





























THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

“All contributions
sir,”” said Bunter, rattling the cigar-box.
“I'm acling as treasurer of the Gosling

Benefit Fund 1™

thankfully received,

' M I intruding, sir?"
It was Billy Bunter who asked
the question., It was Mr., Quelch

wlho  answered  it. And
answered it in tones of thunder.

“You certainly ure, Bunter! Can you not
gee that I am busy at my typewriter?”

" Yessir. Dut *if you could spare a
moment—"

Mr. Quelch glared at Billy Buoter and at
the cigar-box, with a slit in the lid, which
the fat junior carried.

"“What are you doing with thet box,
Bunter " he demanded.

“Collecting, sir.”

“ With what object?"

“Ahem! I—I'm making a collection on
behalt of Gosling, the porter, sir.”

Mr. Quelch gave a jump. His expresslon
became very stern. His frowning brow was
& storm-signal which Billy Bunter failed to
notice,

"“You see, sir,” Billy went on, thrustiog
the cigar-box under the Form-master's nose,
"jt happens to be Gosling’s benefit."

“ Renefit ! gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Yessir! It's his birthday, He's ninety-
three to-day!"”

“ Bunter!"

“0Or sixty-three—I forget which. I know
T'm not more than thirty years out!"

r. Quelch eyed DLilly Bunter with the
glare of a basilisk.  The fat junior went

he

rambling on.
“All contributions thankfully received,
sir!" ke said. “I'm acting as treasurer of

the Gozling Henefit Fund. I'm going rouud
collecting subscriptions, so that we can buy
Gosling a suitable present. Gosling's a
decent sort, and I thought you might like
tf head the subscription-list with a quld,
sir.""
Billy Bunter rattled the cigar-box In
antleipation,

“Tunter,” thundered Mr. Queleh, “am 1
to understand that you have already suc-
ceeded in collecting money ™

" Yessirl"

“Hand me that box!"

Rather reluctantly, Dunter oheyed. Mr.
Quelch prised open the lid with a penknife,

Insteud of eontaining money, as DBunter
bad asserted, the box contained a number
of old buttons and pieces of metal. The
fat junior had evidently put them there in
otder to make an impression, and to per-
made people to contribute to the fund.

*1 am thankful to see there is no money
bere, Bunter,” said Mr., Quelch, * Had you
obtained money by false pretences, it would
have heen n very serious matter!™

“oh, really, sir, I hope you don't question
my honesty! If you would spare a quid for
the fuud—"

“1 have already given a sum ol money
fo u fund on behalf of Gosling,” said Mr.
Quelch, * Fish has already been round col-
lecting subseriptions—""

" Fish )"
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Mr. Quelch nodded grimly.

I am satisfied *that Fish was a genuine
collector on behalf of the fund,” he said.
1 canuot say the same about you, Bunter!
Your dishonourable propensiticsa are well
known! You are endeavouring to collect a
:;urnI of money, and convert it to your own
use!”

“ Oh, really, sir—=""

“You must have heen quite aware that
there was already a fund for Gosling,” said
Mr. Queleh, “ It was Fish's idea, and he
aunouuced it on the school notice-board.”

" Abhem! I—I'm rather short-sighted, sir,
s0 1 expect I mistook Fishy's notice for
something else."

“1 am pot going to argue with you,
Bunter. I am very glad indeed that 4 have
been able to nip this project in the bud!
You will leave this cigar-box in my custody!
I shall now cane you!"”

“C-c-cane  me, sir!”
Bunter, in dismnay.

“* Most certainly!
despicable I'"

B0 saying, Mr. Quelch armed himself with
his most formidable cane, and administered
three stinging cuts on each of Billy Bunter's
upturncd palms,

The punishment was severe, but it fitted
the crime; for there could be no doubt that
Bunter had tried to raise money by false
pretences. He had hoped to rake in quite
a lot of shekels, ostensibly for the benefit
of Willlam Gosling, but, in reality, for the
benefit of William Bunter!

The Ow!l of the Remove was looking very
dejected as he crawled out of the Form-
master’s study.

FIIE the corridor he bumped into Fisher T.
sh.

The American junior earried a collecting-
box, and he was grioning.

Fish was no more honest than Bunter. If
anything, he was less. But he had been first
in the field with the idea of petting Gosling
a birthday-present, and he had assured Mr.
Queleh that everything would be fair and
square and above-board. He had undertaken
to furnish Mr. Quelch with a list showing
the exact amount of the subscriptious he
had managed to raise,

“Guess the fund's golng strong,” =said
Fish. * Going to drop a couple of cents
in the box, Bunter?"

“ Bless your bhox!" prowled Billy.

Rilly Bunter rolled away without econtri-
buting anything to the fund. As a matter
af fact, he had nothing to contribute.

The energetic Fish made a tour of all the
Greyfriars studies, and by the end of the

stammered Billy

Your conduct has been

day the money-box was nearly full and very’

weighty,

It was rumoured that evening that Fisher
T. Fish had collected over five pounds for
Gosling's beneflt,

Gosling became quite exeited when this
information came to his ears.

“ Which I ocughter get a werry "andsome
present for five pounds!” he told himsell.

Gosling stood on the doorstep of his lodge,
and beamed out upen a kindly world.

Usually erusty and ill-tempered, the school
porter now felt distinetly amiable,

Fisher T. Fish approached on his bicyele.

* Hallo, Gossy!"” he sang out. * Guess I'm
just guing to nip over to that one-eyed town
of Courtfield to buy your birthday-present!®

“ Which It's werry kind of you, Master
Fish—""

** Shucks "

Fish pedalled through the school gateway,
and vanished down the dusty road.

Whilst the junior was gone, Gosling
dreamed dreams on the subject of the forth-
comning prescent.

Tish wns back in record time. He jumped
off hiz machine, and drew a small paper
package from his pocket. Gosling eyed it
eagerly.

" Gness this ought to be presented to you

in public, really,” said Fish, ** Bul if that
happened, you'd have to make aspeech, and
1 sorter caleulate that you're no hand at
gpeechifying.”

* Indeed, I ain’t, Master Fish."”

The junior handed over the paper package
with muoch ecremony.

Eagerly Gosling unwrapped the paper.
Then he uttered a snort of anger and
dizgust. )

The object revealed to Gosling's paze was
nothing more precious than a toothpick—not
a gold toothpick, not a silver oue, but just
a common or garden aflair.

Gosling stood us if stupefied. He tried
to speak, but for a time words refused to
come,

A flgure in eap and gown approached the
the school gates. It was Mr. Quelch,

At last Gosling found tongue.

“Look here,esir!” he exclaimed angrily.
“1 booderstood as ‘ow the sum of five
pounds 'ad been collected on my be'alf, an®
thut I was to 'ave a 'andsome present!”

* That is so, Gosling,” £aid Mr. Quelch,

“'Ere's the ‘'andsome present!” roared
Gosling. *“ Look what Master Fish ‘as
brauqht me! A toothpick, as ever was! An"
I've ‘ardly a tooth in my 'ead!"

Mr. Queleh frowned at Fisher T. Fish,

*“ How much did you pay for this article,
Fish?" he demanded.

“Two bob," replied the American junior,

“But you collected over flve pounds,
according to the list of subscriptions which
you showed me!"

“Yep!" said Fish.

“ Then what has become of the remainder
of the money?"

“I guess I deducted the sum of four
pounds eighteen shillings for expenses, sir!™

“ Expenses!" gasped Mr. Quelch,

- 'J =
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Gosling gave a snorl of rage when he saw

the contents of the parcel. The object

revealed to his goze was nothing more
precious than a toothpick.

Fish nodded, .
“That's business, sir,” he explained.

“A

‘galoot who goes around collecting money for

a charitable object always deducts his own
expenses—time taken, and so forthl"

“Oh!"" murmured Mr, Quelch faintly.

Of course, Fish was made to hand over
the money at the finish, and Gosling received
a really maguilicent birthday-present.

The enterprising Fish also received an
award, in the shape of a severe caning. And
nobody had any sympathy to waste on the
cute business man of the Removel
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FOUND Skioner of the Remove reclining
in the depths of the armechair in his
study. His feet were resting on the
mantelpiece. lrom his lips dangled a
cigarette—a chocolate one, fortunately. 1
don't approve of smoking.

Skinner smiled blandly as I stepped infe
the study.

“Take a chair!” he said.

I looked round in search of one.

“You've bagged flie only chair there is,”
I said.

“Take a geat on the mat, then.”

“I'm not a dog, thanks! 1'Il bag the
window-sill.”
« “As you please,” sald Skinner, with a shrug
{»t t?ye shoulders. *“Have you dropped in to
ea "

“No," I replied. “I'm rather particular
who I sit down to tea with. The object of
my visit is to wring a few confessions out
of you. I propose to ask you a pumber of
questions, and [ shall jot down your replies
in my unote-book.”

