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FOR NEXT MONDAY.

“ CHAMPION OF THE REMOVE!”
By Frank Richards.

The above s the title of our next
grand long complate tale of the chums
of Greyfrinrs. It is one of Mr. Richards’
wonderful stories of spﬂrt and adventure,
and i3 sure tﬂ alppea to every sport-
loving boy and gir

There i3 a series of competitions in the
Eemove, and great is the effort made by
every Elng]u member of the Form to win
one of the handsome prizes, The cup for

being
*“CHAMPION OF THE REMOVE !

is won by— You'll see the name of
the winner when you read next Monday's
lgpll:ndnd story.
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Address your letters to: The Editer, THE 55:_
MAGNET LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, §
Farringdon Streets Londons E.C.4,
always pleased to hear from my choms,
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ANOTHER SPECIAL SUPPLEMENT.

Next week's issne of the ''Greyfriars
Herald"” will be a specia] prize-winners’
number, and deals with the efforts of the
Removites who entered Harry Wharton' 3
competitions,

Some of the eforis are funny. Einme,
however, are tragic-tragically funn
You must not, on any account, miss

next Grevfrm.rs Herald,! which will 'I‘}E!
found in the centre of the MAGNET
Lisrary nexi Monday,

TWO HINTS,

Got 2 copy of the current issue of the
“Pﬂpul&r and enter for one of the
money prizes offered in connection with

“11@ etis. +3

The “Holiday Aonual™ 1 now on
sale. If yon wunt {o have this magnif-
cent budget of stories, articles, plates,
and pictures, you had better get m copy
fo-day. Thiz velume appears bub once a
year, and when the newsagent has sold
put—well, T am afvaid you'll be dis-
appointed!

NOTICES.

Correspondenee.

Harry Rawlinson, 145, Brietol Read,
Birmingham, wishes to correspond wulh
readers overscas, especially thosa in
Australia, India, J n; Eauth H.fnca&
and Canada. ectE:, eport an
journalism,

e

Footbsll.

E. Woodland, 8, Northernhay Btreet,
Exeter, aged 16, wishea to play football
for nlub in Ell.‘itl:'lr district. Yould pm-
vide ball: any position, but goal

ferred ; height 5it. 8ine., weight Bst. 8 bs

B. Doakin, 53, Church Read, Rich-
mond, Burrey, ‘wishes to hear from
readers willing to join the Richrmond
(Burrey} Rovers F.C., ages 13-15,

your Editor.
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nf New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton

On Sale Every Friday; 3
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The Editor will 2%
be obliged if you will
hand this copy, when
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dealing with their Adventures on a Holiday Tour with a Caravan,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ructions on the Road !

' EAVE it to me, you fellows—"
l “Fathead !
“Oh, really, Cher o
“You pite
best French, Wharton
“And you shut up, Bunter

Billy Bunter sniffed.

He was not inclined to shut up; he
seldom was.

Besides, Billy Bunter felt that he was
needed now. %l: was o question of talk
ing to a Frenchman in his own language,
and Williaom George Dunter felt that he
was the man for the job,

The Greyiriars caravanners had been
following a white, dusty road, in the
north of France, and they were lﬂﬂkin%
for a camp, Bince crossing the Channo
the caravanners had been on the French
roads some days, and they had quite
enjoyed their new experience. They hud
found that the Lower Fourth I'rench of
Greyfriars was not wholly similar to the
French spoken in France; but it was at
least a kindred tongue, and they had
made themselves more or less uaderstood
by the natives with whom lhey canie in
vantaci. Billy Bunter, who had assvmed
the position of interpreter of the pnity,
was the least comprehensible io the
native, which he explained on the
theory that his splendid Parisian accent
wae too good for themn in Pieardy.

The caravan was halted now, on a
white read that ran between fenced
fields. In the distance on the [eft was
the sea. Far ahead was a hill crowned
by a migantic building which could only
have been & grand hotel. The cora-
vanners were nob looking for a grand
hotel, however., Between a wide fence
by the road and the distant sea lay a
wide field, dotted with fragments of old
Army huts and rusty petrol cans, relics
of a British camp during the war, There
was & cottage on the edge of the field, by
the road, and at the door of the cottage
stood the proprietor, in his shirt-sleeves,
regarding the caravanners curiously.

it to him in your
* gaid Bob Cherry.

(Ll
L

Harry Wharton lifted his straw hat to
the Frenchmaon, remembering that he
was in the native land of pwlitensss, and
inguired ;

“ o you speak Englhsh?”

The man shook his head with a smile.

“Of course, he doesn't sperk Englich,
Wharton,” saiud EilI?' Bunter irritably.
“Leave it to me. I'll put it to him in
French,"”

B“"I.h:- dry up. Bunter!” urged Johnny
ull.

”Bungbi gwah, mongsoo!” =aid Dilly

Bunter, blinking &t the Frenchman, and
addressing  him in  French—Bunter's
French.

“Bon scir!” answered the mnian
politely,

“You see, he understands me,” =aid
Bunter trinmphantly.

“He's a good guessger, you mean,” said
Nugent.

“(Jh rats! Let me goet on with i,
said Bunter. “We want o ask him to
fet us camp 1n this field, and we'll pay
him. It's simple enough. 1 can rettle
it off in a minute or two. You fellows
shut up! Monzieur, voulez vous donner
What's the word for leave, you
fellows?"

“Partir!” said Jobnny Bull, with a
ETin.

The caravanners grinned. * Partir "
certainly was the word for leave in the
sense of departing; but it wasn't the
word for leave in the sense of " permis-
sion,” which Bunter wanted. DBut the
Owl of the Remove sesmed o be
satizfied.

“Voulez vouz donner partir?” he re-
eommenced.

“Comment?? ejaculated the French-
man, astonished, as well he might be.

“Parlie!" repeated Dunter.

“Mloi " ejaculated the cottager.

*Yog—ont, oni.  You—vous!” suid
Bunter. * Vous, you know—I mean,
vous savez—partir, you know.”

“Mais je ne comprenda pas!” said the
cottager {}lankly. “Moi, jo suis chez
moi icn”

Thers was & chuckle from the cara-
vanners.

L ¥

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“What does he mesn by shay
mewaw " demanded Bunter.

““He means that he's at howe, ass”

“Well, we koow he's at home,” said
Bunter crossly, “No need to tell us
that. Look here, monsiear—I mean,
regardez-vous—we want to come here
—we wank permission—-""

“Ia that French?"” asked Bob Cherry.

“Tha Frenchiulness 13 not greal,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram éingh,
shaking his head.

“0Oh, dry up, you [ellows, and give a
fellow a chance. You're sure that paritr

means leaval”

i H-ﬂ-.. hﬂ.‘ Y'E"E._”

“Nlessed if I can sea anything to
cackle at! Monsicur voulez vois par-
trp—u=""

“ Comment "

“ Partir—""

“Maiz non!” exclaimed the French.
man. “J'ai dit que je suis chez moi
]EL”

““Hau, ha, ha!"” roared the caravanners.

Bunter—though he did not know it—
was asking the Frenchman to depart, lo
which the astonished man was replying
that he was in his own house, DBut
Bunter's wonderfu!l knowledge of French
did not make this clear to him at all,

“The chap doesn't seem to understand
his own language,” said Bunter., *I've
noticed that about these Frenchmen
beiore. Their schools can’t amount to
much. Il try again, Monsiewr, nous
voulons rester ici. That's rather good,
you fellows, TL means that we want to
rest here.”

1] Gn h‘}n !:"I

“It cdoes, veally; and he understands.
Vous comprenny?” asked Bunter, turn-
ing his big spectacles inquiringly on Lhe
cottnger,

Tiut the man locked more and mora
astonished,

“Leave it to me, you ass!” soid
Wharton, laughing.

“Raot! Lemme see,
the word for that f cochon '?
cochon 18 the word."

Tug Macwsr Lisrany.—No. T00.

Proprietor—is
1 think
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Belore the fat junior could escape, the Frenchman had him by the collar and ;
him with one hand, and smacking Hm with the other.
roared Billy Bunter. “Rescua ! He's mad !* (Sece Chapter 1.)

Was shnking

“Yarooh |’

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the cmra-
VAN ToeTs.
 Bunter had got hold of the word that
is most insuling to a nchman,

although it only means & “pig."” It is
not agresable to be referred to as s pig
in. English, but to be referred to a3 a
“gochen " in Erench is a ternfic tnsult,
onty to be wiped out in blood. Ihily
Bunter, happily unconscious of what he
was doing, rattled on,

Bunter's memory for foreign words
was like the curate’s egg in the old story,

good in parte,. He remembered the
words without remambering their precise
meaning. Satisfied that “cochon ™ wous

the IFrench equivalent of " proprietor,”
ha rattled on:

“Monsieur, etes vous le cochon

““Hein ™

The French cottager fairly jumped.

“¥ou are the cochon—vous etes o
cochon——"" repeated Bunter,

Ha got no further.

To his amazement and alarm, the cot-
tagaer threw down his pipe, whipped out
of hie cottage doorway, and jumped at
Bunter,

Dafore the fat junior could retreat, the
Frenchman had him by the collar, and
was shaking him with one hand, and
smoecking him with the other,

Bmack, smack, smack!

LE

“Yarooooh!” roared Dunter. “Ielp!
Resene! Ho's mad! Oh, my hat! You
cackling rotters, dragimoff!”

" Ha, ha, ha™

The Greyfriars caravanners simply

couldn’t go to Bunter’s help; they were
lawrghing too much., They lennaed on the
caravan and roar while the excited
Frenchman smacked and smacked, and
shook and shook, till fhe Owl of the
Remove hardl~ knew whether he was on
his head or his heels,

¥ ow-aw-wooo b Help! Police!
Cendarmea! Yoooop!” roared Buntar,

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Vaila!™ panted the TFrenchman

hreathlesely, “Comment, cochon? Vous
w'insulier clie: moi, hein? Alorsf—"

“Help!™
" GHAMPION

HEXT
MONDAY | y
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Smack, smack, smack!

The Frenvhman released the hapless
Owl of the Remove at last, He waved
hiz hand excitedly at the earavanners.

“Allez vous en!” he shouted.

"N ow-ow-ow-wow 1

“Better alley on, I think,” grinned
Bob Cherry. “Wa can't camp here
after that. Geaa-up, ald hass1?

The horse “ gee'd” up, and the cara-
vanners went on their way, Bunter yell
ing with anguish ns he gﬂﬂﬂ-ﬁiﬂ. And
the Frenchman, black with wrath, stared
nit?r them angrily till they were out of
sight,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In Camp'!?
“ ALLO, hallo, hallo! This will
H guit ug!” saxd Bob Cherry,
after another half-hour on the

road.

It was high time for camping. The
sun wag sinking behind the low hills,
And tha ecaravan came to a halt again,
oppasite a cafe that stood by the roadside,

t was a little white building, with the
voad in front, and wide, green fields
behind, siretching towards the cliffe that
locked on the sea. Some of the fields
wera cultivated, and in others cattle were
grazing. There waa plenty of room for
the caravanners to camp, and it was a

leasant =pot, with the little town of

imereux in view in one dirvection, and
tha village of Ambleteuze in the other,

aglang the seq.

“First-rate "' gald Harry Wharlon,
“T'l roy in and ask the landlovd if we can
camp here,'”

etter leave it to me, Wharton,” said
Billy DBunter, *"You'll make some
mistake with vour bad French—m"

“Whatt” sjaculated the captain of the
emove., ]

“T'm quite willing to de the mter-
[lr{zlirlg," gaic] Bunter ::I':eerfully. L |
should have got on all right with that
tast chap, if he hado’t been mmsane, Leave
it ta me 17

And Bunter rolled townrds the entrance

of the building. @ He was brought up
suddenly by BLob Cherry's grip on the
back of his collar,

“Yow! Leggo!" howled Bunter.

Bob Cherty jerked him back to the
CaTavarn.

“¥on'll etay here, fat old pippin,” he
remarked, * We've had enough of your
calling people names and causing rows.
3t down 1™

“I'm going fo interpret——"" roarea
Bunter.

“You'rs going to sit down!” grinped

Bob Ch And the Owl of the
II:'EH}WE did :it down—hard; with a loud
owl,

Harry Wharton went into the cafe,
and returned in a few minutea with a

 gtout and rubicund Tgenﬂaman, evidentl

the riator, s landlord looke

at a caraven and locked at  the
caravanners, and nodded, and falked in
rapid French, of which the juniors under-
stogd abont ten per cent. Dut they
understood that monsieur was willing that
they should camp on his land, and that
his chargo was *“dix franca ™ for that
permission——wkich was guite a reasonable

charge,

The patron opened a gate, and Bob
Cherry lad the horge into the field, and
thah-:nmv:m rumbled on over a rulty

t L]

P&Tﬁa van halted in a green meadow,
which sloped & little towards the cliffs
overlooking the sea.

“ Voila " said Mongieur le Patron, with
a beaming smile. *Ca va, n'est-ce-pas?™

0w P zavd Whartdn.

" Merei " added Bob Cherry politely.
“Tres bien i

Harry Wharton succeeded in making
him wnderstand that it was water that
was wanted, and the cafe-keeper nodded,

Ha led the way to “la pompe,” whero
one of the caravanners filed a buckes,
which was carried back to the camp
There was plenty of firewood for o camp-
fire. Scattered in the Helds were frag-
ments of old Army huts, and the juniors
gathered armfuls of bits of cld planks and
beams., Monsieur le Patron laft them to
thamaelves, and they soon had a ecamp-
fire poing, with a kettlo singing away
merrily over it Billy Bunfer, who was
useful as a cock i in no other capacity,
starled on supper, and the caravenners
were glad when 1t was ready., A day's
march had made them hungry.

After supper, round the camp-fire, the
juniors sot chatting for a time. Billy
unter blinked across the fieldz towa
the lichts of Wimereux, which twinkled

in }]13 distance through the dusk.

*1 sav, you fellows,” he zaid suddenly.

“Well, ass 7™ said Bob.

“What about a trot ronnd the town 2"
ssked Dunter. “There's a casino in
Wimerenx—""

“A what "

“A casino,” said Bunter. “ Place
where you play petits-chevaux, you know
—that's a game on a green table. I've
been thinking of that ever since we
landed, Wharton.”

“ [etter think of something clse, then,”
aaid the captain of the Remove grimly.
“You're not going to ploy petits-
chevaux, you fat doffer!”

Y 0Oh, really, you know! While your
unele was with vs I wouldn’t mention 1t,”
said Bunter, *“He's such a dry old stick
that—"

" “Thﬂ.t ju! "

“Buch a crusty old blighter,” said
Bunter cheerfully. *“Dut now we're on
our own I don’t see why we shouldn't
have a bit of a Autter. I've been think-
ing it out. My idea is this, You supply

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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By FRAMK RICHARDS. it
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me with some money, and I'll win some-
thing for you, Rather ripping to walk
out of the casino with a hundred pounds
in one's ket—what 7'

“Ha, ha, hal™

U Blessed if I can see anything to cackle
at,"” said Bunter ereossly. “I've no doubt
that I should get on to the game very
guickly and skin them. 1t needa is
a cool judgment, a clear head, and an
iron nerve—that's me all over. And a
little capital, of course.”

“8Bhall we fie himm to a wheel of the
?ufﬁrmn " asked Bob Cherry thought-
wily,

“Oh, reallv, Cherry—"

“Retter peg him out,”™ =aid Frank
Mugont. *“There's the lent-pogs—"'

“Look here!"™ roared Bunter. “I'm
mggesting this really for you fellows'
sakes. A hundred pound: would see us
a long way. I'm willing to hand over
]tuﬁllf my winnings. I can't gay fairer than

.ﬂ.t-.”

“How much cash have you got at
present, Bunter " asked Wharton.

“Ooly two franca.”

Harry Wharton laughed,

“Then we needn’t tie you up or peg
you out,” he said. *“You wouldn't be
admitted to the casino with that.”

“1 say, you fellowa—"

“Bhurrup !

“Lend me, say, & thousand franes—"

"Kick him, somebody I

“Yah1”
Billy Bunter relapsed inte moody
silence, Afar in the distance the lights

of the casing twinkled invitingly ; and the
Owl of the Remove waa thinking of the
énormous sums he might have won--
imrhapg—-wit’n a little capital, aided by
iis ¢clear head, cool judement, and iron
nerve., Dut if the other requisites were
there, a  little capital certainly
wasn't, and Bunter couldn't start in to
break the bank on a capital of two
francs—espocially as the charge for
admission was more than that! So the
fat junior pondered gloomily on his
grievances and hia lost chances of making
a fortune, and blinked at his comrades
with indignant reproach—without moving
them in the least.

