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<2 BUNTER THE PUNTER!
' By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Bunter's Ambit.on !

1] RANKY, old fellow 17
F Havry Wharton & Coo woere
i Study Noo 1, diseussing the

coming football mawh wiih =t
Jim's, when ﬂi%t_v Bumler rolled in-and
addressed Frank Nugent in that aftec-
tionate way.

Frank staved st Bander (or o moment,
and then grinned.

- “May as well make it Nugent, Dun-
ter.” he answered. “ Stony, uld fop!”

“I say, Franky——"

“atony, 1 tell you!”

“I'vo got something rather noportant
to say to you, Franks,” pursued Bunter,
unheeding. *It’'s in confidenve, =0 I'd
ba obliged if rou other fellowsz would
clear out for o bit," ; o

The Co. looked expressively at Ihlly
Bunter, .

The Owl of the Remove blinked at
thermy through his Dbiz spectacles, sppoe-
ently unconscious of the fuct that he
was displaying subhme cheek,

“You'd hike us to clear
bit?"" repeated Bob Uherry.

“Yes, please.”

“ 24 that you can squeeze some dibs oul
of Nugenti” asked Johnuy Bull.

S Oh, really, Bull—--"

“The cheekfulness 18 {orrifie, my 0%
teemed Bunter,” romarked  Hurree
Singl., “We shall remain sitfully hepe
plesent.”

“Waow, look lere, von fellows,” saul
Bunter impressively, " I've pot szome-
thing very important to say to Nugent—
awiu If mnportant.. It's private, [ moust
say it's bad taste for vyon follows to
want to listen to a povale vonversation,”

“*What?"

“ Lacking in delicacy, to sov the leasi,”
said Duuter.

Bob Cherrv's Tand
g,

“You cheake 23! oxclaimed TTarey
Wharton warmly.,  ““Why ibe dickens
should we clear oub of one own shude?
et an the other side of the Joor, Bun-
ter L™

“I've come to apoalt lo MNugent,”

“Well, speak, theo, fathead!” sabdl
Nugent. “ And buck up, hefore [ begin
to throw things at vou! Your conver-
saticn st entertaining, Bunter.”

“But it's private.” urged Bunter,

“¥our vustake; it su'l! IF you've got
wnvithing to say, trot it out!®

iilly Buuter hesitated.

His oool cheek in requesting the (o,
o clear out of their own quarters rather
iickled the Famous Tive, and they
thought they conld gness the reason, too.
Frank was the most eazv-going fellow in
the Gresfriars Renrove, and, whatever
Bunter wanted, he evidently imagined
-that he had more chance uf? getting it
if he tackled Nugent slone, [t did not
seom to dawn upon the obtuse Owl that
that was cquite clear to evershody
prezant.

“Hazeldena in goal, 1 think™

ot for a

1

wandersd da &

eq il

Harry Wharten, resuming the desnssion
Bunter had interrupted. * Julmrr and
Mavk Linley at back——"'

“I say, vou fellowg—-s"

“ [Mallo, hallo, lLialle!
there, Buatert™

“Look heee, T've got something fo
say to Nugent!™ siid Billy Bunter. “1If
vou fellows won't cleay off, I shall have
to say it before vow. I -can't wait; it's
tan pressing.

“liet it off your chest, and shut upl”
said Bob Cherry. * If vou're not finished
in bwo minutes vou get this coushion!™

“My dear Owl, T know what you're
going to say,” said MNugent. *You've
heen disappointed about & postal-order,
nul you want to ratse fhe wind till it
comes to-morrow=-I mean, till it doesn’t
ame, I've sanl I'm stony. o buzz
]

It dan’t that! The fact is, T want
five pounds,” said Duntor.

“Five what?” yelled Nugent.

* Pounds !

“Tg that all?” asked Jolinnr Tall sar-
castically, “¥You're sure you don’t want
five thousand pounds:™

“You'd be just s hkelv to get if,
you- know,” remarked Bob Cherey.

“T'm not talcng to vou, Cherrs: I'm
talking to my pal Franky !” =aid Billy
Bunter loftily.

“My hat! Am I your pal, Bunter?"
askod Nugent, in astonishment. * Queer
that I've never heavd of it hefore ™

* Ha, lia, ha!”

“0h, rveally, Nugent, you Lnow how
pelly we used to be when [ was in this
study, before Wharton came,”™ satd Bun-
tor veproschfolly, *I used to do vour
lines for yoy—=—""

“You used to worry me io dJdo vonra,
vou mean, you fat spoofer ™

“Well, it cames to the sawe (hing, T
want vou to stapd by e now, for old
times' sake,” sald Buovrer. " Aulid lang
syne, vou know, and all thal,”™

“Bo I'm to lend you  five potnds,
because you used ‘to worry e 1o du
your lineat”

“Ahem! 1 mean—- -7

“[ think you must e o vanre dot??
sald Nugent, o0 wonder. " You kuow |
never have five pounds. 1 haven't fAve-
peaee at the present moment; and if
I had I woulda't lend it Lo -vou!”

“I'm willing to explain what I want
it for,” snid Bunter, unhecding, I’
rather speak to you in privale, huk never
mind, The fact 14, Mugent, I've been
in money difficulties. for some {ime.™

“You don't say so!l”

“I owa a2 good bit of wmouey 10 the
Remove,” said Bunter serionsly. “When
[ want a'little loan here or theve fellows
zuy that T haven't settled up the last
ane yef, or the one before, or the one
bafore that. Fellows are so mercenars,
vou know, Well, I've made up my miand
to clear it all up.”’

“Not to pay your debtst™
ok Cherry.

“Every penny ! said Bonier frmls.

Ave vou still

e jauchi L bl

“Fan e, sl 1 murmured
Bolb.

“Phe estecmed  DBunter  lakes (e
wholeful cake ! vemarked [Turree Singh,
“The excellent and ridiculons Franky 1=
to lend him five pounds 1o pay  his
debts! The cheekfulnbss s subline !

Frank Nugent langhod.

Kasy-going as he was, hw was searcely
likely ta accede to suweh a reruest, cven
if he had possessed the necessary cash,
which was not the case,

“Yon don’t catch on7" :oid Dunter
peevishly, 1 want ihe five pounnds io
nse as capifal.”

“apital!”

“That's it."

U Btavting in busincss T asked YWhar-
Lo I_I!:lllli];l".

“In a way, yea, I'm going to make
money,” said Buontar.

“ Against the law,” said Hob Cherry.
“Only the chaps ai tho Mint are allowed
to make money, Bunter, Other chaps
are locked np for coining.”

“Yon eilly ass, 1 don’t mean that!™
lhowled Banter, *“I mean, I'th going o
male mones—tio make profits, you know,
I'm gomg to punt.™

“To what?"

“To which?™

“Punt!” said DBuander. e
you know what punting %"

Y“Certainly; s done with a pole,™
dgaidd Bob. “ But you ean't %{n punting
at this time of the year; and I'm blessed
if T see how you're going to make money
Ly punting. You've not got a punt ov
a pole, either, if vou come to that.”

DBunter blinked contempinousiy.

“That jsn’t the punting I meun, vou
daffer! I mean punting on the races.”

“Wha-a-at?"

“Thats the way to make mones,”
sattl  Bunter  confidently.  ** Ponsonby
of Higheliffe makes a lok of maney by
puntting 1 that way., You see, you
select the winning horse, put your mowey
ot han, and=and there you are!”

*0Oh, there you are. are yvou?™ uospol
PBaob,

“Nog, Chher wavs of punling, too-—
v foathall maitches, Ueinstanee. Sap-
poge I back 3t. Jun's to beat ron oexd
wenk——"

“You olecky

1 might make e a fal b way,
as St Jim's are bowwd o win, With
the best player m the Remova left ont

SUpHIEe

. L]
rlma

of the team  vou fellows won't have
much chauce. No, you necidn’t begin.
Whacton. T'w not gomg to play for you

now ; I shall be too busy punting on the
mateh. ™ ]

“My only hat!” ejpenlated Wharton.

The Fawens Five fairly Dlinked at
Luntesr,

The Ow!l of the Remove hadd nearly
taken their breath away.

Bunter was apparently unconscious of
the faet ihot theve was anvthing wrong
or nnmoral in making woney in the
way he saggested. But that he s<hould
auppose [ar one moment that he actually
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conld make money that way was more
remarkable atill.

But the fat junior was evidently aatis-
fied with lns scheme.

“I've thought it oul,” he explained.
“1f T wera a bit older 1 should punt on
the Stock Exv-hnnglﬂ. too. It's quite
simple, You buy shares that are going
to rise, you know, and sell them at a
profit when thei've risen. Simple as
A B O

“Aud suppose ther fall, instead?™
asked Nugont,

“0f course, it would need a fellow
with some brains. That's where I should
Lbe all right!"”

u{'}hl ﬂrumbs!”

“My father does that kind of thing,”
said Bunter. “Hometimes he gefs left.
I remember when I waa home last I
heard him tell the mater that he'd been
a bear when he cught to have been 2
bull, I shouldn't make a mistake like
that. Btill, they won't let schoolboys buy
shares on the Stock Exchange., It's a
shame, but thers you are! Otherwise, I
should most likely make a fortune.”

“Great pip!"”

“But there's lota of openings for an
enterprising fellow,” said Bunter. At
present, I'm going to punt on footer
matches, and occasionally a race. 1 ex-
pect the mnneyl' to roll n.™
_“TIsn’t he delightful?” murmured Bob
Cherry. *“Go on, Bunter'”

“You see, I must have capital,” ex-
plained Bunter. **That's what I've come
te Franky for. I want five pounds, Of
course, Nugent, you understand that it
will be returned without fail—with an
exire quid in the way of interest, if you
like, I don't care! I always was a
penerous chap in money matters !

“0Oh, Jerusalem!™

“Now I've explained 1 hope you'll
hand over the cash, Franky—as an old
fricnd, you know ! said Bunter. * Don't
tell me you're stony; I know 7you
haven't five quid of your own, of course.
But youw're secretary of the Remove
footer club, and treasurer, vou know.
You've got the eluly’s money locked up
in your desk, That's what I want yon to
lend meo.”

Frank Nugent looked guite dazed.

His chums blinked.

Bunter did not seem to think that las

request was at all extraovdinary, He
nodded calmly.
“¥You ses now,” he said.  * Of cotirse,

the money will be refurned; you won't
Le short when you come to make up
the club aceounts, Depend on me for
tha::iﬂ Lend me the money for a time,
and—-

“0Oh, crumbs!”

“It would be a pity to let it lie idle,
when I eould make no end of profits by
usuig 1t as capital, wonldn't it? You ses
that for yourself, MNugent "

“I suppose I'm drenming this,” said
Nugent. *Is that fat idiot really asking
e to embezzle the club funds for him to
gamble with "’

“‘Ha, ha, ha!"
 “That's a rotten way of putting it,
Frunky 1" said  DBunter 1'r~p1'oachﬁll];r.
“It's stmply wsing the money for a time
—for a very short time, in faet. T ghall
En:}tl turn ib into twenty or thirty quid
4 e '

“ By punting®” yelled Bolb Cherre,

“That's it With my Dbrains and
huowledge T shall Lave no end of suc.
eosg na a punter. 1 lhope ron're not going
to be mean, Franky!™

Moan®™ stuttered XNugent,

M1 oeoll it mean to Leep that money
Ling idle when your okbl pal wants the
vee of it for o fme,” sa'l Bunter,

M He wants me to mnbesdde woney for
Eim to gamble with!” repeated Nugent
at i unable to believe his cars:; “an
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he'll think me mcan if I don't do it!
This must be a dream!”

“Got your key handy, Franks?™

“My key:"

“Yes; your desk’s jocked, 1an't 10

Y Degl ¥

“The money’s in your desk, you know,
I'll take it with me now,” said Bunter.
" You—you—you'll fake it with von

now!” babbled Nugent. *““The club
funds I
F‘Yeﬁ_”

Bob Clerry rose to hia feet, with a
fives-bag in his hand and sn alarming
expression on his face.

‘Put him on the table!"™ he said.

“I—1 say, you fellows—— Hoeore, log-
go! Wharrer at?" yelled Bunter,

The chums of the Remove did not ex-
plain what thery were at; they left Bunter
to guess. Ib was really easy for him to
guess,

They collared the egregious Owl of tha
Remove and epread him on the stud
table, and then Bob Cherry started with
tho fives-bat.

Swipe !

: :ﬂ; Yaroooh I .

wipe, ewipe, gwipe!

Billy Bunter yelled in anguish and in-
dignation, kicking up his heels as the
fives-bat smote his fat person with great
vin.

“That's for being a born idiot!" said
Bob., Bwipe! "“That's for being a cheeky
nnbecile ! Bwipe! “That's for being
an  amateur lackguard!”  Bwipe!
“That's for talking about punting!™

Swipe! “That's for asking Franky to
bone the club funds!™ Swipe! “And
that's for luck I Bwipe!

“Yaroch! Help! Murder! Fire!
Yah! Oh! Yooocoop!”

_ Bunter auddenﬂ found himself sitting
in the paszage. Tho door of Study No. 1
closed on him, and he sat and roaraed,

In Study No. 1 the discussion on the
3t. Jim's match proceeded, while the Owl
of the Remove crawled away, gasping,
forgetting for the time even his ambi-
tion of making money as 2 punter.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Plenty of Cash !
uW HAT'S yours, falty?”
Second Form  addressed that

] question to Sammy Buntar,
the minor of the great Willlam Georgo.
and company were not going inte Hall
to tea. feast was toward in the realms
of tha Becond.
Lbefore the Form-room fire was better. in
the eyes of the fags than anything Hall
conld offer,

Dicky Nugent of the
It was tea-time, but Dicky Nugent
An ancient herring toasted on peons
NWugent minor, with Gatty, Myers, and

little Sylvester, weve making their pre-
parations, and Bammy Bunter joined
them.  Sammy, like his major, flad a

remarkable scent for a feod,

“*AMape®™ sald Sammr,

“Yes!” Dhicky Nugent spoke em-
phatically. “What's yours? You don't
come in on the nod, podgy! 1've pot a
fin of sardines my brother Frank gave
e, Gatty's bagged some cheese, Myers
is standing the egps. Bylvester’s trotted
v a cake. What have you gob?”

“I—1 haven't exactly got anvthing
siid Sammy cautionsly. * Bop—"

“YWhere's your rations®”

Sammy Dunter tapped Bis waisteoat,
) ;:'1'111:5' den’t go far!” he said sorrow.
ully.

Iheky Nugent snilfed.

" You've scolfed your rations, and now

(R ]
.

yow've come to scolf ouwrs—whati” he
m:;:‘r- “Beab! Burz! DBark?!”
I say, I'm jolly huugey!" said

Sammy patheticnlly.

|
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“Go aud have tea with your major!"

“My major's o mean beast!" said
Sammy dolefully.

“"Runs in the [amily—what?" asked
Grattr.

Sammy Bunter blinked at the feasievs,
a3 they made their proparations, through
hiz glasses. He was very like his major,
in looks as well as wars; in fact, a smaller
edition of William George. They did
not stand on ceremony 1 the Second
Form, and Bammy was not left in any
doubt as to whether his company was
desired.

A Eﬂir of big glasses ghmmered in at
the Form-room door, with a fat foce
behind them.

“Hallo! Theve's your major!" said
Myers. * How did your major know wa
had anything for tea, Sammy?"’

Billy Bunter sniffed.

Even Billy Bunter was not likely to
penetrate into the fag quarters in zenrch
of the weird feasts that took place there.
‘ ﬁammy locked round at his major hope-
UELY .

“Heard from home, Billy?” he asked.

Billy amiled a fat smile,

“Haven't you had one, too?"” le asked.

One what?'"

£d Fi\"'ﬂ'l.'."

Eﬂmmpr Bunter jumped.

“Youve had a LGver from
Billy?" hea yelled.

“Haven't you?” demanded Billy,

“No! Halves!" exclaimed Sammy.

“Well, I like that!” gaid Bunter, *1I
dare say yours is on the way, Sammy.
Can't aﬁtm anything out of mine."

And Billy Bunter rolled away., Like
an arrow from a bow Sammy Bunter
rushed after him. He was no longer
thinking of the sardines in the Second
Form-room. hia major had had a
fiver, that waa where SBamue] came in.

Bunter rolled away along the passage,
with Sammy in pursuit.

“Stop ! yelled Bammy.

The Owl of the Remove did not stop.
Heo rolled out into the quadrangle, whera
dusk was fulling. Fellows were comin
back to the House to tea from the gua
and the playing-fields.

Sammy Bunter overtack his major,
and caught his fat arm with a fat hapd.

" Halves, Dilly!" he gasped.

Bunter shook his heaﬁ.

““* Nothing doing!™ he answoered.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Chorry
stopped in passing, ““Have you had
vour postal-order ot last, Bunter?”

- “Bomething  beiter than  that,”
anzwered Bunter calmly.

“Ile's got a fiver!” howled Sammr.
“And he won't halves! T aay,
Cherey, you hold him while I make him
shell out !

Bob chuckled.

F"Tain't fair for him to have a fver!™
said Sammy wrathfully. " He's only
gumg to Blow it at the turkshop, You

old lnm " _

Bolb passed on, still chuckling, Billy
Bunter rolled away, with Sammy still
clinging o his slesve,

“Look here, Summy, elmek it ox-
cluimed Buapter, © I've got something
vory special to do with the fiver. T'm
not going to the tuckshap.™

i H.I'L'E"-"r [

“Rats!"

“Fiver!" chimed in Squiff, stopping
ns he heard the mogie word, “You'va
bagged a fiver, Bunter? Whose 13 it

“Oh, really, Field—"

Py advice to vou is to pud it back
where vou fewned i0!7 said Sqnilf, shak-
ing his head seriously.

*Do vou think I've boued it hiowled
Bunter,

“Haven't yout™"

SO comrse T haveuw't!
funce from home.”

