


8 YOUR LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME, CHUMS!

or medd advice,

o o

Your Editor I8 always pleased to hear from his chums. 'Wrl tatu him when you are in irouble
A stamped and addressed envelope will ensure a speedy reply.

Letters

should he addressed : The Editor, THE MAGHET LIBRARY, The Amalgamated Press, Lid,,
The Fleetway Houss, Farringdon Sireet, London, E.C.4.

FREE GIFTS !

AM never happier than when I am

I using ‘those magic words in my

chat to the thousands of MAGKET

reatflers who have given me  their

loval sup'gcrt, for if ever any body of
e

readers deserved FREE GIFTS it's
Magnetites, And Magnetjtes are
woing to get *em| Top-hole Free Gifts

that will be the envy of every fellow
who isn't & reader of our grand little
paper,  These Free Gafts will put n
the shade any other Free Gifts that
have ever been presented with other
hoys' papers. ‘Top-hole, scrumptious,
magnificent—I can see these and many
other hearty ejaculations Ie;;_pmg to
vour lips the moment FREE GIFT
NUMEBER ONE iz in your hands, for
Ma itea are ever ready to give
praise where praise is due, and are
nover lacking in enthusziasm. And it's
a series of Free Gifts, remember; not
just a big show for one week—a serics
‘~I really must have that word . in
italics!  Now, you Magnetites, arcn’t
vou feeling mighty pleased with your-
selves 7 ren't you glad that you've
stuck to the old ﬁaper? _. Of “course!
What form are these Gifis going to
take iz the natural query that springs

| THE BEST THAT 4° CAN BUY!

to your mind as you read these words.
What form? \Why, it's—— Buat that's
telling! Just yvou irm:p an eye apen for
next week's ehat. . You'll ﬁmg there full
particulars of this A 1 treat, and,
what's more, you haven't very long to
wailt before Gift No. 1 arrives. ow's
that, boys? Grand, isn't it?

A NEW SERIES !

It’s only right and proper that the
special issues of the MAGNET containin
these Free Gifts should contain specia
programmes. Right, then! In our
first Free Gift Number there will start
a ripping new series of Greyfriars
stories dealing with a treasure quest in
the South Scas. That'll please you, I
know. Wait a moment; I can add to’
that pleasure, for Tom Redwing—you
all remember him—figures in this
delightful  scries. Vait  another
moment—Mr, Frank Richards has
turned up real trumps, for he's length-
entng. these new stories of ., Harry
Wharton & Co. Think of that, you
fellows who have been writing in, ask-
ing for longer (Greyfriars yarns,
Doesn't that prove once again what an
obliging fellow your favourile author
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is? ‘Doesn't it show that he takes a
real, live interest in the thousands of
‘chums he will never seé, but whosa
lotters he reads with as much enthu-
siasm as you read his stories? Don't
forget, then, longer Greyfridrs yarnas
E!ﬁ arrive with the first of our Frea
11ia,

A NEW SERIAL !

More good news! A new serjal, and,
Jove, chums, it's a real good "un!
Stanton Hope iz the author, and you
know him of old. He's travelled roond
the globe, he's roughed it in mining
camps, lum camps — everywhere
where hard knocks have had to be
taken, where experience was to be
gained, Stantorr Hope has beon. And
you feéllows will get the benefit of his
travels in° a- magnificent serial story
that deals with a thrilling gold rush to
the land of the midnight sun. The
story will hold your interest from the
kick-off, for it comes from the master
pen of & man who has “been there.”
Don’t lose sight of this coming treat,
chums.

MORE “SHOCKERS ! "

And, of course, we're not leaving our
old friend Dicky Nugent out in the
cold. Not a bit of it. He's been busy
on & special serics of St. Sam’s varns,
and, take it from me, they're real
screams. — This i a programme you
chaps will be able to talk about when
you meet that fellow who i:n't a
MaGxET reader. And you won't forget
to mention the FREE GIFTS. As I
remarked early on, more about these
handsome gifts next week.

SUNSTROKE !

Two or three readers wrote in durin
last summenr saying that they had h
sunstroke, and as this is a month when
the sun shines 5tronfir——thut. is, of
course, if the Clerk of the Weather is
in & good humour—it brings me to
mention a few words of caution. "When
King Sol is blazing down it is advisable
to protect the top of the head and the
back of the neck. A wide-brimmed hat
will do the trick. And while we're on
the subject of sun and summer, let mo
add that a good plan to keep those dis-
concerting summer colds at bay is to
wear light woollen underclothing.

Next Monday's Programme:
“SMITHY'S PALI™
By Frank Richards.

Thiz iz a story dealing with Tom
Rodwing, the scholarship jumior, who
left Greyfriars a short time ago and
resumed his old life &t sea.. You'll
vate thia:-yarn one of the best your
favourite author has given vws. Mind
vou read it, chums,

“THE HEAD’S TREZZURE HUNT 1"

Once again Dicky Nugent comes up
to scratch with a humorous story of St
Sam's. You'll laugh till your sides
ache over this “shocker,” believe me.

“THE CURSE OF LHASA ! "™

Then there's another ripping instal-
ment of this popular Ferrers Looke
tale. Kang Pu will have to look to his
laurels now that the famous detective
is on his track. Don't miss next
Monday's instalment, whatever you do.
Order your MAGXET carly, chums.

' Chin, chin,

; YOUR EDITOR.



ROLLING IN MONEY!

When Billy Runfer, the most inpecumions member of the Gregfriars Remove — kL fefloiw

who borrows ** tanners’’ ond ** bobs'' from all ond avndry - comes info posacssion of unlimited fivers, his Form-

fellows rub their ryges and wonder if they are drveaming.
And the next guestion s to whom do these flecs veally belong ¥

are the fivers!

x I

e

v

But if's no dreomn ; there'a Bunter, large o Hfe —there

o

Splendid New Extra-Long Story of Harry Wharton & Co., the

Cheery Chums of Greyfriars.
By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Different Bunter !

i MILLION 'oﬁm.mda o™
Peter Todd jumped,
“Eh!" he exclaimed.
“A million pounds!" mul-
tered Billy Bunter abstractedly,

“0Oh, my hat!"

There was a deep wrinkle of
thought in the podgy brow of the
fattest junior in the Remove at Grey-
friars, o eircumstance, coupled with
the ejaculation he had made, that
caused Peter Todd to eve his study-
mate with some concern. As Bunter
was scldom given to thinking, unless it.
were upon matters affecting his
capacious appetite, and as he was un-
doubtedly  the most 1M PeCunIouns
member of the Remove, his reference
to & million pounds was certainly
cnough to cmise alarm in any breast,
And er Todd, who constituted him-
sell Bunter's guardian, really did feel
alarmed, :

“You sure vou're all right?" he
asked geontly.

Billy Bunter blinked through his big
spectacles,

“".E:].t ?Tl

¥You haven't besn out in the sun
and: caught sunstroke " ventured Peter
solicitously,

“ Fathead ! snorted Bunter,

Peter Todd heaved a sigh of relief.
That was more hke the Bunter with
whom he was accustomed to deal.
Evidently Bunter hadn’t got a-touch of
sunstroke as Peter had at first =up-

poaed,
“A million
Bunter thoughtfully.

unds ' . niuttered
“A milliop——"

Pcter Todd's suspicions returned.
A fellow who was known to be stony
seven days out of the week, and who
kept muttering about such a handsome
suin of money as & million pounds, was
undoubtedly suffering from delusions.
Such a fellow, Poter reflected, had. to
bo humourad. )

“"You've got a million quids, old fat
man?" he askod.

Bully Bunter grinned,

. Hy_,j_'mtnr has,"

“Oh!" gasped Peter,

It was well known in the Remove
that Bunter senior did not possess such
a handsome fortune, despite the won-
drous tales of the family mansion, com-
plete with i1onumerable butlers, and
every modern convenience, o to speak,
that the DOwl of the Remove was wont
to talk about. Indeed, it was rumoured
in - certain quarters that Mr. Somuel
Bunter found it extremely hard at
fimes to pay for hizs sons' school fees
Certainly, if he were a millionaire,
vary little of his fortune ever found its
wey info the pockels of Billy Bunier or
his brother Bammy.

““What de yon think of 1that. Peter®”
asked the {at junios, watching his
study-mate closely,

“Wha-a-at do I think of it?" stam-
mered Peter,

Bunter nodded,

“I—I think it's spiffing !

“Of eourse, now that my pater is a
millionaire,” szaid Bunter loftily, *I
expect the fellows will be focking
round me for my money. But I give
you fair warning, Peter Todd, that
I''n not going to stand any sponging.”

“Of course not, old chap!” said
Peter faintly.

The Owl of the Remove wagged a
podgy forefnger at his study-mate,

“0Of eourse, you're .only the son of
a poverty-stricken lawyer,” he sniffed.
“You can't help that, I know. I'm
not a snob hope. I've =lways
tolerated you, Peter—"

"T-tolerated me?"

“Yos. You ecan't help being poor
any more than you ean help your face.
I'll do the decent thing by you, Peter.
You've obliged mie occasionally . with
somie paltey loans——"

“Lecasionally " gasped Peter faintly.

“But I'll square u with you,"
smirked  Bunter, “When my pater
sends me five hundred pounds—

“Five hundred which

“Five hundred pounds,” said Bunter
firmly. “TI'll ‘settlo up the few paltry
bobs vou've lent me. But after that.
mind you, I shan't expect vou to
sponge on me.”

*Oh, my ‘hat!” gasped Peter Todd.

The- idea of anyvonc sponging on the
Owl of the Remove was too rich, for
Dunter was the leading cxponent of
that wheedling art himself, possessing
all the neecessary attributes, inecluding
a hide like a rhinoceros, a remarkable
faculty for finding out when a study
fecd or a picnic was in progress, and a
habit of berrowing up and. down the
Rewmove ‘on the strength of a mythical
postal-order that was expeeted . to
arrivo by the next post,

“That must be understood,”
Bunter firmly.,

“Understood—""

*Exactly !

Peter Todd gasped.
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“Mad!” he muttered. “‘Mad as a
hatter !

“1 shall stand s study spread every
day,” wont on Bunter rcflectively.

“That will be a change, old chap,
and—"

“And I shall ask my friends. But
I don't want any familiarity from you,
Peter Todd. You're a bit of a beast,
vou know, and your table manners ave

simply awful 1™

ll‘:}h lrl‘
“"You can't heiE that,” said DBunter.
“After all, you're only 'a hard-up

solicitor’s son, Perhaps you wouldn't
mind tea-ing in Hall.”

Peter Todd glared. It was only the
reflection that DBunter evidently had
“bats in the belfry ” that restrained
Poter from wiping up tho floor with
him.

“When I get my five hundred quid
I—

Poter Todd rose from his chair and
walked over to Bunier. He placed a
hand on the Owl's fat shoulder,

“Come with me, old chap!"” he zaid
kindly,

Bunter glarad,

;:E'h:uh

“Clome with me!
good,™

““A tost?" snorted Bunter.
the thump are vou talking about

“It's a touch of the sun, you know,"
gsaid Peter gently. " Lots ﬂ% chaps get
it this time of the year. But ‘the
matron will scon put you te rights
Lean on me”

“You silly owl!” hooted Bunter.
“Are you potty

Peoter Todd smiled indulgently. He
romembered that most people affficted
with madness usually thought that the
rest of the world was mad, and thet
they themselves were perfectly sane.

“Take it easy, old fat man," he said,

But Bunter threw off Peter Todd's
hand and rolled to his feot.

“You silly ass! Gerraway !”

‘“"But you m:ght to zec the matron,
vou know——"" began Pcicr.

The Owl of the SHemm‘ﬁ snorted,

“Do wou think I'm ill¥"" he aszked.
“I can see your game, Peter Todd,
You're sucking up to me now that you
know my pater is a millionaire. Yah!
Go and eat coke! Keep your distance,
you low rotter !

A rest will do yon
T “.hﬂ.t

CEL]

a4

| Read this, Lads |

41 Brooks.

Here's a vivid new  real-lite
adventure yarn, packed with
ghrills and excitement. Read how
Frank had to go out inte the
workd. He had no one to help

him, but he's grit all through!
This stlrring story is only one of
many One features in this week's

'2:.1
OF SPORT AMD ADVENTURE

II On Sale MWed., July 20th. Wake¢ rure of a copp. [
i i I
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Peter Todd rose with & grim expros-
sion. Then his eyes caught sight of a
newspaper cutting on the arm of the
chair in which Bunter had been sitting.
Bunter followed his study-mate’s glance.

“You can see for vourself, Peter
Todd,” he said with dignity. *That’s
a cutting out of this morning’s * Duaily
Mail' ®
+ Todd picked wp the cutting
and perused it, and a look of astonish-
ment settled on his rather lean features
as the full significance of what he read
came home to him, The paragraph
ramn:

“METEORIC RISE OF AN
OBSCURE STOCKBROKER!

ANOTHER CITY MILLIONAIRE'!

“ Another romance of the City 1is
aitached to the metcoric rise to fortune
of Mr, Samuel Bunter, who was, until
& few woeks ago, & jobbing stockbroker
in & small way of business. Mr
Samuel Bunter would appear te
favourced by the gods, for he has accu-
mulated over a million pounds In a
few weeks, truly a remarkable achicve-
ment. Interviewed b
tive, Mr. Bunter admitted that he had
been cxceedinglf: fortunate in his in-
vestments, but that he had achioved his
one ambition in life—namely, tp give
hiz sons a University education—"

“0Oh, my giddy aunt!” gasped Pcter
Todd. faintly.

Billy Bunter sniffed.

“I hope you'll keep your distance
now, Peter Todd. The son of a mil-
lionaire must be particular with whom
he mixgs. I can't afford to have a
poverty-stricken lawyer's son  hanging
at my hecels, you know. 8itill, T'll take
notice of you occasionally—"

“You'll t-take notice of me?" stam-
mered Peter.

Evidently the sudden rise to fame
and fortune of Mr. Bamuel Bunter had

ne like wine to William George
Emtﬂr’a head, But one thing Peier
Todd was certain of now—his fat
study-mate wasn't mad, As that re-
Aection came home to him Peter
Todd's face set grimly.

“I shall be getting my five hundred
uids to-morrow,” said Bunter thought.-
?ull:.r, “The pater wired me to say
that it was in the
let me have a poun
Todd—"

Peter Todd's eyes rosmed round the

ost. If you could
on account, Peter

study. There was a stump in the
COFner.

“You want a pound?” he asked
grimly.

"“That's it, old chap. T'll settle wp
when my—my five hundred quid
arrives. I say, wharrer you doing—
Yooooop! Wow! Oh erikey ™

PPoter had made a stride towards the
cerickot-stump and had canght it up.
MNext moment it was whistling round the
podgy person of William George Bunter.

Whack !

" Yooooop !
Yowp !*

Whack !

“Whooop |
Cw !

"I'm gixing xou & r»mmtl, aold fat
man,” said Feter grimly. “One for
every rude remark vou've made to me.
Beei”

“* ¥Yaroooooh !

Apparcntly Bunter did see if noise
wore any indication of secing. The
study rang to his yells of angnish and
the rhythmic rise and fall of the ericket-
slump,

Stoppit, you low roiter!

Wharrer wvou doing?

our roepresenta- -

“Bo0 I'm a low rotter, am 17" asked
I*eter,

Whack !

“ Yooooop ™ '

“And my table manners are simply
awful, are they I

Whaek !

“Help! Wow-ow! Oh crikey!™

Bunter tore himself loose and bolted
for the door. The stump fell across-his
fat shoulders as he chargdd thmu]gh the
doorway, sud Peter Todd's boot helped
him along. Dunter had certainly got a
pound in advance of hiz five hundred;
in fact, he had received several pounds
in advance from the charitable Peter.
But they were certainly not the pounds
for which he had bargained.

Peter Todd tossed the ericket-stump
into the corner and returned to his chair.
1f thore was any truth in the newspaper
culting; if the Mr: Bamuel Bunter
mentioned therein was the father of
William George Bunter, of the Remaove
Form at Greviriars, and Samuel Bunter,
of the Becond Formn, Stndy No. T in the
Remove passage would not be large
cnough to hold William George.

Peter examined the cutting closely.
Everything scemed to point to the
person mentioned heing the father of
the Dunters at Greylriars, for it
was well known that Dunter senior
was a stockbroker in a “small way of
business.” There was also that reference
to Mr. Samuel Bunter's sons.  What
didn't ring true, however, was the repre-
sentative’s report that the newly made
millionzire's one ambition was fo seo
those sons educated at a *Varsity. From
what Peter had scen of DBunter senior
he did not scem to be the type of
affectionate parent the report had made
him ont to he: his time being largely
taken up with “bulls” and “ bears " and
various other intricacies of the Stock
Exchange.

“I ean’t help thinking therc’s some-
thing wrong somewhere,” muottered
Peter, as he eyed the cutting again.

And Peter was right there, if only he
knew it. Something was wrong—very
much wrong. DBut how much wrong was
not destined to come to light for some
considerable time.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Major and Minor !
4 ERE he comes!™
“Here comes the giddy
milhonaire
“Huil! Hail! His lordship
Moncybags ! chuckled Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy DBunter strutied with a great
strut as hefitted the son of a millionaire.
At least he fondly imagined that it was
a strut. What it did resemble. however,
waw a cross between = lumbering
clephant in action and a rolling ship at
sea.  Still, unconscions of these impres-
siong, the fat junior rolled into tho Com-
mon-room after lunch the next day with
his fat little nose high in the air.

“Lend us a bob, Bunter'” chuckled
Morgan.

“Ha. ha, ha!"”

“Faith and phwat about the tanner
voit borrowed of mo yesterday ™ in-
quired O Reilly,

“ And the half-crown voun had of me at
beginning of term ** asked Hazeldene.

Billy Bunter stopped and drew him-
self up prowdly.

“T'1l settle nﬁ. those trifling loans when
my pater’s cheque for five hundred
pounds arrives,” he said, with a lofty
vwave of the hand.

“Sure, an’ if you setile all the debts
you owe, Bunter, ye spalpeen,” grinned

e ida
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Next moment something flew out of a window. Thud !

“* Yarooooh ! ™

A wild howl escaped Bunter, as a tightly-packed

l As the 1ast carriage but one came abreast of him, Bllly Bunter heard the sound of upraised voices in one of the compartments.

]

roll of papers struck him, with no little force, on the tip of his podgy nose. (See Chapler 4.)

(' Reilly, “there won't he much change
[rom the five hundred, begorrah!™

*Ha, ha, hat"

The news that Bunter senior had
emassed a fortune of a million pounds
or more had spread throughout the
Remove like fice. Certainly it provided
a fresh topic of conversation. The
nowspaper cutting had been pinned to
. the notice-board -for all and sundry to
sco, Billy Dunter being a great belicver
in self-advertisoment. And yet although
the report was there right enough, the
majority of the juniors in the Hemove
felt that something was wrong some-
vwhere,

Billy Bunter's airy talk of five hun-
dred pounds had been swallowed—up to
a point. It would be swallowed whole,
=0 to speak. when the five hundred
pounds turned up. DBut at the moment,
millienaire’s son or not, the fat Owl of
tha Remove was just as impecunious as
he was before his pater’s sudden rise to
- {ortune,

Roally, such a state of stoniness was
tao bad, for a millionaire's son. Bunter
loved the limelight, and he was petting
more than an average share of it now,
but he was just as hungry as ever.

“When's your five hundred coming,
Tunter ¥ asked Snoop.

“Doomsday ' said Bkinner.
tainly not before !

And a chuekle ran round the group of
Removites in the Common-room.

“0Oh, really, Bkinher.,” said Billy
DBunter, with some dignity. " You'll
change your tune when you sce my
cheque !

“But T wouldn't change the chenue,”
gnid the humorous Skinner. "It would

" Cer-

bound to be marked-
Drawer.” "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You wait and see!” sniffed Bunter.

And he rolled on towards the fire.
place. :

Harry Wharton & Co, were talking
there as the fat junior came up.

“Wo'd botter be’ starting,” said Bob
Cherry. “It's a topping afternoon—"

T sgav, vou follows—*"

“We'll teke it in turns to earry the
bag.” remarked Harry Wharton.

“1 say, you fellows—" .

“¥Vell away, Bunter,” said DBob
Cherry. “We're not fit company for a
millionaire’s son, vou know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The unfitfulness of our ludicrous
society for the csteomed and ridiculous
Bunter is terrific,” purred Hurree Jam-
st Ram Singh, the dusky member of
the Ca,

“But I say—" hooted Bunter.

He knew that the Famons Five had
planned & pienic on the cliffs that sunny
afterncon, and PBunter was determn
to be ineluded in the party. He had
watched the lavish order Bpb Cherry
had given Mrs. Mimble &t the tuckshop
and his fat mouth had- watered. Evi-
dently the Famous Five were going to
picnic on & grand scale.

“We'll pack the grub in a cricket bag,
as Wharton suggests,” said Nugent.
“and we'll take 1t in turns {o carry it.”

“0Oh, really, Nugent,” said Bunter.
“1'll earry it, you know."

Nugent snorted.

“I know where you'd carry it,” he
remarked dryly. "We've been there
before. you know. Roll away, old [at
barrel®

' Refer to

“Oh. really, Nugent,” said Dunter, 1.
pained toncs. “I was counting on your
help now that I've got all this money
coming to me.”

“You won't want any help when it
does come,” replied Nugent. * Especially
it it takes as long to arrive as your
blessed postal-order.”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Yah! I was going to stand you
fellows a handsome spread when my
postal-order—I mean, my cheque
arrives. But I wont now! Yah!
Beasts |

And with that parting shot Billy
Bunter rolled away.

“0Oh, hore you are!"

Santmy Bunter, of the Becond Form,
rolled into the Common-room.

“What do you want " growled Billy.
Brotherly affection had little in common
with either of the Duntera.

“What's all this rot about the pater
having made a fortunc?” said Sammy.

Billy Bunter Ent‘ﬂ his minor a glare
that nearly cracked his spectacles.

“Shurrup, you youny ass!”

“ Shurrup yourself!” rctorted Sammy
truculently. “1 suppose it's another
varn of vours."

Bunter major felt o great vearning to
greb his minor by the collar and kick
him, but he suppressad the desire per-
haps for the simple reason that Sammy
would scarcely have submitted tamely to
such unbrotherly treatment. The eyes
of several juniors were on the Bunter
brothers, too, ms they stood there, and
for reasons of his own, Hilly Bunter ‘did
not want to discuss Bunter senior’s rise
ta fortune with his minor in their
presence.  With o great show of

TreE Macker Liseary.—No. 1014,
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THANKS !

Lrotherly afcction, therefore, Bunter
major xi"iEped his arm through that of

his minor’s and piloted him towards the

door of the Common-room,

“Yhat's this fool's gun:m?" demanded
Sammy, detaching” himself from that
brotherly ra.sﬁﬁ 2o | hawn’tugct &Ny
tin, 3f that's what you're after!

“Veau silly ass!” breathed DBunter
major l,hicﬂ;r. “Wa must keep up
L]

ApPDOAraAnces.
3 rowled Samm

“0Oh, can it!" ; i ‘
iz major to take him
But he allowed his 1 Study

l;;,. the arm and lead him up to ¥
No. 7 in the Remove passago for a
that. With all his f:nhtu.m:nms_snmuﬂl
Bunter realised that his major had
something “on.”” And as grub, glorious
grub, usually formed the background
of all his ~wheezes, Sammy unter
meant to have hiz share in 1k
“ Now what's this silly talk about the
pater ¥ Bammy camo straight to the
int when tho door of Stud
ﬁ‘:d becn eclosed and they
aparvtment to themselves, .
“ He, he, he!” That [at cachinnation
from Billy made Sammy starc.
“Gono dotty?” he i uired.

«“He, ho! HRead 1 ie!”  cackled
tor major. .
BTHI:IE ho jdrﬂw from his pocket the

now historical neWws cutting.
Sammy blinked his eyes over it in
ishment, .
nsfﬁﬁmn it's true!” he gasped, his
eves shining axmtedl‘s."
“Eht What's true? r
“ That the pater’s made a fortune!
% y I’imté“ ted
i nter snorted. _
Eﬂ.‘fgu slil‘lly ass! O course it isn't

1 he eaid. o
1hlr]ft'ﬁﬁnit. here it is in black and w!-ute'.
protested SBammy. “If the pater’s sent
you a whacking remittance, and you're
trying to pinch my share, there'll be
a row!” he added _darl:ly, awhich
remark went to prove just how much
brotherly affection and trust existed
between the Bunters.

“You burbling idiot!” growled
“1t says Samuel

Bunter _major. B
Bunter there, I know; but it isn’t our

pater.” ]

Sammy Bunter's face fell.

“Oh crumbs! ‘What a sell!
are -vou sure it dsm't?”