“fo right ahead!™ said Skinner, without
removiog his feet from the mantelpiece or
the chocolate cigarette from his lips.

“To begin with,” I said, “what are you?”

“A distinguished member of society,”
mumbled Skinner, az the end of the cigarette
melted in his mouth.

“Go hon!" 1 ejaculated. “I had no idea
you were that, I asked Bob Cherry what
you were, and he said ' A beastly worm!’ "

“Bob Cherry’s a beast!” grunted Skinner.
“1 shall sue him for slnnder.”

“What's your profession? 1 asked.

“I'm a practical joker.”

“What a curious occupation!”

“I get a tremendous lot of fun out of it,
I can tell you!”

“Tell me some of your experiences as a
practical joker,” 1 said.

Skinner crossed his legs, nnd In doing so
he kicked a valuable ornament off the mantel-
piece, and it crashed into the fireplacs. But
the ornament was the property of Vernon-
Smith, so Skinner did not mind.

“0Oh, I've played hundreds of japes in my
time!” he said. “One of the best was when
1 prevailed upon Alonzo Todd to eat the
Head's dinner. Alonzo was & new kid at the
time, and I told him that a special feed had
been prepared for him io the Head's quarters.
He. swallowed the bait beautifully! But I
got it in the neck afterwards!" added
Skioner, with a rueful grin.

“Alonzo not only swallowed the bait, bnt
the Head's dinner into the bargain!” I said.
“Rather a rotten trick to play on an inno-
¢ent new kid, dom't you think?”

“Not at all!" said Skinner. was a
jolly pood practical joke, in my opinion—ouly

o]
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the Head didn't quite see the humorous side

of it!"

“Tell me some more of your stunfs.,”

“With pleasure! Apother jolly good jape
was when Billy Bunter sent a story to a
London paper. 1 telephioned him next day,
and pretended to be the editor. *Master
Bupter," I said, * your story is the best I
have read in all my ecighty-eight years' ex-
perience. I have accepted it for publication,
and shall have pleasure in paying you at the
rate of half-a-crown a word.""”

“And Bunter took it all in?”

“Yes; rather! He waz awlully bucked
about it. He walked on air for a couple of

ays.

“And then?”

“Why, his story was returned from the
editor, with a rejection-slip, saying it was
N.G. Poor old Bunter had a pink fit!"”

“I ean quite believe you. DBy the way,
have you ever played a jape on & Form-
masteri”

“Dozens of "em! One of the best was when
I toddled into eold Prout’s bed-room one
night, disgnised as a ghost. I talked to him
in ghostly lamguage for about five minutes,
and poor old Prout pot into a panic! He

A Wonderful Journalistic Scoop!
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jumped out of bed, and grabbed his Win-
chester repeater, and I hopped it pretty
quick! Prout went rushing roupd the corrl-
dors, letting off steam—and bullets, Jove,
what a nightd”

“Did you get hit?"

“Of course not!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I tell you, I'm one -of the best practical
jokers of modern times,” said Skipoer
modestly. “Only the other day [ rigged up a
really wonderful booby-trap on the door of
Study No. 1—Harry Wharton's editorial
sanctum, you know, What are you looking
at me like that for?”

“Proceed!” I said hoarsely.

“This booby-trap,” said Skinner, “consisted
of ink and glue and treacle and feathers—
all mixed tfogether in a big paper bag.
Nothing like it has ever been seen before or
since. Having poised the fearful concoction
on the door, 1 bolted.”

“Then you didn't see the result of the
booby-trap?”

“No. But I've no doubt that Harry Whar.
ton got it oo his napper. It must have
smothered his face and togs, and made him
look a thing of beauty and a joy for ever!
Here, what nre you doing?”" added Skinner,
in alarm, for I was peeling off my coat.

“That booby-trap,” I said grimly, “didn’t

=

descend on Harry Wharton at all, It
descended on me!"

“Youl”

“Yes, I was the vietim. And it took me

a couple of days to get all the treacle out
of my hair. I had no iden who was respon-
sible for the booby-trap, until you kindly
confeszed just now. And I'm going to give
you a hammering!”

Skinner at last removed his feet from the
mantelpiece, and the chocolate cigarette
from his lips. He hurriedly rose up from
the armechair.

“D-d-don't lick me!” "1
won't do it again!™

I dido't feel In & merciful mood at that
moment,

Rushing at Skinner with clenched fists, T
proceeded to paste him with blows.

Biff! Thud! Thump! Thwack!

“Yaroooooh!” yelled Skinner, *Chuck it,
you madman! You'll knock my (ront teeth
out, if yon keep on like that!”

“I'll make you an even less beautiful cbject
than you are at present, anyway!” I panted,

And T kept my word!

Practical jokes may be all right, but not
when they are directed against oneself!

HOW 1 SEE OTHER
FELLOWS!

By Frank Nugent.

he stuttered.
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"ESMILE THAT

JIMMY SILVER (Rookwood).

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

RS
THE REMOVE DEBATING
SOCIETY!

A brief account of the latest debate.
= By MARK LINLEY.
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The members of the Remove Debating
Society assembled in the Rag on Saturday
evening last, the subject for debate being,
*Which are the more enjoyable—indoor
or outdoor games?”

The leader of the * outdoor ' enthusi-
asts was Robert Cherry; while Lord
Mauleverer led the opposition.

Cherry, in a brillant opening speech,
said there was really no comparizon be-
tween ouidoor and indoor sports, The
former were delightful and beneficial in
every way ; the latter were merely a side-
show.

“One only plays a gamae like chass
when it happens o be dark or wet,” said
the speaker. ‘‘Who would dream of sit-
ting in a stuffy study on a glorious
summer afternoon playing chess? And
who but a fanatic would attempt to com-
pare chess with cricket or camping? Out-
door sports are far and away the more
preferable.”

Harry Wharton followed up with a
brief speech, in which he endorsed all
that Bob Cherry had said.

Other speeches in favour of outdoor
sports were made by Vernon-Smith, Peter
Todd, and Tom Redwing. The speakers
were loudly cheered.

When Lord Mauleverer rosa {o speak
on behalf of the Opposition there were
rowdy «scenes, his lordship being bom-
barded with peashooters. However, he
manfully stood his ground.

“Outdoor sports, gentlemen,” he
began, “are a fearful fag! They take
toll of a fellow’s energy, don’t you know!
Fancy dashin’ about after a cricket-ball
in ihe broilin’ sunshine! TFancy goin’
for a twenty-mile bike ride when the
thermometer's at eighty! Mr. Cherry
spoke of fanatics. Those are the fanatics
—the fellows who go tearin’ about gettin’
sunstroke when they ought to be indoors
playin’ a quiet game of draughts.”
(Mingled booing and cheering.) * Thera
iz everythin' to bs =aid in favour of
indoor games. They are not exhaustin’;
they are just mildly stimulatin', in-
vigoratin’, an’ 1 (A voire:
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refreshin’,
“Have you got a grudge against the
letter * g’ Mauly?")

Harold Skinner agreed in evory way
with “his noble schoolfellow.” He de-
clares that outdoor games were much too
exacting and tiring, and that indoor
pastimes were the proper caper. (A
voice: ““All you think about is playing
poker!”) Skinner retorted that poker
wias a jolly sight more enjoyable than
cricket, and a fellow could play it for
hours on end without getling heart
disease through over-exerlion.

Sidney Snoop followed with a watery
speech.  His voice scarcely rose above a
whisper, and nobody heard what he said,
and nobody wanted to. He rambled on
in a mumbling undertone for about half
an hour, and the majority of the audience
dozed off to sleep.

Finally, the ballot was taken, and the
voting resulted as follows:

In favour of ontdoor sports
In favour of indoor sporis
Neutral e m ==

Ginger-beer and buns were served after
tho debate, W. (. Bunier acting as

caterer—and chief consumer!

The Head's Numbter Next Week!
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(Continued from page 8.)
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Peater looked dazed.

“The—the cleverest fellow at Grey-
friars!” he stuttered, “Who's that?”

“Old Bunter.” .

“My only Aunt Sempronia Ann!”
gasped Petor, )

“Yes, draw it mild, Toddy!” said
Bunter, “It's about time, you know.
Envy of a follow’s success is a bit
mean, . y

“Mean jsn't the word for it," said

Bkinner. ‘1 must say it's a bit sick-
ening, Toddy. The fact is. I'm fed up
with it. If a fellow can't feel proud of

having Bunter in his study, the 'cast ke
can do is to shut up and not give way
to this jealousy.”

