socamcs did not know—
and from Wharton Lodge there was no
information to be had.

In the former caose, however, he
would not be long off the track, for he
know the telephone number of Bunter
Villa. at A2

If Bunter had gone home ihat morn-
ing, ho had not long to wait, for it was
no mora than an bour's run.

But another doubt was in Soames’
mind. : '

It was not likely, but it was ible,
that DBunter had not left harton
Lodge at all; but that the statement
over the telephone was intended to mis-
lead the crook who had been on his
track. :

It was far from likely: Dbut it was
ossible, and Soames was not the man
o leave anything to chance.

During the next hour he waa occu-
picd 1n making quict and disercet in-
quiries up and down Wimford railway
station,

Thera it was casy enough to pick up
300 NEWS.

Ho picked up the news that Harry
Wharton and his friends had gone off
in & party—the five of them.

Bunter had not been with them.

That scttled that!
He learned, f[urther, that- a [at
sohoolboy in spectacles had been seen

ing on tho platform two or thres
ours after Harry Wharton & Co. had
gone; and when he compared the tioie,
he realised that Bunter must have gonae

on the platform at the very time he was
on_the telephone speaking. to Wells.

Soames gritted his teethr when he
learned that ! . :

Billy Bunter, with -tha cigaretie-case
no doubt in his poeket, st have
walked by almost wnder his noso’)

However, he knew now what ho
wanted to know ! The Christmas party
at Wharton Ledge had broken upy
Harry Wharton and his friends had
ﬁcm.n'uﬂi in & bunch early, ‘and Bunter

ad gone off by: himself later.

i He had little doubt that Bunter had
gona home, * P .

* 80, having given the fat Owl more
n smple : tkne- to orrive home,

Boamos went back to the telephone and
r% up the semi-detached villa awhich
Bill unter’ called Buntor Court, but
which was known lmntl{r,hjf_' the less
unpoging title of Bunter Villay

A fat voice, very like Bunter’s, ai-
awered - the call, : '

“Hallo! Is that you, Billy " .

HSoamds’ eoyes glitterad - at - tho tele-
hone! That answer did not seem to
indicato that Billy was at hame!,

“Bpeaking from Wharton Lodge ! he
sald into -the transmitter, - “Js Master
Bunter at hane '

“No; ﬂnl,x me, "

ﬂ_—-—-—-—-—-

“¥Fm his brother S8ammy ! I say, hae
Billy really left? I thought he was
stiking on till the end of the vac.
Who's speaking ¥

“Hem ! . The butler,” said Soames,
“I desiro to 'speak to Master Bumter
about something he appéars to have
left behind.™

I don't 311Epns:u it was Billy’s if he
did 1" said the cheerful Sammy. “I
know he never tock anything with him,
but what he stood up n,”

“Oh! Has he not arrived home yet?"

“No '

“When do you expect him ¥

“Wo ain't expeeting him- at all!
Catch him tumiu¥ up hefore the last
da.';r of the vac if he ean help it ¥

‘But he left Wharton - Lodge thi:
morninge—"" -

“Hea, he, ho!” came a fat ecackle,
remarkably like Billy's own. "Couldn’t
he.work it till the end of the vae? IHa
gonerelly manages it somohow |*

“Oh! Perhaps you con tell me wheve
he is gone, eir!™ " :

“ Mauly’s, moat likely | Mauly's soft |
I know he tried Mauly first, and hooked
on to Wharton as second-best,” chucklod
Sammy, who seemed to have no reti-
cence at all. “Bet you Mauly's got

him 1" :

“Mauly |I”? repeated Soames,
T”Lc-rd Hanﬂgi:nraé}_ Mdnsllalt? varﬂl:
owars, Hampshire ¥ sai Ei
Wharton's chucked him out, tnﬁu one
he's barged in there ! He's got a neck [

“0Oh!1” gasped Boames,

“But I say, what has he left behind 1
asked Hammy Bunter. “Nothing to eat,
I'll bet! I say—* - f

But Scames rang off. o had heard
all he wanted to lear from Sammy
Bunter.-© - .- :

Billy Bunter had not gone liome, and
was not expected home. o had landed
himself on somebody for the remainder
of the scheool holiday—not, obviously,
¢n Harry Wharton & Co., a3 they had
departed without him |

Soamcs put in another long-distance
call, t;ilm timo to Mauleverer Towers,

ira.

But from that palatial abode lie only
learned that Master Bunter was & neb
thefe, and was not expected there.
Sammy had been in error.

James Sonmes wemt back
at last with a set, savage face.
was Billy Bunter? herever

to his car
Where

iy
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% Vernon-Smith ! ** sald Mr. Quelch, In a rumbling voice. ** Dlu you enter my study Iast Hiraning and take Bunter's
cigarette-case from my overcoat

Bunter was, was the silver cigarette-
case, with the clue to Rat Hankey’s
hidden lootl But wheret '

That was & question to which Soames
could find no answer| It really looked
as if he would have to wait for the new
term at Greyfriars 1£ he wanted to see
Billy Bunter again !

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wants Bailing Out !

{3 oBI*
w Y-E!ﬂ, dad
“You'ro ' wanted

pll one 1"

*“Oh1” said Bob Cherry.

¥our fellows grinned. Bob did not.

After tea, at Cherry Flace, Bob was
unpacking a dartboard and sorting out
darts—a nsﬁmus resent from a rela-
tive which he and his friends were
about to put to use.

The Famous Five had arrived in
Dorsetshire in high spirits—not the less
80, probably, because Willism George
Bunter had been left in Surrey!]

But when Major Cherry called w
the stairs to Bob that he was wante
on the phone, the thought of William
Gleorge cs.n.ma into five minds &t onco,

Tru glmﬂa call n::ﬂht ba from
anybody : might be ed up br a
doaen peupla now that hn was home
again. But bhe had a feeling—and his
chums had & feeling—that there was a
fat Owl at the other end of the wire,
“If that's Bunter——" eaid Bob.
fRot you two to one 1n duug‘hnutai
grinned Johnny Bull.
“Bothor the fat frump [

Bob went down to take the call,
{;iﬁnﬂa smiled a.tthunah ﬁnﬁan Thc?.
ephone was in the ha oW, 2an
t]m heard Bob hodt into it.
allo, hallo, hallol”

Ol

tha

His

Four smiling faces looked over the
I:-a.nmtara ot Bob. He glanced up at

'“That fot chump|!® he said. “I'm
%Pm g to tell him what I think of him,
ou fel]m*.a can do the same, in turn—

"Hn. ha, hal*

The five gathered round the tele-
phone. Closo &0 1t, they could all hear
the fat squeak that came through,

“]I say, Bob, old chap—are you there
or have you gone away, you beastT i
m;', dear old fellow—"

I'm here !* ssid Bob into the mouth-
piece. *Fat ass!”

"W]‘.t -H.-l]?" !

“Chump | Pﬂéﬂ-&lﬂ-ﬂ | Porker "
"Gh really erry—">
“Hold on; I"'i’li"l:m-ic.u;:ln wants to speak !
Hera you are, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton, laughing, took the

remwer‘
“You thera, Bunfor?" -

“Yes, old fellow | Is that TOU, Harrjr,
old bean? Bo jolly glad {o hear your
voice again! It seems ages since I've
sean you, old thinig‘.

“I hope it will be ages before you

seo ma again! Fatheadl Ass]”

“0Oh, really, Bull—~"

“ Hero uu are, Johnny, your turn!”
Elﬁrmﬂ the receiver to Johnny

[ 1

Johnny proceeded fo epeak to the, fat
Owl at the other end. =

“That you, Bunter?
washed to-dayi”™

“ Oh, raﬂ.ll:lj- Byll—"

“ Battor 51 and do ikl

L}

Have you

You'll have to

wash for new term at Greyfriars.
Why not EEt it overi”
“ Beast [

hHEr'E! vouu are, Franky!" grinned
Johnny Ball.

pt? "  ““No, sir ! ™ answered the Bounder, coolly. * Oh crikey!" gasped
unter. **I say, you fellows, just hear him ! **
They did not hear what came back.  Frank Nufnt took the receiver.
But they could guess, when they heard “Hallo! Are ynu there, Bunter "
Bob's next remark. “Yes, old ad to hear
“You fat foozler!” Fou, Frﬂnkjr, uld nhn " What a—a—a

nice volce you've
“0Oh, my hat!
that wash?”
“Oh, really, Nugent—=»"
> Ifh_? ou do, put 8 !puum:] of soda in,’
gant.. oun'll need itl You st.lll
Christmas pudding on your face
]’-Elﬂl'ﬂl'd
“You cheeky idiot—"
“Here you are, Inky!” said Nugent.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, grinning
;n dusky grin, took the receiver in his
urin.
As Bunter had rung u
t & word from ﬂ

iot, old fellow.”
re you gnmg to pet

he was go-
to the members
nuigﬁlie amous Co.

v esteamed and idiotic Bunter——"

- began the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Dear old Inky!” came an afection-
ate voica over the wires. *Bo glad to
hear vou again! DBut I really want to
speak to Bob—"

“The estoomed Bob has finished! It
is a terrific pleasure to hear Four
voice on the telephone, my sbsurd
Bunter—"

g | BaY, that's jolly pally, Inky, old
man—"

“I mean, in mmpana-:-n with hearing
it close at hand.”

“You black beast!™.

“The furtherfulness off is the better-
fulness. Flamiully maLa 111 & Happy
New Year for us all bly keeping as
furﬂ_i_arﬁully off as possible |

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh-handed the
receiver back to Bob, who Jammed it on
the hooks.

Bunter, thus cut off, was silent.

“That does it 1" eaid Bob.

“Does it?" grinned Jul:nn’;?
you there'll be another ring I’

{Continued on pag:r 16}
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(Continued from zm-ﬁt: 13; )

“Well, it's & comfort that Dorset is a
IDI?I,E,’ way from Surrey,” said Bob, * He
can't sibly raise the railway fare,
Anybody here feel incliried to send it
along t6 him?". -

“Ha, ha, hal]™

Buzzzzzzzz | _

The telephone-bell rang again, and
there was a chortle.

Bob grabbed the rocciver,

“I say, is that yon, Bob? We seem to
Liave been cut oft | 1 say, old-chap, I'm
in rather a fix 1" ,

“Stay in it!” said Bob. “Good-
byal” - :

“Hold on, old chag!
here in Dorchester——"'

“Dorchestor 1" yelled Dob.

“Yes, old chap—I'm at the railway
station. I've got to pay excess fare on
my ticlket "

“0Oh crikey [™ _

“You sce, I took & ticket only part of
the way—I was rather short of cash,
owing to ono thing and another—"

“You fat scoundrel 1"

“Of courss, it's all right of T pay the
excess fare. But they seem to be mak-
ing rather o fuss about it. I can't take
a taxi to your place, you see—thoy won't
let me go. It would be all right about
the taxi, of course—you'd have to pay
it; but my letters will be coming on, and
I'm expecting & postal order, so that
will bo all right.”

“Will it?" gasped Bob.

“Yep, old fellpy! But they don't
scem to want me to leave till I've paid
the excess fare. Thoey seem & suspicious,
distrustful lot hoere.”

“They can keop you ™ howled Bob.

I can't stay

“1 wish them joy of youl Tell them,
from me, that they can have you as a
New Year's Gife——"'

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“Good-bye 17

“Hold onl” shrieked Bunter, from
the other end. "I say, old chap,
Snoames 15 after me—"

“Rata ™

“Ho nearl ot me ot Wimford thia
morning | { ﬁaﬂ a fearfully narrow
escape. I eay, if I go home, he will be
after me there. Bee? That's why I'm
coming to stay with you, old chap.”

“Are youl” gas ed Bob.

“1 knew vou'd glad—""

“(Oh crombs [”

“I can put up anywhere, old fellow—
don't worry about that. I know your
little place 18n't like Bunter Court; but
I can rough it. S0 long as 1 have a
decent room and o comfortable bed I
shall be all right. You necdu’t worry
about that, old fellow—you needn't,
really.”

“ Mot really " gurgled Bob.

“Not at alll I shall be able to make
myself at home, somehow—rely on that,
But you'll have to come here, and pay
these railway people—they don’t seem to
trust me to come back with the monoy,
I don’t know why——"

“ Perhaps they've met bilks before )™

“(Get here as quick as you can, won't
vout, old chap? me in the car, I be-
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lieve your pater has a car of sorts—-
He, he, he! I know he has to drive it
himself—I don’t. mind—anything, so
“long as you come quick (" :

Bob Cherry banged the receiver back
on the hooks. ' - : Eie 3]

Then he looked round at four grinning

“I'm to got the pater to drive over to
Dorchestor, and bail that fat villain out,
for the pleasure of having him here for
the rest of the hols'!” he said. “I can
seo myself doing it I Bob gave a snort.
*You fellows coming up to play darts 1"

“Come on!"” said Harry,

Bob made a step—and paused. He
mado another step—and halted. He
frowned, and his comrades grinnod.

“The fat octopus!” ho eaid. *“The
blithering Owl! The burbling bander-
snatch | I—I—I suppose wa can't leavo

him at the railway station.” '

B“]]Lemn to him |" suggested Johnny
LLEE: - 5 :

MW U0m! Yes. But—" Bob Cherry
was “all-good nature; and his heart
smote -him, at the thought of the un-
happy Owl hung up at a railway station
—unable even to walk ouf, because of o
suspicious, distrustful lot who did not be-
liave, for some recason, that he would
come back-with the sum duol

Buzzzazzazs | .

It was the telephone-bell again.

Bob turned back to the instrument
and grabbed the receiver, :

“I saoy, is that you, Bob? We pot
ceut off again, 1 say, old fellow, how
long will 1t be before you get hore "

ik ﬂth&l.: Fﬁu_'_'"

*Dear old chap 1™

“I'll come " hooted Bob, *1It's over
an hour on the bus. But I suppose I've
got to come.’™ -

“Don’t waste time coming on a bus
for goodness’ sake! The car—"
squeaked Bunter.

“I haven't tho run of my pator's car,

yvou fat Owl, and my pater’s my pater,

not my chauffeur ! howled Bob. *1I
ghall come on the bus, if I come at all.”
“Why not ring up a taxi, theni"

“I will—if son'll pay the manl”
snorted Bob.

“That's all right, then 1" said Bunter,
from the other end. * Leave that to
me, old f\f-.-llm--.r;r if you're short of money.
1 forgot wou're not well off—I can't
always remember things like that, as I
always have ’]l:lantm Leave it to me, by
all means—1I'l] sottle that as scon as my
postal order comos—"

“I'Il come on the bus, yon hurlﬂin%‘
bandersnatch! And the first thing
shall do, will bo to kick you all over
Dorchestor 1™

‘ Beast 1

Bob jammed back the receiver. He
fn:«wnmi at his grinning friends—and

then burst into a laugh.

A few minutes later, the Famous Five
sallied out to catch the motor-bus and go
to the fat Owl's rescue—to be rewarded
léa' Billy Bunter’s sttractive society till

o end of the hols, Which, no donbt,
was worth the trouble.

T ——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Back To School !

