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START THE NEW YEAR

WITH THESE TOPPING
VOLUMES OF THE

SCHOOLBOYS' OWN

LIBRARY,

—
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No. 19 contains

orand story of your old

favopurites at Greyfriars,

featuring the early adven-

tures of Harry Wharton
at the school.
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No. 20 contains a power-
ful mystery story of
Jimmy Silver & Co., the
leading lights of Rook-
wood School. If you
haven’t made their ac-
quaintance before, now’s
your opportunity,

BY OWEN CONQUEST.

ON SALE FRIDAY
JANUARY 1st.
ORDFR YOUR COP'ES TO-DAY GHUMS!
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THE NEW YEAR!

HIS issue of your favouwvite paper

sels the ball rolling for 1926, and

T take this opportunity of wish-

g vou all a Happy New Year.

To those words I must add mythanks
for your allegionce during 1925, for
yvou, my chums, have Htt‘rﬂd'i}' mae wiil
rave loyalty. The New ¥Year, as o rule.
sces us registering  rvesolutions, and I
am 1 the fashion,-ns it were. I have
premised you all a record run of school
stories, serials; and E::rmet.hiu%‘ oxtra
!-pc-qu din the way -ef supplements,
Treo Gifts! Well, I havew't left those

~out of my “resolution,” but it s carly

just now to speak of them, Magnetitos
shall nob want for thesoe things—tako it
from wme. Mr. Yrank Richavds ond I
have Deen overliauling the programmo
for 1926, and hotween us we Lave
evolved some Loppiug’ wheezes. Among
the first that will gladden yonr oye, so
to speak, will bo a series of Greyfriavs
yarns rlf:&lm,i; with ITurreo Jatmset Ram
Hu:gh—u]}d ndia! I know that will Le
well received. Just you look out for
1. In writing ihoe last Neiww Year's
Chat, T said that we were going to
double our circulation; that the AMan-
XET was gomg to beal its own high-
water-mark of qualily. Well, in all
honesty, I can say ihat ihat has been
achieved ; but it wonld never have heen
-:Ima;: without your wholehearied sup-
port. '

TANNERS !

A Magnelilo wanls. to know (e
origin. of the word “tanpner.” Ile
docan't say what kind of tanner. For
all I know, he might be inguiring about
tno gentloman who deals in hides, or he
might be rveferring to the parent whe
administors 8 “tanning ™ to hiz crrani
child, Again heo might be meore inler-
cxted 1 the slang ferm of “tlanner ©
commonly used in reference to sixponce.
Homchow or other, I think . thid latter
is the case, for he tells me that e get:
a “tanber ¥ every week. I hopa for
his sake he doesn’t mean a “licking
every week! That's too much of a good
thing. Dui all the same for tliat, I'n
afraid I can't {ell him how the slang
term originated. Y wondcr if any Mag-
netite can solve this little probiem for
my correzpondent?

—

For Next Monday ¢

“COKER’S NEW YEAR
RESOLUTIONS !
By Frank Richards,

That’s tho title of the next grand
cxtra-loug story of Greyfriars. It needs
little explanation in advanco from me,
for the title speaks cloquontly of events
likely to happen, AMind you read it!

“THE MYSTERY OF LONE MANOR ! ™
We are drawing near the end of this
popular mystery story, and at this stage

it would be fatal ta mi:s a lino of it,
Look out for next week's instalment.

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH !

The Bounder tokes 'a place in anr
Gallery nexb week.  dlind you add iy
face to yvour collection of celobritics.

YOUIL EDITOR,




[;U{;'H.f O -0 Billy PBunter cnters a five thousand powrd commpetition —wifh semeone else’s fiokkel.
Bl wehal be does win, howrver, is hardly worlh flee thousand poinds.

expects to carry off the first prize.
pepple are never satisfied !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter's Way !
T PETER, ald fellow—"

in

Billy Bunter spoke
honeyed tones,
- Peter Todd, his study-mate,
glared- st him acrozs the study table,
“Will you shurrup, you fat ass?” he
roared.
...ﬂhr r'EIHF; PE!t'E:-T_'_" . . c
“Dry up, and give your fat chin a
rest,” hooted Peter Todd, “Can’t you
see I'm busy ¥
“But look here, Péter—"
Peter Todd reached for the ruler.
“If you call me Peter again, you fat
clam,” he =ald in sulpburous accents,
“I'Il rap your fat napper with this
ruler! Now shuarrup !
“Youn beast, Toddy!" grumbled
Billy Bunter, glowering across at his
irate sfudy-mate. “Why  can't Fyou

lisien toa chap? 1 only want you to

lend me that paper”

“ Aren't I using it myself ¥

“Yes; but don't I keep telling vou I
want it ¥ said Bupter indignantly.

“Well, my hat!" exclaimed Peter
Todd. “Why, you cheeky fat rotler,
isn't it my mpe:*:“

“No, it isn't; it’s Mark Linley's.”

“Well, Linle;,r‘s lent it to me, Fatty.
Neow shurrup ! 5

“If you'ra going to be mean, Toddy,

“1 am!” enorted the exasperated
Peter Todd., “Dry up!”

Billy Bunter blinked at him sorrow-
futy.

“I'm surprised at you, Todde,”™ he
said, shaking his head. *You're mean,
“Toddy! And u're jealons—vou're
afraid I shall enter for that blessed
competition and win it?" -

Toddy looked up at that.

“Bo you know about it, Bunter?” he
exclaimed.
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Bunter grinned.
*“I happened o hear Linley telling

© you about it,” he grinned. “It's rather

funny, really. Linley thinks he's going
to win five thousand quids; and rou do,
teo, Toddy. Likely—I don’t think!”
Why, vou fat dummy—"" -
“Likely, isn't it?" grinned Bunter,
“What hopes! Fan¢y you cntering for
a competition in which brains are re-
quired! You've got rather a nerve,
Toddy. T¥You're rather an ass, you

know. You don’t mind my felling sou,.

do vou, Peter, old—"

Crack!

“ Yooooop ™ _

Bunter had forgotten Peier Todd's
grim warning regarding the * Peter.”
Mo was soriy now—to gather from his
wild howl—that he had forgotten it.

“There, -vou fat &ss!"” soorted Peter,
throwing -the ruler on the table. guite
crossly, I warned vou, didn't I? I

don’t mind yvou calling me Toddy, or -

fathead, or. beast, or rotter, or cad, or
any old thing: it doesn’t werry me.
But I won't addressed as Peter by
vou, you fat grumpus! Got that®”

“Ow! Yow! Beast!” groaned Billy
Bunter, rubbing his head where the
ruler had cracked. “Oh, you awful
beast, Toddy! You call me Billy some-
times, don't. you, you rotter? _ Wow-
wow 1 =T

“Bhurrup ™ :

Peter Todd, breathing hard, geturned

to bhis newspaper again. Billy Buater,

still rubbing his head, sesated  himself

&t the table and gloweéred across &t him.
Peter Todd looked up alter & minufe.
“What about vour prep?” he asked.

“Aren't ¥ou going to do sny 7 .

“ Blow re?;n o

¥ But, é.ue{&l in- the morning—="
“Blow Quelchy, - too ™ unted

Bunter, . “ Look herea, Toddy, don’t ba

such o roean beast, you know. I know

Story of Harry Wharton] 8 Co. at
Greyfriars, describing Billy Bunter's

“*latest.”

all about that competition, snd I'm
jolly well going to have & shob ab it.

1 caélch just do with fve thousand
unds, L
“My hat! Could you?” ejaculated

Todd. The cool way Bunter referred to
five thousand pounds gquite took his
breath away.  But what the thump do
you know about footballers, Bunter?
I bet you couldn’t name a blessed single
popular footballer.” :

Bunter chuckled. :

"Couldr’t I% he said cuufidanﬂ:-.h
“That's sll you know, Toddy! A
regular footer fan like me——"

‘A whatter 7'

“Footer fan,” said Bunter seriously.
“No good thinking you could teach me
enything in that line, Toddy., I've seen
more First Leaguse matches than you'll
cver see, you knew. 1 always watch a
First League match every Saturday in
the summer wac.” ; .

“Ob, my hat!" gasped Peter Todd.
“Bure you don’t mean winter?” =

“Eh? Oh, wves: mean winter, of
courte, Toddy. Anyway,” said Bunter,
“I've already got four name: down.”

“Okh! Have you?” smaid Todds,
staring “Let's see them, Bunter?" ':

He reached across the table, suddenly
aware that Bunter had s peneil in his
fat hand and & sheet of paper on the
table before him. But the Owl of the
Remove was too quick for him. ;

“No, you don't, Toddy !” he grinned,
snatching the paper up. “"I'm not so
iully soft as all that! No fear! Think

'm going to let you copy.-my list, and
take the ah ¥ .

prize from me? Y
*You fat idiot !

" "Catch me!”. snorted Bunter de:
risivelv. . “Bee. sn¥ green in my eve,
Toddy? Yah! Whgﬁa— Here! Gimme

mg list back, you st I :
lynfer’s remarks ended in a howl as

Tre Maoxer LBrARY. —No. 934,

[Copyright ia the United States of America.]



' A JOLLY NEW YEAR TO YOU ALL, CHUMS!

—— g m—

Peter suddenly and very rudely
snatched the list from his hénd, Toddy
was not at all troubled by Bunter's
desire to enter the competition, nor was
ha at all likely to “copy ¥ Bunter's list
of famous and populer footballers, Hnt
ity wanted to see it nevertheless. He
thought it would be entertaining.

It was,

Holding the fat junior off with one
nand, Peter Todd looked at the four

anmes, Then he gas;ied.ﬂ_ our list
s thiz ¥ s

“Oh, my hat!
You've seen them

Bunter ¥
“ Four of them!
now, vou beast!” howled Bunter.

“0Of popular footballers ¥’ asked
Toddy faintly. :
“Yes, Gimme my list back !”

“But Immnan isn't & footballer!™
yelled Poter Todd. “He's a blessed
billiards-player, you footling idiot !

“Rot! Just shows how 1gnorant yon
are, Toddy,” said Bunter. *“No good
shouting at me, ‘Teddy ! know your
same ! Yon're trying to get me to drop
Inman so that you can use him yourself,
vou beast [ _

“But he isn't a footbailer, you ass!”
howled Peter. “He's a - blessed
lilliards-player ! And—— Great FPip!
Tilden! Why, Tilden's the American
[ewn tenniz champion, you dummy !”

“Rot! That's all vou know! 1 told
you you were ignorant of footer mat-

ters, Toddy. That just proves it. I've
:zen both iﬂl’l‘lﬂ.ﬂ and Tilden play many
a time"

‘“ At football ¥ z

“What else ¥ zneered Bu:l_ltﬁri};;]“ i1gt
do vou expect a thumping leotballer to
p]ag at, pe?rudd?—hfpsgntch? Yah!
Don't try to teach me znything about
footor matters, Toddy'! I know the
gama?a.nr.l its players inside out, you
anow,™

“0h, my hat! And yvou've got Jack
Hobbs down, too, Bunter! He's a
cvivketer, you—" - .

“Bosh! Bunkum! Rubbish!" said
Bunter. “You can't pull the wool over
my eves like that, Teoddy! I've seon
Hohbs play, too, and he's a jolly good
man, let me tell you! I've scen him
play centre-forward for—for Aston
Villa, vou know. He scored five goals

—scorchers 1

“Oh, crumbs! And—ha, ha, ha!l—
Steve Donoghue! Have you scen Bteve
Donoghue seore goals, too, Bunter?”

"Well, no. Hé's a goalkeeper, 1
foncy,” said Bunter reflectively. “ Ho
I ekkeepﬁ goal for Manchester City, I
think."

“Ha, ha, ha ! Bure he 1sn't a jockey,
Bunter

“0f coursa not! Nathing to cackle
at as far as I can sec, Toddy, you ass!
Go on—laugh! I ean see through your
gome, you rotter,” said DBunter indig-
nantlv. “Like your check to pinch my
list like that! Picking my brains, it
iz! If vou wee thoze names in vour
list., you beast, it'll be rank dishonosty !
Dishonourable, you know !

“Ha, ha, ha !’ roared Poter Todd,

Ile threw the paper back to Bunter.

“And you're going to send” those
names  in as  popular footballers,
Bunty?"" he chaked.

“Of course I am—with cight more,
vou know. I heard Lanley tell you
twelve had to be sent in,” explained
Bunter. “I faney it won't take me long
to get eight more with my oxceptional
knowledge of Lecapus foothall.”

“Put  those aven't footballers!”
shrieked Peter Todd.

“Rot! Don’t come it, Toddy!™

Petor Todd controlled himself with an
clfort.
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“You—vou ass, Bunter!” he said,
grinning faintlv. *“Theose four names
are not the names of footballers at all
And, in anv case, you've got to po by
the hist they give you. MHere, Tl let
you see the advertisement.”

He handed over the newspaper to
Bunter, who was looking rather taken
aback now. As a matter of fact, the fat
junior head only overlisard snatches of
the conversation between Linley and
Peter Todd regarding the competition
they proposed to enter.

“Thera you are, Falty!" grinned
Taodd, as Bunter read the notice. *Tho
competition’s called the Silver Ring
Ballot, and ii's in aid of a Lbig London
hospital, They
twenty fameous foothallers, and vou have
to chooso twelve, and shove them in
their order of popularity. There's a
first prize of five thousand quid, and
hundreds of other prizes.” -

“Oh, good " Lreathed Bunter, “Then
that five thou's mine, Toddy.”

He had been rather worrving as to
how he was going to make the twelve
up, and he had a suspicion that perhaps
Feter Todd was right reparding the
four he had already got, after all. g\"n’h&'.
with the names alrveady givenr it was as
Eﬂf-};ﬂﬁﬂ falling off a form! L

*But you've got to pet a ticket first,”
chuckled P{rtnr.gﬂ “Thﬁ:'ru half-a-crown
cach, Bunter.”

“Oh dear!” Dunter's fzee fell again.
"1 say, Toddy ald fellow,” he went on
dismally, “vou'll lend me the half-a-
crown, won't you?! I wouldo't ask you,
anly I've boen dizappoiuted about o
postal-order this morniog; it should
have comwe by the first post. I'm going
io complain to the postal authorities
about it. | pay ¥you out of my noxt
vemittance, though, Toddy.™

“Nothing doing, old fat tulip! Why
not ask the hospital people to wait until
vour postal-order comes for the half-a-
crown '’ asked Toddy. -

“They—they wouldn’t do that, youn
know,” gaid Bunter eeriously. *“I say,
Toddy, old fellow, look here! Lend me
the half-a-erown. and T’ll pay it back
with five hundred per cent interest——"

“You fat—""

“When I've won the f{ive thousand
aquids,” said DPunter ponarously. bt |
can’t say fairer than that, Toddy,
can 17 g

“Oh, dry up, vou fat ass!”

“ Are you going to lend me the money
or not, Toddy "

“Not! If vou ask me again I'll dot
vou on the boke, Bunter!"

“Beast! Mean beast!™ snorted Bun-
ter indignantly. *“If nobody else will
oblige me I shall blame you for it,
Toddy. Practically robhing me of five
thousand—ithat's what it amounts to!
Mean, I call it!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Will you lend me that paper to copy
the names out, then?” said = Bonter
warmly.

“Yes, I'll do that,” grinned Petor,
tossing the newspaper across the table.
“No reason why vou shouldn’t hand
the hospital half-a-crown, DBunter—
theugh I expect it will be soma other
idiot’s half-a-crown in any caze, Any-
way, it's for a good cause,”

‘' Beast 17

That was Bunter’s thanks as he took
the paper and started laboriously to
copy out the mames of the foothallers.
Theze were given in alphabetical eorder,
with a photograph of the footballer
above the name. The Iat junior copied
the names out, watched by the grinning
Peter Todd.

give vou a list of .

- ruler crashed against the d

He finished at last, and then he ross
to his feet.

“Hallo! Where are you off to now,
Bunter? asked Toddy, staring, as he
took the paper baclk:

Bunter paused at the door and blinked
back at his study-mate with lofty
:hg‘:ult}u :

“I'n going to try to find somcone
wha lsn't such a mean, stingy beast as
vou, Toddy!" he said, with withering
scorn. ' After -all, it's only what one
can expoct, though, of a blessed hard-up
mlmt;‘,r;tr 8 8on, you know, ¥ou're mean;
but it's scarcely your fault, Toddy, I
suppose. Anyway, you can keep your
blessed half-a-crown, and you can go and
eat eoke! I alwavs knew yom wera

rather a beast! Yah! I suppose—> -

Bunterp brak ff. to
leap through fhg n:lm:w:ln; Sl e

: It w
well he did =0, for ke

next instant the study
st, miss.
ing Bunter by au inch. When Petor
Tedd reached the door the mext secand
Bunter had vawished, and Peter re-
covered his ruler and closed the door,

breathing hard, Billy Bunter certainly
was trying at times te his long-suffering
studyv-male,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Half-Crown Wanted !

£ IVE holy i

“getr. out 1™

“Only  five Thob!™ urged

Bunter, “Deon’t ou
Iu];ﬁ‘is o vt be mean, you
Billy Buoter had looked in at Study
Ne. 1 in the hopes of * tovching * snmeﬁz
h::-:]rrY tim-irm
" ¥ou'll get no five bob out of u

fut lqﬁ!" IFPI:IE{{rliﬂii] Harry Wh:,ri:r::
reacinng  sigmificantly for the inkpot.
* (zood- :..'{s'!ﬁ > s

0hy veally, Wharton——"

“(rood-bye 1"

nr';}ﬂn.%;t- you TEtEH to a chap?” hooted
illy Bunter, keeping a w

s bk ping ary eye on

“Not to o chap whe wants to borrow
five bob," said Frank Nugent. :
~ “Especidlly o chap who's got no in-
tontion of returning ihe loan,” grinned
Bob Cherry, “Now, old fat barrel, roll
away, there's a good chap!  There's
nothing deing in the five bob line.”

"BJIIJ Bunter volled farther into Study
No. 1. It was really surprising how
mean the fellows were! & had onlv
jvst loft Peter Todd, who had refused
to lend him the moncy for a ficket for
I.tm ecompetition. and now here ware the
I'amous Five also refusing to trust him.

But Bunter felt-much more hopaful of
the Famous Five than he had done
abowt his own etudy-mate. He had
really not expected Toddy—who knew
him so0 very, very well—to Man him
half-a-crown, Indeed, so hopeful did
Bunter feol that he was now asking for
the Joan of “five bob,” which would buy
him  two lckels for the Bilver Rin
Ballot—thuiz making the five thousan
an absolute “ecert.”

“1 say, vou fellows,” he said indig-
nantly, “don’t be so jolly stingy, wyou
know! IP's most important—vitally im-
portant—that I should have five bob.
Now, there's five of yoa here—that only
:1}:&:;1]-&1 a bob a-piece, ¥You won't miss
that.” :

M We don't inlend to! Now, scat!”

“0Oh, really, vou fellows—"

“Clear out!” hooted Johnny Bull,

“Half-a-crown,  then?”  grumbled
DBumter. “That's only a tanner a-plece.”

“MWot a stiver, okl lardtub! We're
ot a  dashed Socialist board of
guardigns ! There's the door, Bunty |V
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But Euntér refused to see the door—
-Ehu;;:gh Harry Wharton pointed it ouf
o him.

“Look here, you fellows,” he said,
lowering his voice confidently, “I'm on
a Ecrily good thing, and I must have
half-a-crown at lepst. Lend me half-a-
crown, and I'l pay you back when——"

“Here it 15! grinned Bob Cherry.
“I knew it wouldn't be long before the
expected postal-order would be trotted

out.”
“I wasn't going to mention a postal-
order, Cherry,” =zaid Bunter calmliy.

“But as you
. mind paying you fellows back out of
my next; it's bound to come by the

morning's post, Or wvou can wait - for &

week ar so for your money. I strongly
advise you to waoit."

“Oh, my hat! Why?™
- “Because I'll be able to return the
. Ioan with at least a hundred per cent

interest then—five hundred per cent if
rou like!" i :

“Great pip! Make it a million per
cent, Billy ! chuckled Bob Cherrr.

“* Monerlenders always charge according
to the risk, vou know. A fellow who
lends vou cash deserves a million

cent at least.
~—lose his half-a-crown.™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“0Oh, really, do be serious, Cherry!”
said Dunter crossly. “1 simply must
have " that half-a-crown, you chaps.

was hoping to send in two attempts,
but I'll have to make the best use of

one ticket if vou chaps are going to be

mean and only Ioan me half-a-crown.
It's a cert, I might tell vou; and you'll
bo sorry that you've been such mean
beasts when the result of the winner 13

announced. Look here, I tell you
what——" '
“Yhat on earth is the silly ass gas-

sing about?’ exclaimed Harry Whar-

ton, staring at Bunter wonderingly.

. "What do yvou want the half-a-crown
for, Bunter?”

Billy Bunter chuckled.

“I dorn’t mind telling you chaps,” he
gaid., “After all, it's no good Fou
fellows thinking of entering for the
competition. It requires a EE“D".‘-‘ with
brains for a job like this. Toddy and
Tinley think they've a chance. Likely—

I don’t think! Hand me that half-a-
dollar, and I'll tell you.”
“Not much! You tell us the game,

Billy, and we'll see about the half-a-

crown afterwards.”
“Oh, really, you Eellows—"
1 think I ean goews what it .is™
rinned Bob Cherry. ™" IF's that _'Slihrtr
ing Ballot in sid of tha bospitals—
;fmpular footballers’ competition.  The
at ass thinks he's going to rake in that
fire thousapnd pounds.”

“Ohl That's it, is 1t?"

“Just that!” grinned Billr Bunter.
“1t's a5 easy a3 falling off & form to a
fellow like me, With my knowledge of
football and my judgment, I shall romp
home with that five thous.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

Al I want is the half-a-crown—if you
can't .make it five bob,” explained
Bunter earnestly.. “I sha'n't forget you
chaps when the cash comes; nmcggl Toean
to keep to my word in regard to the
percentage on the loan, I want to make
that guite clear, you fellows.”

“Good !* zaid Harry Wharton, ¥ Now
we want to make this guite clear, Bun-
ter. You're getting no five bob or half-
*-E-t%‘{?uﬂm of us. There's the doos]”

ve mentioned it, 1 don't

E:T
In fact, he'd lose at that

S

i

ummsm1tHIlIIHIﬂﬂ“‘ﬂlﬁﬁﬂﬂ_fﬂmfﬁ f

“There’s the door! Hook

“Then—then you won't
finance me!"” snorted Bunter,
“Why, you mean rotters,
vou're throwing away the
chance of & lifetime! It's an
absolute cert—not as if you
brainless noodles were trying
for it!"

“You cheeky fathead !

“It's selfish, too!™ s=aid
Bunter scornfully. “Isn't it
in a good cause? Only a
measly half-a-crown, too!
Besides, by refusing to losn
me the cash, you're practic-
ally robbing me of that five
thousand !

“0Oh, my hat!"

:::IEE nﬂt\; 1‘ﬂq.l_:lntdlgrstand thuahpm.itinn,"
sal unter, with dignity, *[ ou'll
drop this mean and selfish hﬁi{m.}:’

“You fat ass!” said Harry Wharton,
lnughing. “ What's the good of a dummy
Iike vou entering for it? VYou know
nothing about footer, or footballers. You
couldn’t name a single First League
player if you were paid to.”

“That's all vou know.. Wharton! I
suppose it's personal jealousy. You know
jolly well that there are few footer fans
with & knowledge of the game equal to_
nune. Though, mind you, knowledge is
not everything on @ job like this. Brains
and judgment arc the things, Luckily,
I've got all three, Now what about that
talf-a-crown **

“Oh, kick the fat ass out!” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“Buzz off, Bunter!” grinned Bob
Cherry. *“And take my tip, leave footer
competitions alone!- 3tick to competi-
tions for te]]ing whoppers and gorgin
grub, and don't worry wour fat hmﬁ
with things you don't understand.”

“1 tell you I do understand!™ eaid
Bunter warmly. “I know the names of
dozens of First League men, you awful
asges "

“What a whoppoer!” grinned Harry
Wharton, “I tell you what, Billy. Name
half a dozen, and the half-a-crown's
yours!®

“Ha, hal
Bunty gn

Bunter grinnad.

“You mcan that? he said calmly,

There's -a chance [urlignu,

* You don’t mind my telling you, do
you, Peter, old man——'"" Crack!
*Yooop ! "' Peter Todd hrought the
ruler down smarily on Bunter’s fat
sknll. *‘ There, you fat ass ! he|
said. *“1 warned you, didn't I? I
don't mind you ecalling me Tndd#; or
fathead, or beast, or any old thing
like that, but I won’t be addressed
as Peler by yon! Got that?”
{Fee Chapter 1.)