Tur Macyer lieprany. —Wo. 568

home,

It's a romat-
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“3vell, my hat!” sald Bouiff., " Lem-

me see, You owe me severand-six,
Bunter,  Here's a chanee fer you to
square up. Hallo! Where are you off
toi"

Bonter was off withont stopping to
explazin. Apparvently ho was not looking
for a chance to squave wp the seven-aud-
gix e owed Bquff,

o iiil]y, you rotter H

“Leggo my my armi'™

“-"-Iaﬁ:e it a rlui‘r iy

“Can’t ba done !

“Look herc "

*'H{‘.lﬂ-ht”

Billy Bunter jerked his arm away and
quitckened hisa pace. DBut Sammy was
not to be shaken off. He followed the
Owl of the Remove up and down the
quad, through the crowd of fellows com-
iwig to the School House, loudly demand-
m;f his whack in the fiver from home,

n a guarter of an hour hali the
Lower School of Grevfriars knew that
Billy Bunter was the ha;;:pj POSSEEI0T
of a fiver, from Bammy's loud and
-wrathful remarks,

Skinner of the Remove joined Buuter,
with & var{r,- civil manner,  Skiuner
wasn't usually civil to Dunter; but
Bunter without a fiver and Bunter with
one were two very different persous in
Shinner’s eyes.

“1 hear you're in luck, Billv,” Skiner
remarked,

"'0Oh, se-s0!"”  answered Bunter in-
differently. *'I happen to ba in funds, if
that's what you mean. Nothing surpris-
ing in that, I suppose?™

. Mothing &t all,” agreed Skinuer,
winking into space, “'The tockshop's

not closed yet, old chap.”
“Hlow the' tuckshop!” answered
Bunter. “T'm not going to waste my

money in tuck., Too much senze!™

“0Oh, erumbs!"

“T'va got something else to da with
it,” said Bunter “I'm going to punt.™.

“To—to—to what?"

“Punt, Make money, you knew, by
punting on the races, and so on.”

Skinner gasped
VWhat an idea! I—I1 mean, what a
r:pp:.r;? idea!” he sdid. " You're just
the fellow to do it, Bunter You know
a thimg or two.”

“1 fatter myself that I do," assented
Bunter complacently. “ I expect to book
i good few bets on to-morrow’s footer
maich, f'rinstance, and on the three
o'clock race at Counrtfield Pavle, TI'll take
_;'uu on, if you like, Bkinner. Dack vour
aney 1"

“Bub-bub-back my {ffavney !™  stut-
tered SBkinner. *“Oh, ah! VYes, of
vourse | * T'll take yvou on, Buuter, cer-
tainly !

*Let me know your geegee anv time
up to the race, and I'm vour man,”
eald Bunter negligentlv. ' Look here,
Hammy, let go my arm! You can see
that I can't apare any tin, when I've
got this new wheaze on,”

“You silly chump!” howled Samumy.
“I'm sure the pater meant vou to give
me half. You're not going to waste it
barking horses!™ :

“Ton't waste,
money,"

*Fathead 1" was Z2ammt’s brotherdy
reply.

* Here, you clear off, vou noisy fag!™
mid  Shkinner, “Let Bunter alone,
Houter's coming to my study to tea.”

“T'll come, too.”

Skinner drew back his  boot, and
fammy  Bunter retreated.  Skinner
walked into the IHouse with Bunter in
a2 very friendly way. Sammy shook 2
fat fiat after them.

“Rotter i he murmured.
T'm jolly well going to have some of
that fiver, all the samel Hotter|"?
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I'm golng to make

Y DBeact ] |

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Rorty Dog
ARRY WHARTON & 0. had
gathered to o frugal war-tea in
Study  No. 1, when Bunter
minor of the Second Form
rolled in. At the sight of the fat face
itacd g]immermlg glasses Nugent picked
np a cushiton; but he laid it down agam
as he recognized the vounger Bunter,
“Your mojor’s not  here”  zaid
Whartou,
“1 know he isn't."
¥ Go and look for
Johimny Bull.
T want you fellows to chip in,” said
Sammy, My pater’s sent a fiver to
Billy, for both of uws, von know, and
Eirih' won't go halves. "Tain't falr, is
it
* Buntev
Nugent.
“It's mine as much a3 lus!™ howled

rupnted Sammy.
i, supeested

o funds ! ejacelated

Samy.  Tain't {aie for him to keep
the lot, is t?  You fellows help me
collay my whack ont of 1t and .I'H stand

vou & spread, and blow the grub rules!
What do you say?”

“1 say wvoun'd better hop into the
passage,” answered Wharton drilr,
“Otherwise, vou'll be bnniped there!™

“The bumpfuliess will be tevrific,”
acdded Hurree SBingh.

“¥Yah! Rotters:"
ated he rolled out.
"'*CTI!?E was no help for him from Study
XNo. 1.

Yornon-Smiith  and  Tem  Redwing
were coming along from the staivs, anad
Samny stopped them,

“1 saw, my major's got 2 fiver!™ he
gasped,

“Whose 19 17" asked the Bounder.

“From home, voun know,” caplained
Sammy.  “Of course, the pater st
have meant half of it for me. Stands to
rveason he did. You fellows help me to
make Billy shell out and I'll stand you
# whaek i a big spread.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He's in Bkinner's study now,” said
Rammy eagerly, “ You two conld mop
up Skinner, if he interferes, and Snoop
aid Stott, too, Is ik a go?”

" Yon young duffer!™ exclaimed Red-
wing, laughing. “XNo; it isn't & go.”

- The Bounder aml Redwing passed on.
Sammy's generous offers seemed to find
no takers m the Remove,

The fag volled along to Neo. 11
study which Skiuner shaved with Efm:-::-}l
and Stott. The door was open, and
Sammy blinked in,

Billy Bunter was cnsconced in the
armehinir, looking very fat and satisfied.
Skinner & Co. were getting  tea, and
making pleasant rvemarks to Bunter.
Tlmmghml lately DBeen trouble in Study
No. 11, but Skinner and Stott had ap-
parently guite made it up with Snoop
now, Bunter's fiver having its effect on
all of them, aul Joubtless making them
feel that this was no time fov persoual
differences.

They had not forzoiten a previous
occasion  when Mr. Bunter had  had
great gool fortune on the Stock Ex-
change, and when, for a brief periad,
Billy Bunter had been in clover. A
whole fiver az a {ip from home looked
as if Mr. Bunter's good fortune was
reviving, and in that caze Billy was a
fellow to be eultivated-—at least, by
Shinner & Co,. Henee the pleasant
vivility that rveigned in Study No, 11,

Bunter wagped a fat hand at bis minor
i tha doorway.

“ut i, Sammiy ! he said.

“T.ock here, Billy—-"

“1 tell vou I'm not poing to shell ant,
Besides, 1 dare say vou'll get ane vour-
self next post,” soid DBunter.

Skinner & Co. exchanged glances,

witswered Sammy,

the

| earnestly.
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Tf weelth was coming along to Billy
Punter it was probable thetr his minor
would also sharve in it, and in that case
civility to Rammy would not be wasted.

“Let your minor come in, Billy, old
bird,™ said Skinner, *“He's vory wel
conte, far as I'm coucerned., ™

“Cortainly 1 said Stott.

“Well, if you [ellows don't minmd, T
Jdon't,™ eaid Bunter. “ You can cone in,
Sammy, i

Sammy came in promptly, _

Bkinner had rushed down to the 1nck-
shop for supplies, expending eeveral of
hizs own shil ings cn such articles as wers
to be had, Skimer did not like parting
with money ; but he felt that this was, a3
it were, a sprat to catch & whale, If
Bunter was going to be in {unds, the
cunning black sheep of the Remove had
not the slightest doubt of gettung a tinger
in the pie, and helping Bunter to expend
hiz wealth, In fact, every bob spent on
propitiating DBunter was to return in the
fortn of a half-sovereign, 1 Bhkinner
H!u:,'-:d his cavds well—as he intended to
o,

Tea was not so [rugal as usaal in
Skinner's study.  The supplies were quite
ample for onee, and with two Bunters to
ea that was very necessury, Iilly and
Eammy did ample justice to the pro-
visions, and about p dozen times duving
tea Samimy pointed out to Billy that the
fivar was certainly meant to be divided
hetweenr them—which DBilly  professed
Lumself quite uneble Lo =ee.

There was a knock at the door during
tea, and Fisher T, Fish looked m.

“Ualeulated I should find you hers,
Bunter,” said Fishy genially.

** Halle '” =aid Buntfer,

“You asked me to lend sou a beb this
morning,” remarked Fishy, in the zame
gental mianmer,

“You refused ! said Bunter loftily,

Fisher T. Fish shook his head.

“ Not refused, old chap,”™ he z2aid, in &
pained volee. “You don’t culenlaze I'd
refuso you, old top! I said I couldn’s
do it

“Hamae thing " grunted Banicr,

T Not ab all—not at alll? said Fishy
“Pact 15, I find I've got an
extra bob, and if it’'s any uze to vou, I
guess Il =he pleased.

“I don’t need it now,” =aid Ihamter,
though hia eyes glistencd at the shilling
12t Fishy's palin.

“Nope!?” asked Fishy
*Had a remittance 1"

Bunter grinned. He knew that it was
ilie news of the fiver that had brovght
Iishy along with his generous offor,

“Never mind ! he answered loktily,

“But, really, cld chap, I wish you'd
take it!” urged Fishy.  Just 1o show
that there's no ill-feeling, sou know."™

“YWell, if vou pui it like that " osaid
Bunter, relenting.

“1 do, old sen!™

YWell, chuck it over!” sand Bunter.

The shilling disappeaved into  Billy
Bunter's pocket.

“May bha useful 6l T gt my fver
changed,” ho remarked carclessiv,

" [*E;.rel: ¥ yepeated Fishy, as if he had
never heard of it. * Fivers about—eh?
You're i luck. Buantv.”

“{h, a up from my pater, thai's af} I

“Good old pater! Copgratolstions,
old chap !V ; :

And Fizher T, Fish walked off, fedling
that his bab had heen well laid oui 1a
had cast biz Lread vpon the wateis, ss it
were, in the hope af seeing 18 oo back
Luttaopead, .

i “look here, Ej."_‘_.‘, ihe pater 1‘*2‘::1!]3’
bopeant " peconieneed Saminy.

“Oh, give us a vest, Baway i arged
e major, ' Van'll get yours toamaryow
an‘. viclit, This mweans that thinzs ara

iaeontly.
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lovking up at home, and the pater won't
leave you out in the cold.™

#You go halves now, and I'll ze halves
to-morrow, then,” satd Sammy.

“That's a fair offer,”
Bhkinner,

Bunter nodded.

“Well, T'll think about #, Bammy”
he said.  “ After tea Il go to Mr. Quelch
and ask him to changs the fiver.

“Good " said Sammy.

“Any more jam, you fellows?”

“Here you are!” said Bkinner hospit-
ably.

* Help vourself, old chap,” said Stotf.

“Thanks! I shall have to cut off after
tea,” remarked Bunter casualle, .

“Oh, stay and smoke & fag!™ said
Bkinner.

“I've got to see An

rernatrked

1 of the Fourth.

I'm going to book a bet with him on
the Courtficld Park races.™

Skinner & Co.  exchanged quick
glances.

“You can do that in this giudy,” sald
HAnoop.

4 Tust what T was thinking |” exclaimed
Stott eaperly.

“0Oh, I don't mind!” i

The door opéned, and Harry Wharton
looked in, Tliz?an captain of the Hemove
hod a rather grave cxpression. .

“0Oh, you're here, Bunter ! he anid.

Bunter smiled luitii;.r.

“Too late!™ he answered.

“Eh? What's too late?”

“1 asked you to lend me somo money
vesterday for punting purposes,™ said
Bunter, “¥ou refused. I'm not gomg
to lend vou anything oub of my fiver,
Wharton. That's final !" :

“You silly ass!” roared Wharton, m
great wrath.

“It's Gnal!” repeated Bunter. *No
good coming round me now being

friendly, Wharton. I've got my own

friends.™
“Certainly wyou have, Billy!” ex
claimed Skinner, “1 must suy T think

it's prntt-% cool cheek for Wharton to
widge in ke this ™

Wharton gave the cad of the Remove a
glance of contempt, but did not trouble
to answer him.

1 came to speak to you, Bunter,” he
gait. L hear that you are in funds™

“I know that's why wyou came”
grinned Bunter,

“¥Yes; that's why T came,” assented
Wharten quietly. *VWou were talkin
some rot yesterday about what you calleg
punting, Bunter—in plain  English,
gambling, 1 want $o persuade you, if I
cat, not to do anything of the kind now
that you've gol money in vour pockets,”

" Poof 1Y

“Wha-at?”

“Ratal”

* Look bere, Bunter,” said Wharton, as
{Hliiﬁll'lﬂ‘j' a8 he could. *There are fol-
uws in the Hemove, and in the Fourth,
too, who will egg you on te play the goat,
and let you lose your money. I won't
pile it on about the disgrace and rotten-
ness of Igamhlmg. You know all Jhat as
well s 1 de.  But you'll lose Four money,
mur.i1L t:i;mn Fou'll be sotrr yon plaved the
goat.’

“I'm a bit teo fiv for that” said
Buntor complacently.,  “It's all right.
I dare say you mean well, Wharton; but
1t'z a bit of check for vou te give adviee
to a downy old bird Like me.”

M A—a downy old bird!”
Whartoe,  “Oh, my hat! You fat
duffer ™

“I'm fly!” spid Bunter. “Now I'm
rolling in it Um going to have o flutier!
Why not? I always was a bit rortr.™

' A—a bit rorty !

abultered

& Yc::a. A bit of & rorty dog, you
Know,” said Bunter. “You'ra slow,
Wharton.,  You don't move with the
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Limezs. Tl tell vou what. TF vou like do
put a quid on the three o'clock race to-
morrow, I'm your man!  Back zyour
faney 1"

“¥ou silly chump!™

“What sbout your match with the
Shell. to-morrow, then ¥ asked Bunter.
“I'm reacdy to put two to one on the
Shell. Take jet?®

“You—you—-

“In quids, if vou like,” said Bunter,
i Ty it a Eﬂ_?rr

“I au it"s no good talking o
vou!™ said Wharten af last.  “You're
such a asilly idiot, Bunter, I felt 1 was
bound to warn vou. But I suppose
vou'll go your own way, and play the
goat and lose your money !"

“I'm going to make money, old bird !

ik AH- !J!‘

Harry Wharton quitted the study, and
Buorter grinned at his new friends.

“Not & bad chap, Wharton, in his
way, ho remarked. “He means well
Horribly slow, though. A bit of an eld
goezer, vou know, As for me, I was born

Three-halfpence. i

fiver would come to them on the morvrow,
when the three o'cleck race bad boen run
at Clourifield Parl.

e,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Credit Sysiem !
SJ'LMM? BUNTER blinked morosele

at his major when the latter joined
him downstairs,
waiting
George,
“Here you are at last " Le grunted.
“ Been watting ¥ asked Bunter affulbly.
~ "Yea! Come on uow, aud let's get the
fiver changed. My, Quelch i3 in.”
Dunter -grinned.
“¥ou come with me, Sommy,'
said. ‘‘I've got sormething to any to you”
“ Better change tha fiver first!”™
“Come along, I tell you!”
Sammy snorted with impatience, bt
he followed his major. Billy Dunter led

e had hern

gome  tune for Wilhiam

ha

him into a {]EHE window-recess, blinking
round \'er}"{.'ayt-ml.tslg to ascertam that no
one wag within hearing.

T T s

4

!
LI

Ll

I Billy Bunter is wanted !

(See Chapter 9.) |

to be a rorty dog. What are you grin-
nitg at, Skinner?"

“ At—at Wharton,” stammered
shkmner.

“He, he! Ileis slow, a0t he? Well,
I'll be getding along to sec Angel now,”
remerked Dunfer, rising.

"Ton't be in & hurry old chap. I've
got some smokes here, and—and we want
to fix up about the race to-morrow,” sand
Slinner,

“Oh, all right!
Sammy."”

“ Betier come and change the fiver
firzt, and whack 1t out,” eaid Sammy un-
ensily, with a very ‘suspicious blink at
Shinner & Co.

1 tell you I'll 2ee vou later. You can
wait for meo outside Quelchy’s stndy, if
vou ke, ™

*Oh, all mght ! grunted Samy.

Heo left the study, and Billy Bunter

rocteded to discoss races with Skinner &

0., audl to bool: bets with those lively
voung gentlemen. When he followed his
minor, SBkinner & Co. =miled at one
ancther, guite satisfied. ‘They wore as-
sured that the greater part of Bunter's

T'l sce wvou later,

“Wellt™ peunted the fag.

“I've got a ripping idea, Sammy,"
said Bunter, lowering his voice, “I'm
going to make no end of money. I'm
going to !¢t you have some, when I've
made 1t, if vou back me up.”

“1'd rather have some of the fiver.”

“Wait a bit. I'm going to punt on
vaces, and footer malches, and things.
I've booked bets with Skiuner and Saoop
and  Stott already for the race to-
morrow afternoon.”

“AMore fool you!™
“You'll lose.™

“Oh, I know n pood bLit abont geo-
gors ™ apid DBunter loftily,

“Fathead ! You dor't knew gusthing
gbout gregees,”

“Well, [ know s muuh as Skinner,
n.n;;hm'r'. I'm aa likely to win sy le g™

‘I daro sax! Bul il yen lose, bang
goes your fver!"

Bunter chuckled,

“It won't cost me anyghing if T lose ™
ha breathed.

“It will, yon azs! You'll huve fo puy
up, now yowve got money.'
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=alld  Sammy.
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Buunter lewerad his voice still more,

*But I haven't got any money [ he
v hispered.

Sanmmy  jumped. .

“ You've got the fiver !" he cjaculated.

"1 haven't!™

i T‘-‘?hnt?”