LAHTH.&M JUNCTION was
crovwded. :
Boys of all sorts ‘and sizes

swarmed the platforms. Tt was
tho first' day of the new term, and Grey-
friars fellows were gathoring from far
and near. Innumerable footsteps
tramped; inpumerable voices called
groetings; one veice recognisablo pver
the rest by ita stentorian tones

*Hallo,
" i::'r.:'h 7, half i i ed
ob Cherry, half in s carriage, waw
and roared to his friends. He had
bagged that na_rna;ﬁe. and was making
the fact known to the rest of the Co., as
well as to 8 considerable portion of the

surrounding county of Kent!

“This way !” roared Bob., *Tumble
Epl Look alive! Here, sheer off,
Temple—this carriage is booked | Buzs
off, Hobby—no Bhell-fish wanted here!
This way, you menl Hallo, hallo,
hallo | . -

“Cherry | Cease ﬂhuuting at once!”

angular re - the erow
on the El;::la.tfnrm, nns Bob  Cherry

“mEped" his Form-master, Mr, %wl :
He had not been aware that Mr. Quelch
Emsktnkmg that train, till he heard him

ark. :

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“Less noise, Cherry,

“0Oh!l Certainly, sr!

Mr._Obue]nh walked on,

But the other members of the Co. had-
heard Bob's roar—which they could
scarcely have failed to do, unless they
had been very deaf indeed—and they
came up with a rush—cheerfully barging
Temples, Dabney & Co., of tho Fourth,
out of the way. .

The Famous Five packed in. Bob, at
the door, glanced np and down the plat.
form for %lllﬂﬂhjﬂ tall head, and, fail-
i.ng to spot it, shouted again.

"'This wn.dy, Bmithy | Hop in here,
Reddy | Toddy, old man, room for you !
Room for you, too, Oggy.”

Herbert Vernon-Smith and Tom Red-
wing, Peter Todd, and Robert Donald
Ogilvy, crowded in. The carri WS
fairly full, when a fat figure rolled up
ond blinked in through a big pair of
spectacles,

“I say, you fellows, I missed you—-"
“The missfulness is az good as the mile-
fulness, my esteorned Bunter| Roll on,
ond miss wa again|" suggested Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh..

“Yah! Make room for a chap, you
fellowa! Hallo, Teoddy, vou back?
What sort of hols. have you had ? Pretiy
go-s0, 1 expect!”™ said Bunter, blinking
at Petor as he wedged in, * I say, give
o fellow roomi Look here, there's too

halle, hallo? _'This Way, you

-Pieusu L

many in this carriage |”

“Roll that porpoise outl” said
Vernon-Smith,

“0Oh, really, BSmithy! -i'I SAY, ¥ou

fellows, wherc's my scat?
“Btanding room only " said Harry

N ven think P goi stand all
you thin m gol to ng &
the way to ﬂaurt.lia.ﬁ:l nfhrry Whar-
ton—" roarod Bunter indignantly.

“Bit on the floor |” suggested Toddy.

:Ur the roof I” snid the Bounder,

Billy Bunter blinked round the
carriage. All the seats were occupied
—and several fellows were standing.
There was always a crowd on that
train, and follows who did not want to
wait for the next often had to stand.
That was quite usual: and it did not
matter, 80 long as one of the fellows who

stood was not William George Buntor.
That, of cou matterad a lot!
“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there’'s old

E‘!nkiarl" ax-:himmli{ B?b.
applea In my pocket
Ggﬂer’s hat [* o

“Ha, ha, hat” :

Bob was in a corner seat. o rose
from it et the sight of Coker of the
Fifth, groping for the apple which was,
go fortunately, in his pocket.

Ho leaned from the window to take
aim; and Billy Bunter promptly
squeezed 1nto the seat he had vacated.
Bunter was not the man to lose
opportunities i

“I've got an
Watch me pget



Whiz | .

The apple flew?

Coker of the Fifth was walking down
the  platforma  between Potter and
Gr-am%u* Coker was talking—his usual
state

“These noisy fags !’ Coker was say-
ing. “Thesa dashed noisy faia—l'-ve
cuffed tvo or three of them already!
Lot of noisy. voung scoundrels ' There's
& Form-master on thia train, and I've a
jolly-good mind to ,Fﬂ te him and say
pHanly=—— Yarcep " :

Coker gave a startled yell as his hat
flew off, '

“Oh! Aht
stuttered Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha1”

Coker stared round, greatly su
Ilo plunged after his hat, which flew
across the platform, accompanied by an

Why—what~—how—-"

appha,
‘PHa, ha, ha!” came 8 cheery roar

from. the carriage packed with Re-
niovitess

“Cherry 1" came a bark.

“Oh!* gasped Bob.

He had forgoiten Queleh!  Queleh,

perhaps, hod forgotten himy; but was
reminded  when :the apple flew and
Coker's  hat  went, &wlﬁh CRIMB
striding up. _

it ﬂherrﬁl This herse-play—"

“0Oht I=¥ didn’t see you, sip—"

“Probably not!? said Mr.. Quelch.
“Cherry, any repetition of this and I
shall cane -you when we reach the
school]  Keep order, Chevryl?

“Oh) Certainly, sir!”

Mr. Quelch frowned and stalked on. .

“Copped " =aid Bob.. “ Never mind
—I. got Coker’s tile!” And Hob sab
down agein—landing on a pair of podgy

Lkuces, : TR ; :
“Ow ! Gerroff I  howled  Billy
Bunter, \
Bob stared round at him.
“You, you fat villeinl Youlve

bagged my aeglt_—‘.’t - i
“1 suppoze I've rave a scab !
said Bu[:lterr blink.'g:;' st him, :
“XNot mune, you podgy pirate!
Cierront I

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Oh, keep it if you like, fatty—I
don't supﬁasu you eould hold up your
weight till Courtfeld i’ .said Bob; and
he joined the standing-party.

PBunter settled down comfortably in
the corner seat. He gro in his
pockets, One fat band came out with
& silver cigarette-case in it. Bunter
grinned cheerfully round at the juniors.

“Have a smoke, Smithy i he asked.

“No, essl” grunted the Bounder.
Meorbert Vernon-3mith was rather
given to smoking cigarettes, chiefly bg
way of swank; but if anything coul
have made him give up that bad habit
itt. 's_'r;t-:-lul& have been seeing Billy Bunter
ab i ;

“ Afroid of Quelch!” grinned Bunter.
“Ha won't come by again, old fellow.
I'm going to put on a smoke,”

The Bounder stared at Bunter’s
cigavette-case. He had seen that case
be qB{"_: and recognised it. 11l
o your got it hack? he askod.
“That’a the caze ¥ chucked out of my
st'“dﬁ window last tovms, when you
pinched cigarettes to stick in 1%

"Fiﬂhg‘mfnun it,” answered Bunter.
“Tha beast wanted to stick to it—but
I got it back all right! Fancy a cad
sticking to another fellow’s cigarette-
casp 1M

“Fancy a cad 5’eickin§ to another
fellow's cigarettes [ said Smithy.

“Well, t _ i
snecred Bunter. “I bought this lot my-
se]f?pli}' good Turkish, teo—"

“ ¥ou fat burglar | said Beb Cherry.
“That's where my pater’s cigarettes
went, is 1t3"

- "Won't wyou

risad.

se arem’t your cigarcites!’™ .

streamed
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“0b, really, Chevry! If you think I
ob these smokes cut of your pater's
el -

“Ha, ha, ha " g il

ava one, mithy 7
Better than the kind you smoke 1 Eict
Bunter, *You don't know much about
smokes, old chap—no taste, you know |
Who's got-a mateh 1
_Billy Buuter opened the silver
cigarette-case, selected one of Major
Cherry's Turkish cigarettes, stuck it in
his wide mouth, and blinked round for
somebody to offer him a match.

Nobody offered him a match,

“1 say, vou fﬂ]lnwa,i ive a fellow a
light I said Bunter. “Iave you got a
match, Smithy? Have you—"

“BUNTER 1"

“0Oh erikey I?

A tall and angular figure stood by the
carriage window. A pair of gimlet eyes
gleamed in at Bunter )

It was probably on account of the
exuberant Bob that Mr. Quelch was
keepmg an eye on that carriage! Any-
how, there ho was—glaring in at Bunter

and at the cigarette sticking oui of the

fat Owi'a mouth and the well-filled casze

in hés fab]hand.m g

* Oooogh ' g unter,

Hea was fairly-caught? He blinked in
utter disinay at his Form-master, too
taken aback to snatch the cigareite
from his mouth, He gazed at Quelch.

“&Eﬂm my word!” exclaimed Mr,
(;Lq . . “Bunter, is this the kind of
thing you have Jearned in the holi-
days? Shocking! Disgusting!. Throw
away that cigarette at. onee! Cive me
that cigarette-case! Ilow dare you,

Bunter? ¥You will take a hundred
lines, Bunterl Gire me that case |™
“Oh lor' ! ; :

Bunter threw away the cigarette ! He
handed the silver case over to his
Form-master | :

. Alr. Quelch, with a snort, dropped it
into his overcoat pocket. He turncd
a.wae]' fmwmnﬁ.;- .

“Oh erikey 1 said Bunter.

That celebrated cigarette-case was
gone af last]l In &pitﬂ of Soames, and
in spite of Fisher 'I. Fish, Billy Bunter
had  retained possession; and he had
brought it back to school with him.
And on the very first day of the term,
before he had even arrived at Grey-
friars, Quelch had spotted it—and
taken it away from him.

“0Oh lor’ I said Bunter.

“That’s that!” .grinned Bob Cherry.
“That's an end of that jolly uﬁi
ctgaratte-casel You won't see it again,
you fat chump ¥

“Beast 1"

The train rolled out of Lantham,
Billy Bunter did net emjoy—or other-
wise—a smoke on the journcy |

A A= A

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Trade !

ISHER T. FISH smiled.

Geeling frowned.

The tramp of many feet in the
; old quad and the possages, the
hum of voices where all hag been silent

the bumping of boxes, the banging of
doors ; J‘l tﬁm signs of the awﬂeﬁinﬁr
lifa gf the new term affected Fishy an
Gosling qfiite differently, _
“Drat "em !” satd Gosling to himself,
not once but many times. The ancient
porter of Greyfriars School sighed for
the poace and quiet of the holidays.
Fisher T. Fish was glad to see every-
body! Ha was almost glad . to see
Bunter, Bottledup conversation
from Fi i
chinn hardly cease

te. move for -a

moment, The  continuity -of his con- -~

“booting, and wo never

‘s bony jawa.. [lis-

17

versation muyst have, made his nose
tived—Fishy’s eonversation being  con-
ducted ehieRy thraugh the nose,
‘Qﬂﬂmﬁ;;*-ﬁld bean, vou'ro leakin
younger this torm ! Bob Cherry - ds
ﬂlﬂr% and William Gosling™s ancient,

gnorfed. facd' Almost - thiwed for &

inoment,” g ' :
“Think so, " Master  Cherry i he

asked. iz

‘:]E‘grff.'nn ét. B m:r.i:l- vﬁagﬁn £ Ehrim'a
Pl g and pies ha & you b
Gosling, Yng lock hardly j:mr - the
hundred ™ -~ i

“Wot 1" hooted Gosling. _

“What do yol fellows think?” asked
DBob, appealing to his friends. “Would
you o him for more than a hundred
now—or sa¥, & hundred and téen ak the
most

“Ha, ha, hai®

“Drat 'em!” said Gosling as the
Famous Five walked on, lsughing.
“Wot I says is this 'ﬂ.l'-B""'l,'_l'l'lt ‘em ¥

A bony form shot out of the House to

reet the Famous Fived” " A bony face
Ena.mad on_them, p A s
* Bay, old-timers, here we are again !”

sajid Ifisher T. Fish. “Glad you're
back, what? I'll tell a man, I'm glad
to hear a yooinan voice again | Say——"

“Jolly glad to see you, Fishy I said
Bob - Cherry heartily. “'We owe you a
avi 1% t0 you at
Wharton Lodgel ow, them, you
fellows, all together, and see if you can
land him right across the quad.”

“Stand steady, Tishy!” said Harry
N torget 81" yappod Fisher T

“Aw, forget it!" vap 1shery T.
Fish, and he jerked away to bestow his
bony mm&sanﬁr on other arrivals,

Fi ~did not care particularly te
whom he talked——éo long as he talked !
It was true that nobody wanted to hear
him' talk—but that was a matter of very
small moment to Fishy! - :

“Mauly |- Say, ain't it & sight for
sore oycs to sce you again ! g 1|:FF_iﬂ!3.
catching” Lord Mauléeverer in the quad.

“Yaas " assented BMauly.

FAnd I gness—"

“Comin’ [* called out Lord 3Maule.
varer in answer io a.call thaot Fisher T.
Fish did not hear, if Mauly did, and he
cut into ‘the House. .

“Bmithy, - old-timer, you're back=1
say, Smithy—don’t you hear a guy?”
exclaimed Fisher T. Fish. “Deaf?”

Herbert Vernon-Bmith scemed deaf:
at all events, he walked on without
stopping. i

Fisher T. Fish snorted, and shot off

* to Peter Todd,

“I'm sure glad to sea you're bhack,
Toddy I* he beamed.

“And I shall ‘be fl.lﬂf‘- 83 pleased to see
your back ! said Toddy genially,

“Bay, old-timey——=~"

DBut Poter Todd was gone. Fishy was
looking - for another victim, when a [at
squawk fell on his para.

* Boast 17
. “Aw, what's biting you, you [at
clam?” demanded Fishar T. i'"ish, turn-
iu‘E round to stare at Billy. Bunter,

Sneaking a follow's cigarette-case [
said Bunter scornfully, " ¥ah!" .

“Yau pic-faced, slabsided mug-
wump ¥ said Fisher T. Fish. I guess
you owe-mo money on that sootease yeu
busted! I'm tolling you, that set me
back three dollars.”
. “SBerve you jolly well right!® said
]31}“3'-'“.* . (hat oie

‘Say, you got that cigarette-case, or
did that. hoogl'um- get it off'n you1*
asked Figsher T, Fish eagerly. I you

t it—" i

“Find - out!” said Bunter, and  he
rolled on. . .. . :
Fishar T. Fish  jerked after him.
The -Miexer Lisrary,—No, 1,612
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Fishy was very keen to know whoether
that silver cigarette-case was “around.”

He had seen, and heard, nothing of
Soames, since the crook had left him to
walk five miles home ¢h & snowy even-
ing, and he had wondered a deal
whether Bunter had, and whether the
fat Owl still had the cigarette-case,

“ Bay, big boy, if you still got it—"
paid Fisher T. Fish over a fat shoalder.

“¥ah! Don't talk te me, you
rotter [

"‘1' guess I'm open to buy 'thl_lt
cigarotte-case, - if yon got it!” said
Fishy.” “I've sure tuck a faney to it
I'd go to ten bob for it, Bunter, old-
timer 1 :

8niff, from Bunter.

“Catch me selling a valuable
cigaretie-case for ten bob!” he said
scornfully, "My Uncle William gave
five uineag for it."