“You'll hand me half-a-dollar if I can
name six First Leagna players?”

" Just that!"” grinned rry; he [el
quite safe in doing that. e

“Done!" said Bunter.

He drew from his pocket the.list he
Lad copied from Peter Todd's paper,
and started to read out the names.

“Here!™ gasped Harry Wharton, "1
meant name them on your own—"

“Whell, aren’t I naming 'em " grinned
Billy Bunter.

e went on reading the names from
the list until he had read out the twenty.
Then he held out a fat and grubby band. -

“Hand over that half-a-crown, Whar-
ton,. pleasa!”

“Look here, you fat fraud!” snorted
Harry. *“¥You know jolly well what I
meant; I meant from memory, you fat
clam 1™
“You dido't say so,” chuckled Bunter,

ou sald name six, and I've named
twenty. You said nothing about from

THE Macywer Lisrany,—No. 034.
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THANKS !

.

You claim to be a fellow of
I keep you to
Hand over the

MEMmoTY.
your word, Wharton,
vour word, old chap.
cash,”

“Ha, ha, ha'™

Harry Wharton's chums roared atb the
cxpression on their leader's face, Buntber
had done what Le had becn asked to
da, and Wharton would have to pay
up, and take it smiling. Harvy Whar-
ton was a fellow of his word, even. when
dealing with Bunter.

With a rueful griv, he handed a florin
and a sizpence over to the grinning Owl
of the Hemove,
coins with a chuckle.

“That's all right, Wharton,” he zaid,
“Well, you've kept to your word, and
1'll keep to mine. TFive hundred per
cent. I said, dide't T7 Well, T'll make
it a thousand,” added Bunter gensr.
ously, “I can afford to do that out of
five thousand quid, I think.”

Y You—you fat idiat!™

“And now what about stamps® said
Bunter, with satisfaction. “1've got to
send a stmnPEd. addressed envelope for
the ticket—that means two stamps! And
I shall want a penny for the postal-
order. Which of vou fellows 13 going
ta ablige me with fourpence ™

“You-—you cheeky Owl!" ]

“I hope you fellows are not going to
be mecan again!”

“Wall, no reason why we should he
mran about the stamps,- anvway,” said
Bob Cherry, winking at his chums.
“¥Yes, you can have the stamps, Bunter

—as many as you like™ ]
“Oh, good! 1'd better—— Yoooop!
0Oh, you beast, Cherry! Ow! Gerroff!

Yarooooooh 1™ 3
Bunter yelled fiendishly as Bob Cherry
stampeod rd on both his tocs.

“Buck up, you chaps!” said Deb.
“Let's be aEtiging to DBunter.”

“Ha, hal Yes!™

“Yaroooooch ! Gerroff ! roared

Bunter. )

He danced about frantically tr:;m? to
avoid the stamping feet, as Harry Whar-
ton and the others jolned Bob in a
seramble to stamp on Bunler's . toes
From his yells thoy were obviously not
the stamps he had wanted. He tripped
backwards suddenly, and as he woent
down Harry Wharton stamped on him
with both feet—and with evident satis-
faction. But before the others could do
likewise Bunter leaped to his fcet, and
made & mad leap for the door.

He reached it safely, and vanished

into the passage again, roaring. The
Famous ive closed the door and
returned to their prep grinning. Ewven

Harry Wharton was grinning now., He
felt that he had had =ome payment for
his half-a-crown, at all events, whether
he ever got his thousand per cent on the
loan, or not.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Skinner’s Joke !

ié ODDY, old fellow i
Once again Billy Dunter

spoke in honeyed tones.

It was a day or two later,
and once again it was prep lime an
Study No, 7. DBut this time Peier Todd
seered in a little better humour.

He grinned across at his fat study-
nrate.

“Wall,- what is it, old fat man?" he
inquired, with a chuekle. *38till mug-
ging up famous footballers—what 1"

“Yes., Look here, Toddy——"

“You've pot your ticket, then?®”

“Veg; it came this morning, Foddy.
I say, you might belp a fellow—"
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Bunter pocketed, the.

“But I thought you were a regular
dab at the game, Billy ¥’ grinned Petec
Todd. *“I thought it was going to be
as easy as falling off a form to a chap
with your brains and knowledge and
judgment,’-

“0Oh, really, Toddy——"

35 ! thmlﬁht there was nobody whao
could teach you anvthing about Iirst
League footer, and the men who played
in 1t,” went on Peicr Todd remorse-
lessly. ™I thought you were a regular
footer fan, old bean!"

“0h, really, s0 T am, Toddr. DRut a
chap forgets, you kpow—especially x
chap with my numerous responsibilities
and setivities. I say, have you done
your list, Toddy?”

“¥es: and sent it 10 thys morning. ™

“Then look here, old chap. lE!-’mt
might help a fellow., You won't mind
tedling me in what order yon've put
them, Toddy, and which are the cight
vou've left out? I know you won™t
refuse a chap that, old fellow.™

“Well, my hat!”

“Not that I expect your offort’s any.

pood; in fact, I know it nust be utter
piffie,” explained Bunter, blinking seri-
ously at Peter Todd. “I think vou've
rather a nerve to expect to win any-
thing, old chap. Sull, it's another half-
a-crown in a good cause, that's one com-
fort. You're® rather a duffer at most
things, if vou don't mind me mention-
ing the fact, old fellow.™

Poter Todd grinned. He dido't mind
Banter mentioming that fact at all. He
was used to his %nt study-mate’s little
ways, and he much prefevrod erviticism
to Hattery—irom Billy Bunier. '

* Az for foothall” wont on DBanter
cheerily. It ‘makez mo railler smile
to think of you entering for a footer
competition—i1t does, really, Toddy. You
haven't the ghost of a chance, old chap.”

“And yet vou want to copy my list 7V

“ Not—ahem !—at all, "Faddy. I—I
merely wanted to see it. I tﬁmug]ﬂ; at
would be rather enitertaining, vyou

know.™

“Why, you cheeky ass—"

“All I want you to do, old chap, is
to make me out a copy of vour list—
just as vou sent it in. See?™
8o that you can send in the samo
list, eh?"" remarked Peier Todd grimly.

“That's it—I1 mean nunno; uot at all!
Just for—for fun. you kuow, Now, be
¢ sport, Toddy, old follow.™
- Peter Todd blinked at him.,

“Well, of all the checky asses, yon
take tho bun, Buutor!” he said, “Let's
have a look at your lizk. Ilave you put
any down yot?’

“None at all.” granted Dunter dis-

‘mally. “I—I say, Toddy, do help a
chap! I—I admit that it's not quite so
easy a3 1 thought, you know." -
- "0Oh, you admit that, de  youl™
chuckled Peter., ““Well, I'll tell yon just
what to do, Billy. Do what most peoplo
who enter competitiona de—shave any-
thing down and trust to luck.”

£ I;Dﬂk hﬂl'ﬂ""""-u .

“That's what most people do.” zaid
the cynical Toddy, “And I advise you
to do the same, Bunly.” .

“"T.ook here, Toddy, you beast,”™ said
Bunter warmly, “Think I'm poing to
do thatt Why, I'd rather spend my
-half-a-crown on grub. I that's all the
help you're going to give me——"

“That's all, n'lg top 1"

“You mean beast, Toddy 1"

“You've said that before.”

“Look hers, I'm not jolly well going
to waste half-a-crown like that!” howled
Bunter. “Are you going to help mo
or not, Toddy 1™

“MNot, old chap! Why pot try some-
mdghc zo, Billy? ‘T'ry Bkinner—he’s
entering tho competition, I beliove.”

“I've  already iried that Dbeast,™
groaned Bubter, "I practically pre-
mised him a thousand out of the five

thousand if be'd help me. He said he
would, and gave me a list of names. ™

“Did he"”

“Yes, It was all spoof, though, ey
woren't footballers at aill—1'm certain
they weren’t. He'd put Charlie Chaplin
down, and he's o blessed musicign; and
ho'd put Lleyd George- down, and I

happen to know that he’s a blessed
artist or somethidg; and he'd got
George Robey down, and I know for a

fuct. that he's a thumpine cricketer and
not a foothaller at ail. T knaw it waa
all spoof as soon as I saw she hist.,”

“1la, ha, ha ¥ roared Toddy.

“IV's nothing to laugh at, Toddy, vou
mean rotier ! 'The st wanted to write
thom down on wmy list, but T was too fly
for him. Anywav, it’s the dame with
everybody. I asked Bob Cherry thid
afternoon to give me a few tips, and he
tipped a bottle of ink over my head—
Erﬂtﬂndcﬂ I meant that sort of tip, the

cast! IPs sheer jealowsy; they don't
want me to win that five thousand.”

“Ha, hal THave you tried Linkev,.
EUIH:J-"'F Perlraps he'll let you copy his
list—porhaps 1

“Well, he mipght,” said DBunter.

brightening up, “I never thought of

him, you know, After all. he's soft. My
hat! Il try him. Toddy.*
“Do!™ grinned Peter Todd, “I'Nl

come along presently to gather up the
picces, old fat man.” § r

“Eh? Don't talk like an ass, if von
can't help being one, Toddy,” advised
Bunter. “Linley’s soft. He isn't such
a mean beast as you, you know. He'll
do it. Not that I blame you for being
mean, DPeter,” added Bunter kindly.

You can’t help being the son of a poor,
fifth-rato solicitor. T admit that. There's
S0Me oxcense—— Oy 1

Bunter’s flow of eloquence ecoased
alruptly and he jumpngqfnr the. door,
Just missing the cushion Toddy threw
at him as he did so. Peter nanally didn't
mind the fatuous Bunter's compli-
mentavy remarks; but there was a
limit, and Bunter had passed it. Hav-
ing wrenched open the door, Bunter
ilew for his life, just missing Toddy'a
boot by the fraction of an inch,

At the end of the passage Bunter
halted and retraced his steps quite un-
concernedly,. He was used to leaving
his study in hasie like that,

“Beast!” he grumbled. “Faney a
fellow refusing to help his study-mate
win five thousand quid! Mean isn’t the
word for it. Anyway, Tl try Linley.
He's only a measly sn[nﬂarnhip panper,
but be koows a lot about Leapgue foot-
lall, I believe. Here goes!”

And, stopping at Mark Linley’s study,
RBilly Bunter pushed open the door and
entered. Then he grunted. & Toom
wag-emply, Evidently Mark Linley and
hiz study-mates had gone down to the

Cominior-roon:,
“Just my luck agam!™ mumbled
Bunter, in disgust. “I'll go down and

sce—— Hallol My hat!™

Bunler's ¢yes had fallen on an en-
velope  on the table—a  stamped
anvolope, with an address that cavght
Buntoer's sharp oyes at once. It was im
Linloy’s neat handwriting, and it ran
as follows:

“To tha Appeal Bacretary,
St. Jeald's Hospital, London™
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“Phew ¥ murmured Bunter.
old Linley's ticket, of course. Ha's for-
. gatten to postiit,~I expect. T—I wonder
what hie blesged list's like?”

Dunter blinked at the envelope, and
a5 be blinked the temptation grew in
force, as it were.

“I—I think I'll have just a peep,”
murmured Bunter, stepping to the study
door and closing it, * th Linley must
be down in ‘the Common-room, so ‘must
Cherry and Hurreo Singh and Win
Lang, Here goes! I Imm-. Linley won't
mind; he's soft!”

Grnbhm & pen, Bunter inserted the
haft um:lar the flap of the envelope and
started to twist it gently.

It was open at, last, and Mark Linley's
ticket, containing the twelve foot-

ballers he had chesen in their order of

“0ld

populerity was at Bunter's mercy.
*0Oh, good!” breathed Bunter.

®

""_‘*-h;__ . T

Linley’s a jolly-eute chap, and I bet this
iz & corker, Bome follows would be un-
sCi _ul-:ma enough to pinch  thas,
Luckily, I.m not a fellow of that type.
I think Tl just copy one or two names
on my ticket, I know Linley won't
mind that, After all, he's not & mean
l:l-zm.E:i:r like Toddy. Juat—jual: one or
two M

And, dipping thp pen io the miipﬂh
Bunter co E&d one or two names in the
order Lin e_? ]md ﬁwen them, After
that, feeling he t just gs well make

o thorough job- ﬂf 1{: 'he copied the rest
unhl the whola twelve .were copie
down on Bunter's list—in the same urﬂet'
es Linley had written his.

“ After all,” mu:mumd Bunter, lt'
just .the same ag if old Linley had let.
me copy "em. T -know he would have

#1t's

-in his pocket.

-

2\ =
<

.

r-?:“

'I::ull:er‘s hair was mbhdlrumgg tél:@nl*\:!'l dusi,dn?d hiis head was ﬂppeh% tgaln and agaln
5 g and fum he was carr by the Removiles

to the top of the School-House steps and nﬁod eda
{See Chapter 4.)

the linoleum,

To down them, still roaring threats.

done that like a shot.
that. I—I think I'll use Linley's® en-
velope as I've not got & sta
He won't mind, 1 know. [—I’ll poat
his' to-morrow, It—it’s y & g
thing for Linley I came along. me
dlshnnﬁt c]mcf might have fnuql-:i it here
and destroved it, or put hisz wn nama
Some fellows ara like, at.

ha was mﬁ!l:r doing

on it.

And feelin
Linley & g

which was just the same . thin

-awith

. Bunter—he placed hls nwn ticket In
d' Linley's stamped, addrossed nuvaluE
a

and stuck the flap dawn again with
aid of the E:Jmpnh Then he. left the
study, with

He met El:mn;an Etﬂtt and Sncop ]u:u.'t.

He's poft and like

for mine.

turn—or pm{'.endmg £0,

inley’s: tu‘lmt crampled. u;:-

;:lu:i]llmg away fmm the letter-box in the

Skinner
velope in
* Just ting ¥ou
ballot, B‘ull?tzﬂ" he &

Bunta:- nodded and grinned in mtum,
“Yes. - You J-uai:- posted | rmtra-,

Skinner?”
1 ha.ﬂ.-n‘t mw:h

inned as he noted the en.
untar's fat hau-:! 22

tm-l:at for ihe

“Yes, old fat man.

'hnpa'ut' the five - thousand : now that

you've enterad, though, smﬂ
Skinner anlem.nly

““He, be, el Lllr.a j‘ﬂull w'm :|i.:r15"1
thing, Skinner " said 1".‘-3 ¥.
“YTou are an awlul ass wns.hﬂ hal f-a:

crown like thla, Skinner! ist i 8
THE-Mioxer anruil‘

'ﬂlmt:ar,
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corker, I can tell you. That five thou- failed. That fact guite sdttled Bunter's the other fellows also h‘Iini-:e:] at the

sand’'s an absolute cert for me. You'll
be sorry now that vou didn’t accept
my offer of & thousand for your help,
It's too late now, though.”

“Well, you never know your luck,
Bunter,” said Skinner gravely. *Even
duffers like me might win a small prize.
We shall know in a few days, I expect.
I say, what pames have you given,
Bunter ™

“He, he, he! grinned Bunter,
“That's telling 1™

Popping his envelope into the letter-
Irox, Bunter rolled away, =till g:rinr_ain%.

Skinner watched him go reflective r

“It would be rather a lark to help
old Bunter win a prize,” he remarked.

“Eh? What d'you mean, Skinnert"
asked Stott, who was already rather
puezled at Skinner's manner towards
the egregious Bunter.

“I mean what I say. Tt would be
rather a lark to send Bunter o letter
saying he'd won a prize, wouldn't it?"”

“YVes, but—" .

“Tt could be managed easily, 1
think,"” grinned Bkinner. *We could
typoe it on Quelchy's typewriter, and I'd

et my cousin in London to post it from
there—what 1" - .

“ RBut—but he'd guess something., Tt
wounldn't be on official notepaper.”™

“Rubbish! The fat ass would never
think of that—and lots of fellows
wouldu't, either, My hat! We'll do
it. Wouldn't the fat idiot just swank
round He might be wangled into
standing feeds and all that—by borrow-
ing on hiz expectations, as it were, 1"511_}.'-
way, it will be o lark! Come on. e il
do it."” :

“Ha, ha! ¥es, but—" i

“Come on, and shut up!” grinned
Skinner. *“Quelchy's out at Courthield,
I think. We'll do it now, and I'll post
the letter on to my cousin to-night.
Think what a sensation it'll cause af
Greyfriars when it's known that Bunter
has won a whacking great prize !V

“Petter not make it teo much,
though,” grinned Snoop. “.}l. might
make ehaps suspicious ab onee.™

“Wa won't: we'll just make it a cool
hundred quid!” grinned  Skinner.
“*Now, come ont”

Harold Skinner led the way to Mr.
Quelch's room. As Skinner expected,
he found Mr. Quelch out, but his type-
writer was on the table. Skinner soon
got busy, with Stolt and Snocop keeping
cave' in the passage outside. And that
night a letter went to London—a letter
that was to be posted from there to Billy
Bunter at Greyfriars, and that was fated
to bring joy—for a brief spacc—to the
lweart of William George Bunter.

That wight, also, as the Remove wera
disrebing in the dormitory, Bunter spoke
soriously to Peter Todd.

“Can you let me have the loan of a
pastage-stamp, Todd?” he asked. *De-
spite your shocking meanvess, I've
managed to get my ticket filled in, and
now I want a stamp to send it off with, 1
hope vou wen't be so mean as fo refuse
me this paltvy favour.' :

“Then there's something wrong with
vaur hoping machinery ! said Peter
Todd cheerfully. “You won't get a
postage-stamp out of me, Bunter.’

“Very well, Toddy,” szaid :Buut-er
warningly. “1f 1 gel the first prize and
Linley doesn't, then don't blame me:
it'll all bha your fault. Remoember that!”

“Fh! What the thump d'you mean,
vou fat porpotse t :

“Never mind !’ zaid Bunter darkly. -

And he rolled into bed, hiding a grin,
Iie hgd done his best to borrow a stamp,
and nobody could blame him as he had
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consclence now on the score of Mark
Linley's ticket. - '

How could he send it in withont a
stamp, when nobody would lend him
one or give him one? So Bunter's con-
science was quite clear noge ;

He had done his best, mh if Tinley's
ticket wasn't posted it wounldn't be
Dunter's fault. Certainly not! °

Bunter drn[:{red‘ asleep with a clear
conscience, and Linley's ticket remained
crumpled up in his pocket for that night
--and many nights after. DBut Mark
Linley wasn't likely to dream of that,
He had missed his letter on returning
to his study, but he had naturally sup-
posed that one of his e¢hums had kindl
posted 1t for him. It seemed the unlgr
gssshiﬂ cxplanation. Unfartunately,
inley mnever even thought of ]’,'-i]%:.r
Bunter, or another explanation might
have occurred to Lim.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Joy for Bunter [

URING the next few days Billy
Bunter fairly haunted the letter-
rack—a fact that coused much
hilarity in the Remove. Bunler

usually was very interested in the letter-
rack st any time, but the reason for s
cagerness now was perfegly clear to the
juniors. Indeed, Billy Bunoter made neo
secret of the fact that he cxzpected a
letter from Londen—a letter acquainting,
him with the fact that he had won a
whacking great prize in the Silver Ring
Ballot. '

That many thousands of others would
be entering such a gompetition, and that
the results were not likely to bo made
known for soma timo did not seem to
occur to Bunter, And even when Harry
Wharton and others kindly pointed that
out to him, Bunter refused to believe it
or to ceass haunting the
the hall. .

It was on the following Wednesday,
just after dinner, that Bunter’s patient
haunting was rewarded. Relling into
the hall, Bunter suddenly heavd his
name called, and found Bkinner & Co.
standing by tho letter-rack. There wera
several other fellows standing near, and
they looked round on hearing Skinner.

“Lotter for you, Bunter!” called out
Skinner Eﬂrﬂ%ﬁﬁ.ﬁl]j’. “Yeour gidds

ostal-order come at last, I expect.

ere it 43"

Bunter rushed forward—just in time
to catech the edge of the envelope with
his nose as Skinner tossed it over,

“Ow! You beast, Skinner! YWhatcher
want to piteh it at a chap like that
for?"*

Grumbling like this, Dunter stooped
ecagerly, and snatched at the lettor
which had fallen on the floor. He
p'-;icktd it up, and blinked eagerly at
1

Then he jumped.

The enw'rupe was a business envelope,
and the address—" W. . Bunter, Eaci L
Grevfriars 8chool, Eent "—was neatly
’E.;.Emd. The letter locked very business-
ike.

“M-mum-m

His eyes
excitement,

His pater’s office was in London, but
Bunter's ter rarely wrote from the
office; and he certainly never typed the
address. It was obviously not from his
pater—Bunter saw that at a glance,

Who eould it be from, then?

The Owl of the Remove blinked at the
letter. Noting his sudden excitement

_hat!* breathed Bunter,
airly shone with sudden

letter-rack in -

letter in Bunter's fat paws.
' Open it, Bunter, you ass!” suggested
Skinner, hiding e grin.

With a fat, shaking finger, Bunter slit
open  the envelope, and withdrew a
typed letter from it. Then, as his cves
seanned the missive, he jumped again—
& foot in the air this time, and yelled:

“Hurral! Great pip! Hirrah!”

“What the thump——" gasped Coker,
who was standing nesr. * Bunter—'

“IHurrah 1"

Y What

“Iurrah!? roared Bunter, dancin
about madly., “Hip-pip-blooming-well-
Lurrah '™ .
. Bunter danced aboub the hall like a
iumping eracker, still yelling with glee,
The fellows stared at bim blankly, with
the exception of Skinner & Co., who
seemed o bo highly amused at Bunter's
extrabrdinary antics. 5 ddenly Skinner
stiek ant his foot, and Bunter recled
backwards over it, and sat down on tha
linolenm with a heavy thump.

But Buntor scarcely seemed to feel it.
ITe leaped up again, and continued his
dance of joy. '

“Weoll, my hat!™

“What's the matter with the fat ass?"

“He's potty—pottier than over !
«"Hurrah!" yelled Bunter. “Hip-pip-
hurrah !

At that moment five jumiors entered
ihe hall. They were Harry Wharton &
Lo, and they fairly blicked at Bunter.
Harry Wharion caught Bunter suddenly
{-}-]? fat shoulder, and dregged lim to a
1alt.

“Whal's the matter, you fat idiot "
he demanded. “ Are vou potty 7 You'll
have all” the school here if you go on
kicking up that awful row!”

" Loggo, Wharton!” chortled Bunter,
his eyes dancing behind his big spectagles

with' glee. " CGreat pi~" A hundted
quid! A huondred blossed quidlets!
‘Hurral ™ :

* Bunter—"

“Hurrah!" chortled Bunter,
hundred guid all for nothing! Oh, my
hat! It's great-—ahsolutely spiffing!”

“You awlul fat idiot—

“A hundred quid!” gasped DBunter
delightedly.  “My hat! I told yon
fellows, didn't I? I knew I'd win a
thnmping prize!” :

“Great pip! You—you don't mean to
say yon've won a dashed prize in that
hospital ballot " almost yelled Tom
Brown. : -

Bunter ceased liz imprompty daneing,
breathless and panting, but beanming
with joy and happiness.

“Look at ib!” lﬁa gasped, waving tha
lettor before (he eyes of the staring
fellows. “A Inmdred quid! I expeeted
to win the five thousand, but that's good
enough to be going on with! He,
he, he! What price me nowi" _

» “You—you've won a hundred quid **
gasped Harry Wharton.

“Just that,” grinned Bunter, Lis fat
features glowing an  exultant. “One
hundred golden quidlets 1"

““Well, the fat fibber!” snorted Coker
of ihe Fifth. *It's utterly impossible,
vou young duffer! Why, there isn't even
& letter for me! Half a minute, thoug.
Just lemme sece that letter, Bunter? It
way be just a mistake.” .

He took the letter from Bunter's fat
hand. Bunter chuckled and watched
Coker's face gleefully, as the Fifth-
Former vead the letter. Coker was
rather slow; it took his powerful brain
somo time to grasp an-thing, DBut he
read the letter through at Fa.st. Then
he snorted, and loocked up. )
“The ally

T thought 0, he said.
idigls! Ii's & mistake—must bel'

".ﬂ
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“Bh? What d’ve mean, Coker " said
Bunter, with some anxiety. * What——"'
“It's a mistake,’” said Coker, looking
greatly annoyed. ““And vet I wrote :_ni

name on the tickel clearly enough,
s¢ they

can't quite make it out. I su |
at idiot’s.

mixéd my name with this
It's apnoying, though!* .