Billy Buanter gave his astounded minor
& fat wink.

"I haven't!”™ he repeated. “I'm
rtony, except for the bobh Fizhy lent me,
ITe, he, he!”

fammy gasped,

“ But you satd—in the Form-room——

“That was only spoof!l™ prinned
Bunter. *“You see, I've gob a mipping
ilea for making money; but it needs
rapital. ‘That rotter Nugent refused to
lend me the club funds, though I ex-
Mained to him what 16 was for., 'm
etony, Bammy. But f yow haven't any
tagh, credit 13 the next best thing.”

“érﬂditl” stuttered Sammy.

“Cradit 1" gaid Bunter with a nod,
“I've thought it out, Hamuny. If you
haven't any money, well, you make
people believe vou've got some, and it
romes o the same thing. That’s the
sredit system, Eammj+ oml see, now,
i I'd told fellows I'd got a fiver, they
wouldn't have believed me—the rotters
wor't take my word! But when you
fvllowed me about howhng out that you
wanted some of my Rver, they took it for
granted that Y'd got ong—son ¥’

Sammy Bunter blinked at his major in
great admiration.

“ Well, my hat!" he said.

“They awallowed it whele,” grinned
Bunter. “*That's why I did it! They've
stood me a feed alveady, and you, too,
Hammy |

Y He, he, he ™

HNow we're going to make out that
P've gone halves with wou,” continued
the astute Owl, *and to-morvew we'll
make out that vou've got vour fiver

frem home, and sou go halves with me—
mE@JI

“Oh, ecrumbs!™

“You'll pretend that you don't want
to shell out, and I'll chase you about,
asking for my share—see? That'll make
16 logk real 1™

“He, he, he!" =

“And then T can do as much puntin
as I like, on tick !” smiled Buuter. “IEE
I win, I bag the cash, don’t T%? TE T
lpge, I'll settle up later—when I get my
postal-order, you know !

Bammy chuckled explosively.

“PBut, of course, I ghall win," said
Bunter confidently. “T expect to ba
the atskes all along the line. Then %
shall have real moner to punt with—
E.'EE?“

“I=—I sav, it's an
Bi"i{'} ]!:

e Fou're m young ass, Sammy Y
=aic the Owl scornful ¥. 1 tell }';'ﬁu
its the credit system; it's the way they
slo buginess'in the City. Half the peoples
who buy and sell shares on the Stack
Exchange haven’t any money. You bugs
shares, and sell them again at a higher
price before you settle up for them—if
vou know how to do it it doeen't cost
you anything.”

*Ien't that swindling 7" asked Sammy.

“Well, you can’t get locked up for it,
=0 I suppose it isn’t,” anawered his
major. “It's called speculation, not
swindling, I'm going to speculate now.
All !"v? gob to cdo is to make fellows be-
lieve I've got moner, amd could sattle
if I liked; =ame as they Jdo in the
City. "

“But suppose speeulators lose ' aslhied
Baanmy,

“*1 supposa they go bankrupt.  They
éan’t loso anylhing when they haven't
got anything, can they? I can't,
‘githey 1"
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awful swindle,

emmr

* fool reall

“Well, it sonnds ail right,” admitted
Sanmmy. "It seems to me a bit of a
swindle, though."”

“Don't talk like s Conechy, Sammy!
It's all r:fht’ I assure vou. You back
me up and make fellows believe I've got
the tin, and it will go splendidly. 1 ex-
npeet to be volling in money m a few
days,” said Bunter confidently. “T'm
going to see Jerry Hawke, at Friacdale,
teo—and book a bet with him. Ile does
baskmaking, you know,. "

O tick P’

“He'll be jolly glad to bet on tick as
sncn a5 he hears that I'm in funds. 1
shall give him an I O U if necessary,
Hel be jolly eivil when he hears about
this from Skinner. He gets information
out of Skiner abont the other fellows
vou know=—and he'll get this, along with
tha rest.™

“He, he, ha!*

Vernon-8mith  passed  the  window-
aleave,  and laneed 3 83 he heard
Sammy DBunter's fat chuockle. Sammy
wittked at his major, and went on in
2 loud voice: i

“Thanks, old chap. Two-ten each.
I'll let wou have half of mine to-
morrow.™

“Right you arve " said Billy.

The Bounder planced at them very
curiously as he went on his way. And
then the two Bunters separated, boih
of themn feeling very satisfed. Dilly
Bunter was progressing in a direction
which was likely te land him, in the
leng vun, in an undesicable residence,
where they wear broad arrows on theiv
clothes. Tiut the Owl of the Remaove
was ot thinking of that painful posei-
bility of the future,

[

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nap!

ETER TODD looked rather ecuri-
ously at Dunter when the Owl
came into Study No. T for me
that evening. He had heard all
aboot the fiver, and, keen as he was,
Peter did not doubt its existence. 1If
Buuter had anncunced himself as the
prowd possessor of a8 fAve-pound note,
Potey would have closed one eye. But
if Bunter had a fiver he was quite certain
to keep it to himself, and his minor was

certain to pursue him-for a share, with-

reproaches ; and the whole thing fooked
so natural that even Peter was de.
coived with the rest. Billy Bunter's de-
viee was really remarkably acute, con-
sidering what & thorough duffer he was
in nearly every possible wagy.

Bunter had received zo much friendly
respect from Skinuer and Co. and some
other fellows that he was beg}:nning to

wealthy, Angel of the Fourth
—the lofty and superb Aubrey Angel—
had heard of his great Iuck, and had
bestowed a gracionz nod upon him in
the corvidor. Kenney of the Fourth had
elapped him on the shoulder, and offered
him a cigarveite. Bunter was feeling
very pleased with himself, and almost
believed that he really was in funda
Consequently, lis manner was unusually
lofty, not to say swanking, as he came
itto No. 7,

“You're late for prep, Bunter," sail
Peter Todd,

“0h, bother prep!™  said Buntsre.
“1've been chatting with iny pal Anwel,
(Fuod chap, Angel I

“Glad vou think s0," mrunted Peter.

¥XNot in wour line, of course™ said
Bunter, with s snesr, “ You're slow,
Peter. My pal Aucei’s o Lit of o poer.
certainly |7

“Hadn't vou better do your prep?™
sirgested Peter. ! il

*Can't be bothered with pren!
got other things to think of,”
Bunter.

I've
said

| Tom
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“Quelchy will scalp in tho
morning '

“0Oh, bother Quelchy! I teil voun I
cant be bothered!™ saicdd Bunter peexv-
ishly. “1'1 tell you what, Peter. Chack
that rof, and let’s have a game of nap.™

“What "

“T'm feeling a bit rorty this evening,™
saicl Bunter, *“*Daszh it all, let's have a-
fluiter ! Be 8 man for once !

Peier Todd gave the egregious Owl o
petrifving look.

“You fat idiot!™ he stutierel.

*0h, you're an old slow.coavh ™ zaid
Bunter contemptuously, “I  swy,
Diatton [

Tom Dutton, the deaf junier, locked
up as Bunter tapped lum on  the
shoulder,

“Ehi" he inguived,

"Yhat do you sav to & game of nap,
instead of ﬁa*ep?”

“What chap?'” asked Dutton.

“xotchap! Wap! A game of na
howled DBunter. “Don’t vou un
stand F¥

“Why should I stand ¥ asked Vultion
i surprize. L prefor to sit dowit to my
work, Bunter., You'd better do the same,
What chap are you i.u."';inﬁ shout, and
wiat abont him, anyway?*

“WNAP ! howled Bunter,

“Nap!” repeated Tom, heaving it at
[ast. “What do »you mean—nuap?
Bleepy? You can take a nap il you
like, i suppose. Don’t snore, though. I
can’t do my prep with you anoring in the
study,

*(h,

“Eh?

#1-~1 szay, Pefter, wha.z-at are rou
ﬁ&tt-ing out that stump for?” execlaimed

unter suddenly.

“You, my rorty tregsure ! answersd
Peter, * Nothing like o cvicket-stump [or
a rorty dog! Now, then—-=>"

But Bunter was gone.

Thers was no nap in No. 7 Study that
avening, MNeither was there any dpre{‘l: 5
far as Billy Bunter was concerned. With
his fat brain full of ideas of moner-
making by the wonderful method of
punting, Bunter had no time for schaul
waorl, and he intended to chance 1t with
Mr. Queleh in the morning—for which
he was likely to be sincerely repentant
when morning came. But rorty dogs

ive no thought to the merming, and

unter didn't

After his narrow esca from the
stump in No. 7, the Owl of the Eemovo
rolled zlong to No. 4, where Vernon-
Smith and Tom Redwing were at work.
He gdve them an affable nod as he
rolled im.

“8till going it¥" he -asked.

“¥es," grunted the Bounder,

“I'H wait till you've Onished, then™

Y YWait in the passage, will vou "

Bunter affected not to hear that
remark, and he sat down in the arm-
chair, where he waited impatiently till
prep was fAnished, The Bounder hal
linished before Redwing; he was not so
painstakinjg as his etudy-mate.

“Weall i he said, looking at Dunter
not very eﬂrdia!l}i. “1 suppose it's nob
tin vou want, a3 I hear vou're rolling in
money now

“Tva looked in for a litile game”
exmained Bunter.

* What "

“ A little game!  Vou den’t mind my
speaking  before Redwing, do youl™
Bedwing was staring bIan!}rIy at
Buuter.  ~ Hedwing won't play, of
conirze 3 he's too slow., But vou amd I
are birds of a feather, Smithy.™

*Are we " raid the Dounder.

“Certainly., My dear man, I know all
anout your merry old reform, I never
oo that in," smid Bunter, with a wink.
“I'm fly, you know,”

TO1

tH

er-

you deaf chump——"
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20k, youre 8y, are vou? said the
Sounder.

“Just a few!" pgrinmed Bunter
* Mum's the word, of course; buk I know
n thing or two! He, he, he! Now, I'L
tell you what T'll do, Bmithy. I'll play
you nap for sovereign points,”

“Wou young rascal ™ exclaimned Bad
wing.

Bunter waved his fat hand ab Lim.

“You dry up, Redwing; you've slow!
I'm talking to Smithy!
sy to nap at a guid a titne, Smithy ¢

“My hat!”

“Be a sport!” urged Dunter. “He a
man—like me !

“Bo you're anxious to lose
fivert” asked Smithy,

“I'm reoedy to risk it! I'my a spords-
man,” said Bunter aimnlv. © *Trot out
rour cards—the wicked pastchoarda.
He, he, he! I'm your mutton, with the
wool on! He, he, he!”

“Kick him out, Smiths " said Tom
Redwing, half laughing.

Vernon-Smith shook his head.,

“ Not a bit of ir,” he avswered. “ Dun-
ter’s a sport, and I'm a sport.  Didu't
¥ou licar him say we were Lirds of &
feather? Lock the door Redds."

Hedwing stared.

“Bmithy ! You're not—"

“Turn the kev, old chap, and dou't
nzl guestions. I don't want u prefect to
drop in and eateh ws playing the rorty
dog. The Head's po ne taste in sue
matlars; he wouldn't let rorty dogs stay
at Grerfriars at all, if he knew.” ;

Eedwing, greatly astonished, did as the
Bounder requested. Vernon-2mith pro-
duced a pack of eards from some secvet
recess—a relio of his old days, when he
had earned his nickname, and lived up
to it.  Billy Bunter's ¢ves plistencd
he:mnr;l his glassed,
4';(.'ut for deal ! said Vernon Smith,

‘T say, this is really eporting of vou,
Bmithy I said Bunter, ““Quid: ¢y jt--
what *™

*Clertainly.”

.. Your deal, Go ahead !

Tom Redwing looked on in astonish.
ment as the cards were dealt, o had
heard of the Bounder's old wuys, but he
had seen little of them.  Smithy had
given up his wild ways before Redwing
came  to  Greyfriars.  Redwmg's ex-
pression was rather grim,  Bub Verpon.
Smith did not heed him.

“Nap!"™ he said casuallr,

Panter grinned.

“Goit!” he answered,

Visiona  of Vernon-Smith'a  gnida
floated Lefore Bunter's greedy evea, This
was really a good bezinning to his carcer
as a punter.

The Dounder proceeded to go it wiil
such success that he took the nccessary
number of tricks. Bunter, punter as he
preclaimed himself, was as biz a duffer
ot carda as at eversthing clse: and the
Bounder had not lost his old proficiency,
Lven with a werse hand he would pro-
bably have beaten Bunter: ana he ﬁap
pened to have s good nap hand.

Billy Buuter's fat face grew longer as
Vernon.-8mith completed his game, On
the credit system, as he had explained to
Sammy, he did not stand to lose any-
iaing when he hadn't anything to lose,
But unndoubtedly there would rather
o painful scena whon it was discovered
that he had nothing to lose.

“You owe me five quid, mr son.” said
the Bounder pleasantly.,  “Just takes
vour fiver! Good little pame—whyt =

“Oh!l'" rasped Bunter,

“Shell out. mv infunt!
you know!"

:* Oh, dear! I-—I say, Smithr——="
i3 ik the game ashed the ounder,
“Rippin’, isn't it? Feel like partin® with
your fiver, you crass idiot 7”7

“Oh, really, Bmithy —"

your

Be o spoct.

What do ¥ou |
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Bunter's face was a study, YVernon
Soith burat inte a lough, and pui the
cards away.

“Get out!™ he said, unlocking the
door. " ¥ou eilly chum&! I was only
givin' yeu a lesson, eap vour silly
liver, and travel along! And when you
ilink of getting into a pame with
Skinner or Angel, remember what’s just
happened to you.™

Bunter pasped with relief,

He wasn't afraid of having fto hand
over & fiver; as he did not posscsz one;
but he had lbeen very much afraid of
what S3mithy would say—and do—when
he mads the discovery that the Grer did
not exisk

That discovery need net be made now.

* You—vou—vou don't want me to pay
up, Smithy " he stammered.

*Ha, ha, hal I'~ii:r1 vou fat chump! 1
want you to get out |

“Then I'll toss you doubla or qunts ™

Vernon-Bmith started,

“Haven't you had lesson enovgh al-
ready "' he exclaimed.

“Double or guits I’ urged Duonter,
“"Be a gport, you knew! Dash 1t all,
follow my example !”

“Well, my only hat!” the
Bounder i astonishment.

He had fully expected that the narrow
esvape of his fiver would be a warning to
Bunter. Hvidently it was not. Bunter
was prepared to ﬁr:r on, without limit;
his preparedness being founded on the
fact that he had nothing to lose, Smithy,
fortunately for Bunter, was not aware
of that circumstance.

“Reddy, old chap,” aid the Bounder,
“I've given Bunter one lésson, and if
zecing ko be wasted on him. There's a
cricket-bat in the cupboard. Hand it
out, will yout”

“Certainly, said Redwing, lavghing.

Billy Bunter executed a  strategic
retreat into the passape with great
prompiness. He blinked back into the
study scornfully.

“Lall yourself & sportzman!” le zaid
witheringly, “You're slow, Smithr—as
siow as Wharton! Wah!¥

And with that Bunter rolled away,

saicl

——— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.,
Punting !

ARRY WITARTON & C0, had »
foothall match with the Shell
fixed for the following after-
noon ; and that day they were

thinking chiefly of footer. Dilly jﬁumer
wa3 also thinking of the match. It was
an opportumty for punting that was not
1o be missed. 3
_Having by his peeuliar device cstab-
lished his credit on a sound footing, the
amateur punter was in a position to make
bets. and there were several fellows quite
willing to relicve him of his sapposed
wealth by that method.

Already he had several beta hooled for
the afternoon races at Courlfield Pavk:
and he had entered them in an old
wecount-book with o very businesslike
air, feeling detidely rorty as he did s,

Skinner and Co. locoked for Dunter
afrer dinner, and they found him holding

a confabulation with hiz minor under the'

clnis,

The two Bunters did not zeem to
observe Skinner & (o. approaching, and
the latter gave ear to the dizeussion that
WE ECHEE 06
“"Yeou see, I shall want the mouer,
Sammy, " said Gilly Buuter, in an argu-
mentative sort of warz,

“I den't see 1" anzwered Sammy.-

“You'll ot
0T PO,
0"

“Yes: but I want it to-day. I went
Balves with you, SBammy, with my fiver,”

¢ another  remittance  to-
he pater told me 1o tell vou

Three-halfpence. 7

said the Owl szolemmnly.
to ge halves with me.
voun did.”

TN stick to the barpain, of couvse,™
said Sammy, with egual seriousness,

"Well, where's the caszh, then?™

HT've asked Mr. Twigg to change it
for me; he's got it."”

"1 may have to eettle up alter the
footer-match,” said the Owl. Lot me
have it theu: that will do.™

“Oh, all right!”

Billy Bunter blinked round at that
point, oppavently eatching sight of Skin-
ner & Co. for the first time.

Skinner and Snoop and Stott came on
towards him, with a smile. Sammy DBan-
ter smiled, too, as hg cut off.

Skinner was a very keen fellow, hat he
did not suspect that that discussion had
been held in hia heuring for his especial
benefit.

“¥ou seem to be in luck Bunter,” re-
marked Snoop enviously,

HOh, T doww't know about that,” said
Bunter carelessly. * My pater is alwaya
generous when things are going well”

“They =zeem to be going well now,”
aaid Stott.

Bunter nodded.

j‘;‘i"es; the pater’s been a bear,” he
sid.

“Has he?" ejaculated Stott. " Well, I
wouldn't say he waz exactly a Chester-
field, but T wouldi't call him & bear,
Bunter.”

The Owl of the Remove snorted.

“Vou're an ass, Stott! That's a Stock
Exchange exprezsion.”

“Oh, Isen! And if you're a beay, von
rake in the dibs, is that it

“Hometimes. You can be a bull or a
bear, gecording to cirumestances,” said
Bunter.