And ingtead of rolling away towards
the twinkling, attractive lights of the
casinoe, Billy DBunter rolled inte the
caravan at last, and into the bunk, whence
his resonant snore soon echoed through
the night. Harry Whartion & Co. turned
In, in the tent.

And in the tent the Famous Five of
Grexfriars slept in peace.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Little Dodge !

- ARRY WHARTON & CO, turned
out early in the sunny morning
in cheerful spirits, Tﬁlcru WHE &t
breeze rippling the sunny surface

of the sen and stirring the grass i the.

fields, The camp-fire was soon going, and
Billy Dunter trotted oub bo coole {he
breakfast. TFrom the cafe a sopply of
fresh fish was obtained-—fresh from the
nols of the Doulogne {ishermen—and
Billy Bunter [ried them over the fire,
with considerable satisfaclion in his fat

faca,

But over breakfast the Owl of the
Remove was observed to look very
thoughtful. Ard the Famous Five

rinned as they noied his glances wander-
ing to the white casine 1n the distunce
across the fields,

The fat junior was evidently still think-
ing of his wonderful project of enriching
HEXT
MONDAY!

himself at the expenae of the proprietors
of the green table—an enterprise com-
pared with which robbing a tigress of her
voung was an easy task. :
But Bunter was prepared to face all the
difficulties of the enterprise if only the
Co. would provide the necessary capital.
Billy Bunter, after all, was not the only
rson in the world prepared to be reck.
ess with cash that did not.belong to him.
“1 say, you fellows" said Bunter at
lask, *‘It's time we attended to a rather

serious matter—"

“Washing-up 7" asked Bob.

“No!” rpared DBunter. * Nothing of
the kind I”

“Well, it’s time for washing-up,” said
Johnny DBull; “and as it's your job,
Bunter, the sconer you get on with it the
better.™

“MNo need to jaw, old chap!” added
MNugant.

“The jawlulness of the esteemed
Bunter,” said Hurree Singh, “is like the
honeurable brook mentioned by Poet
Tennyson. It goes on for ever’'

“Give a chap a chance to speak,’ said

Bunter. “MNow, look here, this matter
13 sericus. We've not gob too much
cagh.”

*The too-muchfulness is not terrific,”
assented the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Tf I ean double it or treble it——"
. " Ense off I"" said Bob Cherry. " If you
say °casine ' again, you get this boot.
Hee "

Bob Cherry held up a large foot Jor
Bunter's inspection.

The Owl of the Remove snorted,

“I'm really thinking of mou
fellows——"" he said.

T3 RIIHi]”

fwith & fow hundred francs L

“Ring off 1"

“¥ any, vou fellows—""

“"Look here, Bunter,” paid IHarry

Wharton seriously, “ My uncle left us on
our own in France, on the understanding

that we played the game, and didn’t et
inte muschief., He trusts me to see that
thaers 15 no blageging, or anythine of that
Even 1f you ha

kind. any money of

your own, you couldn't go to the casimo
and gomble.”

“Why couldn’t I?" roared Bunter
angrily.

“ Becauss it's not in the game. And
we should jolly soon stop you.”

“¥Yah "

“ Anvhow, you've not got any tin,”
aaid arry, “and wyou won't get a
cenlime out of us. So put the silly rot
out of your silly head.””

“T'm expecting a poslal-order——"

*(Oh, cheese 1t 1"

“In fact, I think very likely there's ~
lot of remittances waiting for me in the
ﬁﬂst-ul‘ﬁc& at—at—at Wimereux,"” said

unter, “"In the unlikely event of my
losing vour money, I should square p
immediately."

“Wash up, instead,” said Bob.

“My idea 18 to camp here to-day,"
said Tunter, "and thiz evening I'll try
my luek at the—"" He was just goin
ta gay * camino,” when Ilob Cherry mads
a motion with his boot, **at the—the—
th2 groen table, you know. We're not in
a hurry to get farther, This is all right
for camping, and we can get somo good
grub from the cafe-restaurant yonder.
They zot their fish dircet from Boulogne
and it's jolly good. We'll stay hero all
day—you fellows can ge and bathe——"

“We'va bathed."

“You can go and swim, then. I'll look
alter the camp, andg—"

Yarry Wharton leoked at his watch.

“Wa're going to e on the road in half
an hour,” he said.  “Get on with tho
washing up, Bunter, while we look alter
the van and the horse.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton-——don't walk
away while I'm talking to you, you
boast !™ rosred Dunter indignantly.

But the chums of the Remcvs did walk
away,

Apparently they were satisfied with the
charms of Dunter’s conversation already.
They strolled away across the field
towards the cafe on the road, to scitla
ihe account with the patron, and {0 make
some more purchases for the day. Billy
Bunter blinked after them in great

wrath.
“Rolters!™ he murmured. * After all

hissed Bumter.

Bunter blinked round desperaiely, and snatched the whip from the eavavan
and cracked it, The horse jumped away a few paces and stopped, **Shoo !**

(See Chapter 3.}
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I've done for "em! Talk about ingrati-
sude being sharper than the tooth of a
thankless child! Xt's simply sickening.™

The Owl of the Remove did soms
thinking, It was an unaccustomed
mental exercise for him; but the case
waz serions. He was going to be
rmiarched away from the spot where for-
tune was ready to smile on him—that
was how DBunter looked at i, And
Bunter could be obstinate. The Famous
Five disappeared into the cafe, .nd
Bunter, with some trepidation in hia
manner, but very delermined, trotted
actoss to the spot where the tethered
horse was quietly eropping Lthe grass, He
gave a cautious blink to and fro, and then
released the amimal from the tether, and
waved his fat hands at it.

“ Bhoo 1" hissed Bunter,

The horse eyed him,

Instead of palloping off, however, the
animal began cropping the gronss again.
He did not seem to want hia freedom, in
fact. Dilly Bunier waved his fat arms
frantically, and the horse sheered off a
few yards, and again fell to cropping ihe
grass. He simply would not run away.
Bunter blinked round desperatsly, anpd
enatched the whip from the caravon and
cracked it. The horse jumped away a
few paces, and stopped. And Bunter,
getting quite desperate, lashed him with
the whip.

Then the horse, with a squeal, started
off, and Bunter watched him geo, with a
grin of satisfaction. Without a horse, the
caravan certainly could not move from
the camp; and Dunter was quite
prepared to let his comrades spend their
day hunting for a missing horse, He was
prepared for anvthing so long as he did
not have to leave the fascinating view of
the white building by the seashore.

But the grin faded off his fat face

again. The horee trotied twenty yards,

ﬁﬂpﬂud and began browsing once more
on the {hﬁrbugu.

“0h, the
Bunter.

It was clear that the horse was too well
browght up an animal to take to its heels.
Bunter threw down the whip, picked up
the rope, and approached the horse again,
With great decility the animal allowed
himself to be caught. Bunter put the
halter en, and led him away, across the
field, behind a fringe of bushes, and into
a deep hollow. In this hollow a clump
of scrubby trees snd thickets grew, and
Bunter led the horse into the midst f
them, and tethered hun there on a short
tether. The animal blinked at him,
apparcntly surprised, but still docile,
He began cropping the herbage round
hirmm gquite contentedly. 3

Ieaving the caravan horse out of gsght
in the thicket in the hollow, the Owl of
the Bemove returned to the camp, and
started washing up. Harry Wharton &
Co. had come out of the cafe by the way-
side now, and were standing in & groap
ihere, talking to Monsieur Je Patron.
That plump gentleman waz giving them
directions with great good-humour, in
rapid French, and ‘pmlntin%' with his
]plump hands. The juniors left him at

roltten Dbeast!” gasped

ast, and came back towards the carn};.
1.

MNugent carrying & rush basket of fia

Billy Bunter did not look round as they

f:-mke up; he went on steadily with his
ask.
“"Tuck up, DBunter ™ called out Bob

Chen}f. “"We want the things in the
van, Fatty [®

" Mearly finished. (et the horse in,
and then I'll ready !""  answered

Bunter, wintking at the washing-mop.
“Right-ho !”

The 1=miﬂr5 locked round for the horse. |

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
gec?” asked Bob Cherry.

‘' Diash it all, the tether's come loose |
exclaimed Harry Wharton, “You are
im afs, Bob; you must have left it
oose [

Where's the

-

““Here he is |* shouted Harry Wharfon. The capfain of the Remove
unged through the thicket in the hollow, and there the caravan
orse dawned wupon him—tethered, and lying at rest im the herbage.
{See Chapter 4.)
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“Rot!” said Bob Cherry warmly, “I
tied him safely encugh!
“Well, he's wandered.”

“Can’t have wandered far,” eaid
Frank Nugent. * Did you see the horse
get away, Bunter?"

Billy Bunter blinked round.

“The horse?"” he repeated.

“Yen: he's gone”

““The horge gonel™ exclaimed Bunter.
LI say, you fellows, I must say you'ro
awlully caraless !

“Which way did he go?” shouted Bob.

“Blessed if T knowl 1 was washing
up,” answered Dunter, “I can't do your
work as well as my own, Bob E!hﬁrrf'.
You can’t expect it. As it is, I do nearly
all the work i this party—"

“0Oh, dey vp ! srowled Bob.

" He must EB in the field romewhere,”
said Harry Wharlon.
through the fences.”

““There’s a gate open yonder,” celled
out Dunter, with o grin. " Now I como
to think of it, I heard him froiiing away,
ond I think he went m that direetion.
He's got out into the road, you fellows.
Perhaps he's becn run over by a motor-
cay. Therc ars a lot on the road.”

“Oh, rats 1

The Famous Five started at a run for
the distant gate. It was in the ﬂ}?paeitﬂ
direction from the thicket in the hollow
where the horse was hidden. Billy Bun-
ter looked after them with a smile, and
‘then turped and glanced at the distant
casino glimmering in the morning sun-
shine. And he winked at the casino.

“He couldn't pet

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
The Horse Hunters !
HIWHEHE'E that dashed horse ™

" Bless him |
“Bother him!”

“The very
terrific 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. came out into
the rond with a run, Aas the horse was
not to be seen in the fields, it zeemed
preity clear that he had taken to the
road, and it was most exasperating. The
caravanners were ready fo start on the
‘day’s march, and they did not want to
waste time. Thev looked this way, and
that way, like Moszes of old, but the horse
was not fo be seen on the long white
road, which stretched away towards
Ambleteuse in  one direction, and
Wimereux in the other. It wound a good
deal, and there were “EE and downs in it,
g0 that it was impossible to see very far
in either direction. An early countr
!Ju_:astrn:m was coming along the road wik
15 sack over his shoulder, and Wharton
called to lhim:

“ Monsieor le facteur.™

The “facteur ” stopped.

blessfulness 1is

HTon jour, monsieur!” he said
civilly, .
“Bon  Jour,” answered Wharton.

“We've lost & horse——"

* Comment !’

“I mean, neus avens perdu notre
cheval,” said Harrv., “Avez vous va un
cheval sur la ronte?’

“ Non, monsieur ¥

“Vous eon ctes sur?" asked Tob
Cherry, apparvenily thinking it & pood
opportunity for putting in a little of hie
own French,

“J'en swis sur, monsicur!™

“ Merci bden 1"

The facteur trotted on agann.

“He was coming up from Wimereux,"”
said Harry, “He would have seen the
horse if it had gove that way, Must

have trofted off towards Ambleteuse

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRAAMK HIGHARDE. HH



~Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars, On Sale Every Friday, 7

¥ May Lo mules awa
paid Nugent, rather dismally. **Why
didn't you tie him wp safely, Bobi”

I did!" snorted Bob Cherry.

“Well, he pot lecse,” said NWugent,
“He's draggef the rope with him, so 1t
couldn’t -have beon fixed an the peg!”

‘:E}:{ wa}s!” gi‘unted ]’31:1:'. i ;

“My dear chap——" argue ugpnt.

“0Ob, don't jawl” said Bob, “We've
got to get after the geel No
atanding here wagging our chins!
find somebody coming up from Ambile.
teuse and ask him if he's seen the
horas 1"

“Good!” gaid Harry,

The Famous Five hurried up the road,
and in a few minutes met an old lady
whao carried a hasket slong on her
shoulder, laden with fruits, She smiled
sueetly as they stopped her, evidently
taking them for customers.

“Bon jour, messieurs,” she said, hold-
ing oot the basket. “ Les oranges—li:
pommes—"" '

“Ilave you seen a horse!"

“ Plait-il ™

¥ Nous cherchons un cheval—="

“Un chevall!” exclaimed tha aold
dame, in astonishment. *Mais ja'l pas
un cheval—jai des pommes—-"

“0Oh, dear! B8he thinks we want o
buy a horse!” groaned Nugent. " Let's
buy some of her stuff, and then ask her.”

’i:ha juniors made an extensive pur-
chase of fruits, and then elaborately
explained what they wanted. The old
deme smiled comprehensively when she
found that they were in search of a lost
horse, aned chesrfully informed them that
she hadn't seen it. And she walked on,
leaving them still morp exasparnted.

“It ecan't be on the rond at allI"
Wharton decided. *“*Perhapa it went
towards the cliffs—the fieldz run right
down to the ¢liffs.”

“But they're fenced off.”

“Thera's openings in  the fences,
thouprh, and the beast may have got
through! We mey finl him on the
beach.”

“0Oh, all right! Let's logk!”

The Grevfriars juniors tramped away
fromm the road, across the ficlds. Bally
Bunter had finished washing-up new, and
he was sitting on the step of the van as
they came by. They deposited the fruit
they had purchased from the old lady
and tramped on, withont spenking to
Bunter, Tha Ow! of the Remove
grinned after them, and refreshed him-
golf with apples and orangea while they
tramued on towards the sea,

A fence of barbed wire separated the
fields from the open cliffs, but 1t had
been broken down in two or three places,
gmhah]g by “trippors.” 1f the horse
h

by this time!"

rood

ad wandered in that direction it could
ave got out on the cliffs, which were
steep and dangerous. Beyond the cliffs,
a couple of hundred feet down, was a
wide stretch of white sand, with the
waveg curling on it. If the horse had
fallen over the verge, certainly it was
not likely ever to pull the Greyfriars’
CAFAVAT EEAin.

Harry Wharton monnted upon the
highest point of the cliffs, and scanned
the surroundings. There were uay para.
sols glimmering on the beach below,
plenty of promenaders and bathers, and
no one showed any of the excitement
that would certainly have been caused
by o horse tumbling over the chfis. And
on the cliffs themselves there was no
sipn whatever of the stragine ammal,

“Rer him?' colled out Johnuy Bull,

ILI"' .J‘F

“There's a lnmdred places along here

MEXT
MONDAY !

el’s

the caravanners wereé appnrﬂuﬂg
sat up, sneezing. ** Eeasis !

Billy Bunter Ialrly wriggled with indignation. Instead of grief and remorse,

prepared fo bury him by the wayside,
* be roared.
(See Chapter 6.)

He
“Lemme out of this!™

whero he might be hidden. TLet's sepa-
rate, and scarch.t

It was the only thing to be done.
And for a pood honr the Famous Five
hunted amone the cliffs, in hollows and
sunken patha and recesses, where the
grasg prew thick.

They pathered again, warm and red
and exasperated. The caravan horse
had vanished—gone from their waze like
a boautiful dream. The juniors looked at
ono another.

“Mice kettle of fish!" growled Johnny
Bull. T think I'd better look aiter
tethering the horse in the future!™

“I  tethered him safe encugh!™
growled Hob

“Looks like it, doesn’t it?"

“0h, ratst"

“(M all the asses..—" hLegan Johnny.

“0Oh, dry up, Bull! You talk too
much !

“Look here!”

“Fathead 1 )

Tempers seemed to be suffering among
the OGreyfriars caravapners,  But  the
wmirring tones of the nabeb of Bhanipur

roke in.

“The rowlulness is not the proper
caper, my osteemed chums!™ he said
soothingly. “We have gol to find tho
excellent and  disgusting  guadruped !
The jauwluloess sl ragfulness will not
help ™"

“Let's got back inlo the feld, and see
if wa enn pick up his tracks,” snud Harry
Wharton. *“We're Seouts, and we ouelit
te be able to track & borse in erass.”

“*Might have thought of that Lefore ™
grunted Bab,

“Well, we've thought
said Nuogent paﬂﬁnali}.
on 1"

The woreied cafnvannerz eame back
into the field to the camp. Billy Bunter
greeted them with a broad grin,. The
mortng was wearing away, and it looked

of it now,"
“Let's try 1t

as if the caravanners would be landed in
that camp for the day, after all—which
was what the astute Owl of the Remove
wanted !

“Found the wesgeo, you fellows?” he
aszked.

“No'" snapped Wharton.