“T've often  told you
Toddy,” s=aid Bunter.

“What's this game " voared DPeter
Todd. “Has a miracle happened, and
Bunter’s postal-order come at last?”

“1 simply disdain to answer thatl”
said Skinner, 4

“I've heard that there was a regis-
tered letter for Bunter,” said Peter, a
light breaking ou his bewildered n:ind.

so  myself,

““Has wyour pater sent you a tip,
fatty 1

“No, you ass!”

“ Anyhow, you're in funds!” said
Toddy.

Bunter slapped his pocket, and there
was a jingle. It was the jingle of a
French penny and a bunch of old keys.
But it sounded quite opulent, :

“Y should jolly well think so,” said
Bunter.

“Then where on earth have you been
raising the wind?” demanded Peter.

“T declina to discuss the matter at all
with you, 'Toddy,” said Bunter.
“You've doubted my word.”

“Your word!” gasped Peter. “Oh,
my hat! Your word! Well, I suppose
it's no good expecting you to stand
your whack in the study; but if vou're
in funds, you needn’t come in fto tea.
Fifteenpence will go farther without a
prize-porker to feed out of it!”

“Y wasn't thinking of coming to tea,”
said Bunter disdainfully. * You're too
jolly mean in the study to suit me,
Toddy. 1 dare say I owe you a few
shillings, Remind me when I come in
to prep, and I'll settle up.”

“Cheese it!” snapped Toddy. * Catch
you settling up, if you were rolling in
it. But I'd like to know where you've
raised the wind—I hope it wasn't in
another fellow’s pocket.”

“Why, you cheeky beast—"

“Look here, you ring off, Peter
Todd ! said Skinner hotly. *We're not
going to hear you running a pal down
like this!” ;

“So DBunter’s your pal, is he?”
snorted Peter. “There must have been
something quite decent in the regis-
tered letter, then.” s

“Don’t mind him, you fellows,” said
Bunter. “I'm accustomed to this_sort
of thing from cnvious detractors, Have
another ice all round.”

“(ood old Bunter!”

“As for you, Toddy, T sha’n’t stand
you anything!” said Bunter. " You've
been aliogether too mean in the study.
Only yesterday you helped yourself an:l
Dutton to the cake, when I told you
that T conld finish it. If there’s one
thing I can’t stand, it’s selfishness. I've
got my own friends, and they're wel-
come to share in my good luck. My

friends believe .in me, and my—my
ahilities,” said Bunter, with dignity.
NEXT

MONDAY!

““THE SCHOOLBOY DIVERS!™

is the * Holiday Annual.”

“Jolly sudden, isn't it?" asked Toddy
sarcastically.

“\Well, we may have been rather—
rather surprised at first,”” said Skinner,
remembering  some temarks he
raade--which he hoped Bunter would not
remember, “It's a bit out of the ecom-
mon for a schoolboy to make a big
literary suecess first shot.  But monecy
falks!” Dunter dropped a line to his
agents for money, and they sent it
Not much room for doubt after that—
upless a  fellow’s fairly green wit
jeulonsy.” .

“They've sent him money !’ stuttered
Toddy.

“He asked them for a fiver, and they
sent  it!”  said Skinner, “Quelchy
changed the fiver for him, and Bunter’s
spending  his money like the decent,
generous fellow he is. Bunter needn’t
mind envious chaps running him down.
His own friends know his value,”

“Iave a jam-tart, Skinner, old chap,”
said Dunter.

“Thanks, old chap, T will.” X

Mrs. Mimble was making a calculation
on a fragment of wrapping paper with
a stump of pencil.

“That makes nine-and-six, Master
Bunter,” she said. “That will leave
sixpence out of the ten-shilling note.”

“That’s all right,” said Bunter. “I
don’t want any change. Give me
another ice.”

Peter Todd blinked at Bunter, and he
caid no more. He looked quite dazed
as he laid out his fiftcenpence for tea.
1f  Bunter had received cash from
Messrs. Sharkey & Co., Peter had to
acknowledge that he, Peter, had been
amazingly mistaken.” Peter did not
want to acknowledge that. Was it pos-
sible, after all, that the advertising
“apenis ¥ were genuine. and that they
really had seen some value in Bunter's
egregious seribble—which to his Form-
fellows only seemed to be the most
absurd “tosh.”  Certainly they would
not have sent him a remittance unless
they were absolutely certain of having
value for their money. DPeter shook his
head—it was not possible! -

But Bunter was in funds—he had ex-
pended a ten-shilling note with princely
liberality, and he jingled more in his
pockots, Skinner & Co. fully believed
in the fiver from BSharkey's—and
Skinner was the sharpest and most un-
believing fellow at Greyfriars. Skinner
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really srided himself upon doubting
everybody and everything.

Peter had to admit that it was a
puzzle. He left the tuckshop in a state
of the greatest astonishment.

When Billy Bunter came out, he did
not come alone., He had four faithful
and attached chums with him—chums
who listened to the words of William
George as if they were pearls of wisdom
fulling from lis podgy lipse. Bunter
walked with his fat little nose in the air,
lofty and screne—almost believing, by
this time, that he really had had a
remittance from his “agents.”

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Backing Up Bunter !

o OU young sweep !”
Tilly Bunter jumped.

He was in the Remove
Form-room—deserted at that
hour excepting by Bunter and his
chums. unter was quite pleasad to

keep his promise to read out his latest
literary production to Skinner & 3
A few hours before, nobody would have
listened to him, for love or money—
most certainly not Harold Skinner, egm-.
all was changed now.

JIf Bunter was getting hard cash for
his literary works, Bunter was a fellow
worth  cultivating. Skinner & Co.
agreed upon that heartily. They ad-
mitted that Bunter had been greatly
misunderstood.  Other fellows might
econtinue to run him down, if they liked,
but he had faithful friends ta stand by
him now—at least, so long as the hard
cash lasted. DBunter in funds really was
a fellow worth knowing, for he never
could keep money long—it was certain
to go, and Skinner & Co. were prepared
loyally to help it in its going. All that
was necessary was to pull Bunter's fat
leg—and Skinner did not mind taking
that trouble; indeed, he found some
enterlainment in it
Skinner and Stott, Snoop and Fishy
had come to the Form-room wit
Bunter, ready to hear him read out his
latest lucubrations. They were ready to
licar and to admire that grcat- work,
“In the Dedd of Nite! Skinner,
indeed really was curious to hear it, and
to ascertain whether there was anything
in it but sheer idicey—as he had sup-
posed.

Bunter was just going to begin, when
Coker of the Fifth appeared in the door-

way.

Coker of the Tifth had a grim look
on his rugged face, and a cane in his
and.

He was looking for Dunter,

Now he had found him—in a quiet
spot where Bunter couldn’t dodge, and
where just punishment could be soundly
administered, Coker of the TFifth
stepped in, and closed the door behind
him, And Billy Bunter backed round a
desk in great dismay.

For days and days and days he had
keen dodging Coker. Coker of the Fifth
had let the sun go down on his wrath
—more than once, Now his just wrath
was to be wreaked at last.

He came over towards Bunter, and
the Owl of the Remove eyed him warily
across the desl.

“(iot you!" said the Fifth-Former.

“0Oh, really, Coker

“Now you're going through it, you
young villain !

“I—1 say, Coker, you leave Bunter
alone !” said Skinner.

Coker of the Fifth gave him a glare.

“You chippin in¥” he asked
pleasantly. “I don’t mind thrashing

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & €O,
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ou, Skinner, before I thrash Bunter,
if you're keen on it, Bay the word!”
“@kinner  backed romptly  away.
Apparently he wasn’t keen on it.

“Look here—" began Stott feebly.

“1 guess—" began Fisher T. Tish.

Bunter's chums were in a diffieulty.
Certainly if they failed to stand by him
now they could hardly continue to bask
in Bunter's smiles. Now, with ven-
geance hovering over him, it was time
for Bunter's chums to rally round
Bunter,

Neover had Skinner & Co. felt less like
rallying.

In the tuckshop they were prepared
to rally. But rallying round for a ficht
with the burly Colker was quite another
matter.

Coker gave them a contemptuous
glare and turned to Bunter again.

“You're for it now!” he announced.

“Look here, what has Bunter done,
Coker?"” asked Skinner. * You're not a
prefect, you know!”

Coker glared at him.

“T daresay you know what he's done.”
he answered. “I gave him a manuscript
to get typed for me in Courtfield, and
the money to pay for it. Ile lost it—""

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“If you cackle at me, Skinner, T'll
tan you!” roared Coker. “He lost my
manusecript, and paid the moncy to get
his own rot typed. Not that I care
asbout the seven-and-six. But my manu-
seript—"

“It wasn’t any good!" said Bunter,
defensively.