Billy Bunter, in the vacations at home,
heard a great deal of tulk he did not
quite understand; but he prided_himself
very much on his knowledge of the Stock
Exchangse and its affzirs. He knew that
hiy futher was sometimes a bull, some-
fimes a bear, sometimes even n stag:
but he would have been rather puszzled
to explain the difference among them.,

Of late Mr. Bunter Lhad been a lame
duck, and Bunter knew what that nieant,
cash having been very tight in-conse-
guenee, Ho had heard Mr. Bunter men-
tion, with lugubrious looks, that he had
been left “holding the baby ™ ; a weird
expression, which evidently imphied that
the speculstor was landed -with some
stock he did not want. Those details,
haowever, Bunter did not mean to conhide
to Skinner & Co.

“He's been bearing tho market, von
know,” explained Banter loftily. *A
bear-raid, you know!™

“What on earth does that mean?”
asked Snoop.

“h, it'e a term they use!" said Bun-
ter. ' F'm going in for that kind of thing
when T grow uI;l:. I heard the pater say
that the bears hod been on the rﬂmpnfe
in the rubber-market for months, but the
bulls are driving them out.” i

“(ireat pip! Sounds like a giddy fairy-
tale—something like the Lion and the
Unicorn. It scems jolly gueer to make
money like that! Where does the money

U Won agreed
Now, vou know

come fromiY

“ Blessed 1f T know! Must come from
eomewhers,” said Bunter. “I suppose
there's stodgy sort of people earning it
ail the time, you know, by sticking io
wnﬂ{; or some rot like that. Hallo!
They're going down to footer. You
fellows fecl inclined te put anvthing on
the mateh?” :

“T'm backin' the Remave,™ said Skiu-
[er.

Bunter sniffed.

“1'he best man in the DNomave 1s left
out of the team,” he said
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“"You fAatter me, old chap!™
2 %}'h? I was speaking of my:elf, you
]

“Oh! Ahem! Exactly! You've back-
ing the Shell, then?”

“Two to ono on the Sheld!”
Bunter laftily.

Bkinner & Co. exchanged greedy looks.
They fancied the chances of the Remove,
though the Shell were an older team.
Harry Wharton & Co. were in great
form, and they belioved that Hobzon's
team would be beaten.

e guid:?” ssked Fkinnew

“Certainly !”

“TI'll take you, then 1

“Bame here!” said Sncop.

“Put me down!” eaid Stott promptly,

Billy Bunter opened his dog-eared
account-book, and entered the bets with
a stump of pencal

“Hettle at once after the match,” he
gaid. “I don’t run accounts.™

“(Oh, certainly !

“Tet’s go and see the game,” said
Enoop. " They're kicking off.”

said

“Tve got an engagement,” said
Etif;nen “T'll come along later. Ta-
ta!

Bunter, Snoop, and Stott walked down
to Little 8ide, whero the play was be-
ginoing, while Harold Skinner strolled

away to Friardale. He had an
ment that afterncon with Mr,
the billiard-sharper.

Snoop and Stott watched the game
with great keenmess, having a financia
gtake in the result. Billy Bunter made
a little calculation. He had six pounds at
stake on the footer-match, and as much
on the Courtfield race; and if he lost
all round he had one shiliing—which be-
lonzed ta Fisher T. Fish—to seitle up
with !

He felt a qualm of uneasiness as he
thought of the possibilities. Ho had
bean able to book the bets on his
amazing credit eystern; but if the time
came to settle up he fele that thero
would be trouble.

Still, he had great faith in hizs own
wonderful judgment. Ho was sure lLe
WA goIng to win.

Tn fact, in spite of a momeniary qualm,
he was thinking chiefly of the very con-
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siderable sums ha was going to bag as a
reault of his afternoon’s punting.

“Goal 1"

There was a shout from the crowd
round the field as Harry YWharton put
the leather into the not.

“Well kicked 1™

“EBravol” roared Stott, thinking of
his stake.

“ Good man, Wharton 1" howled Snoop,
with the same thought in his mind,
They grinned at Billy Bunter.
Et“tlfmkﬂ all right for us—what?" asked
ott.
] Bunter did not answer, but his p-mhﬁ:;
face wore a thoughtiul expression. |
was wondering just then what was going
to happen if the Remove won and he
was cﬂ:ﬁd upon to pay up
H cing a good deal older, and
gonerally s heavier team, the

Remove players had all their work cut
out: but they were in great form.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nice for Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
laying a great game. The Shell

Wharton was keepin%' his men up to
the mark in readiness tor the S5t Jim's
mateh, which was a tougher proposition
than the match with the Shell; and all
the Remove players were doing thew
best with a view fo Leing sclected lo
plav against St Jim's.

The first goal had come to the Re-
move; but Hobson & Co. were putting
their beef into it now; and just before
half-titne Hobson eucceeded n putting
tho ball 1o,  Billy DBunter's fat faco
brichtened as he i(marf} the Shell roar
apl%luuse, :

he painful hour of setiling up scemed
further off now that the scove was equal.

During the interval Skinner cante
along and jeined them.

“How's it goin’?7 e asked.

" Oue 2l zaid Snoop. 3

“ Hemove are going to win®  said

Stott. “Some of the Shell are simply
fumbling : look at Hoskins, Prinstance

“ Let's hope he'll peter out,”™ remarked
Skinner.  *“L've just seen Hawke, you
chaps. He says tgmt Blue Bag is o dJdead
cevt this afternoon,”

Price 13d.

Bunter stavbed.

Blue Bag wae the name of the horse
Skinner & Co. had backed, and against
which the amateur punter had luid odds
of two.to one. e

Blue Bag wee the favourite in a small
field, and it was cne of those occasions
when the winner was pretty well known
in advance-—oceasions when the book-
makers decline to accept beta.

Bunter had accepte them cheeriully,
not knowing anything about the matter,
and Skinner's remark made him feel
unaeasy. . _

“You sen,” went on Skinner, with a
grin, “every horze that was nningnud,
except Blue Bap, was scratched Bny
baby would have known that Blue Bag
was going to win, because he couldn’t
do anything else, unless he deliberately
laid down and died on the field. The prien
i gix to one on Blue Bag. Bunter’s laid
two to one against. Sportin’, I call it!”

“Ha, ha!" chortled Snocop and Stott.

Bunter's jaw dropped. .

“ Favourites don't always win!™ he
stammered. ) ] .

“Wot at all: but in this case he can't
help it,” emiled Skinner. * 8till, that
won't matter to a millionaire like you,
Bunter!”

“Nen-not at allt” stammered Bunter.

“You're ready to settle up as soon as
we get the rﬁmﬂ?” snid Skinner, with a
rather sharp lock at the Owl of the
Remove. .

Bunter pulled bimself together. Bluo
Dag had not won yet, at all events, and
it was no use showing the white feathor
before he knew the worst. =~

“ Certainly,” said the fat junior airily.
““ Ag goon a8 wo get the evening paper,
Skinner, ou come along to me”

“Pve got one ordered,” said Skiuner.
“ A kid's going Lo bring it along as soon
as it can be got at the station. Hallo!
Thoeroe they go agam 1™

The teams were liang up for tho
second  half.

Theve was a fine rush up the field on
the part of the Remove after tho whistle,
and & tussle before the Shell goal, whickh
ended in Vernon-Smith putting the Lall
in.

“Two {o
=nOOp. .

“Well done, Smithy !

Bunter looked serious. .

But his fat face eleared again a quarter
of an honr later whoen Stewart of the
Shell seored, beating Hazeldeno in goal.

Skinner grunted

“ Fazel'a rotten ! he remarked, 1Mo
oughtn't to have let that ball through.
Hallo, Angel!” !

Angel of the Fourth sirolled along with
Kenney. Snoop gave him a grim look,
Ho was not friendly with Angel, with
whomt he had lately Deen at fisticuffa
But the dandy of the Fourth took no
notice of Sideey Jaunes BSnoop. 1

“ Hallo 1 5e  drawled. " Jlow's
goin’ ¥ ) )

“Two to twe,” =anl Bkmher.
move's goin’ to bag the odd trick, I
think. Danler's backin® the Shell, i vom
want a flotter.”

Aubrey  Augel Jooked ot Bunder at
O,

CAWlhat'- the peice ' he asked,

Bunter drew a deep breath, He {eli
that he was i foe it, and he told hie-
self that he might as well be hung for
w shoep as a Jamb. Up to the very last
monent he was going lo swank. .

“Pao to wne on the Shell ' he znid

Order Now.

one  Remove!™  grinned

it

(1} :L"-

desperately. .
Angel looked reflective, :
“Iv's  anybody's  game,”  he  said

# Pleszed if T soe ooy reason to pal ivwo to
one on the Bl 17

“That's the fgore,”  said  Dunfer
hoastfully, “Supposc I lose? Well, I
cant afford it.  Quids, if you like."



Every Monday.

YTake him ! muwrmuored Kenney in
Aungel's ear. *Ie's pot the dibs, Take
him !’

Angel nodded.

“You meen it, Bunter 7" ho asked.

“My dear man, I mean what I say,”
answered Bunter loftily. 1 don't care
if. you make it fivers 1™

" Fivers " eaid Angel slowly.

He glanced at the game,
glanced at Bunter. .

“Done!” he said quu‘:tily. .

“I'l book it up,” said Buuter, with
an air of carelessness,

And he did so.

£ G{}a! !!I

“Bravo, Redwing ¥

“(oal, goal, goal !"

“Good old Remove ! roarcd Skinner.
“How's that, Bunter 7"

Billy Bunter loocked quite green. He
had just finished booking Aubrey Angel's
bet when Tom Redwing put the ball into
the Shell net. 'The Remove were three
to two, with a quarter of an hour to go.

Angel smiled.

“ Looks cheery for you, Bunter!” Le
temarked.

“Pooh! What doea it matter?” said
Bunter, recovering himself. He reflected
that, after all, he didn’t stand to losc
anything; he hadn't enything to lose.
“My dear chap, this 18 nothing to me,”

“Nwe to be rolling in 1! said
Kenney  enviously. “I'd  swap paters
with you with pleasure, DBunty, old
gun ' '

Bunter grinned  inveluntarily. He
could not h{th;l wondering  what his
friends would have said if they had
kpnown that his pater was at present a
lame duck, and sorcly short of cash; and
if they had known, too, that Bunter's
tinancital resources were limited to the
shilling Fishy had lent him !

Angel and Kenney strolled away helore
the finish. The lofty Aubrey would not
seem to he keenly intercsted in a junior
[ooter match, But Bkinner & Co. in-
tended to see the game out. They
vob mean to lose sight of Bunter till
alter he had settled.

“TFive minutes to go!” remarked Skin-
ner, glancing up at the cdock-tower.
"“"The Bhell doesn’t look like eqgualising.”™

“They don't, for a fact!” grinned
Statt. " Bunter, old man, we're goin’ to
uko a bear-raid on you !

“We are—we 121" chuckled Snoop.

Billy Bunter felt almost giddy for a
moment. The career of a punter did not
seem very attractive just thon, 1Tt lookoed
a3 if he were going to be a lamo duck,
like his respected pater.

The &hell players were finishing well,
but they were plainly not up to getting
through the Bemove again. So far from
winning, it was protty certain now that
they would pot suceeed in making it o
draw,

Bunter made o wild mental caleula-
tion ns to the amount he would owe if
the Bhell were beaten—or, rather, whoen
the Shell were beaten, Bix pounds to
skinner & Co., ten pounds to Aubrey
Aogel—sixteen pounds inoall, And there
would be Fishy's shilling for the four
veung rascals to divide among them !
What were they hliely to do to Bonter ?

“There goes Wharton ! grinned Skin-
ner. " Blessed if I dor’t think it end
four to twe! Ila, ba, ha!”

Stott and Snoop chortled. Billy Dune
ter mado a movement to ge.  Somehow,
he wanted to postpone the painful ex-
planation that was now inevitable. But
Skimer, always a littlo suspicious, took
hold of his fat avm.

“Hew it ooul, Bunty, old ¢hap ™ he
gaud.

HI=-Tve got to spoak to my minoe '
stammmered Buenter.

“Ob, Sanuny can wait,”

and  he
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“"He's got some tin for me, I mean!”
gasped Bunter.

“We'll eome with you to find him,
then. It'H be over in a minute now.”™

HYOh!" gasped Bunter.

The final attack on the Shell goal was
looking hke snecess, when the whistle
went. "There was a roar of cheering from
the Lower Fourth, The ERemove had
won the match by three goals to two.

Skinner & Co. smiled at Bunter,

“You owe -me two quid!™ said three
VC‘E{'F'H 1it WUTE80T.

Billy Bunter felt like famting. Never
had the career of a punter seemed so hor-
ribly unattractive as it did ot that mo-
ment. But with a great effort the fat
junior pulled himself together.

“Two quid each!"” He was guite sur-
prised himself at the nerve he wea dis.
playing. *'Right you are, my sons. I've
got enough in my desk to settle that
without bothering Bammy. Come on!”

“Yer, come on!"” said Skinner; end
the three escorted Bunter towards the
School House.

“Good game, envhow,” gaid Bunter,
keeping up appearances, as it were, to

Three-halfpence. 9

"I've got Lo see Angel,” he remarked.
“Here's the key of my desk, Bkinner.
You cun get the fin youreelf. Take the
curroncy notes, not the fiver. I wand
that.””

“Right-ho '’ gasped Bkinner,

He took fhe kew, and the tric rushed
away to Btudy No. 7. Bunter, breathin
hard through ‘his fat little nose, hurriug
away to Angel’s etudy in the Fourth.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Double or Quifs !
UBREY ANGEL had sat down to
tea with Kemnney when Billy
Bunter rolled into the hand-
somely-furnished  study.  The
Fourth-Formers had heerd the shoutin
from without which announced the result
of the match. Angel gave the Owl of
the Remove & careless nod.

“That's very sportin’,” remarked
Konney.
“Eh? What 1% asked Bunter,

“Comin’ to settle so promptly.™

R | i
alE P ]

g
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Nap in No. 4! (¥ce Chapier 5.)

the very last moment. It  docsn’t
matter nich to me. 'l toss you double
or quits for the amount if you like.”

“A bird in hand 18 worth two in the
bush,” remarked Skinner. “I'm taking
the quids.™

“Same lere,” remarked Bnoop and
Stott,

st as vou bke,” sad Buanter indif-
ferently.

IHis manver was so composced that
Skinner & Co. were quite deceived. Skin-
ner pecame move friciully than ever. Ile
was looking forward to a serics of bets
with the amateur pnoter, cach of them
fo materinli=e like this

“By the wav, T menltoned yon o
Ilawke, Bunty,” he vemarked. T aw ke
gaid e would be very pleased to zee you
at anv time.™

“T'Il give hin a look-in,” said DBunter
carrfessly.

“This way ! zanl Encop, making for
the stairease as they entered the House.

DBuntey ascended the stairs with his
frierdds, but on the landing he paused,
and toole a key from his pocket.

Bunter breathed hard,
“Ye-es, of course,” he sanl.  Bhor
accounts mwake long friends, yvuu know.

Nothing  like settling on the nail—
what §"
“Good business,™ said Angel. " You

owe me ten guid, Bunter,™

“Ten quid exactly,” assented Bunter.
“Will you bave it In curreney noies o
two fiverst"

“1 don't care which., Sll, T'd rather
have fivers, if you happen to have them.™

“Do you mean to say you've got ihe
amount in  both, Bunter?” ciaculated
Kenney, i astonishmondt.

“Why not ¥ suid Bunter ealialy.

'.‘ﬁu,t'”b“t {that wonld bLe twenly
cuid !

“Dpes that seem a lot of money to vou,
Kenuey 7" asked Bunter Loftily.

“Well, I admit it does! Yo minsk
have got some jolly pood Lips,” aaid
Kennev, 1 wishh I'd  backed the
Remove now.”

“Too late for that,” smiled Bunter.
“T'H take you on for the St Jim's mateh,
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if wou like, and beolk the bal new., T'im
offering even money.”

gl gee voun about that later,™ re-
marked Angel. I must zay you're

goin' It, Bunter.”

“Oh, T alwavs was o spovisnan I said
Bunter. * When a chap’s fairly rollin’
money, why shouldn't he have a bit of a
Butter ?"

“Eoho anawers why," asid Angel, with
a smife, and locking at Bunter with
much more respect. “I'm pretiy well
heeled myself, but I can't chuck fivers
round a3 yvou ecem to be doin’. That
tennor will come in handy for me. I'm
backin' Long Shot on SBaturday.™

“food horse?" asked Dunter.

"1 think so; I'm riskin" it, El.l'tj."I-\'EIf‘.
Hawke's goin’ to take the bet; strictly
under the rose, of course.”

“Did you say you'd have fhverat™
askad Bunter, fumbling with his pocket-
book.

“Yea my boy.”

“Tf you'd care for it, T'd toss you
double or guits,” said Bunter, iu 2 casnal
sort of way.

“Double or quits for ten poundal!™
gasped Kenney.

“Oh, may as well make the thing inter-
eating I said Bunter recklessly, crump-
fing an old letter in his lgum-kf:t-huﬂk, and
hoping that it sounded like the rustle of

banknotes. " What do you sady, Angel?
Bqtaﬂ” sgport, and maks it double or
quits,

“Have you got the tin to setilg if I
do?" asked Angel sharply.

“The currency notes, you know, as
well as the fivers,” said Bunter. I

think I've got just twenty—no, twenty«

one. What do you say?
a coin ?"

Aubrey Angel hesitaled., Tle was a
gambler to the finger-tips, and he was
tempied to assent. Kengey looked on
with wide-open eves. BRuter was iz-

laying a nerve that astonizshed himself;
but it waa desperation that made him do
it.  There wae nothing i his pocket-
book but some old letters and a stnmp of
pencil, out of which he certainly could
not liave paid ten pounds, either in
fivers or in currency notes.

Ho might just as well owe Angel
twenty as ten, he reflected; and if Elm
won, the debt was cleared off, and his
credit rosintained wmimpaired,

“Well, really——" began Angel.