-Bunter made a sudden grab at the
letter. :

“Here—look here, Colzer !™ he howled.
“Ywhat are you gassing about?! That
letter’s for me, ain’t it7 And the prize
i5 coming to me! Gimme my letter,
vou awiul beast! Wharton, make him
gimme my lettar ™

= on! No need to get excited,
Bunter! I'm sorry you'll be disap-
pointed. But right's right 1" seid Coker,
shaking his head, his eyes pgleaming.
“My hat! A hundred quid will come
in nseful!™ . P

““But it's mine, you beast—the letter's
addressed to mo!"™ shrieked Bunter furi-
pusly., “Gimme my letter! Can’t you
soe 1t's addressed to me, you cad!”

‘““ And don't [ keep telling vou there’s
been aI mistake 7" snorted Coker im-

tiently. “1 suppose it can soon be
I];]:ﬁ right, thnu;ﬁ. O I'll write and
explain, and they'll send the cheque on
to me—sea?™ .

“But it's mine!™ shrieked DBunter
frantically. ;
“Rot! Bosh! Haven't I already told

yvou that T entered for the competition?”
said Coker, putting great emphasis on
the. personal pronoun, “Well, that’s
enough! How can a fat ass like you
win & prize—except for over-feeding?
Don't be an idiot! The prize is moeant
for me—must ba! Didn't I enter for
it? I'm rather disappointed, though, I
expected tho five tﬁluusnnd. But one
mist make the best of it, and be thank-
ful for the hundred quid,"

“You—yon awful—"

Coker held the fuming, almost hysteri-
cal Bunter back with a powerful arm.

“That's enough, Bunter!” he said
magisteritally. *I'm sorry; but thers it
12, 1t stands to reason that if there's
a prize for Groviriars, it's for me. You
can’'t get over that. You know I entered,
and that should be enough for you. I
muist say, though, that I'm surprised at
gmple making such a careless mistake.

L

hear idiotic slackness!

“Ha, ha, ha!™ -

Coker’s amazing altitude proved too
much for the juniors, and they howled
with laughter—with the single excep-
tion of Bunter., Coker always had a
great and sublime opinion of his import-
ance and capabilities; but his simple
faith in them to win him such a prize
was tonching. He had entered the com-
petition—that was guite enough! How
could 'he fail to win & prize with his
exceptional knowledge and brain-power !
And as a prize had come to Greylriars,
and az no other had come to Greyiriars,
then it naturally followed that it must
be for him, That it had been addressed
to Bunter was just a silly mustake—
mnst be! Besides, how could a fat, Fatu-

ous-idiot like' Bunter win a prize? It
was unthinkable [
But Bunter did mnot Taugh., He

F]uwemd at Horace Coker, hiz eves-

airl ling behind his big spectacles.
T.*t'uz::lIlr E:El;gmduga frantic rushgm grab his
letter.

Coker sent him back against the wall,
and Bunter- howled as tia back of his
Liead struck it hard. ; -

“Didn't I tell you that was cuough,
Bunter " said Coker, with some exas-
peration. *“No need for any fuss, that I
can see! It's just a mistake. I'il take
charge of this letter, and write to the
sillv.idiots at once 1™

- ment of what the letber contained.

Horace Coker started to walk away,
He did not got far, however; Harry
Wharton & Co. saw to that. The Re-
move juniors were greatly amazed and
exceedingly puzzled at Bunter's ﬁtntﬁ
seemed too much to swallow—lar too
much, They would almost have soon
believed that the great Coker himself
had, indeed, won the prize.

But that was not the point. The letter,
whatever it contsined, was Bunter's
pr:::{;ert-y; it waz addremsed to Bunter.
And they weren't likely to allow a Fifth-
Former to walk away with it in that
hiEh-h-andad manner. Not likely!.

Hold on, Coker !™ sald Hnrr;r Whar-

ton grimly, stepping in Coker's path.
“Hold on!” .
“Eh? What do you kids wanti"

ou to hand Bunter his
tu;i.!” said Harry, “1If
jolly soon make youl"

“You—you'll whatter?” spluttered
Coker, frowning. “Here, what's this
game? Haven't I told you that it's a
mistake? You heard me say the letter
was intended for me, didn't you? Well,
that's enough. Here, got out of my way,
you fags!™

“We want
letter back, ol
you don't, we'll
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With that, the great Horace swung
Harry Wharton aside, sending him, like
Bunter, against the wall with a thump.

That was quite enough for the Be-
movites—more than encugh. They were
always ready, perhaps, for an excuse to
rag Horace Coker, and here was a chance
¥mfi:..+ to hand with some justification
or it.

They swarmed over Coker like an in-
coming tide, and the burly Fifth-Former
;anilshed beneath them with a surprised

awl.

““Here—legpo, you young idiots! Why,
I'll jolly wel Yoooop !" roared
{'oker, as his head struck the lincleum
hard. “You young sweecps! Leggo!
Potter, Greene—you awful asses! n't
stand there grinning—— Yarcoocoooh !
Help! Drag the cheeky young fags off !
Whr, I'l— Yoocop!"

Crack, crack, crack!

“Wow " .

Coker’s head met the floor again and
again. Harry Wharton took the letter
from his hand, and threw it to Bunter,
who was bovering on the fringe of the
struggle like & cat on hot bricks, appre-
hensive of harm coming to his letter.

But though they had recovered the
letter and handed it to its rightful
owner, the Removites hadn't Bnished
with Horace Coker.

“ Taach the silly ass a lesson!"” gasped
Harry Wharton. “We'll see if he's

oing to steal Remove [ellows” giddy
ettega. There's much too much Eﬂker
here I"

Bump, bump, bump! 3 ;

“Yoooooop! Ow-yow !"” roared Coker.
“¥You young cads! I know what it—
ow-wow !—is. It's a plant—a plot to
collar my—yoooop !—prize! Gerroff me
—ow-wow | —chest | otter, Grecne—
help, you idiots!™ ;

But Potter and Gfeene gripned, and
strolled out into the guad. Coker had
undoubtedly asked for it, and his study-
mates were quite glad to see him getting
it. There was no help for Coker. His
face was rubbed in the dust, and his
head ru&ﬁﬂd again and again oo the lino-
Hhlmlm. ren, Etruﬁgimg an? fuming, ho
was carried to the top of the School
Houge steps and rolled down them, still
roaring threats and [ury. o,

At the bottom he sat up, gasping and
panting, and then he jumped up and
meade & wild charge up the steps. He
was promptly collared and rolled down
again, :

This time he did not attempt another
charge. He staggered to his feet, breath-
ing hard, and glared ferociously at the
grinning line of Removites awaiting
him at the top of thé steps.

“Oh, you—you little sweeps!™ he
panted. I won't tackle you again! I
refuse to lower my dignity by sorapping
with a lot of cheeky, grubby fags! But
you wait, that's .uli"!”

With that dark threat, Coker picked

his cap, which had been flung out
alter him, and staggered away in search
of his undutiful chums. It was extremely
likely that Potter and Greene were
boocked for & warm time when Coker
did catch them up.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

Great Expectations !

' O0OR old Cokert”

POt e
It was always “poor old
Coker !|” The fellows were very
sorry for Coker, because he was such an
awful ass—a fact he was blissfully un-
conscious of, of course! But their
sorrow did not ever prevent them from
dealing with the MIE ty Horace, for all
that. ker had to be {ce t in his place
for the general good of the community,
and also for his own good. A Fifth-
Former who persisted in treating Re-
movites as “fags " was not likely to be
Egpular with the Remove, especially a
lgh-handed and heavy-handed indi-

vidual like Horace Coker.

“Now that awful idiot iz disposed
of,” chuckled Bob Cherry, as the juniors
crowded back, laughing, into the Hall,
“wa'll see what unty has to say for
himself. If this thumping letter is more
of his spoofing—" ) :

“1 say, you fellows, it's genuine
enough 1 grinned Bunter. Now Coker
and his claims had been dealt with,
Bunter was himself again. “ It's an abso-
lute fact that I've won a giddy hundred
guid. Look at the letter; isn't it too
spiffing for wordst"

Harry Wharton took the letter, and
as he glanced at it he started. The letter
certainly looked very businesslike and
official. It was neatly typed, and 1t was
typed on good paper, in the top centre
of which was a fairly large monogram
in hlack letiering, the most outstand-
ing letter of which was an “H"; the
other letter was a “J.”

“Myv hat!” said Harry Wharton.

He read the letter. It ran as follows:

“3t. Jeald's Hospital,
- Y London.
“PDear Sir,—I have the greatest

leasure in acquainting you with the
act that vou have succeeded in winning
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£100 fﬁne hundred pounds) in our Popu- the Remove. It; was also useless. Inhere's a ehiance to do a bit of busi-

lar Footballers' Competition, otherwise
the Silver Ring Ball-:ﬁ. : H
“Qur representative, . Mr., 1. M.
Renniks, will visit you to-morrow dfter-
noon, dt about five o'cleck, in order to
hand to you the cheque in person,
“May I take this opportunity of con-
gratulating you upon your success?

“Yours hiﬂifull%,
“(Bigned) W. T. Hops,
“ Appeal Secretary.
"W. . Bunter, Esq.,
" Greyiriars School,
“ Koot

That was the letter. It was no won-
der Harry Wharton blinked at it with
wida-gpen mouth. Almost dazedly he
handed it round to be read.

“Well - grinned Bill;.r Bunter,

“Well, my only hat!

With  varied expressions of amaze-

ment, the juniors read the astonishing,

letter in turn. Then they . loocked at
William George Bunter—now, appar-
ently, a8 man of wealth.

“Bunter ! ejaculated Beh Cherry.
“My hat! Fancy an ass like Bunter
winning a8 whacking prize like that!”

* Amazing !

“Bheer luck, of course!” said Skin-
ner, shaking his' head. ““Bunter
conldn’t pnss%bl:.r hava won it by skill,
or any other way, It's sheer luck—
fools' luck 1™ T

“{h, really, Skinner——"

“I—I suppose it's genuine enough™
enid Harry Wharton in.puzzled ' won-
der. * Bt it's jolly soon for the results
to be apnounced.’

““Yes, rather!”

“But—but  therd it is"" said Bob
Cherry. “I suppose - they have a
thumping big staffi to deal with -the

entries. It—it must be genuine”

Harr% Wharton looked at the latter

again, _

“"Tt'z rather queer, for all that,” he
said, wrinkling his brows. ~ “It—it
can't be “spoof, 1 suppose—a practical
joke ! There's no printed address—it's
only tj'le:L But that monogram—it's
*J. H. certainly, though it's rather
a gueer way to put it,’I think. T sup-
pose hospitals do have crests and mono.
grams and things?”

“Blest if I know!” grinned Bob
Cherry.” “But it logks like it from
that. The *J." is for Jeald's, and the
“H.! for hospital, of course.”

*“I think 1t:a spoof,” said Mark Lin- -

ley in his -I?LIIEt way. " Anybody might
get hold of paper with a monogram
like that. The results can't be out yet.”
“But the envelopa shows the London
mark,” said Tom Brown doubt-
ull.,. “What about that? If it is
spoof it can't be a fellow from Grey-
friars, anyway."”
“Hardly likely,” said Harold BSkin-

ner, "It's genune enough, I think.”
“Same here,” said Stott seriously,
“Just fools' luck! ¥You lucky fellow,
Bunter !” .
“Of course it's genuine!"” said
Burmter watmll;.“. “Take no motice of
Linley, you fellows, . He's jealous—

ealous becavse he hasn't won a prize
imself. I'm sorry, Linley,” added
Bunter, turming to Mark Linley
loftily,. “I'm sorry you've won
nothing, use I know yon need the
money more than I -do, being a
poverty-stricken scholarehip chap.  But
there it is—brains. and judgment
always count. Ability always comes
out o top. I'm sorry, but there it 15"
y?ﬂu ﬁ%asg - IJI‘

Mark Linley turned away, forcing a
smile. It was impossible to really
gngry with the fat and fatuouas Ol of
neE Macner Ligrany,—No, 934,

gasped Harry.-*

*linking his_arm in that of the fat

cat!
.¥ou lend me ten bob until

any e¢ase, Linley felt quite certain that

disillusionmont was coming to Bunter
saoner or later. He felt certain that
the letter was-a hoax. : .

But few of the other fellows though
#0, They knew little or nothing in
regard to competitions, and they had
never seen & letter [rom a hodpital, so
they had nothing to draw comparizons
from, ‘The monogram, at all events,
gaye the.letter & wvery official look.
Astonishing as it soemed, the fat and
obtuse Billy Bunter had won o prize
of one hundred pounds in a competi-
tion where some knowledge, if not
skill, was required; It secmed astonish-
ing—but there it was!

They ervowded round Billy Bunter,
congratulating the “beaming hero of
tha heur. A fellow with a hundred
uid to throw about was ecertainly a
ellow to be friendly with. -

Skinner & Co. were more enthusiastio
than anyone to pat DBunter on the
back, and to tell him lhow glad they
were and what & really fine follow
they had always thought him.

Skinner & Co. had gool reason not to
have expectations [rom Bunter, but
they falt it as well to lay it on thickly.
Besides, there was always the chance
that Bunler might manage to raise
cash on the strength of his expecta-

“tions. In that case——

“Prear saitl Skinner,

old Bunter,”

jumor. “I knew you would do it
Milly old man. I'm only astonizshed
that the five thousand hasn’'t céme your
way, It must be & mistake, BT
ose.  Anyway, a hundred quid will
o useful.™

“He, he, ho!” chortled Bunter. “1
say, you fellows, I''n not going to be
mean about this. T shall stand a series
of extenzive feeds when my postal—I
mean, when the cheque comes. At
the moment I'm rather hard up—
stony, in fact. I'd stand you all a feed
now if some.fellow will loan me a quid
or so until five!™

Banter spoke with quiet dignity,
and he blinked round him with quiet
dignity. There was rather a strained
silenco. = Bunter had certainly got
money coming to him, but—but lend-
ing the Owl of the Remove money was
no joke. Ewven Bunter's dignity Ffailed
to produce the fellow who would loan
him a gquid,

"1t's rather rotten being so short
with all that cash coming to me in an
hour or so,” said Bunter. “However,
it doesn't matter at all. Not a bit.
Mrs. Mimble will give me credit like a
shot when I show her this letter. It'a

Tather exasperating, though, having io

humble oneself by asking the mean old
I say, Wharton, old féz!]uw, can
ve??l
Harry Wharton grinned and shook
his head.

““Not much,” he said flatly.

“What about you, MNugent? You're
not such & mean beast aa Wharton ¥
“I'm meaner,” said Franky. *“Much
meaner, old chap!™

_ “Beast! What sbout you, Bulf—:—
just until five?" : ;
“Oh, rats! Wait until five, vou

greedy fat ass!™

“Oh, really, you follows, I must say
I'm rather surpriged | said Bunter sor-
rowfully. “I'm offering to stand the
feed, sren’t I? YWhat about you,
Browney 7" -

" Nothing about me, old chap—not a
penny.’

% You, Cherry i
*“When the cheque comes, Billy,”
rinned Boh Cherry. “Adk Fi ¥

there, Bunter! Now, Fishy, old chap,

nesg

“Ia, ha, hal® :

“Waal,” ‘said Fishy T. Fish, the
Transatlantio IJ'L.II:Iiﬂr,., rubbing his leng
nose reflectively, “1 reckon 1 might do

a it of business with Bunter now vou
mention it,  Yep! If Mrs. Mimble
won't give Bunier eredit, I "kinder
guess thiz hyver galoot will loan him a

quid—-=" :
At n thousand per cent, interest!”
grinned Cherry. s
“Yen stow the chin-wag, Chorry,”
said Fishy, slipping a thin arm in
Bunter's. I reckon this hyer deal's

Lbetween old Bunter and tlis critter.
Yepl Como along, Bunter.

“Good man, Fishy ¥, grinned Dunter.
“Come along, chaps—my treat! Whar-
ton and Cherry can come slong, too—
I' don't bear malice, you fellows.
That's not me. . You've treated me rot-
tenly, and you're all mean beasts, but
I'll forgive you. I'll overlgok. your
shabby conduct. I'm going to heap
coals of fire on vour heads now that
I've plenty of Mﬂ'ﬁf’ ! ;

“Thanks, Billy!” grinned- .Harrr
Wharten, “But I'd rather wait until
the hundred quid actually. arrives.

Comne along, chaps!”

And Harry Wharton led the way to-
wards tho footer field, his chums *and
several other fellows following, TFew
of them doubted the genuineness of the
letter, but none of them intended to
sponge on Bunter—or, at least, they did
not propose to accept hia  hospitalite
when 1t was supplied with borrowed
money. . ),

But there were plenty of other fel-
lows who had no such scruples, and they
accompanied Bunter wi]Iingf enough
to the tuckshop, Bunter swanking and
crowing at the head of the little pro-
cession, and with Fishy and Skinner
linking arms with him. i

MNow Fishy T. Fish had guaranteed
the “quid * there was a decidedly good
DTNEEI::I:- of a feed in the offing, so to

speak. And as there were also decidedly
good prospects of many more such
“foeds ” to come—when the cheque did

arrive—Dunter's suddenly acguired pals
decided to stick to Bunter closer than
& brother.

“ Now, come on, you fellows!” called
Bunter cheerily, as the crowd arrived at
the tuckshop.  “You'll find there's
nothing mean about me. Here we are—
pile in, chaps.” ;

“One moment, Master Bunter,"” said a
ETIN VOILCo. g

It was Dame Mimble, and the old

Auckshop hl:lg.? blinked suspieiously—very

suspiciously indeed—over the top of her
speotacles at Master Bunter and at the

swarm of hungry fellows behind him.

“Before I begin, to serve snyone,
Master Bunter,” went on the tuckshop
dame, "I wants to know who's going to
pay? That's flat, sir.” :

“Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble,” gald

Bunter loftily, “1 am, of course. At
five o'clock I shall have enough quids
to b our stock up, lock, stock, and
barrel, Mrs, Mimble,"
' "That may be.” said Mrs. Mimble,
with n sniff. “But five o'clock isn't
now, Master Bunter. T have had deal-
mgs with you before, sir. Tlnless you
can pay cash down, I shall be oblighd
to refuse to serve any of your friends,
You already owe me more than fifteen
shillings—" _

"“Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble—"

“Until you've paid me that fifteen
shillings, Master Bunter, not & crumb
or & drop can you have: and that's
Hat 1" '

Bunter gave a snort of indignation.
He was about to produce the lotter in
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support of his statement, but just then
Fisher T, Fish took a hand.

“I reckon yew ken shove that letter

back in your pocket, Bunter,” he
grinned. “I kinder guess this hyer’s
where I nosey in with the chips.”

He fAourishcd a pound note before
Mrs. Mimble's eves, and then he
planked it down on the counter.

“I reckon I can wait until five if Mrs.
Mimble won't,” he said, with a chuckle.
“And I reckon DBunter won't mind put-
ting his signature to this hyer 10 U for
tweniy-five - bob? Right! Yew can pile
in, you galoots.” .

“Food man, Fishy !®

“Hear, hear 1™ N

“Cleers for Fisher T. Fizh !*

“Ha, ha, ha !”

The cheers were given amidst greak
laughter,” and then the company of
“galoots ¥ piled in quckly ennu%h.
And after loftily signing the T O U for

twenty-five shillings, Billy Bunter also

piled in with & will.

When the pound note was exBausted,
Fisher T. Fish eagerly produced another
at tho same rate of interest as the first.
Like Skinner & Co., the Transatlantic
man of business felt that he waz on a
f‘gy:d thing."

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Representative !

T ALLS, ballo, hallo! What the
thum i) =
: “What's on now?®” gasped
' “Johnny Bull.

“Something o
said Harry Wherton, nodding. “ Bunter
geems=— Oh, 1 seol
hundred quids,” added Harry, with a
laugh., “"The c’hlap's are waiting for that
giddy representative to turn up.” -

“Phat's it 1 : : !

The. Famous Five had just come in
from foater practice, yuddy and cheery
and hungry. They were surprised to
ind a big crowd of fellows—mostly
Eemovites, but with guite a sprinkling
of seniors among them—waiting by the
gates—or, rather, they were surprised

until the explanation dawned wupon
Harry Wharton. .
“Come on, chape,” he grinned. “I'm

jolly curious to see that giddy represen-

tative,”

on, without p doubt,” '

It's Buntei's

g

— =

“ Hold on,

a sllly mistake, sir,'" went on Coker,
ma.!‘l

sir | ** roared Horace Coker. ** Belore you hand over the hundred |

quid to Bunier, I want you to listen to me."”

‘‘ That hundred quid ought to have eome to

“ Indeed,”” murmured the rusty _

** Because I entered for that competition as well as Bunter ! ** explained Coker.
{8ze Chapter 6.) ;

“* Really, but, bui——"" ** There's

gentleman. ** And why, pray? "™

“¥You think it's epoocff” ejaculated
Frank Nugent. .

“Well, that letter scemed genuine
enough,” said Harry Wharton. " But—

‘but a fat ass like Bunter winning a

hundred qud wants some swallowing.
I can’t_help feeling that there's some-
thing fishy about 1t. Anyway, we'll soon
km.“_..l?‘

With that Harry Wharton led his
chums towards the gates and they joined
the crowd® there—a crowd that was
ruwinﬁ every minute. The fact that
illy Bunter—that fat ass, Bunter!—
had won a big prize in a competition,
had caused a sensation, and in addition

to Harry Wharton there were guite a.

number of “doubting Thomases.” But
both believers and wunbelievers were
curious and eager to see the arrival of

the representative and the handing over

of the hundred pounds. T gl

Foremost amongst the crowd in the
old gateway was the hero of the hour—
Billy Bunter, to wit—and his fat face
was swelled with importance, and ablaze
with exeitement, as he blinked out along
Friardale Lane. A

“I say, you fellows,” he said, I wish
the chap would buck up. I'm getting

-jolly hungry.”

1a, ha, ha!”
* Nothing to Taugh at so far as I can

‘moon 13 onl

see,” gaid Bunter, with some dignity.
“I might tell you fellows'that that little
snack I stood in the tuckshop this after-
the beginning. When I
get the hundred quid I'm going to stand
the biggest gpread that ever was. I
shall engage the villuge institute for the
celebration, and I shall invite every .

fellow at Greyfriars to the spread.

Thera's nothing
know.”

n-Hﬂl; i.Eﬂ.]"I,” murmurédﬂﬁbcherrr

_ “Oh, really, Cherry, I shall refuse to
mvite you if you don’t treat me with
proper vespect. My hat! I say, you
follows, who's this coming along 1 ;-

Bunter's dignified raproof ended.in &n
excited oquestion as the fat youth
limpsed & figure approaching down tha
ane. - It was that of & stranger—and
ruther & queer-looking 'stranger. - He
was short, and ancient apparently, and
he wore long heir and'a Eeard.-'in addi-

mean about me,  you

tion to & rusty pair of black trousers,:

a rusty frock-coat, and an -egually
rusty silk hmt; he also carried a rusty-
looking handbag and a green unibrelia
of ancrent design, A
“(Gireat pip!” gasped  Bobt Cherry.
“YWhat a lg!u_'. ! FTEM can't be the ehql{,
Bunter. He'd come in a taxi, anyway.”

THE MAiGNET L1BRARY.—No, 934,
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But Bob Cherry proved to be wrong

re.

The swarm of fellows blinked
turwously at the ancient figure as he ap-
pma.chgs,

“Ha's coming here, chaps,” breathed

unter, -

_ He was, The rather shabby-locking
individual approached the gatos, blink-
ing about him short-sightedly through a
ht_lﬁa pair of spectacles that rivalled
Billy Bunter's own in size. He stopped
before the crowd, and bLlinked genially
at the Greyfriars fellows.

. “Is thia Greyfriars School 1" he asked
in & curicusly high-pitched voice.

A score of voices acquainted him with
the fact that it was.

. "I am excecdingly gratified to hear
it,” said the stranger, “The walk from
the station was much longer than I had
—hum !—anticipated, or HI would have
engagoed a taxi. However, would one of
you young gentlemen kindly inform me
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“Hold on!” he exclaimed grimly.
“Hold on, sir, Before you hand over
the hundred quid to -this fat idiot,
Bunter, I want you to listen to me.”
“Really ! But—but——" e
“I'll explain,” said Coker, glaring
round as a faw chuckles went up.
“There's been a silly mistake, sir; that
hundred quid ought to have come to
me, "
Indeed I murmured the rusty gen-
tloman, *“ And why, pray

“Because I entered for that competi-
tion as well as Bunter,” explained
Cokor, "“Seei"

Coker uttered that as if it quite ex-
plained the situation. He—Horace Coker
of the Fifth—had entered for the com-
petition, therefore the prize should have
come to him if anybody. That much
was obvious to Coker.