“# What "

“Y looked at it,” said Bunter.“Tt was
awful rot! You can take my word for
it, Coker.”

If Billy Bunter expected Coker to be
placated by that statement he was over-
sanguine. Coker gave him a look that
a hasilisk might have envied.

“You—vou cheeky young scoundrel!"
he gasped.

“0Oh, really, Coker.,”

“Come out from behind
roared Coker.

“T—1 say, Coker—"'

“ Are you coming out?”

“N-n-no.”

“Then I'll fetch you.”

Coker came trampling round the desk.
Billy Bunter dodged round the other

that desk !”

end of it, and made a wild break for the
door.

Coker was after him like a shot.
Before the Owl of the Remove was half-
wiy to the door Coker’s grip was on his
collar, and he was swung round.

“Yaroooh !" roared Bunter. *Help!"”

“*Now, you fat sweep—"

Whack!

“Yoop! Help! I say, you fellows,
buck up!” yelled Bunter, struggling
frantically in Florace Coker’s grip.

“Stand by a fellow, you know!”
Whack!
“Help! Back me up, you fellows!”

shrieked Bunter. “Skinner, you cad!

Fishy, you rotter—— VYarooh! Tl

never speak to you again—— Waroooh!”

Whacek! whack!

Skinner & Co. exchanged faltering
glances. There were four of them; quite
enough to deal -even with the butly
Coker, if they had put their beef into it.
But they were not of the stuff of whiech
heroes are made. They simply hated
the idea of tackling Horace Coker in
his wrath.

But it was quite certazin that if thg;
failed Bunter now, in the hour of peril,
they would forfeit his valuable friend-
ship. After leaving him to be licked by
Coker of the Tifth, under their very
eyes, .they could scarcely expeet to
annex a further share in the crumbs that
fell from the rich man’s table,

“I—I say, let's back up, you chaps
gasped Skinner,
five with Bunter—

“I—1I guess I—I've got to speak to a
fellow—" stammered Fisher T. Fish.

“Yaroch! Help!” roaved Bunter.

Whack! whack! whael!

“Back up, you chaps!” exclaimed
Skinner desperately. And, with a
courage that surprised himself, Skinner
rushed at Coker, and laid violent hands
upon him,

Coker was rather taken by surprise.
Clertainly he never expected fellows like
Skinner & Co. to venture to handle him.
He had had such experiences with
Harry Wharton & Co., but Skinner's
crowd were made of different stuff, So
he was quite surprised when Bkinner
grasped him, and in his surprise he was
dragged away from Bunter, lost. his foot-
ing, and went with a crash on the floor.

Skinner, surprised at his success, and,
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in fact, almost frightened out of his wits
at what he had done, stood and gasped
and stared at Coker, But Stott rushed
in. The enemy was down; and Stott,
at least, realised that it was safer fo
keep him down.
_ SBtott crashed on Coker as he was ris-
ing, and Coker went down again, with
Stott sprawling over him,

“Back up!” shrieked Stott.

Skinner took his courage in both
hands—what there was of it—and jumped
on Coker,

“Come on!” he welled. “Fishy!
Snoopey! Bunter! Come on—quick!”
“We-we-we're  coming!”  gasp

Snoop.
“Keep him down!" roared Stolt.
Sunoop jpined in. Coker grasped

Skinner and Stott in his powerful hands
and was hurling them off, when Smoop
arrived, "and dropped on his knees on
Cl'oker's erimson face.

Coker's head crashed on the floor, and
there was a suffocated yell of anguish
from Coker.

The three juniors were punching hard
now, only thinking of keeping Coker
down; they dared not think of what
would happen if he rose. Fisher T.
Fish, observing that Coker was already
rather over-matched, sailed into the
combat, and added his bony fsts,
Bunter was sitting on the floor and roar-
ing. But as Coker ' fairly collapsed
under four frantically punching juniors,
Billy Bunter joined in too.

“(iive him jip!” yelled Bunter.

“ Gerrroooocogh!” came in a muffled
roar [rom Coker.

“(Hive him socks!” panted Skinmner.

“Punch him!” spluttered Fisher T.
Fish. *Give him sockdolagers! That's
one for your eye, Coker!”

*Yarooooh I

Horace Coker strnggled furiocusly.
But he was over-matched with five focs
upon him, especially as he was sprawling
on his back and had no chance to rise,
Bunter's heavy weight was on his legs,
pinning him down. Skinner and Snoop
were kneeling on his chest. ¥ishy and
Stott had grasped his arms. And a
shower of punches descended on Horace
Coker.

Coker of the Fifth had been roughl
handled before in his little troubles witl
the Remove. But never had he been so
roughly handled as in this struggle with
the funks of the Form. Skinner & Co.
had the upper hand, and they pitched
into Coker with terrific vim. The roars
and howls of Coker rang far beyond the
Form-room.

“Yarooh! Lemme gerrup! LIl
let Bunter off 1" gurgied Coker. “Oh,
my hat! Oh, my eye! Lemme gerrup!
Yooop !’ :

“He's licked!” yelled Stott. “Kick

him ont of the 'orm-room!"”

“] say, wvou fellows, give him some
more.””

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" The door of
the Form-room was thrown open, and
the Famous Five stared in. They fairly
jumped at the sight of Horace Coker of
the Tifth squirming and wriggling in
H:?‘ grasp of Skinner & Co.

You-ow-oiw!"” gurgled Coker.
“Draggemoff ! Lemime gerrup!
Ooooop 7

“Well, my only hat!” ejaculated

Harry Wharton. *Here, let him crawl
off now, you fellows, he's had enough.”

“He hasn’t!” roared Bunter. *“Give
him_some more.”

**Ha, ha, ha!"”

But the Famous Five took compassion
on-Coker, and they jerked his assailanty
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off, and allowed the greal Tlorace
to rise, 'They chortled as they looked at
him. Horace Coker locked a wreck—

dishevelled, dusty, his collar torn out,
his hair like a mop, his trousers rumpled,
and his jacket split. He leaned on a
desk and pumped in breath.

“Give him  some more!”  velled
Bunter, *Here, lemmme get at him with
this vuler!?

*““Ha, ha, ha!”

And Coker, the great Uoler, linijed
put of the Foum-room as fuzt as he
sould himp. He had had enough. He
was pglad to get into the safety of the
Fifth Form passage unpursued,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Very Pally Pals!

13 OU giddy herces—
i “ Ha, ha, ha !
1larry Wharton & Co. roared.

Skinner and his ecomrades were
gasping and panting, and they all looked
considerably the worse for wear., They
had Dbeen too much for Coker of the
Fifth; unumbers had (old. But Coker
had put up a terrific fight, and the
damage he had done was enormous.
Coker, indeed, had not received nearly
g0 much damage as he had distributed
among Skinner & Co.

Skinuer leaned on a desk—Seotl
gprawled across one—Bnoop sat on the
flcor and pumped in breath. Bunler
gurgled spasmodicaily, Fisher T. Fish
was the least damaged of the five,
having, with true transatlantic cuteness,
kept out of the war until the result was
a foregone conclusion. But even Fishy
had reccived some hard knocks—
and his long, sharp nose was streaming
red, and his bony face had several marks
on its bony surfaces.

“Well, you look a jolly
gasped Harry Wharton.

“The jollifulness is terrific,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; “but why
did you esteemed funks tackle the terrific
Coker?”

Skinner gasped. He almost wondered
himself where he had found the nerve to
tackle Coker. But he had tackled him:
there was do doubt about that. Skinner
felt severely damaged; but at least he
had proved a claim to the good things
that were coming to Bunter.

“We've licked him,” he gasped. “The
rotten bully came here to bully Bunter,
you know——-"

“ And you chipped in?" exclaimed the
waptain of the Remove, in amazement.

“Of course !" said Skinner.

“The of-coursefulness is not great,”
said Hurree Singh, “but the surprise-
fulness is terrific I

“Blessed if I catch on,” said Frank
Nugent; “what on earth did you -care
whether Coker thrashed Bunter or not "

“A fellow stands by a pal!” said
Skinner, loftily—as loftily as he could
while he was squeezing an eye with
ene hand and dabbing a nose with the
other,

“Oh! Bunier’s your pal, is he?” said
Johnny Bull, in wonder,

crowd [

“T say, you fellows, jon wouldn't
have stood by me like this!"” said
Bunier, blinking at the Famous TFive

contemptuously 3 you've never chipped
in when Coker was after me——"

“Na fear!™ said Wharlon. * Yan
swindled Coker out of seven and six, and
you aught to have had a hiding.”

“Oh, really Wharton--—"

“The swindlelulness was territie, my
estecmed  dizhounest Bunter,” said  the
NEXT
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unserupulous rogues !’