Bunter major grunted and drew a
grubby em-elnﬁ-e from his pocket. Its
exterior bore the well-known caligraphy
of Mr, Samuel DBumter; its interior
contained o message in  the equally
well-known a’It%iﬂ of that busy City
gentloman, ¢ letter ran:

But

“Dear Billy,~Sammy has written to
me for some morc pocket-money, little
knowing that &t tﬁﬂ- moment I find
myself embarrassed to pay both of your
term fecs, Really, as an elder hr-n*tul'u_:lr,
I expect you to exercise a  certain
mntn:ﬁm m'-ei‘ Sammy. You will kindly
tcll Sammy from me that it is impos-
gible for moe to send him any more

pocket-money.
“In haste, _
“ Your affectionate,
“* FATHER."”
#“The stingy beast!”  mutiered
Sammy. “Like his cheek, too, to

expect ¥ou to have control over me.
¥ah! You come meddling with me
and vyou'll get my boot!” he added
defiantly.

Billy Bunter's face darkened.

“I don’t want any of your cheeck,”
he growled, “or I'll box your ears!”

SBammy Bunter immediately assumed
s warlike attitude,
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“Yah! Come and try it on if you
want a dot on the boko!™

But Bunter major had no particular
desire for & “dot on the boka.” He
choked down his wrath and returned
to the subject that had brought him
and hiz minor into the study.

“If we play our cards properly,
Sammy,” he said, *there's né rcason
why this paragraph out of the papér
shonldn’t do us a bit of good.”

“What do you meani”

Dunter major frmm& complacently.

“The fellows'll eomo round pretly
soon when I show 'em a letter from
the pater apologising for the delay in
sending the five hundred pounds——"

Sammy Bunter started.

“Five hundred which" :

“Pounds!"” retorted Bunter major.
“¥ou see, I've beon telling the fellows
that a cheque for thet amount is on
the way to me.”

Sammy Bunter looked at his brother
|dmlringl,5'.

“You're & cool card, Billr. But how
can you show the chaps a letter from
the pater if he hasn't sent gone?”

“He, he, he!" cackled the Owl of
the Remove. " That's easy. I'll mi
into old Quelch’s study and use his
typewriter. HSee?” i

“You mean fake a letter so that it
appears to have come from tho pater?”

“Of course!” said Bunter major.
“The fellows would twig my handwrit-

ing if I wrote in my own fst.”
But what's the idea?" asked
Sammy.

“Don't you szee?” snapped Bunter
major petulantly. *“Therce's heaps of
fellows who'll lend me & bob now and
again if they really think the guv’nor’s
made & fortune,”

“Rut what's going to happen when
t?ey f‘“d gut that you've been spoofing
them "

“Hem '™ That sudden reminder that
after every feast, s0 to speak, there's a
reckoning pulled the Owl of
Remiove up with a jerk. “We.don't
want to worry about that now.”

“We!"  hooted Sammy Bunter.
“Don’t drag me into 1t, ﬂcu silly ass!”

“Why—" began unter major
warmly.

“].don't mind going halves in what
you get in the way of fruh ar money,”
said Sammy Bunter thoughtfully. “In
fact, I insist on that as my share
But—" :

“¥You young rascal!” roared Bunter
major. “You jolly well won't get
anything.” ]

ammy's answer came swiftly.

“Then I'll give you away!” :

“You young rotter !" exclaimed Billy
wrathfully.

“You checky ass!” roared Sammy.

“T'll give you a jolly good hiding !”

“Yah! Try it on -ang sec what you
get 1™ retorted Sammy, sqguaring up to

his major with clenched hsts,
How this brotherly dispute would
have ended it is difficult to say. For-

for the Bunter brothers, Peter
Todd looked into the study at that
moment in search of his cricket bat.
He paused on the threshold as ho saw
Billy and Sammy in fighting attitudes.

“Hallo! Trouble over the giddy
millions already?" he remarked, with
a grin. )

illy Bunter winked at -his minor.

HI—I— We—we were just prac-
tising with the ggn'ws—l-—-l mean, I
wasg just showing Sammy how to parry
a stroight left. Wasn't I, Sammy "

And Sammy, pleying up to his plump
brother, nn-_dde:f

“Lueky rou came in, Todd,” he re-
marked, with cheek characteristic of

tunats]

the Pe

the Becond Form, “or I would have

given Billy a black ayo—""

F‘}'l"ﬂ’h}-, ¥ou checky rotter—"" began
illy.

But Samuny knew ho had the whip
hand, and the look.he gave his major
plmrﬂjr said so.

"Hi]lj‘ thinks he can box,” the fag

rattled on. “Like a lot of you
Remove men, he's got & thumping big
idea of himself. But he couldn's box
a blind man with onc arm tied behind
his back.”

Peter Todd chuckled and reached for
his bat, and Bammy took the oppor-
tunity of dodging out of the study.

“8ce you later, Billy ! he called out
carclessly, “ You'll let me know when
the ?ﬁru hundred quidlets arrive, won't
you

And with that remark he rolled away
to the SBecond Form quarters, a very
satisfied cxpression on his podgy face,

— i

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter is Willing !

P o ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here’s
H our Eiddahmilliunaim o
Ba

erry’s  stentorian
tones rang out as the Owl of
the Removo rolled down to the gates.
Four of the members of the Famous
Five were there waiting for Harry
YWharton, who was chatting with Win-
ate of the Sixth on Little 8ide. On
the ground was a well-filled ericket bag,
the sight of which made Bunter's eyes
glisten and his mouth water,
“All ready for the picnic?” he
panted as he rolled up.
“All ready, old fat man!™ grinned
Bob Cherry,
“8orry to have kepf you waiting,”
sald Buntor, ‘““Shall I carry the bag ™
“Hands off that bag!” gm“ﬁud
Johnny Bull, “aor thel'e’ﬁ be a dead

rpoise knocking around the quad ™

“0Oh, really, Bull B

“Where are we going?"” asked
Bunter.

“1 don't know where you're gqinq,“
said Bob Cherry genially. " But we're
going to ramble over the cliffs.”

“Good! I'm ready,” said Bunter,
“But why wait for Wharton? Let's
get en without him. There'll be more
grub to go round then.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Isa't he the giddy limit 7" said Bob
Cherry.

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter.

Bob looked about him in wonder as
that fat cachinnation rang out,

“Any of you chaps got an slarm
clock about you?" he asked,

i HE, j‘lﬁ,_ h¢!11

“There it goes again!” said Bob.
“Just like a cheap German alarum!
Hallo, hallo, halle! It's Bunter!™

“0h, really, Cherry——"

“Hero comes Wharton,” said Nugent,
locking along the drive.

The captain of the Remove came up
at the double. :

""Sorry to have kept you chaps wait-
ing. Wingate was speaking Lo me about
the St. Jim's mateh next Wednesday.”

“We're ready! Take up the bag,
Franky.”

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Shut up, Bunter!"™

“Clear off !

“Oh, really, Bob, old chap, 1 was
oing to offer to carry the bag, you
ﬁnnw[" !

Bob Cherry stopped and winked at
hiz chums. = ,

“You're keen an coming with us for
a ramble over the cliffs, old fat mani"”
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“Rather 1¥ said the Owl of tho Re.
move, blinking longingly at the cricket-
bag full of tuck. .

“Bure the walk won'f tire you out®”

Bunter smifed.

“{ ean walk as far as anyone,” he
said. “Don't worry about that!”

“Right-ho! Grab hold of that bag!”
said- Bob. :

" And the fat junior, hardly able to
believe in his good fortune, grab

hold of the bag. It was .exceedingly
heavy and rather éumberiome to earry.
But the thought of what the bag ‘con-
tsined -stiled any objection = Dunter
might have had on the score of weight.

“ (et busy, Bunoter!”

(1] Ilm Eﬂ'lniﬂg!”

The Owl of the Remove moved off
with the bag, and Harry Wharton & Co.
ran themselves round him. - They
had cottoned on to Bobls little wheess,
but they did not mesn to take auf
chances with Billy Bunter en route, so
to speak. They knéw Bunter of old.

At & brisk ce the six juniors
tramped along the sunny lane that led
to the eliffs. But after five minutes of
walking Billy Bunter began to pant and

grunt like an overfed hip tamus.
Ntreams of perspiration st aut on his
podgy brow, and his arms ached
abominably from the weight of the
erickel-bag.

“] gay, vou fellows,” he pantel,
“hadn't we better stop here for a-rest?

Inky's looking fagged, you know.”
There was an indignant hoot from
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, _
“The fagfulness of my ridiculous sclf
is naot toreific, but the Tagfulness-of the
ludierous Bunter is of & wheezeful

order i

*“Keep on, old fat- man,” said Bob
Cherry., *“ Wc've omnly another four
miles - to go!"

“Oh erikoy!"

Tho thought of a four miles' walk
vas enough fo send a shudder down
gnter’s apine. But he kept on. man-
fidly, the thought of the tuck: inside 'thé
bag scting as a spur. Besides,” he re-
floctad, there might be & chance of
Ei'ring' the party the slip, in which case
¢ would have the oricket-bag' and -its
contents -all to himsclf.

!‘w°w !!F l

Bunter's footsteps were lagging as' the
juniors began to mount the chiff path,
Io stopped, gasping, mopping the per-
spiration from his brow. :

“It's beastly

“Phew!"” ho panted.
hot!” _

“(Come on, Bunter!" said Bob Cherry
boisterously. “Only an r three and
s half miles, and then tea!"

“Groooough!” gasped the Owl. *I
say, can't wo have tea now and walk
afterwards " .

“Not likely, old fat man!"

“Rut it's a good dea!" insisted Bun-
ter. “I always walk betker alter a
snack!"

Wharton shook his head.
“We're not tea-ing until we reach
the old pirate’s cave on the other fide
of Peg%,” he said. “Get a move on,
Banter I

“Oh crumbs!” i

There was nothing for it but for Bun-
tor to got & move on. Wheezing and
puffing ﬁike a grampus he climbed up
the cliff path, dragging the crickot-bag
dfter him. At the top of the cliffs he
stopped again and sank wearily against
a tree-stump. _

“Phew! I fecl Edint!” he panted.
“ A snack now would put me to righta!”

But the Famous Five had no intention
of opening the bag until they reached
thoe pirate’'s cave.

“T°ll take the bag now,” znid Nugent,
with a wink at Boh Cherry.

And he shouldered it and marched

off. His chums followed Lim, leaving

Bunter a very woeful figure by the tree.
stump,

“Btop " he howled.
R o huckled th

- 'ou later!” chuckle o Ccap-
tain of gh'u Rﬁﬁqve.

“Beast! Wait for me, Inky, you
beast-——*"

- #*The waitfulness 1s not the proper
caper ™

“ Wait for me, Bob, old lellow——="

“You eatch us up!”’ exclaimed Bob

TWait for me,

Cherry. “Ta-tal™ s

“You rotter!”  howled - Bunter.
“Johnny, old chap,- vou'll wait for
m. E *k

M ¥es, with my boot!” growled

Johony Bull.
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“Rotter! Nugent, old fellow——"

UThanks for carrying the bag!” said
Nugent, with a grin. *“I'll hepe you've
enjoved vour walk., We'll save you a
tart as a roward. Ta-ta!”

And the Famous Five strolled on at a
brisk pace. leaving Billy Bunter sitting
by the treostump waving & podgy fist
after their retreating fgures.

“I thought our fat man wouldn't stay
the course!"” chuckled ol Cherry.
“8till, the walk will do him good.
There's ot minch fear of the fat ass
catching us up.”

‘i Not likely."

And the Famous Five stepped it out,
taking it in turns to carry the bag of
tuck, and soon all thoughts of Bunter
had beon blotted out in the wonderful
viow the chums had of Pegg Bay as the
powerful rays of the sun danced and

swayed upon the blue water and the
white cliffs.’

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Findings Keepings !

6 HEW! 1t's beastly hot!"
Thus Billy BDunter. It Was

threo-quarters of an hour since

the fat junior had ported
company with Harry Wharton & Co. -
forty-five minutes of breathless anxiety
and apprehension, For shortly after the
Famous Five had marched off, [caving
Bunter sitting pumFing in. breath "By
the tree-stump on the top of the cliffs
four clegant youths, wearing the High-
cliffg colours, had sauntered along.

They were Ponsonby & Co., rand the
Higheliffe nuts never let an opportunity
go by of ragging Greyfriars, always
providing, of course, that the odds were
in théir favour. Certainly Bunter ,was
no match for any one of the Highelitfe
uniors,” let alone the four of them, and
1 had quickly serambled to. Lis feot
aftd made off as the elegant Pon and his
raseally chums hove in sight.

True, they had chased him, True,
also,'four hefty kicks had landed on’ the
nether portion of Bunter's - anatomy.
But Pon & Co. were not given to much
cxercise on a8 warm afternoon, and they
had soon given up the chase. - But Bun-
ter, in his blind terror, had not known
of that Jlittlé circomstance: he had
imagined thet the Higheliffc raggers
were hard on his heels, and Le had 1un
a8 he had never run before.

It scemed -to. be Bunter's unlucky
afternoon, for barcly had he ¥Yealised
that Pon & Co. had been left far be-
hind .when he bamped into. Dick
Trumper & Co., the boys of the Court-
field Grammar S8chool. _

Trumper and his pals were not of the
same vicious nature as Pon & Co., but
they were always open-for a rag with a
Greyviriars fellow, and once again Bun-
ter had-.been “set to run, .

Really, it had been a very euergetic
afternoon for the unwisldly, porpotze of
the Greyfriars Remove. He had-wan-
deréd towards the railway  station at
Fridrdale at length, . for. he' suddenty
remembered that a French peony  re-
posed inhis: trousers-pocket.

Bunter had tried to pass that [oreign
coin on to Mrs, .Mimbler DBut the {;ncxl
tuckshop dame had frmly -and politoly
rofused to accept same. There was no
tuckshop dame to refuse him in one of
the chocolate machines, however, henco
the happy expression on the fat junior's
face a3 he rolled, a little bresthless,
towards the station entrance.

At the best of times Friardale Station
was a sleepy place. It certainly looked
sleepy enough -on this warm summoer
afternoon. Not a soul was in sight aa
Buntor passed through the barrier on Lo
the platform.

“Good!” he muttered.

With a cautious blink reund the Owl
of tho Remove rolled towards an auta-
matic clhocolat: maghine. There was a
chink as the French penny dropped into
the slet. A moment later Bunter was
unwrapping the paper from a piece of
“chocolate.

“All blessed paper!” he muttered, in
wvirtuous indignation. “I'm blowed if
T'll buy any more!” _

He jumped suddenly as the sound of
- the signal falling disturbed the quictude
of the station. Then came the rumble
of an sppreaching train. Munching af

the bar of chocolate, Bunter idlv
watched the gleaming metal track. A
fow monients later the three-thirty from
Courtheld thundered . through the
station. .

Bunter stood back from the edge of

" the platform ss the train sped past. But
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a3 the last carriage but one came abreast
of him-he heard raised voices in one of
the compartments. Next moment some-
thing flew out of a window,

Thudl

* Yarooooooh

A wild howl escaped Bunter as what
appeared to-be a tightly-packed roll of

struck him with no little force on
the tip of his podgy nose.

The train clattered by, and Bunter was
left me&silzge the tip of his nose and
f:_nring at object which had struck

im.

It lay on the platform not & yard away
from him. ;

“Who the thump threw that at me?’
muttered the fat jumior, as he rolled
towards the bundle of papers. Then, as
he stooped to pick them up & low whistle
of astonishment esca him,

“MNotes! Pound noies!” he
his eyes almost goggling out o
sockets in his excitement.
ha !” g

Trembling with excitement, the fat
junior slipped the single rubber. band
Ahat held the notes together. He had
not been mistaken, WNotes to the value
of five hundred pounds lay within his

hands.
pogﬁgnd notes,
pound notes! "

With trembling fingers Billy Bunter
counted them.

*“Five hupdred pounds!” he gasped.
“Great Beott!” ) .

Quivering with excitement, Billy
Bunter hastily shoved the notes into his
trousers-pocket, “having first satisfied
himself that no one had observed him.
Therl*. k!m rif:r]lagl ﬁu_t of the station, shak-
ing liko a fat jelly.

fiia conscience told him that it was his
duty to take the notes to the police
station. Obviously they did not belong
to him, and for & few moments the fat
and fatuous Removite contemnplated this
course. Then the voice of the tempter
began to whisper in his ear. No one

seen him pick up the notes.

In the seclusion of tha woods Bunter
pulled the roll of notes from his pocket.

“I wonder if they're genuine?” he
muttered. “They look pretty grubby.”

They were grubby, very grubby; but,
as Bunter reﬂse'::t.cd. the grubbiness of o
nota did not lesser its value.

“Five hundred pounds!' he muttered,
his eyes wide open with greed. “And
they're mine, really. After all, I found
them. Or perhaps the chap who threw
them at me was an cocentric. I've
henrd of silly asses chucking their money
about like that before.”

This latter train of thought scemed ko
please Billy Bunter. Certainly it ap-

ased the twitchipgs of his conscience.
Eﬁ remembered having read of an
American recluse who had 'Jived on a
yacht at Wivenhoe, and who, in his
eccentric moments, was wont to throw
pound notes and fivers to those indi-
viduals who were fortunate enough to be
passing at the time.

“That's it,” Bunter told himsell.
“The chap liked the look of my distin-
guished fignre. I must say I'm not sur-
prised. Five hundred pounds!”

And then, as a sudden thought struck
him, he let out & whoop of triumph.
With fve hundred pounds in his pockels
the story of his pater's sudden risc to
fortune should convince the hardiest of
doubting Thomases in the Remove, Be-
sides, the yarn which Bunter had spread
antongst his Form-fellows in & moment
of swank would serve to avert any sus-
picion in those who saw that Bunter was
volling in" funds. Really, the afterncon
had turned out very f[ortunately for
TeE MicsET LiBrary.—Neo. 1,014,

asped,
their

five-pound notes, and ten-

“Qh, my h

him, aftor sll. Heo almost blessed Pon-
sonby & Co., and Trumper & Co. for
being the indirect cause of his presence
at Friardale Station that afternoon.

Only for a moment did he pause {o
reflect that he was contemplating sone-
thing of the basest dishonesty. In
Bunter's fatuous view ﬁnding;la - Were
keepings.- That the law did not hold the
same view, that the law took drostic
steps to punish those misguided indi-
viduals w held that view, did not
trouble Billy Bunter at that moment.
Begides, he argucd with himself, the
notes had been thrown at him deliber-
ately by a wealthy eccentric,

The more the fatuous Removite turned

over the matter in his mind the weaker
became the urgings of hi i
until at length Bunter rose ta his foct
firmly convinced that he had cvery right
to retain the notes.
“This will make the fellows sit up!™
e muttered, a3 he rolled towards the
echool gates, “This'll put paid to the
doubting Thomases, He, he, ho!”

And with that fat cachinnation Billy
Bunter strutted in at the gates with lis
little snub nose high in the dir.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Legal Advice !

Ll ETER, old chap'”
Peter Fodd looked wp wilh @
frown of annoyanve.
. “Shurrup "

“But, I say—"

Peter Todd cast an expressive glance
at the cricket-stump that repoeed in the
cOrmner thoe study,. then his gaze
travelled to Billy Buunter, who stood
framed in the doorway. The two looks
spoke elogquently of what was passing in
his mind.

“1 say, Peter, old man,"” said Bunter,
“I want—""

“ Nothing deing, old {at man!"
growled Peter Todd, and he fixed. his
cyes on the bulky-looking volumc that
Was pro up on the study table which
signified the tennination of his discus-
sion with his fat study-mate.

Peter Todd was busy Igrapp'liug_with
the technicalities of the law, for it was
his ambition to follow in the footsteps of
hiz father, who was a solicitor. And at
such times &s ha concentrated on what he
was pleased to term his “legal studies *
FPeter disliked any interruption.

Billy Bunter blinked at Peter reproach-

fully,

"}' want——" he began,

Peater Todd snep the bulky volume
shut and rose to his feet. He took a
couple of strides towards ihe corner of
the study and caught up the ericket-
stum
i I-F:;H on, old chap ™ gaspml Bunter.
“1 want— Whooooop !

" Now buzz off I" snapped Peler curtly.
“Can't you see I'm busy?”

“Wow! You silly ass!" roared
Bunter. “I want—I want your advice!
Legal advice, you know!"

“Oht"

The cricket stump wae returned o the
corner of the studv, and a genial amile
spread over Peter Todd's face.

“Then why.didn't you say so belore?”
he saxd. .

Bunter assumed a look of injured
dignity,

NSWER
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hiz conscience,

“¥oun silly ass! You dide’t give me a
chance,”

I'eter Todd emiled.

“We'll let that pass, old fat man.
Now, what is it you want advice upon?
Have you committed a murder—"

i N'I.I.l.':ﬂﬂ 1:;

“QOr a larcen

“No!"” roared Bunter,

“Then kin stete your case as
nquickly as possible,” said DPeter Todd,
adopting the professional manner in
which he had heard his father speak to
his clients. “8it down, Mr. Bunter.”

“You silly ass!”

“ Pleaso brief, Mr. Buater,” =aid
Todd, * MNow, sirl” '

He seated himself at the table, and
struck & legal-looking attitude, what
time he indicated a chair at the other
<end of the table for his “client.”

Bunter rolled towards it end plumped
his heavy bulk.into it.

“ Now, what have you been up to, old
fat man?’ asked Peter Todd, coming
back to carth, so to speak, or, rather, the
Remove at Greyfviars, *Cough it upl”

“I haven't been up to anything,” pro-

tested Bunter. 1 want your advice
nn_ll‘

** B0 you've said bofore!™ replied Peter
croasly.

“Su ing we take a s:;mlptitiuus Cose
——" began Bunter cautiously.

“ A what?”

“* A syruptitions case——" i

“Oh, I scel You mean a snpposititious
case, Well¥” :

“A syrupt—] mean a suppositibious
caso of & man who found, we'll say, a—a
tiver "

Peter Todd looked grim,

“1f you've becn fhindin any fivers,
you fat ass. you'd better hand 'em over
to the police or AMr, Q;clchf‘

For a moment a look of alarm settled
on Bunter's fat features, but he quickly
regained his composure,

“ I haven't been Anding any fivers '™ he
hooted. * We're stating a syruptitious
case, ain't wel”

“Go on!"

“What ought that fellow to do if he
found a fiver, or, eay, two fiversi” con.
tinued Bunter.

“I've told you, fathead. Taoke 'em to
the police !

* But supposing somebody threw them
at him1”

Peter Todd snorted.

“I ean seoc anyone thtowing fivers at
anothor chap, I don't think ! -

“ But it's true!” howled Bunter, “JI—
I—I mean it's a true supposititions

cmlf]
FPeter Todd's keen cyes scarched
Bunter's fat face, 1 :
“"Look here, old fat tulip! he said
imly. *“I don’t kmow what you're
riving at, but if you've been helping

yourself to someone else’s money, you'll
take my tip and cough it up now.”

“But I %avm’t. DBesides, the chap
threw 'em at me ¥

“What chap?”’ 2

Billy Bunter blinked. Heo reslised
that he was overstepping the bounds of
caution.

“"What chap?” ated Peter,

* Nobody, you silly fathead ™

“1 can sce vou fimshing up at”Borslal
yet,” said Peter, wagging & bony fore-
finger &t his fat studymate. “ Now then,
cough up the giddy fivers you're talking
about.”

“But I haven't any fivers !

“Then what have you been talking
about, you silly owl?” snapped Peler,

Bunter's bramn h:-gg,n to wnri"qn_i:kilr.

*I was only st-stating a syruptitious—
1 mean a suilmmhnn—thlt is to say a
proposition—I mean & sup-supposititious
case ¥ he stammered.
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#What for?™ asked Peter Todd
shrowdly. .

“ Bocause—hecause I'm  thinking of
taking up law, vou know. He, he, he!”

Really Bunter coensidered that reply
a masterstroke.

“You're takin law ¥ echoed

up

Peter. *0Oh, my hat!” -
“I'm going to be a soliciter,
continued Bunter. “Now that my

pater's made's fortune, he's going to
put me to the Bar, you know.”

of the Remove, and lay all the facts

before him, together with the five
hundred pounds. But the thought was
painful to DBunter, He had never

handled five hundred pounds before in
his life, and the idea of parting with
them now sent a shudder down his
EDITHC.

“T'Il stick to 'em.” he mutiered.
“ After all, they're mine. Nobody can
prove that they're not!”

For five minutes more Dunter sab

rollcd to his feet, and walked to the
window of the Common-room. Mr.
Quealch was in the quad below talkin
to Mr. Prout, and as Bunter notice
this fact his fat grin deepened.

" Nothing like striking while the iron
i3 hot,” he mutlered. "FHE, he, ha!" -

He rolled to the door of the Common-
raom and peercd out cautiously, The
passage was deserted, for most of the
Removites were on Littlo 8ide. Next
moment the fat junior had  scuttled

Sure it's not the tuck-

o “naitred” pei, oo [F_YOU WANT ANOTHER RATTLING
FINE SCHOOL YARN, CHUMS, GET
COPY OF THIS WEEK'S “CEM” LIBRARY)

IeAYY SATCASM.