“I'll teli you what,” said Bunter.
“Let's camp hore for the day. I den’t
mind, if you fellows don't! The horse
may wander Lack of his own accord—I
shounldn't be surprised!”

“Rubbish 1" .

“We're comioprtable enough here!™
said Bunter. * And, in the evening, we
can walk into Wimersux, and see the
sights ™

“Dh, dry up?™

(11 ?El]!’l

The Famous Five moved on to the
spot where the horse had been pegped.

Bob Cherry made an examination of the

e, whiu;.-ll-; was stidl sticking in the

wronnd. ]
“The pey was safe enouph,” he said.

“The horze wasn't!” grunted Johmny
Tull.

“1 don't see how the rope could have
shipped off I

“Well, 3t has!"

“Or elie somebody came along  and
untied 1l,"” said Dob.

“What rot!"

"Look hera, Dull "

“Hore's the iracks!” said Harry
Wharton. “They're plain encugh. Tha
brute seems to have wandered to and
fra, amd then—here's the trail! Tt leads
towmnrds the sea. anvhow. It's jolly
odd 1"

“What's odd?"

“There's a boot-track here as well as
the hoof-prints—it looks as if the hora
was being led away.”

“1f ho was stolen, he would he led
awny towards the road, ¥ should think ™

“Well, hore's a track of a boot all the

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

“GHAMPION OF THE REMOVE!™ e

By FRANK RICHARDS, 1
Thg Maoxer Lisragy.—No, T69.



8 The Best Holiday Companion For You is the MAGNET!

Lrail

way, asid Harry, following the ;

stooping, and  walching for " sign.
*It's plain_enough! Fﬂﬁuw on!”

The trail was lost and found again
and followed. As the jumors approached
tha decp hollow in the middle of the
field, Bunter stood up on the step of the
earavan, wateling them anxiously from
that coign of vantage, hiz round eyes
growing wide and anxious behind his hiyg
spectacles,

“I =say, vou fellows!™ he shouted.

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Can you
himi™

“No. DBut he's not in that direction.”

“How do you know, ass?"

“Why, here he 151" shouted Wharton,

B

The c-a]i.rtai.n of the Remove haod
Fhmged through  the thicket in the
wllow, snd there the ecaravan hovse

dawned upon him--tethered, and lying
at rest in the herbage, guite calm and

vontented.,  The Famous Five cathered
veund, staring at the animal in aston.
ishment.

*Tied up—here!™ exelaimed DBeb
Chevry.

*How on earth-—-""

“1Me was bedd here aud tied up,” said
Wharton, vifastening the horse.” ¥ Some
bowling  ass masl have done it for an
hiotic joke while we weora in the cale!™

" Punter 1" roarved Dob Cherey.

“Wha-a-at ¥

Bolr almost danced with rage. The
trith had suddenly flazhed into his mind,

“Punter ! he raved. “That fat
villain! It's & trick to keep us hete to-
tlay ! That's what he wants! IbE was
Bunter's rtrack alongszide the horse's
frail! I theught I knew it! "Lhat fat
villain—"

"Of  courze!™ gasned  Wharton.
“Why, we—neg—we'll-—"

Bob Cherry rushed bock towards the

camp.  Billy Bunter saw  him coming,
and gave a howl of alerm.  He knew
that the iruth was known now. The fat

junior  whipped inte  the caravan,
slamamed the door, and turned the key in
the lock. A moment later Bob Chercy
was hammering furionsy on the outside
of the door, while the Owl of the Remove
quaked within,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Death of Willlam George Bunter !

1 OME out, you fat villain i
a8 '[__l $ll"r' hEl
LL Eerl l:hi!?.l daooe 17
1({':

erry old chap—-"

“I'm poing to sluughter vou ! reared
Dol Cherry.

“Oh dear!”

The caravanners cama. up, Wharton
leading the horse.  Dob, with his face
crimson with wrath, hammered furiouszly
on the door. But Wiliam George
Bunter was not likely to open it just
fhen. DBouter might be an ass—and wn-
doubicedly waz—Dbut he was nobt ass
cnongh tn lot Bob Cherry get to clowe
quarters at that moament,

“The window ! said MNugenl.

Dob made a rush at the window,

- Dul Bally TDunter was watchinl, Ha
wameted shut belh windows and fastencd
them inzide,

"I ozaw, you fellows——="" he quavered,

“Yean lid the borsze, Bunier ! shouled
Wharlomn,

11 didn't—"

“He wae (wed up in the hollow-—

HHe—he muast have donvo it Boaseslf?™
staimnered Buanler. " Me—he=—=hc's an
ﬂ'n-'l.'rl[” r Lr:i{rk_",' {lliillllll, WiHLL .[Erll;_'ll'lﬁ'.”

“Why, you--you—>"

NEXT (1]
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“Will yon come oul of that, Bunter?™
bellowed Bob Cherry,

T TE 1o

“T'm going to pulverise youl"

“Qh, really, old r:]mp-—g ]
E‘;:Il'm gotng to burst you ! shrieked

L] ¢

“I=L say,

ou fellows, do be reason-
able! I—l—

think it must have been
the cafe-keeper who hid the horse-——*

“Open this door !

“Mow I come to think of it, it was &
tramp,"” said Bunter. “'I remember now
that fs:w.' & tramp ::rl_*c-.piug across the
field M

*Come out !

*T think you fellows aught to go and
look for that tramp. 1 cun give you o
description of hun.,  [Ie was o fellow
with a sguint——

“Let's smash in the door!™

Bob Cherry .

“Hold on!" exclaimed the captain of
the Remove. *'We don't wunt to smash
up the happy home!”

“I want to smash Bunter I

“Bunter will keep,” said Wharton,
with & laugh., "“"We've pot the horse
now, and we can get on the road.”

“But that—that—that fat Huyn!#
splutiered Bob.,  “He's given us two
hours or more hunting that blessed
hotsa A

“Taet's pel gaing [M

“T'l smash hnn as soon as hoe comes
out, then,” said Bob. " You hear thar,
Bunier?"

“1 say, old chap—" gasped Dunter.

The horse was hamessed to  the
caravan. It was a matier of somo diffi-
calty to stack on the impedimenta, as
Bunter firmly refused to open the door,
Bui the caravanners managed it, and the
horse was lod ont of the field, From the
windlow, the (wl of the Remove had his
Liast view of the distant casino, plimmer-
ing i the sun. His livdle seheme had
faited after all, and he was noi to try his
fortune upon the green fables,  Insteaa
of that, he had a tervific thrashing to
Took forward to, which was nob nearly sn
alfractive, though doubtless it would he
wieh better for him ]

The rcaravan rumbled away on  the
road, with Dilly Dunter inside, in a most
unpleasant frame of mod.

he Owl of the Remove conld only
hope that the caravanners’ srath would
cond, 1f it was pgiven fime; and, as a
matter of faet, that hone was well
founded,

Hob Cherry’s face cleared by the time
he had been tramping along the summy
road for half an hour; by fhar time has
lonk was as sunny as the blue sky over-
headd,

When  the earnvanners halied far
lunch, good-humour veipned; and Bally
Bustter, blinking from the window, felt
hiz courapa ravive,

Ha oponed ane window cautinusly.

1 zay, yeu fellows ! he calied out.

Bab Cherry zave him a grim look.

“Coming out?” he aszked.

“Ye-ges, old chap.

“"Lood.  You've had time to make
your wifl M

“0h, veally, Chervy

UI've got this stick ready for you,”
said Bob cheeriully, *“*You're going to
have il—hot 1"

" ¥Yeg, rather!”

“The ratherfulness s
esloeted DBunter.’”

NSWE RS
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rasped

Ir

lerrific, my

Y1 zay, you fellows, don't wank
ma o cook the lunch?” asked Bunter,
“I=D'm afratd you'll have indigestion if
you eook for rourselves. I1—T Jon’t want
to slack, you know.™

“Come out, then!” raid Dob Cherry,
twirling his big slick in the air. “I'm
watting for you, Buntey”

"Will you make it pax "

“"No! I'm going to make 1t whacks—
hard !

“¥ou see, you've goi {o have a lesson,
Bunter,"” explained Harry Wharlon.
"You've pot to learn noi o do it
again,

“T—I won't do it again, old chap.”
E“Hub after you're licked!™ apreed

ob.

“Look here, there isn't any prub in
the van ! roared Bunler. **Youw've got
all the grub in these bags !

“¥ou can have your lunch afier you're
Hoked,™

“Yah '™

The caravanners zat about the roadside
to lunch. It was a hearty lunch, and
Billy Bunter watched it witi; wolfish eyes
from the caravan window. He had long
ago finished what remained of provisions
in the van lonrder, and he was hungry—
ferociousty hungry.  DBui he dared net
venlure out of the van.

After lunch and o rest the caravanners
took the road again,

The van tumbicd on cheerfully.

In the van. Dilly Bunier soffered ail
the pangs aof famine--all the fearful
sufferings of a follow who had only eaten
enotgh lor zix that day!

The caravanvers paid hitm ne heed:
they chatted, or whistled, or sang, as
they waiked cheerily on with the van.
Billy Bunter ventured upon a despairing
appent at kst

“1 sav. you fellows!™ he wailed from
the window.

Y Hallo, halla, hallo! Ready to he
licked ™

“I'm starving ™

“Go ahead, then !V

“iive me soune  grud
window 11

“You can come out of the van!®
smiled Bob Cherry. “Tlaven't ! laid in
thiz big stick specially for yeu®”

B HE'TL"it E':

As the sun savk lower, the caravan
halted near & roadside cafe.  On the
baleony, Buanwer bad a view of the
Famous Five having fea—wiih o large
supFly of cake. Ie gazed at them ag the
excluded Peori gared on tha joys of
Paradice.  Almosi was he templed io
crmarge from Lthe van at all risks, But
Bab Cherry had the big stick beside Lis
chair, ready for uze, apd the wnhappy
Chwl of the Remave dared not juake the
voeufure,

The Famouz Five enjoyed their tea:
amd then the van resumed 1tz way, with
the funished Bunfer nside.  About a
mila fariler on, there wos o sound of
li{.“l.."‘ll:l I{ril‘]“[.ﬁ {l'l::l[]l I._hi_" COYYELL.

“Hallo, Thalle,  halle! Anything
wrong, Bunter 7" shouvied Dob Cherry,

“1—I'mm dying.’”

“Ne such luck, eld fat pippin I

Y Beast 17

“¥You can come out and «die in the
apen air, i yon like,”™ ol Bob consider-
ately, “ We'll leave you tucked up com-
fortably by the rveadside.™

“I—I sav, Harry, old chap, keep that
beast off, will you? I—I'm dyiug of
hunger, you know I

“Lio it I answored the eaplain of the
Remaove heartlessly,

(froan !

“Uome oul, Danier,

theeuph the

old  {op,” said

(Continued on page 13.)
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SPECIAL

COMPETITION NUMBER!

Assisted by BOB CHERRY (Fightiag Editer),
VERHON=-SMITH  (Sports Editer), MARK
LINLEY, TOM BROWN, snd FRANE NUGENT,

b.nmmmwmwm?

OUR SPLENDID
COMPETITIONS !

Open to all Greyfriars fellows ! i

1.—A prize of half-a-crown will be
awerded for the best short story of
Greyfriars, Length net to exceed n
billion words. MS8. to be written in ink

on foolscap paper—not scribbled on
slates,

2.—A prize of a “beb " {one shilline)
will be awarded for the best poem deal-
inr with Greyiriars. Poems not to con-
tain more stanzps than there are days in
the year. No “cribbed " stuff, or blank
verse, will be consideced.

3.—Goods to the value of sixpence-
hulfpenny, from the school tuckshop.
will be awarded for the best description
af a encket-mateh,  Articles may be
sericus or humorous, according to taste.

4, —GCoods to the valus of fourpence,
from the schoel tuckshop, will be
awarded for the hest essay on "“What I
Think of ' Billy Dunter's Weekly" ™

5 —Soven prizes, ench consisiing of a
twopenny jam-tart, will bo awarded for
tho seven best Limericks dealing with
Greyiriars,

0. —A aspecial prize, consisbing of an
unsoiled copy of last week's ' DBoys
Friond,” will be awarded to the sconder
of the best puzzle, riddle, or connndrum,
having some bearing upon Greviriars.

Tho results, and the winning eontri-
Butions, will be pullished in next week’s
issue.

ENTER TO-DAY, BOYS OF CGREY.
FRIARS! NO ENTRANCE FEES!
Supplement i.)
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EDITORIAL!:

By HARRY WHARTON.
BRI W REEWBEDEBEE

Competitiona have ever been a fascinating
astime. Mot nnl{ do they exercise ome's
rain, but there {3 always the chance of
]t:llil&'ﬁlftﬂ' a smail fortune by going in for
1em,

1 have fong had in mind the iden of a
Special Competition Number of the “Urcy-
friara Herald,” and in the next column a
number of unique competitions are set forth.

1 am sorry that these conteste are con-
fingd exclusively fo Greyfriars fellows, a3
there must be many thousanids of my readers
outside the scheol who would like Lo have a
shot at them. But | hope to atone for this
one of bheese days by aebting 4 competition
which everyvbody may enter.

Meanwhile, I am trympg to discover fresh
literaty talent at fGreyfriars, lw the past.
the suecess of our little paper bhaz depended
almast aolely vpon a few regular contribis
torg, such as Tom Brows, Dick Penfold, and
Bob UCherry.

Penfold’s vers¢s, Browney's articles, and
Pob Cherry's chatty paragraphs, Dave been
the backbone of the paper. And we musk
nobk fgreet Peler Todd's deteetive atorics,
and the exeellent yarns which I'rank Nugent,
Mark Linley, and Yervon-Zmith give us from
tisae Lo time.

Bat 1 am convinced that there {3 plonty
of other talent at Greviriara—that thero are
rpgeny budding authors and pocts hiding their
fight wumsder a bushel. Apd b iz with the
ohject  of  unearthing  these  [ellows, and
pringitig them into the limelight, that 1 am
setling these competitions,

The entries are boond to bBe nomerous,
amed  pexk week's  jasge of the O Hernbd ©
should prove to be oue of the quainbest, and
at the swme Lime one of the best, thsat has
yeb been published.

In order that fhere shall be no suggostion
of favouritism or unfair influence, I have
uskrd Wingate of the Sixth to ke good
encuph to judge the entries and decide wpon
Ehe winnera, amd Tie has graciowzly consented,
I don't eavy him, IHis study table will Le
pied mountzin-high with manuseripta!

Tell all your vhums about nexk week's
ssue, that they may share in the feast of
gogod things it will contain.

HARRY WEIARTOXN.

SOPPLEMENT NMo. 37,
Week Ending Sept. 10th, 1821,

fteg gt

I
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e i

THE ENTRAMEE SATED =

¢ ¢ The Magact Likrary, The Fleskway House,

fddress afl letters to HARRY WHARTON,
Farringdon Strast, E.C, 4.
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} BILLY BUNTER TO PETER Tﬂnﬂ.i
(Adaptsd trom 'i:mnﬁ;:i ll’}lm-nu Spéech Lo n

L")
! By DICHK PENFOLD, !
jammm;ﬂm“mmm;

‘Lodiy, I did not think to shed a tear
In all my mmisaries; but thou hast forced

nte,

Cut of thine honest truth, to weep such
tears

As crocodiles might envy. Let's dry our
eves,

And thus far bear me, Toddy. And

when T aun forpolten,

Az I shall be, and dwell in Colney
1Tarch,

Where no mention of me shall more Lo
heard,

Say, then, I taucht thee; say Bunter,

Who went in for a ericket competition,

And hoped te win a fortune, but won nix.

Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to
rize in.

I have ventured, like litMe wanton boys
that swim on biadders,

These many summers in o eea of hope

That T might win a prize. DBut 'tis o
vagh-put !

All the awards T get are lines and lick.
ings,

Yea, L have filled in scores and scores of
CORPONS,

Haoping that one of thom would hit the
mark,

And dreaming rich, full deeams of ex.
pectation,

Pt now, alas! T fadl—7 fall like Lucifer,

Never to rise agnin!  And to the paper.

sollop

Within von village, which is known as
Frinrdale,

I do owo the awful sum of sixteen-and.
clghtpence.

Oh, Taddy, Tf.:l]d:.r! Had I but worked
in class with half the zeal

I dlled up conpons, 1 should not, at this
stagre,

Be faced with debt and disillnsionmoent.

Toddy, take these, my parting wards, 1o
licart:

Never po o th for erichet competilions,

For they will break thee, e'en as 1 am
" broke ™1

THE MacweT LiBrasy.—MNo, T0O.



