


YOUR EDITOR CALLING ALL READERS!

estiny  queries from  various

rendera gn my desk this morning,

g0 I had better get down to the
job of anawering them right away. Here
1 the first, which comes from B. K. D.,
of Bochester. He asks

WHAT IS A DENE-HOLE ?

This is the name given to some rather
curious  exeavations found in  Essex.
A new one was discovered not very long
ago during the eourse of some building
operations.  Dene.holes are shafts cut
in the pround, and extend to a depth of
about sixty feet. At the top they are
only a yard in diameter, but what appears
to be an ordinary hole soon proves to be
very much otherwige upon investigation.
For, down in the depths of the earth,
theee ghaits open out into a large chamber.

IMne-holes date from the days when
the Danish pirstes ravaged our coasts,
but antiguanena differ as to what they
were originally intended to be. Some
say that they were used as places of
refuge from the marauding Ianes. Others
claim that they were constructed as
storage places for grain, while some people
claim that they dats hack much further,
and were flint minge, VWhatever they
were used for, there are many of them
to ke found, and ono of the principal
places to find them i in the curiously
named Hanpman's Woad, which is not
far from the town of (Groays, in Essex.

Be careful if yvon should come across
one, chums! It would not ho & wvery
plessant experience lo step inte what
vou imagine to be o small hole in the
gmund—-and then drop a sheer sixty
eet: ]

THERE is gquie a bunch of nter-

FESSSTPIT = T

Onee or twice | have given vou some
interesting information conecrning  the
names of various towns. Here s another

graph, in reply to & query frwn Walph
dtone, of Greepnhithe., He wants 1o
kuow

HOW PURFLEET GOT ITS NAME.

Furfleet is an ancient place at the beginning
of Long Reach, in the River Tlaunes.
Tradition has it thak, just prior to the
coming of the Spenish Avmada, the
English fleet was anchored in Long Beach,
Queen Klizabeth came down hero to
inspect the fleet, and, realising how small
it was compared to the mighty armada,
stood at Purfleet, and oxelaimed ¢ ** Oh,
my poor feet '™ In course of Lime, the
words have beon contracted o Purllest,
and the place has been known by that
nnme Lo the present day.

Incidentally, tho district around here
s mosat Lhiat{:rim Not far away are some
chalk pita in which remarkable remains
of prehistoric animals have been found
—preving  that  these  long-lforpoiten
animals once ranged the marshes ol the
distriet. The bones of lons, tigers, ng
well as turiles heve been fonnd.  Enpland
was not euch a safe ploce o which
Five in those doys !
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(Come nvo 4. (Y,
Bovs ~anop Gris/

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

i IRELESS FAM.,” of Borrow-
W in-Furness, asks me to give
him gome information which

13 sure to interest those of
vou who  listen-in.® He wanis to know

HOCW WIRELESS “ EFFECTS™ ARE
WORKED.

The B.B.4O. have dizcovered that @ iz
easier and more realistic to " fuke ™ effects
than to make records of the asctaal
happenings. For instance, when you
hear over the wireless—or on the ** talkies '
—the gwishing sound of raindrops patiering
down, do you resliss .that vou are only
hearing rice being dropped into a basket
containing brown paper? The illusion
is perfact.

hen the noise of an aeroplans crashing
is heard, it consists merely of brown paper
being rustled coleee to the mierophone,

while an ordinary match-box iz erushed

alongside. The erushifig of a mateh-box
in front of the * mike ™ has also been
used in “ talkies ' to give the sound of &
liner erashing into an ieceberg !

Two other intoresting ** fakos " are the
following : Lead shot rolled in & drum
in front of the microphone gives the sound
of waves breaking on the shors, while
brown paper held against a revolving dise
with leather thonga, creates the sound of
& dirt-track motor-evele.  One might well
ask what the BD.B.AL and the film com-
panies would do without brown paper
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ERE, in respones to further
reguestsa frorn vertous readers,
15 anothor sclection of

THINGS YOUW'D HARDLY BELIEVE !

The Smallest Book in the World !
There exists a complete copy of tLhe
* Rubniyat of Omar Kheyyam,” which
s only five-sixteenths of an inch square,
and onc.eighth of an inch thick!

A Python can Swallow a Deer—Complete
with Antlers ! Cases are known of
pythons. swallowing buck deer. The
antlors  protrude through the 1eptile’s
skin, but, in time, the python manages to
digest the whole of tll?m deer—inchading
Lthoe sntlers

A Princess Whe was Sold for Salt!
An Afviean native princess, who had
displensed her tribe, was sold to & Spanish
slave trafler for salt. Al ended well,
however, for the slave trader landed her
gocretly, amd sent her back to her parents.

Darts is One of the Greateslt of British
Games ! Thero are more than 3,000
darts eluba in this country—and over o
million mombers ! "Uhis finoly establishes
darts as owe of the greatest and most
poprlar pames in tho conntry,

The Word ** Dunce ™ Really Means a
Great Thinker ! It @ taken from the
name of o Heotziman enbled  *f Duans,”
who was a gooad philosopher. Pﬂnpl{ﬁ who
did not believoe i hia teschings called
his followors * Dwog men,' which became
contractd to the present word,

P —— |

MoDEL GLIDERS —FREE !

Mo Lhat o ancd all your frionds will
have wn {1]rl=1.rl.'1.t,1.:‘:'|t.-_1,.* ol l,:LI-.'.il'LE up ro]el

gliding, Quaeker Oats Limited are ropeating
their offer made in & previous issue. Turn
te page Y. Thera vou will see the
Puffed Wheat and Hice announcement
which containg a coupon for your con-
venicnce, to be gent in with two packet
tops for a fino realistic glider, that flics,
banks, loops—it is ahsolutely FREE.

IMPORTANT NOTE :

If you want more than one glider, or
any of your friends would like to get ons,
simply write to Quaker Oats Ltd., 11,
Finsbury Square, London, E.C.2., pgiving
vour name and address snd enclosing
two packet tops fromm Puffed Wheat or
Puffed Rice for each glider required.
{You don't need to send a coupon if you
mention the name of this paper when
writtng to Quaker Oats Lid.)

BREADER of mine who i inter-

ested in shippiog—ho lives at

Deal, and thus sees many

vessela of famous shipping lines
pasa . hie home—asks me to  mention
something about

FUNNELS OF FAMOUS LINERS,

8¢ that be can tell the neme of the
company 0 which these liners belone
by means of their funnels, It would be
bnpossible for me to give a full list o1
every sweamship company’s [unnels, but
here are a few of the most outstanding :

All Black Funnels are carrisd by the
Anchor Line; the British and African
2. N, Co.; the General Steam Navigatior
Ca. 3 the Pasific and Onent 8. N. o, ,
Watts, Watts & Co.; Cappor Aleoxender
8. Co.; Clyde Smpping Co.; Glover
Bros.; J. & P. Hutchinson, Ltd.; the
Messarenes Marntimes ; and the Rotter.
damsche Llovd.

Red Funnels with Black Tops av
distinguishing mork ¢f vessela b
toe Anglo-American Oil Co.:
Forth, and London 8. Co.: Gle
Guinness Son & Co.: John Ho
Power 5. 8. Co. ;: Union Costle Jiw..
Co.: the Ellermen Wilson Line.

Red Funnels with Black Topz and Twe
Black Lipes are carried by the Common-
weolth sand Dominion ine, and the
Canard 5. 8. Co.

I am afraid space will not allow me o
give & further selection this week, but it
any more of my 1eaders are intercsted,
and would hke a Further Tist, T will see
what 1 can do.

Now I must desl with next week’
programme.  As usual, you may be vertsi,
of & real top-noteh issne, the princip
yvarn of which s entitled ;

*“JTHE MYSTERY OF PORTERCLIFFE
HALL 1™

By Frank Richards.