“Fathead '™

Peter Todd crossed to the
corner of the study again, and
hiz hand closed the ericket
stump. .

Bunter eyed that proceeding
with apprehension, N

“Wharrer you going fo dot”
he gasped. '

“(Zive yvou a start, if you're
taking up law.” said Peter.
“ Members of the legal profes-
eion have to have characters
bevond reproach., You'll have
a long wav to go before yon

ualify in that direction.

till, a few hidings with a
stump will do you a power
of good. See!”

Apparently Dunter did see,
for he backed to the door
-hastily.

“Don’t you come near with
that stump, Peter Todd!” ke
bawled,

Whack! : ‘

Peter paid no heed to fus
fat study-mate’s injunction.

The stump lunged out and
there was a roar from
Bunter.

“Yaroooooh !

“Have another?’ asked
Peter,

But Billy Bunter did not
want another, He turned and
Bed from the study like a fat
rabbit, a second lunge of the
stump catching him on his
tight trousers, and giving him
an additional turn of speed, 5o
to speak.

Bunter had come fo Peter
Todd for h.-i:nt adviee:
Whether 2 couple of lunges
from a cricket stump could
ba called legal advice was
doubtful. ut Peter Todd
was safisfied, at any rate.
He tossed the stump into the
ecorner  and  resumed  his
reading of the bulky logal
volume. And in the interest-
ing—interesting to Pefer—
long-winded cffusion on the
Law of Common Property,
Peter Todd =oon forgot the
existence of Billy DBunter,

But DBunter hadn't for-
otten Peter Todd, At a safe

at St. Jim's.
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Playing cricket in the passages, naturally, is forbidden
Biffing a Form-master with a cricket
ball is a pastime to be compared with twisting the
tail of a particularly ferocious lion.
will happen sométimes in the best regulated schools,

ead
“KIT WILDRAKE'S PERIL!”

this week's sensational story of Tom Merry & Co. at

IS THE
TO
LOOK FOR!

But accidents

= along to the master’s passage.

He arrived at the door of Mr.
Quelch's study panting. With
a nervous blink round he
“turncd the handle and rolled
inside.

Cliek !
The kery of the Remove
master's door - turned on the

inside, and Buuter, breathing
heavily, moved to the table.
Standing on it was a l‘ylpe-
writcr upon which Mr, Quelch
was wont to tyvpe his  History
of Greyiriars.,” In a few
moments the cover of the
machine had been taken off
and a sl‘r:ntr c:lf f%;:;ln t?u“f:n
paper slippe ind tho
:aﬁé*. Then Bunter began to
) L

This is what he wrote:

“Dear Billy,—I am en-
closing a fiver. Will send you
anuther in a day or so.

“In haste,
“Your affechunate,
“FaTHer"

“Grood " muttered Bunter,
surveying the result of his
handiwork and oblivious of
its weakness in the spullin,F
line. * Now {or the envelope.”

Calmly he helped himself to
one of Mr. Quelch's cnve-
lopes.  On this he typed his
own address, Then, gathering
up the shect ufg paper,
together with the envelope,
he seuttled to the door and
softly turned the kev.

Fortunately for himn thy
coast was clear, and with a
sigh of relief he rolled down
the passage. The Grst part of
Billy Bunter's wheéze had
passed off successlully. It
remained té be seen how the
rest of it would fare.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Easy !
Y EEN the ovening
S paper, Franky 1V
t was after prep
that night, and most
of the Bemove were assembled

iziimﬂuthdﬂ?'t; _the f}l:'mn?' St. Jim's—you'll enjoy it no end. E thie %‘m?un-mﬂidwlmn
passage the fat junior turned, & arr "harton aske @
panting for breath. Ask for the *“ GEM?” Library. question.

“Beast!™ he pgasped. I oW SALE WEDNESDAY - - - = « Price 2d. Frank Nugont shook his
wouldn't be a lawrer for : head.
anything. They're all beasts. And that there in the Common-room, what time a “Well, there's been some high old

'E:rttr.-r 'eter Todd is the worst of the
I.”:u
And having delivercd himself of these
sentiments, the Owl of the Remove
rolled on down the passa and made
for the Common-room. Hgt:was glad to
find it empty, for he wanted to be alone.
The five hundred pounds that re-
wsed in his pocket scemed to burn him
ike a red-hot cinder. Once he was
tempted to go to Mr. Quelch, the master

really astute wheeze—in his estimation,
at any rate—took form in bis podgy
brain. IF it could have been worked, the
five hundred pounds would remain lus
withont danger to his fat hide. And as
the wheeze took shape; a happy expres-
sion settled on the Owl's face, and a
deop chuckle escaped him,

“He. he, he! Easy as falling off a

FN

legr !
i‘?ith that comforting remark Dunter

times dn the line between Courtfield and
Friardale this afternoon,” said Harry
Wharton, “A chap was coming back
from the races at YWapshot, when
another Ffellow attacked him.”

“Oh!” Frank Nugent was interested.
for it was seldom that anything out of
the ordinary happencd in the quiet
village of Friardale and the surround-
ing neighbourhood.

THE MaGHeET LiBrARY.—No, 1,014,
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“ Apparently the chap had won a pile
of money: at the races,” said Wharton,
*Five hundred pounds, so it said io the
paper, amd he must have been followed
from the course by a {cotpad.™

" Did the footpad merchant get away
with ‘the spoils?” |

Wharton shook hiz head. .

“Tlyat's. the funny part about it,” he
said. .“The chap .who was attacked,
know that it was his money the rotter
was after, 50 he chucked a wad of 1t out
af the darrtage window rother than let
his aisatlant %‘fam it.” ;

“(h, .my hat! " What happencd after
that *" .

“The. assailant johony got the. wind
up, and jumped off tho train. So did
the fellow who had’ been robbed. He
raced: back 4o Friardale Station] where
ho says he threw out the money, and
began to hunt round for af.”

“Did ‘ho find 3 :

“Ne!” daid Wharten. “The blessed
wad of money. sgoms to have disdppeared
from off the ‘face of the carth.” "

Frank Nugent whistled. -

"Well, that's queer,” he remarked.
“Hut whiat abool the porter at the
station " ¥

“He didn't know anything about it,”
said Wharton. It was a'through train,
vou ecc, and the porter was having his
tes.”

Frank Nugent grinned. )

“Well, if the moncy wasn't-found, it
lobks as i somechody was telling
whoppers—""

“That's what I think,” said Wharton.
“ About twenty vokels were roped in to
hunt round {ﬁ“ the filthy lucre, but no-
body found 1. Fishy aflair altogether.”

“Looks like it,” said Frank., ““But if
the story is true, it won't be an eas
matter for the chap—if any—who bon
the cash ‘to spend it. The numbers of
the notes, for ‘instance. ~Surely there
ware some five and ten-pound notes n
the wad?”

Wharton nodded.

" But here’s the rub,”™ he said. “The
potes were given  on the racecourse,
And notes change hands there about a
rmundred times in the course of an aftor-

moon. . It's impossible’ to trace the
numbers.”
Frank Nugent whistlad,

“That makes it awkward for the cha
who's been robbed,” he remarked. “ 8till,
he shouldn™ be such a silly ass as to go
racing.”

“I say, you fellows—"

Billy Bunter edged nearer the mantel-
piece where Wharton and Frank Nugent
wore standing. He had overheard
avery word of the conversation, and his
piggy little oyes were glittering with
exeltoniont.

“Buzz off, Buntor "

“Hope you enjoyed your walk this
afternoon,” grinned Nugent.

“Yah!" cxclaimed Bunter, as reool-
lection of the trick the Famous . Five
had played 'on him returned.” “But I
sdy, is that right about the notes——"

“YWhat notes?" asked Wharton, “ Oh,
I see, you mean about the robbery on
the train this afterncon.”

“That's it!” said Bunter eagerly. “I
happened to hear you talking about, it
to Nogont:™

Nugent's lip curled.

“Is there anything vou don't * happen '’

to hear when other chaps are talking

“Qh, really, Nugent i

Harry YWharton loughed.

S What is it you want to know, old fat
m ”i ?]'; h-ﬂdsaid_ } b)

“I hoard vou say that it 15 impossible

TaE Maexer. Liprany.—No. 1,014,

-a matter of almost impossibility.

‘things penetrated

to trace the notos I've—I mean that that

. 'silly ass chucked out of the {rain.”

" Quita true!” i

Bunter's fat face cleared, For one
terrifying moment it had come home to
him that the five hundred pounds in his
pocket could bo traced by their numbers,
for thero were five and ten-pound notes
amongst ‘thém. ‘That important point
he had overlooked when he had decided

to retain his find. Fortunately for him,

at least that was how he regarded it, the
fact that.tho notes hdd been in circila-
tion on & racecourso made tiacing them
unter
breathed a fat sigh of felief as these
is podgy bramn,

Wharton oyed him curiously. - .

“You seem very excited alout, this
train bizney,” he remarked. “1f it
weren't for the fact that I know you
coildn’t have been in the vicinity of
Friardale Btation this afterncon I should
begin to think that you had found the
rotes."”

. Billy Bunter jumped. Little did the
captain of the Remove know how near
he was to tho truth,

" “He, he, he!” Bunter forced an un-
musical cackle. “I-can tako a little
joke, Wharton, old chap. He, he, hel”

But ‘that unmusical cachinnation was
too much for Frank Nugent. He moved
away from the mantelpicee, and Whar-
ton followed him, leaving Bunter stand-
ing there, feeling very elated ~ with
himself.

Skinner & Co. strolled up to him, It
wanted five minutes to bed-time, and the
cad of the Romove intended io fill in
the time by _L'llrl"il'li Bunter's leg. on the
subject of his father's sudden rise to
fortune, .

“Your five hundred arrived yet?” in-
quired Harold S8kinner. _

And Snoop and Stott and Trevér
grinned.

Billy Bunter blinked loftily,

"I'm ' oxnecting & remittance
morrow,” he said, with dignity.

“For five hundred 1

Bunter's brain worked guickly. A
lie came ensily to his tongue when he
was in & quandary, and it came now.

“For a fiver at least,” he answered.
“You don't think I'm such & fool as to
let the d‘;at&r send me five hundred, do
you? Old Quelchy would confiscate the
cheque on the spot.”

Bunter's reply wag an astutc one, for
it fell to the lot of Mr. Quclch to

to-

examina the incoming correspondence of P

the Remove juniors. . Sometimes fellows
lika Smithy, Lord Mauleverer, Wun
Lung, and Hurree Singh received

“ fivers,” and-these were allowed to." go.

throngh.” DBut anything over a fiver
wos bound to cause an inguiry, and . in
many cases it had been returned to the
sondaor,
“I suppose it will be for fivepence
when it does arrive,” chuckled Skinner.
“Fathead !” roared Banter. “You'll
see for yoursolf io-morrow, vou rotter |
“ Bod-time, you kids!” : :
It was the voice of George Wingate,
the captain of Greyfriars, whose duty it
was to sea lights out that might. And

the Remove broke up and began to Ch

mount the staircase for their dormilory.

Bill;lr DBunter was the subject of much
chipping before slumber settled on the
Remove. Iis airy talk of five hundred
pounds created much merriment. . But
despite it all, the fat junior stuck to
his guns with the one amendment. that
he was going to receive & fiver in the
morning and uvot five- hundred quids,
which drew further roars of langhter
from the Remove. But Bunter was con-.
filent; on the morrow he was going to

receive a fiver, but the manner of its
arrival would have astonished the doubt-
ing Thomases in the Remove had thoy
but known it.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Treat !
2 ‘H, my hat "
“lireat Scott !
. "My giddy aunt!™
_ These -exclamations rang out
on every. side next morning as' Billy
Bunter made a dash for. the post-rack,
grabbed a letter addressed to hin, and
hastily slit the envelope, :

15 action was watched by a group
of curious Removites, - whose curiosity
had changed to astonishimnent and
wonder as'the Owl of the Remove with-
drew. a slip of paper with a typewritten
messdage on it, and,’ what was more to

‘the point, a rugitling five-pound note!

“Oh, Jerusalém!” gasped Fisher T.
Figh, the Transzatlantic junior. - ** H this
doésn’t beat the whole shébarng 1™

“Jumping snakes !” )

Billy ﬁunt&r smirked and held up the
fiver for everyone to view.

“ Perhaps you rotters will believe me
now. And there's plenty more to’ come.
The patct says that he's sending me
another in a day or two.” = -

. ¥ But you haven't réad his. letter yot,”
said  Hatold Skinner, e¥éing the fat
Bemovite suspiciously.

Billy Bunter started. In his cager-
ness to produce proof he had nearly
given himself away. :

" Oh, that's all right,” he said. “The
pater told me that in his last letter, you

sea,
~“0Oh, my hat!¥

The Removites crowded round Bunter,
hardly able to bolieve their eyes. Bunter
had received a remittonce at last. Not
a common or garden tip of ten bob, or &
quid, but a whole fiver! Really it was
time for the skies to fall.

“Is it o good onei” asked Skinner,
with & sharp glance at the fiver,

Billy Bunter shiffed disdeinfully and
handed the note to Hazeldene, who stood
at his elbow. Hazel took it like & fellow
in & dream. DBut it was a genuine fiver.
There was no doubt about that. . Ewvoen
Skinner was satisfied on that point..
“Well, this beats the band!” gasped
revor.

“Who said the sge of miraclez was
ast ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

. Billy. Buntor unfolded the letter and
cleared his throat.

“Listen to what the pater says, yow
chaps. ‘Dear Billy, I am enclosing o
fiver. Will send you anuther in a day or
go. In haste, your affechunate. Father."”

With trembling fingers Bunter  re-
folded the letter and hastily put it in
his pocket. 'Then he took the five-pound
note from Hazeldeno.

“Wish I had & millionaire pater,” said
Gqﬂw,

‘Bame here !

“Ha. ba, ha!" ;

“"Halln, hallo, halle!” boomed Bob
orry, coming upon. the scone with tho
rest of the Famous Five. “What's all-
the rumpus about ¥

“Bunter's fiver has arrived!” said
Hazeldene, S

“Gammon ! exclaimed DBab, :

“The gammonfulness of the cstecmed
fiver 15 terrific,” ejaculated Inky.

And Wharton and Xugent chuckled.

But their expressions quickly t-hans:g
as Bunter produced tho fiver and han
it over for inspection, R,

“My giddy auut ! said Bob Cherry
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Billy Bunter tore open the door of Study No. 7, and rushed inside. Slam ! The door was banged to, the key was turned ln

the lock, and Bunter leaned against the door, drinking In great gulps of air. Crash ! Horace Coker’s big
the paneis, and Coker's big volce backed It up.
**Go and fry your face !”

* Open this door, you fat frog !

Il smashyou ! "'
[See Chapler 8.)

fist smashed against
“ ¥ah ! ** yolled Buntar.

faintly. “Ido I slecp, do I dream, do I
wonder and doubt, are things what they
sooul. or is visions about !”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

"Dunter's told the truth for onee!
cjaculated Frank Nugent.

“Circat Scott!"” gasped Wharton, *1t's
a gemuine fiver 1"

“OF course it i1s!"” sported DBilly Bun-
ter. " Do vou think my pater would
send me & dod one

*Waell, if he's made & million of "em in
a few weeks,” said Skinner, 1 should
imagine there's & good number of dud
ones amongst them,”

*Ha, ha, ha!"

But the Removifes, although they
appreciated Harold Skinner's joke, could
sec that the fiver was a genuine one.

Just then the breakfast Liell sounded,
and the juniors trooped into the dining-
roomt i a holsy throng, discussing DBun-
ter's luck and his fiver.

And after breakfust Billy Bunter was
surrounded by an  admiring group,
Really it was surprising what a differ-
enoe 8 fiver made to a fellow's company !
Withont a fiver Billy Bunter was a
person of no importance at all, Indeed,
somie fellows kicked Bunter every time
they zaw him. Dut a Bunter with a
fiver was a very different sort of pro-
position ; he was a person to be culti-
vated—while the fiver lastod. at least.

With «ll hiz obtusencss Billy Bunter
knew oxactly how he was regarded by
the Removites, bt it inade no difference
to him. Ile liked the limelight, and
hie was getting it in clmnks now, so to

L)

speak.  And, morcover, hiz supply of
fivers would last out for a considerable

tume. OF the bascness of his position
he never gave a thought. He knew now
that he had “found " five hundred

pounds—that no eccentric had delibee-
ately thrown them at him—and in e
fat pumior's view Andings were keopings.

Surronnded by his admicing * fricnds
Billy DBunter rolled tm'mrdz
shop. His good-fortunc had not im-
paired his appetite, Indeed, he had
caten more at breakfast that morming
than any six  fellows put together.
Snoop and Stott, anxious to Erm‘u their
friendship, had been charitable énoogh
to pass fheir bacon over to Billy Bunter,
doubtless as n sprat to :catch the pro-
verbial whale. ot, despite the oxtra
“helpings * the Owl of the Remove had
consumed, he was ztill hungry.

In a chattering, Dbuzzing group the
juniors streawmed into the tuckshep.

Mes. Mimble came to the counter and
eved ‘them in surprise, It was vpry
vnnspal for her to receive custom at 50
early an hour in the morning. True,
Lilly Bunter made it a practice to roll
tuckshopwards  after  breakf{ast
morntng in an eadeavour to inveigle the
good dame into giving  him  credit.
Equally true, Mrs. Munble, with aduir-
ahle consistency, refused to give the fat

junior a crunb on tiek, And there
mainess  ceased  until cafter  morning
leysoms,

“What Jdo vonu vonng gentlonen

want ¥ asked Mrs. Mimble, as the Re-
movites pourcd o her little shop.

the tuck--

every’

: :‘:_Gr-.tb," said Bunter—* and plenty of
it

“Who's paying, Master Bunter?" in-
quired Mrs. Mimble suspiciously.

The 0wl of the Remtove drew himself
up haughtily.

“I am!' _

Mra, Muuble pursed ber lips.

“Then I'd like to see the colour of
vour-inomey, Master DBunter,” she - re-
marked grimly.

“Oh, that's all right!” grinned
Bunter, diving a hand inte his jackel
pocket  umnd producing the five-pound
note, “Take it ﬂut.nf;thh."

“Tawks o mnossy !’ mmurmured
good dame, us she beheld: the fiver,

~ “Three dozen tarts,” ordered the fat
junior.  “That’ll do for wme for a start,
And lot these fellows have what they
want,” he added generously.

“*Good old Bunter !’

“I've always liked old Bunter,” said
Iarold Skinner, with a wink at Snoap
and Sloeit.

“Buch a penerons chap !

“LRather ! agreed Stolt.
best 1™

In five minntes the group of juniors
woere munching away at tarts, oclars.
e, and othor Inscinating dainties, and
the lutle tuckshop rang to the chatter
wned  Janghter of Buwter's uewly-found
friends. punctuated by the popping of
ginpger-lieer corks, )

But ¥unter himself havdly said »
word. 1le was too busv. Already twa
dozen of the jam-tartzs bad di-appeared

Tite Macset Lisrary.—No. 1,014,
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inside his capacious. stomach, and his

fat facg was sticky and.shiny. s
‘Very soon, however, the other juniors

began to tire, some of them wishing that
they hadn't caten their breakfast that
morning. But Bunter kept on. Indeed,
ho looked -capable of demolishing every-
thing eatable that the tuckshop con-
tained. . But ho had to desist when the
bell for first lesson pesled out.

He clambered from the stool reluct-
antly.

i {I-ﬂw much is that, ma'am®" ]
Mrs. Mimble made a swift caleulation.
“Two pounds seven shillings and

elevenpence,” she said. :

Bunter handed ever the fiver with an
airy gesture and took his change, and,
stii{ surrounded by . his gcmup of ad-
miters, rolled towards the School House.

In class Mr. Quelch noted his sticky
face and rewarded hipt with an imposi-
tion of fifty lines for coming into the
Form-room in a' “disgusting state.”
But the fat junior didn't wmind, for
Snoop generously offered to do the lines
for him.

Bo far tho fat tj'uninr'a wheoze was
panning out well, but he was to be re-
minded ere long of the truth of the old
saying that *There’'s many o slip "twixt
the cup and the lip.”

— — —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Halves !

i ALLQ®, halle, hallo!
Inspector Grimes!"
he Famous Five were
strolling down to the gates
after lunch that day when Bob Cherry
sighted the stalwart figure of the police-
ingpector from Gﬂurlﬁield walking up
the drive.

Here's

“Wonder what he wants?™  sald
Nugent.

“Plessed if I know!"” said Bob
Cherry. ** And blessed if I carc!”

Someone elso who had witnessed the
ariival of the inspector apparently did
care—and that was Billy. Bunter. The
fat junior was making for the tuckshop

for a little snack before dinmer, sgr-

rounded by a host of admirers, who
doubtless hoped to join in the snack,
"when he sighted Inspector Grimes.

“DOh crumhbs ™

For a moment Billy Buuter's heart
stood still. Into Lis myind . surged all
marmer of alarming thoughts. Had the
inspector come to inquire about the
missing notes? Had Bunter been seen
picking them wup? Had ithe inspector
come to the school to take him away?

Bunter's jaw dropped.

S8kinner & Co., who were with hina,
eyed these changing expressions on

unter’s face coriously. But they were
not prepered for Bunter's next move-
nient.

With an cjaculation of dismay, the fat
junior tore himself away and scuttled
back to the School Houvse as fast as his

qua would carry him.
‘What's hiz game?" demanded
Skinner, in surprise,
- ¥ Blessed if 1 know !" grunted Snoop.
“It looks as if the feed s off 1"
prowled Stott.
It certainly did look like it, for
Bunter was now ont of sight.  And,

with deep frowns of annoyance on their
faces, Bkinner & Co. tramped away—
Lut not in the direction of the tuckshop.
Meanwhile, Billy Bunter had rushed
hreathlessly up the School House steps,
his one sim being to put as much dis-
tance between himsell and the inspector
as was possible, 1t was said of old thas
mnrgkhnsfu usually meanz less speed.
Tue Macxer Lisnary.—No. 1,014

And the truth of the old saying was
borne out with painful results as
Bunter charged recklessly up the steps.

Crash |

It was unfortunate that Horace Coker
of the Fifth should elect to come along
at thaot moment. Bunter met him wn [ull
CRTaer.

& W'hmﬂnp ]u

“0Oh! Oococooooch

Bunter and Coker collapsed in a gasp-
ing heap at the top of the Sechool House
steps.

“You clumsy fag!” panted Coker.
“Why, I'll burst you!"

But Buuter had no intention of stay-
ing there for Horace Coker to vent his
rage upon. He scrambled to his feot
and torce off down the Remove passage

L

at top specd. After him rushed the out-
ra ifth-Former, breathing threats
of slanghtor,

Slam

Bunter tore open the door of Study
No. T, rushed inside, and slammed it
home. The key turned in the lock, and
Bunter leaned pgainst the door, drink-
in& in great gulps of air. 7

raszh |

Coker's bi
panel, and
u

P

“Open this door, you fat frog! TI'll
smash you!”

Which was not exactly a diplomatic
way of going about things. Certainly
Bunter was not likely to open the door
in order to be smashed by Horaco
Caker.

“¥oh! Go and fry your face!" was
the inelegant rejoinder that floated to
the ears of the great man of the Filth.

For five minutes or more Horace
Coker hammered at the door, but ho
ave it up at last and trudged off down

the passage, with scowling brow.
Meantime, Bunter hod deposited his
huge bulk in the nnli armchair the
stndy boasted. His head was in &
whirl. At any moment now he cxpected
to hear the maortial tramp of Imgectnr
tudy

fist smashed ngainst the
ker's big voice backed n

Grimes’ footsteps halt outside
No. 1.
“{Oh dear!” groancd Bunter.

He rolled to his feet ond crossed to
the cupboard. 'There was a loose bonrd
in the flooring at the bottom of the cup-
beard, and feverishly Bunter tore it up.
Then he drew the four hundred and
ninety-five pounds from his trousers-
pocket, and, with a regretful sigh, de-
posited: them in the cavity. A moment
later and the floorboard had been ro-
turned to its accustomed place.

Bunter had just 1eturned to the arm-
chair inte which he had collapsed,
quivering like a fat jelly, when the pas-
?ugc witﬁmnt rang to the tread of several
cet,

The Owl's heart almost missed o beat.

He heard the handle of the study door
being turned, and & muffled groan es-
['npeﬁ him. Then came a smart rap at
the panels, and Peter Todd's well-known

volce.
Unlock this door!

“Bunter !
wanted I e

“0Oh dear !” gasped the fat jumior.

“Open this door, you silly owll”
roared Poter impaticntly.

“I'm not here!” gasped DBunter.
“Tell him I'm not here, Toddy, there's
a good chap!”™

“PBut I kpow you're here!” It was
Wharton's voice this time. *Coker told
me that you barged him over and Lolted
in here.'

“('oker's a liar !" said Bunter. “I'm
naot here. You tell Inspector Grimes
that he's come to the wrong ahuIImJ. See 27

“What on oarth are you burbling
sbout ?" demanded the captain of the

You're

Romove. *'It's compulsory cricket prac-
tice to-day and you've got to turn out.”