&4 WO bundred and &6ty pounds!”
Hilly Bunter rolled the words on
liis tongue, as if they were etraw-
betry ives,

The Owl of the Remove was zeated at the
table in the junior Common-rooam. In front
of him was & pile of foplecap and 2 pile of
periodieals. From these latter Billy Bunter
was engaged In cuttiog coupons with a pair
of sciseors. And ever amd anon, as the
sefssors glided across the paper, he mur-
mured to himsalf:

“Two hundred and fifty pounds!™
hﬁorb Cherry looked up from his game of
CHBRSE,

"Hallo, hallo, hallo! What are
babbling about, Bunty?" he demanded.

“There's o cricket competition here,” sald
the fat jumlor, “and I'm going in for it.
What's more, I'm certain to win."

“We've heard that fnle before,” anld
Harry Wharton, with a grin, *“Fishy went
in far o footbhall competition tast winter—"

“But this fen’t footer; it's cricket. You've
got to forecast the results of ten matches.
And the winner receives two huendred and
fifty powndsz im cash."

“Am!" growled Johnny Bull, " You're
W-Iu;tjillg your time and money In golng in
for it.

“Why? Don't you think it's gepuinei”

“Oh, itz peouine enouph. That peT
conld afford to pa{ out ?um huodred and
fifty quids gevernl times ower. But what's
the uze of going in for a cricket competition
it you don’t know anything about cricket®”

“For that very reason Bunter will pro-
bably stand & better chance than the
experis,” said Vernon-Smith,

“Ha, ha, hal

Billy Bunter 1ald down the scissors, and
blinked at the jupiors through his big
gpectacies,

“I'm working thiz ¢ut in snch a way that

you

I'm Ejlﬂjllg bound to win,” he sald. “I've
hnufht. o hupdred papers—that means a hun-
dred coupons—"

"¥ou—you hought =z
gasped Bob Cherry.
ta raise the tin?™

“Ahem! I told the newsagent that 1
1h-:|uldtdpay for the papers out of the two
hundred and Aty guid-—when It comes.”

"When ! chuckled Mugent.

“"Ha, ha, ha!"

"I'm dead cerfaln to win,”
Buonter. "As I spid before, there are tet
matches, And the resultz of four of them
are known In advanee; =0 really it's onty
six matches.”

“What are the four certalatics? loquired
Harry Wharton.

“ Australic will wallop England H

“True enough.”

*Northantz will Hek Glamorsapnalifre—"

Everybody agreed with this except Morgan,
who hailed from Wales.

“Jurrey will beat Somerset-———"

“Very likely.”

“And the other team that will
Hampshlre "

There was a rear from Harry Wharton.

“¥ou silly ass! You barbling chump! You
don't krow what you're talking ahounb!
Hampshire lose! Not in o thoussnd giddy
years,”

Billy Bunter smiled indulgently.

"¥ou only say that becaure your home
happeos to be in Wampshire,” be said. " Rut
they'll be beaten to & frozzle There's uo
quessicn about that”

“Lonk here,” said Wharton serfously, "1if
you go and pive Hampshire to lose on all
those coupons, you'll be hopelessly In the
gaup.”

*Rats! I'm  poing to give Hngland,
Glamorganshire, Somersck, and  Hampshire
to lose on evory coupoo,. That still laaves six
matehes to forecast. I shall vary thosze in
every pozaible way, so that one eoupon iz
bound to be absolutely cofrect. Then T ahall
get the two hundred and filfy——"

Tae Macxer Lmarany.—No, 709,

hundred papers?™
“How did vyou manage

said  Lilly

Iose s

“*Perhapsi®

“And I shall make & rare splash!
inveat in a motor-bike and side-car—"

“My bat!™

“And I shall stand a fecd to the sditonal
ataff of my “Weekly.'™

“"Fuods woulda't ron

I shall

to it," emid Bob
Cherry solemnly. *“Two bundred and GOfLy
quid wouldo’t cover the cost of o feed for
yon and your four fat suba™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter returned to hiz task, spd hiz
achoolfellows watched him with amuvsed
interest,

First of all, the hundred ¢coupons were cut
ogut. Then Bunter flled in the four “dead
certs,” and afterwards worked in the re-
ma‘lnin_g gix matches in every possible way

It was slow and laborious work, filtlag up
all the coupons. And Rilly Bunter bad to
write his name and address on every conpon,
besides meking a mmlpietc copy of all of
them, a0 that he could ¢beck them when
the results were to hand,

It required threa envélopes to wofommo-
date the hupdred coupops, when they were
ready for despaich.

After a great deal of plending and per-
eunslon Billy Bunter zuecceded in l%t:t.tinq
a fwopenny-stamp out of Dick pasell,
another out of Monty Newland, and a third
from the good-vatured Alonzo Tadd.

dismay,

Billy Bunter uitered a gasp
and the paper fluftered from his hand.

Having sealed, stamped, and addrossed the
envelopes, he went out into the Close, and
posted them In the plilar-box, Im time for
the last collection,

During the text few days there was oo
holding Billy Bunter,

The fat junior was confident of swocess,
If onty the four “dead corts ™ came off, he
would he certain to show an allcorrect
coupor.  And ther—always provided a few
hundred others dida't show  an all-eorrect
coupon 48 well<he would recelve the princely
sum of two huudred and Afty pounds.

Billy Bunter bragged and boasted of what
he was going to do when he got his cheque,
amd no amount of bumpiog could cure his
hoastfulness,

The first five matehes on the coupon were
duyly played, and they ended in accordance
with general expectation.

Australia won as venal, and Northamplon-
shire defeated GGlamorganshire.

Rilly Bunter had theze two matches cor-
rock; he alse had the remaining three right
on gsveral coupane,

Then he had fo wait a féw dava more, wntil
tliu-. I;eq five matches on the conpon had been
played.

The fat junior was in a fover of excite-
ment. For two days he counld not concen-
tratec hia mind on lessons, or even on the
production of his “ Weekds.”

On the evening of the third day he bor-

rowed Johonny DBull's bicycle—without ner-

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

8y DICK RAKE.

nmission, of course—apd went down to the
station to gt an ovening paper.

Eagerly he scanned the " Stop Press " news.

Joy of joval

Surrey hnd defeated Somersct. That was
the third *dead cert " which had come off.

There was only one other. Bunfer had
given Hampshire to lose.

“Of courege, they've been whacked by an
inmings and about three hundred runal® he
murmured,

But he eould not fod the result of the
mateh in the " Btop Press ™ news.

He trepsferred his geze to anather part
of the paper, and there he saw some head-
lines which fairly staggered him.

"HAMPSHIRE'S QREAT VICTORY!
Mead ond Eennedy in Form !

Billy Bunter uttered n gasp of dismay
The paper Ruttered from his hand, and was
borné away on the evening breege.

Hampshire had wonl

And Bill:i- Bunteér had glven the southern
county fo lose on every coupon!

"0h crumhs! What a frightful zell? he
grogoed, Y 3Still, there's a chance for me
yeb. I've got nine right out of ten—and
nime may win the prize”™

But alas for the fat junior's hopes!

A few days later the result of the com-

Fu:tmnu wiag pueblished. It was worded as
ollows :

"CRICKET COMFETITION RESULT!

“The following competitor correctly fore-
casted the whole of the ten matches on the
coupon, snd haz therefore been awoarded the
prize of £250:

Mr. HYMIN LUXWAY,
a7y, Whitechapel Road,
London, E.*

It was a sickeniog Llow for Billy Buater.
But the fat juvior wuea not vet in complete
despair of gﬂbt-l'ng 4t least a share of the
two hundred gnd Afty pounds, He wrote a
lang letter to the prizewinmer, pointing out
Lhat he was expecting a handspme remittanec
from ome of his titled relations. In the
meantime, would M, Hiymin Luxway be
gond enough to advance him o loan of fifty
pounds?

But Mr. Hymin Luxway, as it happened.
proved to be a foreigner in & poor way of
businese. He needed capitul badly, snd, in
so¥ event, 1t was highly unili.]iel{‘ that he
would hawve lent or piven any of his wealth
te an unknown schoolboy.,

50 Billy Bunter went empty away. And,
to make matlers worse, his pewsagent began
to press him for payment of sixteen-and.
gightpence for the hundred papers which
Bunter had ordered.

It was Bunter senior who had o find the
sixteen-and-cightpence, amd he was ko
annoyed aboutb it that he reduecd his son's
pockeb-money Lo a minimum.

Cricket competitiona are a =mare and a
delusion,

That iz Billy Bunter's opinien, anyway!
THE END.

1HLE
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RESULTS

OF ALL COMPETITIONS
WILL BE PUBLISHED

NEXT WEEK.
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HIS Iz how the fup started.
Mr, Prout's aunt came to spend a
few days at Greyfriars.

) Now, old PFProut isn't exactly 2
shripling. He's seven about fifty-five summers
and an equivalent number of winters. So
You con guess what his sunt was like. She
would have made an execllent soul-mate for
the aped Aethuseiab,

Thiz dear old moul, who was blind in one
eye, deaf in bobh esrs, toothless, and a
markyr to rheumatism and sciaticn., Tormed
the brilllant notion of holding a Male Beaunty
Conteat.

“The ladies, my dear Paul,” she confided
in wheezing fones to old FProut, "bhave had
things too much their own way. 8o have
the Infants. It is all ladics' beawty con-
tests and baby shows, T think it s high
time we hnd a2 male beauty competition. [
mysell will present the prize, and do the
judging.”

*But, my—my dear aunt,
aren't done ! glammered Prout.

Well, they are poing to be dopne, Paul!”
gald the old lady. with emphasis. Wil
you be pood enongh to plade an aMmounos-
ment on the notice-board, giving details of
the competitiond™

Foor old Prout did his uvimost to dis-
punde lis aunt from carrving out her scheme,
but she was adam-aunt (ripping pua, that!).
She insizted upon lining up the “dear boya ™
for inspection, and awarding a handsome
prize to the one who, in her judgmeut, came
neierest to being an Adaonis

Bo Prout put a notice on the board to
the offeet that a Male Beauty Contest would
he held at Greyfriars. and that all candi-
dates were to assemble in the library at
B pm He added that his zunt waz the
promoter of the contest—as much as to say,
“Tt's none of my doing!*—and that & mag-
niftcent prize would be presented to the
winner, He did not disclose the nature
nIIri..In& prize, because he dida’t know him-
E¢ll.

The majority af the fetlaws sniffed seorn-
fully when they read the announcewent.

“Prout’s aunt evidently I[magines thia Is
a girls' school!™ growled Johnny Bull, of the
Remove. "A bheauty eontest, indeed!
Dashed if I'm going o for 61

"I ehould think not, either, with a Tace
like thal!" said Bob Cherry.

“EhT What's the matter with my [ooe?”

“Ta it reafly a face?" asked Bob, in =zur-
prise. I thought it must be o mask )™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Johnny Bull clenched his fists, and advaneod
upon Bob Cherry. Bubk Wharton and Kugenkt
dragged him back.

“Peace, Ty children!” sald Nupenot
“Weither of you wilk ztand a ghoat of o
chapce in this beauty <omiest H you start
digfiguriog epcli other.”

“Bless the beauty  contfest!”
Johnny Bull.

There happened to be one fellow who réally
did Bless it. This was Caler of the Fifth

Coker has always hupged the abaurd de-
lugion thet he is handsome=-or, oz be himself
would spall it, “hansom.” 1 have scen him
gtand for ten minutes in front of a mirror,
murmuring to himself: “¥Yeg, & B¥ron fore-
khead, a Grecian nose, and & woble ehin.
Alan o pair of sgulful cyes, worthy of Owen
Warca himaelf! Horaee, old  boy “—here
Coker would tap himself approvingly on the
chest—"vou're a8 handeome a3z a4 young
Greck pod!”

Directly he rend the announcement con
ceming the beanty contest, Coker rushed
fway to hiz study in order to smarten him-
sl up, that he might exposc his features
Lo the greatest advaotage.

First of all, ke washed (chalk I up, ye
reribeal), then he empticd about 2 tumblor-
ful of brilliantine gover his straspgling locks.
Then, vigorously plying a couple of brushos,
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these things

growled

be went through a form of hair-drill,
which he brushed his eyebrows,
seanty fieece on his wpperlip.

After
and the
But this wuas not all, Coker douned a
capary-coloured walsteoat, and put on &
Axming necktie. Then he surveyed bimself
long and earnestly in the mirror

“I shall win this beauty contest hands
down ™ e murmured. * There's no gquestion
abont that"

Just before elght o'¢lock Coker made his
wiy to the library.

~ About twenty feliows were there, lined up
im & row, aud grionnigg beoadly. It was
only too apparent that they were entering
the heauty contest for a joke. Coker was
the only fellow who toolk it scripusly.

Among the competitors were eome fellows
who really were pood-looking.  Micky Des-
mond, with his Irish eyes and healthy com-
plexion; Archie Howell, with his aris-
tocratio east of countenance: apd Tom
Brown, with thick, curly hair of the same
¢olour as his name,

Coker wasz far and away the uxliest follow
present. He coould not have looked hand-
some i be bad placed himself in the hands
of the finest male beauty special’ste—ifl such
peaple exisf—in Durope.

Presently the laoghter aod the gurgles of
merrimend abated, and o hesh fell spoo the
agsembly, as BMr. Prout entered, iiul!.:-wml
by his dear old doddering aunt.

"Ah! Herg are the dear boys!” she mur-
mured, peering over the edge of her wvold-
rimmed spectacles. “ There are not 8o many
a8 [ should lke to see. How many are
there, Pauli™

“Twenty,” sald Mr. Prout,

“"Dear ma! I can only count six '™
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‘*Hal! Here are the dear boys!”

murrured the Ia:fy, peering over the edge

of her spectacles. * But there are not
so many as [ would like fo see!”

There waos a titter from the competitors.

The old lady pazsed slowly along the floe,
and then back again. She seemed quite
unable to make up her mind.,  Floaily, how-
evir, shie hoverod in front of Coker, and dug
him in the chest with a boouy forefnger

“1 dectare this boy the winoer! she an-
nounced,

There was a startled gasp from Mr. Prout.

"Hut, my—my dear aunt,” he protested,
"surl'li‘r you have made o mistake, or, your
evyesight i extremely faulty®  This bhoy—
;::u]-;':ur;-lma no pretensions whatever to good
oOEE T

“"Movertheless, T deelare him the winoer ™
said Lhe old lady Rrmiy,

Coker's face glowed with self-satisfaction,

“"Thank you very mueh, ma'am!” he mur-
mured.

“"Nob af all!  You have your own ool
looka to ihank. Waitk here o fow moments,
my Doys, while I mo and fetch the nrize

to present to Master Joker.”

By GEORGE POTTER.

“Coker, my dear aunt—Coker!" corrceted
Mr. Pront,

“Yes, yes. DExactly! [ congratulate you,
Muoster Croaker, upon being the winuer of this
exciting contest!”

80 saymg. the old lady proped her way
to the door, and dizappeared.

When she had departed, there wus much
speculation as te' the pature of the " mag-
niflcent prize.”

“It"11 he n pold wateh, you kot!™ mur-
mured Tom Brown.

“Faith, an' I shouldut be surprised §f
it waz a cash prize—a liver, for instance!
whispered Micky Desmond. He was obliped
to whisper, for Mr. Prout wus standing near.

Coker's cyes lit up with anticipation.

Fonds were low, and s “fver ™ would
be more than welcome.

His imagination began to ron riot. It
might evetr be u "tenper "'!

The minutes passed slowly.

After what seemed an apge, Mr. Prout's

aunt returned. She carried an oblong-shaped
article in her hand.

* Which s Master Smoker?” she [nquired.
jeering up aod down the line of fellawa.

“Here [ am, ma'am ™ sald Coker.

“Well, take this, my dear boy, with my
mozt cordlal good wishes. It is a photo-
graph of myself, taken wheno [ was » young
woman."”

Coker's jaw dropped.  As far the other
fellowa, they could ecarcely restrain their
merriment,

Coker took the proffered photograph, and
stared at it in a dazed sort of way,

It was a very faded. musty photegraph
of a ereature In » crinoline.

(Mr. Frout's awnt might have been con
sidered a Bociety beauty by ler contems
potartes of the Vietorian era. The modern
girt would bhave regarded her as o frump.

And Lhe wmadern girl would have been quite
Tight!

Coker hezan to glare at the photogragh
us If it had dene him an injury.
: ;;mjr *Thank you ' niccly!" urged the ol
il s

“Thank you nicely!" blurted out the ni-
fortunate Horace.

“"Mu, ha, ha!™

Coler could not endure the hysterical
langhter of his zchoolfellows. He rushcd
from the rooin, charped along to iz stwedy
likc a mad bull, rammed the pliotograph

i"tﬂit. tlhie fre-prate, and applicd a mateh
o it.