*“ My boys,'’ said Mr. Quelch, *“ I am going to read this letter, which has heen
sent to Bunter, aloud fo the whole class,
who may be deceived by specious advertisements inserted in the papers by
The form-master ook up a leiter and the eclass
watched him in breathless interest. (See Chapter 10.)

It will be a warning to any boys here

nubob of Bhanipur.
ludicrous thrashing.»

“¥ah !" sncrted Bunter, “nol that 1
want you lo chip in. I've got friends
to stand by me.”

“But—how—why—
amazement,

The captain of the Remove simply
couldn’t understand it. All the Lower
Fourth knew how the Owl had
‘“diddled” the great Coker, and agreed
that he fully deserved to be licked for
it. And Skinner & Co. were the very
last fellows in {he school likely to stand
by anybody, pal or not, in the hour of
danger. Yet they had tackled the burly
Coker in defence of Willlam George
Bunter. It waz simply astounding. The
Famous Fice, having come in from a
eyele spin, had not yel heard the story
af the registered letter. That would
Lave enlichtened them as to the astonish-
ing heroism of Skinner & Co.

Billy Bunter waved a fat hand at them
scornfully.

“You can cut off I" he said. “I don't
want your help! 1 can tell you that
you're going to be left out in the cold
when my big cheques come along.”

“ila, ha, ha!”

“The biglulness of (he esteemed
cheques will not be terrifie, my fat and
ridiculous Bunter [

Billy Bunter sniffed.

“Thal’s all you know I he suid, dis-
dainfully. *“*Nol that T intend to tell
you anything about it. T may have had
an advance of a few pounds from my
agents and 1 may not. I'm not going
to take you into my confidence.”

“*You asked for the

2

said Wharton in

Bab Cherry gave a jump,

“You've gol sonie Llin—{rom 8Shar-
key's 1" he stuttered.

“Iind out ! retorled Bunter loftily.

“Blessed if it doesn't look like it,
though,” said Johnny Bull, in wonder.
“That would account for Skinner—"

*Ifa, ha, ha!”

The Fameous Five lefl the form-reom,
wondering.  The din of battle had drawn
them thither; they had wondered what
was up; bul certainly they had not
anticipated  finding  Skinner & Co.
engaged in deadly combat with Horace
Coker.

Skinner and Ca, were not in a hurr
to go. They did not feel energetic enoug!
to make a move. Never had they felt
so utterly wreecked. Oue of Skinner's
eyes was darkening—every nose in the
five was streaming red—and the heroes
had too many bumips and bruises, aches
and pains, lo thiak of counting them.
It was likely to be a long time before
Skinner & Co. recovered from that tussle
with the hefly Fifth-former.

Fisher T. Fish was the first to limp
away, Then one by one the damaged
heroes limped off

They were feeling as if life was
scarcely worth living; true, they had
retained  the valuable friendship of
William George Bunter; but Skinner,
as he rubbed his eye and nose, and
groaned, was fecling doubtful whether
the game was worth the candle. He had
not expected his new friendship to land
him inte things like this,

Over prep that evening in Skinner's
study there were many deep groans.
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Tivery now and then Skinner, Slott, or
Snoop left off prep to rub some mJurﬁd
part.

After prep Skinner loocked at his face
in the looking-glass, and made some
remarks which it was just as well for
him that his headmaster counld not hear.

“T'm goingi to have a black eye,” he
muttered at last.

“Look at my nose!” mumbled Stott.

“And mine!” groaned Snoop.

“That rotter Fishy got off best,” said
Slott. “He kept out of the worst of it!
Just like him."

“I—I suppose it was worth it,” said
Skinner, after a pause. * Bunter would
never have spoken to us again if we'd
left him in the lurch. And—among our-
selves—the fat focl's worth cultivating
now!"

“We've pmved our giddy friendship,
at any rate!” groaned Stott. “I hope
it will turn out to have been worth
while.”

“Well, there's not much doubt about
that. He's got the goods, as Fishy
would put it.”

“I—I suppose he has. DBut he's such
an awful spoofer!” said Stott. Stott’s
prize nose seemed to incline him to
seeplicism, somehow.

fkinner's eyes glinted.

“J don't see how he can be spoofing

us this time,” he said. “He had the
registered ktter, and we saw him
nplashmg the money about. DBut—but

if he's taken us in—if I've got this eye
for nothing——"" Skinner gasped. Words
failed him as he thought of the bare
possibility. In such a case, boiling oil
would be too good for Bunter,

Skinner left the study in a thoughitful
mood. He came on Billy Bunter in the
passage coming out of No. 7. Bunler
him a nod and a blink, Then he

gave
grinned as he spotted Skinner's darken-
ing <cye.

“He, ha! You're going to have a

black eye, old chap ! said Bunter, appa-

rently sceing something comic in that |

circumstance.

Skinner suppressed his feelings.

“1 stood by you, Billy, old fellow,” he
murmured,

“You did, old chap,” said Bunter,
and I shan't forget it. Got any engage-
ment for next Saturday, Skinner?"”

“Not yet, Billy,” said Skinner, hope-
fully.

“1 was thinking of taking a little
party down to the bun-shop at Court-
field,” explained DBunter airily, *I
shall be getting something from
agenls before then i

“Something more you mean?”

“Yes, I—I mean something more,”
said Bunter hastily. “If you'd care to
come, Skinner, I was thinking of a feed
at the bun-shop and a motor for the

my

afternoon—-"

“Rely on me, old fellow,” said
Skinger, affectionately.

“Done, then,” said Bunter, “I shan't’
take Toddy. Toddy's just refused to

lend me half-a-crown!”

“You don't want Toddy's mcml}
half-a-crown now you're rolling in it,
said Skinner.

“PDon't 11" said Bunter. I mean, I
—D've been setlling up some acconnts—
you know what fellows are when they
find you've pgot some ready money—
dunning a chap for trifles he's almost
forgotten. And I've had a bit of a
fead—"

“You don't mean to say you've gol
through the fiver!” ejaculated Skiuner,
in amazement.

“Jolly nearly,” “T'm
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not a chap to hoard up money. When

1 Imve it, it goes. Plenty more to
come.
“Ye-c-e5,”  said  Skinner, eyeing

Bunter doubtfully.

“And the fact is,” said Bunter confi-
dentially, “T actually could do with half-
a-crown now, Skinner.”

*(-c-c-could youl”

“1 could!”

Billy Bunter looked fixedly at Skinner
through his big spectacles, Skinner
paused and hesitated. Then slowly, pain-
fully, he extracted a half-crown from his
pocket.

“Here you are, old top !

“Thanks !” said Bunter carelessly, and
he slipped the coin into his pocket and
rolled awa

Skinner fooked after him with mingled
feelings. If Bunter's cheque was going
to materialise, the half-crown was well
spent. It was a sprat to catch a whale.
And it seemed certain, fairly certain,
Skinner considered. But if, after all, the
sprat was expended, and there was no
whale to be caught—-— Skinner was
torn between contending emotions—a
keen desire to be Bunter's dearest friend
if he was going to be rich, and a longing
to kick him hard if he wasn't. It was

really & very painful and troublesome ]

frame of mind to be in.

—_—

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
A Pig in Clover!

ILLY BUNTERK was in high
feather the following day.
If the ten-shilling note from
Wally had been a fiver from
Sharkey & Co., Bunter could scarcely
have been more exalted.

Whether Bunter realised just
Skinner & Co. had rallied round him
would be hard to say. It was more
agreeable to believe that their sudden
friendship and admiration were genuine,
and Bunter generally contrived to
believe what he wanted to believe. Cer-
tainly the Hattery he received from his
new friends had its effect upon him., He

why |

was getting his due at last, like the king |

coming into his own agam as it were.
When he talked his friends listened with
admiring attention, and that was quite
a new experience for Bunter, and a very
pleasant one.

Morcover, this new and touching
friendship had an actual cash value. He
had already * touched ¥ S8kinner for half-
a-crown. In the morning he extracted
a couple of shillings from Snoop, and by
dinner-time he had even succeeded in
borrowing from Fisher T. Fish.

When Bunter sought a little loan of
five bob from Tishy, the cute trans-
atlantic junmior was in a sorcly troubled
frame of mind., Like Skinner, he was
willing to risk a sprat to catch a whale.
But, like Skinner, he was haunted by a
hngermg’ doubt. In anguish of 'aplrli.
Fisher T. Fish turned it over in his
mind ; bul he finally decided {o part with
the five shillings, though each one, as it
went, was like having a tooth drawn out.