“L'd make i1t a pound.”

“ Y B

“ Now, you lock here, old fat clam !

said Fisher T. Fish persuasively, “I
guess I'd go to thirty bob, having tuck
a fancy to it! You sure can't keep a
cigaretie-case around at school—suppose
Quelch spotted it? I guess ho'd take it
off'n you, so quick it would make your
head swim, ake it a trade!” )
Billy Bunter halted, and turned his
Eﬁl_g’hﬂp&:!tﬂ-ﬂle& thoughtiully on*Fisher T.
fish. -
Bunter had arrived -at Greyfriars for
the new term in his ususl hard-up state.
Thirty shillings was a handsome offer.
It was an offer that Fisher T. Fish
could afford to make, as Soames was
prepared to hand over more than a

dozen times a3 much for that mysterious

silver case; and Fishy had no doubt of
being able to get in touch with him
again, soonor or later, once the prize
was in his bony grasp.

“0Oh!” saild Bunter.

“You brought it back with you?™

asked Fishy eagorly.

“Of course I did! TIt's in the House
now,” answared Bunter. “I don't
suppose I shall ever see that man

TMmfmn now—so I don't see why I
shouldn't soll it."

“Tt's a trade then!” said Fishy.

“Ounly you'd have to get it!” said
Bunter cautiously. “I can’t go and get
it for you, Fishy. I'll sell it to you for
thirty bob, if you'll get it yourself.”

_ “Dono I said Fisher T. Fish. * Whero
18 it 17

e ] L]

“{i?h ?Qimlch_ s study—

“Ho took it away from me at
Lantham ! said Bunter. “¥You get it
away from his gtud;{;oFishr. and you can
have it for thirty bob—"

“¥ou fat clam (¥ hooted Fisher T.
Finh.

“Oh, really, Fishy—"
o Yuukpi&hced big stiff 1

“.!L e d ”h hips ™ 1
“Aw, go and chop chips!” snorte
Fisher T.g Fish. * YDII.]:II p&wﬁ, pie-faced,
ornery fat clam, forget it!”
| Fisher T. Fish 'erﬁﬁed away., He was
disinclined to make it a *“trade,” with
such difficultics in the way of a transfer
of the goods.

“Beast !"” hooted Bunter.

And ho rolled into the House.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Supper In Study No. 18 !

1 SAY, you fellows!”

Billy Bunter's fat squeak
passod unheeded, in the buze of
voicea in Bob ﬂi‘:err,v'a study.

There was no prep on-the first might
Tug Macner Ligrary,—No. 1,612
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of term, and Bob Chorry had brought
back & hamiper from home, For these
two excellent reasons, there was a
:ﬁxm%ﬂua company assembled in Study

0. 13,

Studies at Greyfriars were fairly
roomy, but No. 13 was rather packed.

Bob and Hurree Bingh, Mark Linley
and little Wun Lung, who belonged to
the study, were there; Harry Wharton
gnd Nugent and Jnhn%? ull were
there, and, .of course, Billy Buntor—
Bunter was there because the hamper
wag there, Lord Mauleverer was there,

and Poter Todd, and Hazeldene, and B

Smithy and Redwing.

When Fisher T. Fish locked in there
really was "no room for even a bony
fellow like Fishy to wedge in, neither,
Ev’arhaps, was any man therc eager to

ear the conversation that had been
bottled up in F mﬁ]:gr all through the vac.

Bo Fishy leaned his bony person on
the door-post, and good things from
the hamper were handed over many
heads to him; it was a hospitable study,
and even Fishy was welcomo to o w
in the hamper. :

“1 say, you fellows,” repeated Bunter
in a louder squeak. - y

Bunter was happy, and sticky, and
shiny. Until he had eaten enough [or
threa or four fellows, Bunter naturally
thought only of the tuck., After that,
having taken the keen edge off his
appeotite, Bunter was roady to talk.
And he had something urgent to say.

“1 say, you fellows!"” roared Bunter.
" "“Pass Bunter a mince pie !" said Bob.
“] mean pass him a dozen! That'll
keep him quiet for a minute !™

“1 say, sabont my cigarette-case!”
sald Bunter, with his mouth full. “I
B4y, ¥ou, faliuwa, now we're back here,
Linley could read that Greek stuff in
it for us. Hee? One of vou fellows got
it away from Quelch’s stu ’

“I don'’t think !" grinned Bob.

“Mind, it nin't because I want my
cigarette-case back, and it ain’t becauso
I’ve been offered thirty beb for it!"” ex-

lained Bunter. “It ain't that at all!

ut Linley’'s a swot, and he knows
Greek, and he could read that Greek
stuff in it that you're so jolly curious
about. That's what I was thinking of.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” said Bunter warmly. “All through

the hols, you were wondering what that
Greek stuff meaot, and trymng to find

out—and now there's a chance—if you -
of; Mhmjr cigarctte-case  back rom
uﬁ __._Jﬁ

“* Bow-wow "

“I say, you fellows, it's easy engugh,
you know,” said Bunter. “You all saw
Quelch take it away from me in the
train at Lantham and slip it into his
overcoat pocket. Well, he hangs his
overcoat up in his study—he's in his

own now. Ten to one that case is still
m the overcoat! He's too jolly busy
on the first day of term to bother about
it—ten to one he's forgotten all about
it. Wheti"? :

“lakely enough,” said Harry Whar-
ton, laughing, * and vou'd better forget
all about it, too, old fat man {”

“What. I mean is, it's Eprfmt] easy
for a fellnw to _nip into his study and
pinch it |"" said Bunter eagerly. “ Quelch
18 in Commeon-room—ien to one his
coat’'s hanging up there on the hook,
and ten to one that cigarette-case Is
gtill in the pooket—"

“Any man herec keen on picking
Ouelch’s pookets?” asked the Bounder.

“Hg, ha, hal" -

“1Tain't Pif-‘kiﬂﬁ his pockets, Smithy,
yvou beast | hooted Bunter.
ain't it? One.of-you fellows—it's pers
foctly safo——* ’ '

“1It's mine, -

" Eafa e«nuu%‘h for anvy man here,
except Bumter [ remarked Peter Todd.
“Bunter ain't keen on it himself,™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh, really, Toddy! I'd go, only—
only—only—well, what I mean is, you
fellows were fearfully keen to make out
what that Greek stuft meant, and Linloy
would know, and I'm only thinking of
vou, of course. 'Tain't because I want
to sell it to Fishy for thirty bob—"

[l3 HBJ. hﬂ-. hﬂ tu v

“What on earth is the fat ass driving
at? asked Vernon-Smith, staring at
unter, “Is. there snything special
about that cigarette-case i

“0Oh, lotsa and lots|” answered Baob
Cherry, with a chuckle, “It's got o lot
of Greek letters—about forty—cut inside
—szome sportsman tut them there with a

enknife, but they don't mean anything.

ve thought they did, because that swee
Soames was after it—but it turne
out—" / :

“SBoames | exclaiméd the Bounder.

“(Chap who used to -be your father's
valet—you remember him! He's been
after Bunter all through the hols. for
that jolly old case.”

“Pulling my leg?” asked Vernon:
Smith, mystified.. = = _

“Hober ns & judge! Like to hear
about it 7"

“¥Yes, rather!” _

The story of the mysterious cigarette-
caso was told: fellows who had not
heard- it, listening with wondering =t-
tention.

" Herbert Vernon-Smith's face was very
thoughtinl,
“By gum!” he said, when Le had

heard all. “A man like Hoames never
took all that trotble for nothing—and
all that risk | He was after something
—and something worth getting after.

“That cigarette-case ain't worth
much—" sa1d Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry, my jolly valuable
casp—" :

“How did Bunter get hold of it%”
asked the Bounder. “I thought he'd
icked it up and kept it, when 1 saw it
ast term——" )

“Oh, really, Smithy, you cheeky
beast——"

“Bunter says 8 man gave it to him in
Friardale Lane, a few days before the
hols., to take to a man at Pegg named
Thom " answered . “"Ha zays
ha couldn’t find Thompson.” s

“Well, that’s rot, on the face of it!™
said Vernon-Bmith. 1 :

“The rotfulness is terrific.”

“Bhove some mince- .pies over to
Fishy! Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's gone!
Fishy | roared Bob, .

But answer there came none. Fisher
T. Fish had departed, in the middle of
the feast | .

‘No doubt he had his own reasons—
after having heard Bunter's remarks on
tha probability of that cigarette-case
being #till in Quelch’s overcoat pocketi

“Where did you Eet it, Bunter,”
asked SBmithy, “and how the diokens
dﬁ%ajﬁnameﬁ come into the matter at
all ?’ x

“The fact is, Smithy, I gave five

uineas for it—yarcocooh!” roared

unter, as 8 jam tart suddenly squashed
on his faot features. “You silly idiot,
ngtﬂthr. wharrer you up to,
h ?JI‘. !
“No use for lies, old fat man1 Where
did you get that silver case " ]
“Beast !” Bunter dabbed at the jam
tart. “Find out! Yah!” -

- “Ki¢k him, Bull—you're nearest |*

“Owl Beast! I'm just going to toll
yvou-!” roared Bunter. “A man gave i

you fat-

- t0 me in Friardale Lane, and asked zov
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Fisher T. Fish was grasped by many hands, swung off his feet, and reversed, His bony head l,npiibd on the study floor, and

his hony legs thrashed wildly.

to take it to My, Thompson, on & metor-
boat at Pegg. e never tipped me a
quid for taking it—1I should have refused

such a thing with sporn, of course.”
TAnd w du:]n..'t you take it, after
being tipped a quid?” asked Bmithy.

“1 did, enly I eouldn’t ind Thompson,
There was only one motor-boat at Pegg,
and that beast Soames was on 1, ex-
plained Bunter. “Ha pretended to be
‘Thompson, at. first, just to get hold of
that cigarette-case, you know—and then
I suddenly recognised him—"

The Bounder chuckled.

“You hewling ass! Sogmesz has used
more names than ha has fingers and toes,
and very likely he wes calling himself
Thompson.™

“Oh!"” Bunter gave quite a jump.
Ha had never thought of that possi-
bility, “Oh crikey! Think =0, Smithy 1"
" “0Oh|” repeated Harry Wharton, “If
that was the case, Bunter's yarn may be
trua, after all.  Of cowrse,’ we never
believed & word Bunter said—>"

“Qh, really, Wharton—"

“Gammon |** said Jehony Bull, “Even
if Soames was Thompson, why should a
man give Bunpter a cigavotto-case to
carry to him, instead of walking a mile
bimiself 1" ; ' :
~*“That does it V' agreed Bob,
g&mm'cm;, as per usual™ ' ;
“That’s all you know 1* jeered Bunter.
“That man couldn’t have wadlked a mile
s-or a vard, for that matter. He had a
game Teg. ™ - .

“You never told us that before 1™ said
Dob tuspiciously. .

“You never asked me, did you? I
say, I'll have some of that cake.” Billy
Bunter filled his mouth with cake before
he proceeded. "“Ie had had a spill in
the snow, or something—anyhow, he
couldn't walk, and I took lLis message,
in my good-natured way—not becouse ha
tipped me g quid, you know! I'm not

“ Just

the sort of fellow to be tipped, I hope.”

Harry Wharton gave the fat Owl a
very curious look. His mention of a
man with a “game leg * brought back a
recollection into the mind of the captain
of the Remove,

““Blessed if it doesn't begin to look

true ! hesaid. “There was o man with
a gamea leg in Friavdale Lane that after-
noon—you fellows remember we saw himn
skid on his motor-bike and go over.”

“T1 remember !"” said Bob. *“His bike
went into the ditch and =sunk in the
snow=—and we helped him alu;f to the
stile. I remember he scem rether
glad to be shut of us, too.™ ;

“Well, he was jolly glad to mee me,
if it waz the same man!” zaid Bunter.
“He was sitting on the stile, mumbling
and groaning. Of course, I was sym-
Eathetic-—l*d have taken a message for

im, even if he hadn't tipped me a
qui{il Mot that he did, you know-—I
would hoave refused to touch it™

“By gum !” The Bounder’s eyes wera
gleaming., “There’s something in this,
that you fellows have missed. Greck
lotters scratched inside the cigarette-
-casg—must havo been a message of some
sort.”

“He gave me a mezzage,” said Bunter.
1 was to tell Thompson where he was,
and he eouldn’'t wealk, see? I was to
take the cigareite-case to prove that the
messnga  wos  gennine—as Thompson
wonld know that it came from him.
That's what he zaid.”

“And the real message was inside the
cigarette-case all the time,” eaid tho
Bounder. “In Greek, tool” _

¥ N-::thmq in it, Smithy,” said Havrey
Wharton, laughing. “You zee, when
that cigarette-caze turned up at Wharton
Lodge, my uncle called in a Greek
friend of his, chap named Konstantino-

oulous, to read il He ceunldn’t make
-head or tail of it—but he told uwa it

up?

“ Gee-whiz ! Say, you galoots—leggo !’" he yelled. ‘* Aw, my cabeza ! Yarooooop I’

wasn't Greck—only a higgledy-pigpledy
uil'}ﬁrmk letters that had no meaning at
all :

" Just scratched in the case, by zome-

body .who had nathing better to Jo,”
giid ng Cherry. '
“Um! ~Why is Soames after it

then ¥ ashed Smithy.

*“ Ask me another1”

“Anything special about the caze,
excopt those Greck leiters inside 27
- YUiNothing at all.”

. “Fhen --that’s that!” said Vernon-
Smith. “I'd jolly well like to see it I

“You go and get it, Smithy!* said
Bunter cagerly. “You ain't funky of
Quelch, like these follows. I'll let yon
Ill?'ﬂ-,]i{ ab if:!,‘I old chap, before I zcll it to
PLSL 1y —

‘the Bounder rose.to his feet. It was
evident, ~that. hia cuviosity was keenly
aroused. Without- saying a word, he
slipped .from the study.

e came back five minutes later,
“Got it1” exclaimed Bunter cagerly,
“Nol¥” grunted S8mithy.

“Wazn't Quelch's overcoat hanging

A

ol Yes: but there was no cigarette.case
in the pockets ™

. " Blow him [* gaid Bunter.

1t was & disappointment for Bunter,
Still, sthere was plenty of tuck in Bab
Cherry’s hamper, so the fat Owl was
able to find comfort. .

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Who ?
T TARE Quelch ™ murmuored
w Bkinper. -
Skinner waas very careful

not td let those words reach
tha ears of Mr. .Queloh, g3 the Hemova
Tue Magier LIBRARY. -~ No. 1,012,
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went into their Form-room in the
morning. : ' _
guelc had a grim frowh on his brow.
isher T, Fish aﬂed him in a sidelong,
watchiul way. But Quelch tock no
notice of the American junior. Ilis
gimlet oyes fixed on Bunter, ;
Bunter, it seemed, was the object of
his wrath. Why, nobody knew, unless
it was the fat Owl's performance at
Lantham tho previous day. -
“Buntor |” rumbled Mr. Quelch,
“Oh! Yes, sirl” Bunter blinked at

him in alarm. *“It wasn't me, sir [

“Bunter 1" said Mr. Queleh, in o deep
voice. “ Yestorday I found you with a
cigarette in your mouth, and a cigar:
ette-caso in your hand. I gave you a
hundred lines——" Ll

“J—I was going to—to write them
to-tday, sir—* stuttered Bunter. “I1—I
never had time yesterday, sir, being the
first day, and—and belping fellows un-
pack, and—=" -

“I took the cigarctte-case away from
Ecm, Bunter !” went on Mr. Quelch, un-

eeding. “I slipped it into my overcoat

ocket. I had no time to think of 1t
urther, on such a busy day, and it was
left in my overgoat pocket. It has been
taken away from that pocket.”