This, the second yarn in our grand ney
holiday serics, i8 worthy to rank with th
best that our old chum and author has ¢ve
given us. Harry Wharton & Co, ar
booked for the maost exciting expericnes
of their lives ot Portereliffe Hall, VWil
such characters as Fisher T. [ish
Billy Bunter playing prominent park:
next week's yarn 32 crwmnmed with UL
most amazing adventurss, with exeitin
incidentz as plentiful as bLlackberrics i
September.

You'll find the supporting fealures o
good as ever ; further exoiling chapte:
uf our popular adventure story, o topie,
igaue  of the * Creyfrines Herald" ¢
ofiusion from our Greylfrinrs Rhymeste:
one luat, bot by no means least, anoth
cheery ¢hot with your old friend

THE EDI1IGR.



HURRAH !

THE HOLIDAYS ARE BERE AGAIN !

ﬂ'-lf. i'ﬁ.

men

RICHARQS
7

The First of a Magnificent New Series of School Stories dealing with the Exciting Holiday
Adventures of HARRY WHARTON & CO., the Chums of GREYFRIARS,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Just Like Bunter !,
ass!"

o U eilly ' reared Dol
Cherry
- 1'[1::, he, ho!™

cachled Billy
Bunter.

CRipps,  you
1larry Wharlon.

Kipps of the Remove grinmed,

Harry Wharton & Co. plarved.

A dozen [ellows had como along int
hreak. for lettera, There was one in the
rack fur Dob Cherry, amoug ollicrs for
Pemmve men.

Fipps picked it oul,
opver to Bol,

Iistead of deing so, however, he
stepped Lo thio window, wlicly was wilo
opeu on Lhe qu-.ulruu%l-., and swung his
B oabwared.

The leller vanished.

Vohy Oliver Kipps Lid played such an
nljme -!ui,;,l-.r iliotic irick as pilching a
follow's letler oul into Lhe aqued wias o
nivsbery, Bob zave a roar of wrealls,

Lle vushed to the window, shoulder-
g hipps aside, snd starved out fov bis
Ietter,  Bub it was not lo be scen,

Thera was half a golo blowieg thal
mfl'l'llillg- 'I.I;“;,! \"t'i.'l[i [t fgEal l_ll] fl"ﬂl‘" I.-hﬂ
sep o greab musls, shaking e old Geey-
Feinrs eloos, and bhowling wildly rownd
the chimney pols.

1L was not much use locking for o
Ietter thrown oul inle the bowling wind.
sea ligrhl ane arliclo was cerlain Lo bo -
stunily whirled away.

Lol tarteed back from the window and
elored ab Kipps, whe was slill grinning
cvheernly,

fathead ™  excletned

as [ 1o hawd it

“You foolling ass!” hoe hooted.
“*Yeou'vo lost my letter!™
ipps shook his head.

" Keep your wool on, old bean,” he
gaid. “IUs not loal—

"Iy blown awav!” exclaimed Harry
Wharten.  “ What the dickens—"

“The  blowfulness i3 terrific!”
remiarked Ilonrrea Jamset Ram Singh.
“Tho ridiculous letler may never be
fownd again.”

Ever since Fisher T. Fish first
came fo Greyifriars he has
boasted of the great wealth of
the Fish [amily, in “ Noo Yark.”
But Harry Wharton & Co. have
faken it with a large grain of
salt. Now comes the startling
news that Fish’s *‘ popper ™’
has invited the chums of Grey-
friars to spend the holiday
vac. at Porterclifie Hall, a
grand old Sussex mansion !

S—
“Right as rant” “You
S R

kippa was inler t‘ut}EmI

Bob Cherey mmde o joimp al him and
geabboed bt by the coliar. Bob's letier
was—to all appearance. at least—lo=t |
1:|.T1ﬁ:l starling huf‘llllll: for p lost letler
i a hreh wind, Bob's wdea was to let

said Kipps.

Eipps know exaclly what he theueht of
such & fatheaded trick.

Bang!

Kipps' head smola Llhe window-seat
with & mighly smile.

“Whoop!” roared Kipps. *Leggo!
Oh, my hal! You!”

“He, he, he!” ¢11ml!m1 Billy Dunter,

“Give him anolher!” said I'rank
Nugent.

Bang! .

“And a few more!™ grinned Johny
Lull.

Bang!

“Yarcooh!"  EKipps  rearsd,  aml
sleagpled  wildly. “ ¥on -El":.l‘ ass—
yow-ow ! Leoggo! Weow!™

Bang!

“Thero!” gasped Dol Cherry. ™ And
{theve—and there! You foolhug fathead,
lesing it—"

“It's not losl, Jron howling idiot!”
shricked Kipps, * Legpo! L's hers,
you blithering uss! Ow! Tve got it,
you fathead!  Wow !

“What ™

Kipps jerked himsell out of DBob's
mighly grasp.

Lle rubibed his hoads~=which had nipnin
in it! Then, with his left hand
his right sleeve, ho oxtracied a letter.

The juniors stared at it

It was Bolb's lelter—which all the
fellows present could have sworn {hey
had seen Kippa toss onk inte {ho windy
e . They had forgolten for the
mornont that Kipps was a conjurer,
and never happy except when ho was
playing sleight-of-hand tricks,

Evidenlly ho had not pilched that

Tie Macser Lisnany.—DNo. 1,434,
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letter out of the window. He bad only
appeared to do so, slipping it up his
nlg-ava unsesn.

“Qhl” Bob.

“He, he, hel” cackled Billy Bunter,
“1 eay, you fellows, it was only one of
th 3;}'ml;tan conjuring tricks! He,

“Ow! Wow! TYow!” mumbled
Eip:]:;g; rubbing his damaged head. " You
howling ass—wowl—can'{ you &ge &
O e ton. Bk, o b tock_hi
[T ¥ o a8 a 5
lotter, “Eorry, old besnl  I-I

AN

“ Gammon [ yap Kipps, “Yo
can't, i u fathe Ve f

think gnﬁ th ad—gwu’ ot
iy '1 to do 3t with] Owl {y napper!
oW

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Well, I thought my letter was
gonel” he eaid. “1I forgot you were
such a Ij-::]% ¢lever conjurer, old chap!”

“Ow! Wowl”

“¥Wea all thought it was gone,
Ki * sgid Harry Wharton laughing.
: {iﬂ;‘nshwldn*t ba so jolly clever, you

nefw,

“The cleverfulness of the esteemed
Eipps i3 too posterous |’ grioned
Hurree Jamset Singh.

Kipps grinned ruefully. The mis-
unﬂ&rstﬂ%‘i’ng was a tribute to his gkill
as & conjurer. But it was rather a pain-
ful tribute,

“I eay fellows, there's not much
in a trick {ﬂ:‘; that|” said Billy Bunter.
“ Any fool could do it.”

“You ought to be able to, then|”

remarked Johnny Bull.

“Yah! I can jolly well tell you, I
could do it on my hesd,” said the fat
Owl of the Remove. “Give me that
letter, Bob, #nd see.” il

B;:h Cherry put the letter in his

at.
pﬂﬁﬂly Bunter had a fixed helief that he
could do gnythin]g that any other fellow
could do; the only difference being, that
Bunter could do it a little betler! What
Kipps had done seemed, to Lilly Bunter,
extremely simple; and he was keen to
show that he could do likewise. But
Bob did not want Bunter plnlymli; con-
juring tricks with his letter. Ile did not
share Bunier's confidence in his fat self.

“Try it with a letter of your own, old
fat bean I said Bob.

Bunter blinked up at the rack.

“There doeen't seem to be a leller
for ma!” he maid. “It's a bit queer 1t
hasn't comel I told fellows 1 was
expecting a hpaatal Pt

You did |” agreed Bob,
*Lots of times!” remarked Nugeont.
“But it's not here,” said DBunler,
blinking over the rack thrnulgh his h;ﬁ‘
spectacies. “It's from one of my till
relations, you know.”