Bunt-t,r indeed, had almest forgotten
by this time that the remittance had
been from his cousin Wally. Skinner &
Co. believed that it was an advance from
his  “agents,” and DBunter almost
believed it himsell--ab least, as much as
he believed in Bunter Court and the
Bunter butler and his celebrated postal-
order. Indeed, the hapless Owl's obtuse
mind was g0 confused with numberless
prevarications and exaggorations, that it
would have been a little difficult for him

The Leading Paper for Boys’ Scheol Stories is ¢ The Magnet *’!

“to state exaclly what Le did or didn't

believe.
Certainly he believed in Sharkey &
Co., and belicved that it was only a

matter of time—probably a very short
time—Dbefore the cheques began to roll
in. In that, at least, DBunter had the
most complete faith, IFollowing the lead
of Skinner & Co., more and more of the
Remove fellows began to think that
there was ““something in it.” Even
Harry Wharton & Co. were perplexed.
And Bunter was very indignant that his
own study-mate, Peter Todd, remained
sbsolutely sceptical.  Peter would not
lend even so mueh as sixpence on
Bunter's glorious prospects.

“Don’t be mean, Toddy,” said Bunter,
who, having d:spowel of Fishy's five
shillings internally, in the shape of tuck,
was seeking, like Alexander, for fresh
worlds to conguer in the same line.
“ Next week I shall be rolling in it. I
can jolly well tell you, Toddy, that it's
worth while to stand in with me. Skinner
can see that.”

“ Liooks like it!” agreed Toddy.

“Skinner’s pretty keen,” said Bunter.
“He knows what's what. You don't,
Toddy."

“Pousibly 1" assented Toddy. “But
there’s such a thing as being too keen.
These keen chaps over-reach themselves
sometimes.”

“It's a bit rotten for a f{*llow to be
short of tin when thc money's just going
to roll in, Toddy.”

“Wait for it to roll!” suggested
Toddy.

““May come by any post now,” urged
Bunter. “Sharkey’s are taking theic

time, but they're bound to answer my
letter.”

Peter looked at him curiously.

“Your letter?’ he repeated. “ But
ien't 1 understood that they have
anawered your letter, and that you've
had a fiver?”

Bunter jumped. Onece more he had
forgotten that persons of his own descrip.
tion ought to have good memories.

“Yes, exactly I” he stammered. “ That
—that's what I meant to say, Toddy.
They—they have answered my letter.”

“They haven't!” said Peter decidedly.
“If an answer comes from Sharkeys’,
Quelchy will know you've disobeyed his
order, Fatty, and you'll get a licking."

“Not if there's money in it!” grinned
Bunter. “Quelchy said himself that if
they sent me any money it wounld be
evidence that they were genuine. I'm
not afraid of that. Quelchy will have to

own up when the money comes, you
see,”
“When it comes " said Peter. “So it

hasn’t come?”
Bunter gave nnother jump.
“1—1 mean—"
“1If a fiver had come from those rogues

Quelchy  would know already,” said
Peter,
“Of—of course! He—he does—"

“1 see,” said Peter, soft as the cooing
dove.  “And when you just said that
Quelchy will have to own up, you were
using the [uture tense by mistake?”

“Yixactly !" gasped Bunter.

“Dear old Bunter !" said Peter Todd.
“Tsn't it an odd thing—"

“What is?

“'l’ha.i. after the number of whoppers
vou've told you still can’t tell one pro-
perly 77 said Toddy.  “They say that
experience makes fools wise, but ﬂ. never

has that effect on you, old bean.”
“0Oh, really, Toddy—"
“¥You got a remittance yesterday,”

said Peter musingly, “and it came in
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that registered letter. DBut from whom
the dickens did it come?”

“Irom—Irom Sharkey's."”

“Can it ! said Peter. I wasn’t from
vour father, or Quelchy would have let
you have the letter withoul any fuss,
e would know the fist, [ wasn't from
one of your titled relations, beeause you
haven't any.”

“Look here, von brast——"

“Pal——" Poter Todd started, and a
light broke on him. " Have you had
any answer from Wally—I mean. Mr,
Bunter—yet ¥

WS Wally O stammered Bunter.

“Week before last you were writing
to youy cousin, asking him for a loan.”

*1—I wasn't!” howled Bunter.

“You wrote the letter in this study,
and asked me how many ‘m's’ there
were in remittance,” said Peter.

“I—I didn't!”

“Don't you remember [ iold you vou
were a fat rotter to try lo stick your
cousin for moneyv?” asked Peter.

“No, I don't.”

“Don’t you remember 1 said you-were
a disgusting bounder?”

““Beast I

“8o that's it, is #1? T wonder you
have the check o do it now he's a Form-
master here. (iood job he's away rest-
ing for a bit,” said Peter, eyeing Bunter
narrowly. “Poor old Wally let you stick
him for a loan, and you've let Skinner
believe—"

*“1—1 say, Toddy, vou're mistaken,
voir know. D-d-don't you get saying
anything like that to S8kinner,” stam-
mered Dunter. “He—he would think
that il

Peter Todd chuckled.

“gkinner's a keen chap.” he
“You've said so yourself, Dunty.
ask him his opinion.”

Billy Bunier looked greally alarmed.

“1—1 say, Todds. old chap, don’t be
a beast, you know,” he said.
Skinner's standing me tea in the study
to-day, and—and it's going to be rather
a spread. He's coming here for me.
D-d-don’t you get butting in and making
Skinner suspicious, vou know.”

Peter Todd roared.

“IHa, ha, ha! So Skinner's butlering
vou becanse you got o remiftance from
your cousin Wally, and he thinks ®

“Shurrap ' ned Bunter,

“1la, ha, ha!" ronred Peler.

There wera footsieps in the passage
and Billy Bunter blinked at Toddy i
alarm,

“Heep it dark, old chap!™ he whi:-
pered beseechingly, “I1—1 say, it comes
to the same thing, wyou know; the
cheque's coming along soon, and—and
there's a spread in Skinner's study—"

“11a, ha, ha!” shricked Peier

There was a top al the door, and
Harold Skinner looked in. He did not
bestow any nolice upon Peter Todd. but
pave Bunler a friendly and cordial smile.

“Ready, old chup?’ he asked.

“Yes, rather!" snid Dunter. wilth a
beseeching blink at Peter. * Let—let's
get oul——"

e was very anxious to get Skinner
away [rom Peter Todd.

Peter glanced at Bkinner's darkened
cye and reddened nese, and had an in
ternal couvulsion,  Skinner had earnetd
thosa adornments as a result of Mr
Wally Bunier's remiitance in response
to Bunter's cadging letter, Peter conld
not help wondering what Harold Skinner
would have thought if he had known.

“You've got n lovely eye there,
Skinner,” he remarked,

1]

said.

'

“I don't mind,” said Skinner cheer-
fully. I gol it standing up for a pal”
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On

“Just like vou, Skinner,” =aid DPeler
admiringly. * Loyal and devoted and all
that. Bunter’s lucky in his pals. Ouly
a roally attractive fellow like Bunter s
capable of inspiring these sudden friend-
ships. It was vather sudden, wasn't it?”

“You go and eat coke!” said Skinner
surlily.  “Come on. Bunter, old top.
We're waiting for you.”

Skinner led Billy Bunter away. and
Peter Todd winked al the door after it
had closed on them, [le thought that
there would be rather a surprise for
Bunter's pals before long—and in his
mind's exe Peter Todd could see the sacl
breaking of a great friendship.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not Enough for Bunter !
R. QUELCH had a very grave

M expression npon his face when
he came inta the Remove
Form-room the following day to
take his class. The Remaove were all in
their places—DBilly Bunter with a fal
smile on his face. Skinner had found a
book for him; Stott had leni him a new
pen; Snoop had passed him a packet of
toffee; and even Fisher T. Fish, though
it gave him an inward pain, had handed
Bunter a bag of aniseed bulls, Several
other fellows had given Bunter smiling
nods—his popularity was growing slowly
but surely.

Mr. Quelch's glance rested upon
Bunter for a moment. Then he went to
hiz desk.

“Something’s up this morning!"” Dob
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Cherry murmured to ITarry Wharton,
and the captain of the Remove nodded.
Most of the juniors noliced that thers
wag “something up,” and wondered what
it was.

“Befora we commence.” said Mr.
Queleh, and  his glance lingered on
Bunter again, “there is a matter 1 must
refer to. Bunter!”

The Owl slarted.

“Veg, sir? 1t wasn'l me, sir

“What 27

“1f cook thinks il was me, sir—

“(‘ook " repeated Mr. Quelch.

“1 haven't been near the paniry, sir!
1—1 hope you can lake my word, sir!
1—I was in my study at the time—"

“ITa, ha, ha!”