“Oh, don’t be funky " enid Bunter.
“Make it double or quits! May as well
ba in for a pound as in for a penny,”

“Done ! said Angel.

He made up his mind to it.

“Right-ho! Got a coin?" asked
Bunter briskly®

“Ifere’s a penny ! saikd Puul Kenney,
producing one.  “Hhall T toss for you 7"

“Let 1t drop on the floor, and roll,”
said -Bunter suspicicusly,  “Then we'll
call head or tail.”

Kenney looked st Angel, who nedded.

he psnny was tossed into the air, and
clicked on the focor, rolling under the
table. ‘The table-cover hid it from sight.

“Head or taili"” asked Angel, with a
cool grin. He was net nearly so excited
as the Owl of the Remove.

“ Head ! gasped Bunter, making tho
plunge,

Kenney palled aside the table-cover,
and d}aﬂruapd the peuny, with the figure
of Britannia uppermost. Bunter caught

Anvbody got

at the table for support; lic felt cluine
Tll& t_::I'l':,.'

iidd:.r. .ﬂ.,‘:;g&l did not move.

ubrey disoained to show any cagerness,

though, as a matter of fact, he was feel-

Ing eager enough.

" Wall?” he drawled,

o “1It's tatﬂ," taml.i E]{-Erum-:.‘.
wes you twenty guid.™’
“{H{. ear ;" gasped Bunter.
Tus Macxrr Lisrany.—No. 568,

" Dunter

“0l, good ! vawied Angel  Elell

out, Bunter "

Billy Bunter pasped for breath.

“1—I eay, Angel—=" he stattered.

15“1'&‘“?1:

“I—I-T'0 toss you doulde or guiis
again, if vou like I

LI “F_hat ??1‘ I

“I—I mean it!”

Angel rose to his feet with a cold
glitter in his eyes.  Whatever funds
Bunter might possess, "It was sure

engugh that he could not have settled u
forty pounds. The dendy of the Fourth
WaeS SUSpC1ona.

“We've tossed double or aquits, and
you owe me twenty pounds,” he said.
“Shell outt”

“0Oh, be a esport, you know!™ said
Bunter feebly.

“Shell oub ™ vepeated Angel angrily.

Billy Buntzr made a movement
towards the door; but Angel promptly
atepped in the way. Ile was more than
suapicious now.  Kenney joined him,
and both of them gove Bunter dark
looks

“Have you been spooflin’ me?” asked
Angel, in an ominous tone. “ Let's see
the colour of your money, Bunter.™

“The—the fact is ”—Bunter's voice
was quite husky—*I—I"ve left my money
in the study, now that I come to think
of it.”

“Yon said you had twenty-one pounds
there.”

“1-—I meant

“Well, what did you wean?” ashked
Angel, in a dangerons tone,

‘]ﬁl“imt—that‘. was only a figore of
speech, you know ! gasped Bunter,

“What ¥ yelled the two Fourth-
Formers together,

“I—1 veally meant that T hadu’t, you
know,” stammerad Bunter feebly.

Angel made a stride towards him, and
snatehed the pocket-book., Heé stoved
inta i, fnd saw notlung buk some old
letters. There was no sign of fivers, and
ne sign of currency notes. .-"‘.ngnj did
not need telling then that he had becn
spoofed,

“Yon young swindler ! he shouted,
throwing the pocket-book at Bunter's
end, “ You haven't any money at all "

SO0, really, you know—"" gasped the
unhappy Bunter.

“The awkul thief ! said Kenney. “1le
tossed you donble or quits when he
couldn’t even settle the ten !

Angel's brow was black with rage.

Lk

It

had been rather infra dig., in his opinien,’

to have any dealings with a fellow hke
RBunter at all; he had put his swank in
his pocket for tho purpoee of annexing
Bunter's cash. To discover that Bunter
had no cash was exiremely exasperating.

“You horrid young thief!™ he ead.
“You made that bet on the footer-
ground without a penny in your pocket !
It's all lies about your fivera!”

“T1—I say, yon know—""

HArve vou going to softle up " roaveld
Angal,

* Bus-sus-cartainly !
postal-order——""'

HWhat?"”

“From a titled relation,” said Bunter.
" As zoon as it comoes—"

“Take 1w out of his hide!" said
Renney,

“T'm gom' to!™ said Angel savagely.
“ Hold him while I pet a fives-hat !

“ I—I say, you fellowz——""

Paul Kenney laid violent lhands on
Bunter, It was plain now that the Owl
of the Remove was i his usual impe-
cunipus  condition, and had not the
remotest chance of settling s debt, or o
tenth part of i ﬂ:‘lgcﬁ in a state of
fury, starled on him with the fives-bat
as Wenner held him down.

It Bunter could not pay he was going
to bove the punizlmnent of a welsher:

I'm expecting a

=

- No. 1, includin
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theve wae some satisfacticn in that, at
least. And Aubrey Angel allowed him-
zelf hia full money’s worth,

Billy Bunter roared and wriggled, sl
ﬁt&'uggled and howled, as the bat waa laid
on, but the engry Fourth-Former did nol
spare lnm,

His arma was aching when he ceased
at last,

Dunter
dismally.

“MNow get out, you worm!" gasped
Angel. “And mind, if you don't settle
up thia week, I'll give you another doee
like that, and the same every week fill
you do settle 1Y

“Yow-ow-ow.ow '™

“Kick him out, Kenrey !

“Yow-ow! Yaroooop!”

Gilly Bunter was kicked out, groan-
ing; and he ecrawled awav down tha
Fumge, feeling that life wax not worth
iwing for an enberprising punter.

[ay on the carpet, howling

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Welsher !

b TRICS to us, nwld nay  our
shadow never grow lesas!”

Bob Chervy gave the toast in
Study No. 1. i

The Famous Five were In great spirits,
They had beaten the Shetl, much to the
sirprise of Iobson & Co.; though noi
ot all to their own surprise. And from
that victory they augured well for the
St. Jim's mateh when it came along,

There was quite a little party in Stady
the Co. and Tom Brown
and Squiff, and Vernon-Bmith and Red:
wing. Mark Linley and Penfold aum
Hazeldene came i, too, hnn{mg thew
own rations, like iiu: rest. here was
not much room, but there was pleuty ol
good-humour and satisfaction.

Tt was only a war tea, but the cheery
juniora made & celebration of it Ay
Iurres Jamzet Rom Bingh remarked, the
helifulness of the estecined Shell was nok
a daily oecurrence. Bob Chervy's foas
was being drunk in weak coffec, without
sugar but with enthusiasm, when the
door opened and Billy DBunter boelted
jute the study like a vabbit into its
burrow,

He came in so  harciedly  that  he
evashed into the tea-party. and” there
were vells of wrath ou all sides.

(1 E_Eei] 'ﬂff!"

“You blind Owl!

“Jump on him!”

“I say, you fellows!” howled Bunier.
“1 say, Wharton—-— Oh, dear! Mur-
der! Tire! Keep 'em off! Yarooooh!™

The Owl of the Remove dodged be-
hind Harry Wharton, in his excitement
clutching hold of the Remove captaimns
jacket,

“Reep ‘em off!” he howled.

“What's the thumping row?" roaved
Bob Cherry. “ Have tha Huns landed?”

“Yow-ow-woop! Keep 'em off!”

The cause of Bunter's alarm wuas scan
evident. In the open doorway appearsd
Skinner, Snoop, and SBtott, with furious
looks., Skinner had a sticls in his hand,
dSnoop had a fire-shovel, and Stott a
cricket-bat. It really leoled as if Bun-
ter's life was in danger,

“Here ho ig!” howled Bkinner.

“Have him out! Smash hun!”

Bunter velled with fevror.

“T say, you fellows, keep ‘em off!
I dida't do it—1 mean. I wasn't going
to—that iz, I'm going to setrle up when
my¥ postal-order comez! Yoarooooh!”

“Welsher ! howled Snoop.

Harry Wharton jumped up.

“Order!” he exclaimed, “Koop out,
von bonnders! What has Bavter done?™

*We're poing to smash him 1"

“Spafhicate hon !

“%¥ah! Welsher!™

A il

Yaroooh !
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“The welshfuluess is probable terrifie,™
reniied  Horree Singh. “DBut  the
smashfulness is a boot on the other leg.
Kooy off-fully, my esteermned Blinner !™

A duzky hand shoved Bhinner back
ag he strove to drive 2 way through the
aztonished t1co-paviy. SBkianer nearly
=1t down., I1le made a motion with the
«tivk, but he decided not to vae it

“IMand out  that fat roltter!” ho
stionted. " Youn're not going to protect
him! 1 tell you we've going to take
it ont of his hide ™

“enp lim off 1" wailled Bunter.

“What's the vow!” demanded Whar-
ion,  **[las Bunter becn scoffing your
rations

“He's been swindling us!™

“1lla's got to pay up!”

“Yah! Pay uop, you welsher!”

Shinner & Co. were wildly exeited.
I'he discovery that Bunter was not only
# panter, but a welsher, simply exas-
perated them: all the more because they
prided themselves upon being all there,
and the [al jumior had takeén them all in
with perfect ease—or, rather, he had
allowed them to take themselves in.
There was no money to be extracted from
Bunter : but Angel's form of indemnity
was what they were seeking now.
Maturallr, Billy Bunter felt that he had
had cnongh of that in Angel's studs,
aned he did not want any more.

The  three  exasperated

] ] juniors
brandished their weapons at

him, but

the tes-party were n the way, and:

Bunter was safe so fur.

“*Now, let's have the rights of it,”
waid Vernon-Smith, who had a suspicion
how muatiters stood. “How’s Bunter
swindled youi”

“He owes us two quids each.™

* Billy azses to leud him money !’ com-
rmented Johnny Bull.

"We didn’t lend it to him!” snarled
Shinner.. “ e put twa to one on the
=hell this afternoon, and lost 16"

Wharton knitted his brows.

“8o you've heen malking beots on the
Form mateh!” he exclaimed.

" Rotter 1’ said Bob Cherry.

“The rotterfulness is terrvific!™

“QOh, don’t {;ix—e us any of vour ser-
Oony now !’ exclnimed Skinner
savagely. “He Dbet with us. fair and
~quare, making out that he had plenty
of money in his pockets, and we thonzht
e could pay if he lost. He'd have
bagged our money if he’d won. Then
he gives me & key to take the money
Mot his desk, and I find it's not the
hiew of hiz desk at all!®

“Hu, ha, ha!”

“We smashed the desk open, as the
kew wouldn't fit,” said Stott, taking up

the tale. “There wasn’t any money in
it.”
“ Not a brown ! howled Snoop. * Not

a red cent! All spoof!™

“Then wo went to Angel’'s study to
sge him  about it paunted Skinner.
“We found out from Angel that he'd
spoofed him, foo; he hadn't any money
to settle. He tossed doulle or quits with
Angel, and lost, and never paid him
ity thaone, ™

*Ha, ha, hat™ .

“Ch, funny, ain't i7" snarled Skinner.
“But we've been welshed, and we're
going to have our moner, or else take
it out of his hide! He made out that
ha'd had a fiver fromm home. I don't
Lelieve it now.”

“MNot o word of it!™ said Bnoop, Tt
was spoof from beginving to ang. The
heast has been keeping out of sight,
antd we've been hunting tor hin, IF he's
gob any money why deesu't he settle
pd
Why dou’t you, Buunter?”’ grinned
tae Bonnder.

“I—1 haven'l any mevey st present,”

e
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gasped Bunter, “I—I'm expecting :
postal-order shortly.™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Dow't give us that garn!” houled
Shinner. “If rou've got a fiver, hand
it over, and we'll call it gquare. Dut
vont haven't; you're broke, as uzual. Yon
only got upathat scene with rour fat-
headed minor to take us . 1 ean see
it all now,”

“My only hat!” ejaculated W harton.

“By gad! Bunter's improvin’,” said
the Bounder. “Hc certninly made me

believe that he had a fiver. e wras
talking it over with Sammy, and 1
heard——  Great Eip‘. Ie did -3t on

purpose, of course.”

The ghost of a grin dawned upon Bun-
ter's fat face.

it was all

Vernon-Smith.

“You—you see, I was
capital,” explained Bunter.
had acted very meanly--—-""

“I had?* ejrenlated Nuogent.

“ Yoo, voul! You refused to lend me the

" e Slacker

spoof?”" exclaimed

short  of
Y Nugent

f'l"ll

ARE YOU ONE?

Now is the time to show what
stuff you are made of. Don't slack
about the streets in *“*civvies' if
you can join a Cadet Corps.

HELP YOUR COUNTRY BY

applying to “C.A.VY.R., Judges’
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
tice, W.C. 2,"” who will send you
particulars as to your mnearest
Cadet Corps. You can do your
bit by

BECOMING A CADET TO-DAY!

club funds, though I explained to you
what I wanted the money for.”

“Oh, crikey!™

“The matter can be settled now, satis-
factorily for all partics, if Nugent cares
to do the decent thing,” said Dunter,
blinking at the astounded Juniors.
“* Mugent can hand over the club money
to me, and 1'll settle up with theso chaps.
It will ke all right; I expect to have a
lot of money shovtly. In fact, I'm doing
:éome Punting on the races on Sabuy-

av——

“Whati"

“1 expect to bag quite a lot of tin,”
satd Bunter. “ Yon can sce that the
club money will be oll right, Nugent, I
suppose I

“Ye gods!™ gasped Nugent,

“That will be all right, then,” said
Bunter brisklv.  *You necdn’t cut up
rusty, Bkinner. Tl settle with vou fasb
enough when XNuoerent hands over the
money., You necdu't e nervous abouf

Three-halfpence. 11

. xugent: it will he as safe as if rou
pet it i War Loan™

“That fat idiot will bo the death of
me vet!” gasped Nugeat. “*Kick him
otit, somebody 177

“3h, really, Nugent! Do von mean
to say that you're not going to lend
tie the money, afler all?”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 do!" grinmed Nugent, “I mean to
say 1t Tute plainly, Bunty!™ : 4

“Well, vou sea how it i3, Zkinner,
agid Bunter. * If Nugent chooses to be
mean, I'm really helpless in the matter.
You will have to wait till Saturday.”

“Hafurday ™ hooted Skinner. “You
won't have any money on Baturday!”

“I'm expecting a postal-order——"'

“Let me get at him !’ howled Skinner.

* Besides, I'm punting on the races on
Baturday, and——"

“Will wyou let me get at him?”
shrieked Skinner.

“Certainle. ™ said MHarrg Wharton,
“Let him lpasaJ vou fellows! I think
f_Bun}t}&r ought to have o jolly good hud-
mg.

“Yaroooh

“And as soon as he's had it we'll give

kinner one for making bets on our

| football matches.”

*Hear, hear!” said tlie whole com-
pany hearctily.

Blinner stopped swddenlr.  He did
not seem so keen to gek al Bunter now;
he seemed to prefer to Leep near the
doorway.

“Wha-a-at's that? he stammered,

“Give 'em a jolly gond hiding all
round,” said Jolnny Bull, “I'M in
on Btott, and you can take on Snoop,

Bob, whila Skinner's thrashing Bunter.
Then we'll all thrash 8kinner,*
“Hear, hear!”

“Halle, hallo, hallp!

They'ra goingl”?
Ther were gone.

T e ey

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
SHH Rorty |
ARRY WHARTON & CO.
looked grimly at the Owl of the
Remove, Bkinner & Co. Mud
vanished without waiting for
the thrashing which was certainly their
due. Billy Bunter would have been
glad to vamish, too; but thera was a
roomful of juniors between him and ths
door, and no escapo for him,

TI—~1 sav, vou fellows, I think I'd
better be going,” said Bunter, blinking
at them uneasily.

“¥You haven’t been licked yet!™ said
Johnny Bull.

““The lickfulness is going to bo ter-
vifie,” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur,
“It i3 not allowed to make disgusting
bets on ecstecmed {footer-matches, my
excellent and rascally Punter.” ]

“I—1 say, you know, I—I don’t mind
staying to tea,” smid Bunter,

“What?"

Tl stay to tea, as you're so press
mg,” said Bunter. " Got a chair for a
chap? Mever mind. I don't mind sit-
t.uif on the locker. Ow ™

unter sat on the locker, but jumped
up again very suddenly.

“Yow-ow-0n " was lis remark.

“What's the matter with yvou nowi”
demanded Bob Cherry.

HOw! That beast Angel laid into me
with a fives-bat!” groaned Bunter. “I
—I don’t want to st down at present.”

“Ha, ha, hat”
“Blessed 1f T can eee anything to
cackle at! I'd have thrashed Angel,

only—only T hadn’t time. The rotter
actually called me a swindler, you
know " said Bunter indignantly.

asked

“And what are you®”
Wharton.
Tnr Macyrr Lisnary. —No. 568,
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“Oh, really, Wharton] I'm serry to
hear 7Fou speaking like & cad-—like
Angel—I—I mean—keep off I—I mean,
I don’t mind, old chap! Say aﬂythitlﬁ
you like. I can take it from a real pal!

“You fat rascal !" exclaimed the cap-
tain of the Remove warmly.

“Go it!" spid Bunter vesignedly.
“Pile in! I expect that now I've
had some bad luck. You'd all have
been jolly civil #f I'd raked in  the
money as I expected.” 3 3

“Kill him, somebods ! said Squiff,

“He ought to Lo suffccated, that's
certain ! said Nugent, .