*And look smart about it!™ growled
I‘r-hg'h'fadd. *1 want my bat,”

0 Lt

Bunter breathed a sigh of relief.
Evidently the inspector had not asked
to sce him yet.

**Has that beast Grimes gone " ashed

the fat _'Euuiur coutiously. :
“Just,” came Bob Cherry’s voice.
“He only came to leave some tickeis

for & police dance, I believe.”

“Oh!* There was no mistaking the
relicf Billy Bunter fclt as he heard that
itelligence, and the juniors on. the
other side of the study door looked at
each other inguiringly.

But Peter Todd was growing wrathy.

hammered on the deor imipa-

o]
tiuuﬁy.

“If you don't open this door in twn
seconds, you fat barre], I'll skin you!"
he hissed. _

*“Oh, really, Todd——"*

The key turned in the lock at last
aud Peter throw the door open, with an
angry gosture.

Wharton, Nugent, and DBob Cherry,
attired in flannels, followed him in.

“What the thump did you want to
lock me out for?” demanded Peter
Todd, picking wp his bat from the
corner of the study. “I'vea good miind
to give you six with this bat!”

“Oh, really, Todd,” said Buntcr
lamely. “I1 thought it was that beast
Grimes—]—I—I mean Coker.”

Peter Todd eyed his fat studymate
grimly.

“Youn seem protty anxious to keep
out of Grimnsprwar.“. he remarked.
“YWhat's tho little game? What have
you been doing, old fal tulip?”

Billy Bunter's wits worked feverishly,
He could hardly te]l Peter Todd why
he wanted to keep out of the inspec-
tor's way, FEven Burter realised that
thoet wouldn’s do. But he had to say
something.

"You see, I—1 cheeked him the other
day,"” he gasped, " That—that's it,
Toddy, wou know. Awful beast,
Grimes.”

“80 wyou .checked an officer of the
law, did yon?®" said Peter grimly,
taking a businesslike grip on the handle
of his bat.

“Yﬂ'ﬂ‘ﬁ [

“Wel, mombors of Study No. T are
not allowed to check such eminent law
officials az inspoctors,” sald Poter Tedd
scverely, “It simply isn't  done.
Neither is it the thing to keep a chap
out of his stidy when he's.in a hurry.
Bend him over, you chaps!™

“But I say—" began Bunter in
alarm.

And that was all he had time to say
just then, for Wharton & Co. laughingly
f:'lcut- him over in the required position
whilst Peter Todd swung the bat.

Smack !

“Whoooop! Yowp!™
roared Dunter.

“Now travel ¥ said Wharton, “If
you're not changed in five minutes aml
down on- Little Side for the cricket
there'll be ruclions.”

*Wow!"

Billy Bunter straightened himsell,
gave the juniors a reproachinl glance.
and rolled out of the study. But he felt
relieved for all that. The five hundred
pounds, or rather what was left of it,
was still his. He was muosing thus as he
made his way up to the dormitory to
change when a smaller edition of ﬁiln-
self suddenly barrcd his passage.

It was Sammy Bunter of the Second.

There was & curions expression on the
fat fag's face,

¥You rotters!

=

Fa——




—
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" ' ant 1" ' possessed f the Buntér brains  “Ohl
gmﬂfq;t]!ﬂ:&erth;ﬂ%ndu R ]tl;nn his mjﬁﬁa?d? PR Skinner choked down something in his
“You, old bean,” said Sammy. “I've  “Ta-ta!” grinned Semmy. throat. But for that HGver  Billy
heard the fellows talking about a fvor And he rolled off down the passage, Bunter's bullet head would have- been

the pater sent you from home."

Billy Bunter started. In the import-
ance of looking after himself first ho had
guite overlooked the fact that his miror
knew half the plot he had sprung on
the Remove.

“What about i;; ¢” demanded Bunter
ma BEETCSELY OlY .
hlﬂ-ﬂmfrg Bunter beld out a grubby

nd.

“Halves!"” he said lacomically.

“II'EII;F“ L ted 8

o ves!” repen ammy. .

“Go - and i!-:::i' coke!"”  exclaimed
Bunter major rude&g.

“T'll go and tell Wharton {ast encugh
that you've bamboozled the Remove
into ti'linking that the pater's made a
fortunc,” said Sammy defiantly. .,

“Don’'t be a young nss, Sammy!
breathed Bunter major. “It would
spoil the whole game.”

“Bhell out, then!" ;

Dunter groped in his pocket. Ho had
the change from the fiver ho had given
Mrs. bﬁmi’:la that morning, and
amongst it werc a few odd szhillings.
One of these he handed to his manor.

“There you are, Sammy,” he said
magnanimously., **Now run away and
keep vour miouth shut.” :

But Sammy did nothing of the kind.
He eved the solitary shilling with un-
mingled scorn and contempt.

“What's this!" ho asked.

*l& hﬂb!"

Bammy glared

“] said halves!” he exclaimed firmly.
“And 1 mean halves, Two pounds-ten,

please 1
“You young rotter—"
"You swiadler!"

The Bunters were cvenly matched.
They watched each other for a couple

of minutes, Billy wondering whether it

wonld bo safe to kick hiz minof the
whole length of the passage, Sammy
wondering if he could give his charm-
ing brother & couple of black eyes and

“Eet awa.jl‘l" with it. ] :

'Look here, Sammy,"” said Billy at
length, “I can't afford to give you two
pounds-ten.”’

“Oh, can't you!" soorted Sammy.
“Then T'll jolly soon put Wharton and
his crowd wise. I don't know where
vou've got this fiver from. But you've
got it, and want my whack as
arranged. See?”

There was no help for it, Sammy was
very determined, Bunter major could
see. But the fat Removite k com-
fort in the fact that there still remained
four hundred and ninety-five pounds of
his “fnd."” Sammy didn't know - that
sido of the plot, which was undeubtedly
an advantage.

With as much grace as he could
muster, therefore, Billy Bunter pulled
out two pounds ten shillings from his

ets in notes and handed them to
is minor.
- “Thanks, Billy " said Sammy eagerly.
]~ say, tlmug}::, where did you get

lﬂm =3 . .

“%‘iud out!” snapped Bunter major

fesbuly, : .
“H40h, T don't want to know,"” said

“1f there's any
about it.”
two pounds ten

Bammy, with a grin.
cumpus, now nothin
“But you've just ha
shillings from me.”
- Bammy poked his tonguc out.
UThers's nothing wrong 1n a young
brother taking & tip from his elder
brother, is there?” he asked innocently.
“Yon—you—you—-—=" Words failed
Dilly DBunter. When it came down to
brass tacks Sammy usually showed that

rustling tho motes he bhad extfacted
from his major.’

Something suddenly seemed to strike
Billy Bunter. :

“Stop!™ he bawled, rolling after his
Mminor.

“What's wrong now "

“"You didn't give me Lthe
back,” zaid Billy wrathfully.

& éh!?l‘ i

Sammy delved iute his pocket and
brought to light the shilling.

L] ﬂtﬂh!"‘

The coin whizzed through the air
straight {for Bunter major, He caught
it all right—on the tip of his nose, and
he let out & flendish roar.

+1 Emm !."F

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Sammy roared with laughter,
was too much for his major. With a
bellow like a bull he rushed after
Eummﬁ and aimed a trémendous kick at
him, But at the critical moment Sammy
moved, and his major's foot, mecting
with no resistance, swopt up high in the
air in a movement that brought the
Removite crashing down on his back.

ump !

“Yarooooh !" roared Billy.

“Ha, ha, ha!" chirroped Bammy.
“Do it again, Billy!" :

You

“Wow! VYou grinning-rotter!
wait il I get up!™

But Sammy was wise in his genera-
tion. He had got what he came for,
and there seemed nothing more te be
ained by prolonging the interview, un-
cas it were & kicking, so Bammy beat
it while the going was good.

THE HIHTH CHAPTER.
Nerve [

14 NOTHER fiver o
Harold Skinner came
abreast of Billy Bunter, who

was standing by the letter-rack
a few days later. gln the .fat junior's
hand was a grubby envelope, with a
%u;?ewntten address on  it.  But
Akinper's eyes. did not dwell on the
envelope; they sought the crisp piece of
paper in Bunter's hand. 'I'Ec cad of
the Remove could see at a glance that
it was a fiver,

“Another fiver, old chap,” he
remarked, by way of opening the con-
versation.

‘Billy Bunter nodded,

“¥es. The pater's going to send me
another one in a few days' time,” he
said airily. “Money's no object to him
now, you koow.”

“No, I suppose not,” ssid Skinner
gravely.

A _the

shilling

That

. ventured SBkinner.

smiting the wall viplantly. 8till, there
were lots of nasty taunts Bkinner would
stand from a_fellow with money that he
would not stand from a fellow whd was
stony. So he forced a smile and looked
a3 friendly as he could. :
“ It you'll get the names of the fellows
and the amounts;” went on Bunter
chmrfuli;,' “I'Il zeftle up. Seel”
“That Il mean & lot of ‘monay,”

l :_Eifaney is no object,” sdid Bunter
2] .

“Ahém!” coughed Skinner. “I gay,”
he added, by way of an afterthought,
“what are you doing this afterncon,
Bunter, old chap? What do you say
to a little game of poker?”

But Billy Bunter shook his head,

“Not this afternoon,” he said. “1'm
playing ericket!”

Skinner nearly eollapsed.

“"P-playing cricket "

Buntrr nodded.

“Ves. I'm just going along
Wharton about it now.”

“0Oh, my hat!” said SBkinner faintly.

The idea of Bunter playing cricket
was enough .to make anyone fesl fxint
—for the fat Owl of the Remove would
hardly have been Eu-ud encugh to play
with a team of kindergarten ‘children.

“It's the 3t. Jim's match to-day, you
know,” said Bunter cheerfully. * Whar-
ton will jump at the chance of playing
mE.JF
Yoz, 1 don't think,” murmured

Skinner. J

“You'll get that list for me,
Skingoer,” said Bunter. " Tell the chaps
T'll settle up to-night. Tell "em that
I'm standing a rip?ing spread in the
tuckshop to-morrow.” .

“Yes, cortainly!” said Skinner,. who
was thinking how much he could stick
himself down for on Bunter's loan list.

The fat Owl of the Remove rolled
away down the passage and halted out-
side Study No. 1. Tho Famous Five,
attired in flannels, with the exception
of Nugent, were at home there when-a
fat faco poked its way round the door.
Immediately there was a chorus of
inium:ﬁum:. :

‘Get out!”

“Roll away!™

“ Vamoose !

“Boat 1t hoplully "

Evident] illy Bunter was not
oxactly whleome as the flowers in May,
so far as Study No. 1 was concerned.

But that made little difference to &
fellow with Bunter's thickness of hide.
He advanced inte the study with a
cheery prin on his fat face.

(Continued orverleaf.)

to so

8kinner,”
Bunter, "“you
might make a list
of the fellows of
whom I've  bor-
rowed paltry loans
fram time to time,

51 e HEN YOO RECEIVE - A
will yout : N oLE oU BhY BNLY 2/ wene.
Ara Fou goin rREEE Tma..%wtthn-m obllgation to buy, JUMD
to squarc up wit Cyelas. ara ritish Thro out and ecmkb
an stralght o you IMrect from our ¥actory, Ko Wait.
them * ing. Wondariul Easy Terma, Superh Quality and
“{jf 5 1 Easy Bnnandng. Gearmniecd lor Ever, Models Lo suit
course 1 am, A cvery rider. Don't Delay. Wrlle for Fras
Skinner I hl:rpe Art datalogus and make ¥Your ¢cholee, ar eall
; : and inx our models, Cheapest kouse in the
I'm a fellow of my trado for Crele Accessories.
word. When

borrow money I
always sgquare up.
Not like wyou, old
chaf;. You're a bit
shifty, if I may say
E u Ll

': £ T.2), 188, BRishopsgato,
j (Dert PONDON, E.C.2.
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persisted Skinner. “They would have
been stopped by Quelchy.”

“That's trug,” agreed Bnoop. “ But
perhaps Bunter met his pater or some-
thing. After all, it's no business of
ours how much a chap gets from his
father, 1z 1t1"
"1 sup not,” said Bkinner, biting
his lip; * but I believe there’s something
fishy about the whole business.”

Snoop and Stott laughed. They were
not quite so shrewd as Harold Skinner
af seeing trouble in advance. -

“If vou feel like that about it,”

rinned Snoop, “yon had better hand
g:t:ll: your whack of tho eight pounds to
Buntar.” i

“That's it!" said Stott, with a

“You always were a virtuous

chuckle.
vouth, Skinny.”

And Harold Skinner laughed and
began to divide the eight pounds the
three young scamps had won, but it was
very noticeable that he put s “whack ”
in his wallet. Thers was not much
chance of Dunter recovering 1t once it
got there. :

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Whose Money ?

w ™ EEN that ass, Bunter #*
S It was Peter Todd who asked
that question as he came upon
the Famous Five after tea the
next day. - .

There Wwas A grave expressmon on
Peter's lean features that arrested Harry
Wharton & Co's attention at once.

“T believe he's in the tuckshop!”
volunteered Nugent.

“Rtanding treat to his friends!” added
Johnny Buﬁ significantly.

“The friendfulness for the estcemed
and ludicrous Dunter is terrific now that
ha 13 mﬂing in funds fundfully,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a dusky
smile,

P?:i:'c-r Todd imdded. I

“Can you chaps spara a mimite?"” ho
asked suﬁdﬁnl .

“Alweys spare a moment for you,
Toddy, old bean 1™ said Wharton.

bz 'ﬂanlmmn up to the study, will
you " said Peter.

And he led the way to Study Neo. T
in the Remove passage, followed by
the Famous Five, who saw at once that
something serious had disturbed Peter
Todd's equanimity.

When they were scated in Study Ne. 7,
Peter drew a crumpled letier from his
pocket.

“You chaps know me well énough to
understand that I wouldn't read a
fellow's correspondence in the ordinary
courze of events,” he said, with a faint
Iilush.  “But this latter belongs to
Bunter."

1] Dh !‘" .

“I've been feeling that there's come-
thing wrong sbout our tame porpoisze
with all his money,” said Peter, breaking
the silence that settled on the Famous
Five. “You know I alwayrs make it
i:w business to keep a friendly eye on

im,”

“Rather ! zaid Wharton. “The fat
idiot would have landed in pretty hot
water several times but for you, Toddy.”

““Hear, hear ["" added Nugent and Bob
Cherry.

And Hurree Jamset Bam 3ingh added
that the “hear, hearfulness was
terrific.”

““RBead it!" said Peter, handing the
Ictter to Wharton. *I found the thing
Iying about the bookcasé half an hour
ago.” . .

Wanderingly, Harry Wharton ook the
letter and perused it. Then he jumped.

THE Macxer Ligkarv.—No. 1,014,

-he remarked.

It was the letter Bunter had received or
alloged to have received the day his
first fiver had arrived.

Harry's chums crowded round him
and looked over his shoulder. And
from all of them came ejaculations of
surprise,

* Great Scoft!™

“Phew !"

“A fake!”

“The fakefulness is of the obvious
order, my worthy chums!”

Poter Todd nodded grimly.

“¥You secc the troukle with it, then,”
" Quecr, 150't 1t, that Mr.,
Samuel Dunter should spell another
with & U instead of an 0. More queer
still, isn't it, that he should spell
affectionate ‘AFFECHUNATE.""

The captain of the Remove looked
‘troubled.

#i ﬁ!um
shake of t
even signed.” .

" Bob ‘h{:rflg took a closer glimpso of
the letter. Then he let out an ejacula-
tion of surprise.

“My hat!

(ld)

“And - written on  Quelchy’s
writer ! added Peter Todd.
his machine anywhere.”

“Then Bunter wrote the blessed thing
himself ! growled Jolmny Bull. “That's
his spelling right enough ™

l’?tar .:Il.;ndd Hﬂddﬂ‘li;

“It's Bunter's without a shadow of
doubt 1" | X

Harry Wharton's brows wrinkled in
thou lllt. I

“What's Bunter's game, Toddy 1” he
asked, at length. “Why ﬂhnﬁld ho
write himsel! a letter saying that there's
o fiver inside and éxpectations of another
fﬂ]lﬂlw'lnq_‘ in a day or sot¥
: “That's what beats ‘me,” said Peter.
" There's something really fishy going on
—-I'm certain of that. Vou remember
the day old Grimes came up to the
school *7

:l-:'r'!mrt.m-. started,

Yes, Didn't Bunter lock himself in
hlzrel_?! Wasn't he in a blue funk ?*

“"Ho was!” agresd Peter Todd.
“anht-nned out EF his wits until he
ha'ar that the inspector had gone.”
My hat!” sjaculated Bob Cherry.

Bunter's up to something !”

There's another thing,” said Toddy.
“The fat idiot has only had two fivers
sent him since ho started to talk about
his father's wealth—oz, rather, he said
that they were sent to him. And yet I
understand ho paid out about ten guid
to the chaps he's been borrowing from.”

That's 80, said Nugent.  “Trevor
told me all about it!”

“It's the talk of the Remove,” went
on Feter Todd., * Bunter also stood the
chaps a feed in the morning he received
the fiver which I believe cost him over
two quid. In all then he's spent roughly
twelve quid when he only received two
fivers,” :

“Phew !

;hﬂruﬁ Scott !

o Famous Five began to look
alarmed. The way Pctcrg'l'ﬂﬂd put 1t
was enough to rouse alarm in anyone,
{bviouzly, a fellow who was known to
be stony before two fivers were sent to
him couldn’t spend twelve pounds or
more.

“But perhaps some of the chaps have
madeo EﬁII}': a loan,” said Whnrtfg, “on
the strenigth of his expectation: now
that his pater is & millionaire.”

“Therc's that poasibility,” agreed
Peter Todd, in a.tone, however, that
spoke the contrary. "I'm beginning to
think now that the storv of the sudden
\-;l'r_gnitilzl of the Bunter family is all moon-
ghine "

inﬁ queer ! he said, with a
o head

That's Quelchy’s note-

type-
“I'd know

“ And the letrer isn't

Peoter's assertion certainly made the
Famous Five jump.
paper!"” said
. "We all saw it! ﬁu did, &
wuﬂf 'f;}dd}r. you know !”
& Mr. Samuel Bunter, I'll admit,"” said
the schoolboy lawyer. “But really that
“You mean that there may be another
Mr. Samuel Bunter on the Stock Ex-
i Exactly I” said Peter Todd. “And,
what's more, I'm mn'h‘ingt it my business
into any other follow's business, but
with that footling idiat, Bunter, it's
wrong."
Wharton & Co. nodded.
was right,
“I'm writing. to the pater to-might,”
without giving anything away I'm going
to ask Iﬁm if the Mr. Samusl Buntor

“What !*
“But it was in the
w a paragraph that referred to

ptoves little,”
change '
to find out. I wouldn ke my nose
different. He doesn't know right from

On that peint indubitably Peter Todd
went on the schoolboy lawyer,  “and
mentioned in the newspapers is any rela-

tion to the Bunters at Greyfriars.”

:l gﬁew Ell k

‘The pater knows a heap of chaps on
Fhﬂ Stock Exchange !™ continued g’iter
["n:ldldi “He'd find out like o shot for
me " '

The chums of the Remove were
silent. Into the mind of each one of
them %ﬂ?ﬁ doubts aa to the veracity of
Billy Bunter’'s yarn wore beginning to
devalop,

“There's still the question of the
money,” said Bob Cherry, breaking the
stlence that followed Poter Todd's words.

“There's still the question of money,
as you say,"” observed Todd, “and at
the back of my mind is a theory to
account for it. But I'm not gassing
about it to anyone at this stage.”

_ Thero was a sudden tramping of feet
in the passage which hrought the conver-
sation to a stop. Then the door of
Study No. 7 was fung open and .B:Elg

Btmter,_ followed a crowd
Removites, strutted in. The fat junior
blinked in surprise as he saw T

Wharton & Co. thero and noted their
Erave exprossions.

“What are you chaps doing in my
study ?” he inguired loktily, **Get out!”™

Really, it was surprising what a differ-
ence had come over Bunter now that he
had money to burn, so to speak.

“You get out too, Pater Todd!” -he
added, turning a superior glance on his
study mate. "I den't like mixing with
low bounders! Outside!”

Peter Todd rose to his feet and strode
towards Bunter with a deadly expression
on his face. The fat junior knew that
expression of old, and his heart failed

im.

“Back me up, vou fellows!” he ox-
claimed over his shoulder. *Don't let
this low rotter bully me!™

There werse murmurings and growls
from tho crowd ab Bunter’s back, but
they made no difference to Prter Todd,
Ho reoached out a hand and tweaked
Bunter's fat ear,

howled Bunter.

“ Yarocoooooh !
Whoooop! Back

“Leggo, you beast!
up, you fellows!™

But the fellows did not back up.
True, Billy Bunter had just stood thom
& handsome spread at the tuckshop,
but there were few amongst ‘his
“friends ¥ ~ who were fighting men,
Backing up Bunter was all very well;
but with Eetnr Todd and the Famous
Five all ready for trouble, as their

looks plainly showed, the prospect was
not an inviting one,
Poter Tod gave Bunfer's pac
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another tweak, at which there was a
fresh howl from the hapless junior.

“And if any of your sponging friends
sre looking for trouble,” said Peter
qiiadninfuﬂi “loet "em come in."

Harry Wharton & Co. pushed hack
thoir cuffs, If there was any troublo
they were prepared to stand by Peter.
Ilut there was no trouble. Heally it
was surprising how mlany of Bunter's
friends suddenly remoembered that they
had engagements elsewhere, ;

When Bunter howled for the third
time the passage was empty.

Wharton slammed the door shut,

“Now, my fat pippin,” =aid Peter
'I'od-l:] grimly. “I want a talk with
I'Dl.l‘q“

s *Leggo, you beast 1 roared Bunter.
“1 don't went to talk to you, Peter
Todd. You're low! Not At for =
millionaire’s son to mix with. Yoooop !"

Bunter's remarks ended with a howl
ngs Poter Todd gave another tweak to
hiz fat ear,

Then he produced the létter which
had caused him so wuch alarm.
Bunter's eyes goggled as he saw it, and
his fat heart beat quickly.

“Thats my letter !” he gasped. * My
pater's leiter ™

“The first statement was correct”
observed Peter dryly.

"“"What do you mcan, yon rotter?"
hooted Bunteor, “That letter belongs
to mo "™

T found it lyving about,”.explained
Peter coolly, “*so I read it !"

“I always said voun were a low
beast ! exclaimed Bunter indignantly.
“A chap whoe reads another chap's
letters i3 & cnd 17

But Peter Todd ignored the remark.

“"Does your father spell rnother with

g ‘u’ nstead of an o’ he in-
quired, with a smile of contempt.
“Does your father spell alffectionate
affechunate " ¥

Billy Bunter started.

In his cagerness to bhring evidence to
hack his possession of tho money that
had fallen so strangely into his hands
he had quite overlooked the dis
rrepancies in the spelling that wonld
naturally be apparent in a lelter he
himself had written and which pur-
ported to come from his father.  But
his fat wits immediately sought a way
out of the difficulty. £

“He, he, he!” he cackled. and the
juniors stared. Peter Todd's words
nught, if Bunter were guilty of having
faked the letter, to have scared him.
“He, he, ha! ¥You think you'ra elever,
Poter Todd, My father didn't write
tho letter.” .

"1 know that, porpoise!"

“"RBut his—his office-boy did 1
claimed Bunter, :

Peter Todd jumped,

IlEh “jl’?

£x-

“"You see, the pater was so  busy
sttending to  his investments,” said
Bunter, drawing freely on his imagina-
tion, “that ho ‘got Jelks ta write the
letter for him.™

“And sign it, I sup L)

“Nuonne, You see, Joenking was iold
to type the word father in place of a

signature.”
“Oh, my hat!"
Bunter believed in piling up

whoppers when he was in ddifficulties,
like Pelion on Ossa. The ono great
drawback, however, was that whilst
Bunter believed in them all as they
rolled out of his fat mouth, no one
clse did.

“8o the office-boy was lold to do
that, was he?" inquired Deter Todd
grimly,

% Exactly,”

“How do you know all this, old fat
barrel?” asked Bob Cherry. \

“Tho—the pator told me in his
second lotter f:u was s0 busy that he
had nsked Jeffreys, the head clerk. to
write the letter for him. Now I've
been so frank about things I'd prefer
fo let the matter drop, Peter Todd,”
said . Bunter, with a great deal of

m

dignity,
hat!” muttered Tcbh
Cherry softly,

iE ﬂh,

But Peter Todd was not so easily
put off,

“First you say that Jelks, the office.
boy, wrota the letier, then you say
that Jenkins wrote it, and now you say
that Jeffreys, the head clerk, wrote it.
Ara you sure they didn't write it
between them " inquired Peter sarcas-
tically.