“These noblemen are so absent-
minded I remorked Skinner. “It's too
bad of Sir Buntor de Grunter.”

44 Ha' ha’ !JI

“Beast! Well, I'll take one of these
latters,” said Bunter. " Here's one for
8mithy—TI'll show you with that—""

"You jolly well won't! said FHerbert
Vernon-Smith, jerking the letier fram
Bunter's fat hand., * You'll leave my
latters alone, fathread !

*“Oh, really, Bmithy! Well, hera's one
for Fishy!” said Bunter. “Quelch has
l:ept!Fl v in the Form-room! Look

ara ]

There was a letter in the rack, with
an American post-mark addressed to
Fisher T. Fish. Bunler took it down.

As Fishy was not on the spot to look
after his property, thera was nothing to

revent Bunter from displaying his won-

erful powers ga a conjurer,

With Fishy's letter in his fat hand, he
etepped to l;fxa window. All the tellows

Tee Magxer Lisesny.~—No. 1,434,

THE MAGNET

watched him, with grinning faces. Ng-

body but Bunter had the faintest belief

that he could bring off & conjuring trick

lika Ejﬁm i
"Mind you don't chuck it out, ass]”

Eaid Petor Todd.

. “Thft’a H.lll right,” gdhpin;f{; u‘:‘i
ancy L ¢an piay a sumple iric

better than E’.ip:s;::s." ;

retorted B

He swung up his arm at the open
window, with the letier in his fat fingers,
and made a motion of finging it out
into the open air.

1t Bow!

According to plan, it should bave
slipped up Buuter's sleeve and dis-
appeared there, os had happened to
Bob's letter in Kipps' hand.

But gfﬂupa Bunter, after all, was
not such a clever conjurer as Kippal
Perhapa he was not tha clever fellow he
supposed at alll Perhaps he was, in
fact, the clumsy, conceited, foclling zas
that gll the Remove believed hLim Lo be!

Anyhow, Fishy's letter, instead of
slipping up Bunter's sleeve when it left

his fat fingers, flew out of ithe open
ngg?lw i};.:-ﬂ I’E h-.:rwflin wtiud*
crikevy 1" gas utiter,
“Ha, b aI”E R
“I—=I—1 say, you fellows, it—il's
gone I’ gasped Bunter,
“Ha, ha, ha!’ yelled the juniors.

It was gone! There was no doubt of
that | Bunter blinked from the window
through his big  spectacles—but  he
blinked in vain| Theo lntter, toszed into
the windy quad, had been caught by &
powerful gust and whirled away in-
stantly out of sight. Like the Hunter of
the Snark when be faced the torrible
Boojum, it had “suddenly, :ilently
vanished away.”

“Oh lor’ I"' gasped Bunter. “I-—I—I
say, you fellows, you——vou ncedn’t men-
tion to Fishy that {here was a leticer for
him this morningl I don't suppose it
matters much, i'n-u know! Porhaps you
!ell::,:wn would like to go out and find
it

" Perhaps '™ chuckled Bob.

“The perhapsfulnese iz terribie !

“"Well, don’t mention it ta Fishy! Ha
won't mise it if he doesn’t know it's
come, you know ! That's all right! De
sides, 18 may turn up |

And Billy Bunter rolled away—rather
anxious to be off the scene if the
Ameorican junior oame along o look for
letters. . .

It was ten minutes later that Fisher T.
Fish come along, and all the olher
fcllows had clecared off before then.
Fishy had n kept in the Form-room
for 8 “jaw ™ by his Form-master, who
had heard a rumour of mouey-lending
transactions in the lower Forms,

Fishy pot away in time to look for
letters before ihird school. DBut he
legked in vain, ]

Far days Fishy had been expecting o
letter from his " popper,’” Mr. Hiram
K, Fish, in New g’m: . IFvery day he
scanned the rack anxiously for that ex-
pected letter. Every day, so far, ha had
geannad it in vain ow again ho
scanned it in vailn, That leiter, he
pessed and reckoned, had not coma yet.
lahiy remained in happy ignorance of
the fact that it had come—and gonel!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Alonzo on the Phone !

b OTIIER ! said Mr. Qucleh,
B Mr, %uclﬂh said " Bother |
—but tho cxpression on his
face hinted that he was think-
ing something more cmphatic—much
more emphatic )

Queclch was busy—as the Form-mastor
generally was in the last days of term.

Blore than once Quelch had wondered
whether it really was wise to have a
telephone installed in his study. It was
sometimes & doubiful blessing,

Of course, 1t was véry useful to speak
e anybody in a hurry—if one got the
right number! On such ocecasions
Quelch gencrally seemned to get & wrong
muwmber or two.

On the other band, eoybody who
wanted Quelck alwaye seemed to got the
right number firer shot, and almost
elways at s moment frightiully incen-
venient for Quelch.

Up to the neck with work at term-
cid, Quelch did not want to hear the
unrnusical buzz of the telephone-bell.
And as it hummed threugh lus study be
said * Bother I and thouglit more !

. However, he crossed to the irritating
ingirument and took up the recciver.
Then he barked :

“Hallo 1™

“Js that AMr. Quelch?'"' came a rather
thin voice over the wires that seemed
[amiliar to the ecars of itho Removo
master,

. Speaking I barked Quclch,

“How do you do, siri”

““What ¥

“I trust that you arve welll"

Queleh glaved ot the telephene! I
wes very Lkind of the man at the other
end, no doubt, to ba conderned about
his health. Dut was it really possible
that somo unapeakable idiet had rung vp
2 busy man to ask him how he wasi

" Who is speaking 1" hooted Quelch,

“Todd, sir.”

“Todd 1 barked the Remove mastor.
“1low dare wyou, Todd? For what
reason, Lodd, have you rung up your
Form-master? Ia this a fucﬁish prank
lo wasto my time? I shall cane you,
Tadd ™

* Dear Mr, Queleh—"

Bang | went the receiver back on the
lhooks., Quelch cut off—in & huryy ! He
breathed bard as he went back ta his
table and o pilo of Form papecs.

There was only ons Todd at Groviriars
—I'eter Todd, of Quelch’s orm, the Re-
move. 1f that youth had rung uwp his
Form-inaster, to waste lus {ime, I was
an act of temerity to Le [ollowed by
condign punishment.

But pa he sat down at his table,
Queleh’s eyes happened 1o bum to his
window, and oub in the gquad, in tha
hright summer sunlight, he spotied Pealer
Podd=-walking and talking with llarry
Wharton & Co.

uclch stared at lnm.

Evideatly it was not, as he had sup-
nosed, eler Todd who had calied hun
upr on the phone.

" Bless my zoul ! said Quelch, puzzled,

urrnzzzes |

It was ihe bell again.

Quelch picked up the reeciver. If
some other Lodd, not Peter, had calied
him up, he realised that he had better
hiear what that Todd had to say,

“Is that you, sir?” came the voice,
"Wa seoin to havo been cut off rather
suddenly, =sir.* .

“Who 13 speaking 7"

" Teodd, sir.'

“What Todd 1" snapped Mr. Quelch,
“I know only one pewson of that namao
who is here at school., ot Wad—I
mean, what Todd 7"

* Alonzo Todd, sic ™

“OL 1 grunted Mr. Quelch.

112 remembered Alonzo "'odd now--a
cousin of Peter's, who had been at (Grex-
frinre School for a short time. Alonzo
was yery, \'i:rt; goed, and very, very
conscientious, but very, very worrying
and troublesome in very, veory many
wavs, and Quelch had not been sorry o
gee lhe last of him. And bho =saw no




reason whatever why Alonzo should ring
him up. =

“1 trust, sir, that I am causing you
no inconvenienca by calling you up and
that you are not busily engaged at the
present moment,” came Alonzo's piping
voice, “I should be exceedingly regrat-
ful to waste your very valusble time,
Eir.’