“Oh!” gasped Bonter.
round at the Bounder, an acousing blink,

“That overcoat was left hanging in
my study, after I came in,” resumed

Mr, Quelch. “I did not look at it again.

3ill this morning, when I went to tale
ywut the cigarette-case and lock it up.
I'he acticle was no longer there, Bunter |
[ can only conclude that you had the
audacity, the impudence, to visit my
study and regain possession of if.”

“0Oh crikey I’ gasped Bunter.

Tisher T. Fish sat with his sharp ?H
fooking down his long sharp nose. The
Famous Five, as well as Bunter, looked
round at Smithy. 8o did the other
foellows. They knew that Smithy had
gone down from supper in 8twudy No. 13
to look for the silver case in the over-
sont, He had returned to say that it
was not theral But according to
Quelch. 1t certaioly had been there,

“If vou have done this, Bunter——"'
said Mr. Quelch, in a deep, booming
yoiee, .

“Oh, no, sir!” howled Bunter. “I
never went near your study, sir! 1
haven't seen that case sinco you took it
away."”

“I can scarcely believe that state-
ment, Bunter. If you had taken the
cigarotte-case back, it would have been
sn act of disrespectful impudence—but
on the part of any other boy, it would
have beon an act of pilfering. Did you,
or did you not, take that cigarette-caso
fromm my overcoat?"

“Not" gas Bunter.

“Did you induce any other boy to
recover it for youl”

“Oh, no! I haven’t got it!” gasped

the fat Owl. ‘I never asked any of the
follows to get it for me, sir. naver
mientioned it in Cherry’s study at
gupper, sir—you can ask the follows who
wore thero—they all heard me——=-"

“Shurrup, you blithering idiot!”
breathed Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Aro  you speaking to Bunter,
Cherry 1" rapped Mr. Quelch. *Take

E{t'y lines for speaking to Bunter.”

“0Oh, ves, sir "

“It appears,'"” said Mr. Qualch grimly,
#that you asked other boys to recover
that cigarette-case for you, Bunter. No
‘doubt onc of them did so, and handed
it to you. Now give it to me st once.”

“He dido’t, sir!” howled Dunter.
“He came back and said it wasn't theve.
All the fellows heard him.”
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Herbert Vernon-S8mith gave the fat
Owl & black look. He was far from
anxious for Mr. Quelch to learn that he
had paid that surrveptitious visit to the
Form-master’s study.

- lcﬂ—cm my word " exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. *“Then you admit that some
Remove boy, at your request, went to
my study to take "away your cigareite-
case, Bunter.” -

“0Oh, no, sir! [ never asked anybody |
Besides, it wasn't for me—he wanted to
look at 1 4y

Mr, Quelch's jaw set.

“Do you mean to say, Bunter, that o
Remove boy wont to take away tho
cigarette-case, and that he did not hand

it to you "

““"He—he—he said it wasn't there,
sir,” stuttered Bunter. beliaved

 him, of course. I thought you'd locked

it up, as he never had it.” y
“I scarcely undeistand this!" said
Mr. Quelech. *The cigaretite-case cor-
tainly was left in my coat pocket, and it
cortainly was taken away while 1 was in
Common-room during the evening, Tt
is impossible for me to believe that any

- Remove boy would take it and keop it.
It ean only have been taken to return

to 'i,;uu. Bunfer—and I order you to hand
it back to me at once." : -

% ]—I—1 haven’t got it—J—]—"

! Otherwise, Bunter, I shall cane you.™

“Qh crikey ! Look here, Smithy, you
beast, dyc-u jolly well gimme that case I
howled the alarmed Owl, -“T ain't jolly
well going to be wl_lqpped because you're
sticking  to- my ‘cigareite-casel You
can't expect 1.7

The Bounder sct his lips.

The gimlet oyes were fixzed on him
now. - 3

“Vernon-Smith !" said Mr. Quelch, in
a rumbling voice. “Did vou enter my

study last evening and take Bunter’s

cigamtt?;nnm from my  ovorcoat
at T - :

“No, sir!" answered the Bounder

coolly.

“(Oh crikey I"" gasped Bunter, blinking
at the Bounder, with his eyes almost
popping through his spectacles, “1I say,
you fellows, just hear him.”

“Did vou onter my study at all,
Vernon-Smith 1%

“Yes, sgir!l” answercd the Bounder
quietly “I went to look for Bunter's
cigaretto-case, but it was not there,”

‘Oh, really, 3mithy—"

% Silonce, Bunter! You admit,
Vernon-8mith, that you entered my
siudy to take away an article thai had
been  confiscated
Quelch. e

“I wanted to see it, sir, because of
something I had been told about it! I
should have put 1t back again after-
wards, as I knew that you would miss
it,"” answered the Bounder. I should
not have given it to that fool Bunter|
But I did not take it at all, ns it was
not there.” ;

“It was laft in my overcoat pocket,
Vernon-8mith, and it is now missing.”

“Then I suppose I wasn't first in the
field, sir 1" said Vernon-8mith, “ Bunter
must have had it before I went.”

-1 never—="" yelled Bunter. *Yon
jolly well know you had it, you beast,
and you're jolly well sticking to it!"”

“Silence, Bunter|” thundered Mr,
Quelch. “How dare you make such an
accusationt Obviously Vernon-Smith
did nothing of the kind. Vernon-Smith,
I beliove your statement, of course, that
vou did not take the cigarette-case, and
that it was not therea when yvou looked
for it; but that does not alter the fact
that you entered my study with the
intention of taking it away—a lawless
and . disrespectiul sct! You will take
five hiundrved lines, Vernon-8mith 1"

thundered Mr.

:Now the

S Very well, siz,” said the Bounder,
with a glance at Bunter, which indicatec
a good time coming for the fat Owil
after class.

“Bunter! No doubt you asked other
boys, as well as Vernon-Smith, to fetch
the cigarette-case for you.' One of them,
I have no doubt, did so.”

“I—I might have mentioned it to a
few fellows, sir I groaned Bunter, * but
if Bkinner’s got it—"  *

“ Bkinner 1" ]

“I never touched it, sir!” exclaimed
Skinner, in & great hurry. “Bunter

asked me io get it, and I told him to
go and eat cokel™
“If you've got it, :}’l.‘nd&:c'—”

*¥You fat chump !

#Todd! Did you—-"

“No, _sir|” answered Peter. %I
believe Bunter asked half the Remaove,
but nobody was ass enough to do it 1™

“There is no doubt,” said Mr.
Quelch, *that the cigarette-case has
been taken. If you have not taken it
Bunter, it is clear that some other boy
must have done so, at i1,3‘»:::1;1:: request. In
that case, it must have been handed over
to you.” )
© “Tain't 1 shrieked Bunter.

“Is. that eilver cigarette-case in the
possession of  any boy here present?”
dFe-j_nanded Mr. Queleh, looking over the

orim.

“T haven't got ik, sir 1 wailed Bunter,
“1 thought you'd locked it up, when
Smit-h;.r came back and said it wasn't

there.”

“Very well,” maid Mr Quelch.
“Perhaps the article has not yet beou
returned to you, Bunter. I warn you.
that if you are found in possession .of
it, you will be severely punished. I
command yon, when it is returned to

vou, to bring it to my study at once.™

“0h, certainly, sirl” ﬁas ed . Bunter,

“I shall now,” adde r. Queleh,
“cane you for having reguested Remove
boya to abstract o econfiscated article
from my study, Bunter.”

“#I—I—1I didn’t, sir—" yelled
Bunter. :

L1 Whnt?ﬂ' :

“]1—I never mentioned it to a soul,
gir—never said a syllable about it | I—I

—I'd forgotten it, sir—quite forgotten
the whele thing—"

“Stand out before ihe TForm,
Bunter |” '

“Oh crikay I _

Whop, whop, whop |

“Yow-ow-ow "' | :

Billy Bunter wnigled on his form
during first lesson_that mc-rmnll:lr:l And
ho cast infuriated blinks at Herbert
Vernon-Smith that almosi eracked his
spectacles,

[

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

Boot For Bunter !
& I

BAY, you fellows!"
“Fathead |

“He's

“Tdiot

“That beast Smithy—"
“ Ass IV
ﬁ?t my cigarette-caso—"
. After morning clazs Billy Bunter was
in a state of excitement, of mingled
wrath and apprehension, _
In break that morning, Vernon-Smith
had kicked him, snd kicked him again,
dand kicked him yet again. s
But if 8Smithy hoped that kickin
would disabuse the fai Owl's mind o
the idea that he had the cigarette-case,
Smithy was disappointed.
‘ Bunter was quito sssured of that!l
r Famous Five were listening
to his tale of woe



“1 say, you fellows, you ean call a
fellow nemes,” hooted Bunter, *“but
rou jolly well know he's gat it} Didn't
im go ”dm\rn from the study speecially
for.at1d

“He told us it wasa't there, fathead 1"
said Bob. _

*Well, Quelch says it’s gone! I eay,
the beast kicked me, in break, because
I knew he had it—"

“ Berve you right " n

“Beast 1" roared Busnter. “Think
I'm going to have Smithy kicking me,
because he's pinched my cigarette-case!
Look here, Wharton, you're captain of
the Form, and haaﬂfbn , abd you ought
to make himt hand it over,”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Head boy's duties don't include
looking after cigarette-cases, old fat
wary,'’ he answered. :

“ dmithy's ob it—" .

“You howling ass!™ said Jﬂhl]ﬂﬁ
Bull. " Bmithy hasn't got it] Thin
Smith *.-.*{ru]eiy inch a cigarette-case,
vou bhithering chump 1"

“ Well, you see, ha has—"

“¥ou asked half the Remove to get
itk for you, you silly chump ! said
Nugent. “Bome fellow got it hefore
Smithy got there, and he will hand it
over to et

“Why hasn't he, then 1"

“Blessed if I know. Nobody would
keap it

“Smithy's got e

“ Fathead 1 :

“I sny, you fellows, T can’t ask hm
for it, because he kicks me whenever I
¢o near hinp—"

“Ha, ha, ba!?

“.0Oh, stop cackling{” roared Bunter.
“T'm ;ﬂ]lmel] g'mn% to have my cigar-
otte-case k from Smithy.. The beast
has got one of his ewn—and he's got
tons of money to ‘buy another if he
wants it] He's jolly well not gomng to

hasn't

keep mine 1™ i
175
Whartan.

*3mith
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"H:::;w'du you know he hasn't—unless
you have!” exclaimed Bunter, with a
ruspicious blink at the captain of the
Remove. I say, Wharton, i you've
gob it—"

“Why, you—you—you—-~"~ o

“I don’t mind letting you see it if
vou want to show Linley those Greek
letters in it, but I ain't going to let
vou keep it! You can't cxpect it!”
ixelaimed Bunter warmly., “If you've
got 1t——"

“Bump bim " said Harry.

“I sav, you fellows—— ¥Yaroocooop [”
roared Bunter, as he sat down sud:
denly in the quad.

The Famous Five walked away—
having heard guite enough of Bunter
and his cigarettc-case.

Bunter sat and roared, till Peter Todd
kindly came and ‘gave him a hand-up,

As Peter tock hold of a fat ear to
help him up, however, Bunter did not
soom grateful. He roared again as he
was assisted.

got roared

“Owl PBeast! Don't pull my ear
off 1" he yelled. *Ow! . 1 say, Toddy,
old chap, you could lick Smithy!

You're no end of a scrapper, Toddy!
I say, will you make that cad Emitfvxy
give mo my cigarette-case back?"

“He hasn't got it, you burbling owl I*

“He jolly well has, and you jolly well
know 1t !” hooted Bunter. ;

“He jolly well hasn't, end I jolly well
know he jolly well hasn't1”

“Have you, Toddy " acked Bunter—
slspicions agalin.

“What?"” ejaculated Toddy..
] ‘“'FFE]], I mean to say, if you've.gob
L ——

Bump |

Bunter sat down agsn,

ety Saturday

He was sitting and spluttering when
tho Bounder came along. : '

Smithy did not offer him assistance.
Hea stopped and fxed a deadly look on
the fat, spluttering OwkL

Bunter %anad up at him.

“8till think I've got your cigaretie-
case, Bunteri” asked Vernon-Bmith,
very quietly. :

“Eh? I jolly well know you haveI”

F“'Fﬁ::g IBunfBr.

“Yarooop ™

Bunter had been feeling too breath-
less to get on his feet. But as the
Beounder's foot landed, he leaped up as
if it had been alectrified.

“Ow! Wow] Stoppit]l” I say, you

“Gimme my  cigarcite-case, you
cad—— Yarooop "
Thud! Thudl

Billy Bunter bolted, without stopping
to discuss the cigavette-case further.

After him went the Bounder, still
kicking. : . -

If booting Bunter could convinee him
that Bmithy hadn’t pinched his cigar-
ette-case, Bunter ought to have been
convineed. The Boonnder dribbled him
like a fat football. _

“Ow Wow! Btoppit! I sg, you
fellows, stoppim!” roared unter,
charging up to the Famous Five, who
wero standing in a group at the gates.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥ )

“I. say—  Yaroocooch!” shrieked
Bunter. “I say, Smithy, you—you can
keep that cigaretto-case, if you like—
Whoooop 1" £

Even that generous offer did not

laﬁ:aa the Eﬂun[ri!ur It He _kmlm-d;d and

ic again, and yet agamn; and as
Bunter r%,zahﬁd out into the road, he
rushed after him, still’ kicking.

Wild yells floated back, as Bunteér
bolted up Friardale Lene like a run-
away steam-engine. Vernon-Smith fol-
lowed him soma distance, assisting his
flight, befora he turned and walked
back to the gates. _

Rilly Bunter carcered on, and did
not stop till he reached the stile in the
lane. He leaned on the stile, gurgling
and gasping, and pumping in breath.

“Urrrrgh! Qooogh!  Urrirghl
Grrrrgeh | gurgled the fat Owl

Ha gasped, and gospod, and gasped.
And agmf: muffled in & thick coat, with
s hat pulled low over his brows, who
step EI from the trees near the stile,
st watching him, with a smile of
grim amusement.

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.)
All Right For Soames !