“Bless my soul ! .

Renniks, in some alarm,
been a mistake——"

exclaimed Mre
“If there has
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48 to the whercabouts of a boy named _

Bunter—William George Bunter I”

“Yes, rather !

“Here he 15—larger than life "

“Ha, ha, ha!l®

“Yes, hore I am!" grinned Billy
Bunter cheerily. "“Are you Mr.—Mr.
Renniks 1"

“That is my name,” said the stranger,
beaming at Billy Bunter. * And you are

aster Bunter—hey? I sce it is gquite
unnecessary for me to explain what my
visit to this school means?"

“Quite " grinned PBunter. *“Youi—
vou've brought the hundred guid, sir.”

“Exactly! You aro an exceedingly
fortunata  youth, Master Bunter,
Before presenting you with the hundred
pounds, however, Master Bunter, I
should like to—?"

Mr. Benniks paused a3 a rugged-
featured senior pushed past the gleeful
Billy Bunter and faced him.

It was Horace Coker; and in addition
to looking wrathy, the great Horaco
was looking very determined.

Toe Maicxer LiBrany.—No. 934,

“Don't you believe him!" hooted
Billy Bunter, glowering hunnishly at
Coker. “The awful rotter is only try-
g to rob me of the hundred quid. I
say, vou fellows, don’t let that Fifih
Farm beast rob me ! %

1 reckon Coker had better keep off
the grass,” said Fishy warmly,

“Hear, hear! You clear out, Coker !

“That's it, you fellows, make him
clear ont 1"

“Why, vou fat ass!” snorted Coker.
He made a stride towards Bunter, put
Snoop placed & foot in the way, and
Coker sprawled over it. He jumped up
again, and made & savage rush at
Eﬂﬂ-ﬂp.

“Back up, Remove!”
dodging frantically.

And the Removites backed up quickly
enough. A dozen hands grasped Coker,
and he went crashing down with a
furious howl. In the grasp of the grin-
ning Removites he lay there struggling.
furiously and yelling for help to his
henchmen, Potter and Greene., But
Potter and Greene had discrectly retived

yelled Snoop,

mmmmnwmmimmmMmuq

—they did not see why they should get
ragged in Coker's gause,

But before anything further could
take place, Mr., Renniks intervened,
with upraised hend. His ecyes were
gleaming queerly.

- “One moment, boys!™ he called, his

voice sounding exeited. *Did I hear
ou refer to this—this youth's name as
roaker, or Coker 2™

M Coker, sirl”

“ Coker—the silly ass!?

“ Coker—the born idiot 1

A dozen voices assured Mr. Rehniks—
with many remarks, uncomplimentary
to Coker—that Coker’s name was, in-
deed, Coker.,

“Bless my soul!” gasped the rusty-
looking gentleman, blinking down at the
grovelling, fuming Fifth-Former. “8o
—s0 this is Joker—I mean to say,
Coker—so this ia the fortunate fellow.
FPray allow him to rise, boys, in order
that I may tender my hearty congratula-
tions. ™

"Great pip I ;

“What the thump—*

Bo astonished were the juniors that
they rveleased Horace Coker, thus allow-
ing him to rize. So astonished also was
Horaco himself that he did not think of
vengeance—he just blinked at Mr.

enniks.

That gentleman Jlooked at Coker
alimost with reverence. '

“My dear, fortunate fellow,” cx-
claimed Mr. Renniks effusively, takin
{l‘nkur*a"hand and pumping it up ang
down, “pray allow ine to congratulato
youl on your exceedingly great good for-
tune. It is not given to many persons
to win five thousand pounds at ono feil
5wmé).”

Fi h' El‘{:ﬂt pip Ir“
_There was a buzz of excited exclama-
tions at that, Coker gaped.

Fuf-five thousand pounds?’ he stut-
tered dmd:{.  “Wha-what  d'you
mean? I—I don’t understand "

o Dless my soul!” said Mr, Renniks,

You do not understand, you say?
Strange—very strange! Your name is
Cdker?”

“Yeos, yes!"

_::H{:rate Coker?

Yes, yes—Horace Coker. I entered
for the competition I stammered Colker
eagerly, almost frantically, _

‘ And you have not received a lotler--
a communication acquainting you with
the fact that you had won this great,
this enormous prize, Master Coker ™

Horace Coker licked his lips—he was
almost trembling with excitement,

“No!" he gulped. * But—but I knew
there’ was & mistake. It—it looks as if
it is a bigger mistake than I had sup-
posed, sir. Great Scolt] Do you mean
to say——"'

“It is strange—vory strange!” mur-
murcd Mr. Renniks, rubbi is rgther
long nose thoughtfully, * oszibly" the
letter has been delayed in the post—
possibly not. It zlmu%d have como by
the same post as Master Bunter's com-

munication.  Strange—ver strange !
And you have heard nﬂﬂl?ﬂﬂ' of your

great good fortune, Master Coker

“ Nun-nunno | Not a word 1" gaspod
the bewildered Coker. *“Is—iz it—can
it be truei"

“* My dear fellow, I can guite under-
stand that the groat news has over-
whelmed you. I am execeedingly grati-
fied that I am honoured by being the
firat to mngrutuiatu you, _however.
Though my object in visiting Greyfriars
was, of course, in order to hand ﬂaﬁter
Dunter his more modest prize, yot I was
hoping I should alsor have the oppor-
tunity of secing you and congratulating
you in person on behalf of the—the
committec,”
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“But—but—— Then—"

“As you will understand, of course,"
resumed Mr. Iicnniks, with a wave of
his gloved hand, “it would be scarcely
advisable for me to bring a cheque for
such a huge sum in person—you will
understand that, of coursc. o five
thousand pounds will be placed o your
account in & London bank, and you will
fthen ba able to draw upon it as you
- pleaze, Master Coker. You understand
that, of coursai"

* Of—of course!” gulped Coker,

“All this was, of course, explained in
the lotter vou should—ahem !—have reo-
ceived, Master Coker. The matter of
Master Bunter's little prize, however,”
went on the rusb:,r-lm]‘:ing gentleman,
patf;i:rJ‘g* the blinking Bunter on a fat
shoulder, ““is much simpler. I shall be
leased—nay, delighted, to hand the
wiidred pounds to Master Bunter

during my visit,"”

"HBLII'HEI!"

“Good old Bunley !

“Hurrah !

Me, Ienniks beamed round at the
;unim's. He did nob scem to note the
act that most of the cheering was de-
cidedly - ironical,” He wailed until the
cheering and lnughler had subsided, and
then he blinked about him., y

“You shall have vour prize without
delay, Blaster Bunter,” he squeaked,
patting his leather bag. “ Bub as this
15 searcely the place for such a presenta-
tion, may I suggest that you lead the
way to a suitable building? Al! That
Imﬂdinﬁ over there will do nicely—very
nicely ! ;

“That's the tuchkshop, sirl” gasped
Danter. :

“Eplendid!  The very place!
ilear old school tuckshop! How it brings
Lack momorics of my boyhood days!”
said My, Rennikz, “How I should love
to celebrate my visit hero by enterlain-
ing all you boys to a feast of good things
in that dear old tuckshop yorider!™

“Ciood for vou, siv!" : .

“Hear, hear!”

“Unfortunately,” resumod the old

entleman zadly, I have brought no
unds with me this afierncon—such a
rourze is, unhappily, impossible on this
occasion. I have no donbt, however”

ﬁid ed  Ale. Renniks, heaming upon
orace Coler, “that our fortunate
frieniel here will in due course, if

not to-day, celebrate his great luck by
taking the course I sugpest and entor-
tain vou all., Dear me, dear mel It is
just what I should have enjoyed doing
1ad I been in his place.”

“Hear, hear!”

“What aboud it, Coker? roared Bob
Cherry. *Play up like a little man!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker flushed io the rools of his hair.
Ho was flustered, and he was dazed and
bowildored. Five thousand pounds!
IHe could searcely believe it yet.

‘* Look—Ilook here!"” he stammered,
his rugged features red, but Aushed with
joy. “If it's true—if I have won that
hvu thousand quid, then I'm not the
fellow to refuse that—mot likely! In
fact, I had already determined to stand
a great spread if [ did win i, Buf—
but——"" -

“Hurrah!"

¥ Good old Coker ™

“I knew it!" beamed Mr. Renniks.
“] saw &bt once that wou would be
encrous in your hour of victory. You
ook a generous fellow, Master Coker,
You must forgive mi‘ suggesting such
a course, of course, It would have de-
lighted me to have joined all in such a—
ahem '—spread, as vou eall it—especially
this afterncon, when I am so excessively
fatigued and oxhausted after long
journey.
will 4

The

But possibly Master Bunber
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Ho paused. Coker fell that cvery
eyc was upon him, and he Bushed again
hotly. wﬁﬁt could he do, after hearing
that firom the represéntative—tho fellow
who had brought him such glad tidings?

To have allowed ihat fat and notori-
ously mean fag DBunior to sland -the
spréad while he stood by was not to be

ought of. Moreover, though a fellow
of mani' faults, Coker was a most gencr-
ous fellow—geonerous to a faull, so to
speak. And he had plenty of money
in his pocket; Coker alwavs had.

There was only one thing to be donc.

“"Look here, wait a minute!” he
gasped, “It's—it's all right! 1'll
stand the spread, of course—at oncoe.
You can all come along to thé tucksho
now. I don’t usually %-mid. with stand-
ing feeds to cheeky fags; but I don't
mind ‘overlooking my principles at a
time like this. ‘This—this way, Mr.—
Mr. Renniks!™

digmfied,

M fellows.”

hl:zamingii}' to the rusty-looking gentle-
man, and led the way lowards the tuck-
shiop, his head held bigh, his tread
' It was a great day for
Horaco Coker—so far! And after him,
in a grinning, cackling swanin, went the
otter and Groene made a
last desperate attempt.

“Coker, you awful idigt——"

“Bhut up, Polter! No geood tryin
to stop me. I know it's' & hit beneat
my ¢ignity—all these fags, you hnow;
but ‘T not the fellow to be mean at a
time like this.” :

“But, you awiul assg—-"

“Dry up, Greene—don’t you startl
You can come if you like.”

“ But, look here——"

“Bhut wp!”

£ But i3]

“8hut up!™”

Harold Skinner stumbled
alter Mr. Quelch, looking
aqueer figure indeed. His

dismal glances about him

met only grinning faces,
[ and his ears heard only
- |chuckles. Skinner's joke

“Cood for you, Coker
¥ T heee eltcers for Coker !
¥ Hip, hip—hurrah !

¥ Good old Colkor!™

Y Hurrah! Hurrah!”

The cheers were piven with a wall.
Iiven the Removitez did not mind cheer-
ing for Coker when there was a good
prospect of a feed to be given by that

veat man on the horizon, as it were.

hey cheered, and Horace Coker flushe
again—with szatisfaction this {ime. Tho

Lburly Fifth-Former loved the limelight,

and ho loved to be cheerod lika this by
admiving  fellows.  Moreover, the
thought of the five thousand pounds
overshadowed all other things just then.

But his own chums did not scem atb all
aatislied—far from it. They glared at

Coker. * Potler and Greene vere very

sharp  youths, and they were very

suspicious of the whole 111'ﬂ::e41dinl.gs.
“Look here, Coker, you idiok!”

snorted Potter. “Can't »ou see s all

spoof, you—"

“ Bhut up, Polier!?
“But look here—"
“"You silly ass—"

“Shut up, Greene! Come along, you
fellows 1™ ;

Coker spoke loflily—he was already
beginning o swell with importance.
That ik was "“spoof,” the great Horace
did not suspect for ome moment, ~llo
had honestly belioved he would win the
five thousand, so that he did not suepect
now=—far from it. He hardly kncw
whether he was on his head or his heels,
so great and overwhelming was his joy
snd delight and amazemeni. He nodded

snorted Grecne.

1 had recoiled on his own
head. (See C-‘.Tu;:;:!'_-er 3.)

)

) .:_,:.'

ot

and Greene shut
They had done their best, and after
that they decided to lek Horace Colier

And Iotter up.

“rip"” if he wanted fo. '

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
All Spoof ! 2

'l ALL in and follow me!" bawied
Bob Cherry,
" Yos, rather !
“Ha, ha, hal"

Amidst hilarious qughh::r and cheera
ihe Removites and the rest of ithe crowd
of hungry marchers fell in and followed
Horace Coker towards the tuckshop
beneath the old elms. - Most of them
wora convinced now that the wholo
thing was ‘‘spoof "—at least, [hat the
reprosentative, clever aetor as he scemed
—was o spoofer, They had been puzzled
and ostonished at a fat idiot like Billy
Bunter winning ono hundred pounds;
they were much more than puzzled and
astonished on bearing that an. awiul

(Continved on page 16.)
Tuoe Macyer Liprary.—No. 834,
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HOW tempus does fugit, to be zure!l
Here we are on the threshold of 1926

and I shall soon begin to feel an old
man, if Time whizzes along at this rate!
I really think that Father Time ought
to be_had up in the police-courts for
exceeding the speed limit. He is the
world's biggest road-hog,

NEW YEAR'S EVE is always cele-
brated in great style at Greyfriars.
Thers 13 a big banquet leid out in the
dining-hall (loud cheers from Billy Bun-
ter [}, and we are allowed to go to bed
much later than usual, Certain
privileged ones are even permitted to

gtay up until midnight, in order to see

the New Year in. As for the others
they don't forget to tumble out of bed
and cheer, when the bells ring out thewr
merry message. It is the time-honoured
custom for the Head to c¢limb to the to
of the old towoer, and supervise the lml?—
ringing. . The Greyiviars bells are very
anoient and rusty, but they still give out
plenty of good musie. In fact, they rank
amongst the most famous bells in the
zounty of Kent. ’

L ]

MOST of the Grayfriare fellows have
already jotted down their New Vear
Resolutions in their notebooks. I have
been privileged to peep at some of these
resolutions, and they are comical in the
extreme. Harry Wharton says he is
going to give up smoking—a very easy
reeolva to keep, for Hearry never
gmokes! But perhaps he means he is

going to give up smoking herrings et the

study fire!
BILLY BUNTER is going to give up
eating.  Pon't collapse, r:llza.r reader !

Bunter doesn’t mean that heo is going to
bq’;ni total abstainer from tuclk,
gimply means that he is going to give
up worrying, in the New Year, hecause
worrying makes him go thin, In_other
words, ha' is going to stop eating his
heart ot with worry ! :

IT would be & jolly good idea if Lord
Manleverer gave up eating, too, EBatin
the bread of idleness, T mean. But
suppose this is rather too much to ex.
EEM of the Remove's champion slacker,

suly complains that he didn’t get
ncarly enough rest in 1525, and he mesns
to make up the arrears of slumber in
the New Year. If Mauly had his own

Trr Macxnir LibRary.—No. 934,

| HARRY . WHARTON. EDITOR [ samars 206, roze;

way, he would go to sleep on Januer
1st, and not open his eyes again il
December 31st. Then he would wish
overybody a Happy New Year, and
turn over and go to sleep again!

S0ME {ellows consider that 1826 will
be_an unlucky year, because it starts on
a Friday, and Friday i3 generally sup-
pozed t6 be an ill-omened day. Dut the

He |

average healthy-minded fellew has ne
usa for supcrstition—or, as old Goslin
ealls it, superseription! Personally,
saa no reason why 18926 should not be &
happy and prosperous vear for all and
sundry. Anyway, I hope it has heaps of
happiness and ﬁnud things in store for
the readers of these Notes,

LT LR l'ﬁllll"ll"‘l!i:“liiiﬂi

T HE old Head climbed the lofty tower;

The ringers rang by two, by three.
* Pull as you never pulled before!

Food ringers, pull

quoth he. .

“Ulay up, play up, 0 Greyfriars bells!
Play all your changes, all your swells!
Ring out your merry minstrelsy!*

We stood and cheecred within the dorm,
Dur faces to the windows pressed;
The winfer night was none too warm,
And we were only partly dressed.
The moon had raised her lamp oo high;
stars were swarming In the skry,
And only Mauly was at rest.

your besk!'

We cheered {01 we were hoarse that night;
The noise of bells went sweeplng by.

We marked the lofty blaze of light
Eti?nﬂl from the school tower, red and

‘high.

Apd &till the bells were pealing forth,

Their echoes sounding south and north,
Announcing the New Year was nigh.

They rang the Old Year out for good;
They rang the New Year in with joy.

They made fheir message understood
By évery list'ning Greyfriars baoy.

A glad Xew Year to one and all!

And dauntless hearts, whate'er befall,
And happy days without alloy!”

[}
The distant bells of Courtfleld {own
Floated and mingled with our own: |
And then that cheery youth, Tom Brown,
Made merry with his gramophone.
*The Miner's Dream of Home " it played,
And some were laughing, some dismayed,
Whila somea sto-o-é gilent and alone,

2o Nineteen-Twenty-Five s dead,
And Nineteen-Twenty-Siv Iz hepe!
Na tears of sorrow will he shed
To mark the passing of the #’Eﬂ!‘.
With eager hope our eves we fix
On new-born Nineteen-Twenty-Six,

And hall itz advent with o cheer!

e ¢ e —
'

 ————

XIT the ycar 1925 from the stage of

time! Enter 19% with a fAourizh of

trumpets! At all eventls, some of usz

will welcome It with trompets. The
fag fraternity will hail its advent with
twnth-organs and tin-whistles.

The Fumous Five of the Remove have
found $he Od Year quite o good sort, bui
to others it has been banefol. Wingale of
the Bixth, for instance, will not look hack
on 1885 with any enthusiasm. The popular
Sixth-Former haz had a very rough passage
—thanka to hizs young scamp of a brother
in the Third. It has been a dark time for
old Wingate; but how that he has won back
the captaincy of UGreyfriars, we hope the
future will be full of brightness for him.

Billy DBunter declarez that the year of
race 1935 haz been the year of dizgrace, so
ar as tha fat jumior is concerned. 0On
every single day of the 305, Buoter has
found himself jn hot water. (Don't rum
away with the nolion that be bas heen
taking Lot haths!y Bunter's grlevances
against the year 1025 would A1l & good-sized
catalogue, Ie has recelved no end of buffet-
ing and bumpings and biffings. Bul the Owl
aof the Remove should blame himzelf for
these calamities—uot the Qld Year!

Lord Mauleverer is also angry with 1925
ITe says it owes him nearly a ihousand
hours of éleep! Mauly considerz that we
should go to bed an howr endier, end pget
up an howr later, and also have o slesta
of - halt an hour after dimper. Thiz would
give us nn extra two and a bLolf hours'
sleep per day, which works out nt nearly a
thousand hours per year.

Well, there pever was a year that gave
cnmptetaa satisfaction to everybody, and I
don't suppase therc ever will be. The yoar
1684 st.;:mg t“quII of _!Iiright. promize at fthe
moment, by expect & good many people
will he thankful when the New Year hos
run its course. S ’

Some of my clioms have writien to ask
me my opinivn of Wew Yeal resolutions.
Are they worth while, or merely a waste of
time? Of course, there i3 only one answer
to that. Every worthy resolution iz worth
while, even though we zet ovrselves an ideal
we cannot possibly live up to. We shall at
least bLe the better for bLoving made an

effort. : .

There Iz a Greek word which often crops
up in the Form- 1—the word “statie.”?
Tt means to ““mark time P —fo rest on our
laurels. Fellows who are content to be
stobie, either physically or mentally, will
never get anywhere. The opposite word to
static is dynamic, which meaps action and
go-aheadness. - Bob' Cherry Is a_ dynamic;
Lord Manleserer iz o statie. T like old
Mouly, with all his foults; but when it
comes to choosing between .a static fellow
and a dynamic one, give me the latter evory

1 time. It's the dynamic fellow who will make

hoadvway In the New Year. He will maka
roesolutions, and fight footh and nalil to keep
Lhem, PBut the statid fellow won't bother
to make any New FYear resolotions at all,
apd he will be the poorer for not doing so.
A Right Happy and Prosperouws New Yeoar
to yoo all! HARTY WHARTOX.
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. 1t was the grave amd revveremd
headumster of Bk HEap's who
sk, His lomg  Leard wnz

thrnat round the door of Dounder’s study

in the Sixth Yorm passidge.

Bounder of the Sixth, wiho was =itting at
tea with his two crowies, Blade and Gower
looked jolly oneomifortable. e had good
recronsg for not woaoting tlie Hewd to de
in just then. The gay dogs of the Rixth
intended to enjoy a quict game of nap after
tea, as well ns o convivvial sigarctte. Butb
it the Mead infiieted his unwelcome sossjety
on thewm these little cujoyments would be
_H' t-lﬂ"llll

The Head did pot wait for Dounder to
nnswer his gueschuor. e hobbled into the
stmly on hiz ereaking hinges, and dumped
bis venngroble self into o chair.

“ Pass the wueffing, Boonder!® he  saicd
Temludly.

Bounder pussed the dizh with o shoking
haund., He was dreadfully afraid 1hat the
Head's glance would wander to the mantel-
peace, on which stond n hox of sigarettes
and a pack of playing-eords, 1 the Head
wiere 1o zee theze ovmbals of vice, the Fab
would be in the fire. It would mean the
“long | jump ? for DBownder, Blade, and
Gower.  They wonld be ¢xpulted from St
Bom's for o cert.

The Head didn't seem to nolizs the ageita-
tionm of his hosts. He pitebed  into the
mufitns with noly pellisli, Az luck would
have it, he was sitling with his back to the
mantelpeace. .

Prezzantly, however, the Head started Lo
gltare round the study.

A very tastelully fermished apartment!®

5]
Dickyr Nugent™

A Lovghabie S
['ﬂF;g ;am:rﬂﬁj

mermered. “lt does

| lie
EBouedder !
Voundzr fwrned pail,
 Rip-pip-please don't look at the mantel-

you ereddlt,

peace, siri” he stuttered. “ Ji==it bhasu’t
been dusted, and I'm sfrabd it's fearfully
untidy.”

The very mention of the mantelpeace
capard the Head's keen glovee fo furn in
Lol direekslhinn.

“I'm! Do my aged oyes deseeve pie, or
i~ that a pack of ployingeards " he asked.

0L, no, sir!™ said Bade  promptly.
“They are pictuve-posteards, gire Yoo eee,
I colleet Lhem.™

TMight o eove DIinve o sguing ol them 7"
iﬂ;;nire:l the Hend, with interrest.

*Runmag, sir!™ said Blade, agarat. 7 They
—Lhey're nod worth  looking  at,  reslly.
They are just ordinery pictures of kings and
nucens, and clubs and spadea, ;

“And what's in (hat box?* demanded the
Mead, pointing to the Lhox of sigarettes.

# Chocklitts, £r!™ sald Jower at once.

W Indeed! I may eay that T am very Tond
of chocklitts,” said the Mead.  Although
T am toothless, I have o very sweet tooth.
Pasgs them over!™ =

The Sixth-Formers groaned, and exchangedd
plenees . of dismay. It wos Tounder who
saved Lhe sityoabion.

“I—I shouldn't touch those choekes, sir, 0
I were ¥ou,’ be suid. *"They're old and
stale. My fag pinched one the other day,
and it povsoned him !

T Great pip !t pasped the Tlead.

And he went on with his wmoffing. The
senlors congrattulated themselves on thelr
narraw CRcape.

When tea was over, the HHead turned fo
his hosts with a beaming smile.

"1 wish you all a Happy New Yeoar, my

| played” for penuy  points,

1

5

baya 1™ e said kimdly. “1 hope it will rain
prospervity in lorge and befty drops in 10201
You will be interrested 1o know that I have
a New Year rezzerlution.* '

“0h, ¥yes, slc!? zaid the seniors .in a
respeetful coros, X

“1 have come to the concleosion,” went
on the Tlead, “that T was too lofty and
sonperior in 1025, I have riddem the  hizh
liorse, amd atood on my diggoity, anod  aEl
that sort of thing. I've strotted amd?
swanked far too magely!® :

" Yes; we've notissed That, sir,” sain
Bounder., - :

“From now onwoard:" sald the Head,
T ogoing - to be frendly and sociuble-—-ops
of the boxys, as you would sav. 1I'm ot
going to e so stralt-luced and severe in

futare. Like the sellybrated Nelsom, 1 shall
'vi::-'n.;.mu.r breeches of the roles with a Dlindg
£ye.