HERE'S ANOTHER RIPPING
STORY OF SCHOOL LIFE!

ik
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Handforth minor doesn’t look

much ol a terror, does he? But

appearances are often deceptive.

Read how young Handlorth wakes

vp St. Frank's in this fine book-
length tale by

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.
On Sale Now at all Newsagents!.

"I‘I'.ull;:, Toddy, if you doubt my
word—"

“I-do!"

“"Poast ! roarcd Bunter. "“As a
matter of fact, Jelks 15 the oflice-boy's-
surnamea, and Jef—] mean, Jenkins and
Jeffrey are his Christian names, Now I
hope yvou'ro satisfied,” g

“Quite ! exclaimed Peter,  “Quite
satisficd that you wrote it, you f{at
scoundrel !*

Bunter jumped.

“Don't I keep telling you that
Jerome—I mean, Jenkins—that is to
soy, Jelks wrote 1t:" he hooted,

“On Quelchy's typewriter "

The Owl of the Removae nearly lost
his spectacles in his agitation.

“"Really, Peter Todd, I think this
matter had better drop,” ho said,
muii,tnring: all the dignity that was left
to hun,

— -

And with that he tore himsolf away
and bolted for the door. Bob Cherry
made a movement to detain him, but
Peter Todd motioned to him to let the
fat junior go. -

“1 think that settles one point,” re-
marked Peter grimly. “The next thing
15 to find out just how deeply onr tamo
porpoise has landed himself. Thare's
ono lhmq‘ I want you fellows to do.”

“What's that?” asked Wharton.

“I want you to stop Bunter spendin
any moara money,” said Peter Todd,
“while I investignte wmatters a bit,
Collar him every time he heads for
thie tuckshop and walk him off I'"

“Count on ua!” said Wharton, who
could sce that a very pood purpose
lurked in Toddy’s astute mind, = .

“ Rather !" chimed in the rest of th
Famous I:‘li\-u. :

“I rather faney our rpoise has
heen  qualifying  for Bﬁﬁifﬁ“ said
Peter, *“And it's up to us to keep a
Greyfriars man stra.lérht if he can't run
straight on his own,"”

And, having come to that deeision
the Fameus Five and Peter strolled
down o the Commen-room,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Fatal Number !

i OME for a strall, old fat man "
Bob Cherry grinned checrily
at Billy Bunter and rceeived

. in return & look of lofty dis-

dain.
It was the following day after morn-
ing lessoms, and, as was customary with
tho Owl of the Remove when he was
in funds, he made a beeline for the
tuckshop. But on this. occasion he
found himself swrrounded by the
Famous Five,

Dunter stopped, and his snub little
nose: went high in the air.

“I'm rather pacticular whom 1 stroll
with, Bob Cherry. Leggo, my ann,
you beast ™

But Bob Cherry had no intention of
doing that, neither had Wharton, who
had linked up on the other side of the
fat junior.

“You're coming for a stroll,” said
the captain of the Remove firmly.

“T'm not!"” hooted Dunter,

“Your mistake, you are!™ said
Frank Nugent, planting his boot behind
the fat junior. " Get moving !

" Yarooooooh !

Bunter's howl echoed round ihe
quad, The next moment there was o
sound as of a window being raised, and
AMr., Qualch, tho master of the Remove,
looked out of wis study. Iis face
grow grim as he saw Bunier struggling
in tho grasp of the Famous Five, with
Nugent’s boot landing on him at fre-
quent intervals,

“Yow! Chuckit, yvou beasts!" roared
Bunter. *“Whooooop !"' '

ii Bﬂ!s !IJ

Harry Wharton &+ Co. released
Bunter as if he wera red-hot as Mr.
Quelch’s deep voice reng out,

L DBoys, what are you doing
Bunter "

“Hem ! Only tal-:]nu%T him for o stroll,
sir,  explained YWharton, turning
erimson under the penctrating eves of
the master of the Lower Fourth.

“Indeed ' said Mr. Quelch dryly.
“T nmwst remark “that von appear to
have very queer methods of—hem—
taking a stroll.™

“I don't want fo go for o stroll,
sir,” said PBunter peevishly.

“Then if vou don't want to, Bunter,
I sco no reazon why these bovs shonld

Tne Magser Lisrary.—No. 1,014,
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1,014 WEEKS OLD—AND STILL GOING STRONG!

compel vou,” said Mr. Quelch sternly.
“T'm surprised at you, Wharton. 'As
head boy of the Form, 1 ex you to
seb. an a:am]:lﬂ, not to bully & youth
like Bunter.'

“I1T—that iz, we—I mean—
stammered Wharton, snd then he
stoppod in utter confusion. AL that
moment he blessed Peter Todd; whose
orders the Famous Five were carrying
out.

“Your -romvarks would appear to bo
as strange and incomprehensible as your
methods of taking & stroll, Wharton,"”
gaid Mr. Quelch sarcastically. **You
will not molest Bunter, vou under:
stand 1" R
- " Yp.p-e5, sir!” said Wharton sheep-
1shly.

And Mr. Quelch slammed down his
window,

“IHey he, he!"-cackled Bimter. “ You

LE]

got it Hot then, yvou rotters.” Berve youw

right I . s
And he rolled off with his snub  little
nose high in the air. Bob Cheorry just
restrainéd thé impulse to go after him
and kick him, but such taetics were
hardly to bo recommended. beneath Br,

Queléh's window.

“Nothing doimg.” said Wharton,
watching the fast reireating figure of
the Dw’ﬁ “He's heading straight for
the tuckshop.”

“Oh, let him rip!" said Bob Cherry
crossly.

“The let him ri;;f'n!ness'is' the proper
caper,” purred Inky, . )

And .the Famous Five let him rip.

Bunter rolled into the tuckshop and
seated himself'at the counter. * At that
moment he had the place to himself.
The order he gave Mrs. Mimble was a
lavish one, but the good dame—despite
Bunter's extravagant custom of late—
never served him until she had seen
the colour of his money. Bunter, know-
ing this unfailing habit of the tuck-
shop dame, flourished a five-pound note.

“Which reminds me,” said Mrs.
Mimble, “I've just had a circular from
the police " 3 .

At the mention of police, Billy
Bunter's jaw dropped.

“You remember .roading about that
strange affair of the train robbery at
Friardale the othor day,” =said Mrs.
Mimble. .
was robbed of five hundred pounds.
Out of all that lot be's only got the
numbar of one note. Fancy that; care-
less voung man.”

She paused; and fertunately did not
see the extraordinary oxpression of
alarm that spread over Bunter's pedgy
features.

“Fancy now, Master Bunter. (ut of
a mixed assortment. of pound noles,
five-pound notes and tep-pound notes
the careless young fellow only had the
numbor of one of 'om., I don't remems-
Liar the rights of the case, but 1 believe
that note had belonged to- him beforo
he went to the racecourse; and it hadn't
left his hands., 8o he put it with his
winnings.”

“ Wha-a-at's the n-num-number of the
note?” gasped Bunter, his heart filled
with & ferrible fear.

“I'll just look it wp!" smiled Mrs.
Mimble. *“Ah, here we are!™

She pulled to light an official docu-
ment from the police which informed
her that a five-pound note, bearing the
No. A 98760, was stolen property. And
as Bunter heard the nnmber of the notu
his stodgy mental machinery was
brought to bear to memorise it. Had
the note left his possession? Dad Mrs,
Mimble have 1t in. her fil—— :

“"Wow I In his terrible anxiety
Billy Dunter groaned. :
Tur Maicxer Lisrary.—No. 1,014,

“1 believe some poor fellow

The tuckshop dame looked up sharply
as sha heard that faint groan. Then
she threw up her hands in alarm.

“Lawks a mussy, DMaster DBunter,
vou do look ill1”

Billy Bunter did look ill, but it was
nothing to the illness that he felt. He
serambled down from- the “stool -and
bolted out of the tucksh like a
startled rabbit. He made for Study

No. 7 at full pelf,’ and he breathed

a sigh of relief when he discovered that
it was empty. Quickly slamming the
door he turned the kev and then rushed
to his hidden store of weatth under the
loose floorboard at the bottom of the
cuphoard.
athering up the wad of fivers,
tonners, and pound-notes, he laid them
aut on the tngle and began to read the
numbers on the fivers.
“0Oh, dear!” The
dripping off him as seanned each
five-pound noie without Fyet havin
come to the one that bore tho  fata
number. :
A SBTE0 ™ It ran through his brain
vheoasingly. o
Then, before he could complete his
search, there came a rattle at the
handle of the door, and to Bunter's
horror, for he fondly imagined that he
had locked the door, it opened. For one
flcoting sccond Bunter’s heart stopped
beating. Was he to be caught with

{:.e__ spiration was
e

over four hundred and ffty pounds in

notes in his possession? He knew the
story of his father’'s sudden rise to
fartune wouldn't cover up that exira-
ordinary spectacle.

And then. to his great relicf, Sammy
Bunter, of the Second, wadked in!

“I—— ©Oh, great Bcott!” exclaimed
Sammny, catching sight of the numerous
notes that littered the table,

Next minute Bunter had dashed I;Ht
him and was fumbling with the key
at the lock. This time the Owl of the
Remove made certain that the wards
moved, for he tried to drag the door
open and it failed to budge. Then,
wiping the beads of perspiration from
his podgy forchead, he retorned to the
table to find Sammy Bunicr staring
down at the unparalleled sight of four
hundred snd fifty odd pounds in notes as
if he were gazing ot a ghost.

Billv  Bunter’s. face  twitched
spasmodically as he watched the chang-
ing expressions in the face of his minor.

“Where did yvou got "em ! asked the
fap hoatsely.

The Owl of the Remove did not
answer. He continued his frantic
search for the note that had engraved

upon it the fatal number known to the
police, ' i
“Alh!”" A great breath of relief

cscaped him as he found the note in
guestion. There it was A 38760,

"My  bat!" cxclaimed Sammy in
hewilderment. “What's this game?
Have vou opened a coiner’s den?”

“Bhut up, you fat fool !" hisscd Bunler
major, e . '

Bammy regarded hiz major as if hr
were mad, Certainly his actions seemed
to point to insanity somewhere, for
Bunter made a sudden rush to the fire-
place, screwed up the five-pound note,
threw, it in the grate, and then turned
his back on it. In his agitation he quite
forgot that fires in the study had ceased
s month ago.

“Potty!" said Saminy, his eves
goggling open  with  astonishment.
“Rnt where did vou get all this money,
Billy " : ;

Still Bunter major declined to answer
that question. Dut his mind was work-
ing swiftly. Somchow or other he had
to get rid of these notes; alrcady the

possession of . them was becoming s
weight on his mind. & never-ending
gourca of anxiefy. He glared at
Sammy in a peculiar sort of way that
rdnade that amazed fag step towards the
oor.

“Look here, Sammy,"” said DBilly
suddenly, "I'll make a present of the
whole lot of 'em to you!"

“Wha-a-at?™ Sammy could hardly
believe the evidence of his cars.

“I'll be—be generous, you know—as
an ¢lder brother, Bammy! I'll give you
the lot, providing you don’t say a word
about it,” said Dilly Bunter gencrously.

But SBammy DBunter wasn't gquite so
obtuse as his brother . reckoned.

“I wouldn't touch 'em with a barge-

le! My hat, Billy, rou're for it!

td you pinch that money*

"Nunne!” gasped Bunfer major.
“S.someone g-gave it to me, . you
know 1"

M Phew !I" whistled Sammy. “ And you
cxpect people te believe that yarn.
What a hope! Now I know where my
share of the fiver came in !

Billy's brotherly eyes lit up with
hope at the mention of the hver of
which Bainmy had claimed a Lalf as his
just share.

“Ypou're for it as.well as me if
things leak out, Bammy,” he said.
“You've had a whack in the cash !"

“Time I was off,” said Sammy, with
his hand on the key of the lock. ¥Good.
bye, Billy! T don't believe they allow
any visitors at Dorstal, Ta-ta!”

And before Bunter maior could stop
him Sammy had turned the key and
let himself out. Then 4t was for the
first time Bunter realised that the fire
was not alight in the graic. A cold
awcat broke out on.his brow as he
realised how near he had come to givin
himself away. There was the screwed-
up nete Jfor which the police were
searching.

SBtooping, he reached out for the
fatal picce of paper, and ms his fat
hand retrieved it, the study door swun
open again, and in walked Pater Todd.

Peter fuirly jumped when he saw the
amazing array of notes on the table
Then he glanced at Bunter, who was
shivering like a fat jellxfish. E

“Phew! You young idiot!” he said.

i~ mreni

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bowled Out !

ILLY BUNTER rose to las feel,
B still elutching the note with the
number A | on it. For a
moment, he scemed incapable of
speech.

With & swift movement Peter Todd
collected up the notes and shoved them
out of sight in the drawer. Then he
faced Billy Buuter, who had sunk into
the armchair like an expiring porpoise.

“What have yvou been deoing, fatiy?”

‘*Wothing ! gasped Bunter.

“To whom 31:- these notes belong?”
asked Peter.

“ Ao '™ said Dunter. "My father,
vou know——" )

“1 know all about your father,” said
Peter Todd. * My pater phoned me
this morning and gave me a little infor-
mation on tﬁr- subject of the Mr. 2auel
Bunter, of the Stock Exchange. whe
has been so fortunate of late.”

“0Oh, crumbs!” DBunter’s face wos &
picture of woe.

“He's no relation of sours. old fat
man,” went on 'eter, “so you can bottle
up i1.‘5113- tale of wvour father's millions.

E.fl

“(th, lor' " groancd Bunter. 2

“Now let's have this straight.” sawd
Toter, not unkindly, It looks to me a3
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“ I you won’t play me on. my, merils, perhaps you'll play me for .
Hght a five-pound nole, and tossed It parelessly on.the table. .** There you are, you chaps,” sald Bunter patronisingly. ' I-
know you’re hard up. Split that up between’ you, and call It square by giving me 2 place in the crieket team.™

A minute, dead silence reigned in Study No. 1. The colossal impudence of Blily Bunter {airly rendered Harry Wharton & Co.

speechless. (Sec Chapter 9))

this, Wharion,” said Billy

Bunter ; “and he brought to

if you've got yourself into a-really fear-
ful mess.”

“Oh, really, Todd A

“Where did thoze notes come from?”
. "My father sent—"* began Bunter
lamaely. :

“Peter Todd wagged a bony foréfinger
at his fat study-mate. :

“Cut that out!” he zaid shar?hr. “I'm
trying to help you, you fat {frog.

aven't you encugh commnion sense 1o
tee that tﬁum‘a o streteh of prison await-
ing you unless we can put things might
in time "

“Oh' dear!” grosned PBunter.

He wished that tho ground would
openn and swallow him up. ;

“Now, how did you~ come by those
nofes ?* asked Peter.

“They - b-blévw—blew in
window "

“What 1" :

“] mean they belong to Dution, you
know,” said Bunter hastily. “I—I was
looking after them for him.”

“ Oh, my hat!” gasped Peter.

at  the

“He had more than an idea where they.

had-really come from. All the same, he

could not conquer hiz surprise that

Bunter should try and get rid of them

o to speak, on the innocent shoulders o

’It:nm?- utton, who also shared Btudy
EL ]

Billy” Bunter watched Peter Todd
vaguely. He wondered how much the
astute” junjor really knew, for it came
homo to him that it was Peter who had
bowled him - eut over the story of his
father's milhons. e

“Well 7 asked Peter grimly. “ What's
the noxt giddy whnp})er?'f . i

“0Oh, rcally, Poter I den't know
anything sbout the blessed notes, as a
matter of fact. I wasn't at Friardale
when * the three-thirty came through—
w:?,;ua'ﬁ !5nywhem ncar the place.”

“As if & chap would throw a hundle
of notes out of a railway carmage, any-
way,” prattled on Bunter. *I hope I'm
not -the sort of chap to stick to money
like that,  Dishonest, I call it!"

Even now the fat
was seeking to throw the blame on to
anyone’s shouldets but his own, if he
eould do so by telling whoppers. ~ One
whopper more or less made little differ-
once to him.

for-

in a drastio fashion. ,lor-
a cricket

ward and grabbed hold of
stum “ﬁﬂl - the other hend he
grab hold of Bunter. MNext moment
the stump was falling about Bunter's [at
porson like a fail

Whack|

But Peter put a stop to his whoppers-
.He iumpeg:rp

Owl of the Remove

For quite
lr'&"'*]E : E Ep!!J
Whick'! :
“Whoooop| Stoppit!" roarcd Bunter.
Whack ! '
4 o ?rmugh | Help! Fire!" Mur.
or .JI

. “ Now let's have the truth,” said Pefer
imly. “I'm gomng to stump you until
do hear it!" P
And Peter wiclded the stump until he

got the truth. ;
The noise in the stud

and az Harry Wharton &

the passage they sto 2
“Hallo, hallo, hallo " exclaimed Bob

Cherry. ‘“There’s & porpeoise in danger

of expiring|” _
harton pushed open the door of

Study No. 7, and his chums followed
him in. Peter dosisted when he saw the
Famous Five. 5

“ (Mose that door, you chaps,” he said—
“and turn_ the gL '

Wonderingly Wharton did as he was
bid. Then Peter turned-on Bunter, who
was still howling ot the top of his lungs.
C“If you don't stop that row youll
have the beaks here, my fat pippin”
he growled, “and then 1t'll mean the
long jump for youl”. -

An unter, taking the wamng,
ceased to howl..

Tee MioverT Limrary.—No. 1UI4. -
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"What'zs the trouble, Toddy?"

Peter Todd explained, to the growing
astonishment of Harry Wharton & Co.
When he had finished, Harry Wharton
whistled.

“The awiul young rascal!” he ex-
claimed. “Why, vou might have been
sacked, Bunter.”

the fat

) “Frﬂmsh!"
Junior. .

“How much of the moner has he
spont ** asked Bob Cheury. ;

* About - twenty-five pounds” said
Peter, counting the notes he had placed
in the drawer. “And he was bound to
get spotted in the loug run, for the
police know the number of one of the
notcs. Bunter was trying to destroy it,
I believe, when I came in,”

. “Lucky for him that you did come
in,"” said Nugent.

“The luckfulness of the ridiewlous
Bunter is terrific!”

“And has he confessed to the whole
businezs " asked Bob Cherry.

Peter Todd chuckled.

“My suspicions about the Bunter
millions were correct,” he said. *1I had
a phone call from the pater this morn-
ing. The Samuel Bunter mentioned in
the newspaper is no relation whatsoever
to this fat toad.”

(L

mumbled

H:Dh I!l:-
“I've tried to get the truth ont of
Bunter with the stump,” continued

I'oter, “but it's & job that would try the
patience of a saint. Still, he owned up
10 his usual way, by denving everything
and giving the game away at the same
tune.”

Drespite the seriousness of the situa-
tion the chums of the Remove could
scarcely restrain a smile, Only Bunter
was incapable of smiling. He lay curled
up in the armchair, groaning deeply.

“Well, what are we going to do about
it asked Wharton, “This is a jollv
serious matter. The money must be
returned, of course; but twenty-five of
it, you. say, 1s missing 7

Peter Todd nodded,

“That can't be helped,” he said, *If
the chap who lost it 13" a sport, he won't
mind foregoing the twenty-five pounds,
anyway. If the moncey had been re-
tiurned n the usual way, 1 believe the
finder would be entitled to a tenth of
thic value of the article, or articles,
found.”

1] Dh !J.'

Harry  Wharton and
breathed a sigh of relief.

“It's just possible, too,” said DPeoter.
“that the affair can be Lkept dark. We
don't want o scandal. and we don't want
to see our tame purfmw booted out of
Greviviars, much as he deserves it
- “What do you suggest, then " asked
Johnny Bull.

“I suggest that we send My, Turple--
that’'s the vame of the chap to wham
the money belongs—an  anonymous
letter.”

il ﬂh !rb

“Telling him that note: o the value
of four handred and sevontyv-five pounds
gre to be found in the hollow rree in
Friardale Woods!"

“That's not a bad idea.” =aid
Wharton, “But will he know 'the hollow
trec”

“I'll dig in & map with the letter as
well.” said Peter thoughtfully,

“But the postimark on vour letter——"
began Johnny Bull.

“We must chance discovery in that
divection,” said Peter. * We'll go over
to Courtlield on our bikes this afrerroon,
and I'll drop 1t in the post then.”

“Giood egg 1

“It's the only waxr.” zaid Petor, “I've
copied the chap's address from the news

ar

_pl -
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his  chums

Then, turning to Billy Bunter, he
shook him,

“I hope vou understand what we're
doing. you fat idiot,” he said. * A nico
nress you have landed yourself into !

"I know you've gol my money,”
tested Billy Bunter, “and I want it!

The juniors jumped.

“Well, I found 1t, didn’t I?" roared
Bunter, who, now that the tronble was
past, speedily became himself again, * I

gl

think I'm entitled to a better reward.

than twenty-five c’a_uid fer

“That's true,” agreed Wharton
grimly.  “Your reward ought to Le
twenty-five spanks with a stump—and

it's going to be!"

And next minute Billy
collared and placed over the table. Then
the stump rose and fell until Bunter had
recorved his just reward.

“Now kick the fat rotter out,” said

Bunter was

Wharton, *“He makes mo s-:ic!: e
His chums necded no ur]gm on that
score, and Bunter was he aut into

the passage as if he were a football.
Then he fled to some guict corner lo
mourn unsecn the Toss of his fortunc.

Meanwhite, Wharton & Co. and FPeter
Tadd were putting their heads together
over the writing of the letter that was
to be dispatched to Mr. Turple,

The notes were recounted and placed
in & box. A brown E@p&r covering con-
cealed the box, which was then put ont
of zight until the time was rl?:a for
Peter Todd to conceal it in the hollow
tree. The map showing the locality of
the hollow oak was drafted, likewise the
letter, the latter being penned in broad
capital letters with a bad nib, likewiso
the envelope.

TEﬂn the chums survéyed their handi-
WOrk.

“That’'ll de,” said Peter Todd at
last. “T don’t know wh¥ we sheuld go to
all this trouble for such a fat frog as
Buntoer, but there it is.  We'll tootle
along to Courtfield after lessons this
afternoon.”

“Good egg! Wo're on!”

And the chums of the Remove went
into dinner arm-in-arm.

e E—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Millionaire !

FTER afternoon classes that day
A Wharton & Co. and Peter Todd
ates on route for

urtheld. n Peter's carrier
was the box containing the missing
notes. In Poter's ket was the letter
that was to tell Mr. Turple where hie
notes wore. Doubtless Mr. Turple
would consider their depletion to the
cxtent of twenty-five unds a mere
bagatelle when he handled the remain-
1n four hundred and scventr-five.
Wharion & Co. hoped that he would,
at any rato.

“Here we arc,” said Ieter. as he
nearcd the post office at Courtlield.

The chums slowed up and Peter dis-
mounted. The fateful letter was slipped
in the box and Peter rejoined his com-
Eoanlons,

“The giddy deed is done,” muttered
Bob Cherry, and the Co. chuckled.

The next job was to place the box 1n
the hollow cak in Friardale Woods, and
accordingly the chums cyeled in that
direction at an easy pace. On reachin
the woods they dismounted and push
their nggers. _

It was a fine, sunny afternoon, but
the woods wore desorted for all that.
Certainly the Greyiriars jnniors didn't
encounter anyone as they made their
way to the hollow oak,

Al =orone,” said Peter, with a
shorp glance ronnd, " Now for it!”

cveled ont of

He cut the string on the bicyele
carrier, lifted off the precious box and
placed it in the hollow oak, covering it
up with a handful of dead leaves.

“"Hope no other johnny gets here
before Mr. Turple,” said Bob, with &
chuckle.

“We must that,”
Wharton.

That's all right,"” zaid Petcr, step-

ing back and dusting bis hands. “ Now
ct’s get clear. The less anvone sees of
us about here the better.™

“The juniors wheeled their bikes back
to the main road and quickly mounted.
Then, at an easy pace, they rode back
to the school,

The bikes were put back in the shed
and Harry Wharton & Ue. made tracks
for the end .study, Toddy having pro-
mised to honour them with his company
at tea. As the juniors came up the
Remove passage they heard roars of
laughter.

*Hallo, halle, hallo!™ exclaimed Bob
Chorry. ‘' Something on.”

Bomething was on, apparently. By

ut’ twenty or

chaner said

the notice-board were a
thirty fellows, all of them chuckling or
ltllﬁhillg at something that was pinned
to the green baize,

“What 15 1t?" inguired Wharton,
pushiu%' his way through the crowd.

A letter from Bunter, the million-
a.lru;“ chuckled Skinner, g

‘Wharton ran his eyes over the letter,
Since it was now common property, he
folt no compunction in doing so, WAaS
an  extraovdinary letter 1n view of
Bunter of the Remove's claims to for-
tune, It ran:

*Dear DBiily,—Sammy has writien to
me for some more pocket-money, little
knowing that at the moment I find my-
self embarrassed te pay both of your
terin fees. Really, as an elder brother, 1
oxpect vou to exercise a certain control
over Sammy, You will kindly tell
Bammy from me that it is impossible
for me to send any more pocket-money.