That was Alonzo's mode of conversing,
as if, ss they eaid in the [Remove,
he had swallowed a dictionary [

“I am wvery busy, Todd!” snapped
Mr. Quelch. “What is it 7"

“1 am very, very sorry I have infer-
rapted vou, sir, if you are busy—"

“Plogse come to the pont ! Quelch
wanted to be patient with a fellow who
had once been in his Form.

“0h, certainly, sir!" piped Alonzo.

i)

A
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EVERY SATURDAY

“What "

“Would you mind very much saying it
over again, sir 1™

Snort [

Bang !

The receiver went back on the hooks,

Mr. Quelch, with a heightened colour
and a glinking eye, sat down at his
table sgain. e was glad that Alonzo
Todd was no longer a member of his
I'orm, but just for & moment he would
have liked to have had Alonzo in the
study within reach of his cane.

Buzzzzs |

Quelch handled Form papers, unheed-
ing the phone. Ho let it buzz! If that
worrying voung ass, Alonzo Todd, was
still trying to get through, he could gﬁt
on with it ang keep on with 1t tzll he
was bired.
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far away. 1 am EEuaking from Coure-
field Post office—

* Listen to me "

I am listening, »ir, with great
pleasure! Xt is very agreeable indeed
to hear vour voice again, sir! 1 should
be so glad if my Cousin Peter would
walk down to urtfiald, and emocom-
pany me to the school, where I propeso
to see my old friends again before they
depart 1 various directions for the
summer holidays. I have bought »
cale—"

“Bilence I

It Eh !JI

“Do not dare to ring me up agsin!
If you were here, I would cane you I

“Good gracious [*

Bang ! went the receiver on the hooks
again.

I

]
||j el
e

)

"‘.r

# Look here, vou fellows,” sald Bunfer, gazing at the Famous Five, * any one of you could liek Fishy. You could do It,

Cherry ! Fishy can’t handle 3 hefty hooligan like you—:"
a milksop like you could handle Fishy ! *

A bony

* A whatter ? ** gasped Bob.
figure came out of ihe House and two sharp, foxy eyes glinted round

“0Or you, Nugent | Even

the quad. Fisher T. Fish was leoking for Bunter 1

“ My object in communicating with you
by telephone, sir, was to prefer a request
which, I sinceraly trust, you will not
regard as troublesome or savouring of
assumplion in any way."”

“Bpeak 17 almost hissed Mr. Quelch.

“If 1t would not cause you undua in-
convenience, sir, I should like to speak
to roy Cousin Peter in connection with
arrangements to be made for the holi-
davs now approaching—"

Ar, Quelch very nearly banged the
ruc-eiveﬁ back on the hooks agaﬁi.

Hea refrained from doing so, but he
snorted.

“Yon ecan do nothing of the sort,
Todd 1" he yvapped. * My telephone was
not installed for the purposes of con-
versation between Greyiviars boys and
their relativos at home. I am surprised
that vou should malke the request, and
I certainly shall not accede to it."

“I dido't catch that, sir.”

That wasz all very well, but Qu?ich
soon realized that would got tired
first | How was a Form-master to deal
with Form papers with that hideous,
rancous bell Euuing in his ears?

Buzzzzz |

Quelch gritted his teeth. Ha really
felt like grinding them. But he stopped
short of that. ‘ﬁhc:.r Wwere an expensive
set,

Buzazz | :

Queleh rose From his table again and
fairly bounded to the telephons. He
tore off the receiver.

*Is that you, Mr. Queleh? Ilow very,
very disconcerting it is to be cut off so
suddenly in the middle of & pleasant and
agrecable talk—""’

“Taodd I” roared Mr. Quelch,
Do you hear mal”

“0h, cortainly, sir!
sounds quite loud now !
absolute distinctness, sir !

“Boy !

Your woice
I hear you with
I am not very

Mr. Quelch sat down mt the table,
breathing wrath, but thankiul that he
had done with Alonzo at last. It would
have been a plessure to cane him, but
it was a lesser pleasure to have got rid
of him,

For five minutes there was peace and
blessed silence in the study—as sweet
and peaceful as if that woenderful instru-
ment the telephone had never been
invented ! Then—

Buzzzzzzzz | _

The brows of the Remove-master had
unbent—the glint gone from his eye.
But as the bell buzzed again, the brows
bent once more and the glink came
back. After what he had said, it
seemed incredible that even that foolish,
unthinking young ass, Alonze Todd,
would ring him up sgain! But there
was the bell buzzing !

Buzzzez 1
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uelch jumped up as if electrified !
H?hnuudud acroes to the telephone like
a kangaroo. He fairly wrenched off the
receiver, cousing the instrument to rock
wildly. He alnost shricked into the
mouthpiece :
“How dare yout I repeat, how dare
vou Fing me \:lp, you foolish, thoughtless,
unreflecting dolt? I repeat, dolt! I

rﬁpeat——-—-—"‘ ]
‘Mr. Quelch{” came an aatonished
voice. . “Cood gad, sir, what do you
mean? If you think, sir, that that is
the way to address a governor of the
school, sir—=" s

It was not Alonzo this time!l

That barking voice belonged
Hilton Popper, of Pﬂ?‘%ﬂ Court.

Mr. Quelch almost fell down |

“Oh !* he gasped wealkly.

He had been hasty! There was no
doubt about that! He had taken it for
granted that it was Alonzo Todd on the
phone again—and it wasn't] .

HGood gad, sirl!” hooted Sir Hilton,
“What do you mean, sir? I demand an

Yanation, sir!
o : Mr. Quelch,

I
—]—I—" babhbled
ot

o1 shall mention this matter, sir, to
Dr, Locke! By gad, I have never heen
go insulted | Good gad, sir—-=.

HI_I_:__H

(13 ‘EH .

Bir Hilton rang off—evidenily in a
royal wax1 Mr. Quelch stood blinking
at his telephome! Omnce more it was
borne in on his mind that that mearvel-
lous and ingenious invention wes a
zather mixed blessing |

ta Sir

(14

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Fisher T. Fish on the Warpath !

“ SAY, you fellows1*
I Billy Bunter rolled up to the
group of juniors in the quad

with a worried and anxicus fat

brow. Bob Cherry raised hia hand.
1 jou say "holidays® you got
kicked !* he warned

“Hard I said Jﬂhﬂl_]ﬁ Bull.

“Tha hardfulness will be terrific, my
esteeracd fat Bunter1” declared Hurrce
Jamsct Ram Singh.

““0Oh, really, you fellows—"

“ Anvthing else you like ! said Harry
Wherton, laughing, *"But cut out the
hols

“*Beast [V ]

In the last days of term the holidays
ware rather an important matter to
Billy Bunter. He had not yet decided
which fellows were to be honoured with
his distinguished company for the
summer vacation. .

But eager as Bunter was to discuss
this important subject with almost every
fellow in the Remove, there waz a
marked lack of enthusiasm on the part
of the other fellows.

“1 gay, you fellows, I wasnt going to
gpeak ebout the hels 1 yapped Bunter.

“Honest Injun ' asked Bob,

“Yeu, vou silly idiot I

“Then you can run on|* said Bob.

“Peast | I mean, I say, you fellows,
I want you to keep that lout Fishy off.
Ho mokes out that I lost & letter of his
yesterday——" )

85 you did 1 said Harry Wharton.

“"The didfulness was terrific!”

“Oh, don’t jaw !” said Bunter irrit-
ably. “I couldn't help the beastly thing
getting lost, could I, when the wind blew
it away! Goodness knows where it's
blown to! That brute Fishy wants ma
to hunt for it, and keep on hunting, till
I find it. He says he's going to keep
on kicking me—"

“Good I said Bob.