“GQilence ! exclaimed Mr, Quelch.
“Bunter, you obluse boy, il appears that
yvou have surreplitiously visited the
pantry——

“Not al all, sir!
it wasn't me—"

“Youn should say, 'Tt was not 1,
Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch severely.

“Yes, sir; I know it wasn’l you, sir,”
said Bunter fatuously, “I'm sure you
\\'ou!dn'l- take a cake oul of the pantry,
sir !

“1Ia, ha, ha!"

“Bless my soul! Bunter, be silent!
I shall take no notice of the confession
you have made, Bunter, as it is not with
thal matter that I have to deal.”

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. He realised
that he had been a little too * previous,”
as it were.

“The matter I have to deal with,
Bunter, is vyour ridiculous connection
with a firm of rogues and swindlers

iiid

"

1—1 was jusi saying

you to lend me five guineas——*"

smote him hip and thigh,

I say, vou fellows, it's all right now,” said Billy Bunter cheerily.

He got no [arther.

earthquake happened next, as Skinner & Co. fell upon him like one man, and

** I say, wharra you at—help—yarooop—murder—!*’
(See Chapter 100.)

“I want
Something like an

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
OF GREYFRIARS. 3

By FRANK RICHARDS.
Tur MaoNer Lipnany,—No. 761



18

ealling themselves Sharkey & Co.,” said
Mr. Quelch in a deep voice.

& 1, 1 say kLl

“ A lotter has arrived for you this

morning, Bunter, from these—these
persons.”’
Bunter started, and his fat face
beamed

“Good!” he exclaimed. “Is—is it the
cheque, sir?”

“As it is my duty fo supervise your
correspondence at present, Bunter, I have
perused the letter.”

“I don’t mind, sir, g0 long as you hand
me the cheque,” said the Owl of the
Remove. “Of course, 1 want the
cheque, sir.”

“You densely stupid boy, there is no
cheque.”

“Well, sir, the—the banknote—"

“There is no banknote. Only a boy of
your peculiar stupidity could have ex-
pected to receive money from these
Ke!‘mna,” gaid the Remove master, *

ope, Bunter, that this letter will be
sufficient to convince even you thaf you
have been led away by your folly and
conceit,”

“0h!” gasped Bunter.

Skinner & Co. exchanged startled
glances.
“What the thump——" murmured
Stott.

flisher T. TFish clenched his hands
under his desk, Was it a spoof, after all?
Had he wasted five shillings, not to men-
tion a bag of aniseed balls? The thought
was anguish, Fishy grew zlmost pale.

“Silence, please!” said Mr. Quelch.
“My boys, I am going to read this letter
nloud to the whole class. It will be a
warning to any boys here who may be
deceived by specious advertisements in-
serted ’in the papers by unscrupulous
rogues.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

Mr. Quelch took a letter from the
pocket of his gown, and the whole class
watched him in breathless interest.
Bunter’s eyes were large and round
behind his big glasses. Bkinner & Co.
seemed even more anxious than Bunter.
Bunter’s pals, in fact, were on tenter-
hooks, Skinner passed one hand over
his discoloured eye. If he had bagged
that eye for nothing——

Mr.” Quelch proceeded to read the
Jelter aloud, and the Removites listened
with strained attention.

“¢ Dear Sir,—We are now able to give
you definite information with regard to
your curtain-raiser, the * Mystery of the
Moated Grange.” Our fee for placing
this with a London manager will be
£5 53, —five guineas. On the receipt of
your remittance we shall take immediate

steps.
¢ YVours faithfully,
“¢anpargey & Co.

5P S With regard to your letter of
the 15th, we are, of course, unable to
aeceds to your request for an advance in
cash, as we act merely as agents.” "

Mr. Quelch laid down the letter and
looked at his class. His gaze dwelt, not
unkindly, on Bunter. e could make
allowances for obtuseness, and he hoped
the lesson would be good enough for the
egregious youth.

“¥You understand now, Bunter, I pre-
sume,” he said. ‘‘Thess unscrupulous
persons are, of course, only desirous of
extracting money. Their previons com-
munications were intended merely to
flalter the vanity of their victims.
greatly fear that there are some members

money. I {rust, Bunter, that this ex-
perience will act as a warning fo you,
and to any other boys here who may be
equally foolish.”

Billy Bunter blinked at him. Ie did
not even notice Skinner & Co., who were
looking at Bunter as if they could bite
him. The postseript had interested
Skinner & Co. most. It was obvious now,
of course, that that celebrated registered
letter, wheresoever it had come from, had
not come from Sharkey & Co. Skinner
and Snoop and Btott looked at Bunler,
and at one another, sith feelings too
deep for words. As for Fisher T. Fish,
he groaned aloud.

% You hear me, Bunter?” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch,

“Yes, sir!”

¢ You realise that you have been
dealing with unscrupulous rogues?” said
Mr. Quelch. ¢ You will dake warning
by this.”

“ Not at all, sir!”

“ What 7"

“ Gimme my letler, sir!” gaid Bunier,
coming out before the class. |

“ Bunter! Is it possible that you are
not convinced 2 gtnttered Mr. Quelch.

Bunter gave him a blink.

¢ T¢'s all right, sir,”” he said confidently.
“ You see, sir, they told me my play was
a teal corker—besides, T knew that! Five
guineas isn't much for placing it—"

“ Wha-a-at 7"’

“ Of course, I shall send them the five
guineas, sir!” said Bunter.

“ You will send them the five gunineas,”
gasped Mr. Quelch. “ Boy 1"

“ That's o mere nothing, sir, out of the
enormons sums 1 expect to receive for
the performing rights.”

“ Bless my soul!”

“ And—and Tl tell you what, sir,”
said Bunter eagerly, *I'm short cof
money, siel If you would lend me the
five guineas, sir—

“ Lend you the five guineas!"” said Mr,
Quelch faintly.

“ Yes, sir; I'd be ever so much
obliged, and, of course, I would return
it immediately I got my big cheque—"

“ Your—your cheque?”

“Yes sir; from Sharkey & Co, you
know.”

“ Bless my soul!’” gasped Mr. Quelch.

There was a loud chortle in the
Remove. William George Bunter, evi-
dently, was just the kind of person that
Sharkey & Co. desired to get into touch
with., He had exactly the iind of intelli-
gence that they needed for their business
to keep them in a flourishing state.

Mr. Quelch recovered at last. He tore
the letter across, and dropped it into the
wastepaper basket. Then he picked up
his cane. :

« Bunter! It is useless to explain to
you—obviously you are too obluse to
understand——""

“Oh, really, sit——""

T can only forbid you to have any
further dealings with these unscrupulous
people, and punish you for having done
8o against my command. Hold out your
handg, Bunter !

Swish!

“ Now go to your place, Bunter. Boys,
this is not a langhing matter! The next
boy who laughs in this class will be
caned!” thundered Mr. Quelch.

Sudden gravity fell upon the Grey-

NSWERg

If You Want a Long, Hearty Laugh, Read ‘‘ Billy Bunter’s Weekly ’—

friars Remove. And in deep gravity the
morning’s lessons began.

Afler lessons there was a surprise for
Billy Bunter. He joined Skinner & Co.
at once—much to their satisfaction, for
they had expected to have to hunt him
down. Bunter, apparently, was not yet
aware that Messrs. Sharkey's letter had
slain, suddenly, and on the spot, the deeb
and tender friendship of Skinner & Co.
had felt for him. They glared at him as
he came up—with Hunnish ferocity. The
Owl of the Remove did not even notice
it. He weighed in cheerily:

“ I gay, you fellows, it's all right now,
I want you te lend me five guineas—"'

He got no farther,

Something like an earthquake happened
next. It seemed like half a dozen earth-
quakes rolled into one, to Dunter.
Skinner & Co. fell upon him as one man,
and smote him hip and thigh.

1 say—wharrer you at—help—yoaop
—help—fire->yarcooh !’ roared Dunter.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” shouted Bob
Cherry. * Bunter’s in trouble with his
pals!”’ o
“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five rushed to the rescue.
They cheerily knoeked Skinner & Co.
right-and left. Bunter was dragged away
from his enraged pals, breathless, gasp-
ing, and feeling as if he had been under
a very large motor-car. And as soon as
he recovered his breath, his first remark
was:

“I say, you fellows, will you lend mo
five guineas?"

Billy Bunter ware a mournful look for
some days afterwards.

His friends had deserted him—and
though perhaps Bunter did not miss their
frien%ship much, he missed their litlle
loans, and tea in their studies. But that
was not the worsf.

Nobody would lend him five guineas—
nobody would even lend him sixpenco
towards that sum. The chance of a life-
time had to be lost, because he was quite
unable to pay the fee demanded by
Messrs. Sharkey & Co. It was in vain
that, Bunter told the Removites, almost
with tears in his eyes, what a chance it
was. In vain he explained to them that
fame and fortune were, so to speak,
knocking at his study door and only wait-
ing to be let in. The Remove fellows
only chuckled; and there was * nothing
doing !"’