“0h, good, sle!™ sald -Bounder. " How
abont a gpame of nap?" :

“The very thing!™ said the Head. Then,

withh o #ly wink at DBlade, he added: ¥ P
duee your pack of picture-posteards, Blade

The table was eleared, and Blade alufled
Ll camids,

o1 think T should like fo smoke ono ol
yvour chocklitls, too, Goweri™ said the Head,
with mnother wink. -

And Gower bhanded the sigarctlcs rownd,
amid shouts of larfter.

The study door was locked;, and the pariry
settled down to their game of nap. They
whidch - dunzzent
sound ‘very egmsiting. Dot It is possible (o
win—or lose—guite a lot of munny, even
when sucli small steaks are played for,

Of corze, Bounder & Co. werd fammiliar
with the marked ecards, and the Homl
wasn't. As a rezzult, he began to lo:e
lieavily, and he pot mors and more annoyed
as the game went on. Finally, when bhe Dhad
lost ahout eighteenpence he sprang to his
feet, Lis face livvid with rage. :

“Yon vyoung rascals!™  he
“ Gambling and amc:l:iu? are strictly against
the rules of the school, and you know it
You will all appear before me in Big Il
to-morrow morning, and he soundly flogged !

“0h erumbsa!’ gasped ' Bounder., * Buti--
hut what about yonr New Year rerzerviution,
i 717

 Kanselled !™ said the Head curtly.

And he stumped furivezly out of fhe stadr.
leaving the black RIIHF the Bixth gapineg
ab rf’l[mh other, with feelings too deep for
words.

slormed.
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GERALD LODER:

My New Year resulution is to give up fhe

roicicus practice of smoking cigareties and
indulging in card-parties with my féllow-
seiors, Walker amd Carne. -I shall also be
lezs frec with my ashplant, and will be kind
and econsideraté to my folthful fag inktead
of booting him round the study. My feud
with the Remove Form will ceaze, and
shalt plot ne more dastardly plots to deprive
old Wingate of the eaptaincy of Greyirlars.

ALONEZD TODD

There is scarcely any necd for me to form
any New Year resolutions, for I am already
a paragon of all the virtues. My TUnele
Benjamin calls me a little angel. My gole
resolution, thervefore, i5. to purchase o pair
of wings, so that I shall look the part. 1
will always ghey my kind teachiers, and be
a “model ® to all thoze who wish to run
“on straight lines.™
WILLIAM GOSLING: - i .

Wob T eays i3 this "ere, There ain'k goin:
ta be no slackin’ or stomchin® on my part in
the Noo Year. I shall go about my dooties

{Em‘ruﬁ"i Meote . — /& Me russ .
= R Ly
Segsr ' ]
Y FATTES il b GHE @ Ford, Fteer ot
Aar AERECES )

like o willin® "oss, as cver was! I shall
‘potter About the Close with my broom,
aweepin' away the epow, an' 1 shall ron
errands smartly on' willingly. Forthermore
an' moreover, L shall drink nothink but eold,
clear water fresh from thoe erystal spring;
an® the warious bottles I possess, labelled
A000d Tom,® 1 shall throw out of my parlour
winder. T shall ba the most perfect porter
thnt ever carried a portmanter on 'Is
roomaticky shoulders!

THE HEAD» - :

I have resolved to continue to govern
Greyiviars wisely and well in the New Year,
A headmaster's post i8 o most exacting one
and abownds with dificulties; but I shall
not shirk my multifarions responsibilities.
My inost  unpalatable task 1z that of
administering a public flogging, and I sin.
-perely liope that these unpleasant functions
will be few and far between in the New
Year. ]

HARRY WHARTON: ; )

My New Year resolution, as Editor of the
o Grevirigrs Werald,” §s to make our litile

journal Letter and brighter tham ever, ¥
shall keep my coutributors up the minrk
and permit no slacking. I shall also thraw
myself heart and soul inte my duties as
captain of the Demove.

DICEY NIGENT: :
my new year rezzerlution Is to wrile leis
and lota of ripping, gripping stories aboud
gt. sam's. evervhody admita that my yarns
are the best fectures in the ™ Herald. they
lick the editorial into o cocked batt! won
would never beleeve, from the brilliant and
matore stile of the orther, that they. wera
wrilten by a fag in the second, would you?

‘BILLY BUXTER:

I have made o resolution to give up cating
such epormons meals. I have grown dis-
gustingly fat through over-feeding, amnd my
study-mate, Peter Todd, says -that I am
‘liable {0 burst with a loud report at any
moment. In the New Year I shall take
anly ‘six_meals a day Instead of the wsual
diozen. I'mi going to ration mysell as if ib
was war-iime, No more orgies in the dining-
hall; no more little spacks at the tuckshop
conynter, I'm going to turn over a new
leaf: and this time next year I hope ta o
a3 slim and scraggy as that fellow Sxinuer!

HAROLD SEIXNER:

My New Year resolution iz to get as plump
a8 the famous Fat -Boy of Peckham! I'm
fed-ap with being sneered at and jeered at
on account of bLeing so palnfully thin. Ay
nickname is * Skinoy,” and I don't like it.
I'd rather be called * Tubby ™ or * Barrel *
any day. I didn't take nearly ecnough
nourishment in 1026 bhut T shall make
amends in the New Year by gorging and
'at.ufﬂn? until my Rgure is oz ample as that
of Billy Bunter, : :
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Ll —who was alread

: 0 tive appeared to

(€ontinued from
page 13))

duffer like Horace Coker had won five

thousand pounds, : ]
It really was e littlé too much to
swallow. Whether the letter to Bunter
was spoof they had their doubts, most
of them. Byt very. few had any doubts
regarding the "representative,” how-
ever. Who the old *josser ™ could be
they hidn't the faintest idea—most of
them, at.least.” But he was a “spoofer ™
—there wap little -doubt about ‘that.
Hence the ironical cheers and laughter,

But they all followed Horace Coker,
nevertheless, A freo “feed ™ was not
ko be picked up every day, ;

“Clome on, ass!"” chuckled Bob Cherry,
a3 Harry Wharton hung back. “Fall
in with Cokoer!” % :

‘-‘But-—bul:hﬂa.n't- you- sce it's spoof,
vou'ass ! grinned Harry, “That mer-

chant—*

“0Of course, spoof,” said Boeb
Cherry cheerfully. “Why worry about
that? It isn't uf:ce.n wo get a tuck-in at
C{:I-;&r:;i expense. Make the most of it,
chaps!” g ey :
00k, all right!"  laughed Harry.
“Might a5 well! I faney 1 can guess
who that merchant is.. 1 spotted the
clobber at oncel It's been pinched from

it's

tha HRemove  Dramatic  Society's
property-box. ™ '
“Grreat Scott[ - Then—"
“It's that ass, Skinner!"” pgrinned
_Harry, “I notice Stott and Snocop are

here; but Bkinner scems to be absent—
sea 1 i :
That's it !™ grinned Frank

“Phew |

MNugent. - . :
"~ "“What's, the odds?” chuckled Bob
Cherry. * “Cokér 'was born to have his
silly leg pulled, - Come on!
in this!”

“Ha, hal Yes, rather!" -

With that, the Famous Five ruyshed
after the procession.
plenty of cash to throw about, and they
knew how open-handed he was when he
did stand a feed: " They did not intend
to miss it. Thﬂuﬁh they had lapged
behipd, Harry -Wharton & Co. were
among the first fellows to sgueeze into
the tockshop at the heels of Coker and
BMr. Ronniks. i £

Mrs. Mimble starod at the swarm of
fellows as they crowded -into her shop.
She gasped, and blinked over the top
of her spectacles in gréat astonishment,
and no little &larm. * ;

C“What—what—
she E’ﬂ!ipl!'l']. S e e T -

“1'm standing .a spread, ma'am,” ex-
P—lgined Coker, loftily and -carelessly.
*Just let these youngsters -have. what
they want. I'll stdind it. This gentle-
man is my guest.. Pleaze serve hith first,
Mrs, Mimble.” S

“Oh! Oh, ves, Master Coker "
the old dame. “Certainly,
Coker 1™ -+ - _

Coker threw a fiver on the counter
with a caréless motion, . Then he leaned
on the coiinter, and wased a hand with
a magnificent air,

“Pila in, kids [** he =aid.

** What-ho ¥
. “Good -old Coker!”

The “kids * piled in with a will, Coker

TrHE MigKer LiBRARY.—No. 934,

Maste r- Coker 1

I

%a sped

faster

We're o’

Coker always had -

turned his attention to “Mr, Renniks ®
disposing of a jam-
tart, and who' had not waited to be told
to ‘“pile in ” by Coker. - The representa-
i be very hungry. Coker
noted the fact, and gave all hiz atten.
tion alter that to sceing that his wants
were supplied. Coker was Tecling very
kindly disposed indeed towards Mr.
Renniks—to everyone, in fact, A follow
with five thousand of the best coming to
.I1;nhlmu]d afford to be gencrous and

indly. 3

Coker did not eat himself ; he was far
too oxcited for that, His brain was in
a whirl, and it all seemed like a dream.
He had fully expected to win the big
prize—having entered for the competr-
tion—but now he knew that ho had won
it, he could scarcely realise his good [or-
tupe., Amjdst the clamour of cheory
voices and laughter around him, and the
busy chawping of hungry jaws, Coker
leaned oo the counter and beamed about
him almost vacantly. He wondered if
he would wake up every second and find
it ﬂlﬂs, indeed, a dream. A

“Two more ginger-pops, s,
Mimble ! :

“Lemonade for me, ma'am ™

“Hand over those jam-tarts!
pip! They're nearly all gone!™ :

“Heve, give someone else 4 chance,
Bulstrode !” '

Great

“Bung those cream-buns this way,
Tﬂ_{!ﬁl:[y!” :
“More chocolate-biseuits, Mrs.

Mimble!™ © . :

“0Oh, dear! Do wait a moment, Master
Cherry 1 .

The old tuckshop dame scarcely knew
wiether she was on her head or her heels,
She rushed gbout flustered and dazed by
tihe clamour of voices all calling upon
her at once to serve them. DBut she gave
it wp atb last; she allowed the follows to
help themselves, having lost count lon

*“-FD. She knew what stock she had—an
Horace Coker was paying!
. The shop was almost crammed to suffo-
cation by-this time, It was next to im-
possible to eat’'a eream-bun without get-
ting it squashed over one’s features, or
-diink a glass of lemonade without get-
ting it swamped over one’s waistcoat,
Aceidenis were frequent, but taken in
good part by all and sundry.
* Crash, érash, ecash! ",
“Yarooooop! Oh orumbs!” -
In an éfort to reach the last jam-tart
on a dish, Billy Bunter brought a stack
of bizcuit-ting crashing down.,  DBut the
fellows only laughed heartily—excepting

thost upon whose heads the ting crashed.

“Dh, do be careful, Master Bunter!”
wailed Mrs, Mimble,
. @Oh deai! Groogh! Ow-wow! Oh,
my napper !™ groancd Dunter, ;

“Ha, ha, ha!l"
Even Bunter joined in the laughter
this time, though he rubbed his ﬁl_md
- ruefully. - But he could afiord to-make
light of a little accident like that. He
was 10 fine [ettle, and the  way- he

© “shifted ” the good thir_:fs was a sight to
re

see, It was the second free feed Bunter
had had that- day, and it was only Fhu
beginping . -of great times ".for DBilly
Butter, With & hundred quid to spedd,
: Bunter saw visions of e::ﬂless and- gor-
' s feeds sbretching' out before him.
‘ertainly, Mr, Renniks did not secm in
"a hurry to hand the cheque over. But
it was only a matter of minutes now;

b e i et e i i i i
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the “representative ¥ could not go on
eating and ul-:inia:h:gr as he was daing for
muca longer, Indeed, it struck even
Coker as rather surprising what & taste
the clderly gentleman had for jam-tarts
and ginger-heer. s
But Mr. Renniks laid down an empty

lags at last with a sigh of deep satis-
action, He shook hiz head as Horace
Coker held out a plate of cream-horns

temptingly before him- o

“No moro, Master Croaker—I should-
say Coker; nothing more, thank yvou, my
dear boy,” he murmured. ol a2 new
man now—like a giant refreshed, you
know, And now to business!” i

It was coming now, without a doubt.
Billy Bunter pushed his way noarer thae
representative, even leaving a meat-pie
he had been devouring in his eagerness.:
A hush fell as Mr. Renniks oleared his
throat noisily, as if about to begin a.
speech. before presenting the cheque to
Billy Bunter.

“Now, Mazter Bunter,” exclaimed the
clderly gentleman, taking from his bag
a large, blue envelope with a flourish,
“I will perform what is to me a very—
ahem [—pleasant duty. You have waited
very patiently, but now your patience
will be rewarded.” '

“He, he, ho!” Bunter eackled, almast
hysterically, as he held out a fat hand.

“ Before performing that pleasant.
duty, however,” resumed Mr., Renniks,
patting Bunter's shoulder cheorily, *I.
must, of course, ask permizsion from
your headmaster before handing such a
sum to a schoolboy.”

*“Oh!"” gasped Bunter.
- I will now, while you boys are fiuish-
ing your—ahem |—repast, visit thé schoo!
authorities, and request permission to
haud yeu the cheque,” smiled the repre-
sentative,  “I will then retuyrn here -
immediately to hand you the cheque,
Mastor Bunter.”

“Oh, erumbs!™

Billy. Bunter’s fat face was a picture
of dismay. He know only too well what
would happen if the authorities heard
of the cheque. hey would ecartainly
never allow it to be handed to.a junior
like Bunter; far from it. They ‘would
eithor send it to his father, or bank it,
awaiting his father’s instructions regard-
ing it—for his own good, of course.

But Bunter did not'see any good in
that course at all.. He wanted the hun-
dred pounds to do with as he liked,

“Oh, dear!” he gasped, in deep dis:
may, "I—I say, siv, gimme it now.

lease! Nover mind the Head! Ho—

e won't mind. I—J think he'll be angry
if you disturb him on such a—a paltry
matter.” . : :

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

Mr, Renniks shook his head smilingly,
while the Removites roared.

“Dear me, that would never do
Master Bunter,” he murmured, "I could
not rizsk offending the school anthorities
in that manner. It is only a matter of a
few minutes, my dear boy. Pray con-:
tinue Enur rapast until I return.”

With that, Mr. Renniks started to
make for the door. He had only taken a
couple of steps, however, when he paused
abruptly, his_eyes fixed on the guad out-
side. Throufth the open window he had
glimpsed a coupls of E?ur&s approaching

L1

the tuckshop—a couple of well-known
Gregfriars gures, ite
They were My, Quelch, the Remorve
master, and Wingate, the captain of
Greyfriars, 1 A
"%-h crumbs 1™ pasped Mr. Renniks
“Ha, ha, hat”

Such an exclamation, coming from the
elderly gentléman in a decidedly boyish
voice, was too much for the juniors, and
they roared.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER, the doorway of the tuckshop he just To see Horace Coker mmelling
Disappointing ! managed to dodge Coker's furious away ob an apparently ineffensive .eld
PP . clutch, and then he went through the gentloman almest took the Foim

6 A, ha, ha!" roared the crowd.
H But Mr. Renniks did not
join them. He stared out

through the window for a
brief moment, a rather anxious expres-

sion on his be-whiskered features, and

then he started for the door again—this
timo with a rush, scattering the laugh-
ing fellows to right and left. :
ft. was just then that Bolsover major
took a hand—or, rather, a foot—in the
ame. Like Hoarry Wharton & Co.,

lsovor had been suspicious from the’

firet, and by this time he had a fairly
Em& suspicion as to the real identity of

Mr. Renniks,” and. he wanted to
make sure. Bolsover major had a
peculiar brand of humour of bis own.

As the “representative ' rushed past
him, Bolsover shoved his foot out
swiftly, tripping him up. Mr. Renniks
stumbled on hands and knees, but was
up again in a fash,

Bolsover acted like lighiniﬁg' _again,
He grabbed the old gontleman with one
powerful hand, and with the other he
snatched ab his mop of white Lalr.

The hair and the beard came away,
and fell to the floor, revealing & youthiul
faca and head, still covered in greasc.
peint and other makepp, but ecasily
recognisable, -

There arose a howl:

“Bkinner ™

“(zreat pip!” ;

“Skinnor! MF hat! Ii's Skinner!”

“Ha, he, hal™ '

The yell of laughter could have been
heard at Friardale.

“0Oh, my hat!” gosped Bkinner.
< Luggﬁ! Lemme  go, lsover, you
assl X

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was Harold Skinner—there “was no
donbt about that., Even Coker and Billy
Bunter saw that now. They did not
join jn the hilarious laughter, however.
They stared and stared, almost potrified
with amazement and growing fury.

Billy Bunter almost dropped in sheor
dismayed astonishiment. Coker's yugged
face, growing redder and redder, was a
sight to sce.

“B-8kinner!" he stullered.  *8-8Bkin-
nor! Then—then it's all spoof!™

“It is—it are, Coker, old dear!”
grinned Bob Cherry. “Can you really
sea that, Uoker?”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bkinner ! gulped Coker. *Then—
then there's no five thousand f[or me,
after all!™

“Go hon!”

“Great pip!” gasped Coker. *TPull-
ing my leg—me! A-—cheeky, msolent
spoof! . My hat!  DPpup-playing a
dashed trick like this on me—me, a
Fifth Form chap! It—it's Skinner all
the time, and I've been waiting on, him
hand and foot—feeding the little
heoast ! ;

“11a, ha, ha!™ ;

“Feeding the liltle ead!?”’ lowled
Coker, in a sodden burst of rage and

excitement. “He—a dashed spoof on
me! Pullin my dashed leg—hey?

YWhy, Fll—-I'll—T"]
Words fatled Horace Coker in flint
orrible moment of awakening. But

actions did not fail him, JIe made a

sundden blind rush ot the startled Skin-

ner, and the cad of the femove howled :
“Yaroopoh! Xeep him off, chaps!

Back me up! Haven't I got you g—

yooop !—free feed ? RKeep—— Yoooop!?
One of Coker's huge fists tappod

Bkinper's long nose hard, Skinner sat

down vielently, But he was up again

i & fash, and in the confesion round

doorway, sending the hilarious juniors
fiving to right and left.

“Go it, Skinner !

“(n the ball, Coker!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Like a jack-in-a-box, Harcold Skinner
shot out of the tuckshop, and the irate
Coker leapt out after him, velling
threalonings and slaughicr., Aflter the
two swarmed the crowd of laughing
juniors. Unfortunately, Bkinner had
quite forgotten the fact that Mr. Queloh
and Wingate had been approaching the
tuckshiop, while Coker was blissfully
ignorant of the fact. !

Skinner met Mr. Quelch just outside
the. doorway, and My, Queleh resled
back with & gasp before the violent
concussion—only just -being saved from
falling by Wingate's ready hand.

“ What—what—"

T"Got you!” roared Coker.

In his rage and excitement Horace
Coker quite falled to glimpse anyone
but ‘Skinner, and he sprang on that
joker with a yell, and bore him crashing
down. 2 REEL -

Thump, thump, thump, thump!

“Yooop! Healp! Repcue, . chaps!
Yaroooooh! Stop! Oh, my hat!”

Thumyp, thump, thump!

The raging and humilisgted and dis-
gtﬂted-ﬂgm‘m thumped away at the
hapless Bkinner as if for & wager, Mr.
Queleh looked on for & moment or two,
as if potrified. Then he found his

YOIoC.

“(Coker, slop this instant he
thundered. “ How dare vou, boy? Are
vou mad ¥ Let that—that individual go

this impstant 1™

FEY

ol

master's breath away.

But Coker did not seem to hear even
then, and Wingate had to drag him
from his victim, He jumped then as
he saw Mr. Quelch,

“0Oh crumba!” he gnapa&.- _ _

Wingate helped “Mr. Renniks ™ to
hiz feet. It was Mr. Queloh’s turn to

‘jump a3 he recognised the well-known

features of- Harold Skinnor beneath the
grease-paint. _
“Bkinner!”  gasped Mr, Quelelh.
Vhat-what does this amazing mas-
querade mean " - K
“Ow-wow! Oh grambs!”
Skinner. *0Oh dear!
joke, sir!" .
“Joke!” artienlated Mr.  Queleh
angriby. “ You have, apparently, causzed
o di;%}raneful disturbance, Eki:fner. and
ave caused me grevious bodily
harm, It iz a joke you shall certainly
be held to. agcount Tor, Bkinner! .
demand to know without delay what
this business means ¥

“Oh dear!” Skinner groaned deeply
as he realised that nothing could pre-
vant it coming out now, *It—it was
only a practical joke on Coker and
Bunter, sir. There—there was no harm

in it o [
Skinner!" said Mr. Quelch

“zo on,
grimly.
8kinner hesitated a moment, and then
he went on in & mumble: = = . -
“Oh dear! It was only & joke, sir.
Coker and Bunter thought they had won
izes in & competition—the Silver Ring
allot! Coker thought he had won five
thousand pounds—""
“What 7" .
“He—he thought so0,” mumbled Skin-

gy

ds

: gasped
It—it was only a

)
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Fisher T. Fish shook a bony fist under Bunter’s elevated nose. *‘ Look hyer,

Bunter,”” he snorted.

““1 reckon you’ll
goldarned eritfer !

hide !

Sawvwy? ™

I puess, If you don't,

pay me out of that cheque, you pesky
ﬁl make potato :s]mulngs’ of your IaE
(See Chapter 9.)
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fer, quite failing, apparently, now to
pee any humour in the faet. And

Bunter thought he had won a hundred

pounds—-="" )

L “That’s it, sir!” put in Dilly Bunter
agerly,  *“I-I only thought so, of
urze, It was just a joke—a practical

oke of Bkinmer's, sir. I hope vou don't

hink , I really have won a hundred
pounds, because I haven't. Certainly
£! It's all spoof, eir!"

“Ha, ha, hat"

‘3 The juniers roared ab that—ihey

fould. not help it. It was only too clear

%hat the fatuous Owl of the Bemove,

‘g‘hi]n knowing Skinner had played a

rick :
ive, still belioved he had actually won
the prize, and that {he real representa-
itiw: wauld tirn up vet with the hundred
pounds. Apnd Bunter did not want that
hundred pounds te Le taken charge of
by the school authorities—hence his
cager assurance that it was “all spoof ™
te Me. Queloh. :
. “&ilence!”  thundered BMMe, Queleh,
glaring round at the mlavions juniors.
“This—this 15 too ‘much! Am I fo
llﬂdET“;lﬂnﬂ, Skinner, that youn led
Coker and Bunter to believe that they
had won big prizes in a hospital com-
petition, and that vou dressed yourself
in this extraordinary manner, in order
to further deceive them?®"
b Y el  MNummo, sir!”’ pazped
Bkinner, terrified by the ominous nobe
an Mr. Quelch's voice, “ib-—ib was like
this, sir. I heard that Bunter was—
was expecting & man to bring him the
wize at five o'clock. He—he had had
letter telling him he'd won it. So—
20 I just dressed up for a lark, to pre-
tend I'd bronght the money. It—it was
.ml_l%a little jole. sir!” gasped Skinner.
o Bless my soul 1M &
+ ¢ Then,”

gaspdl Skinnor—" then
Coker turned

d up and scemed to think
lhe should have had a prize because he'd
entered for thé competition. So—so I
told him he'd won five thousand pounds.
Only a little joke, sir! Coker seems to
like havipg his—his leg pulled, sir!¥
i “Look  herg—-" gan - Horace
Coker angrily; but his volee was
drowned in a howl of laughter.
- It ~wis some moments before Mr.
Quelch—excoedingly angry now-—could
ucll the noise. . The hapless Horace
‘oker . was  almeost erimzon  with
humiliated rage, and oniy the presence
of the master prevented him from hurl-
ing himself again at Skinner.
© Y¥This—this 15 scandalous!"” snapped
Mr. Quelch, at-length. "**Bo—s0 you
locked upon this—this disgraceful affair
a3 & joke, Bkirdner. Very well! You
state that Bonter received a letter
stuting that he had won a prize, I under-
stand? I detfiniid to see that letter,
Bunter 1" '
| Al eyes turifed on Billy Bunter. That
fat jumior groandd, and then he took the
crumpled letter from his pocket. It was
useless to try to hide it now from Mr.
Quelech—usele:s to keep his hundred
pounds in his own keeping to do with
as he liked. Bunter realized that sad
fact now, He handed the letter with

reat reluctance fo Mr. Quelch.
© Mr, ,(?,ue't’_ch’a
on the letter. Then he stared.
I " Bo—so this is the letter, Bunter?” he
said grimly,- -

“¥-e-e-e5, sir,”

“Ara you aware thal this letter was
typed in my study, on my typewriter,
Bunter " .