“Oh, what & szetl—what a rotten sclli™
he muttered savagely.

And he paced to and fro, disarranging e
carefolly brushed bhair, wnd behaving ke
a fellow demonted,

Greyfriara laughed loud aed long over the
aifuir. And if mmyone wanted to rouse
Horiee Coker into a state of unsovernahie
fury, it waa ooly neceszary to whisper softly
in his ear the guestion:

“Who won Lthe beuuty contest?”
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£E H, you've popped up aguin, hove
youf” growled che edifor, as 1
trickled inte Nhis sanctum. “Your
[mpertinent [terviews have beon
out of the paper for weeks.™

“And the writer of them has been oub of
action for weeks!™ I sald sadly. *“This inter
viewing-is a -terrible businesa. One cartries
one's life io one's hunds.”

“1 ses pothing in your own hands buk a
notebook and. pentil!” sald the editer deily.
“Do I underztand that you sre ready for
businesa agaln?”

I nodded.

“Iwn got to. earn an honest penny some-
how," I said,

“Well, buzz along and intetview old
Eap@m‘, and I'll make it three-ha'pence.”

"Your generosity,” T said, “far excecds
your beauty, of which Nature has not given
yiu & fair share.”

" Loak bhereg—" began the editor wrath-

fully.
* Keno t hair on!" I aaid soothingly.
HEbhouldn't like to eee you going hald at

vour time of iile. By the way, *Who iz
Capper?t Who is he, that all the swaing
commend him? ' "

“ Capper's the maaster of the Upper Fourth,
of coursel Don't tell me ¥ou've been at
Greyiriara all this time without gettiog that
Fact instilled info your weoden pate!l”

“Where shall I nnd this man Ea;pper!"

“In hiz study. And look here! You minl}it
take this along to him. It's a puzzle which
one of m¥ readers haz sent to me, and no-
body on the stall can make head or tail of
It. ¢ing a bmt‘nj' gort of merchant, Capper
may be sble to deciplier it. Anyway, take
It along to him, and see what he saya.”

The editor handed me & shcet of paper,
bearing the following riddle, puzzle, acrgstic,
unagram, or whatever you ¢all it:

“My firat 13 at bridal couples thrown,
My second is in the garden grown.
My third iz & country far from cool,
My fourth is a poet ot Greyfriars School,
My fifth made a fortune from fruit salt,
My last—a Bemovife we all exalt.

My t:gahulc ia & person who wears coloured
H

And n.*' tapper * at which we have coco-
nut-shies."”

“Who sent you this? I asked.

“1 don't know the name of the
It wus gent amonymously.”

“Lot of tommy-rot, I call ift. T den't be-
lieve there's a splution to it at all”

"Well, Capper may be able to make some-
thing of 1k ake It along to him, and see.”
t.*.é:cnrdinglj'. [ trotted alomg to Capper's
study.

The master of the Upper Fourth waa
enzaged in checking examination-papers. He
didu't look best pleased at the interruption.

*YWell, boy, what fs 2" he snupped.

“I've come to intetview you, sir, for the
"Greyiviars Herald,”™ I explained, "“But
before I sturt bombarding you with gueastiona
concerming yourself, perhaps you'd be good
enough to glance ot this conumdriom, and
see I you can make anything of it."

Capper took the sheet of paper,
studied it intently. Then
pencil, and sbarted to write.

“Thia presents very few difliculties,” he
aaid. " My first i3 at bridal couplea
thrown.' That is obyiously confettl. * My
gecond 18 in the garden prown.' That may
mean aoything.*

“Tr;-r *asparagus,”  sin,” I suggested.
*You've pobt some of it on your own allok-
ment.”

“Yary well,” said Capper. “Now, *Ay
third i3 a country far from cool.” There are
E:ie.ap.? of countries answering to that descrip-
tion.'

*Laplaod, afr?" [ suppested.

*Pon*t be ridiculons, boy! Wa will try
*FPersia,” and if it does not At in with the
reat of the puzile, we ahall have to think
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Mr., CAPPER.

of something else. ' My fourth is a poet
ab Greyfriars School.'™ :
“That will be Penfold, for a cert.,” [ sail.
Capper nodded. )
“' My ffth made a fortune from frait salt.’
1 shoul] imagine that would be Ene. ° My
Iasbk—a Removite we all exslt,” Hm!™

“There are several fellows we all exalt,
gir,” I said. " There's Wharton, and Smithy,
and Linley, and Archie Howell—"

*“Is not Redwing populari”

‘:!Uh. vos, air! He's as popular as any-
bods."” )

“Then we are well on the way to com-
pleting the solution”

Capper scribhbled away industriousiy for o
ferw maomente, and presently a feroclous
gleam came inlo his eyes.

Glapcing over hia shoulder,
puzzle solution.

[ belietd the
It was as follows:

liunrat l:é.
aTRZU

r?: g1 A
Fenfolld
E n O
Redwin O

The solition could be agen at a glance, by
:'aad'mg first the initist and thea the final
ethers:

“CAPPER IS A DOG.'"

I lpoked at Capper's coloured mecktie, and
his fancy waisteoat, and his sllk spats, snd
I felt inclined to agree with the inventor of
the puzzle, .

Capper waa cecbainly a "dog ™!

e was a wvery ferocious dog, too!
brute ought to huve been muzzled.
what do you think he did?

The
Yor

Picking up & cane, he chased me from the
agtudy, belabouring my back und shoulders as
hie went,

Whack, whack, whack!

*Yoooooop "

"How dare you ¢conte pnd insult me to my
Iam?'i'" roared Cupper. “ How dare you, I
Suy ik

Then followed a further instalment of
whacks, And I fled alohg the passage as if
all the furies of the underworld were i
hot pursuit.

Never again will the editor induce me to
get old Capper to unravel another puzzie!

It was nobt until half ap hour had gFone Ty
that I hethought myself of the anonynious
writer of the puzzle. I was suffering from the
effects of Capper's cane, amd T had wn ides
that the author of the joke ought to share
my suiferings.

I went hack to the Editor's study, and
sank down into the softest of soft chaira.

“Have you found out who seot in that
aerostic?™ I asked.

“MNobk yet. I believe—=""

He broke off, anid eved me sadly.

“You're not going to tell me you haven't
secured o thumping interview " he demandedd,

“A thumping interview!” I exclaimed. *I
got the thumps all right. That acvostic was
uppr azainst Coapper, and—-"

“IMa, ha, ha!™

The laughter came from the doorway, im
which appeared Bob Cherry.

“What's the joke?" I nsked warmly.

“That wcrestic—I"ll have to make up
another Hike that!™ said the cheerful pss.

I logked at Dob Cherry, who iz the
champion fighting man of the Remove, and,
curiously enough, ns I looked, my dezice Lo
come to grips with the author of the acrostic
disappeared. I woas sore from Capper’s cang,
and had vo wish to add bruises to my sores.

fo [ went out of the study without a word,
leaving Bob Cher to cackls and Harry
Wharton to chuockle. And, but for the
remuneration I receive for my interviews, I
wonld hawd in my resignation. I peb more
blows than bobs!

2 THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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THE CHARM OF
COMPETITIONS!

By Tom Brown. =
LR TR IR

1 expect certain sllly nasea  will be
writing articlea in this Special Competitiou
Number, pointing out that competitions are
n snare and a delusion. They have probably
entered a compelition themselves, failed lo
win a prize, and then bitterly denounced the
whole business ua a ewindle.

Bolsover major is one of the disgruntied
ones.

You may or inay nob be awara that there's
a weekly fairy-story paper being published
for children. It's called the * Geblin, I‘.n.ﬂ
it runs a competition konown s8 " Goblets.”

Although DBolsover major is no longer. &
child, he cannot be persuaded to put awuy
childizh things. He¢ takes in the “Goblin®
every week, and one week he had a shob
at the competition. ‘They give you a phrase,
and what you have to do is to make another
phrasze of three words, having an apt bearing
upon the origlnal. For example:

FETEHAH LML
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Exumple.

No Laughing Matter.
* Goblet.”

No Matter—Laught

Perfectly aimple, as yvou'll pee. Something
like "E'apfv&t.s.."' 5:.5 a matter of fact.

Well, Bolsover major brought his brain
into action, apd evolved the Ifollowing
* Qoblets “:

YWhen Cat's Away Kot at Home.

Apilt Milk Ia Very Upeetting.
Yrince of Walcs Awlully Deceut Fellow.
The First Prize I Richly Deserve.

Did you ever sec anything so feeble in all
your natural? Talk asbout the German
atrocities! ‘Thoee “UGoblets” of Bolsover
major's falrly beat the band!

The result of the competition appeared In
due course, and Bolsover tore hia hair and
gnashed his teeth on discovering thab his
name wuas missing from the prize-list. He
declared thab the competition was a fraed,
und that the winner of the first prize pro-
hubly had an uncle on the adjudication atufl.
He could nobt be made to see thut hizs own
efforts were utterly absurd.

To the really brainy [ellaw, however, com-
petitions offer aplendid scope. My palers
fifth cousin's second aunt once knew a fellow
who won a thousand poonds in a * Limerick ™
rontest, And Greyfrisrs fellows have won
fuirly big prizes before now—Mark Linley
and Tvck Penfold, to wit. Competitions are
joliy fascinuting, There's vo question about
that.

I nobice that Harry Wharton is giving &
garies of competitions in this number, and 1
mean te have a shot at all of them, The
prizes aren't very suliskantial,  Still, think of
the hounour wnd plory of secing ohe's contri-
bution in print! Just imagine b Deing
perused by billions of boys and girls
throughout the Lmpire! The thought fairly
muakey one dizey.

The next time you hear anybody runping
down competitions, you ean take it for
pranted that they have competed and lost.
Still, you muit make wliowances for them;
for, aaz the poct ohserves, “"Tia betler to
have compete:d and lost, than never to have
competed ub ull”

My idew of the way to cater a competitlon
in to look upon It s o bobby, After all, you
have only to win oue prize, awnd the entrance
fees—If there ure apy—are puid for wecks paat
mied weeks to come.

Now, what is nicer than coming in {rom a
game of footer, physically tired. and takiug
up 4 favourite paper and thioking outk
anawers to  picture  puzzles or Y Popletzs.”
When you havo fnished youw are mentally
tired aod physically tired, and you sleep all
the hetter. That does you r;-r»:n:ly1 and ¥ you
win a prize, well, it does you more good!

Long live competitions! 2
[Supplement to,



Why Shouldn’t You Win One of the “ Popular’s’ Money Prizes?

"GREYFRIARS CARAVANNERS||
ABROAD 17
Continued from page 8.)

Bob Cherry. “I want to lick you with
this stick before you perish, dear hoy |

“Ha, ha, hai?

“Tho stickful lickfulness ma
sou, my esteemed Bunter,” sai
famset Ram Singh.

Croan !

The caravan rolled on, to an accom-
annnent of dismeal groans from the Owl
af the Hemwove,  The groans ceased at
wet, no doubt because they failed to
s:dten the hard hoarts of the Removites.

revive
Hurree

unter’s fat face appeared at the
window.

“1 sav, vo: fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Alive again!™

celaiized Bob Cherry.
sour ghost, Dunteri”

“Brast! ['m coming oui.”

“Right! I've pot the stick ready !

“1 hope you wou't be beast enough 1o
steh nlo a fellow in a dying condition,
Sob Cherry.”

“ Leave 1t (o me ! zaid Dob.

“It was really o tramp took the horse
evay,” pleaded Bunter., " Now I come
o think of 1, I saw him. Tt was o
iffianly-looking fellow, with a squint,
aid a=—n red necktie,”

“ otk at all,” said Dol "It was a fat
raseal, with a pair of blinkers, and a face
like o toy balloon, And I've got this
siick ready for him "

“I know you're joking, old chap.”

“Righi-ha! Step out of the van, and
you'll geo that I'm no end of a joker.”

" Beast ! howled Bunter,

Tho van door did not open. Buater
~uffered all the torments of dire famine
for another hour ar twe, rather than face
Liob Cherry's bip stick.,. The cara-
vanners stopped at fasi te camp on the
shelving stretch of zund under the chils
beyord Ambleleuse, having followed 4
windiong path down from the road to the
sea, ‘Lhey wore very careful to pitch
their camp a pood distance above nigh-
water mark. The horze was taken out
pnd  fed, and  pegeed  very  securoly.
There wos no wood at hand for a camp
lite, and the stoves were needed, and the
stoves were nside the van,  Tleb Cherry
rapped on the caravan deoor,

“Hand out the stoves,
shouled.

*T'm (oo itl to move ™

“Comoe sut, vou silly ass 1

“Will you make it pax of [ come out?”

" No!" roared Dob.

“Then you jolly well sha'n’t have the
stoves I’ retorted Bunter, “ Yah! You
ean go and eat coke "

“We'll jolly well have a cold supper,
thert, end you sha'n't have o bite of 1t!"
said Tiob Cherry vengefully,

“(h dear!™

“ Not o morsel,” said Havry Wharton
—~"“not unless you hand the stoves out
nt onee, Bunter!”

“T'm perishing of hunger !’

"You've like giddy old Charles the
Hecond-an unconscionable time dying,”
remarked Frank Nugent.

“IHa, ha, ha!”

" T'm very nenvly at my last gasp, you
‘ellows!” wailed Bunter, ™A square
wieal might revive me,™
y “Tl try the effret of o licking, when
L get at you'!" answered Dob Cherry.
"T've gpot a lot of faith in this stick as a
reviver”

Y Beast1"?

The caravanners prepnred their enmp,
PBunter watching thea hungrily from the
HEXT
MOMNDAY |

“Is that you or

Dunter ™ he

"'GHAMPION OF THE REMOVE!™

window. The sight of a cold chicken
wag tod much for him; his fat mouth
fairly watered. There was a sound of a
key turning in the lock, and the ecaravan
door opened. Billy Bunter rolled out.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle! Here he ja!™
Bob Cherry jumped up, and seized the
bl%_shc}?. “Now, then, Bunter!”

illy Bunter gave a deep groan, and

fell at the feet of the cnravanners. His
eves closed behind his spectacles, and he
lay quite still and motionless,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Burying Bunter !

T HAT the thump—=->"
“Fainted !’ said MNugen:,
closing one eye at his com-

rades,

“The faintfulness i3 terrific,
vsleemned DBunfer 18  zonseloss,” said
Hurres Jamszet Ram Singh, "“His sense-
lessness is even move terrific than usual.”

The Famous Five gathered round
Bunter. They grinned as they looked
down on him. The fat junior lay with
his cyes closed, doing lis very best te
look as if he had famted from exhaus
tion. As a maller of faet, the chums
of the Hemove were quite well awsre
teat the fat Owl was spoofing—they could
even see him attempting to blink sut of
the e_::E'rrnc-r of one eye wiﬁ‘mut fuite open-
e it

" Fainted ! said Bob Cherry, in tones
of deep gravity., “Poor old Runter!
Quite senseless 1

“That's wothing
Johnny Bull,

“*Ha, ha, hal?

T Musta’t laugh, when Bunter is ex-
imeing at our feet!™ said Bob scriously,
“ Wo ought to try to revive him some.
how. I sappesc il iz only o faint. See
i ho =till Lives, Wharton,”

H’nrr;,' Wharton stooped and felt ever
Bunter’s  well-filled  waisteonat, He
siarted, and shoak his head.

1 don’t feel the heart beating,' he
said.

“Dead1”

“Poor old Bunter!”

Billy Bunter, keeping his eyes closed,
seareely breathed, He had hard work
not fo grin ot that moment ; but he con.
trived to keep his fat face quite still, He
witg very willtg to let the juniors believa
that he was dewd —to wring their hearts
with remorse, morse, in Bunter's
opinien, was just what they wanted to
teach them a lesson. Having thought
that they had !ost him, they would kpow
how to value him when he recovered.
S0 the fat and fatuous Owl of the
Femove lay perfectly still,

Bob Cherry gave a sob.

“"Actually dead ! he murnivred. * We
might have known what would happen if
Bunter mizsed a meal ™

“Yell, how were we 1o know?"
argued Nugent, **He's never done such
a thing before,”

“ That's so.
tﬂﬂ 13

“Well, look at him!" said Harry.

“I—1 say, we don’t want anybody lo
come aleng and seo the body ™ said
Bob hastily. *“Might canso us a lot of
trouble, We'ra in o foreign eountry, you
know, and they might make quite a fuss
about o dead body lyving aronnd.  Any-
body that knew Bunter would know that
it didn’t matter a bit—--""

Billy Dunter very nearly ejaculated
" Heast I at that point, But he managed
te keop silent,

' But  these foreigners dou’t know
hint, and {hey are fussy,” said Dol **0Of

The

new,”  remarked

sure he's dead., Whar

13

course, we'roe awfully sorry for Bunter,
But getting ourselves into trouble won't
bring him back to life again, will 187"

“Hardly,” agreed Wharton, *“We'd
better stack him away somewhere. Tt
can’t hurt him now.”