“ln haste,
“Your affectionate.

“F.&.THEH‘“
“"Hea, ha, ha!”

“ Some millionaire—I don’t think!"

Harry Wharton & Co. could not help
smiling as they read that frank epistle,
which, unfortunately for Bunter's story
about his father’s wealth, was dated tho
samo day as the newspaper cutting had
been shown to the Remove. From that
it was obvious to all in the Remowe
that Bunter’s story was a fake—that the
Mr. Samuel Bunter mentioned was
another geutleman ontirely, and not
Billy and Sammy Bunter's father.

Yot the fact remained—BRBilly Bunter
had received some whacking remit-
tances; that was s point that puzzled
the fellows who were now chortling over
the letter from Mr. Bamuel K Bunter.
But Bunter was destined to enlighten
them on that subject in his own original
Way. :

As Wharton. & Co. looked at the letter
they wondered how Bunter would
account for all the cash he had had when
his Form-fellows taxed him with if.

“Phew ! chuckled Bob Cherry.
"“That letter's pretty rich.”

“Pretty poor, yoa mean,” said
Harold Bkinner; at which there was a

fresh outburst of laughter.

“"Who put it up there, anywayi”
asked Wharton,

Soveral glances turned in Skinner's
direction, but the cad of the Remove
did not speak, although & Aush came to
his cheeks.

“1t looks like vour handiwork, any-
way,” said Wharton. * Any other chap
would have roturned it to its proper
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and Peter Todd walked In.
Bunter, who was shivering like a fat §

Stooping, Billy Bunter reached out for the fatal plece
Peter [airly jm when

“ Phew | ** Toddy whistled.

of paper, and as his fat hand retrieved it, the study door swung ope
he saw the amazing array ol notes on the table. Then
* You young kiiot ! *

n,
he glaneed ai
(See Chapter 12.)

ownor, that iz presuming he had found
it."”

Skinnecr's IiE curled in & sncer.

“His Magnificence lays down the law
now that he has read the letter and
enjoyed the joke.”

“I'va cnjoyed the joke in & way,”
admitted Wharton, “but all the same
for that it wes rather a caddish thin
to do. Espceially on the part of one o
Bunter's bosom frim;d:."

This time a laugh was raised at
Skinner’s expense, and the cad of the
Remove hastily backed out of the crowd.

“Skinny found it,” said” Hazeldene.
“It weas lying about in the Remiove

assage. But where did Bunter get all
iis money from if the letter’s tene?”

“Batter ask him,” said Wharion, and
he moved away.

The rest of the Famous Five followed
him, together with Peter Todd.

“We'd better give Bunter the tip.”
said tho captain of the Remove. *He's
theroughly down now.”

“The first thing is to find him,” said

Poter. “He won't be in the tuckshop
this time."
“Ha, ha! XNo!™

“0h, we'll soon find him,"” said Bob

Cherry.

And they did. Bunter was finally run
to carth in the box-reom. He was
sitting on a trunk stering moodily into

. doubtless visualising the number
of feeds he had said good-bye to now
that he had parted company with his
money, or rather Mr, Turple's moncey.

Hoe looked wp and scowled as the
chums ¢ame 1.

“What do you chaps want 7" he asked

vishly. * You've taken all my money.
Now leave me alone.”

The Co. restraincd the impulse to
bump him. Really Bunter would have
tried the patience of Job himself !

“You've put the money in the tree?”
usked DBunter,

Potor Todd nodded.

“Yes, And sted the giddy letter.
Thank your lucky stars, my fat pippin,
that you've got your Uncle T to
look after you."

“Rata! I've a jolly good mind to go
slong to the cak-tree and get the money
back again,” growled Bunter.

Peter Todd lifted np hir boot to kick
Bunter, but he set his teeth and, turn-
ing, walked out of the box-room.

“Do what you like,* old bean!” he
called back. “But you won't like
Borstel, take it from me. The¥'ll have
your weight down te half in & weck.™

Bunter winced as he heard that. If
thore was one way of appealing to him
it was through his stomach.

Wharton qmlmd at the fat junior
compassionately for & moment; and then
he broke the news about the letter that
had been pinned to the notice-board,
Bunter's face grew wrathful as he heard
about it.

“"The rotlers! After the feeds T've
given 'em, too! Thoe beasts!™

But he saw that the game was np—al

least, the major portion of it was. What
he had to do now was to cover up his
latest swank a3 best he could, And the

micthod lie chose quite took away the
breath of Harry Wharton & Co., who
knew the facts, although it satisfied the
curious juniors who wanted to know
whero Bunter had got his maney {rom.

For Bunter declared, with great con-
viction, that Mr. Sawmue! Bunter, the
millionaire, was & distant relation of
the Bunter family, and hearmg l:hF.l‘-
there were two of his “step-cousin ‘3
aunt’s niecee’s boys "' at Greyiriers, b
accordingly sent the elder brother Billy
a few remittances. :

The Removites had & job to swallow
the portion of the explanation that
affected the gencalogical tree, so to

wak, bui the rest was more easy of

igestion. Certainly Bunter had had

the money and had spent it.  That
there was no denying. Ouly a fow
fellows koew the real truth.

Ag for the four hundred and seveniy-
five pounds that Pcter had placed in th
hollow oak, they eventually found their
way back to Mr. Turple, that gentleman,
s0 the newspapers said, being well con-
tent to let the matter drop, regarding
tho loss of the twenty-five pounds as
the equivalent to the amount of reward
he would have paid the finder had he
como forward in the usual manner.

R0 what had looked like developing
into & streteh of Borstel for Billy Bunter
was successfully hushed up, thanks to
Hearry Wharton & Co,, although for &
long  time the Owl of the Remove
motirned for that which was lost, like
Rachael of old, and would not be
comforted.

THE END.

iThere will be another topping long
yarn of Hurry Wharton & Ce, tn next
week's MAGKRET, chums, Note the title:
“Smithy's Pal!"  You can oniy make
sure of reading this by ordering your
copy WELL IN ADVANCE)

Tue MacxeT Liprary.—No. 1014,



TRE SIGNAL OF WAR! The thne is fost drowing stear when Eemg Pu, the sclf-siwled chosen of Ruddho. will give

e

thiet weill set the White and Yellow races af each ofher's thtoots.

Nut tkere's a Dritisher out in Tibed

who's determined fo put a sfop fo Kang Pu's litlHle gome, énd his namce is Ferrers Locke!

A grand story of mystery and 'itri:ue, featuring FERERS LOCKE, the Famous Detective,
plucky boy assistant, JACK DRAKE.

and his
Into the Hills! '
F ERRERS LOCKE was jammed in

a mass of men, and 1t was im-

ible to manemuvre his pony.

e thruat up his sword to parry

the blow as the monk struck. His arm

was jarred to tho socket ms his sword,

taking tha full force of the blow,
H-'I:-&lpﬂd in the middle.

ith a yell of trjumph the monk

swung back his sword to strike again,

but, secing his op rtdnit{+ Ferrers
Locke Brought the flat of his broken
sword across the man's hoad. The
monk swayed in the saddle, then
slithered scross the withers.

“‘Beareely * had he  collapsed than

another monk dragged him clear, and,
leaving him to be trampled under foot,
swung himself into the saddle. But
before he had zettled in hie soat, a hill-
man slew him with & savage back-
hamded slash, and, inch by inch, the
wedge-shaped formation moved forward
-towards the gate.

“They . weaken—by the
Buddha, they weaken!™

Thoe hoarse shout from thg leader of
the hillmen brought & roar of trinmph
from his mon, But it had the effect of
galvanising the monks and ‘soldiers into
more stubborn  resistance.  Precious,
hard-won ground was lost as the tide ol
hattle turped in their favour and' the
hillmon were forced back.

A swirl of struggling men carried
Jack's pony against that of the leader.
© o At - still alive, lad?" roarcd the
Iatter. *“'Cie a great fight!”

Then slashing, hacking, hewing, they
moved onwards again, the hillmen keep-
ing their formation with wonderful skill
and resource. Jack's arms wore aching
and his pony was bleseding from a dozen
wounds. His right leg was warm with
bleod which oored from & slash he had
takon above the knee. Once he was
almost torn from the saddle, but a wild-
syed hillman swept his attackers back

Tae Magxer Lisrary.—No, 1,014

tecth of

‘with a ' fury whieh bordered on the
herzerk.

- Then, sfter what seemed hours of
fighting, and horrible confusion, Jack
Drake g aware that overhead was
looming the archway of the northern
ﬁa.te, And at the same moment the

ull-like roar of the hillmen's ' leader.

sounded above the tumult of battle.

“The gate! The gatel Our passagoe
is nigh won!" ;

The gateway was narrow, little more

than twelve fcet ‘in breath and about
ffty yards in-length. Into thiz compars-
t.i‘i"l.’:lj" DArrow poysago the Weary inonks
and soldiers ‘were [orced. Pressing on
them came the hillmen and their fol-
lowers. Stubbornly the monks fought
to hold their ground, but the hillmen,
sensing that the erucial momont of the
fight had arrived, fought like furies to
keep the monks and soldiers moving
backwards.
" The black-robed ranks wavered.
They were cramped for space, and
those in the forefront could scarcely wso
their woapons., Above them towered the
niounted hillmeW, mad with the lust of
battle, and cager to avenge the empty
saddles of their companions,

Then came a great shout from throats
parched and dry:

“They ruul They run! ‘The gate is
open I :

It was true. The priests of Buddha
had brokon -before the wild onslaught,
and, throwing their weapons from thomn,
had turned and run. To complete the
rout, the mounted hillmen swept in pur-
suit, and many a fecing pricst was over-
taken and hewn down.

Jack felt suddenly deathly sick. e
swayed in the saddle, and a fecling of
nausca swept over him,

“Hicady, lad!™

The arm of Ferrers Locke was about
him. and the calm, sane voice of the
detective brought  the boy back to
realities. ]

" “Sarrr, guv'nor,’’ he said, with a wry

smile, *but—but it waes pretty ghastly
whilst 1t Jasted !™
Forrors Locke nodded. His face was
drawn, and streaked with perspiration
and grime. : 14
“The ﬁﬁht was inevitable!"” he said

gravely; “but we have to-night strudk
a shrewd “blow against the power of
these priosts!” '

The leader of the hillmen rode up,
wiping his crimson sword on hizs tom
robes.

" “Now they run, thoese black-robed
vultures!™ he eried. “I vow this hght
will shake hely Lhasa to her founds-
tions!"

He patted Jack on the back. grinning
through his beard. i

“ A courageous young onc. this'” he
went on.  “ By the teeth of Duddha, )
wish he were my sou!”

Then his face became grave, aud le
turned to Forrers Locke.

“DBut we must not tacry here. They
will pursue, the dogs, when word of
their rout has been taken teo the Dalai
Lama " :

“0Or to Kang Pu!" said Fereerz Locke
gquietly. : .

“Now, by the bones “of m:ﬁy"[uﬂwm 1
had most forgot yon voice!" cricd the
other, “'Twas a strange thing. indeed,
and for the moment made my blood run
cold! Canst read the riddle of it,
stranger ¥’

“Bomc day when we may talk in
peace I will read ye the riddle," replied
the detective. “ It wa= trickery. and no
sorcery | But best gather thy men amd
let us be moving !

The rout of the priests complete, the
hillmen returned.  The casualties of
thewselves and  Lheir  recruits  were
heavy, and a guick scarch. was carried
out for wounded men.  These were
slung across the front of saddles, and
several scared and  riderless . ponies
collected.  Then, with a sadly-depleted
rearguard, the party wmoved forward
theough the northern gate, and took the
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which led to the hills and the
bu Pass,

There was no time to bind and dress
wounds, for black-robed onos; rpin-
forced, might sweep down on them at
any moment. They made as good -pro-
gress as possible, and, when & mile out
of Lhasza, took to a narrow winding
path; which led upwards into the hills.

Jack's wound, t{ﬂ:u.gh not serionz, had
caused & change in Ferrera Locke's
plans. He did not wish to leave the bo
with the hillmen, so decided to pus
on to the camp somewlere in the hills.
Jack's wound would take but a day or
two to hedl sufficiently to permit him
to walk in comiort. y

“I think the black-robed priests do
not follow,” grunted the leader, as he
called o halt and sat listening with
straining ocars. “Maybe they fear an
ambush in the darkness, or maybe they
hateh other plans. I have dispatched
a man shead for reinforcements from
my camp, and I have scouts guarding
our rear.”

A lalt was called when the first grey
light of dawn was streaking the eastern
sky, and the wounded were bandqgnd
and made az comfortable as possible.
A scrappy meal was then shared' ont
from the satchels of the hillmen, and
the party moved on again till they
reached the Phembu Iass.

trail

road to

Ahead lay the northern
Mongolia, winding over range upon
range of bleak and rugged ls. ar

to tha north .towered two jﬂﬂtj-ﬂlnd
ks, glittering and scintillating in the
ight of the mornming sun. ;

-%‘uwarﬂﬂ noon they were met by their
reinforcements—twenty  bearded-  hill-
men—who listened eagerly to details of
the fight as they rode back with the
main party into the hills. _

It was iate ofterncon, and Jack was
saddle-sore and weary, when they rode
up o narrow, boulder-strewn pass, and
then downwards into a beautiful fertile
valley through which a quiet stream
meanderad. is was the stronghold of
the hillmen, and Ferrers Locke noted
that, even as the leader had said, the
narrow entrance to the pass could he
keld by four determined men agsinst
almost any odds. ] [

. Natural caves in the cliffs, which
hemmed in the valley, afforded housing
for tho band and even stables for the
ponies. It was a_ wonderful spot, and
gavo the impression of being cut off
entirely from the world.

.Ferrers Locke and Jack stayed for two
days, and during ‘that time it was
arranged that Kala Dului should be
kept & prisoner by the hillmen till it was
seen whet eventuated. ] ;

One of the hillmen was to guide the
detective and Jack through the hills,
avoiding Lhasa, and thus te the Monas-
tery of Salai. There be was to keep in
cover whilst Ferrers Locke and Jack
attempted to gain an entry inte the
monasiery. i 5

“ And if 50 be that ye require aid, then
dispatch him in haste to me,” said the
leader.

The Tomo was to stay at the camp.
Thiz pleased him vastly, for wherever
Kala. Dului was, the Tomo was sble to
brood over the captive with gloating

eves.
Three days later, after a farewell with
the leader, Ferrers Locke, Jack, and his
guide mounted their ponies, and, leading
a pack mule, turned away from the
eamp. As they reached the top of the
valley Ferrers Locke reined in his pony
and’sat locking ddéwnwards on the scenc
balow.
"Look wall on that, Jack,” ha said,
“for it is one-of the few places in Tibet
where men can call their souls their own,

n.nl-l:] where the priests of Buddha do not
rule !

In the Monasiery Garden!

HE journey through the hills
roved uneventful. Their guide
ed the way. with unerring in-

; stinet, and 1t was towards even-
ing of the second day ‘that, topping a
ridge, they saw, far below them, -the
walls of Salai Monastery, riaing stark
ﬂ:_d grim in the shadow of the Chagpo:

I 9

“Wo will descend so far,” said the
guide, pointing downwards, “and in that
well-screened valley will I bide with the
animals, It is not safe to approach
closer without scerecy '™

Ferrers Locke assented, and they made
their way down to the narrow valley
which their guide had indicated. After
& hasty meal, Ferrers Locke turned to
the hillman.

* Rest here for two days. If by night-
fal of the second day we havé not re-
turned, then ye can give vus up as lost,
Return then to thy master. He will
understand that our mission hds failed,
and maybe his spirit will move him to
avenge us. That must boe & matter for
himgelf alone!™

The guide nodded his understanding.

“Io not quit this spot,” went on
FEl'l:{rI'E Locke, “for I may send my com-
anmn_ to ye with a message. There is
Ithl[‘ rlml-: of vo being seen.in this hidden
valley I

Leaving the gnide with the ponies and -
the pack mule, Ferrers Locke and Jack
then quitted the valleyr and set out in
tho dmpﬂning dusk to scalo the ragged,
sloping, northern face of the Chagpo-Ri,
beyond which lay the Salai Monastery.
Their only weapons were knives, thrust
into their belts. Their automatics had
been taken from them in the ruins of
the Beven Monasterics by Kala Dului:
but it is doubtful if that wretched priest
of Buddha had ever solved the problem
as to how they were meant to be used.

‘"o this secs the end of our journey,
Jack!” remarked Ferrers Locke, as, two
hours later, they accomplished the de-
scent of the southern side of the Chagpe
Ri. “We have won throngh so far, but
the hardest part iz yet to come ¥

“We'll do it!” said Jack bravely, *1I
only hope that Major Beverley and his
companions arve still alive!™

The dark, forbidding walls of the
Monastery loomed vp in front of them,

2000 OB RRRESR RO RRRRRRRD

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Prompted by the murderous acticities of the
adl- porverful

EANG PU, the eelf-styled Chosen of Buddha
and fanatic who, fo sdtisfy Riz owon mon-
strove ambitione, would et the whole world
ablaze with war

FERRERS Lﬂt‘xﬁ, tha famous Baker Street
delective, aocompanted by hiz plucky poung
asriziant,

JACK INRARKE, leares England for Tibel,
delermined fo discoper the fale of an expe-
dition fed by ;

MAJOR BEVERLEY, which iz believed fo
fuvre follen info Kang Pu's clulches, At
the ovtset of their jourtiey Locke and Drake
CORE M againsl

KEALA DULDT, a priest and one of the renfous
wpentd of Kang Pu. But they manage fo
gire him the slip. Then, led by a

TOMO, an owleas!, the heain eventivally twin
their way to Lhasa, where the peasants of

iT'ihet, for yedre past doton under the

mercileas yoke of the priests of Buddha,
readily acclaim  Ferrers Locke as their
leader ahd rise %m arsis against their
rulers.  Hen by the detectire and a
upe-benrded hillman, the peasanis nare
hacking their eay through the frenzied mob
af monks, ichen a mounted priest hears down

o Ferrers Lorke, hin stcord raised Jor a

mnuuvu{;hﬂ-lﬂﬁm stash,

e read on,)

-

and Jack felt o tingle of excitement in
his blood.

Salai Monastery, the stronghold of the
mysterious, sinister Kang Pul
mlf;;:rr;rs Locke }lniilednbmed E]mi'r the

RILETY Was encire ¥ gardens, en-
closed by the wall before E:hiirh they
now stood. Those were the gardeus in
which Dr. Lamonte had walked prior {o
making * his escape. The detective aund
Jack had discussed theii plan’ of cam-
paign in detail during the journey from
the camp. The first thing was to get
insido the monastery garden.

Reaching the wall, Ferrers Locke bent
his back. -Jack clambored on to his
shoulders, then the detective straight-
ened up. Jack’s hands cluteched at the
top of the wall. He got-a grip and
swung himself up. Reaching downwards,
he groped for Ferrers Locke's hands,
and the detective made the ascent in a
sort of half haul and half scramble,

For a long minute they sat astride the
wall, Itute:nirrg intently.  Not a sound
disturbed the stillness, The monaster
was plunged in darkness and might we
have been deserted. Vet Jack was

vividly conscious that it was not de-
serted. 1‘;1&ge was life and black-robed
riests within thoso walls, and—Kang

it, There were also, Jack he f

the bottom: of his heart, threﬁclf:\?f

countrymen of his, and, if they wera

alive, then he kuew that never would

ttl':n and Ferrers Locke return without
m,

And yeb -how hopoless: was their task,
Two_men against the fansatical pricsts of
Salai. But it was no time for countin
the odds, and Ferrers Locke and Jmﬁ
were not of the type that counts the odds
when life and death are at stake.

At 8 whispered word fromi Fervprs
Locke  they dropped into the garden.
G.mp:pg; their way through shrubs and
bushes, they felt bencath their feet tho
firmniess of a well-worn path. Followin
its course, they crept silently mm:hrdi
till it terminated in a wooden door let
into the wall of the monastery, Ferrers
Locke ran his hand ever the uneven,
lmnvstugdeﬁlﬂurheﬁ of the door. There
was no handle on the outside, and i
bn}l;.::rﬂy thuhinner_aide. ke

1sing the hopélessnees of tryin

force the door D]Fnrrern i-nckaj i:ga::-ﬂt
cautiously round the building, hugging
the wall, and moving step by step.
More than once he halted in the black
shadow of a buttress, but nothing broke
the stillness, and an unearthly silence
brooded over all. Then on, until they
arrived at the silent end deserted
cloisters, At the far end a narrow beamn
of light glimmered through a slit-like
aperture in the wall.

Without & word the detective and
Jack approached.  Crouched down
below' the aperture, Ferrers _
slpwly raised his head and peered
through. He found himself gazing into
& plain, bare cubby-hole of & room,
stone-walled and stone-Hoored. It was
bare of all furniture, save a rcading-
desk and stool.  And seated, poring over
# book on the desk, was the ilmlr.-
robed and black-hooded figure of a
monk. At Iz girdle dangled a large
bunch of keys.

As though conscious of the detective's
ga;q[-r he rE.]-l::n-'l.'l.'h.l' 1ifted his head. But
‘errers Locke forestalled discovery by
rapidly resuming his crouching position
below the Wﬂ&f\?ﬁ.‘! window.

Then, with & whispered word to Jack,
he led the way silently back into the
blacker shadow of the cloisters.

“There iz a deoor in the wall a fow
feet from that window,” he said softly,
after telling Jack what he had seah.
“The monk on duty is the guardian of
TEE MagseEr Lisrart.—No. 1,014,
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the door, and ecan, in daylight, see
through the aperture all who erave ad-
wittance. We will wait till a late hour
of the night, when, presumably, tl}ﬁ
chances of our forcing sn entrance will
be morz favourable. We will attract
the attention of the
come to the door, and then overpower
him. OCnee inside——"

He paused; then added quietly:

“Onee iside, we must trust to our
. for we

own ingenuity to see ue throu
than we

will bo®in more l:le.m;llf' peri
have ever been in our lives!” .

“1 wonder if Major Beverley is
alive?”’ whispéred Jack, voicing the
thoughts which had been ever in his
mind, *“*And il Kang Pu iz lurking
somowhere inside this monastery? It is
strange to think that the major and s

companions might be lying in some

dungeon a few feet below where we aro
now standing " :

“We shall soom be inside this
monastery of Salai,”’ said Ferrers Locke
tensely, “and we will not leave it with-
oitt having discovered the fate of Mﬂ{:gr
Daverley, and having scitled with this
sinister murderer, Kang Pu. Whether
Kang Pu be lurking inside or not, ‘we
know that this is bhis stronghold, and it
is here that we can strike most effec-
tively against hun!”

e, B i

The Entry!

ONG hours drifted slowly past
I whilst Férrers Locke and Jack
remaained hidden 1n the shadows

of the cloisters, Once from
somoevwhere inside the monastery there
came the muffled tolling of a bell, 1t
was followed, after an interval of
silenee, by the faint, droning chant of
many voitces. To Jack therce was some-
thing unreal about those distant voices.
It seemed to him that they came from
angther world.

Impatiently and half scornfully, he
tried to shake off the fecling. The
voices died away and silence again de.
scended, but somehow the cerie feeling
persisted. Jack was o normal, hﬁ!'lﬂli','-
winded boy, and one not given to wild
fancies. 1t as the hours dragged by
lie. beeame more and more acutely con-
seious of something evil which seemed
to brood over the grim and - sinister

mpnastery. ! !
Was it imagination? Or did it
omanste from Kang Pu, the Chosen of

Buddha, the fanatical priest who
claimed immortality,-and who, unless he
were stopped, would plunge the world
mto war?

Was there, after all. some strange
power in the man which enabled him
to cheat death, which cnabled him to
throw hiz wvoice through space, ahd
which enabled him to sway and terrorise
the countless priests of Buddha by the
magnekisme of his voico?

Impossible ! - And yet

Jack was conscious of a strong reliel
when at length Ferrers Locke whis-
pered :

“"We will make our attempt now!
The chanting wo heard was probably
the last of the services for the night.
There will be another in the early hours
of the mormng, if the routine is as in
other monasteries nnd lamaserics. We
will try to lure the mouk on duty to
the door, and then overpower him. He
must not be allowed to ery out, or we
are lost!”

Quietly he and Jack cropt to the
window, through which the shaft of
light still streamed. A quick, cautious
survey proved that the monk was still on
duty, seated at the reading-desk. He
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the monk, get him to -

was reading aloud to himself from a
massive tome, and the murmured words
came clearly to the detective's cars.
Leaving the window, he and Jack
crept- quietly to the deor. Taking up
thetr positians, one on each s=ide of ii,

Ferrers Locke drew his knife, Then
softly: he began to scrape the blade
afainst the stopework,  The grating
sound must have been heard by the

monk, for there came a rustle of robes
from inside the small room,

With bated breath, Ferrers Locke and
Jack lay doggo in the darkness. Then
from the other side of the door came the
sound of bolts being withdrawn. The
monk was coming to investigate.