“Some rotter told him there was a
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Jetter for him, and that I chucked it
out of the window,” said Bunter,
“Well, you fellows were there, and you
can all bear witness that I didn'v!®

" What-a-at§” ]

“Blkinner told him,” explained Bun-
ter. “Well, S8kinner's well known to be
an awful fibber! You fellows are truth-
ful, like me——"

“Oh, my hat " i ]

“ 2o it will be all right, if you explain
to Fishy that there never was a letter,
and that it’s only Bkinner's gammon—
see? You can all give him Four word,
honour bright, you know., Then he'll
leave me alone.” i

The Famous Five gazed at Billy
Bunter{ 'They did not speak. Bunter
spamed to have taken their breath away.

“I'"l do ms much for you fellows
another time!” sald Bunter. "I say
that beast IMishy i1z after me now, an
I've only just dodged him! What about
it 7

“You pifling, pie-faced, pernicious
porker |* gas E% B%h Cherry. .

“Wou frabjous, fautlinﬁ, fibbing
frump 1* goasped Johnny Bull,

“Iick him [ suid Nugent,

“The kickfulness— .

Billy Bunter jumped back in alarm.

“I say, you fellows, you necedn't get
vour rag out! What you are pettin
shirty for I don’'t know!l. I thin
vou might do a little thing like that for
8 pal, efter ell I've done for you!
Fisgjr'u rather & suspicious beast, but he
will take your word. Yon see, that
letter's lost, and I don't suppese Fishy
could read it even if it turned up. There
was a lot of rein last night, and it must
have got soaked. I say——"
footling fathead 1 said Harry

“You
Wharton. “ You'd better hunt for that
letter and find it. Of course, Fishy
wants it |V

“Oh, really, Wharion! Well, lock
hers, will you give Fishy a good lick-

g ™ asked Bunter, “ ﬁmif ona of you
could lick Fishg! It will keep him
quiet! You can do it, Bob! Fishy can'é
handle a hefty hooligan hike you——-*"

“ A whatter?"' gasped Bob Cherry,

“Or you, Nugent] Even o mi‘lkﬂgg
like wou could handle Fishy,” sa:
Bunter. *Give him a jolly goo
and Lkeep him quiet! See?”

A bony figure cama out of the House
and two sharp, foxy eyes glinted round
the quad. TFisher ‘{' %‘ish was looking
for Bunter!l

The Famous Five and Toddy grinned
as they saw him. But the shortsighted
0wl of the Remove did not observe that
vengeance was on his trail.

“1 say, you fellows, vou might stand

a pal I? urged Bunter. “1've dona

g lot Fur youl Look at the way I usec

to stand your beastly temper, Wharton,
when I was in S8tudy No. 11*

“VYou frabjous owl—"

“And you, Toddy!” =aid Bunter
reproachfully, “Since I've been in
Study No. T with you, haven't T always
treated you as a pal? Have 1 ever
pointed ocut that we stand on a very
different footing socially? Have I sver
chucked it up against you that Four
father's & poverty-stricken solicitor in
Bloomsbury ¥ I ask you " :

He jusk

hiding

Peter Todd did not answer,
gazed at Bunter |

“And you, Inky,” went on Bunter,
b]inkiniothmugh 15 big syectnclﬂ at
the Nabob of Bhanipur. * You can’t
say I haven't alwavs freated wyom
decently, though you're only a black
nigger—"

“¥ou terrific and

}Jmpustcrmn
bloater I gasped Hurree

amnset Ram

Ei}i%h.

There was & patter of foolsteps, and
Fisher T. Fish arrived. His bony hand
grazped Bunter's collar,

“Eay, where's that dpesk Ietter frem
Noo Yark 7 demanded Fishy,

“ODwl Leggal I say, vou fcllows,
maka him leggo I yelled Bunter.

“¥ou found that dog-goned lelter
vet 1 roared Fisher T, Fish.

“ODwl Nol Wow! Beast!”

“1 guezs T'll make potato serapings of
you i you don't c-:m%h up that letter !
You slab-sided jay, heard from my
popper that he was going to send me
noos—pgreat noocs. He sure was to have
let me know when he got it fixed., 1
guess it was all in that letter, and I’'ve
sure been mibbering at tho rack every
day for a week arter that letier. And
now you go and lose it, you pie-faced
clam! [ puess yon ;i.;-:-t to spot it 1

sny. you fellowsl lake him
leggo | walled Bunter., I say, Fishy,
there never was a Jetter | Those chaps
were present, and they can prove that
there wasn't a letter for you yesterday.
Thay saw it 1™

“Ha, ha, hat*

“I'll sure bang your cabeza till you
go arter that ﬁtter and cinch it!"
roarad Fisher T. Fish.

"¥aropoh ! rosred Bunter, as the
American junmrmprﬂceeder] to suit the
action to the word.

Bunter's head established contact
with one of the ancient Greyiriars elnis.
There was & loud bang.

" Naow ol Eky mugwump—"
roared fi'ialf;'. ey s :

“* Wheop I'

Bang!

“1 zavw, im:.t follows, help ! yelled
Bunter. “1 say—yaroooh! BV

Oh enkey! Yow-ow-ow-ow-wooop 1*

“Ha, ha, ha I?

The worm will turnt  Billy Bunter
turned on Fisher T. Fish and smote
desperateoly.

It was Fishy’s turn to yell as a fab
fist caught himn under his bony chin.

Bunter howled. He felt as 1f his fat
fist had been pumctured | Fishy yelled
and sat down.

In an instant Billy Bunter was run-
ning.

“Carry me home to diel” gasped
Figher 1. I'ich. Ha serambled fo hia
feat and tora after Bunter,

“Go it, Bunter 1" roared Bob Cherry.
“Go it, Fishyl”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors roared with laughter as
they watched the chase. Billy Bunter
was heading for the -:rfmn guotes, his fat
little legs gcvm%_ like clockwork, Fisher
T. Fish's bony limbs twinkled as he flew
mn_pursuit. o

Fishy was ?‘mmng-_, but Dunter. had
a start. The fat junior vanished out of
the gateway, going strong.

Aftor him pelted Fisher T, Fish,

It was at that moment that Horace
Coker of the Fifth Form came in.
Coming in at the school gate, Coker
of the Fifth naturally did not expect to
meet a wildly excited American in full
career,

Not cxpeeting it, Coker, of course,
was caught napping. Fisher T. Fish hit
Coker like a ¢harging tank |

{(okar roared, and sat down in the

ateway, TFisher T. Fish yelled and

istributed himself over Coker. Bunter,
hitting the open spaces, flew!

“What the—" gasped Coker.

“ Aw, you pesky jay " gasped Fisher
T. Fish. “YWharrer you get in the way
for? I guess you've winded me a few!

Wow 17

He scrambled off Coker.

Coker, red with wrath, leaped up. He
grasped Fisher T. Fish.

“You cheeky young sweep!” roared
Coker, in great wrath. * Barging over
a Fifth Form man

“Aw, leggol I guess I'm nfter
Bunter. 'I%ga'ie snakes I¥ howled Fis[her
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T. Fish, as Coker began to smack and slap, “You pesky
piccan, lot upl I'm sure telbng you to let up!”

Smack, . emack, smack!

"Yaw-—wooop|! Jumping Jehoshafat!
varoooh | I sure guess I'll—who—hoop 1"

Bmack, smack, smack !

“There !” gasped Coker. *That'll teach wou to barge
over & Fifth Iorm man, you cheeky little tick!l I mean,
it’ll teach you not to !

And pitﬂhingi the hapless Fishy over in s heap, Coker
stalked in and left him to splutter, By the time Fisher T.
Fish recovered, Bunter had disappesred over the horizon.

I guess I'll—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Carries the Cake 1

L CODNESS gracious ¥ ejaculated Alonzo Todd.