“Well, T like that from vou, Nugent!
You've mucked up the whele thing for
we with your meanness, 1 say, yon
fellows, vou might be a Lit sympathetic
when a chap’s down on his Tuck,” said
Yonter patheticallv. I owe monew

right and left, you know, Twenty
ponuds to Angel-——" . .
“Pwenty poundst™  shuicked Whar-
ton.
“Yes, But after he's acted so vot-
tenly I shall refuse to par huim,” agmd

Banter lofhily,

“And you've got sbout twenty pence,
I suppese?” said Tom Brown, lecking in
wander at the fat” junior,

“Not quite. I've got a bol.™

“Ha, hn, ha!®? ”

“I shouldn't have that only Fishy
lent it to me, thinking T was rolling in
money,” said  Bunter  =orrowfully.
“Fizhy will be dunning me for that bob
now, I know., He's mean, vou koow--
just likke Nugent, [ shall have to spewd
it before the tuckshop clozea, or bhe will
get it ont me, somechew, You know
what a chap Fishy is after nioney.”

“Oh, my hat!

“And Skinner and Encop and Ftott
will be worrsing me,” szuid Dunter.
“They've been calling me a welshor!
Fauey that!  And—and that blessed
horze, Blue Bag, has won the race; so
I owe them another two pounds ewch,
and they’ll want it when they see the
evening paper. Cads, I eall thom!
I'm in trouble all round, vou see. And
you don't even offer me a shicer of cake!™

“1 think you daserve the whele
cake ! gasped Bob Cherry.

“"r‘-"ﬂ]f IEH take some, ns
pressing,” said Bunier,  An
the juniors watching Lim as

ou're 0
he did,
if mes-

merised. “I'm faivly landed, for the
present, you know, Hammy will be
wfter me, too. He will want something

for helping me to establish my credin,”

“ Establish  vour credit®™  repeated
Wharton dazedly.

“¥Yes. You see, I couldn’t have made
hets on tick unless the fellows believed
1'd got moner,” explained Banter, with
his mouth full. 80 I wangled that
with Sammy. Rathor cute—what?"

“Have vou selected the prison you're
going to retire to when you leave Grex-
friars?" asked Johnny Bull,

SO, really, Bull! You might be a
it evmpathetic when a rhn]gis down on
his luck,” said Buuter. “You always
were rather unfeeling. Even now I'm
sure youw've pot enoungh money to see
me clear: but vou won't lend it to me”

“Right on the wicket!” agreed
Johnny.
“It's only temporary, of course,”

fnbil Bunter. “On Satorday I shall be
in great funds”

“More punting?’ gasped Bob,

“Yes. I don't mind tell you fellows,
Skimter will be jolly eivil on SBatuvday,
when he sees me with a fistful of bﬂni-
notes,” said Bunter. ““After I left that
cad Angel, I went down to Friardale to
see Hawke, vou know. I knew Skinner
would tell himy abeut my being in
funds—"

“But you're not in funds.”
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“3kinner thought T was,” said Bunter
peevishly, “It comes to the same thing.
Skinner told me he'd mentioned it to
Hawke. As a roatter of fact, T Lelieve
Jerry Hawke tips Skinner for informa.
tion of that sort about Greyiriars
fellows. Well, I thought I'd better seo
Hawke before Bkinner met him agam.”

“My word!"” aaid Wharton in amaze-
ment. Y Have ryou been trying to
swindle that sharper, Bunter?”

“{ertainly not! I'm surprised at you,
Wharton! I've simply made a bet with
him—punting, Fou Enm'n I've put ten
pounds on Long Shot, I had a tip from
2 fellow who knows”

“ YVou~——vou-—you've pnt fea pounds on
a horse, when all the monrey you've got
13 Fishy's bob?” i

“Why not?! My credit’s good, isn't
15" said Bunter loftily.

“Can you pay the man if you lozp?"
“Ahom! I'm not going to lose,
Lnow something about horses, you
know, and Long Shot is going to win.
T'm going io b::ghtwmtr avnzda 1f he

'l"l

does—I mean, when he ors. Hawke
has laid two to one against.” _
“Looks as if he's going o win—I

don’t think!” grinned Bob Cherry,

“My dear man, I've had a sure snip
~=gtraight from the horse’s mouth, m
fact,” said Bunter airily.

“You fat idiot!”

“0Oh, veally, Cherry!  Of  course
Hawke wouldn't bave booked the bet on
ticke if he'd known I was short of cash,”
suid Bunter, “That's where Skinner
vame in wseful, you see.” :

The juniors stared at Dunter., Like
many thorongh duffers, Dunter had n
sort of cunning, and he had certainly
beenn very  sstute in making  ugse  of
Skinner.  He was evidently  blissfully
unconscions of the fact that there was
anything dishonest  in whad ha 1ras
doange.

“ 8o Hawke thinks you will nay if yon
lose ™ asked Wharton, ai iu-t.

“Naturallv.™

“And if von Jdon't?”

“Tm gomg to win, vou know.” ox-
plained Bunter. * Thuat's my syatem, 2
a punter: aml with my knowledge of
horses I'm Dbonrde—---"" il

“Fut., admitting the bave possibility
that you don't win,"” said Bob Chery
sareasticnlly, “how wre yon gojng to
deal with Hawke, then®"

“Oh, he will have to wait till T have
some luck m another direction,” said
Bunter. “He can’t get blood out of o
stone, von know. And the papor I gave
him izn't worth anything in law, as T'm
under age.” : :

“Youve given him a paper!™ relled
Tiob. -

“1 had to==only an T O T, conditional
on what happens on SBaturday, of course.
Simply a written promise to pay him ten
pounds if Long Zhot loses,™ explained
Bunter.  “ITe insisfed on that, aa I
didn't put up the moner., T thovght
thot fair enough,”

“Ye goda!” anid Bol, guife aghask,
“Did you sign it¥"

“OFf course!”

“Do you kunow that that poper’s
enough to get von expelled from the
school, if the Head saw itd"”

Bunter started a little,

“The Head won't
answered,

“Hawke will pive wou away  fasl
enough if you don’t pay him

ace 1" he

“1 sha'n’t have to pay him, lathead!
I'm going to win,”
“But if you lose—"

“0Oh, T sha'n’t loae!” sgid Bunter

confidently. “You pub your money on
me, when it comes to geegees, You see,
I'm all therat! A rorty dog like me "

* Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors,
The matter was serious, though
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unter Jdid not seemn to wealise 1t Dut
the Owl's description of himself a3 &
rorty dog was too much for Harry
Wharton & Co. They roared.

“T zav, that's a jolly good cake!" said

Bunter, “Any moret T'll try thoss
nuts, then, I say, you fellows, I'll stand
vou a champagne supper, if you like, on
Saturday, out of my winnings. I mean
it! I'll bring you out, you know, and
make sports of yon—like me! I know
there’'s a bhare chance that I may have
bad luck; but, in that case, I'm surc
Nugent would do the decent thing, and
lend me the club moner. Wouldn't
you, Franky®*’
" Brain him, somebody [ sawd Nugent.,
“Or, rather, let him off. He's going to
be sacked from the school, so we may
a¥ well go casy with the lupotic.”

Harry Wharton took Bunter by one
fat car and led him to the door.

“Cut ! he said. ¥ You oneht to have
1 Form licking for making Liete on the
footer match; but you'll get i bad®
enough soon! Rell away IV

* ¢, really, Wharion-—-""

“Cutl”

Harey Wharton closad the door on tha
Owl, It opened a moment later, and
Buntey blinked in ecornfully.

* You're slow,” he saild—'slow | That's
what you are! I despise the lot of veu
—you're slow !

And Bunter claged the door hastily, e
Bob nicked up a war-loaf.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
ILLIAM GEORGE RUNTER
had rather an exeiting time

during the next few days.
track, very unceasonably, from Dunter's
point of view. He told them he would
soettle up out of his winnings on Baturday,
Skinner & Co. knew exactly how much
chanca the Owl had of extracting money
it the  extremely wideawake Mr

Bunter collected guite a number of
lickings in those days; and his miner did
net come off scot-free,
the peenliar device by which DBunter had
vﬂtnll:]iﬁlwc_i his ecredit, they were almost
as much incensed against Buonter minor

They had been taken inj they had siood
Buonter at Jeast one feed, and they would
have paid him hard cash if the Shell had
to lose nothing at all in the case—laving
nothing to lose.

The three black sheep locked for
and bestowed upon him a record licking.
which was all Dunter minor cver got out
of his major’e great schenwe.
letting the sun go down upon their wrath
day after doy.  Their winnings on_the
faoter mately, and their winnings on Blue
to come their way, and they ook it ont
of Bunter's hide, as Skinuer expressed it,
with compound intercat,
would get more kicks than halfpence in
hiz career as a punter. _

But liope, as the poet remarked, springs
punter of Greyfriars was looking forwaid
to  Baturday with wundiminished con-
fidonce. Tunting at Greyfriarz was over
but eash was coming on Baturday-—when
Liis winner won, Bunter was sure of that.
And 8kinner & Co. would rome round

The Last Straw !
W
Bkinner & Co. were on las
which he regarded a3z a fair offey,
Hawlke, and they were not appensed.
MNow that Skinner & Co. understood
as ngaiust Bunter major.
heaten the Remove, while Bunter stood
Sammy Bunter the day after the match,
They harried Bunter day and nighs.
Bag at Courtfield Park, were not likely
It really looked as il Willimn Georee
eternal in the human breast, and the
unlesa he could get hold of actual cash,
then—in fact, Bunter expected to lLave



Every Monday.

#l} the Remove at hig feel as zoon as he
was onca fairly rolling i it

Meanwhile, ke led o dog's life, what
with  Sammmy’s bitter reproaches, and
Skivmer & Co’s thumpings, and Angel's
thicats, and Fisher T. Fish's incessant
vevilings and dunnings on the score of the
shilling which had been lent under a mis-
HFprf-hmmi:m. Fisher 1. Fish seemed
afmcat heart-broken. Tt was not only
that he had lost the shilling bevond hope
of recovery; but he had been cutdone
i cuteness, which, as he said, was his
“strong holt.” The wool had been pulled
over his sharp eyes, and he had, in fact,
diddled himaself. Even the return of the
shilling could not quite have consoled
him; and there was not the remotest
prospect of the shilling being returned.

S0 Fishy dunned Bunter up hill and
down dale, and that wnfortunate shilling
raunsed the Owl more worry than all the
pounds he owed n other directions.

But in spite of the triale that came
Bunter's way, he was very merry and
bright on Saturday. That day was to see
the ond of his money troubles, he told
the Famous Five confidently. And he
was surprised and Rurt when they de-
¢lined to advance a small loan upon his
bappy prospects.

“TI say, vou fellows!” said PBunter,
joining the chums of the Remove in the
fquad after dinner. “Will you lend me
u_

“ No!" eaid five volces at once.,

A mmﬁ 1" eaid Bunter desperately.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Not a hundred
pounds this time?” exclaimed Bob
{herry.

A penny ' saud Bunter with dignaty.
“I haven't got my allowance yet, and
Fve been disappointed about a postal-
ovder, I Lappen to be short of money.
I suppose you can stand me a penny 1™

Harry Wherten laughed, and tossed a
penny to the fat jumor. He felt that
Bunter deserved it, for asking so little
for once,

“DBut what's the good of & peiny to
you " asked Nugent. )

“Evening paper,” explaimed Bunter.
“¥ want the news !

** All about the Bunters at the Front?”
ssked Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Poof! I want the result of the four
a'clock race,” satd Bunter. ** As zoon as
[ sea that Long Shot has wen I shall go
and seo Hawke, See?™

“*Fathead ™

“*You'll be jolly ecivil when I come
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liome with twenty guid in my pocke! 1™
said Bunter, with a sniff. |

“Tho whenfulness is torvifie ! prinnod
ITurree Singh.

“You'll see 1™

“Time we weore off!” remarked
Wharton. The Famous Five were going
over to Cliff House that afternoon.

“I say, you fellows, I'll come,” said
Bunter. Vibley's going to bring in m
g-a.per for me; he's g‘ﬂinig to Courtfield.
Je won't do it unless 1 give Lhim ithe
penny for it, the beast! Wait till I've
taken thas to Wib; I'll be back in &
nffy 1"

“Hurry up!” said Bob Cherry with a
griit.

Bunter hurried off, and he was naot
long gone. But when he came back the
Famous Five had disappeared.

“ Beasts ' prowled Bunter.

“1 guess I've been looking for you,
Bunter !™ It was Fisher T. Fish’s voice.
" Now, you jay, abonut thet shilling 12

DBunter fed.

But he fled out of the frying-pan mnto
the fire, as it were. Skinner & Co. were
looking for the unhappy punter, and they
chased him across the quad, and he was
vather dusty when he escaped into the

rond.

“0h, dear !” gasped Bunter.

In the road he fell in with Angel and
Kenney of the Fourth, THe dodged
through a hedge, but Angel's boot
reached him just in time, and he landed
in the field on his hands and knees, with
a howl,

Bunter was not eajoying life. Punt-
ing was really not the joyous career he
had antivipated. Certainly, it was not
slow; but Bunter was getting more ex-
citement now than he liﬁed.

When Harry Wharton & Co. came
back from Clif House in tha dusk they
found the fat junior at the school gates
walting for Wibley. Wib was coming up
from the direction of Courtficld, reading
the war news in the evening paper as he
came along.

HHurry vp " shouted Dunter.

““Halle, hallo, hallo1" exclaimed Bob
Cherry, jumping off his bike. * Just in
time to hear the merry result! Shall we
come down to Friardale and lhwlp vou
carry the plunder home, Bunty "

“You can cackle!™ said Bunter dia-
dainfully, “Gimme me that paper,
Wib I

“They're getting it in the neck,” said
Wibley brighily.  “The rotten Huns
n'l:ﬂ"‘"'_""”

Three-halfpence. 13

“Gimme that paper!”

“They're retreating again—""

Bunter enstched the paper away. Ie
did net want to hear abont Huns and
their strategic retreats just then, At that
moment Billy Bunter did not care
whether Hindenburg was or was not re-
treating according to plan. He wanted to
know about Long Shot.

He goon knew. The juniors watched
him with great intercst as he scanned
the stop-press column, his eyes blinking
eagerly through his big glasses.

“Tommy Dodd, Corker, Angel Boy !
rexrd out Bunter, Turl-:iﬂﬂ Delight,
Snowden, Merry Mac—— Where's Long
Shot? They don't seem to have men-
tioned him. Thunderer, Ieaae I1.,
London Pride, Long 8hot, Oh, here he
is!  Queer that they should have the
winner 20 far down the column !’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“You howhling ass! Can’t you ses that
Long 8hot has come in tenth 1"

I “Tenth !** howled Nugent. “ Ha, ha,
1a f”

Bunter's jaw dropped.

“ Tut-tut-tut-tenth " he stuttered.

“Tenth I’* said Wharton, langhing.

“Then—then he haan't won?’ gas
Bunter.

“ Not quite !

“Ch, dear ! Oh, crumbs! Then—then
Hawke won’t pay me twenty pounds!
And—and—and—I say, vou fellows,™
gasped Bunter, | ¥ I—T shall owe Hawke
ten quid "

“ Has that just dawned on you, you fab
chump?"

“But—but I say, you know, I can't
pay him, and—and he’ll be dunning me,”

etammered Dunter. “Oh, dear! I—I
wish I'd never storted punting at alll
It's a mug's game, now I come to think

==

of it. say, you fellows, can you
lend me ten pounds ™

Apparently the fellows couldn't; at all
eventa, they didn't. Billy Bunter
blinked after them, as they wheeled their
bikas in, in utter consternation. He had
welshed Skinner & Co.; but Mr., Jar
Hawke was not to be so easily welshed,
What_was going to happen now ?

It was an unhappy ending to the
glorious carser of Bunter the Punter !

(Don't miss ** WALLY BUNTER'S
LUCK !" — next Monday's Grand
Complete Story of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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The Editor’s Chat.
e - ]

For Next Monday :
“WALLY BUNTER'S LUCK !*

By Frank Richards.

The New Year will hegin for the MAGHET
with a really first-clase yame, just as the
d Year ended, after going on in the same
way throughout ia course. Well, well—1
am wob sure that I have made qoite clear
what [ mean—started in doing a bit of
trumpeting instead, ¥ou know, and rather
loete the thread of my discourse.

Rut next woeek's astory fe really something
special, Thia week we have Billy DBunter
atting himself into o nasty mess, You can,
if vou llke, regard that story as the frst
of the gerics now about to start, bud I prefer
to regard it wa a kind of prologue.

It has its bearing on the stories which
Tollowr, but not quite fo the extent of being
o neccssary part of them.  Things might
hatve  Lapponed a8 they hoppen  even  6f
Boater had net got himsell into debt with
Mr. Jerry Hawke and others. They could
not have Lappened 50, however, hut for
Waliy's clice of luch.

What that was sou will resd next week.
What it lod to-you will read the week after
thot. And-—a word in your ear—I am going
to have it in big type as the equivalent of
a whisper—one of DBob Cherey's  special
whispers, ¥'know—the week after that, which
is to suy the week ending Jonuary 18uh.
~ EVERY EREADER OF THE * MAGNET"™
i?g%TrI.‘UELY MUST GET THE “GEM”

Maost of you do already. I know; hut I
want all of you to, and thoze who don't will
he nwite szorry Tor themselves when they
Enow why.

IT WOULD RE QUITE A GOOD NOTION
T ORDER IN ADVANCE,

AMATEUR JOURNALISM.

I gqueded Inst week a part of a letter
from Mr, J. W. Hoare, ex-President nf the

Dritish Amategr Press Assoclation, I now
give the rest of it
“There are qutte o mpamber of one-fime

amatenr journalizts oo will bear festimony
fo what say, they having, aa a result of
their ecarly tralping in the ' Dom,” aa they
affectionately term it, cained guecess in the
professional arenm.

“Tk will probably sucprise you to hear that
amatenr journalizmy has e own historiapa,
who Thave ftraced ity existence in  this
covntry as Tar back as 1730, What will per-

haps surprise yon more, however, is that
in the Pratt Institute Library, New York,
there i3 a collection of amatenr journals
consisting of 207 volumes, comprising 27,500
amateur papers from all eountries, collected
hy one man. It is quite certain that a
perusal of these mmateur magazines would
reveal the faet thet & number of men and
women, famows in the fAeld of literature to-
day, began their literary careers as amatenr
journalists.