“That's so, Suppose we bury him
quietly here, and puzh on and say
nothing?'

“ Good ™

*“Wea con cry later,” added Dob. ‘At
present the business in hand is getting
Bunter decently huried.”

“Right as rain,” said Wharton,
* Luckily, we've got a spade in ithe van.
I'll get on with digging the grave at
once.”’

“Hurry u

“You fellows keep Dunter out of
sight, in case anybucﬂr comes by, Not
thatb it's likely in this lonely spot,™

* Get on with it, then,” sud Bob,

Harry Wharton took the zpade from
the van, and hurned to a spot where
there was a hollow depression in the
sand. There he began to dig, casting
the soft sand aside at o great rafe. The
Co. kept round Dunter, and the fut
junior, opening one eye cautiously, sow
them watching in all directions, as if on
their guard against all comers.  Billy
Bunte: blinked at 1hewr turned backs,
and blinked at Harry Wharton, digging
mdustriously at a little distance. The
Owl of the Remove began to wonder
whether his litile scheme was quite so
astute as he had supposed. Cerlninly he
didn’t want to be buried in the sand,
however deeply the Removites might
mourn for him whea they wenl on their
sorrgwiul way with the caravan,

“Bring the body here!” called out
Wharton,

“Tlight you are

The four juniors stooped and grosped
Bunter. '["{m fat Removile closed his
eyes again instantly, They panted under
his weight,

“I say, can't we roll him over and
over?"” gas]]:ed Johnny Bull, *“He's a
hit of a corker to carry ™

“(th, heave away!” said Dob. “It's
the last thing we can do for poor old
Bunter. Carry on!”

The captain of the Remove came back
g lond o hand. Five pairs of slurdy
arms succecded in conveying DBunter to
the hollow in the sand, and with a heave,
lie was landed in the hole Wharten had
excavated, He greped a0z he landed
there, amd there was a subdued chuckle
among the juniors, Deing dead, of
conrse, Bunier ought not to have gasped,
zn they affected not to hear b, Wharton
took up the sltmde again,

“Now we'll cover him in,” he said

Lh
!
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sadly.

“kl"ll pile some of the rocks over him,"”
said Bob.

*Thal's a good idea.”

Billy Dunter fairly wriggled with rage
and indignation. {uswnd of pricf :nd
remorse, the caravanpers wers I!.ppal'l:*ntljr
prepared to bury him by the wayside, and
maveh on their wav az if there had never
been a William George DBunter in the
universe at all! A spedeful of sand
trickled over him; and Billy Bunter
realised that ib was high Lime o come to
life again. It wae evidently of no use
trving to wring these hard Thearts;
besides, some of the sand trickled e Fis
fat little nose, and made him sneeze.

" Atelon-chno-choaoooop 1

“alle, hallo, halle! Ile's sneezing 1™
gjnenlnted Boalb  Cherrr.  “Burely he
agurht not to =neeze when he's dead ! Jt's
really unscomby."

*'Ha, ha, ha ™

Bunter sat up.

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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There was-ample food, even for Billy Bunter, and the juniors lairly beamed

wpon thelr hosts,
think it’s rabbit,"

“*Simply topping !’ sald Billy Bunter to Nugent, *I
“*Chlcken, I thought!" said Nugent, doubtfully.

(See Chapter 8.)

“Bensis ! he roared.
“Alive!"

“Yah! Rotters! You want lo bury
me, do you?" yelled Bunter, “ Yah'!
Lemme out of this, you beasts!
Yarooooh! Help !

Another spadelul of sand swamped over
him, and he sneezed and yelled,

# Help! Yoooon ! Grooooch !
Atchbthosoop IV

“He's alive!” said Dob Cherry, in a
tone of wonder. “Isn’t that just like
Bunter—coming to life at the last minute,
and dashing all our hopes to the pround?
He was always inconsiderate !

* Beast !

“Belfish, [ call it,” said Jolmny Tall.
“Dunter never did care how he dias-
appointed peopla,™

“¥ah! Rolter! Lemme out!"

“Htay where vou aro, Bunfer,” said
Bob Cherry, puslung the fat jumior back
with his foot. “ We can't be put to the
trouble of digging 3 grave for nothing.
We'd betier pet on with it !

“The Letterfulneas will be terrific. We
will bury you in the most satisfactory
manner, my esteemed Bunter.”

“8hove in the sand, Wharton 1™

“Right ho 1™

Bunter zave a formideble yell as a
spadeful ﬂFfmh sand scattered over him,

“"Yaronoh! I'm not dead, you silly
owls——"

“You soon will he, if we I:JIJI';‘ yaul
thoroughly,’ said Bob. ' Tt'z all righe 1

Bunter cevidently didn’t think it was all
right! e scrambled ont frunticalls.

“ et back [ roared Dlob.

“"Why, you~you—ryou awlul beast—"
spluttered Bunter.  *Do  you think
you're going to bury me, you villain 2"

“Were not going to take all this
tepuble for nothing, Collar him !

“Yaroooch! Help!™

Billy Bunter took to his hecls,

“After him!" roared Dob.

“IHa, ha, ha!"

The Owl of the Remave sprinted across
the sand as if he were on the cinder path.
He scrambled up the cliffs, and vanished

NEXT
MONDAY!
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among  the ridges and bushes. The
Famous Five roared with merriment.
They returned to the van, took oul the
stovea, and cooked supper—what time
William (George Bunter lay in o gully of
the cliffs, panting for breath, bathed in
ﬁ[‘[‘ﬁplrﬂtiﬁﬂ, and guaking in every one of
15 fat limbs.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Chance of a Life-iime !

ARRY WHARTON & COD. had

finizhed su r, and were chat.

ting cheerily while ther watched

the sun sinking over the seca,

when o fat figure came creeping

cautiously towards the camp on the sca-

sand. It was the fAgure of William

George Dunter—dusty and fatigued and

u#prehenai?e, The Famous  Five
chuckled as he came crowling up.

* Hallg, hallo, halla! Turned up again
like the bad pewny ! chuckled ol
Cherry., * We're jolly well not gning to
bury you now, Bunter. You shonld have
come back before if thet wos what you
wanted."”

*“JIa, bha, ha!"

Billy Bumter grinned feebly. The
;.rl.ll'.h had dawned uponr bis fat mind at
st

“You awful rottera!”™ he mumbled.
“You knew I wasn't dead, and you were
anly pulling my leg prefending to bury
me, "’

“Ia, ha, ha ! roared the Removites.

“Just  becaunse I fainted  from
hunger H

“Weo knew vou hadn’t fainted, either,”
erinned Bob Cherry. * You sece, you ‘at
chuffer, we knew you were speooling all
glong the line. And if you hadn’t been
a born idiot and a fat funk, you woeuldn't
have auﬁp-:-ﬁed we were going to bury
you in the sand.”

UT—I sar, wvou fellows—any supper
left ?"

YTots ! suid Harry  Wharton,
laurhing,  “5it down and pile in, you
podey ass.  We'll let you off the licking.

L
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But if vou ever Ela; any more tricks or
the horse, we'll boil you in oil.™

Billy Bunter did not need to bo asked
twice. He really was hungry by this
timea;: and for a quarler of an hour at
least no sound eame from him, save the
heavy, steady champing of his powerful
jawe. Then he began to look happier.

“L say, you fellows, I took you inm,
dido't 17" remarked Bunter, with his
month full.

“Took us in!" repeated Bob Cherry.

“Yes. Ife, ho, he! Of course, I knew
you were only speofing all the time, and
I just playved uvp,” expleined Dunter.
“T'Il Let you thought I was scared! He,
he, he "

“We jolly well did think so, and so you
jolly well were,” growled Johnny Bull
*And -k don't agree with letting you off
the licking, either”

“1 should hardly be likely to let any
fellow present lick me,” said Bunter
toftely, *1'd be perfectly willing to lick
you all round, as a matter of fact, one at
a time., But I'm feeling too bad after
my long fast.  When we get back to
Greyfriars, I'll ask you to step into the
gvm and have the gloves on, Bull !

“Oh, seat!"” grimted Johnny Bull,

“Same with yvou, Bob Cherry—"

“ Where's that stick*" said Dob, look-
iz round.

“Don't let's rag now,” said Buanter
hastily. *I can take a joke with any
fellow; ond I forgive vou all round!

There! You've acted like rotters, and
treated me like beasts; but I never
expected  anything  better from  you,

really, you know. It's my own fault for
travelling with a lot of outsidyrs. I wish
now I'd accepted IY Arey's invitation to
spend the vacation with him, or pgone
home with Lord Mauleverer., Too late
now ! But I can tell vou fellows that
unless there's a change, I shall have to
consider whether T can stay with you
any longer, '™

“Why didu't we think of bringing a

muzzle for him?" said Bob Cherry
plaintively.
“When we po on from  here to-

morrow,” =aid Buwster, unheeding, *we
shall be getting towards Le Bosquek.
There's o casino Lhere,™

“Well 1"

“T'm elill willing to use my unusual
i!-:llld]m:":‘p"! powers in making you fellows
vich

“I ean see that we shall want that
stick, after all!™ said Bob Cherry.
“There are [ellows who simply bey to be
Hoked

“I'm poing la make the fus fiv at the
ensing,”  sanl Bunter hemly. you
{illows refuse o bock me up, 1 shall
simply leave you out, end keep all m
unmense winnings myself. That's fAat ™

“If we catch you rooting round a
casino, DBunter, you'll get scragged!”
saidd  the eaptain of  the Remove
warningly.

“"T'm piving you fellows a lust chanee,”
said Bunter. “The question is, are you
w#ning to back me up in bresking the
hank ot Lo Bosguet? I feel sure I can
dao .”

H Bt on bam, somebody I

“Ior the last time?®"”

sternly.
“TFathead 1™

ki aﬁ.ﬁ- !f?
“Ther T shall take the mabbzr into my

awn hands, and leave you oul,” saud

satd DBunler

Bunter. “I mean that! Now youn
needn't say anything more about the
matter, My mind's made up!”

And Dilly Bunter devoted his attention
to what was left of the provisions, and
let the matter drop at last, DButb his stern
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threat did not have any dismaying effect
oi:. the chums of the Remove, They did
not seern to miss the wucrmous fortune
they might have made—perhaps—by
letting W. G. Bunter locse on the green
tables. And they certainly did not see
how he was going even to attempl to
break the hank on a capital of two franca.
And as a matter of absolute fact, they

weren't wvery deeply interested in
William George Bunter at all.
Just before rolling away to the van for

the night the Owl of the Remove referred
to the subject oncs more.

“My mind’s made up 1" he announced.

“Go to bed, old porpeise, and don't
be an ass !’ advised Bob Cherry.

“T've offered you feflows the chance of
o lifethne——"

“ Buzz off !

" Vou've refused!” said Bunter with
dignity. ™ You've refused a practical cer-
tainty of getting rich quick. Now, I'm
going to make my own fortune and leave
you out in the cold! Yah!”

And Bunter rolled into the caravan, and
was soon snoring, and doubtless dreamin
golden dreatns of hupe sums being push
to him across the green cloth by the rakes
of astonished croupiers

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Very Enjoyable Supper !

' OLLY, ten't it!"” remarked Frank

J MNugent.

And Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh
deglarad that the jollyfulness was
ternific.

There was no doubt that it was jolly.
Up hill and down dale ihe caravan rolled,
and the caravannera marched, under a
suanny sky dotted with B {'jl]!.ldH, and
witih o fresh breeze blowing %mm tha blue
gen. Harry Wharton & Co. undoubtedly
were enjoying their caravanning holiday
it la belle Frame, . . ]

Billy Bunter wasn't quite satisfied ; his
dream of breaking the bank at some
cesing or other remained & dream. But
aven DBuunter was cheery; the open air
and exercisa did him good, and he lacked
much less fat and flabby than he had
looked during the term at Greyiriars.

All the caravanners agreed that it was
rother rotten that the vacation was coming
towards its end. Certainly, they woukl
lika to see old Greyfriars again, and fore.

ather with Bquilf and Toin Brown and

rd Mauleverer and the rest in a rag;
and chip Coker of the Fifth in the
poeeages, and rag Temple & Co. of the
Fourth in the quad. .

But they were not tived of caravanning
by any means; and they would have been
sutified to keep on right across the fair
land of France, and zo on ecaravanning
threugh 8pain for the winter. Dut that
was not to be.

“But eome doy,” Bob Cherry
remarked, " we'll have a real frip, and go
right round the giddy globe in this old

bus. What?"

“Some day!” said Harry Wharton,
lpugning.

“The some-dayfuolness™ remarked

Hurree Singh, “will be terrific. DBut in
the honourable meantime we are enjoy-
ing our noble selves, and everything
the botanical department is lovely 1™
“It's topping ! said Bob., “In the
cpen air all day. you feel that you can
stand anything. Why, we can cven
stand Bunter!™
“0Oh, really, Cherry—"
U Hallo, hallo, halle! Here's some
nore merry campers ! exclaimed Bob,
The earavanners followed Dob's glince.

HEXT
MONDAY !

The road ran by s stretch of open grass
lind, backed by a shadowy, dusky wood,
In ti‘m digtanco the little white town of
Le Boequet glimmered in the sunshine on
s headland stretching omt to  sea.
Prominent among the distant buildings
E'nls a gleaming white easino, with a Hag
ying.

Bunter's glance turned upon that, but
the Famous Five did not even look at it.
They were interested in the little scene
by the wayside.

Two men had camped between the
road and the wood. A fire was burning
smokily, and over the fre threo sticks
were arected, and a “hilly " of waler was
botling. The two men were evidently
natives of the country, with dark, good-
humoured faces; a.ndy though they were
poorly dressed, they did not look like
tramps, They glanced round at the
caravan, evidently inferested i ik

“This looks like a decent place for
camping,” said Beb. “1 suppose 1t's
perinittod, as those chaps are there, Lots
of room for baoth parties, Halt!"”

The van rumbled to a halt.

One of the Frenchmen came away from
the fire towards the reoadside, and
approached the caravanners, raising a
rather battered hat politely.

“Bon jour, monsieur!™ gaid
Wharton, with equal politeness.

The Frenchman smiled .

“Anpleis?” he remarked,

Apparently Wharton's French
indicated that he was English !

“ Yes,” said Harry,

“I epeak a small English,” said the
stranger, possibly meaning a little
English. " You shall fook for somewheres
to rest you for the night, isn't @t? I
recolnmend this spot which is at liberfy
to all.”

“Thank you very wmueh,"” snid Harry.
“We'd like to camp here”

The French camper waved hiz hand.

“All 13 gt liborty ! he said, "'E'-ﬂm]p
where you shall prefer, monsieur, ]
Gaston Duboe, make you welcome. All
15 said.”

And, with another bow, the French-
man returned to his camp,

Harry

had
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“Jolly polite, ain't they, in this merr
country,” remarked Johooy Bull, “H's
rather decent, really, you know. Polite-
neez don't cost anything."

“Tho DFnliLemtnm 18 groat,” said the
Nebob of Bhanipur. " A sojourn in this
delightful country would be good formany
of the esteemed iohabitania of the tight
little island.*

“ Bow-wow |" said Hob Cherry cheer-
fully, "“Come on with the van! Geoup,
old hoss, Shove up behind, you fellows !

The Greyfriara caravan was turned off
the road, and bumped on to the grassy
stretch, It was stopped at a respectiul
distance from the other camp., Harry
Wharton & Co. set to work preparing
their camp, while Billy Bunter sat an the
van and rested hia fat limbs. Beveral
times the two Frenchmen glanced across
to them aud spoke to one another, and at
last Monsieur Gaston Duboc spproached
the caravanners again,

“Messicurs,” he said, raising lhis
battered hat, “1 have the honour to
request you to join my comrade and
myself at souper—supper, We shall have
dish thot is of the most delightful, I,
Gaston Duboe, am oue good and cxcallent
cook, and I shall answer for it that you
will hike it. Is 1t that inessienvs socept 7"

“You're very good,” said Harry
Wharton, with a glance at his comrades,
“We'll be very pleased to join you el
supper, 1f you like. Perhaps you'll
Lreakfast with us tn the morning '

* But with great plessure,” smid Mon-
sieur Duboe, *' Dix minutes, messiours—
in ten minutes all will be ready.”

Y Right-ho I™ said DBob Cherry.