G Alonzo was quite startled.

His mild eves almost popped from his gentle

face. Heo came to & halt on the road aecross

Courthicld Commeon, staring at the fat and breathless
figure coming up that road towards him,

e recognised Billy Bunter, at a distance. Ewven when
Bunter was too far off for his features to be distinguished,
his circumference was not to be mistaken,

Alonzo, having failed to get through to his cousin Peter
on Mr. Quelch's telephone, had started to walk to Greyfriars
on his lonoly own., ke was quite near the school when
Bunter happoned,

Why the ?:I: Owl of the Remove was specding along at
giich a rate in the blazing summer sun was & mystery o
Alonzo, If there had been pursuers behind him he could
have understood it.

But there was no sign of a pursuer. Billy Bunter had the
road to himself. And he was eutting along as if in a foot-
race, his fat face bedewed with perspiration, his steaw hat
aon the hack of his bullet hoad, ﬁis spectacles sliding down
has [at little nose,

Alonzo regarded him with thoughtful concern. He hoped
it was not & case of sunstroke. Btanding in the road with
a big porcel under his arm, the good Alonzo watched
Bunter.

Bunter did not even #zee him. In the full belief that
Fisher T. Fish wes raging in his track, Bunter barged
wildly on till he was within & couple of yards of Alonzo,
atel then suddenly ho saw him,

“My dear William——"" began Alonzo.

“Oh erikey 1" gasped Bunter,

He gave a hasty blink over a fat shoulder. DBunter was
warm and damp, and fearfully tired. It occurred to him
that with Alonzo’s aid the ferocious IPish might Le driven
off. Even a scrap was better than further cxertion.

But, to ks relief, there was no Fizh in 5i%lt‘r. He
realised that he had outrun his pursuer, or else that some-
thing had happened teo ataﬁ Fishy.

“Oh " gurgled Bunter., He fanned himself with his straw
hat. 1 say, Alonzo—ow ! Fancy mecting you!l Qooogh'!
I'm onut of breath! Wooogh 1”

“T was quite surprised to see vou running so fast in the
hot sun, my dear Williarn 1™ said Alonzo. "I feared for a
moment that wvou were crackedl I remember Peter ob-
srrving once that you have not suflicient brains Lo go mad
with, but really——"*

“You silly ass1” grunted Bunter. *¥ say!1”  Ilis oyes
and his s?cctuclca glued on to Alonze's parcel. “What have
yvou got there I

“A ecake, my dear Willinm1 I thenght it would please
Peter if T brought & ecake with me, as I shall be having tea
in ihe stndy, I lmlt]g'llt o very large cake, as I had no
doubt that you would join us at tea, and I remeinber thal
vou liave an extraordinary appetite—""

“ I earry it for yon, ald chap I'* said Bunter.

Alanzo shook hia head,

I was pot o osnspicions fellow, Tt dud nol occur to his

kind oodd sinple mind that Bunter had designs on that cake.

Any Remove fellow for whoin Bunter had offered to earey
F-ﬂ‘l;ﬂ:li"ﬂ ]-'I'{:Illl[l Ilﬂ."l-'['! 1!|"f'.1i|]'l"'l:| !%J_lll'l'l'..ﬁ ﬁﬂrh'ifl':i s 0 {'ﬂl']"’[[‘!i,'.
He would have known that Buoier's load, Like MAzop'a of
old, wonld have diminished as he progressod with it.

_ilut fhiat was mol Adlonza’s repsen, Aloneo was too cob-
flilernie Lo pFive another feblow (rouble,

“MNol al oll, my dear fellow ' paid Alonzo. I conld not
think of troublinge you, I can carry the cake myself.”

“hoolk bere, I'd vather earry iL for vou 1” urged Bonter,

“You look hot and tired, my dear William ! said Alotizo
prillv. "Please do not freabde oboot  §."

“1--I came to weck you, specially to carry 1, old chap”

“Dear me! INd vou know I was comnng o the school 3"
vacluimed Alonzo, in surprise,

(Centinued on niel page.)
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“Ohl Ahl Yea. You see, Peter told
ma.

“PBut Peter did net know!”
Alonzo, still more surprised. _

“0Oh]” gasped Bunter. "I—I mean
that—>" ’

Heo had taken it for granted that
Peter Todd knew that his cousin was
visiting Greyiriars.

“1 telephoned to Mr. Quelch from
Conrtfield,” explained Alonzo. "I
desired to speak to Peter, and ask him
to come to meet me. But I fear that
Mr. Quelch was cross. I hardly like to
gay &0, or even think so, but 1 cannot
help feeling that his voice sounded very
cross,” ﬁﬁmm shook his head sadly.
“8o I conclude that he did not mention
it to Peter——"

“Oh!” gasped DBunter. “He told
me—"

“Hea told youl” s

“Yes; hoe called me to his study win-
dow said: * Alonzo’s coming 5
from Courtfield shortly, Bunter, if you'
like tq go snd meet him.'”

“Pid he really speak of me aa
Alonzo 1" msked Peter's cousin. “‘That
is very nice of Mr. Quelch! It shows
tgmt gﬂf remembers me with kindness,
But why did he tell you, instead of
Peter, Bunter?”

“QOh! Peter's gone out of gates—
gone to sce & football match—"

“A football match in the summer!™
exclaimed Alonzo.

“T1 mean s oricket match |
heing out, Quelch thought I'd beiter
come. I—1 thought you might have

spid

something to—to carry, and—and I
thought 1'd carry it for you, old chap *
Algnzo Todd beamed.

“That waz very, very kind and
thoughtful of you, Bunter,” he said.
“1 am s0 glad to ses this improvemoent
i you, my dear Williasm! I remem-
ber you used to be very eelfish and in-
considerats when I was at Greyfriars
But I remember telling FPeter that
cven the most unpleasant people arc
capable of improvement—

*You silly wdiot 1M

H:Eh?r?

“4I—I—I mean, lct me carry that
parcel, old chap! Alter 4've run ab
top 5[15-:*:] all thia way to meet

u_

“ Certainly, my dear William, if you
insist! I had no idea you were run-
ning to meet me, or indeed that you
knew I was coming at all, If you are
quite, quite sure that you do not mind
gerrying the parcel—-—*’

" No %EELI"I 1—1 mean, not at all 1

“It is rather a large cake, and some-
what heavy!” said Alonzo dubiously,
“I am afraid you will nd it very,
vory fatiguing.”

“Iland it over |” gasped DBunter.

“Very well, my dear William, if
you insist,” )

Alonzo handed over the parcel. Billy
Bunter’s little round eyes gleaned
through his bii round spectacles. [t
was rather a heavy parcel.  Diunter,
as a rule, did not like i

carrying &
heavy parcel.

But cireumstances alier

cases]  Im thizs case the heavier the
better I It meant mora cuke!
With the big parcel under a  falb

arm, Dunier turncd back towarly the
school. DBut he walked very slowly,

lio did not want te mect Fizher T
Fish. And he Jdid not want to aivive
at Greyfriars with the cake still insido
tha parcel, [Te wanfed, 10 fact, 1o get
shot of Alonze ab the earliest passible
moment.,

“1 say, Alonze,” ho exclaimed sod-
denly, “ race you to Greyleaes ™

YAre you nob  thred, my
WVilliam 1

“Wat a bit! T say, I'll give you six
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yards start, and jolly well beat you to
the gates |”" szaid Bunter.

Alonzo  smiled.  Alonzo was no
athlete, but it was gertsin_ that his
jong, thin legs could cover the ground
&t least twice as fast as Bunter's short,
fat ones, 3

" Perhaps I had better give vou o
start, Bunter ! he suggested. * ¥ou
are rather fat and heavy and clumsy,
if you don’t mind my mentioning it."”