“Ready, lad!"” breathed Forrers
Locke.
- The door swung slowly open, and the
blsck-robed monk stood silhouctted on

the threshold.  Suddenly from out of
the darkness on cither side of the door-
why  two forms launched themselves
wpon him, and-a hand groped for his
mouth, stifling his ery of alarm. His
foet ‘were then- jerked from under him,
and he fell heavily, his attackers on top
of him.

Ferrers Locke and Jack had come
prepared with strips of plaited cloth,
which served admirably as rope. Taken
completely by surprise and handled with
skill and dexterity, the monk had mo
chanee. ﬁéi%gn g,fuw_mmnenhs he was

d an und. )
Ei,‘i‘jfﬁirin:l«ae with him—quick!” said the
detective crisply.

Without losing a moment Ferrery
Locke and Jack caﬁrmdt thfihwn;l;::ﬁ
and squirmi monk into e
stunomrmm n?n which he had been
seated. Closing the door and dropping
the wooden bar, on the inside, into
place so that none could force an
entry, the detective turned to the
captive. N

“1.am about to remwove your gag:
he said, in a low voice. " And if yo
but rnisﬁ vour voice above a whisper I
will— "

He made a gesture with the knife
which he held in his hand. The monk
shuddered, a look of terror im his eyes.
He did not doubt for a_moment what
the gesture meant, nor the truth of it
Two such as these, who dared to face
an entry into Balai Monastery, would
riot  hesitate to slit the throat of a
black-robed one, Of that he was swre.

Fervers Locke removed the nan's
gag and placed the point of the knife
above the heart.

“Now answer well my questions, lest
1 drive this weapon home!” he whis-
pered. )

The monk licked his bloodless lips
and his fearstricken eves ga into
those of the deteetive in the manner of
one hypnotised,

“Some long time ago,” said the de-
tective softly, “four white mon camned
in the shadow of these walls. They
were taken prisoners by your master,
Kang Pu! One cscaped, but threo
were left.”

He paused, hiz eves cold and hard.
Then ﬁ[‘- went on:

“Now tell me, ye dog. where aro
those three to-day? Do they lic rot-
ting in some dungeon of this cursed
monastery, or have they found release
in death? Answer, ye priest, eclso I
drive home the blade!™

The monk glanced wildly round the
room, then, as though against his will,
his gaze returned to the detective’s
face.

“J—1 know nothing!"™ he whispered
huskily. J

‘Ferrers Locke’s expression became
grim, He pressed slightly  with the

knife, and sheer panic leapt into the
eves of the priest.

“Think agam, ye dog,” purred the
detective., “else thy treachercus soul
shall guit thy body!™

“It—it is forbidden to speak of the
thingz which concern the—the Chosen of
Buddha '

The words fell jerkily. from the
monk's livid lips. There was the fear
of instant death in his eves, and Jack
marvelled at the influonce Kang Pu
had over the priests who served him.
This man was scared to his very soul,
yet his tongue was unwilling to discuss
the affairs of his master, Kang Pu,
which would thereby save his lifo,

“Dost then -~prefer death?” said
Ferrers Locke softly. “I have no time
to waste on ye. One will I count, then
fwo, then three. If ye have  not
answercd, then by that Buddha whom
ye serve, my kunife shall find lodging
in vour hoart1™

The monk writhed in his bonds. A
bead of perspiration broke out on his
brow, :

“One ™

The word. fell quictly from the de.

tective’s. lips.  Btcadily he increased
the pressure of the Lknife,
T Twol'

The monk moaned and a shudder
racked his body. Mot thus could he sit
and by his silence sign his own death
warrant,

L 1] Th_'_-_!‘!

M 5tay  thy
groanced the monk,
- Ferrers  Locke
silenco,

“The white men of whom ye ask,™
went on the monk huskily, "have long
been hidden from our eves.  Whether
they still live or are dead I know not,
That I.swear, by the Buddha whom I
mr‘-q!"‘

“But they are’ here?"” said Ferrers
Locke softly. “They languish some-
where inside these walls®”

The monk shook his head.

“I eannot say,” he replied.
very truth I do not know! There are
many prisoncrs in this monastery of
SBalai, and their gaolers cannot speak.”

“Cannot ¥

" Nayv, for they are tongueless!”

The words brought an exclamation
to Jack's lips. As though noting the
inguiring loeok in the eves of the detee-
tive the monk continued:

“Our master, Kang Pu, hath said in
his wisdom that the most silent of men
are those who must perforce remain
silent. His gaolers, the servants who
attend to his neceds, his bodyguard of
priestly- soldicrs—all who need not the
power of speoch, are tongueless by his
ovders !"

“Ho that they mav not speak of his
goings and comings and of dany of his
affairs?*" said Ferrers Locke,

The monk nodded. Something of his
conrage was returning to him.

“I tell ve this so that ve might know
some little of what is in store for theo
should ye fall into his hands, ye daring
ones. Helease wme and begone, for xc
tread the path which leads through the
valley of shadows.”

It was no thought for the eafote of
his captors which prompted the words,
a5 Ferrera Locke well knew, Were
the intrusion discovered, then Kang
Fu, the merciless, would demand some
fitting cxplanation from this servant of
his who had so illy guarded the door.
Further, it was obvious that the monk
was by no means sure that he was not
to be slain by these intruders. It ‘was
better, from every point of wview, that
they éepart&d, and dia so without loss
of time. He eved their peasant dress

hand, thouw devil!"
“I will speak!™
waited in  grim

“In
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Ferrers Loeke was jammed in 8 mass of men, and it was impossible to manceuvre his pony. As the monk prepared to strike,
the deteeiive thrust up his sword to parry the blow. (See page 22.)
“§t *tis gold ye seek——'" he began. stung into anger by some sudden “I am nol asleep, brother! T read

“'Tis not gold we seek,” replied
Ferrers Locke curtly, “end it 13 ye and
rot us whe treads the path which leads
thmugi]h the valley of shadows. Note
well this knife of mine, ‘for 'tis poised
sbove your heart, and rest assurcd I
shall not stay the thrust should ye
refuse to talk! As far as ]yn know,
these white men languish still in some
dungeon of this monastery "

e menk nodded, his flash of
cour gone. ]

il ave not heard that the white
onez have been moved, nor havo
I‘E;d that they are dead,” he mum-

“Then ye shall show us later where
thesa dunllmaus are,” replied Ferrers
Lecke. “MNow, hark well to  this
guestion! Is your master, Kang Pu,
in this monastery 1"

The monk shook his head.

“¥e know not the thing ve ask,” he
whispered. * He is here and he is not
here! He goes and comes at will, and
his earthly form may be in some dis
tant monastery whilst his spizcit is with

us, .
FT1t is with his earthly form that I
am most concerncd ! replied Ferrers
Locke dryly. | “Now  aoswer, ¥e
ﬁlﬂﬂnt! Is his carthly form in Salai
onastery this night " :
“Fool that ye are,” anarled the monk,

emation. “ Know ye not that Kang FPu,
the Chosen of Buddha, iz immortal?
And vo prate of his earthly form. 1 tell
¥¢ he is here, he is there, he is every-
u;_hcimﬁ His spirit brt?fdﬂ m'elr this Iarrdt
of Tibet, guard: & plez agains
all ovil! ﬁla is li.:gmI:nrtm]i’,m::l,:n:l his cyes
will have seen this violence which yo
his unworthy

have showed to me,
servant-!” )
“ Now speak not so loud, ye priest!”

warned the detective sternly. © ¥e had
not swoh faith in his eyes and his watch-
fulness some short time ago! 2

He broke off. Shuffling {ootsteps were
approaching the door. Then came o
knock on the stout panels.

“Ho, brother,” called a harsh voice.
:I‘.ﬂ.rt* thou asleep, that thou harrest thy
oar '™

I—

The Plan of Campaign!

ERRERS LOCKE bent forward:

his ‘lips at the monk’s car.
“As yo answer 50 shall I act!™
he whispered, and pressed with
hiz knife till the point must have well-
nigh penetrated into the prisoner’s flesh.
'he monk glared at him, hate and
fear strangely mingled in his eyes. Dut,
alive to the peril in which he stood. he
answered in a voice which shook in spite

of himself,

from the book of Ma-ong Lung-Ten, and
I wish-uot to be disturbed !”

A haish laugh came from the other
side of the door.

“ A protty watch
Unbar the door, for
for thee from: our master, Kang Fu

Ferrers Locke and Jack eoxchanged
glances. Then, with a decft movement,
the detective slipped the gag into the
captive's mouth. Crossing to the door
he unbarced it and allowed it to open
a foew inches., ]

As he had expected, the impatient
monk on the other side, ‘thrust open the
donr and stalked across the threshold.
Before his eyes could take n and under-
stand the meaning of the bound figure
which lay on the floor, Ferrers Locke
and Jack leapt on him from behind the
cover of the dear. At the same instant
the detective kicked out at the door with
lis foot and it swung shut.

The struggle which followed was sharp
and bricf, for within & fow minutes
the newcomer  wos gagged aud bound,
and joined his fellow priest on the floor.

“That's two of ‘em,” murimmred
Ferrers Locke grimly, “I wish we
could deal with the others as easily!”

He crossed to their now caplive.

“No time or words have [ to wasto
on thee,™ he said, "and as I can expevt
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;I;a keep, 1 vow!
have & maossago
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no merey -in this monastery of Balai,
then assurcdly no mercy will I shiow.
Bpoak now this megsage from Kang Pu!
Bpeak, else will I cut out thy tongue
by its very rools!"”

He removed the g-a.%.‘
filled eyes glared into his.
knife poised, he waited.

“] know thee, thou cursed infidels!”

Tho words foll harshly from the monk’s

whilst hate-
Then, his

lips. He was of sterner stuff than his
companion.
“] know thee,” he snarled, "and

willingly will I tell thee my message,
for it concernest thee. The spirit of
Kang Pu was warned this night that
thou wert approsching the monastery of
Salai. From some secret place where he
sojourns in communion with the spirits
of our fathers, he senta message bidding,
his servants keop watch for thee.
His eyes are on thee -even now, thou
cursed of TEhasa, thou violators of
Buddha’s holy shr—"

His voice, rising to & scream, was
abruplly choked as Ferrers Locke shoved
homo the gag. -

“A noisy customer, Jack,” ho said
grimly, “but a well-plucked one. Lucky
for us if he has not brought the whole
monastery about our ecars!”

He and Jack listened, but nothing
disturbed tho stillness. Had they but
known it, such screams and shoutings
were of common occurrence -in  the
monastery of Salai. Had the noise
been hcard by drowsy monks in their
cells then it would have been put down
as but tho wails of some wretched

prisoner.

Ungagging the other monk, Ferrers
I.ocko questioned him closely. ¢ man
answered sullenly, and the detective

learnied that the first service of the day
was held in the Great Temple at dawn.
Few, if any, would be traversing the
corridors, as the priests of Salai spent
the hours between midmight and dawn
in strict seclusion of their cells.

It wanted still an hour till dawn, but
Feorrers Locke knew that he and Jack
had little timo to spare. The second
monk whom thoy had nvc-rpnwereﬂ- wore
the red badge on his hood which be-
tokened the office of lessor abbot. The
detective and Jack stripped him of his
vestments, and Ferrers Locke donned
them. Ho also slipped a ring set with a
blood red ruby from off the priest’s
finger and put it on his own, Jack then
douned the robes of the guardian of the
door and, at a gesture from Ferrers
Vocke, accompanied the detective from
the chamber, gecurely shutting the door
behind him.

“We will have to leave those foellows
in there,” said Ferrers Locke, “ We
have not tho time to find a place in
which te hide them!™

He glanced round. The stone cornidor
in which they stood was silent and
deserted.

" Mow listen, Jack.” he said earncstly.
“Go at once to where the hillman waits
with the ponicz. Ride with him as fast
ax vou can to the camp in the hills, Tell
the leader that I have won an entry into
Balai Monastery. and that I now wait
for that aid which he freely offered.
Tell him to return &t once with you. and
to bring a score or more of picked
fighting men. You should be outside
the walls of the monastery garden by
midniglhit of the [ourth day from now.
Beale the wall and lead: the men here,
Jack. Thiz door. through which we
flim:d entry to-night, will be open. If
t is not open then I will bo cither a
“THE Macker Lispary.—No. 1,014.

prisoner—or dead, In that case the
fulfilnent of our mission will rest on
vour shoulilers, Jack, and you will act
as you think fit 1"

Stepping forward, he unbolted the
door and swun? it open.

"Good-bye, lad, and Godspeed!” he
said_quietly, holding out his hand.

* Good-bye, guy'nor !”

Their hands met in a firm clasp. Doth
knew that it might well be the final
parting. Then, reluctantly, Jack turned
and slipped away into the night. Never,
for him, had the path of duty been so
difficult to tread.

-— e

The Corridor of Cells!

OR: a moment Ferrers Locke stood
plunged in thought, then turncd
and paced with slow, deliberate
tread along the stone corridor.

He knew there was little chance of dis-
covery, for none of "an inferior order
dare guestion one who wore tho robes
of a r abbot. And, by its size,
Halai Monastery probably housed fully
three hundred monks. A stranger, pro-
vided he trod warily, might escape dis-
covery for some little time.

The first thing to be done was to
dispose of his captives. Ferrers- Locke
knew the average personnel and routine
of & monastery or lamaszery, and was
aware that .the tongueless gaolers, of
whom the guoardian of the door had
spoken, would be little more than
elaves, who had, perhaps, once been
risoners themselves, full-witted, szoul-
ess  automatons, dragging out their
lives jn some underground passageway.
And it was in szearch of that passage-
way, wherein he felt sure would lie the
dungeons, that Ferrers Locke bent his

attﬁa.

He bad no time to sparc. Soon the
guant gong would sound, calling the
pricsts of Buddha to service in the great
temple. Then the corridors would be
aswarm with hooded, hurryving monks.

For close on fifteen minutes, Farrers
Locke traversed corridor after corridor,
walking slowly along with bent head,
but ever on the alert for some staivcase
which led downwards. More than ono
monk he passed, engaged in trimming
ithe wicks of the oil-lamps or shuffling
along engaged on some menial task.
But none guestioned him, and he kept
his hood drawn well over his head.

He could have returned to  the
chamber and guestioned | the captives,
but he knew that with the approach of
dawn the men might wall misglrr:f:l: him,
knowing that with the coming of duy-
light tﬁnir plight must be discovercd
and the mtruder capfured.

He traversed at length a narrow,
echoing corridor, and at the end san’ a
monk standing motionless at the head of
a staircase. He.made as though to pass,
but the monk barred lus way with the
two-cdged sword which he held. Wifh
a mumble of impatience, Ferrers Locke
thrust forward his hand, upon the firt
finger of which glowed the blood-red
ruby. He was fensed, ready for
trouble, should the token not win him
passage. Dut the sight of the ring,
however, caused the monk to lower his
weapon and stand aside.

Passing down the =staircase, Ferrers
Locke's thoughts dwelt thankfully ou
the words of the Abbot of Patong:
“ Show me the token of Kang Pu that
I may know ye arc his servants.”

Whether the blood red ruby was the
token of Hang Pu or notf, it most cor-
tainly was a token of uuﬂi_nntf. This

the detective had known must be the
casc, for no priest of Buddha would
wear jewellery unless it were to indicate
some oflice which he held.

The staircasc led downwards to a
long, badly lighted, and dank corridor.
On either side of its entire length weore

thick, eolid-looking doors, of wood,
braced with iron. And asz he ssed
slowly, along, Ferrers Lotke heard from

behind the doors, moaus, groans, and
disjointed  sentences, Here, without
tloubt, were the dungeons. where lay
the wretehed prisoner: of Salai, tossing
and turning in either wakefulness or un.
casy slumber. And, mavbe, in some ol
these cells lay Major Boverley, Hey-
ward, of the Eltugraphiml Survey, and
Carstairs, the big-game hunter and
explorer, It was a thought which brought
a grimmer look to Ferrers Locke's eve:
und a tightening of his lips.

At the end of the corridor a door
stood ajar. Pushing it open, Ferrers
Locke stood on the threshold of a room,
The atmosphers was foul and fetid,
Along the tour walls of the room were
ranged tiers of wooden bunks where lay
hideous, dirty, unwashed and unshaven
caricatures of huwinanity, Others, squat.
ugly creatures, were scated at a long
trestle table which ran down the centre
of the room. Men they might have been
onee, but now more akin to animals. At
cach man's girdle dangled a bunch of
keys. It was the rest-room and living
guarters of the gaolers.

At sight of Ferrers Locke, standing
hooded and robed on the threshold, the
men scated at the table rose to their foot
and stood silent with lowered heads.
Silent, indeed, for these were the tongue-
less ones.

Ferrers Locke beckoned to the two
men nearest to him, He was about to
adopt a bold course which, by its very
daring, might well succced. With the
two gaolers at lus heels, he returned the
way he had come, till finally he reached
the chamber wherein lay the bound and
Eagged  prigsts,

_With a gesture, he indicated the cap.

tives.  Without hesitation, the gacloe-
«topped forward and, picking up the
priests, slung them across their shoulder-
with the greatost of . It was as
Fervers Locke had 'tmht to be the
casc. Deep down in the bowels of the
monastery, tongueles: gooler: rawv
few of the black-robed priests. If they
recognised their prisoners as two inmates
of the monustery, they gave, no sign.
Enough for them that tlns hooded and
black-robed man, 'who wore the badge
of office of lesser abbot, and who had on
his finger the blood-red stone, had
ordered the removal of the bound and
gagged captives. It was not expected
of gaolers to wonder as to why these
things should be, nor how they had
cotyp abont.

%" back to the corridor of cells they
wenk, the grim and eilent figure of
Ferrers Locke stalking in front. He
realised the deadly peril he was in, but
if anly he could got the two priests
safely lodged in rome ccll before the
monastery awoke to life, then the open
door leading into the cloisters might
well be pusconstrued. It might be
thought that the twe missing monk-
had deserted. The guolers would not
talk, for they could wot. The mouk on
duty at the htad of the staircase

robably dare not discuss matters which,
e was peritted to see only by virtue
of his office. )

Reaching the end of the corridor,
Ferrers Locke turncd to the gnolers.
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“Lodge the dogs safe in geparate
cells!” he said harshly. “Bee well to
their gags and bonds! Do vol remove
& gag 1n order to give them food unless
I am present, and admit nome to their
cells else thou shalt die on the rack!”

The gaclers signified theif under-
standing. Ferrers Locke stood grimly
by whiit the two priesta weré put in
separate cells and the doors double-
locked upon them. | Then, With an in-
ward sigh of intense ralle?, he torned
AWAaYy.

At the same moment the silence of tho
mionastery was broken by the deep boom-
ing' notes of a gong. "It was the call
to scrvice in the great temple.

The Alars of Flame!

ITHOUT  hesitation, Ferrers
W Locke strode boldly along the
corridor and ascended to the

upper story, where the Great

Temple was situated. Tho first faint
light of dawn had caused no appreciable
lightening of the gloom which shrouded
the corridors and p ways. Friests,
heavy-eved, and walking with bent
heads, were drifting towards the Great
Perap

fe. :

Werting his opportunity, the detective
ste ixto an alcove Ifrem which o
narrow winding staircase led upwards.
Muking the ascent, he found himself in
& long, 'low-roofed’ stone gallery which
overlooked the Grest Temple below. It
was void of ur?- artificial ]:ght:mbﬁ. but
the greyness of early morming showed
him tier upon tier ol long stone seats.

Settling himself in a corner, well
hidden in the shadows from the gaze of
any below, he took stock of the scene.

At onc end of the Great Temple a
huge Buddha towered away towards the
roof, Beforo it stood an altar, lit by

- ‘siw_fat oil-lamps. And in front of the
altar was a flat, square slab of stone,
stained with the blood of many victims
who hid been slaughtered to the. glory
of the.great Buddha.

Some short distance from rthe god
were three great images of the buddhist
trinity—the Buddha of the past, of the
present, and of the future. In front of
them were three altars and three sacri-
ficial slabs., And, his gaze travelling
owly round, Ferrers ke saw yob
another great image—that of the many-
-handed E\ddhm ore, again, was tho
allar and the sacrificial slab.

In front of cach of the gods stood
pricsts, in_gorgeous vestments of blue,
silver, and gold, wearing peaked caps
of the same material. On the walls and
pillars of the templo were hideous
scrolls and devil masks. About tho
floor of the templo ran little white
mice, in whose bd:u?irs were supposed to
lodge the spirits of long-dead priests,

Little side chapels opened off the
main temple, and enlry. to these was
barred by hanging nets of heavy chain-
work. And over sach network of chain
there was oxtended from the wall s
hand, red with blood and clenched as
‘haugh to strike to the ground any who
e:rn attarnpt 16 snetrato beyond the

rrier.

The temple was lit by thousands of
oil-lamps, some of gold and others of
baser metal.

As Ferrors Locke watched, the gor-
geously-clad priests in front of the ‘gql:l!
suddenly beeame tense and rigid. From
somewhere, vague and elusive, there

tho subdued chant of many voices.
Tﬁen, walking

dlowly with bent head,
a scarletclad Bgure eme from the
shadows and Toac _ giant
Buddha. He made a deep oboisance,

and the twenty:monks who followed in
his train did likewise.  From god ‘to

" there camo a volce.

god, he
each. The subdued chanting from the
unseen choir rose and fell in anp un-
broken 'wave of harmony. '

Then as the scarlet-clad
Ferrers Locke judged to the abbot
conducting the service, paced slowly
back to the giant Buddha and stood
before the altar, the chanting suddenly

Ericst, N‘-n.rhl:tm
o

stilled, and silence, broken.only by the-

echoes, settled on the

tﬂmﬁlﬁ.

The scarlet-clad abbot raised beoth
hands above his head, his lips mumbling
some sort of prayer or blessing. TEvery
head was bowed, and the*droning voice
went on. Ferrers Locke could not catch
the words, but he missed ne detail of
the service.

Finishing his incantation, the abbot
turned to tho giant Buddha. Throwing
up his orms in a pleading gesture, ho
oried :

“(, DBuddha, look down on thesze
servanits ¢f thino who, in this monastery
of Balai, szerve well thy chosen one,
Kang Pu! How long, O Buddba, how
long, ere the fect of thy servants be
tnrned to the path of war? Wa grow
weary, 0, Buddha, and the peoples of
this fair land of thine have long wun-
sheathed tho sword., We but wait upon
thy word, delivered to uws, O, Buddha,
through thy lips. but in the voice ‘of
thy chosen one, Kang Pu, whose spirit
thon allowest to enter into thee! How

(T TR TR RV R
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long, O, Duddha, how l!ong cre- thy
chosen ono, Kang Pu, shall lead thy

peoples to war against the aecursed ones
beyond our frontiers?”

There was something in the abbot's .

voice which, although impassioned, be-
spoke that the words were somewhat in
the nature of ‘& ritual., Ferrers Lockes
was, thorefore; not greatly surprised
when, from the lips of the giant Buddha
And every monk
prosirated himself.

“Hark ye, my servants,®*vye that grow
weary with long waiting! The day
draws nigh when my chosen one, Kang
I’u, shall ride in triumph through the
western world! The day draws nigh
when the countless millions of the East
shall arise in their might and sweep the
infidels from the face of the carth!
I'he day drawa nigh when holy Lhasa
shall rule the world and Kang Pu, my
chosen one, shall rule in holy Lhasa!”

The voice paused,

“Dh, fools that you are,” murmured
Ferrers Locke, ““not to see the simple
trickery in that voieo!"

Then he_stiffencd with interest as the
voico continued :

“But I, m my wisdom, sec that ye
do indeed grow weary! Watch; then,
and thine eyes shall see what 13 about
to be!™ - -

Slowly every light in the temple was

passed, making obeisance at’

extinguished, leaving only the greyness
of the growing dawn. This also slowly
faded into ecomplete darkness as oun-
ningly wrought screens moved of their
own volition over the mullioned

windows
The darkness was intense.  Nothi
stirred. Ferrers Locke watche

rimly, his eyes cold. and hard. ‘What
urther trickery was toward?

SBuddenly, from the altar in froant of
the Buddha of the past, thero leapt a
veritable sea of blood-red flame. " I
glowed cerily on scrolls, on priests, on
grotesque Hevilmasks, And slowly the
Jedpi flames took shape till they
formed the hideous, leering visage of
some fiend-like -creature.” It was a
visage utterly horrible in its evil ugli-
ness, Forrers Locke caught his breath
and he craned forward,

"Look now, my servanis,” came the
voice from the giant  Buddha, "on
Ea:]lfaPu, my chosen one!  Look. now
on ng Fu, the immortal! Kang Pu,
who ruled in holy Lhasa in ages now
long past!™ '

. And in thunderows chorus from the
prostrated priests came the words:

“Hail,” Kang Pu! Hail, the c¢hosen
ono of Buddha!™.