OAMES smiled—grimly. .
. He had hacfr to wait—esince
Billy Bunter's disappearance from
Wharton Lodge in the holidays.
But he had only to wait—he waa sure
of getting at the fat Owl again, when
Greyiriars School reopened for the new
FInl. ;
tﬂHe was prepared to wait and watch
patiently, lurking in the vicinity of the
school, till he had a chance at Bunter.
His chance had coms sconer than. he
had hoped. i _
For a long minute he stood watching
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Soames, he’ gave ‘s weip of letror.
Eﬂmll;hy would have been betier. than
this ]

“Oh erikey!” he pasped. “Youl
Oh lor"t* _P

“Will_you pleaso step into the weed,
Master Bunteri” asked SBoames, in his
smogth, deferential tomes.

“Oh, nol I—I'd rather not! JI—
I've got to got back to dioner !” gasped
Bunter. “I—I'm rather in a—a

hurry—" He brokd off at the glitter
in the steely eyes. “I—I mean, of—of
course—i-j-just what I—I want———IJ—
I—I—I'm so-so-so gug-gug-glad fo sus-
Sus-860 YOu again, Soamesl”

“The pleasure is mutual[”

ames irenically. * el

Bunter rolled dizmally into the trees,
out of gight from the lane. During the
last week: or two he had almost for-
gotten Scames. . He was. most unplea-
santly. reminded of him now,

#I—I—1 say, I—I anin't got it, you
know !I" he gasped. “I1 tut-tut-told you
that ‘beast ‘Fishy had it, you know—"

“And I -have:learned since that you
smashed Master I'ish's bag at Wharion
Lodge and kept back the cigarette-
case 1" said Soames quietly.

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.

Heo: wondered how on earth Soames
knew that.. . ,

“Lying appoars to be long
suit,. Master Bunter!” said Boames
“But 1 warn you not to lie to me now.
You have eluded me since you left
Whartan.. Imlf' with & cunning
should “hardly have cxpected from. so
stupid & fool.” . :
4*0h,. really, you know=——*

“But I had only to wait for the new
term to in at your 1" =aid

eaid

Qulr

hgf ool,

Soames. , “ Thank you for coming out so
opportunely, Master Bunter! Now
hand me tha cigarotte-cate, and 1 am
done with you.” - s w5 )
"I haven't got it—I really haven't }’
howled Bunter, tecrified by the look

that came over Soames' face. “That

beast Smithy has got it 1” i
“Master’ Hervbortl” exclaimed

Soaes., . . : ) .
“Yes|™ gasped ‘Bunter. “He's

pinched, it [*

“} remomber Master Herbert very
well, having been for some years in his
fatber's service,” said Sosmes. “He
has, many -faults, and very serious ones;
but "he certainly is incapable of pinch-
ing, as, you call EB anything, L be-
lieved whdt you told me before—that he
thiew the cigarette-case out of his h’r.'tiig
window Bectlse ﬁ'ﬁu had filled it wit
his cigaretied,  That is guite 1n keepin
with Alastér” Herbert's character, Bu
he would no moré ‘steal a cigarette-cate
than he would hold up a banki"

“But he has—" gasped Bunter.

Without raphrl?g ‘again, the crook

roceeded to search the trembling fat

wl. Then he stood looking at him,
with a glint in his eyes that made Billy
Bunter's blood run almost cold.

“Where is the . cigarette-case?" he
asked, between his teeth. *“Tell me the
truth this time, Master Bunter, or it
will ba very much the worse for you 1

“He's got it 1" groaned Bunter. * You
see, Quelch—that's my beak—saw me
with it. and took. it.away. Of course, we

(Continued on next page.)

the gurgling, gasp-
ing Owl of the Re-
move. Then he
stepped to him and
touched him lightly
on' the shoulder.

“Ow! Keep off,
Smithy, you beast ¥
yelled Bunter,

He spun round,

dThen, as he zaw b

if ¥you
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ain't allowea Jo have such things—and
tted it-amd wook it from ime.
o loft 1t in his owvercoat pocket in his
study, feas a some fellow to get it
for me=—— Oh lor'i Aad Smithy went
—and came back and said— Keep off,
you boast 1"
Boamea nsede » movemwent. But he
checked himself, breathing hard.

'“He—he ecame back and said it

wasn't thera!” gaspod Bunter. “But
O%ualr:h said in Form this morning that
it was gone, so I knew he'd had it
Oh deart” ‘

“You fat fooll” said Boames. “If
Master Herbert said it was not there,
it was not there! If what you tell me
iz true—-" His steely oyes almost
penetrated the fat, scared face. “Bome
other boy—— Did Fish krow where to
look for 11"

“ Fishy |" ejaculated Bunter.

He gave quite & jump,

Soames’ eyes gleamed, It was another
check, another disappointment for him,
i:-ut_ ho could guess now how the matter
ay. : i

“On & previous otcasion,”” he said

uietly, *the AmeYican boy Fish found
the cigaratte-cage and retained it, as
you told me, Is it possible that he has
obtained it this time? ‘Is he one of
the boys vou esked to get it for Euu? '

“The beast I” gasped Bunter. “I told
him Quelch had it, and thet he eould
Lave it for thirty beb if he got it out
of his study—"

“80 he knewi"

“He knew all right—the beast]! Why,
1 remewmber he was at the supper n
Bob's study,” exclaimed Bunter, © and
he cleared off before Bmithy went down
to look for it. Oh, that awful rotter!
I jolly well know where he went now!
No wonder 8mithy never found it when
he went 1

Billy Bunter breathed wrath,

In his exasperation, as he realised
that it must have been Fishy who had
tsken that silver case from Quelch's
study, he almost forgot his terror of
SBoames. i )

“The rotten cad!” said Bunter. * Just
one of his tricks! He never dared ﬁft
after it in Queleh’s study; but then he
heard me telling the fellows that Quelch
had most likely left it in his overcost

ocket, #o he ﬂnlf‘: had to nip in and
ﬁmk while Quelchy was in Common-
room with the other beaks. I might
have guessed—I mean, it ain't natural
for a chap to go away befors the end
of & feed, you know; there was lots
left when Fishy weont—"

Boames starad at the fat Owl for a

moment, and then smiled faintly.

He had no doubt now. Once more
that silver cigarette-case was in the
bony clutches of Fishor T. Fish.

“Wait till T get back!” breathed
Buntey, “I'll make that cad cough it
u%I The other fellows will make him
when I tell them. The awful rotter|
They wouldn't back me up against
Emit'hy; they kept on telling me that
Smithy hadp’t Fg'cvt it. But they'll know
all right that Fishy's got it when I tell
them. They know him,

Boames ayed Bunter,

His first thought on learning -that
Fisher T. Fish had the prize again was
to get vid of Bunter ang keep a watch
for & meeting with Fishy. He did not
need telling why Fishy had pinched the
article; it was for a “trade.”

_But now that his questions had en-
lightened Bunter it was clear that the
fat junior was going back to the school
as soon as he got away to claim the
silver case back from Fishy.
Whether he would s , or whether
Tue Macuer Liseagy,—~No, 1,612,

you see.”
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-Fishy would sncceed in keeping posses-

sion of the disputed articls, was wun-
known to Boames; but in either case he

-¢ould see his way clear now.

¥ Now, listen to me, Master Bunter ”
said Soames quistly. “1° want that
cigarette-case very much, as-
aware., ¥You have mentioned that you
were going to sell it to Fish for thirty
shillings." ;

“Well, I shouldn't be able to keep it.
Fou know, with-Quelech——*

“Quite so! If you regein posseasion
of it, Master Bunter, I ngi]l buy it from
you for twice as much.”

“If you will take th s
] you will take three pounds for
it, Master Bunter——" b

“Wouldn't- I just?” said Bunter, his
eyes glinting behind his spectacles. *]
mern to say, it don't belong to anybody
in particular. I shan't ever see that

man with the game leg sgain who gave
it to me, I expect—'
" Probably not,"" assented Soames,

with & smile. Boames knew, if Bunter
did not, that was likely to see
Rat Hankey outside prison walls for
threa yvears to come.

“And I  never .found that man
Thompson at Pegqrths,t 1t was sent to,”
went on Bunter. Then he
as he remembered what Bmithy had
said on that subject. * Oh, if—if it was
you—I mean, if—if you were calling
yourself Thompaon—-="

“Bo you have thought of that, Master
Bunter 1" said Sosmes irokically.

“Well, I'm rel;tiy keen, you know,”
sald Bunter. “1 rather think that
there wasn't really any Thompson at all,
but only you. I mesn to say, it looks to
me. ag 1f that man with the game le
thought your name was Thompeon.
shouldn’t wonder if you told him so.”

“What! Oh, yes!” gasped Soames.
“You are & very bright lad, Master
Bunter; you have a very peneotrating
intellect.” :

“1 fanecy I'm {fairly keen,™ said
Bunter complacently “Well, look
bere, I'm going to get that silver case
off Fishy, and I'll let you have it for
three pounds—of course I will! Whar-
ton seys it gin’t worth more than thirty
shillings; but it jolly well must be, or
Fishy wouldn’t offer thirty bob for it!
He's too E:Ly mean 1"

He blin uneasily at Soames.

“I—I say, you—vou mean it about
the thres quid ?” he asked. “You ain’t

ust pulling my leg to get hold of it
or nothing "

“Not at &ll I smiled Soames. “You
shall have every assurance, Master
Bunter. ¥ou may hand it to me in a
public place if you like, where I could
not possibly take it from you by
violence—in  the Market Square at
Courtfield, if you ¢ , or in the
\'Illaige street at Friardale.”

“Well, it's & ﬁn!!g lcmﬁ walk to
Courtfield,” said Bunter. “1T could get
down to Friardale after dinner. I ghall
jolly well have it by then, if Fishy's got
tf—and I jolly well know he has now 1"

“1 shall look for you in the village
strect, Master Bunter,” said Soames

very genially.

N

-o-can I—I go now?” gasped
Bunter,
_ “Certainly | I regret,” said Boames

in his smooth tones, “that there hsaa
ever been any disagrecment on this sub-
513-:3 Master Bunter, We have now
made an smicable arrangement, bene.
ficial to both parties, It will be wiser
ngt to mention having met me; it might
place difficulties in the way of your
comin i

“Oh, ves, rather!” agrced Bunter
“I shan't say a word, of course—no
fear! I say—I

u Aare

ing ! Bure Wingate of the
ave o start &

- Boames, Al

.samebody

“Yest"

“You'll have the threc pounds with
you T

“Certainly 1"’ smiled Soames. *Good-
bye, Master Bunier, till I see you in

riardale t”
. Billy Bunter shot out of the wood
into the lane.

Twice, thrice, he blinked back ower
a fat ulder as he rolled off towards
the acllg.mi i&xﬁm;;_:-le as Eaamfg nﬁw
was, Bunter ho 1o means lost hLis
dread of him.

But-he saw no more of Boames, and
he arrived at Greyfriars in & very
cheery mood just as the dinner-bell was

ringing. - Bunter was feeling quite
bm§a§ as he 3

rolled in to dinner,
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Shaken Oug !

6 SAY, you fellows—"*
LA
ishy's got it [™
“Got what1”
“My cigarette-case!”
“0h, my hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
“Fishy now? It waa Smith _thitf. inurn.—
ixth hesn't

of 1£7"

“Ha, hs, ha "

Billy. Bunter caught tha Famous Five
a3 the Remove came out after dinner.
He required assistance in extracting
that cigarette-case from Fisher T. Fish,
It was not much use asking Fishy for it.

g | nsgr, you fellows, don't cackle | he
snapped. “You know that Fishy got it
once and stuck o it. He heard me
say 1n Bob's study that 1t was 1n
Quelch's overcost pocket: and you
know how he sneaked off before the
spread was over—"'

“Oh1” exclaimed Harry. ]

“By gum, 1 shouldn't wonder!” =aid
Bob, "Fishy's worm enough! And ]
olly well remember he clenred off early
rom the spread. I wonder——"

“I know ho's got it!" declared
Bunter. “I never thought of it at
first, ae Bmithy went after it; but

mes knew at once—"

“Soames!” exclaimed the Famous
Five together.

“0Oh, no, not Hpamea!” cxclaimed
Bunter hastily. *I haven't seen Sosmes.
I haven't been out of gates to-day at all,

" vou know.”

" ¥You benighted Ananias, we saw you
roll out—with Smithy's boot behind
vou!l" growled Johnny Bull

“Oh, I—I mean, I—I just went for =
walk " explained Bunter. *“I never
mot an:;baﬁg at a8ll. I haven't scen
never spoke to him. Of
course, I wouldn’é! A man who was
vld Smith’s valet—as if I'd epesk io

bim |
Wharton & Co. stared at

Bunter.  That he had seen Boames
while ocut of gates was clear, but it was
a puzzle. eving seen Hoames, they
would have expected him to come in
palpitating with funk; instead of which,
it seemed that he desired to keep the
mesating dark, for some mysterious
rﬂ;ﬁ““ of his m;’tii . I

sa¥, you fellows, you're going to
make Fishy hand it over, ninﬁ:a;gu?”
asked Bunter anxioualy. “I ean't go to
Quelch about if, or he would take it
instead of Fishy. I expect my pals to
stand by me.”

“If Fishy's got it, we'll make him
cough it up fast enough,” snid Harry
Wharion. *I think very likely he has:
has, and Bmithy certainly

“Como on, then!™ snid Bunter. “X
BAY, {,uu fellows, vou get that cigarotte.
case back for me, and I'll stand you &
spread for tea.”

hasn'e.™



“* Hallo, hallo, hnHu; ! ** roared ah
like leather.

“ [fas that jolly old postal erder come
at lasti” 1*11111:2:5,v Bob,

Y shall bo in funds this afternoon,”
:aid Bunter, “I'm not going fo talk,
you fellows, but you can take it from
me that I shall be in funds all right.
But I've got to get that cigarette-casze
first EEYGF*IEHWE make Fishy cough it
I a

“Where is hel” asked Bob, “Any-
hody seen a bony fish hanging about?”

““He's gono up to his study——"

“Follow on!” said Bob; and the
Famous Five went into the lousze, and
up to the Remove passago; Billy Bunter
volling after them with bright and
happy anticipation in his fat face.

‘Fﬁa amount of tuck that could be ob-
tgined for three pounds was positively
daxzling to Bunter ] His mouth watered
at the thought of it. And that sum was
a3 good as in his fat hands! At all
events, Bunter thought that it was—
rather forgetting the ancient proverb
that there 13 many o slip "twixt cup and
lip |

leuhnn Bull hurled open the door of
Study No. 14, which was his study as
well as Fishy's, _

Fisher T. Fish was scated there, with
an expression of deep and earnest cogr-
tation on his bony face.

Fishy was;, in point of fact, thi:}kinp;'
out the problem of getting “in touch '
with the man who was willing to pay
twenty pounds for a silver cigarette-
case with somo Greek letters scratched
mside |

He jumped as the door flew open, and
g!amj round at the juniors as they
iramped 1,

“Qay, what the great horned toad
15——"" "heo snapped.

“Gimme my cigarcitaicaze, you hony
beast 1" howled Billy Bunter. “I say,
vou fellows, you make him hand it
over " . !

Fisher T, Fisk rose from his chair,
his hony jaw squaring.