“¥ou cheeky chump——"

“My dear William-—" . i

“I1—I mean, I've been puiting n a
lot of sprinting lately. Wingate picked
mea out for the school 100 yards I said
Bunter, .

“Did he really? I
have thought it!” .

“Well, you sce ! said Bunier, “8Bix
vards stert, and if 1 don't pass you m
a couple of minutes, 1'll cat my hat!”

“Yery well, then, William ! Perhaps
I had better carry the cake, though.”

[ 13 Eh?l!

“Tt would bLe rather a handicap for

ou——""

s “Manot at all! Nothing to mael
Naow you walk on, six  yards, and
start.”

“WVery well 1V

Alonzo waltked on. 1o caleulated
six verds wvery, very ecarefvlly. “Lhen
he looked round at Buntor.

Bunter waved o fat hamd,

“Start 1" ha shouted.

Alonzo started!

His long legs fairly whitked, IHe
waa going to win that race if he
could, if only for the satisfaction of
beating the champion whom Wingate
had picked for the school 100 yardsl

He won it easily! b

Bunter did not pass him in a_couple
of minutes! He did not pass him at
alll Ilaving scen Alonzo fairly started
and going strong, Billy Bunter turncd
off the road and vanished amid the
rorse on tho common.

When  Alonza  Twdd  reached the
school pates amd lookod back, iunter
was not in sight ! Plensed wath having
won the race 50 casily, but hoping very,
very carnestly that Bunter  was  not
very tired wilh his exertions, Alonzo
went in at the prales

It was later that Billy Bunler re-
turned to Gresfriars,  He moved very
slawly., He was still earrying the cake,
but tho coke was mow an IRSHI0 Jrabii-
senger |

chould never

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Wet !

id ALLAO, balla,
Bob Cherry.

“* Alanwn [
Tharry Wharton.,
esl o) wd

haila ™ roared

excluimol
i i T ridiculous
Alonzg 1"

The Famous Five cut acrosg io meel
Aloneo Todd ax he ecaine b 1hey
srpaebeedd hime on fhee showlders  and
ithumped him oon e bael, _

They liked Alonza ! Foerbbody liked
Alonza!  His seviety was Bable Lo pall,
after o tiere, perhaps ! Pozsibly he was
pather o bore 1 Cortoinly he was an
asg, =il a fellow ecould not help
liking  him.  Amd the ehums of tho
Remove demostraled  that they wero
plael te e b again.

CAlenzro was  rather like Veter n
looks—in fact, wery muech lilie  ham,
But bn was o meoker and milder odi-
tirn of Peter. e bad o sweet smilo
sneh os was never soen on Poddy’s
visage, He lad o onld voice nonliko
Peter's hefly tones.  And he preferrod
dranghis, as a gams, to  cricket or
fuotball—which was very unlike Peler

indead. In mora stréenuous moments
Alonzo had played crogqueti But
draughts was hiz game |

“Bly dear, dear fellows,’’ exclaimed
Alonzo, beaming, *how pleased I am
to zes you againT It i1z so delightful
to meet my dear schoolfellows |™

“The delightiulness is terrifio, my
estecmed and idiotic Alonzo I declared

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, while the

Co. grinned.

Alonzo Todd had a way of talking
a5 if he lived in & prize school bLook,
that the chums of the Remove remoem-
berad.

“We'll call Toddy,” said Dob.

I think Peter has gone to a cricket
match, my dear Robert,” =zaid Alonze.

"]ﬁunmr told mae so——"

i, you've scen Bunter! Toddy
can't have gope far—he was with us
half an hour ago,” said Harry
Wharton, “ Bunter was fibbing &s
ushuaj* I suppose—goodness knows
why.

“My dear Henry—"" exclaimed
Alonzo.

“(h, chuck it!™ gasped Wharton.

Alonzo Todd had a fearful habit of
calling fellows by their front names
el moking them as solemn as pos-
sible. HMarry Wharton had never been
called Henry in hizs life—axcept by
Alonzo! It was the sort of thing that
Alomzo woukl ol

“ Iallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Toddy 1™
said Bob Cherry as Peter camae along.

Peter stared at his cousin and shook
hands with him.

“Fancy you blowing in, 'Lonzy 1" he
sald.

Peter did not, perha bubble with
enthustasm. Ile was fond Alonzo,
but it was a case of absence making
ihe heart grow fonder. Distance lent
enchantment te the view of Alonzo
Todd | !

“"Yes, i it not & happy chancel”
sald the heaming Alonza, "“"You sece,
I was with Uncle DBenjamin at Folke-
stone, a&nd sz he was occupicd this
afternceon, 1 thought [ would §0 to
Canterbury to zeo the cathedral.®

The juniors gazed at Alonzol What
seeing the cathundral at Canterbury had
to do with visiting Greyfriars, they
did net for the monent grasp.

“TDrfortunately—or perhaps 1 should
say fortunsiely in the clreumstances—
I got into the wrong tran ! continuwcd
Alonzo. 1 was very, very much snr-
prised to find myself at Courtficld in-
stead of Canterhury.™

“h, my hat!” szaid Peter.

“But immediately,” went on Alonzo,
1t occurred to mo that it was an ox-
cellont opportunity to seo yvou and iz
cus: arcangzements for the holidays, ay
dear Peler. S0 I caine on, It will Le
such a delighiful pleasure to have tea
in the old sindy. 1 hought a large
cake for that purposze)’”

0O, pood! Alonzo's not such a
fool a4 you might faney ! Peler ox-
plained o the Famous Five.  “"Dut
where's the cake ¥ he added.

" Bunter 15 carryving it—"

“ Bumter ¥ yelled Veter.

“¥eeg he came {o meet me and very,
very kindly offored Lo earry the eake”

“ You—you—you-—" gasped  Poter,
“You Iet Bunler out of your sight with
a caked"

“Ho will he here shartly, my dear
Toter ! You see, he proposed o raes
to the tehool, amd pave o & start,
althongh e hadd the cake to carryl L
wort (e race 1™ added Alonzo with a
sivirk,

“Ha, ha, ha!" yellod the Famoos
IFive.

“0h, wveu born wdiet!”  purgled
TPeter.  “Well, we won't wail tea Lill
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Billy Bunter turned on Fisher T. Fish, and smote desperately.
his bony chin, Biff !

Bunter comes in with the cake—a cake
can't be eaten twice. Come on!™

“(loodness  gracious!”  ejaculated
Alonzo, " You surely do not suspeet,
my dear Peter, that Bunter had
nefarious designs on the cake®”

“Sort ofI” said Peter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“My dear schoolfellows,™  said

Alonzo reproachfully. “It is surely not
a matter for merriment if Bunter has
in reality deluded me intentionally and
obtained possession of the cake with
the object of consuming it by methods
which can only be described as surrep-
tittous and unserupulous.”

““Ii's his lower jaw that moves!"
said Pater. “I recommend cotton-
wool in the ears] Dutton will be glad
to !E-ED vou, Alonzo—he's deaf] Come
{H:I: [ 3]

“My dear Peter, I do not quite com-
prehend the drift of your remarks—""

“With a brain like wvours you
wouldn't, old chap! uat down here
and have a ginger-pap " .

“I am indeed somewhat athirst, my
dear Peter, and I shall be excessively
ploased—-"

(1] Squat 11!

Poter pushed Alonzo into & seat on
the old caken bench under the big tree
outside the school shop., Peter was
quite attached to his Cousin Alonzo, but
he seldom waited for him to finish his
remarks. Life was too short.

Alonzo sat down, with a cheery
smile on his kind face. A dozen fcllows
nodded him & grecting.