Slowly the face faded in the leaping,
writhing flames. Then slowly they,took
shape again and showed a mighty city
of noble domes and minarets, i

* Look now on hely Lhasa,” came the
voice, “as this my city stood in those
a which are long dead! Look on
holy Lhasa, the fairest city of the earth !
Thus she stood in her pomp and power,
and eountless- tlmmunwj:.'srJ worzhipped ot
my holy shrines!”

Slowly the city faded in the Rames,
The flames thﬂmgelw-s deercased, dying
Er;duglly away until at length they

iclered out and the temple wWas once
morn in darkness,

Then irom the altar of the Boddha
of the present the sca of blood-red
flames took ‘' shape and skowed holy
Lhasa as Ferrers Locke had zeen it
a -city where -pariah ecurs roamed
amongst the filth which littered the
ruins of many- monasteries.

“ 300 now. lho holy Lhasa of to day 1™
camo the voice from the giant Buddha,
“Sea now “the holy eity of Lhasa
boreft of her one-time glories! Sce
now the city which cradled the peoples
of the earth, and rend thy hearts, -0
my sorvants, that such a thing has
come ahout ! '

The flames leapt and danced until
slowly the picture faded. Then there
took shape somothing which caused
Ferrers Locke to watch with bated
breath. There came slowly into view a
broad river, fringed on one side witl
wharfs and warehouses and on the other
with noble buildings and a tree-lined
embankment.

“8a now the Lhasa of to-day!™
thundered the voice., *Sce now the
accursed city. which has uwsurped the
power of haoly Lhasa! See now, my

_rervants, the greatest city in the world}

“lis London, the zeat of Government of
the accursed English race!™

Ferraras Locke  felt tempted to rub
his eyes. The leaping Bames - had
formed into a perfect representation of
the Thames and tho Embankment,
Westminster Bridge and Waterloo
Bridge were picked out in every de-
tail. Pedestrians and cars were moving
along the pavements and roads.

The flames died down, and again the
temple was plunged in darkoess,
Then they leapt into life on the altar

Tne MAGSET LiBRARY.—No, 1,014,
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of the Buddha of the future., Blowly
they took shape, and showed count-
less hordes of marching .men, at. -the-
head of which rode a figure on & fiery
steed.

“Be¢ now, yo weary ones’’ came the 2l
woice, ''my pdople treading the path of =
war]. See ho who rides in front—Kang
Pu, the immortal! Kang Pu, who
will' lead-ye to a glorious nnbm-r and
who will restore her vanished glories
to holy Lhasa”

The picture changed, and showed a
noble aity in flames.

*“'Tis the fall of the seat of power
of the cursed English! 'Tis the burn-
ing of London, the usurper of holy
Lhasa!™

Again the picture changed, and slowly
there came into being a Lhesa of
broad avenoes and ]nfty%mldmgs above
which towered dome on dome.

“"Look now on holy Lhasa as she will
ptand when the swords of my people
are shoathed! Look now on heoly
Lhasa and rejoice, for I say to thee,
my servants, that the hour of waiting
is well nigh done! The day is at hand
when word will go forth for my peoplea 3

to band themselves tugﬂﬂmr' Allies
wve ye, my servants—allies in the
countless hordes which people the Fast!
They will flock to my banner, and with

A BIG HIT!:

This week’s issue of
THE
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containing Two Complete
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Story; Sexton Blake Yarn,
and an Old Time Romance.
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my chosen one to lead them theg will
wade with thea through a sea of. biood
—the blood of the accursed mﬁdelsi"

The flames died away, and, hfy
unRsten agen the thousands iam
. bhecame- Etaa&vi:.r more bright, till .ul.-.
length the temiple was relighted.

The scarlet-clad priest turncd to the
postrate monks.

“Through the eyes of the Buddhas
of the past,.of the present, and of the
future, thou has seen what was, what
is, and what shall bo!" he cried. - " And
this T =ay to thee: Following ﬂm groat
sacrifice before this altar te-might,
there shall appear to thee in the flesh
Kang Pu, the chosen of Buddha! The
hour draws nigh when wo shall quit
the paths of peace for i{liose of warl
Kang Pu hath bidden me, his unwarthy
aervant, tell thes that this night he
from - whera he

will come to thee from :
sojournest with the =pirits of our
fathera!"

(Don't miss the eéxeiting follow-on of
this rattling, fine szerial, chums, which
will appear in next week's bumper fasue
of the MAGNET.)

“JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Bn:u are wanted ‘I'ur the Beaman Class (from which
magde for the - Wirdless Telegraphy
mt-'? 163} years.

%“ﬂﬁ Branches). Age
EN also afe Feg
SEAMEN {Spedul Hmlﬂj
STORKERS - - wm m
BROYAL MABINE .FGRG'EH. -

GOOD. PAY -
EXCELLENT cmmcna Fﬂl:l.

gnbplr Bireet, Birmingham ;
};‘ f.l:.‘thw'n '.I'ﬂrm Dawanpill,

Iu:-ml
tur. :i wnﬁjl-fhﬂth

London,

]-uﬂ:ir to Ltha Emruir.iu BH-'H' -Dmr

L - Kewcastlg-on: 'I'u.u
mn [ ] I';:rl: ﬂﬁl:l.hh.lml:lt-tﬁ!

Age I8 fo 25
Age 18 1o 25

.. w:'ih tor Pres Bargain Lists NOW. T0 SUiT

ly  thé fnest ﬂlﬂ'ﬂ“‘r (1] ALOW
w3 pAvy SAERTAGE" :-5:":":”} MOKTHLY

el S TALMENT

sany parment terme, .

YOUR
Y. FEH.-H'ET

dyﬁl?tn.ﬂu

UHII
'I}

HEIGHT COUNTS

In wln.nln* success. Helght iocreased —
m

: hysl ed. Wooderful mulh‘."‘ ..Bﬂﬂ
%m“‘nmm purticulars ad: OUF £100 gUNFabtee, 1. GARV
Canalog  Place, BYSTEM (A:M.P.), 17; Biroud Qreen A, Idmﬂ-m N.4,
LA dhss -
oF TH’.‘EI S E'.'BR . m.l:. EJ
uxnﬂfrarriﬁrn {50 D r:'rnr.'nm: F R E l ! !

XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS
Fry's; Rowntree's,” Cadbury’s, eto. F{::.‘r—d

SAMUEL DRIVER, SOUTH. MARKET, LEEDS:

Commission. No Outlav.

require for your col
- = and Zon Slamps.

A magnificent offer, Inﬁﬁln

a fine rlnl:- af d t‘!-l:l'l:l‘h‘ -t-'h:l.t

tlzh Oolonlnls,
E-rnd

toard=oirly ruquual. ng L%ﬁﬂl
:.m.nmm I rnwugnﬂn LONDON ROAD, pﬂuu-:.

Amid!nt.n
A E‘mt-entiun

Blusmﬁa kome trehtment
&I bAFras
the tam and ‘feck’ * Enclose stamp to pay
Mo A, TBIPI.E AHpeoiniiap)
Avénue (2od

—I"HE;! to all a-uﬂerarl particnlats of & proved
l;h&,t quickly  removes all
smentﬁ wnd permmentlr cures blllﬂlillg and flushing of
pojhag
'placs H 0
l"'luﬂﬂ?nl.nrni.::. Wi,

Eight
Ten

: Carriagoe 9d, any

lﬂ_ﬂhlﬂﬁlhurr *J .MIIEH HlHEFI ELD

SAFETY REVOLVERS

six chamber - -

Hia.nk Cartridges fm' Safeties = -

et

1:5? LICENCE" lu:u:lm |
aﬁﬁt Eﬁﬁmf;f" uﬁ}m '“Ej:?:a wpm’fbms,
x, i% II "-!-ll -
Eﬂwh:rr mﬂdel} : ﬁ i

auantity. l:‘-m'lm;ua froa O rnqueut-..
& tﬁ., !.'Ili.,ﬂ HI.H:hHm:l:-b!-n,

1#"'1-

AEROPLANE PACKE

Abropiene Floture Siamp, - Dar a.ln—Ed
Mﬂpr-' LYE, WORCESTE ﬂHIR ]

. oaf 310 dm‘erﬂnt E!,:.m
?li" A, Wﬁtl'l'ﬂ

I ludes 1
B I-IJI-.-—

wll‘.nh
ni:l.nl.'r 2

MAGIC TRICKS,

Price gd. ut:h 4 Iﬂrlf-.-u-'l-‘

mh rml'nﬁﬂ"'fm el j
nv B,
nuﬂmmﬁn.nntmﬂuamhmmn.ﬂ. 1,

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- %

«:5 lnohas
4 Withaut sppllancce—drugs—or dieting.

THE FAMOUS CLIVE BYBTEM :rirI:'nr:[:lzitI FAILS.
ri

Comploln Coursn Bf= PO, post (re, or further
? A. CLIVE, Harreck Hooa, ".I'IIIUIDH- GOL

amp;ata :
In ONE u:nﬂr:n:'

WORTH .. ﬂHlﬁF

ﬁ.lzﬂiinEgl'n'l Wﬂwﬁa

0 FHBE'{: MATE{II&L = Sam|
:12b nlargement, any pholo, 8
Juljig HDLWEH PrOOL. v

slamp. fadd
BAYT. i

WE TRUST YI]U

it is all yon remit in advance lor &
ead I Marvel 4004
balantcé

BE and Carclng

i MARVEL"™ 400 £4 19 6d I:AE
B =atlafaction lulnl:l.tlud or muu

B A trifling de
world-famed
& crele o month you

b nﬂlﬂtlﬂl'- Sont Facked

145 I
iR P rr-eoilad opcle
'I mﬂu“mﬂ

TH

i mﬁﬁ,'h' :-rin-u. Wreita il'o-

;gn-:uudtl- I"I"SI.IIIHIi

: CYCLE CO. INC. (Dept. B 601)
mnnnunnoo":s BIRMINGHAM

OYS

rtunit.l

ovEracas.
Fnlm After ciding aftercare.

a armall munﬂ:lﬂr

BA LVYA

tmurda trq}}l{ng. ol

WANTED 14:18

T%gﬂl n-AUSTRALIA snd HEW E &&HD

élu;, mgirﬂ]“nmﬂ%u b wl;an nlllﬂln
tﬂ uld“I:& ‘madd at -once  bo—
'!'HE HAHA.EER.

3. Upper Thames . Street, London, E.C.4.

‘I-rut

i
'G-DA

red

i

A

Al applications for: Advettisement Space in this
publmatim' should :

tisem nt”"hmi.w
Fii:l:nth I‘im.ut

the . Adver-

ey

28-7-27

be . addressed fo

UNISHN - JACK - SERIES,
Farrlnudnn-‘!g., London, E.



14

NOTE: " THE HEAD'S TREZZURE HUNT!"—NEXT WEEK'S SCREAMINGLY FUNNY STORY OF ST. SAM'S—BY DICKY NUGENT.

16

BUNTER, THE BAD LAD!

{Continwed from precious page.)

Harry Wharton & Co. eyed him
grimly.

“I'vo come to scc you about the
cricket, Wharton, old fellow—" began
Bunter.

“MNot so much of the * Wharton, old

fellow,” * said the captain of the
Romaove curtly,

“Oh, really, old chap—"

“Or the ‘old chap'l”™ grunted
Wharton.

Bunter the millionaire’s son was moro
intolerable than Bunter the poor stock-
broker's son, and his company had
palled on the Famous Five even more
than usuel since the arrival of his
fvar,

“I've come about the cricket,” weont
on Bunter,

“Bo0  you
Johnny Bull.
and hop it!”

Bupter greeted Johmny Dall to an
indignant stare. Somchow or other the
really decent fellows in the Remove had
lesa time for Bunter now that good
fortune had come to him, and no ono
was quicker to see that than the Owl
of the Remove, obtuse as he was. DBut
that same obtuseness put 1t down to
jealpusy.

“ Look here, Wharton,” =aid Dinnter.

“Y'm looking,” said the captain of
the Remove. ™ But it gives me a pain.
Uet it ovier quick!™

“Ha, ha, bhal"

BiHy DBuntér snorted.

“I want to play cricket!” he roarcd.
“Mow you know!"

“He wants to play ericket
wured Frank Nugent faintly.

“0Oh, my hat!”

But Wharton was sorious. If Bunter
veally was keon to take up cricket he
would find no one more willing to help
him along than the caplain of tho
Remove.

“I'll give you & hand any time you
want to practise,” he said.

Bunter. waved a fat hand.

“0Oh, I den't want any practice, you
know. A DBunter is always in practise.”
- "But I thought you said " cricket,”
said MNugent, wilh heavy sercosm.
“"Hure you dida't mean the tuckshop?™

...-:'.u. wp- Hi _1:

o -..n....u__u__. MNugent,” blinked Dunter,
“1 said cricket, and I meant ericket.
You chaps know my form.™ .

“Wa dot®

“We does!”

“Good all round lorm,” said Dunfer,
with dignity,

“All round form certainly,” sajd Bob
Cherry, Tunning his eves over Bunter's
ample  figure  appraisingly. “But
whether it's good is  another - matter.
Versonally, I should say a lot of it's
bad 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"
ﬂ.u.m_rmﬂu. Bunter glared at the humorous

“¥You know what T mean!” he rodred.

My cricket form [

“Oh! Sorry!”

“Mow, this is how the matter stands,”
agid Bunter, addeessing his remarks o
Wharton. “You're mm-m_m.:m at. Jim's
this afternoon 1" .

Wharton nodded,

“And you want the bett men in the
team, I take it, to make it & win i

"That's true,” admitted Wharton.
“Tom Merry & Co. are bang in form
this seasom. We cortninly shall want
our best: men,”

“That's what I'ni coming te,” said the

TE® MacreT Lisriry.—No. 1,014,

gaid  belore,” grunted
“Got it off your chest

™ mur-

fatuous Bunter. ““You want t0 win the
match, of course. And you want to
mako certain of winning the maich?”

“Ona can’t make certain of winning
g match, old fat man,” said Wharton,
with a smile. ' “One can play up and
hope that the better team will win”

“ But w.E. can make certain of a win
if you play me!” said Bunter, striking
g dramatic attitude,

“0h, my hat!™

“Bunter in the team

“¥e gods and little fishes[”

Apparcutly DBunter's gencrous offer
was not being taken seriously by the
Famous Five. They roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" There's nothing to cackle about!™
said Bunter wrathfully, * If
you play me in the match
it's & certein win, I tell
vou I

Bob Cherry wiped- the

irare of merrimont from his

face,

“Certain  win for Bt.
Jim's," ha remarked. _
“You'ra right thers, old .
fat barrcl, but we want 1
Greyfriars to win, Sce?” ./..
. The Femous Five went o
minto  fresh  paroxysms of
mirth as they gozed at g
Bunter's fat face.

“¥ah! You cackling fTee i

dummies!"” roared Bunter. Al
“It's petty jealousy, that
keeps mo out of the team.™

“Don't be a silly ass!™
saidd  Wharton, hecoming
serious agaim. " You know
you can't play ericket for
toffee,. Bunty. But if you
want to take it up I'll coach
you. Hew's that?”

Billy Bunter snorted and’
drow himself up to his full
height.

“If you won't play me on
my merits perhaps you'll
play ma for this, har-
ton?"” he said, with a curl
of the lip.

“What the thump do you

moean 7

Buunter fumbled in  his
pocket and brought to light
& five-pound note.

He tossed it carelessly on
the table.

“Thoere wou are, you
chaps!”  he szaid petronis.
ingly. "1 know you're hard
up. . Split it up between
you, and call it square by

iving me a u_u___-.._”.__.__ in the
HRemove team.’

For quite a minute dead
silence  roigned in  Study
No. 1. The colossal impu-
dence of Billy Bunter fair]
rendered Harry Wharton

With a Bellow ke a bull, Billy .
moment Sammy dodged, and his major’s fouot, _ﬂ__ﬁglﬁ
the fat Removite erashing down on his back, 1

Hiz wordz ended in & frantie
Bob Cherry sprang at him and banged
his bullet head on the wall of the study.
They ended in several yells to be
proecize, for next minute Billy Bunter
was ' going through it." The enraged
members of the Famous Five were
trying to impress upon the fatuous Owl
of the Remove that bribery and cor-
ruption would not be tolerated cven
from the son. of a millionaire, Cer-
tainly, if yells had anything to do with
it, Billy Bunter was learning his lesson
protty thovoughly.

He was bumped, stumped, thumped,
and stumped agrin before the Famous
Five rolled him . into the passage and
stulfed his fiver down his neck,

ell, na
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Is Suspleious !

L AAL, I swow!"”
g\ Fisher  Tarleton  Fish
looked in danger of swoon-

ing as Billy Bunter handed
him three shillings. .

“Now you're settled, Fishy!"” asaid
the fat Owl, blinking round upon an
assembly of ‘Removites.

“Great gopherz!” ejaculated Fishy,
looking at the three shillings dazedly.
“Buntor's actually paid me back the
threo ‘bob I lent three terms ago!l”

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

It was the same ovening, and
Bkinner's rvisit amongst the Remove in
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had turned up, and Bunter was doing
a great business. Teside him stoed
Harold Skinner, & list of names in his
hand. . On the table in front of them
wera neat little piles of silver of ...E.Wq
ing values, also piles of coppers. It
needed but a swilt caleculation to- see
that the %:._n::n on the table excecded
ten pounds,

Renlly, it scemed too good to be
true. -Here was Bunter, once thé most
impecunions fellow in the Remove, the
fellow who would pester another chap
for & bob or a tanner on the strength
of a postal order that was due to
arrive at any moment—and, of course,
never came—actually rolling in money.
There was no doubt about it, ~ the

sudden rise to fortune of

Bunter senior had opened

up his heart where his son’s
- tips were concerned.  Not

even Lord Mauleverer, whao
was perhaps tho wealthiest

junior in _ the Remdve,
andled snuech sums Oof
monoy as HBupter handled

his. It was a new sidé to
Bunter altogethier, .
© “Who's next, Bkinner?"
::rn.m_ m::ﬂq... _umﬂ.m._._:ﬂ
Tound upon the assembly.
m.nm_..:m”.u consulted his .ﬂ.ﬁ.
“Trovor—two * bob  frst
day of last term |
“That'sk me!” grinned
Trevor, and . he ~pocketed
two shillings that Bunter
handed him. :
: lengthy job, but

It was a
at last all elaims had boen
met, even Skinnér's, Bunter
nover turning a bair when
that youpg. rascal  had
calmly stated that, in all,

:| Bunter owed him twenty-
‘| five shillings,
“ F ~ "It's made & hole in your
_: cash,” said Skinner.-
_

Bunter  shrugged  his
shouldors..
“What's it matter?

There’s plenty more where
that came from,” he saids
“Tucky bargee!™ said
Snoop enviously.
Skinner gave him o wink.
“What about & game of
poker - before bed-tide, you
chaps " he said.
“I'm on,” said Snoop.

M 8ame here,"” remarked
Itott. “"What about
- Bunter ¥
* The Owl of the Romove
grinned. :

“Oh, T'H join in with
pleasura!™ he said. "1 like

- Th

Bunter rushed After i

yrand almed a tremendous kick
mslstanee, swept

h in the

**Do it again, BIly!" (e Chapler 8.)

at him. . Bot at the eritical
i alr in 8 movement that brought
*** ¥atiooooh | ** howled Billy. ** Ha, ha, ha ! ** chirruped Sammy.

a little flutter now and
again.’ .

“Good !”

Skinner linked his night

Snoop put his left through

Co. -specchless. But Bob
Cherry broke the silence 4
with & roar of wrath beside which the
roar of the celebrated bull of Bashan
was but & whisper.

“¥ou awful rotter!"

Billy Bunter jumped back, startled
by the look of ferocity in Bob's face.

“Eh?" he stammered.

“¥ou footling, foozling worm!”
roared Harry Wharton, beside himself
with anger. “Why, I'll burst youl"
~All the members of the famous Co.
wera on their feet now, and Bunter
backed towards the door as he caught
the expression on their faces

“1 mean it, you know '™ he said. "A
fiver -for a place in the— Yoooooop !”

i

And there they Jeft him groanitg and
gasping.

“Grough! - Beasts! Wow!"” gosped
the Owl of tha Remove., "I wouldn't
play now if ‘the rotters asked' me on
bended knees. Owl”

Really, PBunter's effgrts to  sccure
bimsell & place in the team had not
mat with the succees he had anticipated,
although' they hed certainly met with
the succezs they deserved. And instead
of & place in the Greyfriars Rémove
cricket team, Billy Bunter had captured
a record licking and an uncomfortable
place in the Greyfriars Remove passago
—a slight difference that even the
obtuse Bunter could sce and appreciate.

all the juniors to whom

had produced

sgarch of
Bunter owed mone
surprising results. Nearly all the Re-
move had given in their names to
S8kinner and had promised to'attend the
“eaneral meoting,” a3 Skinner termed
it. in the Rag at eight o'clock. Harry
Wharton & Co., who bhad lent Buntoer
money practically from the _nnw they
had arrived at Greyiriars, refrained
from attending the meéeting. They had,
after all, lent the fat junior sandry
sums with the full knowledge that it
was money gone for “keeps.” It was
not for them, at any rate, to call upon
Bunter and demand repayment.

But the majority of the Removites

Bunter’s right, whilst Stott
brought up the rear. And m._uar.....m
vory pleased with themselves, m_rm:”...._u
ma_ “..“_...uuﬂ_p.mm their vietim off to Study

o. 11.

Opes inside that apartment Bkinner
clozed the door and locked it.

“ Too risky leaving it epen,” he snid.
“ Prafects may be on the prowl!”

The four young rascals sat down to
tho tablo E_M Snoop produced o pack of
cards.

“Whet limit shall we make it?" asked
Bkinner casually. .

A hob,” said Snoop, taking his cue
fram Bkinner. |

Billy Bunter sniffed. _

“A bob? Let's make it ten bob!™

armt in Bunter's left, and

But the wily 8Bkinner shook his head.

“8noop's right,” hé said, ‘“After
all, this is only a friendly game. We're
not out to Eoﬂ each other. We'll make
it a bob!" :

Bunter grunted something unin-

telligible, and Stott shufled the cards.

In & moment more they were being
dealt.

As had been arranged by Skinner
and his cronies, Bunter was allowed to
win, Skinner knowing encugh abont
human nature to know that with &
fellow of Bunter’s kidney s bob limit
wounld not satisfy him il he won.

And it didn't,

The scamps of the Remove had boen
playing for twenty minutes, and about
fiftcen shillings stood at Bunter's fat
clbow.

“Oh, T'm fed-up wihth these paliry
stakes!” ho grumbled. “Let's make it
a ten bob limit, as I suggested.”

- Bkinner & Co., playing ‘their parts,
demurred at- first, and then agreed to
Bunter's ﬂ—.ﬁﬁﬂuﬂ-. “cAnd from  the
moment the stakes were increascd
Billy Bunter began to lose. Thére was
no néed to introduce any ‘chedting into
the game, which was perhaps & certain
amount’” of bilm. t¢ the conscience of
Skinner & Co., for Bunter knew as
much “about the *“calls ' of - poker as
he! knew about football and cricket.
And very scon the pile of notes this
stood &t his elbow began to dwindle,

. "The luck will change agein if wo
_.F.ﬂw on,” paid Bkinner cogmmiseratingly,
as he raked in the “kitty,” to which
Bunter had generously contributed ‘in
H..h.,_m ignorance of poker. “Btick it, old
cha .:

u____ﬂ___._ Bunter did stick it!

Eight pounds of his found their wiy
across the table to Skinner & Co. before
he reelised that poker was hardly a
game at which he shone.

“I'm [fed-up with this game!” he
grunted. “I'm going to get a snack
hefogre that beast Wingate comes turn-
?m ug out [ ,

Cheerio, old chap!™ called out.
Skinner. “We'll give you your revenge
to-morrow, you koow '

“Yes, rather!” chimed
Snoop.

“Perhaps the. luck will come back to
you then,” said Stoit, with a smile.

“ Perhaps 1” muttered Harold Skinner,
when the fat Owl of the Remove vwas
gone, And then his face grew seriobs.
“1've been doing =& bit of - mental
arithmetic,” he said after a “pause.
“Lemme see—we've won eight pounds
betwean ws, and that footling ass paid
back his debis to-night to the ture of
nine pounds flteen shillings. That
makes a total of seventeem pounds
filtcen shillings." |

“What are you driving at?’ ashed
m:namﬁ L o
“Hoventeen, pounds fifteen  shillin
Bunter's got rid of today,” said
Skinner. " Then there was the feed the
other day, which cost tho fat frog over
two pounds. How much is that in all?"

“Twenty pounds, roughly,” said
Stott. “But what—"

Harold 8kinner bit his lip.

“1 don't like the look of this,” he
remarked, “ Bunter's only received two
fivers from home, as far as we know,
and yet he has tweniy-odd pdunds in
his pocket. How de youw account for
that, you chaps?” .

“ DBlessed if I know !” grimted Btott,
“1 expect his pater sent him & couple
of tenners, or something in addition to
the two fivers we've seen.”

“PBuot he couldn’t have done that,”
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