“Got it 1" gasped Nugent,

Cherry, as he groped in the earthy hollow, and his fingers closed on something that felt

113 L'ﬂﬂ'k ! 1 ] L% nh’. my
eyes fixed on it eagerly.

“Yon fat goob!” ho said. * What'd
I know about your cigarette-case—and
it ain't yourn, nohow | Didn't I say,
fair and squarve, at Wharton Lodge,
that I'd hand it over to you if you
proved it was vourn; and did you?”

“Beast! Gimme—"'

“Have you got it, Fishy!" asked
Harry Wharton quictly.

“I guess I ain't answering any ques-
tions, old-timer | said Fisher T. Fish
coolly. “* What's put that idea into your
head 1

“Buanter has seen Soames—"

“I say, I haven't!” yelled Bunter.
“He told me specially not to mention

that I'd seex him, and I haven't.
never said a word——"
“Bunter has soon Scames, and

Sonmes seems to have guessed somehow
that you had it, and told Bunter!”
went on Wharton unheeding. “ And it
seems to us ;-:-HE likely, as you took it
before, and stuck to it. Hand it over!”

“Bay, is it yourn " asked Fisher T.
Fish savcastically. “I'll tell a man that
it ain't yourn, any more than it's that
fat clam’s|"

“It is not Bunter's, and it is not
yours | said Harry. '*We want it, in
the first place, to show Linley, to sce
whether he can make anything of those
Greek letters in it—in the second place,
whether Bunter has any right to it or
not, he has meore right than you have.”

Fisher T. Fish shrugged his bony
shoulders, . _

“1f Bunter opines that I got anytling
of hig'n, all he's got to do i1s to go to
Quelch about it!” he answered,

“You bony beast, you know I can't
go to Quelch—"

‘“Shut the door after you!”
TFisher T. Fish.

“Have you got that case?” reoared
Bob Cherry. :

“T gucss I said shut thal door after
you !

said

"
..l;l.';_ -' o
P
i

"&;r'..i.-.r

= é £l
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t 1" Bob Cherry held up a leather wallet, and all

“ Shake it out of him, i he’s gol it 1"
zald Bob.

“Good eggl”

“Hyer, you walk your chalks!’
velled Fisher 1. Fish in alarm, as the
Famous Five surrovnded him, *“1
puess—I reckon—I'll tell & man—leggo
—doggone you, will you leggo a guy—
aw, wake snakes, this beve 13 the bee's
kneal Yaroopl”

Fisher - T. Fish, stroggling wildly,
was grasped in Bve pans of hands
They swung him off hizs feet, and
reversed him, - _

A hbony head tapped on the study
floor. Tio bony legs thrashed wildly,
A voice like o =aw was heard on its top
note ! )

“Gele-vhiz!  Say, voun. galoots-
leggo )l Aw, my cabeza! Yaroop [V
% 1ake, shake, shake |

“1e, he, he!” gurgled Billy Bunter.

“Leggo " ahrie%md Fisher T. Fish.
“Aw! Carry me home to die! Great
John James Brown! Yoo-hoop!”

All sorts of things streamed out of
Fisher T. Fish's pockets, as he was
shaken vigoronsly upside down! Among
them was a’ cigarette-case | o

“I say, you fellows, there it izl"
velled nter, and he pounced.

Harry ‘Wharton picked it up before
the fat paw could rveach 1k

“Teggo!" raved Fisher T, Fish.

The juniors let go--suddenly! There
was a terrifie crash as Fisher T. Fish
spread his bony ]E,-'nﬂ:eh along the floor.

Ficher T, Fish rolled and yelled.

The Famous Five walked out of Study
No. 14, leaving him rolling and yelling.
After them scudded Bunter, with fau
hatids outstretched for the cigarcite-case.
After all of them sounded the anguished
howls of Fisher T. Fish.

“Ow! Wow! Aw, search me!
Wow! Aw, my cabeza—wowl DMy
honesl Ow! Wow! TIll say this is

Tne Alagxer LiBRaRY.—No. 1,612,



24

]?uaru:l:'llt Wowl Aw, weke snakes!
ow !> .

"Figher T. Fish Eicka_n:l himself u
dizzily, He rubbed his bony limbs, an
gasped and grosnéd, He had an acho
in every bone in his bony person; and
for a long, long time, ¥ishy forgot the
Eigare{;tevcase" as he rubbed those aching

nes

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Spotting The Secret !
ARK LINLEY stared,

Ho stood in Study No, 13
with the silver cigarette-case
in his hand—the Famous Five

watching him, and waiting for the
verdict.

Billy Bunter, in a state of breathless
indignation, blinked in at tho study
doorway. The fat Owl did not object
to anybody or everybody seeing the
Greek letters in that cigarette-case; but
he was in a hurry.

There was none too much time to geb
down to Friardale and back before
afternoon class. In the village waited
Boames, with three pounds for Bunter
—if he arrived with that cigarette-
case! Naturally, Bunter wanted Lo
errive,

If he did not lose a moment, there
was & chence of getting back to the
echool in time for a snack at the tuck-
shop befors the bell rang.

In these pressing circumstances,
Bunter had no time to waste while
fellows bothered about those silly Greek
letters in the silver case,

Bunter wanted to start!

“This 15 jolly odd,” said Mark. The
Lancashire junior was one of the few

fellows in the Bemove who did Greek;
and the Famous Five relied on him to
elucidate the meaning—if eny—of the
Greek letters in the silver case.

He seemed puzzled, and at the same

time a little amused.

“1 say, vou fellows—" eame a fat
squeak from the door.

“Shut up, Bunter!” hooted the

Famous Five together.
“Shan't!" hooted back Bunter.
“That's my cigarette-case, ain't it1"”

The magnet
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“Poast 1" roared Bunter. “Think

" I've let you take it away from Fishy

to stick to 1tl Gunme
case !l I've pot to get
“Get off, then, you fat frump!™
“I can’t go without the cigarette-
case, you fathead!™ howled Bunter.
“How can I sell it if I baven't got it ?"
“¥ou fat, foozling, frandulent frump,
Euu’m not going to sell a thing that
oesn’t belong to {G‘HI Shut up ¥
“It's mine " yel led Bunter, *“*I say,
ou fellows, give it to me! I shall be
ate for ¢lass if I don’t start now | Now
give it to me. I ain’t going to wait1”
“Will ‘you shut up?” roared Bob
Cherry. -
“No, I won't! I say—— Whooop "
Five exasperated fcllows rushed at
Billy Bunter! They all booted him

tn%eﬂmrl
unter, velling, the
Remove pasz. - .

The door of Study Neo, 13 slammed

after him, 2

“ Now, Marky—"" said Bob.

Mark Linley Iagfhed* =

“This is jolly odd,” be said. “But
it's ai:nﬂlée enough .to any fellow who
knows the Greek alphabet.”

“Wall, we kunow the Greck letters,
move or less’ said Harry. *But not
what all of them mean in English
letters, ™ . 7 .

“That's it,"” said Mark. :

“But & Greck chap looked at it at
Wharton Lﬂdﬂﬁ. and he couldn't mako
anything of it,"” eaid Harry.

ﬂ:lark laughed again. .

“Hea couldn’'t have known English,
then,” he said; “I mean, he couldn’t
have beeu able to read English.”

“Right on goal,” said Bob. “Ho
couldn’'t—he spoke it, but did not read
or write it. I remember Colonel Whar-
ton saying so. Blessed if I sec how
you've guessed it, though.”

“Elementary, my dear Watson, as

Bherlock Holmes would saw,” answered
“An English

my, cigaretto-

—

flew down

Mark Linlay, laughing 1
chap who c}lid not know the Englich
aquivalents for Greek letters cowld not

read this—and a Greek who did not
know the KEnglish & printed languago
could not read 1t. It must have seemed
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to him jusi a l1igglm1;,r.-pi§g-lﬂ1y collec-
tion . of Greek lettors—" :
- “That's what ho called it," eaid
Harry.,  “But do you mean to say
that you can make 1t out, Linley?"

“Lasily., As I happen to know
printed Erﬁllﬁh, and Greck letters,
too,”, said Mark, with a smile. “It's
simple. Whoever seratched these letters
in the metal was writing a message,
umng.llﬂnghsh words, but Greek letters.”

“Ohl English words. That's why
old Konstantinopoulous wasn’t wise (o
it, then!"” exclaimed Nugent.

*“That's why. The spelling is English,
but the letters are Greek. It's a trick
to write & message in ordinary English,
but one that could not be rt*ﬂ.ﬁ if it fell
into the wrong hands—unless the chap
leppencd to know the Grock alpliabet,
of course, which most people don't.”

“Oh, then all you've got to do 1= 1o
change those Greek letters into English
letters,  and we shall read an English
Wnrd'!u H

“More than one word—they're run
together, either to save space or to make
it more ‘puzzliz erhaps both,” said
Mark. - “I'll writo down the iﬂ'nglish
letters for you, anyhow.”

He dipped a pen into the inkpot and
wrote on_a sheet of impot paper, the
Famous Five watching him eagerly :

“SEEEKINTHEDITCHOPPOSITE
STILEINFRIARDALELANE."”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at it
Even in English letters, it looked rather
8 puzzle as it stood. y

Mark, smiling, drew lines dividing
the worde that were run together. Then
it was clear enough.

“S8EEK IN THE DITCH OPPOSITE
STILE.IN FRIARDATE LANE.”

“Oh!" cxclaimed the Famous Five.

M IVs o message of some sort,” said
Mark. "3omebody’s hidden something
in tho ditch opposite the stile in Friar-
dale Lane—and scratched this moessage
to tell somebody else—"

“By gum !" said Bob. *Pretty plain
now why Soames was afier it hat
message  would mean something to
Soames.”

“ But
Nugent.

“Goodness  Lknows!” said Harry
Wharton, “That man we saw before
Christmas come a cropper on his motou-
bike must be the game-legged ‘mran who
gave this to Bunter to take to Soames
—or Thompson, as he called him. It
can ouly mean that he hid something
in the ditch, for Scamez to ocollect
afterwards."

“The mcanfulness is terrific,” said
Hurrco Jemset Ram Singh, with o
gleam in his dark eyes. *“And as tho
ostcemed Boames is a delectable and
disgusting crook, the other man was
likefully .a crook also, and whatever it
was that he had hidden ditchfully did
not belong to him."

“Bome sort of plunder,” snid Bob
breathlessly. “Oh, my hat! Why, he
mn% have been getting away from a
robbery or something when we saw him’
pelting slong on that jigger in the
gnow, risking his neck——"

“ Must be sﬂmathing of the sort, and
saomething jolly valuable, for Soames to
to be after it like a dog after & bone,”
said Johnny Bull. *No wonder he was
fearfully keen to get bold of that
cigarctte-case 1" q

*Lots of time for a run on _the bikes
before class,” said Harry., *Now we've
got tho clue, we're jolly well goine te

what . the thump—" gaid



sce what's hidden in that ditch opposite
the stile in Friaydale Lane.”

“ Yoa, rather” ,

“The ratherfulness is tervific.”

The Famous Five rushed- from the
study, leaving Mark Linley =miling.
They rushed down the Remobve pas-

L N

gln the Remove landing a fat figure
barred their way.

“I say, you fellows—
Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove got no further
than that, The Famous Five were in a
hurry, and they had no time lo go
round Bunter, so they went over hnm.

Bunter bumped, and tha five trod over
a sprawling, jcf]mg spluttering, fat
figure, and cut on down the stairs,

PBunter sat up breathlessly.

“Ocogh! I szay, you Ifellows—
Doogh | Beasts| I say, gunmme that——
{Jooogh ! Stop, you rotlers, and gimme
that—— Groocoogh 17

But the Famous Five were gone. They
had eut down to the bike shed and
wheeled out their jiggers before Billy
Bunter got his second wind.

" squeaked

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loot !

HERE was snow in Friardale

Lane, filling the cart-ruis,

wdering the hedges, ridged on
cafless branches of the trees,

The ditch along one side of the lane
was still full to the very brim with
snow, as it had been on that December
day  when the juniers had seen Rat
Tfankey speeding along on his motor-
bhika, sﬂidging and crashing. But they
put on & good speed, all the same,
cager to “seek in the ditch opposite
tha stite in Friardale Lane "—now that
1ha secret of the cigarctte-case had been
spottod. _ o

“Thia i3 where the motor-bike went
aver |” exclaimed Bob Cherry, a little
distance short of the stile. * There was
a rut under the snow, and 1t skidded
in it, and-—— Yaroooooh !”

Obviously, Bob had spotted the very
spot, for as he was speaking his bike
wobbled in thab very rut and went sud-
denly over.

Bump

“QOooolt! Whoop|” splutiered Bob,
s he went. '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Found the spot all right, old man !"
grinned Johnny Bull. *Right on the
spot, and no mistake |

“The rightfulness is terrific.”

Bob scrambled wup, gasping, and
colleeted his jigger. The other four
dizsmounted

Well t'iw;’ remembered how Lthe beaky-
nosed man’'s motor-bike had gone crash-
ing into the ditch and sunk out of sight
nnder the snow., They wondered
whether it was still there. It was likely
enough, for all through Christmas tha
snow had remained unmelted, and the
surface was unbroken, giving ne hint
of what might lie below.

They wheeled their bicrcles on, to the
stile. It waa on that stile that they
had left the motor-cyelist on  that
BPecember afternoon nursing his injured
leg. That it was the man whe had
“tipped ' Bunter to carry a verbal
mezsage, and 8 cigarette-case with a
hidden message, to the man who waited
at Pegg they could hardly doubt.

The bikes were stacked against the
stile, and they walked across the lane
to_tha ditch opposite the stile,

It was piled with snow—a little more
thickly, '[J-ET]I&.'[:IEI since that December
day, but otherwise unchanged.
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But the juniors had come prepated
for that, having borrowcd the largest
trowels they could find in  the
gardener’s shed. )

Quickly they set to work, trowelling
51“:.:13: 11 . d |

“Jolly goo
remarked %D'h Cherry. - “No chance of
a thing gofting spotted here till the
thow,” 2 )

“And that sportsman with the game
leg expected Soames to get after 1 as
spon as he got the message in the
cigarette-case,” said Harry. “Bub it
conld lie hera for weeks at this fime
of the year, and nobody would ever
know. ™ )

“It*s lain hero all through Chrislinas,
anvhow,” said Nugent, * Unless—="

*TUnless what "

Frank Nugent-laughed.

“Unless tho game-legged sportsman
camae back for it 1" he said.

“Oh 1™ said Bob. .

But Harry Wharton shook his head.