THE END.
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‘A READER’S SUQQESTION.”
By Harry Wharton,

SHORT while ago I received a letter
A from a reader of mine in which

he states that:

“T am extremely keen on eamp-
ing, and have been ont on the open trail
on several occasions this summer. It's all
Been very wonderful to get so close to
nature as yon do when you are camping,
and now 1 go out almost every week-end
when I have the opportunity.

" Week-end camps have come to stay in
this eountry. A good many people like
myself cannot get away except for the week-

entl, and that is why the popularity has

been soaring so high of lute.

*1t oceurred to me whilst at camp one ||

day that it would be a Lgood stunt to
organise 2 camping club in my distriet for
foellows of all ages. But organising a thing
of this description is not an sasy mabter,
to my mind, In fact, T don’t really know
how to begi S0 would you publish an
article in "'he Broagd Highway ™ dealing
with the organisution of a camping club?

“1 am sore all the readers of the good
ol MAGNET will heartily weleome such a
Lhing. ¢ Camping Bnthusiast.’ ”

I agree with my ardent supporter that this
wounld certainly be a splendid stunt indeed.
I alse thank him for the suggestion, which
higs; however, been simmering at the back
of my mind for some time, and hope that
tho hints given in the following article will
be of some nusge to him, and to other chums.

A great number of my readers belong to
that splendid movement the Boy Seouts, and,
of course, have the opportunity of going to
ecamp very often with the troop to which
they belong. Dot there are still many of
ny chums who cannot join the seouts, for
geveral reasons—ehiefly, 1 think, because they
have not the time during the week days to
give fto scouting—and to these chaps more
than to the others will the camping-clyp
fden appeal.

The organisation of such a elub is a thing
witich requires a certain amount of cuareful
consideration, I do not think a thing of
this sort should he rushed through. But I
honestly helieve that, onee started, there
will be no lack of support from all sides.
The writer of the above letter will no doubt
be pleased to hear that, entailing little
cost, a camping club can be successfully
flonted, as you might say.

“Camping Enthusiast” mentions in his
letter the popularity of week-end camping.
I would like to add, whilst agreeing with
my reader, that a week-end camp is one of
the finest tonles in the world, and, taken
often, acts like o good medicine. It keeps
you in perfect health, and affords a
tremendous amount of real pleasure.

TFrank Nugent, in the accompahying article,
tells how they started a camping elub at
Greyfriars, and how it was organised.

A CAMPING CLUB!

By Frank Nugent.
I CANNOT say thui the whole idea

emanated from my massive brain-box,

although T have worked out the

process of the organisation. Harry
Wharton gave me the idea and asked me
to do the rest. Well, that is what I have
endeavonred to do—to give you the neces-
sary hints, so that you ean set to work
at once and carry on the good work,

In organising a cunping club there nced
not be a fixed number of members. 1t may,
and probably will, start in the small way,
but there is no doubt abont the inerease
after it has been onee founded.

We will say that there are four of von
who have banded together to form the cl'th.
You hold a mecting at one of your homss,
and the very first thing you do iz to decidz
on the name of the club, You might call
yourselves:

“The Forest Wandercrs.” “The Woodiand
Nomads,” “The Pathfinders.” “The High-
way Clan.” “The Free-roadsters? 8oz

(Continued on pege 20.)
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(Continued from page 19.)
of the Morning.” “Sons of the Forest and
Fire,” .

These arc a few names which may lelp
vou to obtain the one you want. Get some-
thing wooederafty and campy about it, [or
il makes it more exciting.

Then, having got your name, you will
reqiiire’ a crest, or badge'and a totem, which
shiould really be earried to every camp. One
of you should design the crest. Draw it on
wood, and cut it out with a fretsaw. Then
it should be painted, and fixed on the top
of an ash-staff. For the smaller crests for
the equipment or eamp-shirts, work the
desigh on a piece of stuff, either in silk
or finint it on, A|l tents should be marked
in this way.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Of the laws of the tribe or club you can
host decide whilst at cump, where you get
the right atmosphere about the place to
give vou inspiration. They should be some-
thing after this style of thing:

1. Always keep clean and tidy.

2, Behave like a real camper and a man.
5. Uphold the laws of camping.

4. Attend us many eamps as possible,

and so on, Then follows the club eall, or
special whistle, and secret hundshake, and,
i you like, a code.

All these things will muke the club more
interesting, and it will give you plenty to
do and think about at cump.

As there Is a chairman or president to all
societies, so there must be a club leader,
whose opinion on any matter is taken—like
the editor's deeision—as final. Then you will
want a seerctary—or “seribe,” as he should

really be called—wlhose duty it ls to keep
the' log-book, the accounts, and write - the
letters where it is necessary to obtain per-
mission to cam}n1 on certain parts of the
country, and other sueh secretarial duties.

Another member should be appointed to.

the position of -* keeper of the equipment,”
and should see that the camping para-
phernalia is in good order, and repairs
made where nocessary—a duty, I might
add, which, whilst being hard, is extrémely
interesting  All work other than that men-
tioned should be shared by the rest of the
members, “Many hands make light work.”
Week-day meetings can be held, and as many
week-end camps as possible,

(There will be another interesting and
instructive article dealing further with the
organisation of a Camping Club next weel.)
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Ventrilogilk Secret,
lighted ! Great Fun

Tricks. 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 Catehy Coin Tricks, 5 Cunning Card
& Mystiiying Magic Tricks, 250 Riddies, 18 Games, 10 Funny Readings,
5 Funuy Recitations, 21 Monologues, 73 Toasts, 52 Wealth Secrets, Easy

, and 1,001 Stupendous Attractions.
1—C. HUGHES, 15, Wood 8t., Ndgbaston, Birmingham.

§ Our Funny Novelly, causing roars of laughter,
-

FREE to all sending 1/- for T0 Cute Conjuring

ricks,

Thousands de-

179,

FREE I—SO different HUNGARTAN STAMPS to those sending 3d. (in
stamps) for postage, efc,
Asylum Road,

. and asking to seo Approval Sheets. —
Peckham, LONDON, ].‘5.11.15. i

nd 1/ i

Fu“ FOR nLL I—u"‘entﬂlmuist'! Yoice Instrument.
: Astonishes, Mystifies, Imitate Birds. Bensis,
ete. 1/-P.0O. {Ventrilogquism Treatlse included), —Ideal Co., Clevedon, Somn,

Invisible,

MOVIES AT HOME.RRis™ 930, 1k 00k £UhRs

cncﬁllﬂl CO., 94, Drayton Avenue, West Ealing, Lomdon, W.13.

BLUSHI"G —Famous Doctor's _rtecipe for thia most
®  complaint, 6d. (P.0.). Never fails.
daily. —Mz. P. GEORGE, Fairhaven, Clevedon, Somerset.

distressing
Testimoniais

Home Cinemas.
fitted with
Improvements, including Acetylene Gas Jet. Supplied
3 slzes:

i 50-1t. Films, 1/3; post 44,
S ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE on application.

GRACE & CO., 8

This is the Best Model obtainable,
Powerful Lenses, Condenser, and Latest

g

7 6 Post 1/-

10 6 Post 1/-.
Paost

Model 1
nw 2 e

w3 n 15 1/-
Sulection of Standard Films (50 ft.) GIVEN FREE

with all models.
100-1t. Films, 2/-; post 6d.

Satisfaction or Cash Refunded.

1, Wood St., Cheapside, London, E.C.Z.

MAGIC TRICKS, stcirarcets 26 oo

Price 6d.each,4forl/-—T. W.Harrizon, 239, Pentonville Rd.,London,N .1,

1=

Ventriloguiat's
Imitate Birds.

SRR TR e

CUT THIS

" The Magnet." PEN COUPON.

Send 7.of these coupons with only 2/8 direct to the Fleet Pen Co..
You will veceive by return a Splendid
British Made 14-c=t.ll':old Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 1076
I only 1 coupon s gent, the price s 3/

118, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 4.

Medium, or Broad Nib).
allowed for each extra coupon up to G,
offer iz made
Satiafaction guarantecd or eash returned.

{Pocket Clip. 4d, extra.}

to intreduce the famous Fleet Pen to the MAGNET readers.
0 e Foreign post extra

Lever Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/-

ouT

to
VYalue 2d.

TR

{Fine,
9, 2d. belng
This great

All applications for Advertisement Space
in this publication should be addressed
the
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4

T

Advertisement Manager,

extra. B TR TR TTT

T

5

09.9.29