*I might mention, by the way, that
amatenr  journalismm  Aeurishes  more
America than E does bhere. thanks to the
encouragement of the professional Presa, Tha
Amatear Prese Azsoclation is a magnificent
arganisation many yoars old.

*(live Holtand, Cecil H. Bullivant, W. E.
Cule, and Fred . Bowlea are names which
were onn the roll of the early British Amateur
Press Association.”

Mr. Hoare, whoee address is 20, Beech
Grove, Chorlton-on-Modlock, Manchester, s
s kind as to say that he ia alwaya n!aﬂli
and willing to give advice to atl desirin
in the matter of amatewr joornalizm. i
shiould he noted by every reader interested.
Mr, Hoare knows the ropes in a douhle sense.
1t is not only the amateur side of journalism
for which lie can apeak. He is.a profes
glonal journalist, and the Lancashire représ
eentative of the “Clnempa.”

YOUR EDITOR,

Tae MAG¥ET LisRARY.—No. 568
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i ALLD, you [ellows!™
Bill{ Bunter blinked affably
into the study ns he shoved his
fat face round the door.

Wharton was seated In an armchair before
the fire, tatking, Bob Cherry, Nugent, Inky,
and mysell were seated arpund him, listen-
ing.

It was a council of war.

“Wibh took us in absolutely! There's no
gainsaying that. There wasn't one of us
QW thmu_%h his makceup in the “Sommy ™
bizney. he question i3, are we going to
take It Iving downi”

“No fear!”

“Wob likely!"

“The not-llkaly-lulness is terrifie!™

*1 paught the full brunt of it,” said Harry.
frowning. “I never felt auch & frightfuol
asa 23 when I brought him in, hand-in-hand,

in that rldiculous pet-up he wore! I'm not
a revengeful chap, but I want revenge!™
“Ha, ha, hal"

"Look here, you fellows—" -

“The thing i3 to beat him at his own
game, &5 we've done the Huns," went on
Wharton. “That's the surest way of making
any chap look small. I admit there's no
chap to comeé near him in theatricals—"

“But he's a sight foo concelted®” pub in
Kugent. “He'd laugh at the idea of any
of us taking him in by impersonation.”

“The Huns Inuu]hvd at the idem of littic
Belgium helding them back,” remarked Hoh
Cherry sagely. “Huob they did it, and that
was the first step to victory."

“That's 1t sald Harry eagerly. “The
idea would scem so impossible fo Wib that
we might easily pull it off. Bot who's to
he ﬂu; giddy model? Whom <an we make-
upr ase”’

A general shaking of heads was the only
reaponse. A likely person was extremely
difficult to Blt upon. ;

Poslng a8 a new boy woas stole now. Wib-
ley had done that, and taken wa all in, by
turning up o the role of Samnel Bepson.

A flopging from the Head had been his
reward for this little escapade. But still,
we'd been dished, and rezented it—Wharton

especially. .
“I say, yom fellows! roared William
eorpe Bunter.
“Hallo, hallo, Lualla!  Here's Bunter!™

gald Bobh Cherry in sucprize. “What do Fou
wanty falty?™

“Pidn't you lear me, you rotters? de-
manded Bunter, glowering.

“Thought ¥ou were at the other end of
the passage, Fou  know,” explained Bob,
“Your volce sounded 30 far awnoy.™

Bunter sported.

“Look here! I know vouw're down on Wib,

mod want te get oven with him.  You
brought him lLere as Bammy, you know,
Wharton! He. lic, hel”

“Ring off. vou fat rotler! If rom’ve got
g wheeze, out with it 1™

Bunter winked. _

1 can glve you juzt the opperfunity you're
seeking,” e said. » How mueh?”

And Bunter beld ot a fat paw.

“Bpit out flwe idea firsk!” said Harry
tersely. “We'll pay you cxactly what it's
worth.”

“Alem ! Bunicr hesitafed.
letter came for me—-"

LI om ™

“At least, T thought it waz for me. and
I opened It. The Jetter said & cousin of
Wibk's wos turning wp zome time during fo-
morrow  afternonn—the Ietter was for Wih,
by the way, from (hiz cousin——"

"You prying vinmg toad ™

TYou see,” audd Bunter eagerly, “this ehap
has lived most of bBiz thae in America, and
he apd Wih haven't see each other sipce
they were Kids-—five »eprs ago, I think he

"Yeau a0, n

By JOHNNY BULL.

says. S0 now that there's nothing to {car
from U-boats he'a crossed, and furns up
to-morrow to give Wib g enll. Now, how'a
that for a chance?™

How that was for & chanee we were about
to demonstrate in & very violent wmanuer.
But the door was fung open at that moment,
sud the chastizing of Bunbter was transferred
to more reliable—at any rate, more justaft-
able—handa.

For Wihiey entered.

“YTou Young ulu;[% * he roared, catching
Bunter by the serulf of the neck. " What do
you menn by nmniﬂg my letber?"

H"_UHE meant to read it, probably,” ventured

1014 9
“I twigged the worm's fat thumb-prints
at onece!"” exclaimed Wihley, looking round.
“He'd actually torm open the cnvelope, and
flung 1t on my table! The letter wasz only
half inside it, in fact! My hat!"

He shook the Owl vigorowely.

“I—T1 say, you kpow!" gasped Bumter. It
was & mistake! OQOur names both begin with
William, you Know! Ow! Yaroocop!”

Bunter went hurtling through the doar,
and sprawled uFrm tis linoleum.  Wibley
was abont to follow him, for the parposc of
inflicting  further when  we
called him back.

1 say, Wib!"

Wih stopped in the doorwar.

“Well " ;

“Runler says o couwsin of yours iz turning
up  Lo-morrow,”  remarked arry  cazually,
“What's he like!™ :

=1 should think he's pretty much like
me. In faet, we weré almost like twins,
I've heard, when we were kids. EBut he may
have altered since."” X

=] asee. Lucky for him. Any iden what
time he's to arcive?” ,

“He didn't say. He'll come along in the
gtation cab, I suppose, and 'l look ouwt for
him at the gates atter dinncr.”

Wil was about to take leave, but he
turned spain and prioned.

“1 say, if I were you., Wharton,” I sug-
pested  marcastically, “I'd make-np as my
vousln James! You're bound to take mg im,
you know! I'm as green as vou—I den't
think

Wharton langhed-—a rather Toreed laugh.

“You may know what it'a like (o be taken
in—anon,” he snid vaguely.

Wibley winked at the ccilinz, and wenl.

“I'm fed up with that elap’s swank!”
exclaimed Harry desperately. “ 1111 jolly
well think of a wheeze, or T hust my
wapper o the attempt ™

Harry sank back io the chaie aml slowerd
into the fire. )

We looked at him encouragingly and hope-
fully. Each time we questioncd him re the
inspiratipn the answer was a snappish “XNo!”

But ot last—at long, long lust—I won't
say deep into the night—there came a trinm-
phiant " Yes!™

Amd what that =¥esl™

chastizement,

stood Tor L owill

noew make clear.
Il
i HTUSH! Here'zs Bupfer”

It was: Wednesday, the follo jing
day, and mworming claszes bad fust
been disimiasol,

Bob Cherry sitfered the abewe memark s
n viery boud whisper, and we walked past
the Owl with ar claborate air of innorenes.

Bupter blinked ab wa fioguizitively, W
entered Stody Wo, 1 in s mystorioe manner,
ard Boh closed €he door careinbly,

A moment Inter footsteps shiuted stealtbily
aleng the poaaage, and stopped entzide onr
doar,

That was pressely whal we wanted.

“The wheeks  spuply  can’t faill™  said
Harpy, in clear fones * Rememler, Johuany,

A e o
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you must answer to the name of Wibley.
What can Consin James suzpect? The wheezs
can's fall through!™

“Just imagine Wib wolting all the alfter-
noon at the gates for his cousin!™ chuckled
Boh Cherry. “Will he dream for a momenk
that we've collared Cousin  Jame3, and
brought him in here to see Wibley —Johnny
Wibley! Ha, ha, ha! I guess nat:”

And asz we all chuckled there came &
niaffled gasp {rom without, and the stealthy
footateps shuflled hastily away. ;

“Think he's taken the balt?" grinned Bob.

“The matter's bevond thinking!" answered
Hurry., “He has—he have! The thing will
work ko & charm! We're out to take Wihk
in completely without telilng him whoppers.
0! course, we could easily deeeive him hy
spiﬂum;f him & lot of whoppers; huat thak
wonld be no credit to us. ¥ou know, ba
never actually told us he was Banuny Béensom,
We took it for granted, because Sammy was
expected. Now we must wangle it so that he
takes H for granted that I'm his Cousin
Jamea! And I think we'll suceecd!™

Nevertheless, none of us felt over cocksuro
on that point. The lce was veéry thin up to
the present.

Bunter's first move, of course, was to tell
Wik .of hig discovery, apd claim a reward.
Upon thet we had bargalned, and we
weren't dizappointed.

“Tt's a solld fact, Wih,” said Bunter, in
Study Mo. 6. “Those rotters nve ﬁﬁinﬂé to
prab your cousin when he arrives, and take
him a"mﬂt to Study No. 1. Buall s going to
impersonate you, and if they take in Cousin
James it'll e one in Lhe eyve for you.
Kow, where's the five hoh?”

“By Qeorge! [—— There's your five hoh!?
Kow ‘scat! Yon hear that, vou chapsi” ex-
claimed Wibley, as Bunter rolled away, turn-
ing to Rake, Desmond, and Mﬂrgﬁl‘:.‘h:ﬁ tlhirys
study-mates, “Bull is going to kid James
that We's me—I mesn, that I'm be.  Ob,
crumbe! Of all the rotten wheezssi—

“While you're talking, Wib,” remarked
Rake, “those chaps might he at the pates,
and looking for dear James,™

“Great Seott! Come onl!”

“Hure, come on it i, entirely )™
Deamond, Tialng.

The four chnme hrried down to the gates.
But they znw no eigns of usz, for the mlt‘ﬂllﬂ-
reason that we were by them in o secludid
hox-room, making up Hartry. .

Sammy had been the trinmph of abanrdit
np to now, and, as a matter of fact, I think
lie still held that honoured position. Buok
“Cousln Jamee ™ was a very close second.

What with a pair of latge, horn-rinmeil
ploee-nez, a shock bead of ginger hair, with
a tiny ecap perehed on the top, tight-fitting
jacket and trousers, and large goloshes, he
was absolutely unrecopnisakle as the captain
of fhe Remove,

“Think I'I1 do®' he grinned.

~You're sure to.please Wiy !
And T langhed oatright. :

“Tlew dare you, Willlam?1" said Cousin
James aternly. =T don™t ecomwe all the way
froom Americs to he laughed at ™

Four of s went back to the study, but
Nument ran to the steps of the School Honse.
Willey and his ehoms were waiting near the
pates, and leniing round sospiciously for na

“Ahoy, Wih?" called Nugent, #What price
{he tradesmen’s entranee?

Wikdey juangad.

UEver haon badd ™ ovelled Nuoent, *ITn, i
bt ™

And he vaniahed Into the buildieg. )

“PAdradesmen’s entrance ! sbottered Wik
“Aly hat, 1 npever thought of fhetl”

“Look! At the window of Koo 117 ox-
claimed Rake auddenly. “He's thore !

“Doesorra ! There's no ot aboogd
al all, at alftr

A few Tamiliar Taces were visible at 1hd
witdow of our study, but among ther vas 3

grinned

W, ha, ha!?

tlad,
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etrange fave, Wil eould nol see haw =lrange
dowagy lie just saw that it was strange.
“The—the rotters! Come on!

i
!
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William s hand juszt as Willam bad  held
Wharton's hand the ather day!
wars of lavghter followed them unbit they

They were guick in arcivipg oulskde one | entered No, 6. There Wibley stood and starcd

cpor, They tound it locked.

"Open this door) Dyow hear™

Wibley thumped foriously at 1he door, amld
was helped senecouzly by fioke, Aotgan. and
Fregmoned.

“What over js that? exclaimel Wharton,
o Cowsin James, in rather  ahreill tones.
UWhat bsoit, Willigm

“Oily n few rotters, James:” [ repliced
~abmly, bt in tones audible o the passage.
“You see, there's a person—I won't =
sevmindrel-ont there, who wants you to
twelieve  that be v William Wibley, for
redzons of bis own,  He wants lo inveigle
Yoit into the belief that he s vour cowsin,
bk, of couwrze, e is no relation at all.”

Willey fuirly boiled in the  passage.

“I am Wibley, you—you—" He¢ was 1un.
able to z2peak, or howt, for the moment.
“Congin  James, that fellow js—is a2 eail
named Bl

“Dear me! Ts there any truth in fhat
atatement—er—-William ¥

“Never mind what he sar:'t I said
limetily. “Dan't belicye it!™
“[ zhall certainly not—er——"  Whartox

wid ahout to say "believe it,” hut he checked
himse as he resliced that that would Dbuave
been o distinet whopper.

“I—I—I—" came from the passage. The
tramping of footsteps alse ecame, which
proved that a crowd was guthering.  Billy
Bunter's squeaky voice was saying, T told
you 501" many times and oft.

Nugent winked at ws, and—"aecording to
plan"=—stepped Lo the door,

*[_say, are you there, Wharton ™ he ealled.

“Never mind, Wharton ! roared Wibley,
" ¥au've ot my cousin in there'”

"Dry up, Wil! T =ay, Wharton, if voull
“0me near the door 'l open it a bit 1o lot
you jnl®

Rugent waited, grinning. A lot of excited
whispering took place in the passage. Then
Wharlan's volee gounded near the door.

“"Hepe T am!”

We started for the moment. Bub then we
remembered  the  ventriloguisl  powers  of
‘i-:nlli-am George Dunter, und everything was
aleyr,

C"tood! Step in quickly, o that I can lock
i again before those amses rush in!”

Nugent turned the key; hut, a2z we ex-
pected, he had barely done so hefore the mob
burst in, headed by Willlam Wihley.

"Collar them ! he roared trinmphantly.
*We'll teach the kidnapping bounders!”

I must confess we put up the worst display
of fsticoffa we had ever shown, We wer:
Lhowled over the moment we were touched,
anit Wilihey ard his warriors sere trinmphant.
I t Here T ami, Cousin Jatnes —-= Ob, my only
(H

[ TENTT

1T1.
ILLLAM WIRLEY ilmost fell down
at the sight of his Cousin James.
James  heamed upon  Wihley,
beamed wpon  the  crowd,  and
nesned upan Wibley again,
- “hwear William, @ recommise your o af oa
glaiee I
Awld  the bBeaming  Jumes  appronched,

vlisped the dismiyed Wil to hiz bosom, and
Kizsed hime affectionutely on hoth checks.

Wibley blushed, as any modest Loy would
in - sueh  circmnstances; ot I'mo afraid
William's biush was doe more t6 anger thay
o b rrasement.

“Oh, ¢ruinbs! My anly topper!
Jomigs—— {1, denyth

Wharton was liaving hiz inhdnzs: wilh s
vengeance ! No one anderstood hetier than
b what Wibley's feclings were at that
et

Wils wished o all the zods amd little Nsleg
that he had never resened his Cousin James,
He conld do little more than stare hoplessly
amd Easp.

“fla, ha. ha''
_Fhe crowd of iellows was in roars of
laughter.  The thought that bhut a few Jays
previously Wik hod
represent such anoiher
4% was teotalisiug him
Bnmensely.

“Whe did you get Bnmmy from, Samimiy s

“ousin James!™ came the roar. ;

Wibley glared at them, and clutelwd his
HONEI A arm.

*Uome along, James,™ be mutbered, - to my
study 1"

" Certainly, dear William 1

Ated then—harrors of horrors!—Junws held

I---1 gay.

hudierous character
oo tickled  themn

made himscelf up to

Cwhile we've been
thase omadhauns we

I

|

it liis consin.

"L have altered, dear Willian," aaid JTames
splly.  “tlverstudy, dear hov, may be the
eauze--wha can say? When you hear that |
have plonged recklessly into the stedy of
oririthology—" .

Wibley shuddercd.  XNeover, never again
wanhi he play such a {rick on anyone! Alter
ail, what wga there funny in it?

Dezmond pushed a puzzled feee into No. 6.
He dldn't Ljimw what to make of Cousin
James, Morgan and Rake had simply flown.

“tood-day to yex, Cousin James! he said,
#5 If her hal scen the prodigy hut that
tmment.  "Did yez know, Wib darlint. that
upscttin® the thricks of

the grub for tea "

"Urumbs, yes! You see, James, T plaved
4 joke "--Wihley almost shuddered ar the
recollection ; the jrony of it all was Litter —
"4 Joke on those fellows the other day. do
now, to he even with me, they eollared you,
atul one of them pretended to be me. Amd
ju!i{JI woell wiall——" Wik coughcd.

“Fray continve, dear Witliam!
abont to oxpress a wish——

"1 wish we'd remembered fo get in the
things for tea,” muttered Willey. *Come
along, AMieky! Yeou'll etay liere, James?”

*I will remain, dear William '™

Wib zeemed abyut to remonstrate agoinst
the “dear Willlam * mode of address. But
he theught hetter of it, .and 1eft the study
with Micky.

Wharton chackled a very satisfied chuckle
wrlm" they were gone. And he did something
IS

Gathering a number of cxercise-looks, &
few smwall pieces of eoal, amd other light
articles, and climbing on to a chalr, e made
i very effective hooby-trap over the door.

Presently the heroes peturned.

“Here we—— Oh! Ow! Yarcooh!”

Clatter, clatter! Whaek!

Ml Hﬂd{l!'i.!“

You wero

Clatter, clatter, clatter!
-The two staggered blindly inle the study.
Then they plared at the beaming James.
“Dear Willlam, that iz a very remckolile
OrCUrrenee.