“Oh™ . Bunter, jumped,  “Nunno, .
sir!"” hg gasped. . i
“Buch 15 the case, Bunter. Certain

letters on my machine are very much
Tue Micxer Lisrary.—No. 934,

by dressing up as the representa-

imlet-like eves rested .

“without permission.

out of alignment, Bunter, and I am
familiar with those letters. This letter
was typed on my machine, and the
paper on which it is typed has appar-
ently been abstracted fF::'nm a drawer
n H}i' desk. It has been selected from
a pile of monogrammed notepaper—
samples - sont to me by a brm  of

cstatoners,™

“Oh lor' ™

“Apparently those motogrammed let-
ters—which happened to be J. H.) by
mere clance—causod youn ta belicve that
the lelter was an official letter i1ssued
by the hospital authorities. Is that so,

Bunter?
“Ow! Oh dear! ©Oh, 'ves, sirl”?
Mr. Quelch turned a look upon

Harold Skinner—a look that frightencd
that practical joker, AT :

"Do you know anything about this
letter, Skinner?  Did voun write thiz
letter 7

Skinner gulped. ¥e knew he was
“for it * over the masquerade. But he
knew he would very nuch  moro
“for it ** if 1t was proved thaf he had
used Mr, Queleh’s typewriter and note-
gn{uer_ to write a false letter to a school-
ellow, - _

“ Nunng, siv,” he gasped, “J—T know
nothing about it, sir.” 1 =

“Indeed, SBkinner. Are vou aware
that the name Ronniks,”  when
spelled backwards, reads * SBkinner '

“0Oh dearl”

“ My hat!” :
Havold Skinner was aware ‘of it, of
course. ' It had been a little clever

touch, but now he saw he had becn a

3 usually
The rest of the juniors who hac

little too clever—as Skihnor
WAL,

seon the letter aud heard lhe name,

starfed, They wondered how they could
have missed eecing that *Renniks,”
spelled backwards, gave the well-known
name of " Bkinner’

“It i1s perfectly obvious to mo, Skin-
ner,” gaid Mr. Queleh, in a grinding
voice, " without waiting for Inner's
answoer, “that you are the person who
wrote this letter. If further evideuce
15 needed, however, I may mention that
some days ago I found a pocket-knile,
with wvour name scratched upon it,
Iving by my typewriter on my desk.
You had, apparently, been erasing
something, and had forgotten to take
your knile away, Skinner."

“(Oh dear!™ Lt

“I had intended fo speak to you an
the subject of the knife, Skinmbr, but
the matter had quite escaped my
memory until now. have no need to
ask why that knife was found there,
boy. o you still deny being the
author of that false letter, gkinnur?"

“I—I—I——" Bkinner's voice trailed
away: He hadn't the nerve to deny it.

S8kinner was an exceedingly clever.

and crafty youth, but his clevernoss and
craft fuiled him now.

I am waiting,” said Mr, Quelnh__in'

a terrible voice.

“I—I—— It was only o joke, sir—a
practical joke.” =

“¥ou admit having written the letter,
then ¥ !

“Ye-g-es, sir,” proaned Skinner.. -

“WVery well.” The Remove master
ursed - his lips, “¥Your aclion in
eceiving Coker and Bunter in such a
manner was heartless and eruel, 8kin-
ner.
eyves, Dut you have also committed
something approaching & crime ' in
writing such a letter. Iin addition, you
have dared to appropriate property—
writing-paper—belonging to your Form
master, and you have used his property
You have also
caused a disgraceful disturbance in the
school.” - g

“It—it was only a joke, sir,”

“mercifully.

Tt is far from being a joke in my

‘he the

“1 propose to look upon it as having
been done ‘as a prackical joke, Skinner
—for which you will be severely pun-
ished by me. Did I think you had done
thiz from malice, I should treat it other-
wiso ang take you before the head-
master, Bkinner. As it is I propose to
punish vou myself,” '

i I‘.I.. eir Ir"

“Come with me, Bkinner. The rest
of veu boys will disperse,”

The Remove master walked away,
and  Skinner groancd and followed.
That luckless junior was a great prac-
fical joker—and more often than not
his jokes were ill-natured and eruel.
More oflen than not, also, they seemed
to go wrong, and recoiled on the head
of Ifarold Skinner. But the cad of the
FRemove was a follow who never profited
by experience. To judge by hizs faca
now, however, he was feeling very sorr;
that he had ever thought of thiz.
] iﬂkﬂ:." '
~ He stumbled after Mr. Queleh, look-
ing a qucer figure indeod, with half his
“maeke-up ”  nissing,. His  dismal

lauges abont him met only grinning
aces, and his cars heard onl cﬁmak‘[ﬁn.
Though Bkinner had “got * his school-
follows a feed—a gorgeous free feod—
they did not seem grateful at all.
—only amuosed, Tt was sad, but there it
was. There was neither gratitude nor
sympathy for Harold Skinner. - :

The master and the hapless practical
joker vanished indoors, and their goingr
was the signal for a vell of laghter from
the onlookers, who had been almost
bursting with merriment.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Poor old Skinner|”

“And poor old Coker !

“And poor old Bunter 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” | :

“What price the five thousand
quids, CUoker?” inguired Bob Cherry.

Coker's answer was not. in words—
indesd, his feclings wore far too deep
for d‘n‘prd?. dHn IE‘.Iﬂd spent hat ]::.-aﬁt [{nir.]l.r
guid in feedi ungry ' and he
had had Iaianfu uﬁg]ng *.‘]Elfiiud” un-
f He knew he would be the
langhing stock of the schaol after this.
And—there was no five-thousand-pound
prize for him after alll .

Ho Coker answered by acts and not
words. e

Hoe made a blind rush at his tor-
mentors, and the Removites and other
“small fry * scattered, roaring with
laughtzr, The only fellow Coker
managed to eateh was Billy Bunter.
That dizappointed youth was far too
dismal—{ar too dismayed—even to flec
from Coker. It was only too painfully
clear to Dunter, as it was to Coker, that
it was all spoof now, and that there
were no prizes for them. )

Indecd, Billy Buntér was on the verge
of tears, and in such a state of collapse
that even Coker. refrained from venting .
his royal rage upon him—Removite asx
Bunter was. Contenting himself with
a kick at Bunter, Coker went off again
on vengeance bent. S

That evening there. was much hilarity
in Creyfriars on the subject of Coker
and Bupter and the prizes. But Coker,
at all events, unheeded it. He was far
too busy searching for Skinner. .And
when he did catch that practical-joking
youth towards bedtime, Elj._!' gave Skin-
nar_m}ll‘llﬂ-ﬁll'li against which the severc
caning he had received from M.
8.131&1 was a mere nothing, After that

aker folt more satisfied, . _

But Bunter had no such satisfaction.
He mourned for the hundred unds,
and would not be comforted. Nor was
only one. Tisher T. Fish
mourned for his two “quids,” ani
would not be comforted. Certainly he-
had Bunter's ILOU.'s, but Fisher T.
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Fish knew exactly what PBunter's
LO.U.s were worth. But he did not
quite give up hope for all that,

For that might and many, many other
nights and days, Figshy  haunted
Bunter, making the fat youth's life
scarcely worth %i?:’r:tg—whith was hard
hines on’Bunter. But Fishy did not get
hiz two pounds!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Amazing News !

13 ALLO, hallo, l!ulln !  Letter
for Master W. G, Bunter!
Where is the fat man?™

1t was a week or two later,
and Hn”;i’ Wharton & Co. were stand-
ing round the letter-rack in Big Hall.
The affoir of Bkinner's ﬁlractlml joke
over the Bilver Ring Ballot prizes was
practically forgotten by this time by
the jumiors, and Beb Cherry was far
from thinking about it as he drew at-
tention to the fact that there was a
letter for Master W. (G, Bunter.

“Leatter for Bunter? echoed Frauk
Nugent, with a grin. “Perhaps
DBunter's postal-order has come at last.
Can you see any whiskers showing
under the flap of the envelope, Boabh? 1If
you can it's the postal-order without a
doubt. It's been coming =o long that
it's bound te have grown a beard.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Docsn't look like a letter from
home!” grinned Peter Todd, “It's
typewritten, I see. From one af

unter's buysiness acguaintances in the
City, I. suppose—containing a money-
lender’s circular, yvou know. I'll take
it along to him.” 8

“1 say, you fellows——" :

At that moment Billy Bunter himsolf
rolled up, thus saving his study-mate
the trouble of "taking it along.”

“1 say, vou fellows,” l;'i‘:nc: said eagerly,
“any letters for mé®” i

“Here you are, old fat man,” said
Petor Todd, handing over the letier.
“Don’t let their tempting offers swamp
your common sense, Billy,"”

“Eht What—"

“It's a moneylender’s eireular, T ox-
pect, Billy. I must say I'm surprised

at you, Buntor, having dealings with
thosa gentlemen ™  said - Toddy
severely,

“Oh, really Toddy——*

Bunter broke off as he locked the
envelope over. As on a previous memor-
able occasion, the envelope looked very
busineze-like, and Buntor blinked at it
in no little excited wonder.

“Wonder who it's  from? e
mumbled, "“There's no crest on it, so
it can’'t be from one of my titled rela-

grinned Peter

t‘.ionﬁ. T‘:ﬁddy."
“ Hardly,” Todd,
“Why not look, though ¥ '

Bunter did look., He opened the flap
rather gingerly and drew out the en-
closure. It was a typewritten letter,
and pinned to the typewritten lettor was
a long slip of rather stiff, pinkish-
tinted paper.

It was a cheque. Bunter zaw that at
& glance, and he jumped. The othor
Jjuniors algo saw it and whistled.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!" chuckled Bob
Cherry. “ A cheque for Bunter, Won-
ders will neéver cease! How much is it
for, Billy—twopence?”

But Bunter ignored Cherry’s flippant
remark, He was reading the lotter—
reading it with oyes that grew wider
and wider a8 he read om.  Then ho
gasped—gasped aloud in sheer astpnish-
ment. :

“Oh crumbs!” he gasped.

“What the thum i

“Oh crumbs! OCh—eoli crumbs!
k-k-krumbs [

Oh

11
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No. 18—Samuel Bunter (of the Second Form).

Perhaps the easiest way to describe Samuel Bunter of the Second Form
would be to say that he is William George Bunter in ** miniature.” The
most charitable thing we can say in his favour is that he Is not old enough

- to know better. Greedy, grubby, and rather unscrupulous, Sammy is
not the typa of schoolboy the majority of us admire, but for the purposes
of con rast his character—such as it Is—1Is a very useful one. A duffer at
sporis, lessons—in fact, everything that goes to make the schoolboy——
Sammy Bunter would not be missed by his Form fellows if he faded ont
of Greyfriars enfirely. We can record one good deed that came from
this grubby fag. Once Wun Lung was supposed to have been drowned,
and Hop-Hi, his minor, was inconsolable. Sammy tried {o consele him
with a chunk of toffee—Sammy’s own toffee, too I

That was all Bunter appeared to be
capable of articulating. He repeated
the remark again and arain. His eyes
wero wide open like saucers, and his
mouth was gaping. Quite evidently the
letter contained astounding news,

It did!

“What the thump is the matter,
Bunter? said Toddy curiously. ' What's

in the dashed letter? Anvything private,
fathead? If it isn't, we're all itching
to hear the good news'

“0Oh L:-I-:-ﬁrumbs " paaped  DBunter.,
“Twenty qguid I" :

"“What "

“Twenty uid ! pasped  Dunter,

trembling with excitement, “It's &
cheque for twenty. quid—for me, chaps!
I've won it in that hospital ballot 1™

"“What 1

It was a yell this time,

“'guu—-;,mu'\'& whattor 1" yelled Petoy

“Tva won it n that Silver Ring
Ballot, you fellows!® pgurgled Bunter,

“ Fathead !

“GFammon *

“PDon't start all that again, Bunter!"”
rinned Harry Wharton, though heo
ooked curiously at the letter and cheque

still clutched in Bunter’s fat hand.
“PDon't be an ass and—"
“1 tell you it's true!” gasped Bunter,

his eyes dancing with excitement.
“I've won twenty quid, after all, That
other was all S8kinner's spoof, the beastt
But this isn't. It's a solid, thumping
fact! Look for yourselvest” :

Bunter handed the letter and chequa
aver to Peter Todd, He locked at it
with the other junicrs crowding round
and blinking over his shoulders, '

There was a simultaneons gasp as one
and all grasped the contents of the
letier, which ran as follows:

¥To: Master W. G. Bunter,
“Greviriars School,
£i E:Elﬂtt-

W3¢t Jeald's Floapital,

" London.
“Dear Sip,—In regard to our receni
Popular Footballers’ gkm}peﬁtiun, Ihave

much pleasure in informing you that
you have succeeded in winming a prize
of twenty pounds, and I am enclosing »
cheque for that amount herewith.

“The endorsement of the cheque con.
stitutes & receipt; and no other acknow.
ledgment is therefore necessary,

“1 am,
“Yours faithfully,
“{8i1gned) James THOMPEON,
“The Appeal Beoretary,”

Tie MaaxET LIBEARY.—No, 934,
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“Ib-it’s genvine this time!” gasped  *Yes, come along, Billy, old fellow,” hat | f course, I remember

Harry Wharton. ] . .

There wag really little doubt about
that.- The . cheque was undoubtedly
genuine. The letter bore the printed—
not typowritten—heading and address
of the hospital. And underneath the
signature &t the bottem of the letter
was the stamped words, “The Appeal
Becretary.” - . s ]

There was no doubt about it this
time. It was genuine, Bunter had
indeed won ‘a twenty-
the. Bilver Ring Ballot!

“Well, wpon my word!” repeated
Peter Todd, ‘stering at the grinning
Billy Bunter in wonder, * Bunter, you
fat, lucky bounder, how on earth did
" you manage it¥" :

“MNeed vou ask that?’ grinned Bun.
ter, as other fellows crowded round to
get n glimpse of the letter and cheque,
and to express their wonder and amaze-
mont.  “1've told you belore, Toddy,
that if you want brains, come to me.
T''n the man for jobs of this sorf. 1
knew all along I'd win something. Ik
isn'tt quite what I had expected, of
fcourse. 'The five thous ought to have
come my way, Bnt this'll do to be
going on with." ] :

“ Great pip! I should jolly well think
sol"

Thore was & buzz of excitement as
the nows spread. Fisher T. Fish came
rushing up, and he almost leaped out

of his skin as he grasped the great

TBWs, .

“I guess that's let me in, Bunter!”
he grinned gleefully. “You owe me
two quids, with a quid: interest—that's
three quid, I reckon. I zuess this hyer
raloot means to have his dollars back
this time, Bunter, you fat jay!”

“0Oh, really, Fishy"
loftily, elevating his fat httle noze—
Bunter was already beginning fo swank
—*¥] hope you don’t mean to insinuata
that I wasn't going to pay you back
what I owe you?" ; -

“Waal, T guess this galoot—"

“T shall certainly " pay you back,
Fishy, I I don't happen to- pay you
out af this smell chegque, I shall pay

vou aut of my next postal-order when
it mrrives,” said Bunter, with dignity.

“Ha. -ha, ha!” , :
-~ Fisher T. Fish shook a bony fist under
Bunter's elevated nose.

“"Look hyer, Bunter,” he snorted, I
reckon you'll nﬁy me ouk of that chegue,
you pesky, goldarned critter! I guess if
yvou don't T'll make potato shayvings of
your fat hide! Got that?'

“0h, really, Fishy! All right, you
beast! I'll pay it out of this*when 1
get it changed. I say, you fellows, how
am [ to get my cheque changed?!” asked
Bunter, turning ¢o Wharton anxiously.

“It I go to Quelchy he'll only collar it,
won't he?'"' :
“Ha, bhal Very likelvy, Bunty!™"
laughed Marry.  “You can t it
changed at the bank in Courtfield, I
expect.” ' ;

“Who wants to go all that way?’

said . Bunter. “ Besides. thosa rotten
bank chaps know Quelchy. -The,jr might
eagily ring him up and tell him,”

“Try iiaulr, then!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “He's a giddy mullionaire!” .

“@Eee whize! That's the galoot, I
reckon, Bunter!” chimed in Fisher T.
Fich eagorly. *Mauly will change it, I
guess.” :

“Yes, that’s the wheeze, Bunter, old
man ! aeid Skinner quite affectionately,
slipping his atm .in -Bonter's.  * Mauly
will lefid. you spmething substantial on

Tee Macner Lisgiry,—No. B3, -

ound prize: in.

gaid DBunter

_him il his ticket in,”

. Linley..

said Bidney James E:mu?. taking Bun-
8

ter's other fat arm and “speaking quite
asz affectionately as Skinner.” “We'll
sea  you through with the cheque
bizney.," '

“Leave it to us,” added Stott, whils

Bolsover patted Bunter in f'riendljr
manner on the shoulder. *“Come  om,
old fellow.”

“He, he, he! Bunter fairly beamed
round on the fellows—though his blink
was rather lofty and condescending now.

& was unaccustomed to being treated

with such affectionate attention—especi-

ally by - fellows like Bolsover and
Skinner & Co. It did not seem to
occur to him that it was the twenty-
pound cheque that was making the
change.

A fellow with twenty pounds fo do
as he ‘liked with was no less worth

palling ™ on' with than a fellow with a
hundred pounds. ¥et, though he failed
to see that, Bunter was beginning to
feel very umportant indeed, and he
swanked accordingly. '

“I ey, you fellows can all ecome
along if you like; and afterwards we'll
visit the  tutkshop, and TI'll stand a
v‘:har:kmg.-- great spread,” he grinned.
“Come along! Wharton, you and your
pals can come, too.”

And Billy. Bunter rolled sway, sur-
rounded by Bkinner & Co,, and several
other fellows of like kidney. But Harry
Wharton & Co. did not follow, nor did
any of the more decent fellows, They
chuckled and dispersed, still amazed and
;'l:;fcly crediting the news for the riost

It was certainly rather startling.

“It beats me hollow,” ‘remarked
Harry Wharton rather thoughtfully, as
he went up the stairs with his own
.-;:Ihuma and Peter Todd and Mark Linley.
: Htg: ‘?hﬂil'min fat &a:h;nan el 1ft I
wonder! He knows nothing about foot-
ballers or football.” ¥ '

“Blest if 1 can make it out,” con-
fessed Peter Todd, wrinkling his brows.
“The silly ase didn't even know the
name of a blessed First League player.
He thought Steve Donoghue and E‘ilydeﬁ
and Inmean and Jack Hobbs were foot-
ballers, Fancy that!"

“"Ha, ha, hal”

“The fat idiot wanted me
grinned Toddy.
I refused, and suggested he should try
you, Linley. Did he?"

“He "didn’t come to me” laughed

“I don’'t remember iIt,
ahyway."” y

“Then he must have just shoved his
list down anyhow, and trusted o Tuck,”
grinned Teddy.  “Sheer luck, of
Qg}um[’.“ ¥ S ;

“Just ; luck!™ said Bob Cherry
enviously., * There's something in being
a born idiot, after all. They say it's the
fools for-luck. I wish you'd nabbed the
dashed twenty quid, though, Linley, old
chap. Ypu'd have made better use of
th?l' twenty guid than that fat idiot
Wilil. .

“I.wish I had won it!" said Mark
Linley, with rather & shaky langh.
vould -have done with-the cash—bddly.
But it's not my luck, In any casé, I'm
not "at all sure that my entry went in.”

“Eh?- How's that?” demanded DPeter
Todd .sharply. .

““I'm nob sure, of courge,” explained
Linley ruefelly, “But after I had filled
in mf- ticket, 1 sealed the envelope up
and left it lying on the study table,
meaning to post it later that evening.
When I came back, though, I found it

to help

to waste half-a-crown b

] I

" into bed that night.

now ! zaid Bob Cherry. * And none of
us had when you asked us afterwards.”

“The rememberfuloess is terrific,” said
Hurree Bingh. * But someone else may
have posted it, my esteemed Mark.”

“I know.,  That was just what I
thought—some chap had seen Q
stamped, addressed envelope, and posted
it to oblige me,” smiled Linley. *“5till,
I've wondered once or twice since
whether some chap did post it, or not.
In any case, I hadn't much hope of win-
ning anything, though I did my best, of
course. There must have been thousands
who entered a competition like that."

“Yes, rather |” 2 ;

“1t—it's rather queer, though,” =aid
Peter Todd, as if ‘speaking to himself.
“Jolly queer. It's rather too amazing
for that fat ass to win a prize by sheer
luck in such a competition, though ‘I
ﬂl.}gp-.‘:su 1t’s possible.  You're sure you
didn’t give him any tips, Linley ?"

“Quite, guite sure; ha didn"t even
come to see me,” Toddy.” _

“He went to your study, anyway,”
said Toddy. *“I watched him from my
own dashed study door. I was expect-
ing him to come flying out on hid fat
neck. Then Dufton came along, and I
let Bunter rip. But—but I wonder—"" -

“You wonder what, Toddy?’ asked
Wharton, staring. :

“Oh, nothing!” said Toddy.
cheerio, chaps!”
_And reaching the door of Study No. 7
just then, - Peter Todd nodded, and
stepped inside, leaving the others to go
on along the Remove passage. Once
inside his own study, Peter Todd's eyes |
gleamed queerly.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
- Toddy on the Trall !

4 ISHY ! murmured Peter Todd.
“Thundering fishy, in fact[”
With the door elosed upon
him, Peter Todd rubbed his.
rather prominent nose thoughtfully—
very thoughtfully, indeed. Bunter’s
sharp-witted study-mate really thought
the whola business of Bunter's prize was
“fizshy,"” and, knowing Bunter as he did,
E‘c;]ddy had good reason to think i1t was
shy. =

In fact, Peter Todd was worricd about
it‘- y
It might have been just luck, of course,
that had won Bunter the prize. But
Toddy remembered distinetly how
emphatic Bunter had been in refusing
trusting to
luck., He had gone to interview
Mark Linley, and Peter had seen him
vanish inside Linley's study. And as
Linley stated that he had not seen
Bunter, then Linley must have been out
just then.

If the envel»:lpa had been lving on the
table then, and if nobody else had been
in the study but Bunbter, then it was
more than possible that Bunter knew'
what had happened to Linley's letter
containing his entry for tho competition.
Knowing Bunter as he did, Peter Todd
began to feel very suspicious indeed.

Was 1t possible that Bunter had
opened the envelope, taken the ticket
out, and had sent it up as his own
effort, or something like that?

The more Peter thought of the matter,
the more he felt that it was possible.
He could not help, also, remembering
Bunter's strange words before climbin

Because Petor hnﬁ
refused to loan him a stamp,. Bunter had
disclaimed all responsibility . should

“Well,
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Linley fail to win a prize! Rather a
gueer thing for Dunter to disclaim! It
seemed suspiciously as though Bunter
lad had a guilty conscience on the sub-
ject. . .

: * Blest if I don't believe there's some-
thing in it!" breathed Toddy, jumpin

up from hig chair. * And I'm blést i
I don't go and tackle the fat fraud
about 1t i&fnm he spends any of that
dashed twenty quid. Oh, the awiul
idiot! I'll take a stump along with
me, too. I he starts any fibs, I'll touch
him up with that!™ .

With a grim look on his face, Petor
crossed to the cupboard and wrenched
the lower doors open, Then he rum-
maged awmidst the conglomeration of
articles inside for a ericket-stump. There
wera all sorts of things in that botiom
ciipboard—oxercize-books, caps, {footer
gear, and cricket gear, and other things,
mostly rubbish that had been
shoved there by the careless
juniors. In his search for a stumi%!,
1*eter dragged a heap of rubbila
out from the cupboard out on o
the flobr by accident. Amongst the
heap - there happened to be s
bundle, a rolled-up Eton jacket,
that unrolled itself on dropping to
the floor. And from-a pocket n
tho jacket there tumbled &
crumpled ticketf.

Paoter picked it up.

“ Hallo!" he gasped.

Dropping . the jacket, TPoter
Todd turned his attention to the
ticket. IPeter wasn't interested in
the jacket. It was rather a
crubby, greasy jacket, and anyone
who knew Bunter eould have told
that it belonged to Bunter, There
was a great, ugly stain of ink on
the jacket, and Toddy remembered
Bunter spilling the ink on the
jacket only a week or so ago—an
aceident that liad  cauvsed the
jacket to be relegated to the rub-
bizh eupboard.