** Meorcy bee-ang 1™ said Billy Dunter.

M. Duboe returned to his camp, and
with hia companion, began setting out
the supper. He came over agam to
borrow some plates and cutlery, with
many apologies, for the use of his guests.
There was an iron pot slung over the
Frenchman's fire, from which o delight
fully savoury odour emanated, il
Bunter sniffed at it with great satis
faction.

“Those Froggies can cook, you know,"
lie told the caravaoners, * There's some

exclalmed. ** Bunfer!

the distant eamp. Then he gave a sudden start,
WIiih horse and bike !’

With his glasses to his eyes, Harry Wharten was staring fxedly lowards

My only hat1' he
{See Chapter 9.)
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thing jolly nice in that pot, and it's jolly
decent of them to ask us.”

“Jolly decent,” a?rned Wharton.

“Baves the trouble of cooking supper,
too,” remarked DBunter.

When the ten minutes had elapsed the
Girepfriars caravanners joined their hosts:
Mr, Duboe introduced his comrade, Man-
sieur Alphonse Tucquet, who bowed nnd
emiled, but did not speak even a “ amall ¥
Eﬂg‘liﬂil. But lie was beaming with goed-
nature and hospitality,

The iron pot contained what loaked
somnething like a soup, and something like
o stew. Undoubtedly, it smelt very nice,
anid tasted very nice ; and the caravanners
were hungry enough aftor a day’s march
to do it fnll justice.

There was plenty of it, too—ample for
Billy Bunter, who passed his plate along
incessanily for new supplies. M. Duboe
seemed guite pleased by Bunter’s appre-
ciation rﬁ' his provender, and he beamed
gﬂ the Owl of the Remove as he supplied

I,

“ Bimply tc:pp[nﬁ,” Dunter murmured
to Nugent, over his sixth plateful. *1I
think it's rabbit. I'm sure there’s rabbit
in it, at lemat."”

“ Chicken, I thought,” said Nugeut.

“ Chicken too,” agreed Bunter, “ But
rabbit—I'm sure of the vabbit. And some
other things I can't quite place—but jolly
nice ! hat chap can cook, and no
mustake.” ]

Monsisur Duboe chatted cheerily over
supper, and with tha confident candour of
his race, related his history from the time
when he first saw the hight in Gascony
to the present moment. He had been
through the war, too, and had been o
prizoner in Germany. And he had found
hard times after the war, and now he was
taking his holidey on terms the most
cheap. He asked the caravanners gues-
tions about themselves, but ran on with
his own yarns without waiting to be
anawared.

That delightful supper was over at last,
and the two Frencimen lighted cigar-
ettes, and M. Duboc ﬂﬁﬂref his case Lo
the juniors, who declined dpc:iite!}". Billy
Bunter, however, accepted & cigaretts,
and smoked, with a blink of defance at
the Famous Five. Bunter's doggishness
had been in a state of severe vepression
during the caravan tour, and he was glad
of a chance of spreading himself a litile.

There was another matier ihat
interested Bunter, and that waz the com-
pasition of the dulij:htful dizh the carva-
vanners had enjoyed so gheatly. In class
at Crevfriars Bunter was not keen on
acquiring knowledge, and iIn most
matters the things he did not know, and
did not want to know, would have filled
whole libraries. DBut when it was a ques-
tiem of “grub” and of the ecooling
thereof, DBunter was deeply interested.
He was already schoming Lo produce this
delightiul dish in Study No. T at Grey-
friars next term, if he could obiain ihe
recipe. Bo he put the guestion fo M.
Duboc, -who was not at all reticent.
Indeed, ho was pleased by the fat junior’s
interest in the matter.

“I1 faur deviner,” said M. Dubof,
with a smila, * vou ehall guess, isn't it 7

* Rabbit !'* said Bunter. * Le lapping,
you know."

af c im-? Nﬁ“ LE}

“Pulley 1" said Dunter.

*Comment "’

“ Pulloy—chicken, you know.™

“ Poulet—non.”

“It wasn't mutbon?’ said Dob Cherry.

““Won,” said M. Duboe, with a smile.

“Nor veal?” said Johnny Bull

“Pas de veau. Non,"

“ Blessed if I con guess, then!™ said
NEXT
MOMDAY !
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Bunler, puzzled. “PDnee or twice 1
thought there was some lobster in it.”

::i{aés non.”

n ters,

“J a.mafﬁ&”

“Then I give it up,” sald Bunter,
“Tell na what was in it, mongseer. I
want to turn it out at home."

“What do you zink of ze lectle frog?™
smiled Monsieur Duboe.

The caravanners started.

“The—ihe frog!" murmured Dob
Cherry.

" Mais oul; he iz 5o good to eat, and in
France we lofe him,” =szid M. Duboc.
* But zat is not all.”

“QOh, degr!"”
“* Groogogh 1M murmured — Bunter
Faintly. He thought of his seven plate-

fuls, and felt an inward trouble.
“MNen-not st all?™  saud
fzintlv. * Wha-a-al elze?”
‘:: Eﬁtl_;mu call slup—""

Wharlon

“ And ze excellent snail——*

* Ooooooch I

“Anl some ozzer leetle zings,™ said
Monsieur Duboe, beaming, “ 1t is very
nice, hein? And of the most cheap.”

The Greyfriars coravanners logked at
one anothor with ghaatly faces. From
William George Bunter there came a
deep, deep groan.

[EI[:F RBunter was not pariieular in his
diet. In that line, generally speaking.
all was grist that came to Bunter's mill.
But even the Owl of the Remove drew
the line at slugs, snaile, and frogs. Pers-
piration in large drops bedewed the fat
brow of W. G. Bunter. He gazed at
Monsienr Duboe through his big specta-
cles, with n fixed and glassy gaze. Horror
forced him to his seat.

M. Duboc seemed a little puzzled. He
could see that there was something
wrong, but he could not guess what it
WA

The Famous Five, though quaking in-
wardly, made a great effort to keep calm,
hercically striving noet to fail in polite-
ness.  But Bunter, with ancther groan
of a:ﬁuish, alag pred from his seat. He
furned away without a word, and stag-
gered from the camp, strange and terri-
ble sounds proceeding from him. X
Dubine gazed after him, surprised and
concerned.

“ Votre ami est malade—your friend,
he is eel?” he asked. *‘Ile lock as so he
i5 eel very much, isn't 11
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There was no doubt that Billy Bunter
waa ill very much. He staggered sway,
and collapsed at a little distance, and lay
in the grass in a state that would have
touched the heart of a steward on a
Channel boaf. Seven large helpings of
frog, snail, and slug, followed by =
cigarette, wera too much for William
George Bunter.

Harry Wharton rose unsteadily to his

frot.
“Many thanks!"” he faltered. *“We—

wo've enjoyved ourselves immensely. We
—wa usually take a liltle walk after
supper, Fxecuse us, Monsieur Duboc!™
“*Mais certainement! But——"
“G-goo-good-night "  gasped Bob
Cherry,
“Oh dear!"

" Lerogogh I

The CGrevfriars caravanners hurriedly
retired.

They took a Little wall, Tt was not an
enjoyable little welk. Far from it. When
they returned to their camp they were
pale and dismal. The ound Rilly
Bunter still stretched in the grass, white
and Aabby, and he blinked at them with
lack-lustre eyes.

“I—I think I'm g-g-going 1o die!™
whispered Bunter. “1 hope they'll be
hﬂ'!'l%ﬁ-l:ﬂ” Grocogh! T hope they'll be
guillotined! Ow! Oh dear??

And Bunter groaned deeply.

The Famous Five went to their tent
in a subdued mood. They were still
grateful to Monsiour Duboc for his hos-
pitahty. But they made up their minds,
firmmly and fervently, that they would he
very, very careful how they accepted in-
vitationa fo supper again on the road.
One supper of that kind was quite suffi-
E:F_ent. to last them for the whole of the
Tip.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Farewell !

HE next day the Greylriars cara-
vanners were feeling Tbetter.
Messisurs Duboe ond Tucguet
breakiasted with them in great

spirits, and then went on their way.
rather to the relief of the caravanners.
Billy Bunter did not turn out in the
morning, and when he weas called, he
announced that he was ill.  And for once
the fat junior was allowed to slack. The
Famous Five still felt inward tremoys
themselves whenever they thought of
that supper, and as Bunter had eaten
as much as three or féur of the others,
he was entitled to be i)l for once. Bo
he was allowed to slack in bed, and Roh
Cherry even brought him his breakfast
in the van.

Bunter did not turn owt till lunch-
time. and then he declared that was still
koo ill to travel. The caravanners agreed
to remain on the spob till the nexi day.
and Bunter’s Hittle round eyes glimmered
rather curtously hehind gis spectacles
when he heard that decision. The
Famous Five planned a long walk round
the country, which was very picturesque
and altractive, and DBunler annournced
thal he would mind the camp.

“¥ou fellows po ont and enjoy your-
solves," he said feebly. “I'H slay here.
I don’t feel like walking. I'll iust rest.”

“Right you are!" agreed Wharton,

And early in the afternoon the Famous
Five started off, heading up the hill that
lay behind Le Bozgnet.

Thev took sandwiches with them and
several botlles of lemonade. And after o
lang tramp they elopped on the hill far
tea. IFrom tha hill they had a wide
view of the coazt and the little seaside
resort of Le Bosguel, and the sea ané
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the brown sails of the fishing-Loats dot-
ting the blue waters. They enjoyed
thernr sandwiches and lemonade. Then
Harry Wharton unshung his field-glagses,
and sfood l.:F'DH a high rock, and locked
back towards the grassy field where the
paravan was camped,

“See the camp from there?” called out
Bob Chorry.

“Yes, quite clearly,” answered Whar-
ton:

“Bunter feeding

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I don’t sea Dunter or the horse,”
said Harry. “ I hope the fat duffer haszn’s
lat the horse wandar.™

“He was tethored all right,” said Bob.
“1 saw to that.™

Harry Wharton did not answer. With
the glasses to his oyes, he was staring
fixedly down towards the distant camp.

With the aid of the powerful field-
plasses he could make out the caravan
d1stinc~ﬂﬁ,
where ithe camp-fire had been. Dunfer
was not to be seen: bub he might have
been inside the van. But where was the
horse? Tt had been tethered quite near
the van., and could not have got loose by
itself. Wharton had not forgotten Biliy
Bunter’s little dodge at Wimereux. He
compresascdd his lips aa he turned the
glasses to fake a wider survey.

hen he gave o sudden siart.

On the white road leading into Le
Nosanet. a fat figure shot into sight es
the glasses turned on what, to the naked
eve, looked like o speck. The fal figure
was walling botween a horse and a
bicycle, leading the horse with one hand,
wheeling the bike with the other, It was
Bunter.

“ My only hat!” exclaimed Wharton,

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
roww ¥

“ Bunter!” exclaimed the captain of
the Remove, *“Tho fat idiob must be off
hiz chump! He’s tramping away
towards the town with the horse and the
bike 1"

“Great Scott!™

“What can he want both for{” ex-
claimed Nugent, in wonder,

“Blessed if I know; but he's up fo
&unmt—rhu'[ ,"" said Harry. * You remem-
ber his silly trick at Wimereux? ¥ think
we had better get back.”

“Wo weren't going back till sun-

down,’
“Betler get back, (Gooduess knows
what that duffer is up to! He must be

laying some trick, taking away the
E':ﬁraa and the hike,” & z

“Yes, rather!"™ said Bob Cherry,
" Better hurry up, ches nous,”

The Famous Five lost no  time.
Wharton crammed the glasses inte the
case, and the juniers hurried down the
hill, There was no direct cut back to
the camnp, however, and
a long way round to return. It was
more than an hour later when they came
into camp, tired and dusty, and not in
the best of tempers.

* Hallo, halls, halle! Here's a mes-
sage ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.

A sheet of nolepaper was pinned on the
caravan door with a nail.

U&mn it could be seen the sprawling
handwriting of William George Bunter,

Wharton fook down the note, and the
Famous Five read it together, and fairly
gasped, This is what they read;

“"You Rotters,—I warmed you that I
was getting fedd up with your selfishness
and being such beests. 1 decline to
travvel with vou anny more,

"1 despize you too much.

HEXT
MONDAY!

apd even the bwrnt pateh.

they had to go |

“T have been treated with disgusting
sclfishness, and kept shorit of munny in
the meanest {mﬂlbla way. 've Jlila.vl'j
enuugh of it, I can tell you.

“I'm going to break the bank at Le
Baosquet: and, as you have selfishly re-
fewsed to lend me anny munny, 1 am
going to sell the horse and the bike for
what they will fetch, This ia the only
way--a larst resorse.

“You needn’t think I shan’t pay for
them, though. I shall utterly refewse to
remana under any munneiary oblipations
to fellows I despize. I shall pay you in
fool out of my winnings at the casino.
“You may rely on this when we mest
again ot Greyfriars I dechine to parse
the rest of the vack with you. After
winning suffishent money at Le Bosket,
1 am going on to Montey Carlo to make
a fortune,

“Yours, with kontempt and disgust.
*W. G. Boxrer.”

Harvy Wharton & Co. read that
precious emstle through, and looked at
one another, with feelinga almost too
desp {for words,

“I—I think I could kick myself!™
gasped Wharton, at last.  “Of course,
he was only spoofing about being ill to
get Tidd of us for the day. He thinks we
sha'nt be back till sundown, as we
arranged, and by that time he would
have—--"

“We shouldn't have been back, if you
hadn’t spotted him from the hill with the
field-glasses,” said Bob. “And now I
fancy we're too late. He must have got
inte the town long before we got back
here,*

“The awful rotter!” gasped Nugent.

“"We'll kick him out, after this!”
qrmh'l&d Johnny Bull, in great wrath,
" Why, he’s stolen the horse and the
bike! And the horse isn't ours; we only
hired it in Boulogne.”

“We shall have to ‘F:l;.r for it, if we
don’t take it back,” said Nugent blankly.
“My only hat | What a kettle of fish 1

“Woll slaughter him!” hissed Bob

“The slaughterfulnezs will be terrific.
But the catehfulness is the first esteemed
proceading,” remarked Hurree Bingh,

Wharton contracted his brows in

| Cherry.

*thnuﬁ:h Ho was deeply exasperated;

but there was evidently no time to he
lost in slanging the absent Owl of the
Remove.

“1It's not zo jolly easy to eell a horse
to strangers,” he said. " They would
want to know how Bunter came by it,
The bike's different. If there's a bike
shop 1 Le Bosguet, he can szell that
enztly’ enough. as if it wers hizs own
machine, The awful rascal! And to
think of selling them, and throwing the
money away at gambling 1"

“The born idiot thinks he’s going to
win money I gaid Bob,

“The howling ass! Going to Monte
Cario to make a forfune!™ breathed
Johnny Bull, “He ought to be in a
padded cell ™

“We'd better geb after him at once,”
said Harry. “Even if he's szold the
thingz, we may stop him before he has
spent the money, ‘That will be better
than nothing.”

“ Good egg !

It wes decided that Hurree Jamset
Ram 8ingh should remain in charge of
the caravan, while the olher four hurried
to tho town. They started al a trot along
the white road. And their {eelings
towards William George Bunter, as they
hgt]‘:lt'i-e-d on. were nothing short of Ilun-
L5,
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Row In the Casino !

ARRY WHARTON & CO, wers
H a little brealhless when they
came out of the country road
intg the white street of
Bosquet. Theres was no sign of Buntor
or the horse or the bike te be seen; butl
they ‘hardly expected that. The fab
junicr was a long way chead of them
and he had had ample time to dispose of
the stolen goods, if he had been able to
find a purﬂﬁ&ﬂeh And in that case they
knew that he was already within the
white walls of the casino.

The big casino, n itz  extonsive
gardens, stood by the sea, and all the
three or four big etreets of Le Bosquet
led to it. The casino, in fact, was the
only business carried on theve. the whole
village being shul up eight months in the
year, only opening for the summer holi-
days. ‘here were half o dozen shops,
which opened when the casine opened,
and closed when the casino closed in
September. Omne of them supplied motor-
cars and cycles, and Harry Wharton
decided to look inte it. If Bunter had
gold the bike, this was probably the
place, And ti-.m captain of the Remove
was not mistaken. Just within the ehop
was a bike on a stand, bearing the ticket,
“A VYendre,” and the chums of the
Remove recognised the bike at once.

“ This is where he sold it,” said Harry.
“We can't very well claim it—not with-
out landing Bunter into troubla with the
law, Wa don’t want thet. We'll deal
with him ourselves. ™
. “H‘L“.-'e want the bike!"' growled Johnny

il

“We zhall have to buy it. But naver
mind that now. I'll ask the proprietor
when the fat villain sold it to him. There
may be still time to save the money he
got for it

Wharten went into the shop, his com-
rades waiting for him. Through the
window they saw hmm in talk with the
nroprietor of the establishment., He
came out m a few minutes,

“It's balf an hour since Bunter was
there,” he announced. * And the man
says he went off towards the casine.