““Not likely,” he zaid. ** If he meant
to come back for it, why should he
have sent that secret, message to
Soames? Soemething happeocd to that
game-legged johony to keep him out
of touch with Soames—that’s plain
cnough. If Seames had had word from
him he wouldn't have wanted the
ulgarat-te.-cm." )

"Of course!” exclaimed Bob. *“But
what the dickens——" :

“If he was some crook on the run—
and I jolly well believe now that he
was—he may have been nailed by the
police,” said Harry. ﬁﬂ:,lrhuw, tha
fact that Soames is after the clue proves
that he hasn't got word Lo Soames.™

*It jolly well docs!” agreed Johnny
Bull. * E’hhtcver he stuck in this
diteh is still’ hete, and we're going to
spok it :

It was cold and frosty weather—a
bitter January dey, but the five juniors
were soon warm enough, if not a little
too warm, as they laboured at trowelling
oub the mass of snow. =

But many hands made light work, and
soon they had delved deep into the
snow-packed  ditch opposite the stile,

Nothing, bowever, appeared in sight
except snow, and mud under if, and
they widened the excavation till all five
of them were able to stand in it on the
frozen mud at the boitom,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry suddenly. :

He was examining the ditch, and he
detected a hollow in the bank at the
depth of an armslength from the top
cdge towards the road. He groped in
thet carthy hollow, and lus fingers
closed on something that felt like damp
leather. . ,

“Got it 7" gaszped Nugent.

(1] Iﬁﬂ'ﬂk !u

“0Oh, my hatl”

Bob Cherry held up a leather wallet,
All eyes fixed on it eagerly. It had
been stuffed into that hollow under the
bank, evidently by a man stooping over
the edge, and thrusting his arm down
into the snow in the ditch. '

It might have remained hidden there,
unseen and unsuspected, even after the
mow had melted. Nobody would have
been -likely to investigate that hollow
in the side of the ditch at any time,
unless soma ditcher, st work when the
spring came, found the wallet there by
chanca. | .

It had been safe cnough—quite safe,
unttl the clue in the silver cigarette-
case was read:. Buit now—-

“ That's it,”* said Harry. “ Anything
clse thove?™ E

He groped in the muddy hollew
under the bank; but there was nothing
else, except mud and snow,

place for a hide-out,”
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“MNow we're going to gce ‘rhat wo
shall see,” chuckled Bob, as he seram-
bled out of the ‘ditch, &-e wallet 'ir

 hig and. His chums followed him fast.

Every fdce was eager ds the wallet
was opened.r : .

What *they were going fo sce they
Jdid ‘not know; but that 1t was loot of
some sort thoy could hardly doubt.
All the cvidence pointed to that. DBut
though they expected something of the
kind, there was a general jump when
the wallet was opened, and its con-

tents revealed. .

“Oh crikey!” gasped Dob, as he
staved "at whdas of banknotes and cur-
veney notes. " Great  Christopher
Columbus 1" '

“Creat pip 1™ :

“No wonder Soames wanted 1l
gasped Nugent. *Why there must he
hundreds of pounds theret” i

“Hundreds and hundreds!" - said
Johnny Bull. “More than a thousand
pounds, I'll bet! ~ Whose the dickens

13 it? Not Soames’, and not that
game-le sportsman’s.”

*No fear!” e,

Harry Wharton whistled.

“Wo can’t be sure, I suppose.” he
eaid slowly, “But cverything points

to this moncy being stolenl A man
doemn’t hide his own money in a ditch,

send seerct moessages to a . crook
about it )

“Hardly,” grinned Bob. .

“Jt's been pinched, of course,"” said
Johnoy Bull.  “That man with the
gami::"j:n]:g was running with 1%, and he
knew he could never get away with
his crocked leg, -and he hid it here,
and got that sccret mossage off to
Soames. It's: as plain as daylight
now.” Lo

“The plainfulness 15 terrific I agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh. “"And the
esteemed and absurd peelers are the
persons to deal with that cash.”

“Shove it in %uur eoat pocket, Bob,
and let's get off to Courtfield,” said
Ifarry. “The sooner that is handed
over to Inspector Grimes the better,
Ha will know whether it's been pinched
oy not,"

“We shall bo late for class; but I
51:_;}%"5&, in the jolly old cires—"

‘Blow clazs! Come on "

The juniors packed the trowels on
iheir -bikes, the wallet of banknotes
was crammed into Bob's coat pocket,
and -they mpunted and rode back up
the lane, -

The way to Courtfield took them past
tha gates of Greyfriaras School, and in
that gateway a fat figure stood, blink-
ing out throngh a pair of big spee-
1acles.

Billy Bunter woved a fat hand as
the Famons Five eame in sight.

“1 gay, you follows!” he yelled,

“(Can’t stop, old fat bean!” called
hack Bab.

“Gimme my cigarctie-enze ! yolled
Bunter. “Wharton, you beast, gimme
Wy cigarotte-case 1™ ]

Harry Wharton laughed, and jerked
the silver caze from lis ket, T%
was dene with now, and the fat Owl
was welcome to it

U ateh 1™ he called ont.

He tossed the cigarcliccase to

Buriter without stoppings

Bunter eanght it with his fat, little
nose,
“Wow " roared Bunter,
“Ha, ha, hal"
“ Beast I'" - .
The Famous Five, laughing, coreered
onward. . .
Billy PBunter rubbed his nose with
one bhand, and picked up the cigaretie-
cese with the other.
ere was still time to sce Soames
Tine Maexar LisrabpY.—No. 1,012
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in the villnge, and Bunter rolled off
wo_hot hasss, :

Half-way t¢ Friardale he passed the
stile, withoyt even noticing the excava-
tion in the snow in the ditch opposite.
Puffing and blewing, he rolled on to
the wvillage which he reached, what
going all out

time the Famous Five,
reached

i the opposite diregtion,
Courtfield.

P———

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise For Mr. Grimes!

IHEPEE‘TDR GRIMER onened his
eyes,
He opened them wide.
He fairly blinked. -

Why fve Greylviars juniors had
salled wpon him the imspector did not
know, when a constable showed them
into his room at Couortfeld Police
Station, And when Bob Cherry laid
a leather wallet, open, on his table,
and the inspector gared at the cash
crammed n it, he doubted his vision.

“What,” gasped Me. Grimes—*what
—what: M

“Treasure-trove " explained Bob.
“We'd rather like to make it findings
kecpings, Mr. Grimes, but peorhaps
the owner of this stuff might object.
So we thought we'd hike it along to
you.'

“Where — whal = how—=——""
Mr. Grimes, .

Ko broke off, and examined the con-
tents of the wallet, which he poured
but on the table. #

He made little stacks of banknotes
and pound notes and ton-shilling notes,

nd compared numbers with a list he
aok from a drawer.

The juniors watched him in silence.
The inspector's eyes were gleaming.
dThey could see, C?Iﬂ-nl enough, that
he was acquainte Wi_tﬁ' t.l:m,t. eap of
money—that he was 1d-anttf:.rin¥ it as
the proceeds of some robbery of which
th_&'f had never heard.

hen he had finished counting and

gasped

comparing, he looked across the table Of

at the Greyfriars follows,
“All there!” asked Bob, with a grin,
“ Every ahillugg." said Mr. Grimes,
“Twelve hundred and ten pounds ten
shillings—the whole eum that was
caided from Lantham Post Office &
few days before Christmas.'”

“*Oh, so that was it!” said.- Harry
Wharton. “We sort of fancied that it
had been snaffled. from somewhers,
Mr., Grimes.':

“And where,” said Mr. Grimes, * did
vou boys find this?'’

“Hidden in_ the diteh, opposite the
atile in Friardale Lane,” sawd Harry,
smiling. '

Mr, Grimes pursed his lips.

'_‘;I"Imt‘s where they pgot him," he
gaid.

“Mau with a game leg?"” asked Bobh.
. "Exactly! Rat Hankoy is what he
is called, But what do you boys know
about him?" asked the inspector
sharply,

“Nothing, so far,"” answered Harry.
“But  we're jolly curious to know
something, Mr, CGrimes. We saw him
come & purler on his motor-bike a few

days before the school broke up for |

Christmas. But, of course, we never
knew anything about hun, or what ho
had been up to. We helped him to
the stile, and left him sitting there,
and never saw him again,"

“And he was getting away with that
nﬁﬂmﬁk of loot from Lanthami" asked

“He was, with the Lantham police
after him,” said Mr. Grimes. * The
got him at that very stile—all in, with
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he went on,
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a8 badly damaged log. He had ne
chance of gotting away. He was at
the last gasp when they found him
and got him, and nothing on him, He
made out that he had thrown the loot
into Lantham Chase, which only
roved that it was nowhere near
antham Chase. . 11 ¢l

Mr, Grimes pursed his lips again.

“It's been hunted for, high and low,"”
1@ n. *But there wasn't much
chance while the snow's on the ground.
Even his motor-bike has never been
found M
~“We can tip you where to find it,
if you want it,” grinned . "We
saw 1t go into the ditch. It's under
the snow there.”

“Bo0 that's why he never came back
for the loot, and never sent word to
Soames,” sald Johnny Bull, “He's in
chokey.,”

“He is certainly in chokey, as you

And all the time—"_

fied as he surveyed the stack of mone
on his desk, which it had ﬁumeﬁ
improbable would ever meet official
eyes,

“Put it on, you men!” said Bob, as
the Famous Five rode out of Courtfield.
“Mustn’t be too fearfully late, though
we're jolly old eredits to our school.”.

And the juniors put it on; but they
were late—very late—for class when they
wheeled their jiggers in at Greyfriars.

All the Remove stared at them when
they came into the Form-room: and all
the Remove expected to see Quelch turn
his grimmest glare upon them and reach
for his cane.

Instead of which, Quelch pave them o
glance, a nod, and & smile! Evidently
Inspector Grimes' telephone oall had
preceded the arrival of the late-comers.

“Borry we're late, sir!” said Harry.

'3 - |

Not at all, Wharton, in the circutn-
stances,” said Mr. Quelch graciously.

call it,"” said Inspector Grimes dryly, “You may go to your places.”
“ and tf]_aa certeinly had no anantunit:i' Which was a great surprise to the
of sending word to anybody. But what Remove.

do you mean by Boames? I remem-
ber, Master Wharton, you telephoned
me a few days before Christmas that
you had seen the crook of that name
at Pegg, but he was not thore when
he was looked for.”
. “Wae've seen quite a lot of him dur.
ing the hols,” said Harry, smiling.
“He's haunted us like a Christmas
ghost—and we know why now.'
“¥ou had better give mo all the par-
ticulars,” said Mr. Grimes.

Inspector Grimes' eyes opened wide
again—wider than  before—as he
listened to the strange tale of the
silver cigarette-case,

“By gum!” he said, several times.
“By gum! If that cigarette-case had
fallen into my hands, or any official
hand. I suppota you boys had never
heard of the raid on the post office at
Lantham-—"

“Not a word,” answered Harry., “I
supgose we might have, only the school
broke up so =oon afterwards, and we
cleared off for the Christmas holidays.
Of course, we never had the faintest
idea that that Eame-hgged jchnny was
a hold-up man.

“Where is the cigarette-case now?”
asked Mr. Grimes.

“I gave it back to Bunter.”

“Then tell Master Bunter that it must
be handed over to me. It must be in
official hands,” said Mr. Grimes.

He paused.

“You have done your duty, my boys,
in handing this money over io the
police,” he'said. “I shall report your
action in the proper quarter. I need
hardly say that, if you see anything
mare of Boames, or hear anything more
of him, you will give me an immediate
ring on the telephone *

“Of course I said Harry.

“One good turn deserves another!”
said Bob Cherry, with a grin. “ Like to

ive our beak a ring on the telephone,

r. Grimes 7"
“Eh—why " asked the
staring. :
“Because we shall be fearfully late
for class owing to performing these jolly
n};:'llﬁuties, and Quelech will get his hair
o

inspector,

Mr. Grimes grinned.

“I shall certainly speak at once to
Mr. Quelch on the telephone,” he said.
“I am sure he will excuse you for being
late, in the circumstances, especially as
I shall tell him that you have performed
& public_duty, and acted in a way that
is a credit to your school #

“Hear, hear | said Bob.

And the juniors left Mr. Grimes, and
went back to their bikes in a very cheer
and satisfied mood, leaving the Cour
field inspector equally cheery and satis-

“You're in luck,” the Bounder whis-
red to Bob Cherry, as Bob sat down.
*What have you been up to?”

“ Performing public duties, old bean,”
said Bob nhenrilp. i

“Eh 1"

“Did you know I was a eredit to this
school, S8mithy 1"

“Never fancied so for a moment,”
answered Bmithy.

Bob chuckled.

‘_:!Wlall, you know it now--official I he
gaid.

“What the dickens—"

“Bilence in class, please!” said Mr.
Quelch severely. *“Wharton !”

“Yes, sir [” )

“Bunter was not with you in Conrt-
field, I presume "

“ Bunter! No, sir!”

Harry Wharton glanced round, and
noticed now that the fat Owl was miss-
m&‘ from his place.

- The Famous Five were late, but the

Owl of the Remove, apparently, was

going to be later.

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, com-
pressing his lips in & manner, that really
indicated that it was far from well.

And the lesson procecded—minns
Bunter,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
And When He Got There——

3 ILLY BUNTER opened the door
of the Remove Form-room—aboutl
chalf an hour later—and blinked
in uneasily. :

He had eause for uneasiness.

A Remove maen who turned up for
class more than an hour late had some-
thing to expect from Quelch, not of a
pleasant nature,

A pair of gimlet e:l;'ea fixed on Bunter
as he appeared. All other eyes in the
Form-room fixed on him at the same
moment.

Where Bunter had been nobody knew,
but how he had been occupied was
evident at a glance. Neither S8herlock
Holmes nor Ferrers Locke would have
been required to detect the clues that
were numerous on Bunter—they leaped
to the eve

There was jam on Bunter; he was
of the jam, jammy | There were crumbs
on him; he was of the crumbs, crumby |
There was cream on him; he was of the
cream, creamy ! He was, in fact, sticky
all over!

As the school shop was not open
during class, he h not been there.
But that he had been fearfully busy in
some similar establishment was wvery
clear.

Not only was he jammy, crumby,



creamy, sticky; he was breathing very
hard—almost stertorously. Cold as the
weather was, thera was perspiration on
hiz fat brow. s

Somewhere or other, out of gates, it
was clear that Billy Bunter had enjoyed
a feast of the gods—to such an extent
that traces of it were left all over him,
and he scemed to have had some diffi-
culty in earrying it back to the school
with him,. ) )

Where Bunter had raised the wind for
such a feed as he evidenily had disposed
of was rather a mjstery,ifur only that
norning ho- had been tl‘:i‘llig to borrow
a * bob * up and down the Remove, and
it was improbable that his celebrated
pastal order had arrived. Yet it was
obvious that the fat Owl hed been
l_zxsmnr’lin cash—quife a lot of cash, to.
ju ga by his look.

“ Bunter I Mr, Quelch's voice had a
razor-like edge on it. “What does this
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ED AND BLACHK—a grand game
tchen there are cight or more
guests. The rules seemn a bit

complicated, but once gou've got
on to them, gouw'll enjoy #f. Here
they are——

1. Put a circele of chaiva—or o
half-ecircle vourad the flee, if gou like
—a chair for ecach plfayer and one
orver. The cxfra one is an armchair,
eohicl: is called HOME. You can
put it schere you like, bul it's usually
near the fire. Nobody sils in this
chair when the game starts.

2. Pick up sideg, an equal number
of puesis on ecch side. The host
confrols the gane, but does nol play.
You can fake turns af being 4 host.”
The sides are RED and BLACK.