But Toddy was very much in-
terested in the ticket. :

It was a half-a-crown ticket for
the Bilver Ring Dallot, and on it
was Linley’s list, and the ticket
was signed by Mark Linley. |

Peter Todd fairly blinked at it.
It seomed to hin an amazing coin-
eidence that he should drop upon
the evidence he wanted just theun,
un amazing piece of sheer luck !

“Pliow "' he breathed. * So—so
I was vight, then. Oh, the awful
little idiot! ‘The—the fat worm!
Ie'll end up in the blessed re-
formatory yet!” :

For & brief moment Toddy
blinked at the ticket, and then,
without bothering fm‘tl"mr to find a
gtump, he hurriedly left the study,
and went along to Study No. 1.
'I'o his satisfaction he found Mark
Linley in there, chatting to the
Famous Five.

Bursting into the room, Polor
Lhandaod the ticket to Mark Linley.

“'That belongs to you, I fancy,
Linley,” he said breathlessly.

Linley stared at the ticket. "Then
he gave a sudden exclamation.

“Great Scott!™ he - gasped. .
“Why, ‘it's my ticket, Toddy!
Where on earth did you dig this
HD?"

.. denca,

Mark Linley handed the ticket with-
out & word for Harry Wharton to look

“Phew!" breathed the Remove cap-
tain, “ Then—then—="

“It’s pretty plain, I think,” =aid
Toddy seriously., “That fat idiot has
copied Linley's list, and sent it in as his
own.”

‘And Peter told the astounded juniors

of his suspicions, and his reasons for
suspecting, and also how he bhad
stumbled so amazingly upon the evi-

“Well, my only hat!” gasped Harry
Wharton, frowning darkly. *The—the
fat rotter! Come on; we'd better go
after the fat fraud. We can't let him
rob Linley lhke this.™

“ Rather not ™

“No fear!” .

The juniors crowded out of the study.

-

- m—

—p——

In the passage they bumped into Ver-

non-Smith. a Baunder was grinning..
“Seen Bunter, Smithy?” demanded

Harry quickly, ) :

“The dear man hag just gone to visit
old Coker,” chuckled Smithy, *He drew
blank with Mauly—his gidd lordship
has gone ocut somewhere. Evn Bunty's.
gone to try to get Coker to loan him
something on the cheque, I faney Coker
will make mincemeat of the fat ass!™

“Come on!"” said Harry, . ,

. Leaving Vernon-Smith staring, the
juniors rushed along to the Fifth Form
passage. As they nearéd Coker's study
they saw- Bkinner & 'Co., and several
more of Bunter’s new' “pals,” in the
assage outside. They were grinning.
rom within Coker's stud roceeded
Coker's voice in a roar, Illlg en a ter-
rific commotion, above which rose Billy
Bunter's voice in & howl of dismay.

“Yaroooooh! Leggo, you awful
as5 ! Yoooop ! Rescue, you fellows!
Yarroooop !”

“Come_ here pulling niy dashed
leg, would yout” roared Coker.
“““Why, }au cheeky. fat little
sweep, I'll smash youl I'll give
you twenty quid! '‘H ogive yom
trying to spoof me again! Take
that, -and that, and t—and out
you [k '

“¥arroooh |

"Look out!™ yellod Bob (1
5u|‘]d¢u'l_1,-_ ) e

A fat form came hurtling out of
Coker's study, and the 'unﬁam just
Eﬁ'}rang‘ back in time. It was Billy

unter, and he eollapsed against
the cpposite pessage wall, roaring
with anguish. Appareatly Horace,
Coker had mistaken the object of
his visit, had imagined Bunter had
called to Fu].’t hiz Jog, and to rub m
the humiliation of weeks ago.

Coker's door slammed, and
Peter T'odd stepped to Bunter and
dragged him to his feot.

Y Ow-wow ! groaned . Bunter.
“0Oh, the awful beast!  Jevver
know snch’'a beast! Went for me
like & madman! Just because I
mentioned the ballot you know!
Ow-wow! Didn't even give me
‘time to explaini”

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton & Co. could not
help lavghing,. =~ =~ i W

“MNever mind, DBuuter,” said
Peler 'Lodd, becoming -suddenly
grim. "Lt won't be necessary for
you to change that cheque, old fat
man! Youw'll come along with ug,
you little worm |

“Oh dear |

Bunter looked suddenly alarmed
as he heard that, and caught sight
of Linley with the jumors. As a
matter of fact, the fat junior's
conscience—even Duuter had a con-
seience, of sorts—had been troub-
ling Bunter rather a lot during
the last half-hour. He secmyed to
feel instinetively what he was
wantoed for,

“I—I say, vyou fellows” . he
asped in sudden alarm. ¥
'm not coming, you know. ‘I saw,
HSkinner, Bolsover, back ma":-t':[f,
vou know. You're my pals, aren't
you? Back me up against these

“Found i in a pocket of dear
old Bunter's old jacket,” said
Toddy grimly. “I fancy it ex-
plaing why Bunter won that
twenty quid—or, rather, got itl. -
What? T think we'd better
after the fat worm before he

did it ! "

“ I say, you fellows, someone must have planted
that list in my pocket, you know.
it was Tndd;.r—in fact, I'm sure that beast Toddy

‘1 planted it ? '’ yelled Peter Todd,

(See Chapter 10.)

I—I beliave

chaps ! )
“Wo'll jolly =oon do that, Bun-
ter, old fellow,” =said Bolsover,
&I&iring[}belliiﬂanﬂy at Wharton &
. " Look here, Wharton; don’t
rou come shoving your ogr in
ere! = Old Bunter's under our

breaks into the ohegue,™

protection 1™
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“Until he loses the tweunty guid,”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“Shnt up, Bob!"™ said Harry Vrhar-
ton grimly. * Look here, Bolsover, you
can drop that rot. That twenty quid
docsn't rightly belong to Bunler. We've
[ound that out—at least, we think we
have | :

“Oh, veally, Wharton, you beast—"

“Come along, Dunter! If you chip
1, Bolsover, and you, Skinner, you'll be
sorry for it, This fat ass has got to

come !

h"‘l 1.1.-3511. * gasped Buoler, “Rewcue,
chaps !

But neither Skinner & Co., nor

Bolsover, made. any aticmpk to rescue
Bunter after that. Harry YWharton's
grim words had startled them not a
little—knowing Junter as they did. And
Bunter, protesting and struggling furi-
ously, was hauled along to Study No. L
Bkinner & Co. followed wonderingly
now, a3 did a ewarm of curious fellows,
Wharton allowed them to enter ihe
study, and then he closed the door, and
faced the 5hiu‘ﬂ-rin§' Bunter,

“Now, Bunter,”™ said Harry grimly
“Wao want to know where you got your
list from—the list you sent up for that
competition "

“Oh, really, Wharton, I don't knoiwr
what you're talking about!™ gasped
Bunter, blinking furiously amuug him.

“You're only jenlous because I've won
that prize. You're trying to rob me of
it, If yvou think I copied the list from

anather fellow's list vou're mistaken—
guite mistaken. Besides, I didn't cven
know Linley was cntering for the com-
petition, And as for eopying his list
on to my card and keeping his back, I
wouldn't dream of doing such a thing "
And DBunter bhnked indignantly
around him aflter making that statement,
Ho was quite surprised at the looks e
received,
| “Bo you did copy Linles’s list, Bun-
ter!" snapped Farry Wharton, * You've
given vourself away micely, "vou 'fat
idiot! MNobody has mentioned Linley's
name or list yet " ) :
“0Oh dear! D-did I say Linley?”
paspad  Bunter. “I=I didn't mean
Linley, of coarse. Don't T tell you that
T didn't even know Linley was enierin
for thoe competition? I must say,”
added Buanter sorrowfully, “that 1 am
surprised at you fellows ever suggesting
such a thing:” As if ] ~.n:mi copy

OEee BN dt R RDOedeBaRedss

WIRELESS

—and all
about it!

POPULAR WIRELESS is the weekly
paper which sill tell wou all wou want
to know about wireless. ere  are
always wspecial articles for beginners,
and pages and pages of hints end tips
Whitﬁ“wi“ gave yeu maney and endless
trouble. POPULAR Wi ELE_SE will
never " let you down =it will. hel
You &R kcep you  well  informed.
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suother fellow's list. You fellows ought
to apologiso for entertaining such low
susplcions. ™

“You fat ass! You deny, then, that
{L‘-'ﬂ copiod Linley's list, and kept his
yack, Bunter?" 5

T0Ff course I do! Don't I keap telling
vou I know nothing about Linley's list.”

“Very well, then,” snapped Harry.
“I'm going to Quelechy now, Bunter.
And perhaps vou'll he able to explain
to him how it comes that Linley's list
was found by Toddy in your jackot

pocket. Show the fat worm the list,
inley 1" -
“0Oh dear|”
Linley quictly held out the ticket for
all to sea. '

“Great pip!™ pasped Bolsover. “No
blessed wonder wyou collared the ([at
villain! Why, it's practically pinching
twonty quids from Linley 1™ ' '

Phew "

Bunter fairly shook as he blinked
round at the accusing faces of the
juniors,

WI—I say, vou fellows, it's all & mis-
take!™ he gasped. *“You—you're on

the wrong horse, you know. It's Linley.

who must have copied that list from
mine, Beel” ; :

Y Great pip [

“You fat 1diot 1" hooted Harry Whar-
ton. ¥ Can't you geo you're bowled out,
yoeu awinl worm? Do you want to be

sackead? If you don't, you'll own up for -

your own sake.”

“Oh 'dear! I say, you Eﬁllc:ws, Bome-

pne must have planted that hst in my .

pocket, you know.. I=—I beliave it was
Toddy—in fact, I'm sure that beast
Toddy did it."

“1 planted it?” yelled Peter Todd.

U Exactly ]! You—you look guilty, you
know, Toddy., Why don't you own up—
bé a man, you know."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

But Harry

“ous for laughter.

* out all right, Bunter.

“ Lock here, Bunter,” he said quietlf'.
at last. “You'd better drop” this silly
rot. I advise you for your own sake
to go along and own up to Quelchy at
once. If you don’, it's bound to come
out, and 1t means the sack’ thon, mare
likely than not. If you own up your-
self, the Head will be leniant with you.”
“I keep on telling you—"

“You can keep on telling us until
Doomsday 1" snapped Harry, *“But it
will make no diffcrence, Dunter. ‘We
know you did it, and we know that that
twenty quid belongs by right to Mark
Lanley. d what's more, we mean to
see that he gots it, Bunter., If you don't
go straight away to Quelchy now, I
shall do zo.
with the proof, I suppoze he'll write to
the ballot people and ask for a copy.of
your ticket, Bunter. They'll send 1t on,
‘m eertain, and then you'll ke bowled
; In that case,
after denying it to Quelchy or the Head,
i:l*s b;?und to mean the sack, you fat
idiot. o e bl oot

““Oh dear | groaned Bunter, It was,

a groan from the depth of Bugt&rfs fat
being.  Not only did he ges his twenty
pounds slipping a.w&ﬁ- from him, ‘but he
aaw serious trouble ahead.. Bunter's sins
weré coming home to roost—as they
usually did. :

“Well?" said Harry Wharton.

“I—1 say, Wharton,"" gasﬁed Bunter,
“T—1 own up. I—I copied Linley's list.
It—it was nnl;.r a—sa lark, you know,
You—you won't tell Quelchy if I hand
Linley the cash, will you?" °

“Can’t you see that Quelchy will have
to know the truth?"™ said Harry grimly,

Wharton did not _Iguﬁl}. !
Ho felt the matter was a litile too seri- -

-Remove a

If Quelchy 1an't satisfied

“ All the school knows by this time that
you're supposed to have won tweniy
%Etd in the competition, Quelchy is
und to hear about it—if he hasn't
heard already. Ho'll want to see the
cheqie, and "he'll want to know all
details. That's absolutely certain, Bun-
ter. There's no getting out of it.. We
can't let you keop the chegue, and it's
no  use 1;1',:.u|n%1 to spoof ueich;.’—}'nu
know that, The cheque is made out to
yvou, and if you endorse it, making it
over to Linley, he's bound to want to
know why, and he's bound to want to
hold the money in his charge, Ha isn't
likely to allow a fat ass IEE{? vou, Bun-
ter, to carry such a sum about with
you." : 7

"{{%‘tldear]” '

“Will you go to Quelchy, Bunter?
He's no noed to know ynﬂi& not in-
tend to own up—he's no need to know
you intended to keep the money actu-
ally; and we sha'n’t give you away,

though thet's less than you deserve.
Well £ ; '
“Oh dear! Ye-c-es, I'll do it! Oh

dear |” groaned Bunter.

“Come on, then," said Ha.rr% uietly.

And Bunter went. He craw eﬁ BWRY
after - Harry Wharton towards My,
Queleh’s study, and even Bkinner for-
bore to grin a3 he crawled away, so
miserable did Billy Bunter lock, He
looked so down and out that the juniors
could not help feeling sorry for him in
the hour of his sad fall, . But their sor-
vow for Billy Bunter was nothing like
Billy Bunter's sorrow for himself.

It did not prove so bad for the Owl
of the Remove, after all. Harry Whar-
ton. left the matter to Bunter himself,
and Bunter—his wits sharpened by his
danger for once, acquitted himself well
as regards his defenee—both to  Mr,
Quelch and the Head,

As Harry Wharton anticipated, Dr,
Locke was lenient with Bunter—seeing
no reason to doubt Bunter's willing con::
fession and remorse. - And, having
always looked upen the fat and obtuio

youth as being more fool than rogue—a
really general opinion at Greyfriars—
the . Head contented himeelf with o

severe lecture and & more severe caning,
and there the matter ended in so far as
the authorities were concerned—except-
ing that the cheque, duly endorsed by
Bunter, was handed to Linley, its right-.
ful owner, :

Having changed the chegue, Linlex
sent fifteen pounds of it home to s
people in Lancashire, and the remainder
he kept himself, standing the -whole
reat spread out of the five.
pounds on the following day, . .

Even Dilly Bunter was invited by the
forgiving Linley, and Bunter excelled-
himiself 1n the Eatin%". line. And so the
affair _ﬁndad_ nita appilf for every-
body in the move—unless one ex-
cepted Fisher T. Fish, who never gol his
two pounds—or hiz twenty shillings per-
centage of the “loan.”  But nobody
wasted any sympathy on the crafty.
greedy Transatlantie junior.

THE ENIN.

EXTRA SPECIAL
For Next Week!

“COKER'S NEW YEAR
RESOLUTIONS!”

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Don’t miss it. Chums !
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buied in the cabin of a sunken yachi.

again. Who {s thef man ?

A Baffling Mystery Story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the famous defective, and Jack Drake, his boy assistant.

Gone to the Boitom !

T was all over in 2 moment.

The River Ghost came up for a
bhrief instont on to an even keel as
the steamship eut her off from the

wind. Then the River Ghost lurched
and shuddered, Bmashing like an egg-
shell, her bows erumpled up a& the iron
entwater bit into them. Thoe mangled
littla vessel was Aung aside almost con-
templuwously. The great grey sides of
the steamship slid past,

Jack found himself in the water, and
the icy chill of it made him catch his
breath, Dot his brain was clear and
quick, and instantly he dived, his
mstinet Leing Lo m-ai(f the suction of the
vessol’s wash,

And as he fouglht his way down
through the darkness he remcombered
Ferrers Locke,

The guv'nor! Counld he hope to save
the guv'nor after all?

He kicked out harder, heading down-
wards. Jack wasa powerful swirnmer,
as skilful as a scal. Heo knew that he
was over the spot where Locke had sunk,
and his hands were groping frantically.

And suddenly he touched romeothin
in the water that sent a thrill throu ﬁ
himi. He grabbed and caught it, his
lungs n-Emng_v near to bursting, and
kicked upwards on the instant.

Had amanga fixed a heavier
weight lo Locke's ankles, Jack ocould
never have succeeded in the task he had
sot himself. But the weight had becn
1 small one—just sufficient to carry the
detective down through the zalt water.

As it was, the strain was terrific, and
but for the wiry youngster's healthy
muscle he could never have reached the
surface with his burden. But after
what seomed an eternity, his head shot
up above tho surface, and ho gasped
the cold air into hiz burning lungs.

The steamship was yards away, now,
but Jack heard dimly the shouting on
her decks and the clanging of a%ail_
But their meaming was lost upon him.
Somehow it had not occurr te him
that those aboard the vessel were aware
of the wreck of the yacht.

. hard

The swirling mist hemmed them in—
the white-faced youngster and the ‘un-
conscious man in his afma,

=

INTRODUCTION.

TOAM TEAVERS, a cléever poalkeeper plowin
for Larkham City, : Py

ADAM GUELFPI, his miserly umele, owner of
Lone Manor.

ARMITAGE, Gualph'zs Lutler.

FERRERSE LOCKE, the gelebraled detective
of Baker Street.

JACK DRAKE, kis boy assislant.

SILVA, SCANAMANGA, and DROOD, a
blind man, -members of the Wolves, a
powerful secret society,

L Ll - L] L ] - (]

Adam Guclph mysleriously disappears, and
Tonme Traecers enlists the aid of Locke and
Drake to find hini. This they eventually do,
for the old man has been kidmapped by the
Wolves,
{o discover the motive of ihe Wolves in
capluring kin, for the old. mizer is suffering
Jrom brain fever. Locke and hiz companions
therefore set themselves the task of unrarvel-
ling the myetery. After a eeries of thrilling
fand-te-hand  encounters with the Wolves,
Locke & Co. learn that the Green Spider—an
emerald ring resembling in shape a apider—
Rolds the seeret of the whereabouts of a
vaet hoard of treaswure, awd Lhat it s this
ring and the treasure it will lead to that
the Wolver are seeking., This ring iz given
fnla Travers' l;uping by Armitage, the
Eutler, who Kkiewe of its hidieg-place,

The Wolver, however, eventually kidnap
Travers, and, with the coveled Green Spider
i their possession, . endeavour to tﬂmw
Ferrerg Loecke off the trail. But, thanks to
the deadly skill of the wizard detective, they
are unsuccesdful, for in an incredibly short
space of time Ferrere Locke and Drake are
on their héels—a trail which leads
them across land and water. Aboard the
Marian, a trim Hitle yacht, the twain are
Inst overhauling the Wolves" crafl, when, to
therr amazemeni, the lafley nokes vound
anddenly and charges them amidehips.
Fowerless to residt, Locke and Drake are
taken prizoners aboard the River Ghost, and
calmly await their fate.  Securely bound,
and with a heary block of lead tied o hiz
aukles, Ferrers Locke iy carried up on deck
and pushed overboard by Scaramanga. BHut
hardly has the arch-villain carried out hiz
wile act when the culwaler of a great
steamer, groping € way ownd of the [og,
ergeher acrocs the bows of the River Ghost,

{(New read on)

But Fuelph's rerouners are unabie

Fathoms deep in the Thames estuwary Ferrvers Locke and a professional diver seel: the Green Spider,
One of these two divers is doomed never 1o rise firane the bed of the sca

he MYSTERY

g

I

The weight of his burden was alinost
dragging him down again. He felt the
strength ebbing from him as he fought
on dugpfred]r to hold Locke's herd above
the surfece.

He stared round wildy.-. Of tha
River Ghost there was no sign. Bhe had
sunk like a stone, the water poumng in
through her torn bows. But for a
moment Jack fancied he saw the dim
shape of an overturned dinghy away to
the right, with vague sha clinging to
it. Then, if he had really scen it, tha
shapes were swallowed in the fog.

“Help! Help!™

He sent the quavering call over the
watcr, but his voice was husky and
weak.

A wave washed over his head, choking
him. He tried to lift Locke's bLead
higher above the surface, but failed,
And then, as he kicked off his shoes,
Jack suddenly rememberad the clasp-
knife in his pocket, and & desperale
scheme camas into his head,

“IE I could enly do it!™

With one hand he {umbled for his.
knife, supporting Locke with the other.:
He found it, and took it in his teeth
while he wriggled from his coat. The

srment went drifting oaway into the

arkness,

“That's better I he told himmself, wilh
chattering teeth,

With hiz teeth and hand he suecceeded
in opening the big blade of the kuife.
It was, he knew, sharp as a rozor—he
always saw to thab.

He took the knife in his right hand,
kicking out with his legs to keep him-
self afloat. His arms were aching now
with the weight of this unconscious
burden. The hand with the knife groped
downward. And suddenly he dived.

If he could cut away the lead weight
that was fixed to Locke's ankles it might
make sll the difference between life and
death for both of them! :

Oddly encugh, it was while he was
hacking at the rope that held the weight
that Juck first thought of Tom Travers,

Where was he? ]

Tha youngster was sinking againg

THE MAGRET LisRanyY.—No. §34.
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Locke doubled over on top of him

of Tom Travers, watching him—Tom's

twisting in the water as they sank. And cheer ile.. - .

then suddenly the great weight famuim “Cheerio, Jack! Feeling better, old
to disappear, and a strong kick sent son!” . 3

them up to the surface again.  The  The youngster smiled weakly, and

knife had severed the rope, and the lead
had gone swinging down through the
blackness to the mud of the river-bed,

Then to sever the cords that bound
Ferrers Locke was the work of a
moment. ; =

Jack found himsell swimming fairly
casily on ‘his back, his hands under
Locke's armpits. Again he sent a
clespairing shout for help into the sur-
rounding masgls.

But where was Travers?

Had he been one of those shadowy
figures he had seemed to see clmgg{:_'n[y;
to the yacht's overturned din%lhy? o
remembered that Tom's hands had been
ticd; but Travers’, he recalled with a
thankful thrill, had been tied in frong
of him, not behind his back. It would
ba possible for the footballer to keep
himself afloat.

The tide was carrying them in the
divection in which ﬁm stearuship had
vanished, and suddenly Jack cried out
];m:-ath'las.sur to ses the great dim shape
of it looming wp through the mist.

Those on the ship had seen them, then
ground down under her bows, and ha

stopped !

gain Jack shouted with all his
strengih. Yet the husky cry seemed to
him to be lost over tho waste of waters,

““ They'll never find us—never find us
—net in this fog! Never find us——"

Red splashes of light scemed to be
dancing before hiz oves. He felt his
senscs slipping, and fought to keep his
brain clear. His head went under, and
the water rushed info his lungs as he
£hoked and struggled upward,

Hea felt that the game was up—that
hope had gone. Locke seemed like a
dead weight in his arms, pulling him
uncler. et novoer for a moment did
the youngster dream of lebting go his
hold. If Farrers Locke sank, Jack
Drake would sink with him.

“ Help—help! Help—"

It was only a faint eroak, the ghost of

his own woico. The youngster's aeyes
were closed, and his brain was reeling.

He was going under—down—down—

& ] B " - &

Jack Drake opencd his oyes slowly.
Tho first thing he saw was tho face

passed a hand over his eves,

“ Where—where are ng Tom?" he
muttered.

Jack had never thought o open his
ayes in this world again. But even in
his present dazedness it was clear
enough that his surroundings were far
too solid for it to be anywhere elsa!

“0On, board the Vancouver Fseven-
thousand-ton ocil-tanker, crawling into
Easterouch through this' infernal fog,
Jack,” laughed Tom,

The youngster struggled into a sitting
posture, and stared about him.

He was scated in & narrow bunk, in
a pair of violently striped pyjamas.
stove near at ]:Im:ui Glled the iﬁ!lﬂ cahin
with a pleasant warmth. Tom Travers,
wearing a seaman’s blue jeéersey. and a
pair of trousers about three fimes too
wide for him, was standin l:nly the ttove,
And in an opposite bunﬁ: ay Forrers
Locke, smiling across at Jack, thongh his
face was still white and haggard.

Jack ‘rubbed his eyes.

“ Crumbs!” ho gasped. “Bo they

icked us up? I thought we were all

one for!"

“1 should have been, an way, but for
vou, young 'un!” sgid Locke. **8o they
tell mal™

“0Oh, rot, guv'ner! We had to sink
or swim together, of course.™ :

“There would have been more sink-
ing than swimming for me, I fancy!"
murmured Locke. * 8till, T won't start
the grateful thanks business—no need.
I know it's all in the day's work to you,
Jack "

. The voungster flushed. There was a
lack in Locke's eyes that was worth all
the thanks in the world te him.

“But what happened to wou, Tom?"
lie asked, lying back with a sigh of con-
tentment on ﬁw pillow. He felt dog-
tired and horribly stiff.

“T1? Oh, I was all right!” answered
Travers. “I was hanging on to &
c¢hunk of the old River Ghost that got
smashed off in the little argument with
the bows of this blessed ship!  They

icked me up quick enough, bnt I
iﬁ'mugh{: we should never find you. Thoy
lowered a boat, you seo.”