" Who—who put that upi™ gasped Wib.

Cougin James ntﬂmted? Babe

"Was his name Short'un? No--ah, Whar-
ton, that is it! Wharton erected that cxtra-
ordinary comstruction, dear William."

“Did you see him?" exclaimed Wibley.
Certainly! I was In the room at the
time, .and the operation Ioterested ane
great]y.”

“Why, I't-I'lle— Fxcuse me, JTames?
[ want to sce Wharton ahout something !~

Willey ﬂm@lﬁ fiew to No. 1 Study,

“Where's arton?” he roured, bursting

" in upon us like a whirlwind,

“Eh!" said Bob Cherry lazily. “Lemme sop,
I Lhink he went along to your study, Wib.»

"1 know that!" roared Wik, *The rotter
ttade g booby-trap over the door? Where j:
b now "

“Ian't he thered”

“ You—you thundering chump "

Wibley sglammed the deor. On reagliinng
ltis study another Sl.ill'?l'ifﬁ awaited him.

Cousin Fames was sitting doubled up like a
incket-knife in hia chair, and Micky was re-
sirding him with eves like rencers. .

For James wus moeking a noise like this-
“Yawp! He, he, he! Yawp! He, Lo, ho!
Yawp! Hoo, hoo, hoo!™

_Wibley stood in the doorway and stared at
his cousin,

“What the—->"F

"Exeuse my merriment, dear William '

crind James shrilly.
“M-m-merriment °”

timat merriment

o, ho, ho!

“Bedad! What a horrible row. for supe!™

<1t i3 your joke, dear William, 1lat 1
heard about in .the other study'™  trilled
dames, in a bigh falsetto. " You diaguised
yonrsell as a ridiculous bhoy-—

Wibley stared. How a chap eo ridiculous
f{mm call anyone vlae ridiculous was hevond
g,

*and came fo the school, Liolding hands'”
thrieked James. "'ir‘uwl?i I¢, he, he!™

Wibley grinned a sickiy grin. He had long
e kred T an;—'t,l!lng humorous in 1hat.

“ Ho® extremely funny! Yawp! Lo, hao
ho! Yawp! Hoo, hoo, {lﬂﬂ:"

“Rejaliers! Me's beginning agein!” muot.
tered Micky Désmond, in alarm.

“Yawp! He, he, he!”
stammered Wibley, 13

Yawp! Hoo, o,

ve forgotten to get in

I

|
i

=2

13

B Jdaomes conlrollod his aerciment as '
withh o great olfort, and moerely  beamed
bt hire in an fdiotic mEoaer.

“Let's get the tea-thines ready!” mpttersd
Wibley., "“¥Yecu Iny the kmives, AMicky? I
think I'll ¢commit =nicide if I go near them—
or, ratber, murder!™

Ten was prepated, and atarted upon. Dot
Alowly wending its way towards the =chool.
LATY MEear.

For all this time the statior calr had becn
showly wemlinif ils way towarda “he zchool
A now the Yare alighied, and cnfered the
i tes,

He bore a very striilng resemblance (o
Wih. He made inquiries; and in a féw
miniter reached the study of his couosin
Willtarmm Wihley.

Wibley pasped whep be enterced, il sow
onily too well that this was his true eousin,
Al all the others merely cheap imitations.
Wharton "saw it. too.

“How do yon o, Consin Tanmes?" he anid
in bis natural voire, starting un. CWe've
heen expecting yoi quite a tiowe, snild wers
about to start tea- have started, in fact!
This iz your cousin!  Wib, your Uousln
Jomep!™

Wih's cousin wps ruther taken abmeck b
Lhis enbhusiaatic addresa on the part of auci
an eXbtraordinary afocimmen of humanity. Buod
e way good-lumoured, 24 hia face testifled,
el he shook hande with Wharton, and then
grasped hia couain’s,

As Lo Wib's face, that defied any descrip-
la'gm from a mere pest, gr from anything else.
Wharton tried to give wmc a description, bat
hroke down with Jaughter,

“We'll get on with tea now.” he eaid
“Da you wmind, Wik
“Numno!" gasped Wib, Ly all means

Jumes—er, Wharton !

During the course of the meal Wihley's
loks changed from amazement to  sheer
Hunnishness. But his patural good-humour
pot the better of him, and Guslly his looks
suggegled that Wharton had been invited to
t¢e in the friendliest fashion.

THE END.

THE BLACK KNIGHT,

By Dick Brooke.

A knight rode in with his vicor down, that
none his face might know,

In armour black, on a steed jet-hlack, with
black shield at hiz saddle-bow,

He rode right u;;'t:} the bareier, and bade the
trumpetera blow-—

Bade them blow challenge to ¢very Eknight,
whatever his name and fame,

With lancea hlunted or lances keen, to mest
him in tourncy game,

And into hiz selle leaped many a knight, with
Licart for the feay aflame.

sir Giles of the Rock was firstk of them ull.
Hir Giles of the Rock was thrown .

Clean over the crupper of his good steed, o
lie as still ag a :tonc.

Atunned by the shork, he Yay there still, with
never soonuch a2 o groan,

They Hfted Sir Gilez, amd Sir Ralph rode gt —
sir Ralph the tall and fair,

Davling of ladica, good comrade of men, with
gold hebm on his golden hajr,

(e course they rode, and Sic Ralph
prone, with oyes set in a stony stare.

lay

Al after him came that boastfol knight,
. Hir Roger of Rede-in-ihe-Fen,
Migh on hi< giant grey he rode, & man with
the thews of ten,
Who bragged that nover he'd been unhorsed—
but be rceled Trom hizs sacddie tlien!

Foulke and Fitzwalter and Evremonle, Uhey
fontred their spears and rode,

Une after another, that knight upon, Thelr
conrage had need of no goad!

Cut all erazhed down Tore the black knight's
arme oaned  the weight of the steed he
hestrode

And the traiter prinee who zaf high aloft,
warden wud jadge of the feld,

Shionk with fear, sl mottered to Lim by hbis
abide s FitzWalter reeled:

T4 the fend himself o Richard my hrother
semuome else smely g lanes can wbeld

Al now nane otlwe Lhe fray would dare,
Hute stood Lhey amd wondering,
Amid the Wack knight Jifted his vizor (hen,
and Lis stern eyes swept the ring:
the cry went up from o thonsand
Lhrgsit = < Lo! il is Richard the Kingt?

Al
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“PRO BONO PUBLICO.”

BUPTOSE you will have a =hot at the
Head's Prize{™ Coker minor asked the
great Horace, g he met him after
the Head had been telling us of the
gpecinl prize of one pound which he Was going
to offer for the best Latin paper in i com-
petition which ho propo:zed holding. .

afertainly 1 shall!® Coker major replied.

1 have decided to concentrate the whole of
my brainforce upon Latin until the day of
the competition, and I shall be quite willing
to pive you a little coaching, if you like,
nearer the time.™

The competition was open to all fellows
from the lemove upwards, and so that we
should all have an cqual chance the papers
were to be graded according to the stondard
repched by the respective Forms, .

“Well, as & matter of fact, old man,” Reggee
sald hesitatingly, *I was going (o suggest
that I might perhaps be able to belp you.”

“Oh, no, thanks'" the great one replied,
with dignity. “I sha'l be guite 0. K. in the
subject by the time it s required. 1 have
never given the language my serious atten-
tion—"

“Don't let poor old Prouty bear you say
that,” laughed FPotter.

“ Az I was about to zay when Potier inter-
ripted with his inswe remark, 1 have never
given the subject serious thought ; but T hove
decided to go all out to win that prize, so
I am afenid you other chaps won't have much
of a chance,®

Coker minor, wihio iz an awlally brainy kid
really, Iifi"ﬂﬂd at Potter and me, and, with a
ghrug, lelt the study. EReggie Coker iz o
very decent chap, thoengh a bit queer, and I
think he genuinely wanted to help his brother.

The very idea of Coker major helping any-
body with Latin tickled ua immensely. It
was even funmier than his ventriloguizm, '

“ What are you two grinning at like a couple
of sy aszes;? he shouted, diving inte &
corner for a oricket-stump.

But Totler and I Aed, Coker I3 a hefby sort
of begear, and we were too Keen on getting
our prep finished to start secapping with him,

You know, of course, that Coker major has
o= very expggerated tdea of his brain-power,
and thinks he can do anything if he only con-
cenbrates upon that one thing. A [Htle while
agh he had a special mission in life to cheer

ple oppressed by war worries; then he
ound that he had a gift for ventriloguism.

His latest beliel, which is absolutely baseless
is that he can mug wp Latin sufficiently well
by the day of the competition {o win the
Head's Prize. ;

Now, if there Is one bthing that Coker ean-
nob do, It i3 learn Latin,  Ask Prouty! He
causzes him to loze his temper more than any
other fellow in the Form.

We had finished our prep, and were gather-
Ing together all the Latin books we possossed,
E‘hen SWharton's head appeared round the

00T,

U1z it really frue that you have enlbered for
the Head's Prize, Coker 1 he asked, in & voice
Tull of surprize.

Coker gave him one ook of withering scorn,
and aimed a book at him.

“Ha, ha, ha!® yelled the Famous Five In
chorus, crowding in at the doorway to get o
hetter view of the Great One,

By this time Coker's temper was a hit the
worse for wear, and, zeizing Jobnny Bull,
who haep&ned to be nearest at hawd, he
grasped him firmly by the shoulders, and heat
off the erowd by jerking him violently lLack-
wards and forwards amongst them,

Bull yelled furiowsly, and added to the com-
mobion by making frantic endeavours to geb
free from Coker's cluteching hands,

* What in the world is the matter®?

Wingate lad heard the row, and was
coming to restore order.

As s0on as the five chume heard Wingate's
voice they lost no time in Jdisappearing in
the direction of Stuedy No. 1 in the Remove,
They were too ansious to start their Latin
eramming to want sires in addition.

Coker was ab length Teft nmdiziorbed Lo
apply hia stupendous amount of grey matter
o the clagsices,

Ey the time the day of the competition for
tlhie Head's Prize arrivedd we were all prefty
fedd mp with Latin, and we in Study No. 4
had hadl just ahonut as much as we could stand
of Coker, the Latinist,

He war full of confidence.

It no good  laeoking  glwm abonk  §E,
Creone,™ Ie said fo me just before he went
into Lite examination-room. “ We can't atl

M

ik

By WILLIAM GREENE.

win, you know, And, anvway, I sha'n" [orget
my chums ; &0 you'll both benefit, even though
it is I who actually get the prize.®™

He sat with o pleasant, anticipatory smilg
on his face, and when the pupers were given
out he just gave a perfunctory glance at the
guestions—and looked agsin,  Questions 1
and 2 were tramslation passages from Latin
into English and English into Latin, aond 1
coild see by the look of bewilderment on his
faee that he hadn't the faintest iden how to
construe the first senbtemeo,

e glanced over io Wharton and the
Removites, and then to where his minor sat
amongst the Sixth-Formera,  All were study-
ing the papers carefully, but with nothing
of alarm on their faces,

Cuutiously Coker attracted my attention,
and I heard him whisper frenziedly :

“Greene! What does the Latin transla-
tion begin with??

“ Coker, did I hear you actually speaking ™
rapped oot Prout, who was looking after the
Fitth Form desks., ©“Hasn't it ¢ven pene-
trated yvour obbuse brain Lhatb speaking in &0
examination-room makes the offender liable
to disqualification ¥2

Coker glued hiz ¢yes upon his paper, and
started writing furiously. IbE was: most utter
rot, az he hadn't even a glimmering of an
idea of what the passage was about.

With a sigh he left the translations and
turned his attention to Quastion 8.

“ Write an essay, in Latin, of at least %00
words on the following subject:

“Pro bong publlco.™

Which, being trapslated, is ©For the good
of the community "—the sort of subject wide
enough to give anyone a chancc to write
mmeﬁhlng-

# Ah'" gasped Coker; in immense relief.
“fFor the good of the publican.” That is &
subject fo which I have given my serious
attention, and I can write a jolly good essay
o that.»

Horace “James® pen moved rapidly along,

and I watched it-in a fascinated sort of way
until I felt Prouty's eagle eye upon ma, I
was trying to imagine what in the world he
could he writing about, ns 1 Knew Coker's
Latin limitations, and I was wondering what
Prout's thoughts would e when he had the
honour of marking Coker's papers.

The allotted time come o an end at last,

and we handed in our papers, in & very satis-

fierdd state of mind on the whole.

Coker major waited until bis wminor
appeared, and golicilously inguired whether
he had found the papérs difficult.

#They suited me down to the ground!™
Horace said Joyously., =My - eszay was o
stunner! I shouldn't be surprised if they
print it in the school magazine, ™

“I'm glad you did so well,” his minor aaid
guietly. %I think the papers were a very failr
tost, and I hope that I have done pretty well
mayself, "

A day or two alterwards Wharton burst
in upont us a3 we were at prep.

%I gay, ¥You chape” he é.'elled. “I've just
heard that Coker is top of the list for the
Takift prize!®

* Coker1¥ repeated Potter incredulously.

% %¥es¥ gaid Wharton, “Hot I should
imagine it is his minor in the Sixth. Your
specimen is an impossibility — Yarooooh 17

Coker major had entered the study ns
Wharton was speaking, and, taking him un-
gwarcs. bad deposited bim outside the siudy

oOT.

Coker, too, had heard the rumour, and
swanked most abominably,

“It ism't so0 much the mere prize I am

leased about; it's the honour of winning it,”

¢ #2eid. with a superior smile.

“3Well, many congrats, old pal!” Potter
snid, with a grin. I8N be funmy §F ik
hanpens to he your minor after atl, won't it#"

Coker looked at him with a supereilious
grin,

“¥You have sech an extraordinary zemse of
homeur!*® he remarked icily.  And he sab
down with great digeity to start his prep.

From that moment Coker took it for granted
Lthat the prize was his, and hecause of §t
hecame almost unbearahle in our study. He
aszumerd sueh a supertior air that Potter and
I asked him wheiher bhe would rather we did
our prep on the roof,

Mr. Prout gnd Me, Queleh, with tiw other
Forni-masters, frqm‘ thie Herqm'e NpWaras,
were doing o preliminary weeding out of the

boy really is the limit!

worstk of the papers Lhelore zending them for.
watd to the Head for his finat decisioan.

" What on ecarth is this language? It cer
tainly fEn't Latini!® Mr. Prout -einculateg
when be came to Coker's efforf,

Not wishing to do Coker an ifnjustice, he
turned to the essay, thinking that he might
have done better with that than with the
tramslation passnges.

“Listen {o this, Queleh!™ he said. * This
He pught to be in
the Third Form "

Apd then, amidst toarz of laughter from
the other masters, he read out Coker’s wild
tissertation on the delinguéncies of the pre-
sent-day profiteering publican. As a matter
of fast, even then fie would not have been
alde to make head or tail of it, but Coker
had very thoughtfully put in an English word
here and there—when the Latin equivalent
had escaped him, oz he himself would have
expli_ainen:t it—and that put FProuty om the
scent.

We Beard a1l about (bt afterward: from
Bunter, whase hbootlace fortunately came
untied outside the door of the room In which
the papers were heing examined.

The next mornlng there was &  geperss
seramble for good places in Hall to hear the
result of the competition.

The Head complimented Lhe boys onm the
papers sent in, and said thet the general
résult was very pleasing, though theré were
one or two exceptions. He proposed giving
the three top names in order of merit, and
should make an opportunity of spraking to
the three boys whose nnmes figured at the
bottom of the list.

The ficst name read out was that of Coker
minor of the Sixth Form.

Every eye was turned wpon Coker major
Lo ses how he was taking it. To our horror
he jumped up and shooted :

“0f the Fifth Form, you mean, sir, surely
—Coker major 1®

For & moment there was a {eénse, awful
silence, and we sat fairly gacping at Coker,
wondering what would happen. Then =ome.
hody bissed =8it down'® and fellows near
him tried to pull him down fo his zeat. *lut
it was too late,

The Hend glared 2L him as though
thooght he was mad,

i Hinu:ﬂir come here to my desk, Coka
major!" he rapped out. “ Probably you do not
know that the examiners could not award
your paper a single mark? Withoot excep-
tion it was the worst handed in! Go to my
room, and await mo there !

After Horace James had gone Lo Lthe Head'a
stuidy Dr. Locke turned Lo Coker minor, and
sald quite kindly:

“ Yours was a vers gond paper, Coker, and
the ezssy wag really berilliant. 1 was wvery
pleased indeed with i, I wish yon could
instil even a slight measure of your aptitude
for the classics into your brother’s brain.»

M course, we gave ithree cheers for Coker
minor, and he was duly presented with the
prizge-money, Wingafe came second on the
list, and Wharton zlso got a place.

We never could get Coker to tell us what
took place in the Head's study; but it was
a very disgruntled aud indignant Horace who
came into the room when we weére half-way
through the morning's work.

At any rate, Coker major's sbromons study
has taught him one thing, and that is that
“Pro bono publico * has nothing whatever fo
do with publicans!

But I am not sure that he is guite clear in
biz mind even now as to its exnet meaning!

NOTICES.

Football Matches Wanied by—

ASKEW - ALBION  BEWigrS—14-13—5  1mhiles,
Edward Picken, B Frankfort Strect, off Tyne
Road East, Gatesheadyon-Tyme,

[T

VICTORIA  ATHLETIC—=10i—away gﬁem-m._—
H. Palmer, 52, Roval Hoad, Custom Houze,
K. 1.

[sLEwonRTH  TIXITED—I13-14—also  two for-

wards—HR. Leigh, &0, College Road, Sprikg
Grove, Isleworth, Middlesex,
HURLINGHAM HoOVERS=—12-15—5 miles.—Wm.
Pavitt. 3, Mowerdean Street, Fulham, 5 W._ G
LAVELL'S JURiORs.—P. White, 64, Strathvilfe
Eoad, Southfields, 5.W, 14,
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