2. Take a pack of cards. Pick
out the HEART suit and then the
SPADE suit, and put each suit
somewhere handy—on the mantel-
piece. Then pick out the Ace,
2 amd 3 of DIAMONDS and the Ace,
2 and & of CLUBS. The host keeps
these sir cards. The rest of the
pack is not used.

4, The game startz by the host
offeving the sie cards, face-down-
womrds, to anp playgey, wlio chooses
a card and then veturns #. If,
say, the 2 of BIAMOXNDS is choscn,
then all the red players move lwo
chairs in a clockwise divection—lo
the left. If any binck plager is
seated on the secoml chair to the
Ieft, the ved plager sitz on his lap.
If any red plagey lands in the HOME
chair, lie calls for and iz given a red
card—that iz, one of the HEART

- onrds o the mantelpiece. Then
the Tost offers the sixz cards o any
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mean? You are seventi-five minutes
lata for clazs | You have missed a whole
lesson ! You—"

“0h,. sorry,  sir!” gasped DBunter.
“My—my watch stapEE , and—and I—1
—T never heard the bell, six ¥

“Whera have you been, Bunter 7"

“J—I—1 had a walk down to Friar-
dale, sir!” stammered Bunter. “It—it
was such—such nice weather for a—a
walk, sir; and I—1 thought I—I wanted
some exercise, sir, and—and I—I went
along——4 !

“You have, apparenily, been cating
sinco dinner,” said Mr. Quelch.

“I—I hod a—a snack at_Unclo
Clegg's in Friardale, sir,” said Bunter.
“I—I was hungry, sir. You—you re-

member you stu;?:-ed me at dinner, sir,
when I'd had hardly anything—only
four helpings, and—" -

“¥You will go and wash, Bunter—*
“0h, really, sir—"

Eyery Saturday

“Then you will return here, and. I
shall cane you !”

“0h crikey ™ 2

A jammy, crumby, sticky Owl rolled
away, leaving the Remove grinning and
the Remove niaster frowning. SR

That Bunter had not heard the bell
for class was very probable, as he had
been i the village tuckshop, a .mile
away. But it was probable that ho had
bieen too busy to think of the bell or of
class. -

Obvicusly., he had come into funds in
some mysterious way, and, naturally, he
had expended the same in refreshments,
liquid and solid, at the nearest place
whera such refreshments were obtain-
abhle: and, thus occupied, the fat Owl
hlasd been blind and deaf to everything
else.

No doubt, -after that Gargantuan
feed, Bunter had been startled and dis-
mayed to discover how late it was, and

GAY GAMES
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for yvour
NEW YEAR’S PARTY!

other ploager, whe may pevhaps
choose the Adce of Clubs, at whicl
all the BLACK plagers move one
place o the left, with the same
procedure. And so on.

5. The object of the game is fo
obigin all the RED or BLACK cavds
beforc the other side. The winning
side ia that wehich gets all its cards
firat, by visiting the HOME chair
and calling for a HEART or SPADE
card according fo which side you
e on.

8. A plager cannot move if there
i angone sitling on his lap. Ile
gits where he is until he 18 free lo
move. It offen happens that there
are ¢ doven players sitling on the
same chair, with the other chairs
all emiply !  Well, the botlorm man's
in for o good long sit! Only the
top player can move when kis side
furns up lucky.

7. The winning player on the
weinning side is the ome who has
managed Lo get lo the HOME chair
rost times, and conseguenily has
most cards to show at the end.

Try this al your party this year.
It's an unusual gane, with tons of

t and excilerncnt.

GHOSTS is a good game, in which
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he had hurried back to school without

wasting further time on a wash, which
really he |:=au:'||1{1 needed. No doubt, too,
the cargo he had taken on board had
slowed him down, for he was clearly

loaded far above the Plimsoll line,

Now he was goetting the wash he
needed, and he took lhis time about it,
for probably he was not anxious for the
next item on the programme,

However, he rolled into the Form-
rgom at last, and Mr. Queleh picked up
his eane, with a grimn brow.

“Bend over that desk, Bunter !

“I—I—I say, sir, I—I never heard
the bell I mumbled ?uptnr. “I—1 =&y,
old Clege kept me talking ! I—I wasn't
eating anything—" '

“Bend over, Bt!.n{er["'-rnp'pcd Ar,

Quelch.
“0h log' IM o
Bunter bent dismally over a desk.
After the feast came the reckoning. No
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doubt it had been o gorgeous feast, hut
the reckoning was painfnl.

Whack, whlﬂk; whack.t -

“Yow-gqwowd” roared Bunter.

Whack, whack, whack !

“ Qoohrwoooh-whoop 1"

“¥ou may now go to your place,
Bunter,” aaid Mr, Quelch, laying down
the cane; “and if you utter any further
ridiculous ejaculations, I shall cane you
again |¥ ..

Billy Bunter tottered to his place, con-
triving” to suppress further ridiculous
cjacakations, 2 :

He wriggled rather painfully in his
place during the remasinder. of that
afternoon’s lessona.

But towards time for dismissal the fat
Owl brightened up. -.

The effect of the licking was wearing
off, and he had happy anticipations tg
follow .class. .His at, face was almost
heaming' when "Mr. Queleh dismissed the

gou can play sides. You need an
electric-torch, fairly poreerful. Omne
side go aut of the room, the room is
plunged in darkness, the other side
sit waiting. Those out of the room
come in one by one, disguised with
hats, false moustaches made by
ink or angthing else they please.
A curtain is strvelched across the
doorway. The yroom inin darkness.
Suddenly the plager who enters
switches on fhe toreh which is
held benecath his chin, shining up-
wards o his face, The other side
lave fo guess who it is. This is
niighty difficutt, for, apart from
disguises, the shadows of the face
are absolutely eerie, and the curlain
prevents angthing bul the face Jrom
being seen. The player goes ouf,
and -then the nexrt one comes in,
and: se on,- The other side harve to
decide who 48 who, and male o list.
I'lven they take their turn and go ont.

The gide which makes the most
corvect guesses toins.

SPOT THE OBSJECT is a good
commpetition gante for all the guesis.
You aunounce that in -every room in
the hotse there (8 some object which
norintally onght not to be in that.
particular room. For instance, an
egag-cup in the parlour; oy a walking -
stick im the kifchen. (Fucsis have
to spot. these objecta, which should
be mdde ag  inconsplecuous as
possible. ' A coal-scutile in a room
witlk o gas-flre acema ordinary
cnough to Le overlooked—yet it
fan't vight. See the {dea ?

The giest who spots most is the
WERREY.

Good Tuck and good fun !
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Remove; and he rolled ont, merry and
bright.

Immediately he was out of the Houso
hln:-u shot off in the direction of the school
shop,

Apparently the effect of the -feed at
Uunelo Clegg’s had worn off, as well as
the effect of Queleh’s cane—and Bunter
was ready for more. - ¢ -

* “Hallg, ' hallo, -hallo!” roared Baol
Cherry as he shot. *Held on, Bunter |”

“Cah't stop!” ealled back Buntcr
over & fat shoulder,

Tho Fawous Five rushed after him,
and surrounded him.” Then' Bunter
stoppdd—having no choica in the
matter. - 7 . i

He blinked with angry impaticnce al
thé Famous Five. _

“I ray, you fellows, don't play the
goat—=I'm m a lwrry1”?

“What's the hurry 1 demanded Bob.

THE MAGXET LiERARY.—No. 1,612,
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“I'm huntrjr!”
h crumbs 1
"I’m got a pound left-—and -I'm
hungry ! Gerrout &f the way1” '
- “"Hold on & minute T said- Harry .
Wharton, laughing. *“We've seen In-
speetor Grimes at Courtficld, fathead,
and ‘you're to take that cigarette-caso
IH:- him., Offioial 1 -
Oh 1" gasped Bunter, “I-I 505, |

1 éan't ] I—T've lost it 1"
. “Better find it again, then |” grunted
Yohnny Bull. “Upwend him, and shake

it :‘.rl.xt of him, as we did out'of Fishy "

. Bay, you fellows,. no larksti”

Bunter. “I haven't got it now,
rm i—-!-—l-l lost it. 1 never sold it,
you. w—I wouldn't I”

“Hold it to Fishy, after all?” asked

o

“Oh, no! G'af.:‘:h me letting Fishy
have 1t for thirty bob when I could
get twice as much! I—I mean, I—I
nevier sold it at all!
Soames [

“Boames [ yeolled the Famous Five.

0 es—] mean, nol I never saw him
this mornin you know, as I told you
fellows, and he never offered me three
pounds for the mgﬂrattﬂ -case, "

“0Oh, my hat ("

- I'never saw him this morm , and
[ haven't ecen “him since,” explained
Bunter. “As for arranging tu meet
him in the village afior dinner, of
courso I never thought of such n t,hmg‘r"

“¥You met him in thc village 1"
gaspbd Wharton,

“Well, T jolly

well “nﬁn 't going to
mm:t him’ in the

wood again and give

him ' a ‘chanco of mmmhm% that
cigarette-case for nmti’ung I'm fy,
know! Not that U've mﬂt him at a | »

added Dunter hastily. haven't seen
him since Christmas. I don't suppose
1 should L'.m:rw him again if T did see
him. I say, you fellows, do let'a chap
pass—I'm in a hurry 1"

i Wﬂll m% only winter h-nnnut I said

oames tipped vou to hand

t:-'- vr _bhﬂ.t cigarette- uam;v- :I.II.EIH.?H.I:]. of
BCragEmng ‘jrnut" :

“Well, it was reall Iyﬁ his, in a wn:,r,
eaid Bunter,  “It laoks to me as if he
was Thompson all the “time! ‘I mean -
to say,”I' don’t see why I shouldn't:

ecll my own cigarette-case 1f 1 want to -
~—a% Que!ah would snaffle’ it, you know,
il I kept it herec. Hut. thﬂt Fve sold
it Y lost 3t 1"

o Yn‘ll fat, ‘H’::-b:ng* fral:-mus frump!“

1 haw;n’t Been -

The Magnet—XEvery Saturday

“Y hope you can take a fellow's
E‘urd I” said Bunter, with_dignity.

Fy
nutllzzmg it, . you Rnow | . Tt's gone | T
I den’t suppose T—I shall ever find ‘it
sgain. "I say, you  fellbws do let me
pass, will you—I'm hungry!” -

Blll}r Bunter’ wr;‘ﬁgled at, and shot
away to the tuck ith cash in
his pnclmts that l}:ﬂ-l:-ﬂ.bll!hl‘lml‘lt drow
William George Bunter like a magnntw.

The Famous Five looked at-

another. .
“Bo EBoames that 1-:-!! old
5% fnich 1 said Bob

Cherry. He burst into a roar.

cigarette-caso at

HHE'
# : e i ]
COME INTO THE OFFICE,

BOYS 'AND GIRLS!

Your Editor s always pleased to

hear from hizs roaders. Wrilte to

him: Editor of the MAGMET, The

Flestway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4.
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] the
ecember Slst--the last day ol
laaﬂ—hnt.h Mr, ‘Frank Richards and
myself wish every mnder of the MM]HEI a

HAPPY AND FFIHP‘EFIIJUS HEW 'I’Ellh

To some readers, 1938 may have been a
-:ren! jolly year, while to others It may have

been just'the opposité.. “May the New Year
hrmp: bappiness and: good iuct to all of
you!

By way of a change, next week's long
complete school story,

“THE BPORTEMAN of the FOURTH "

will deal with oné ‘of the shady ‘characters
of Greyfriars—to wit—Aubre gel, of the
-Fourth. Angel has fgu in ﬂra:pfrim's

yaris' before, S0 mmt of you are familiar

with his <heracter. - I'm mnot %ofng to let
the “cat out of the bag "—W o &0 would
be tantamount to spoiling a good thing. I

will say. this, though, you 'can all ‘look to

next - week's Er-e:rfrim'u story with  the
assurance I me” that it Is Al top-halg,
the goods—n other words, a tr:;pmal Frank
Rivhards. ¥aro. .

Supporting this. treat -will hE- another
interesting Fum; of the " Greyiriats Herald,"
giving the latest news oo views of the
~big noises ® at Greyfriars, **“My Own
Page "—our new feature--will be taken ovér

1;-;; Dicky Kugent, which ‘means that you can
t something H'.r.t-m-:rmlnn.rﬂy
wonl  of- -warping—he sure am:l urdm'

our copy in good time.
J i " YOUR EDITOR,

p{'d it in' Friardale Lane without -

ubllslﬂng date of this fssue fallzs* he h

. I wish I_nm ]ﬂl.r of it.

-Jameot

ha, ha! Bunter got threr quid off him
for it and headed for Uncle Clegg's!
And  where' db “yen “thiink Boames
héaded, nEter reading that jolly “old
G{'eet. isido tha c;gar{:'ﬂe-cnm?"

He' hended for the diteh uppqslit

‘the stile i Friardale me just aboul

as fast as he could” I imogite!”

-said- Harry Wharton, nugrllmg.

“*And
got .

t there about the time we
to old Grimey with "the loot!”

ne * chortled Johnny Bull.

“And when he got there the cupbonrd
was bare, and so the poor dog had
nene 1 chanted Bob' Cherry.

Ly Hn, ha, ha I”

he anﬂua Fivo mu.rnd

Ther m:.-u[d 1¢tum Enamas—hﬂ.wl at
-long, long -hold " of - that
cigarctic-cage,- nn-:i read the  secret

message from Rat Haokey—spoading
to the spot. whera the Raof had parked
the. loot—to find a deep excavation in
the snow in the ditch’ nppnmte ‘the shla
—and nothing elsal =

Soames had. beon about an hour too
late., While he had been wailing for
Bunter in the vil age, tha Famoue Five

d benn digging out the loot; 'ﬂ_rllﬁ

been ping in_the ditch’
it t]m;- ha.dsl-s-e-e ﬁnndmg it over to
Inspector Grimes at Courtfield! And
his feelings after his long trail, when
he found that he was not. first in the
field, were easy to imagine. -

. The, chums of the Bemove rr.-]lc-d as
they thought of .it.

"Hﬂ-; ]111, hﬂ- l:u-

“We're done with jelly ‘old Soames !”
chortled Bob, "“He's got that cigatette-
case he was sgo foarfu keen on—and

l{a- 's got nothing
alge 1M .
: "Ha. ha, ha.!'*
“the Famous Five roared agoin.
el Parhu. fully,” + gringed =. Hurres
gim Bingh, “the  ésteemad
Boames “will learn from - this terrific
djsacﬂpmutnmnt that  henesty is the
itcher that g;ue:i longest to o
bird in- the hand and saves a-stitch in

. time, as.tho E:;ﬁlmh pl‘-ﬁ\i'ﬁrb rmnarks o

- “"Ha, ha, bha

~‘Whether Soames realmed from that
éx rienco -that” honesty was the best
policy, the Famous I'ive did fict know
—but he had, at all ovents, -gone with
empty hands, owing t-:: their success’ n

. épottitig ‘the secfet. « -

'II‘[E EED.
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