“And  Silva?” muttered Jack.
“What's happened to Silva & Co.? Havo
they been picked up, too?™

But Tom Travers shook his head.
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“No,” he said shortly, “They've not
been picked up. There was nﬁysi;n'uf _

them.” |

Jack nodded thoughtfully. Hoe was
thinking of that shadowy shape he had
seen after the wreck, as of an over-

turned dinghy with vague figures cling-
fng to it, that had bopt awglloeed by

8. mist. £ in

The door of the cabin opened, and &
short," tubby .little sea-captain. entered.
It was the skipper of the Vancouver,
come £0.see how they weére getting on.
But he did ‘not stay long—in: the fog,

roping up the estuary:to Easterouch,

e would not trust the bridge long to
the care of his officora. L

When he had gone: again, Fetrers
Locke frowned thoughtfully. . .
*What's up, guvnor?” asked Jack.

“I was tlunking about the green
spider,” Locke dnswered.

. Travers whistled.

“By Jove, I'd forgotten that thing!”
he eried. “&ilva hnﬁa it, of course! If
Silva's drowned——"

Ferrers Locke shook ‘his head.

“Bilva won't bs drowned,” he’ said.
“Men like Silva have more lives than
a4 cat! And, anyway, Silva hadn't got
the green spider on him when the smash
came.” : T ]

“Then where was it} eried Jack
Drake. : '

“When Silva was waiting for Scara-
manga to come down to the cabin again,
to carry me up on deck,” said ko,
“Bilva put that ring away in one of

the cupboards of the cabin. He left it
there® :
"What!" eried Travers. “Then you

mean—"

“ Just this,” murmured Ferrers Locke,
“The green spider went to the botiom
with the wreck of the River Chost!™

The Man who Vanished !
JAEK DRAEKE sat up with 2 jerk in

the narrow bunk.
“What's that, guv'nor? ex-
claimed the woungster, his voicé
startled, “The green aspider's gone to
the bottom with the rn.gﬁt?”
ke nodded.

“It has.”

“Good heavens!” muttered Tom
Travers. “But—but it's gone for good,
then 3 _

“MNot at all,” said Ferrers Locke, smil-
ing coolly. “Bomeone's got to go down
to the wreck of the River Ghost to fetch
it up again, that's all there s to it!"”

“A professional diver?” asked Tom
quickly. s

“We shall have to employ o profes-
sional,” agreed the detective. “But he
won't go down alone. Thatb ring is -far
toe valuable to trist to the tender
mercies  of any outsider, however
honest. Deaides, T know just where the
ring is in the yacht’s cabin. I shallgo
down myself, too.” =

“But shall we ever find the wreek”

" axclaimed Jaock.

“Unless luck iz very much against us
we shall, young "un. havo- already
asked the skipper of this vessel for the
oxact position in the estuary that the
River Ghost went down.. He has been
able to mark the point on & chart,
which he is going to let me have. OF
course, the wreck may have drifted quite
a bit, but we shall find her before we've
done. We can’t afford not to!”

The big oil-tanker was off Easterouch
now, Her engines ceased to throb, and
the three in the little cabin heard the
shouted orders on the deck above, heard
the rattle and the roar of the anchor-
chain. The wind was increasing, whirl-
inr before -1k the thick mist 1t had
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- Smashing lke an egg-shell, the yachi’s bows erumpled

. up as the iron cutwater bit into them. Then the mangled
: X Titile vessel was flung aside almost eontemptuousiy.

| (See page 23.)
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carried . up the river from the seca.
Before long the fop had dizappeared,
and the twinkling lights of the town on
the southern bank could be seen winking
over the water.

By now Jack Drake had almost com-
pletely recovered from his terrible ex-
pertence. His glowing health had wen
through, where many another would
have been down with pneunmonia or
rhoumatic fever. Travers, however, was
anything but fit. . _

The footballer had been through teo
much since the cowardly “acoident ™ af
White Hart Lane—so cleverly planned
by the Wolves, and earried out for them
by ona of the Larkham City players.
Tom looked white and 1ll. The reaction
was beginning to set in.

“Whe do you think it was, the fellow
who knocked you out on the field?”
asked Jack.

“(inodness knows! There'd been a
corner kick, you remember—a rogular
tussle in the goal-mouth, I went down,
felt as though I'd been tripped, and
then a hoot crashed on to my nappoer, I
suppoee, for I didn't remember anything
else till I woke up to find myself in
sono sort of a car, m the hands of Silva
& Co™

Tom Travers shrugged his shoulders.

“Aight have been almost anybody,”
he went on. Then his face clouded.
“Though between you aun' me an' thé
lamp-post, Jack, I've half a mind it was
probably Caine, onr- left-back. He's a
had ogg, as I've thought before, and I
know he's never cottoned on o me, Just
the chap 4o lend himself to a job like
that ! nt. if T can ever prove at, T'm
sorry for him 1" =

“¥ou don't leok as though you'll be
it 1o play next Saturday,” said Locke.

“1 feel pretty grogey, I owpn,” said
the young footballer, with a ryeful
lnugh.. “Bat I must do my best, if
they've not already decided to kick me
out for breaking my iraining contract !

“0Oh rot'” said Ferrers Locke. © They

won't do that, Tom, It's not your fault
this has happened—you were carried off
against vour will, obviously. But I can't
see you plaving next Saturday. What's
the fixture 1™

“ Bheflicld United.”

“Well.” laughed Locke, “I can't soc
Billy Gillespie having the interesting job
of trying to get the lcather past Tom
Travers next week-end! It won't do,
Tom. Your trainer will see that you lie
up for a bit, 1f he doesn't want to see
Larkhoam City drop a place or two down
the League table(”

" The detective himself had pulled round
amazingly. Locke's astounding stanina
seemed capable of any feat of recupera-
tion. His face was still paler than
usual, and he now wora & bandage over
the graze on his templo, but otherwise
he was already practically his old self.

Shortly afterwards they were landed
at Hasterouch, the detective carrying
with him the chart on which the. skipper
of the oil-tanker had marked the aspot
where the River Ghost had gone down.
Morning was &lready breaking, grey
over the estuary. Their first wisit was
to & chemist. who gave them the stiff
tonic_each needed,

All three were dog-tired still. Ferrers
Locke engaged a couple of rooms at the
Anchor Hotel, near the water-front—
luckily he had & case of noles with him
—and Tom and Jack turned in at once,
leaving Locke smoking a pipe by the
window, staring out between the oppo-
site houses at the shipping, brow fur-
rowed in a thoughtful frown.

“ Not turning in for a spell, guv'nor 1"
asked Jack.

“Not yet, young "un.”

Jack Drake did not awake till after
two . in the afternoon, but when he did
open his eyes he [elt wonderfully re-
freshed. He jumped out of bed, and
went into the next room. Locke was
pacing to and fro by the window.

“Jack,” he said abruptly, "I've seen
Scaremanga, here in Easterouch !

The youngster whisiled.

“Bo he's not drowned, guv'nor! Ho
deserved to be! Did he see you 7™

“Yes, and shcered off at once. I
shadowed him for a while, but. the
beggar twigged I was on bis tracks, and
took a taxi. 1 took another, but my
driver was a perfect fathead, and we
lost Bearamanga. Still, it doesn't
matter. ™

“¥ou've been oub, then—about the
diver ¥

Ferrers Locke nodded. i

“¥es. I've found a reliable chap, I
fancy., IHe lives not far from here—
fellow named Betts. But he wasn't at
home when I called this morming—won't
be in till this evening. I'm going round
ogaln at six.”

“And in the meaniime,” grinned
Jack, “1 feel péckish encugh to eat that
giddy table! I think & bt of grub 1
indioated for yours truly ! - :
. By the time the meal was Brought io
their room, Tom Travers was awake,
too, He looked haggard and worn,
though his spirita were cheerful enough.
But ke insisted upon his sceing a
doator. The medical man told Travers
the best thing he could do was to lie
quiet in Easterouch for a few days
before returning to Larkham. So on
the doctor's authority, the young foot-
baller was able to wire to by manage-
mont to that effect.

At six o'clock the ithree went round fo
the little houss near the hotel -whers
Detts, the diver, lived,

‘He was a short, grizzled man, who
gave the impression that he koew his
job inside-out, and Locke came io an
agreement with him eesily enough,
When the. detective exp his. inten-
tion of going down to the wreck with.
him, Beits looked very doubtful, !

“PRect loave it tome an® my male, Jim
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Walters, sir. Diving's none such child’s
play ag—"

Locke broke in with a laugh.

“Don’t worry! This won't be the
first time, I can tell you! Tve. been
twelve fathoms down in my time.”

The diver's face cleared. _

“Oh, in that ease, " he said heartily,

“I'm willing?! Tl lix ye wp with the
suit all O K, sir.” _ .,
" There wge of necessity some deiay
twhile Locke arranged the formalities
with the authorities—rather a compii-
cated business in the ecircumsiances,
since the wrecked yacht was not his
own, DBut his name went a long way
towards obtaining the necessary sanc-
tion, and in a fow days all was readry.

Liocke had communicated with the
Easterouch police, whe had been scarch-
ing the town for Scaramangn, as well as
for Silva, EKyushu, and the foarth
member of the Welves, in case they, too,
were at hand. It was clear enough that:
Ecarumun?u., at auy rate, had managed
to right the overturned dinghy and get
ashore that night, Bub the man seemed
to  havo disappearced utterly. And
though a close wateh had been kept
over the estuary. in the neighbourhood
of the sunken vacht, therc had been uo
attempt to reach it.

A couple of days later all was ready.
Locke had commissioned a large motor-
launch, and the time for the descent had
‘been fixed by Ietts, according to the
tide. At ten o'clock in the merning,
Ferrers Locke, Jack Drake, and Travers
were ronnd at his house. The launch
was ready waiting ab one of the piers,

Locke knocked on the door, and at
oonce 1t was opened by a woman whose
face was oddly white—the diver's wife,
they knew.

“Mr. Locke 7 sha eried.

Locke mnodded. Something in the
woman's face had startled him. &he put
out an unsteady hand.

“0Oh, sir! My husband—he went out
last night, to be back nice an’ early, so
he said, sir. But he's never come back [”

In the Sunken Yacht [
FERHERH LOCKE'S teeth came

together.
“What?” he jerked ont. *Not
como back? He knew, -though,
. LR, = T .- _\‘:;.

Jack Drake severed the rope, and
the great weight sank to the river-
bed. Then, with sirong kicking the
detective and Jack Drake shot up to

the surface agaln,
{(See pags 24.)
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that I was engaging him for this morn-
ing ™

Thae diver's wife nodded. —

“That he did! Oh, I don't like it at
all=I'm seared! I dunno what the job
was you was wantin' him for, but I
know there's something gueer about it,
though he did keep it to himself what
vou'd told him, as he'd promised. But
I know there’s something queer—an’ I'm
B0 T ] —""

Locke's face was grim,

He, too, did not like the look of

- things,

Could it be possible that the Wolves,
having learnt in some way of Locke's
planz, had put Betts out of the way for

the time being, to delay the recovery of

ithe green spider? - ;

But the dotective's jaw was sebk. His
plans were not going to ba- knocked on
the head szo easily if he could help it.

“Your hushand's mate, Walters—
where does he live 7 he asked quickly.

The woman gave him the address.
Locke. did hLis best to soothe her agita-

tion, and then they hurried off to inter-

view the other diver, Walters.

He was not at home when they
arrived, but they found him down b
the wharves—a big; swarthy fellow with
tatiooed hands and a elay pipe clenched
between  his  testh, Ermﬂpy Ferrers
Locke gave him an idea of the situa-

tion. Walters puffed a eloud of smoke
from the corner of his mouth and
nodded. '

“Av, ay " he =aid thoughtfully, =1
understand ye. Well, I'm willin” to put
this job through for my mate, It's a
most unécommon rush job, but there—*
He broke off. “Ye say yo wants to
come down yesel’ $¥ :

The detective noddead,

“Yes. But you know well enough
what it ja like—probably the wreck has
been silted np a bit by now, and it will
need two of us, this job. An way, I
want to have an expert at hand in case
1:rfnxam;n.r+ unexpected developments.®

g!mfe," nodded Walters, “T'Il be
ready In ten minutes )™

And a very short while later the
launch was drawing away from the pier,
through the anchored shipping, heading
down the estuary.

The launch was a big, wide vessel,
well suited to the work on hand. The
two diving-suits were in-the bows, and
the air-pump amidships. In addition to
Walters, Locke, Jack Drake, and Tom
Travers, there were a couple of men
to tend the life-lines, a couple more to
pump, and another at the helm.

With the helmsman, Ferrers Locko was
t:‘:_lr.u.:umml%l the chart on which the posi-
tion of the sunken yacht was marked
with a small cross.

“I see,” said the helmsman. *“She
went down just at the nor’-west corner

o' the Mornknock Sands, We shall be
ﬂ}.!tt. ﬂ}::re half an hour before slack-
water,

The morning was_cold, with = fresh
wind cutting over the water. But the
sky was clondless and the sun was
sparkling on the waves., Jack Drake
stared out to the broad horizon, dotted
with the river traffic. The youngsbter's
face was very thoughtful.

Was Betts” - disappearance simplf- the
result of some accident that could be
explained to them? Or did thero lie
behind it the sinister scheming of the
Wolves?

N o [ L] L] ¥

They found that the River Ghost was

“having their back

B B i e —

Iying in sbout five fathoms. She had
drifted scarcely at all from the spot
where she went down. ;

Without delay Walters and TFerrers
Locke gave the diving gear a final aver-
haul, testing the helmet-valves and the
pump. In a short while both men were
and breast plates
screwed home, and finally the great

helmets were sot on their shoulders and
fastened into place,

“Cheerio, . guv'nor!® yelled Jack
Drake, peering in through the glass at
Ferrers Locke, -

The detective smiled in
thg‘uglix ht:_d could hecir nothing.

wkward, ungainly, like weir .
stera of. ru!:herg and I Cith thor

rass, with their
léad-shod foet, and hands gloved

against the icy cold that they would
meet below, the two fignres went over
the =side together, while the pum
turned. - Jack and Tom leaned arer the
side of the launch, watching those great
¢ircular domes of metal vanish beneath
the surface. ~ , o

Locke and the professional had gone -
over from either cnd of the launch to
avoid risk of their life-lines and aire
tubes entangling,

Prosently the signal came—tugged on
the ropes—that both men had reached
the bottom. :

To Ferrérs Locke, a comparative
noviee despite his previous experiences
of the diver’s job, it was with a strange
feeling - of movelty that he folt himself
sinking = through™ the softly shadowy
water, Gradually the light grew less,
He could, seo the silvery air-bubbles
‘?[Ehﬁhmst l.;fstp}ellﬁt tj;Im glass ?E his h]cluﬂet.

on a 15 feek came to r i
oft the bottom, Gl

A little distance in front of him he
conld see the dim outline of the sunken
yacht.

The River Ghost was lying on the
mud with a steep list to ﬁtnrbuErd+ Her
foresail had been torn sway when the
oil-tanker had run her down, and in her
bows was a hole hig cuough to have
sunk a thousand-tonner. The mast was.
snapped, and was Iying with the main-
sail wraﬁp&d around it, already half-
swallowed by the mud. '

Swaying and sprawling, arms and
legs working together, Locke made his
way slowly through the water towards
the wreck. And a little ahead of him
the ﬂiprgnfnssmnal diver was making to-
wards it.

It was easy enough to clamber on to
the sloping deck of the sunken vessel,
and Locke was glad the mast had gone;
the risk of fouled lines was considerably
lessened. '

Zide by side Locke and Walters clam-
bered slowly, awkwardly along the deck,
The detective had explained to the diver
that the object they were after was in
the cabin, and it had been agreed that
Walters should enter first.

With a last pull upon their linesz to
make sure that they were clear, the two
men clambered down into the darkness.

Each had a powerful electric lamp
fixed to hiz chest, and these were wanted
now, -But, despite the beams of waver-
ing light, it was no easy task to make
their way-into the cabin where, only a
few nights ago, Silva and Scaramanga
had been taunting their prisoners as
the now wrecked yacht had gone slip-
ping through the fog to its doom. _ -

But they were in the cabin at Fast,
and Locke peered round, steadying him-
self mgainst the table clamped to the
floor.
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Ferrers Locke's air-pipe,
traitor’s wrist.

i

man had palled out his knife and was raising it above his head to siash
‘Realising his peril, the defective seized the
(¥ree this pwge.)

Tt iz the exporience of bal fow men
to find themselves in the cabin of o
veasel that lies fathoms belew the =av-
faco of the waicer, and Ferrers Locke.
23 ho stood now at Walters' side, feld
that it woas not a pleassub experience.
With the keen fondnesz Lhe had for any
trim sailing-vessel, he hated to sce the
wreck of one, s=mnshed and helpless,
cither above waler or Delaw. :

e groped his way along {he eabin
wall to where the cuphboarid - was in
which Silva had pul the precions; mys-
terious ring; he wenb cantionzly, ensur-
g gt every step that his lnes were in
no danger of becoming fouled. By the
door the second ungamly fgure stood
watehing him.

Locke found the door of the enplward
and opened it; his rubber-gloved bands
went groping into ihe black recess, and,
with & murmur of satisfaction, the de-
teetive stépped back a minute later wilh
tho grvoen spider in his hand.

The  great emerald eleamoed  deep
green through the faintly stirving water
as ho held it in the light of his lamp,

Thera wos a grim smile on the face
of Ferrers Locke.

“Who knows®" he reflected, “8Btrange
it thiz thing shoulkl have taken ns
{froma Lone Manor to iho dopths of this
estuary ! Whoe knows where it will take
us Fobde

e slipped the ving inio the litle hag
ihat was slung al his waizsk, and, iarn-
ing, groped lus way Lack lo the Liun:r af
the cabin,

It was with a feoling of relief that

the detcciive. fonnd himsell oot on tha

Aleck agam. climbing down the sloping

boards {o 1l mudbank beyond.

But ns het made to elommber over 1lia
cidge Lecke felt something grip his
shoubdor,

ITe turned his®head, to God Waliers
hand upon his shoulder, dragging hine
sideways. "And then, with a sharp in-
take of breath, ibe detective saw somos
{bing that fold him the trath in a ffash.

The man bad pulled ont his knife, was
raising it above his head to slazh ot tho
detective’s alr-pipe !

Ferrerz Locke, cevery movement eccm-
ingly zlow and lazy in the depth of tho

wabor, dragged hippszcll avway and scized

the mau’s wrist,

So the man waz o {ralor! TLocke
realized now the trap imto which he had
fullen.,

This was not Bells” wade ab all; this
was some seoundesl in the pay of the
Wolves—pos:ibly an actua! member of
the gang ! Belts had been kidnapped by
ithe Wolves in owiler ihat when Locke
descended and  had  found  ihe ﬁ;cm‘-
spider for his encinics he should m

the company of thi= man, whose instroe-

tions were, not only to geb possession of
ihe ring, bul te see that Ferrers Locke
never ascended o the surface again!
The dcteclive’a ieclh were {ight-
locked, hiz eye: ablaze.
Together on ithe deck of the snken
vacht the fwo men racled and strogoled

aned gripped . ai one ancthor in  that
grim, mudder-water fight for life or
death

" dragging the oihier iman with him, |

The Fight al Five Fathoms :

ERRERS LOCKLE'S left hand wa:

: like o vice on tho wrist that held

ihe gleaming knoife,
1le kpew that if this man
once gol home wiih that keen blade on
Iiis rubber suil, it would rip through in
i moment. Aond ihat would spefl the
eind of all things [or Yervers Locke!

But tho scoundrel’s plan was to cut
through  “ihe  deteetive's  air-tube,
Forrers Locke wounld -be drowned in o
few momenis then! And afterwards—

Well, allorwards, it would be easy
ouoigh 1o explain {o ihwse above how
Y.ocke's mirline had been cut tln-nu,?;lu.
v, a ‘picce of ragged ironwork on hic
wreok, .

With ileir weird, wigaloly, floaling
movements the iwe men lought on
dosperately. :

i green,  dwekly  Mickeving, ibe
bright sunlight Lliéyed down to them
faintly. The boitomws of the launch could
nob lic scon--ib was as thongh the drife.
ing lies siveamed down from -nowhere
ta the metal catches of theu helmets, like
torinous white eclzs In the diny emorald
twilight Locke grappled with his foc.

The moun’vwho had posed as Walters
was o powerful fellow, and -iry as bo
would, Locke could nob iwist boack the.
other’s wrist =0 a3 to mgke bim drop the
knife;. The fickering sircak of steel
waverad above ihem  as ihey swayed
together, the mud rising _in]ﬁnm[::,r eloud:
around their slowly trampling [cet

Locke's cars were dvunvming  pain.
fully, Fitile acomstomed as le wag ic
diving, ihe pressure was beginning to
iell. ."H_c: Efﬂﬂ. as though a large cold
brand was on his lungs, sqwneczing them.

e could uot spare a liavd to tug the
signal I waui lo come up i on the life-
line,  Mis  sotogonist  would lave
seized that chaneo in a moment.

On ihe sloping deck of fhe wreek it
was none {oo éasy to keop their halanes,
as both men were finding, The silted
mud that covered tho lower half of it
was  slimy, . slippéry.  And  spddenly
Locke folt hit:HL]'??cialling‘,".'s'lidinp:'. right
wvm twined rovind the diver's waisk, the
other hand sbill grasped avound the up-
raised wrist that flovvished tho Eanife.

With his leaden soles serapivg on 1ho
mud aud the boards in a xain atlempi
te regein bis balance, Tervers Locke
reeled over, swaying and half-floating,
_ They
alrugglod as they fell, to:find themselves
lving "on ihe'ooze o couple’ of yardsdrom
ihie yachi's side, and the man with the
kpifo was on top!

The mud rose slowly avound . them as
ihey wrestled in the- dimness,- stoining
the water hlack, A ‘shoal.of seaved fizh
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dartod- over them, gleaming like flashes
of a.lhl:r-&-s the light fremn above touched
th i geales,

[t:370s fiot the fust time that Ferrers
Lmkf had fought for his life.  Buot of all
the gruu strugelgs he had kmown, this
wah thi strangest!

Tt .all | écemed, oddly unreal” to him.
like the wilgl conflict of some nightmare |
The mud-cloud: were settling on the up:

turned” glass of his helmet, darkening
his’ sight.
= And all the while that terrible feeling

as though bLis ear-drums were about 10
burst—-

-dark: _grecn

any moment Lo-;-l-:e
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cnt:rugl': to

aubagonist's L'.m:-n:- with Iprc-q- i)
make the wnn: s out within the silende

af his Jighnet, [ Despite the” othier}s bl

Franie fhe' -.:'Lr-m:*tur& & sf.‘i-el musclm were
beginning to tell.  He fm:ght tl'ﬁ': man

From bim; reeled wpright, helped by the

weights upon his,feet. - Agaii ‘the” two
grotesgue figuves swayed t:rgethn-re in the
ﬂﬂpthﬂ

’,L:n:ntm and turning as the were, o
¢ Jﬁgr_-a.dm] t::t'r feel Yo
]tl'e-gnmg air from " ahma cut’ off as
their lines became tangled “sbove their
heads. Byt it- did not ha ppep' And
then, _mldﬂenly

Locke's chanee came {6
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The twoe men were locked closely now
thi kiife crughed -botwvoen aheii diests
th fm e11~. of the' c:-f:hnr mair L }rn‘ir
ping' “the " huif, Locke's f'ngggg.s st
clenchad l't,!'(ﬂlllé the other's . wrist ' like
riveted stee).”: Locke felt the mill jof the
ling, and his. feet came swaying ‘u{.l ‘from
the mud--u[:i up, slewly, d'rw.mg his
foe With 11!:.11 as_ he rose.

With .a 31.1[1-:' uwman effort the maw
with : the. afe - ab s last  suecendéd” in
gotting lis ruxh!; hand free

Ferrers: Loc %mspe ~ap” at it, but
missed, The stﬁe drm'a dowri !

{Ferrcr& Locke ia'in a tight corner

“He kicked upward, and, heavy though seize lis liféline ‘and gignal. up to the now, resourcefal gs, hesie! Read how

the great boot: were, he found _power launch, €I want to" com up!"” he gets dut of it innext Monday's thriil.
enough. to drive one against his I!'J.‘i-lﬁ‘.l'lﬂ} the line grew ﬂhra:gh'ter ing tusm.!mm :I
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A NEW YEAR GIFT-
As a special New Year Gift to all readers we are offering them two splendid
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FHE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.
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