¢ must have zold the horee carlier; he
hadn't it with him when he arrived here,
Let’s get off to the casine.'

“Come on, then.'

It was late in the afternocon, and the
dusty caravanners passed through =
fashionably-dressed throng on their way
to the casino. Arrivaﬁ there, they
enfered at the big gates, and Wharton
stopped at the little ticket-office within.

His feelings were not pleagant at enter-
ing the home of the " petits chevaux."
Colonel Wharton had trusted his nephew
to keep clear of such places during the
caravan tour on the Continent, ut it
was neceszary to get hold of Billy
Bunter, and extract him, by foree if
necosary, from the gaming-room. But
at the ticket office Wharton paused.

“*No need for us all to go in,™ he said.
“It's two-fifty for admission, too. Bob
can come in with me, and you fallows
wait here, if you don’'t mind,”

“I'd rather!” grunted Johnny Bull,

And Nugent nodded assent.

Wharton bought  two “billets
d'entree,” and went up the path through
the shrubberies with Bob Cherry, There
were plenty of people going fo ke
coging, and there was a gay hum of
chatter and laughter on all sides, Harry
Wharton and Bob arrived in the bi
marble vestibule, amrd looked
them thera

At the end of a wide corrider they

Le
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caught sight of a nolice bearing the
words, “ Salle do Jeu.”

“That's the place,” said Bob. “Come
En !lh

The two juniors went quickly along the
corridor, glanced at rather curiously by
the promenaders there. All sorts and
conditions of people came to Le Bosguet
to try their luck, but Wharton'and Bob
Cherry were cortainly the youngest in
the crowd, They paid no heed to the

lances cast ot them, however, but

urried on into the gambling-room,

A droning voice preeted their ears as
they entered. .

‘‘Faites vos jeux, messieurs,”

It was the voice of the crouper, stand-
ing at the number bowl in the long,

reedn table, with a rubber ball in his

ana.

“WMargnez vos jeunx!™

The room was crowded. Every =eat at
tha table was taken, and hehind the
seated punters were dozens more, stand-
ing up, throwing on their stakes over the
shoulders of those 1 front.

The scene was new and strange enough
ta the chums of Greyfriars, But they
hardly glanced at the long green table,
with the yellow numbers—the ghmmer-
ing bowl in which the rubber ball cireu-
lated and swerved and bounced, followed
eagerly in its pyrations by the eyes of
the punters, The ball came te a rest in
a numbered slol, and the droning voice
of the croupier announced the winping
number,

l'i-'[;ﬂ -Ei.l'lq !1‘!

“The brute must be here, Harry!"
mutterad Bob Cherry. * Not so eﬂﬁ' to
find him in this dashed crowd, though,”

“Weo'll find him soon,” said Harry.

“And when we've found him, he's
coming out—what?" asked Bob, with a

Tin.

- “Yes—will y-nilly."”

“If he kicks up & row—

“Let him!" said Wharton grimly.
“He's coming out all the same. if don't
want a row here, but he's coming out.
After all, I dare say they have rows
Eli'?ugh' at times, in & rotten dem like

mll‘l‘

“Very likely," assented Bob, “One
more won't hurt them! Anyhow, we'ro
going to see Bunter safe home."

¥

The two juniors moved along the
tables, looking for the Owl of the
Hemova. ey felt certain that he was
there.

A few minutes Jater they spotted him.

Buntar had secured a seat at the green
table, and was sitting there, with a little

ile of counters before him, and several
in his fat fingers.

He was blinking at the spinning ball,
his eyes pgleaming behind his big
spectacles,

Evidently the Owl of the Remove had
startod playing already, and some of his
Hi-gpotten cash was gane,

™ I.¢ gopt ™

The croupier's voice announced seyven
as the winning number, and Lhere was o
subdued grunt from Bunier. Appar-
antly his stake had not heen on seven.

Wharton and Nugent insinuated them-
selves inte the crowd by the table, seek-
ing to get nearer o Bunter.

ut thoy could not reach him imme-
diately, It was impossible to shove their
way roughly through a erowd of
strangers, and they had to take time to
get Lo Buntar's chair

Meanwhile, the Owl of the Remove
was going on with his wonderful scheme
for “ gelling rich quick."”

His fat fingers jerked piece after piece
on tho green cloth, and once the juniors
hoard him give a fat chirrup of satisfne-
tion &3 he won on a number. Buat that

win seemad to be the only one that came
Bunter's way., His intellectual powers,
great as they were in his own estimation;
did not seem equal to the game of pelits-
chevaux., His little pile of counters
diminished at a rapid rate, and as IHawy
Wharton reached the back of his chair,

at last, the final piece was in Bunter's’

hands, and was tossed upon the board.
It i'ali on ths number seven, and o few
moments later the croupier’s droning
volee announced :

" Le nouf!™

It was ning that wes the winning
number, and Bunter's laslt piece was
gone. Ho gave a discontented grunt,
and dived his fat hand into his pocket
for & further supply of money. The
money-changer came pushing through
the crowd to hand him counters in ex-
change for hanknetes. But the money-
changer's occupation was gone, so far as
Billy DBunfer was concerned. Harry
Wharton dropped s heavy hand en the
fat junier's collar from behind.

“h ! pasped Bunter.

His h&atf spun round in alarm and sur-
prize, and his glasses almost fell off at
the sight of Wharton's stern face, with
Boh Cherry looking over the shoulder of
the captain of the Remove.

“"Oh dear! I—1 say, old
Chﬂp——”

“ et upl”

s O gaven‘t Bnished yet. I—I've
only lost fifty francs so far, cld chap,”
mumbled Bunter, "I—I'm going on,
you knaw"

“Will sou come?" asked Wharton
guietly.

Bunter wriggled,

“No, T won't! he pasped desperately.
“Lemme alone! I'm going on—I'm
just goinﬁ' te  win BAY——
Yarooooooh 1"

Wharton did not stand wpon ceremony.
Heedless of the surli:iaed looks around
him, he compressed his grip upon Billy
Bunter's collar, and jerked the fat junior
out of his chair.

“Leggo!" roared Bunter.

“"Come on, Bunter ™

“Yooop! 1 won't! Help!*™

““Oh, my hat ! ejaculated Bobh Cherry,

Billy ]gunter wriggled and kicked.
There were loud exclamations of surprise
and wrath on all sides, Croupler
forgot to spin the ball, standing staring
witg it in hiz hand; the chef-de-partie,
on his high zeat, pesticulated and ejacu-
lated, A.ﬁ the seated croupiers along the
green table stared; the punters looked
round; hundreds of pairs of eyes were
fixed on the Greyfriars juniors. Three
or four porters and *chasseurs " hurried
towards the spot.

Harry Wharton's face was: erimson;
but he did not falter. With an iron grip
on Bunter's collar, he yanked him bodily
away from the green table.

“Help! Yoop! Beast! Yarooch!"
roarcd lihlnter, struggling wildly as he
slid over the smooth parguet.

Tha chef-de-partie held up his ﬂnbh;,r
white hands in horror. Such a “row ™
ha:l perhaps never happened in the
select “‘cercle” before; roguery and
swindlery and blackguardism were con-
ducted with a nice regard for appear-
ances. DBut the Casmino of Le DBosquet
hal never been visited before by the
Grayfriars Bemove!

“"Come on, you fat secoundrel I panted
Whartan.

“Yarocooh ™

“Lome on, you fat hrute ! excloimed
Bab Cherry,

'] Lﬂgga.”

“ Monsiepr-—""

“ Mesmeurs——"

Harry,

‘* The Holiday Annual,” the Finest Volume of Fun and Fiction-—

“Partez donc!” shouted the chef-de-
partie, waving his HGabby hands. " Allezs
vous-en! DPartez done! C'est une chose
affreuse ! Partez!”

The porters and chasseurs pgathered
round t qsgluniars, and all three of them
wera whisked out into the corridor,
The gaming-room was laft in a buzz of
axcitement behind them.

In a fow minutes Harry Wharton, still
with Bunter in his grip, was outside on
the wide granite steps, amid a howl of
excited French and franiie gesticulaiing.
Bob Cherry took a grip on Bunter's arm,

“*Come on, you fﬁﬁ blackguard I
. Y?Pnpl Grooogh! I'm going
) F el

“Your mistake; you're coming oul!"

And Billy Bunter did come out, with a
grip on either arm, and tha occasioncl
Fﬁlp of o boot behind when he strove to
INger,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Home Agaln !

& OT him !"* grinned Johnny Bull,
as the breathless juniors re-

joined their chums at the

casing gates.
& ?‘E

rather 1"

“ Az large asz life!” grinned Nuguni‘.
“Did you Gmemh the bank, Bunter ?’

“Yow-ow-ow | Leggo! I'm going in
again.”

“This way ! said Wharten.

The Greyiriars juniors walked quickly
away. They felt that they had attracted

uite enough attention in Le Bosquet,
aiready; and they were anxious to got
back to camp.

Billy DBunter walked away with the
caravanners, sorely argai.nat his  will.
But the grip on his fat arms did not
relax; and he was kicked without mercy
when he stopped. The Co. wera guite
fed up with Bunter and his little ways,
and they wasted vo ceremony on him.

La Bosgnet was laft behind as the
evening shadows fell, and the juniors
tramped out on the counitry road. Billy
Bunter gasped and C‘Juﬁed and blew as he
trotted on at a good pace.

"L say, you fellows, wou're actin
simply like beasts!"” he panted *“I—
was coming back to whack out my win-

nings, really."

“Bhut up ! prowled Johnny Bull.

"1 was only Oty francs down,” said
Bunter, almost tearfully. “1've got a
ot of ready money now, and this is the
chance of a lifetime! Just you let me
go back and—— Yaroooch! Stop kick.
mg me, Bob Cheiry, you ruffian!

Y (et on I

“"Beast! I ﬂnlg got two hundred
franes for the bike,” said Bunter, “and I
had to sell the horse to a gipsy for &
hundrad francs—1 couldn't sell him to
anybhody elsg—-—*"

“¥ou faf villain—'

“I'll rgi:t them back oot of my win-
nings, if you fellows will give me n
chance,” pleaded Bunter,

"Kick him, Bob!"

“Certainly "

“ Yaroooooooh I

Bunter bundled on in deep depression
of spirits to the cam It was reachal
at last, and Turree Jamset Ram Singh
came to meet hiz comrades.

“You have discoverfully found the
osteemed and diseusting rotter!™ he
exclaimed.

“ Oh, realiy, Inky——"

“Hera he 121" said Bob Cherry. “He'a
sold the horse and the bike for next

(Cantnued on pEge 20. )
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Il Greyfriars Caravanners
Abroad !

I (Contintied from poge 185.)

|
I

to nothior, and we're going to take il
oul of Lisg hide!”
“{—1 say, wvou fellows --—'
“Shut wp, Dunter!”
“D.d-dedid vou find my note on the
van!"
*Yes, you [at rascal!"

]

FIt—il—~it was only a Joke, you
koow,” mumbled Duonter, “I-I sup-
pose vou fellows can inke a joke? 1.1

thought you wouldu't be back till darle, |

vou know, I--I say, vou fellows, I'm
prepared fo let the whole matter drop,
if you like. In facl, I don’t care to
disduss it any furthee!™

“Hand over the money you have
left, © Bunter!™ said Harry Wharkon
quigtly, It will go & litile way towards
gellinz the horzesand the bike back.”

“I--I say!”

“Kick him!"

“Here's the money!"” gasped Bunler,

It was not much. I was evident that
the jubiors would be put 1o rather a
sovers strain to redeem their losl pro-

rty. ‘They pave the Owl of ihe

emove aliest bléodthirsty looks.

“Now, Bunier's gol to be punished,”
said Bob. “We can't kick him oul of

tho camp iri 2 foreign vountey ! Bunter |

Lrightened wp,  “Hul he's gob to have
p- severe lesson that he won't forget!”
“Henr, hear!"

And ithe carnvanners sal

i counel

rehened Lhe camp-fice, while Bally Bunter

guaked with appreliension. The council
vame lo a decision ab last, and Billy
Bunter gave a yelp when he lieawd his
senlenca,

“Twonty licks -wilth a cricket-slump,
and bread and waler for three days!”
said Harry Wharton, " And 'if ever youn
do anything of the kind again, Bunter,

whom Bunter had sold it for a

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

you go out of the pariy neck-and-crop
and get home the best you can!”

“1 gay, Iarry, old chapi”

Ehat up !

“Bob, dear old fellow—-"

“If you dear-old-fellow ma, T'll squash
vou!” voared Bol Cherfy.

“J.—1 say, Iranky —pgood old
Franky!"

ST stump him, if you like!” prinned
Frank Nugent. “I'll give him good
old Iranky!"

“I-~1 ‘say, you
Yoop! Owl '\'l:'ruw!”

Tha fat junior was spread.eagled in
the grass, and Bob Cherry feleled a
cricket-sturap from the van., The twenty
licks wore g.id on by Bob's powerful
arm, and fwenty loud wells rang out
from William George Dunter. - Bulb that
was only the beginning. When the
caravanners sal down 10 supper, there
waa dry bread for Duuter, and there
was water., And there wae nothing else
—merely that and nothing more!

And the provisions were taken care

fellows, I—help!

of during the night, safe from a raid|

from the hungry Owl of the Remove!
And Billy Bunter dreamed that night of
gorgeous spreads and fantastic feeds
instead of dreaming of “breaking the
bank " at Monfe Carlo!

H 3 [ & k

Harey Wharton & Co. occupied the
following morning in a longer and more
troublesome hunt’ for the lorsd than on
the provieus occasion, Dt it was found
at lnst—-in possession of the pipsy to
3 gil'fn'n:lrt-ﬂ
franes—and whe certainly knew that he
gurht not to have bought it. He parted
with it for two bundred francs, how-
ever, and the juniors were glad enough
to recover it on (liose terma. And then
ihe %Fﬁh ¥ad to be repirchased. And
altogether the caravanners had to po so
decp into iheir veserve funids that they
folt ‘mbre like zcalping Billy Bunter
than letting ‘him off his punishment,
S0 the pathetic looks of the Owl of the
Remove, when they staried on the road
that afternpon, were guile wasted on

A 1touping aahool yarn.
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the Famous Five—he wns not to be

pardoned !

The next day Bunler was in ihe
deepesl depths of woe. Lickings he
could have slood and recovered fmm----

but shortneas of srub was a punichment
that afferted him more nearly?! Like
Cain of old, he felt that his pumshment
was greater than he could bear.

But there was no mercy for the fat
ainmer! For three days lie subsisted on
bread and water—and the ouantity of
the “staff of life" thal he managed to
consume was simply amaxng! s
anguish during  those three dreadful
days was, as the Nabobh of Bhanipur
wonld have said, teerific! Tt was not
till the awinl period had expired, and
he was admitted o the circle round thae
camp-fire at supper ow the third day,
that the Owl of the Remove decided
that life was worth living after all,

And if Billy Bunter ever thought
any more of green tables, and casinos,
and breaking banks, he was in a hurry
to dismiss sach thm:g’lﬂ.ln from his rmtfl.u:l..
The penalty was a little too severe for
William éywrge Bunter to dream of
facing it again, i

Inn fuet, the lesson he had received had
done Bunter se much good thai he
almost behaved himself *during the re.
mainder of the caravan f1rin on tha
Continent, i

That trip was enjoyable to lhe finish,
and it was with some regret that the
Greyfriars caravanmers turped  their
faces towards the Chennel again for
the homeward journcy. However, they
were looking forward fo seeing all the
followa at Greyiviars: again 'in the now
term, ‘and that was -a consolation. A
week or two laier the Famons Five were
apain walking the Remove passagze at
Groviriars—and Billy Bunter, in sltady
and passage and Common-toom, was
relating. wendrous |oles of Lis exploils
during the trip of the Greyfriars ('ara-
vanners Abroad,

THE END.

fAnather grand long complete slory of
the eRums of @reyfriorvs will appewr wuezl
Monday in the Magugr Lificory.  fi i
entitled * Champion of the Remore™
wired 2 @ rabteling fine story.  Order youwr
ey oo )

EIIII|III”IIH'IIIIIIIiJ[lHIIIIII1HIHHI!IIIIIIHIIIEJI!IHIHIIE‘

BUY ..
THE
HOLIDAY
ANNUAL

NOW!

THHENH GG E NG E U BT TR LT U T T

RIS P A R I A T VR TR R LT AT T TR LRI A

THHI G

AR R
10-3-21

1 |
T