Mr, Quelch, cc:mm% out of the House,
caught sight of Alonzo, snd for a
moment frowned. But the frown dis-
sppeared.

uelch, Iim-mg

gob through his Form
papers, was perchaps in &

rather better

me home to die I "

temper. And perhaps he felt that he
had cut Alonzo off rather brusquely on
the telephone,

It was true that Alonzo was an
annoying ags, perhaps; still, he was an
old boy of Quelch's lf'urm, and when he
made ons of his rare visits to the school,
it really was up to Quelch to give him
a kind word.

S50 the Remove master came over
towards Alonzo, to bestow 2 Lind word
or two on him.

Meanwhile, Peter and the Famous
Five were providing refreshments.
There was a little table under the shady
elm outside the tuckshop. On that table
Peter disposed bottles of lemonade and
ginger-beer; Bob  Cherry added a
siphon of soda-water, Harry Wharton a
dish of jam-tarts, Nugent a bag of
doughnuts, and the other fellows various
comestibles. Alonzo did not come oftcn,
and possibly fellows did not yearn for
him to come oftener, but when he was
there, they were pleased to make much
of him.

Which was very, ﬂ.*eri; gratifving to
Alonzo. He beamed on his friends, who
ig{athere-ﬂ round him with smiling faces,

¢ picked up the soda siphon to
squirt soda intoe lemonade—a most re-
freshing beverage on a hot summer's
afternoon. _

“Leave that to me!" spid FPeier,
rather hastily. Alonze was  well-
intentioned, but exceedingly clumsy,
and a soda siphon in his hands made
his immediate neighbours feel uneasy.

“AMy dear Peter, please let me help
you,” said Alonzo,

“Well, shove it in the glazs—nol down
my neek 1" said Toddy.,

“I hope you do not think I sheounld
be so very clumsy as te——"

2quish l

It was Fishy's turn fo yell, as a fat fist caught him under
““ 0oooch ! ** yelied the fransatlantic junior, as he sat down with a bump, nursing his ¢hin,

“Carry
Weow 1M Eigmilatad Bob Cherry.
“My dear Robert, I am so sorrv! I

had no idea that the muzzle was point-
ing towards vour ear——*

“Urrgh! Turn 1t away !" velled Bob,
ﬁrabbi out his handkerchief and dab-

ing at his ear. “Shut it off, fathead I'”

Alonzo shut it off.

He was é]tlitﬂ pained by that little
accident. Bo was Bob! A squirt cf
soda-water in a fellow’s car was neither
grateful nor comforting.

“NYou blithering idiot—" began
Bob, forgetting Ior a moment that
Alonzo was a visitor whom the chums of
the Remove were delighted to honour,

“ Shush 1" murmured Wharton,
“Here comes Quelch!™ .

The juniors rose reapectfully to their
feot as their Iorm-master came up *o
the table,

Alonzo rose, siphion in hand.

“1 am glad to see you here, Todd ™
said Mr. Quelch graciously, .
“You are wvery, very Lkind. sir!”

beamed Alonzo. Tt is most gratifying
te see you again, sir”

Mr. Queleh shook hands with himn.
Alonzo passed the soda siphon lo lus
left hand to disengagoe his right, Ho
held it by the top, and inadvertently
compiessed his grip on it.

Squish !

"%mmgh ' gasped Mr. Queleh sud-
denly, a5 a stream of soda-water shot
up his sleeve, “Oh! Ah! Oh dear!
What—="

“0Oh, my hat 1™ gasped Pater. “Stop
it! Put it down!’ _

“(Oh, goodness gracious!™ stutlezed
Alonzo. _

He jammed the siplion back on the
table. - Unfortunately, in the confusion
of the moment, he neglected to release
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the pressure. The stream of soda still
shot from the nozele, and the change of

osition brought it to bear ifull on
ueleh~—for the moment !

It was only for a moment! DBut a
lot can happen in & moment! A jet

of soda-water caught My, Quelch under
the chin!

He jumped back, spluttering,

“Qooough | Upon my—grooph—woril
—waaggh 1" spluttered Mr. Q]:m!-::h.

“Drop it, you potly ass! shrieked
Poter.

Ha grabbed Alonze by the arm and
dragged the =iphon aside. The soda-
water, in full ﬁbme., swept round in o
circle, as Alonzo's arm was drapgged
round. Five fellows gulped and gurgled
wildly as they received an unexpected
wash in rapid sueccssion,

Crazh

Jolinny Bull thumped the siphon out
of Alonzo's hand. It fell among platos
and botties and pglasses with a terrific
crash of erocks.

“Oh dear ! gpasped Alonzo,

“Urrrlggll ! purgled Mr., Quelch,

“Loodness pgracious ! I—trust that
you are not wet, sir ! pasped Alonzo.

Mr. Quelch’s face was dronched with
soda-water. If Alonzo, in theso eirs
cumstanees, trusted that he was not wet,
it showed that Alonzo had a very trust-
ing nature!

“Boy! Fool! Upon my word—if yon
have deliberately played this atrocious
trick—" gasped Mr. Quelch,

“Oh, sir! I—I assure you that I
Am Very, vory——""

i PII]!””

Quelch stalked away, dabling his face
with a handkerchief, e had no wnore
kind words for that former mmember of
his Form. If he had spoken to hun
furthicr, his words would net have beon

S e e s

THE MAGNET

kind—they would have been extremely
unl:!:i}dl

“Oh, goodness gracions!"’ he gasped.
“Do you think that Mr. Quelch :'g cf::ss.
my dear Patap??

“Oh, no!” howled Peter, * Ploased—
funrfullg pleased!  Didn't he look
pleased

“I thought he loocked rather dis
pleased, Petor—but I am very, very glad
to hear that you think he was
pleased—where are you poing, my dear
schooifellows !

Harry Wharton & Co. did not explain
where they were going. They went!
They needed some towelling, and they
had, perhaps, enjoyed Alenzo's Sﬂ-ci?l‘:_inf
sulfficiently for one day. They departed,
and Peter was left to cnbertain his
cousin on his own.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
After the Feast, the Reckoning !

LONZO TODD was beamin
A when he started to walk back
fo the station in company with
Peoter.

Pater was not beaming.

Alonzo had been very, very pleased
to sce Peter, to dizeuss the subjeet of
the holidays with him, Peter, no doubt,
was plensed to see Alonzo—but not to
digeuss the subject of the holidays

When  Alonze  touched that tomie,
Peter headed him off, time and again,
but, a2z the novelist would say, it bhooted
not, When they started for the slation,
Alonzo got down to brass tacks.

“We muost not forget to make definite
arrangements with rezard to the school
vacation, my dear Peter,” said Alonzo.

“Wihat lovely weather we're having !
remarked 'eter,
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“The weather is, indeed, very gratis
fying, though we are, perhaps, getting
more rain than is customary ab this time
of the year,” assented Alonzo. “¥on
are going hiking in the holidays, my
dc‘n% etcr}‘:i“’ 3 i "

‘Yas! wonder where Bunter got
with that cake?™ ’

“For the moment, my dear Peter,
never mind Bunter. I mentioned in my
letter that I should be delighted to
accompany you on tha hike—=>

“Hard work, hiking, old chap?!”

“But think of the beauties of nature,”
said Alonzo. “Think of the advantage
to my botanical studies! I shall be able
ta explain to you the nature and history
of every leaf, of every flower——"

lFﬂh dcu !.‘H-

“Good }iracinum what is the maticer,
Pater? as anything disagreed with
you?"' asked Alonzo anxiously,

“I'm afraid something’s going to!”’
mumbled Peter,

“1 am go very, very sorry! I wish I
had brought my box of Dr. Pooter's
Purple Pilla for Peaky Persons. Six
of them, taken with a glass of lukewarm
water——-="

Pater suppressed a groan.

“I must not forget to bring a suppl
of purple pills on the hike,” ﬁ&ig
Alonzo thoughtfully, *They are useful
in all emergencics, However, if I for-
get, they can be obtained at an
respectable  chemist's, as i3, indeed,
stated cn the label on every box—"

“Or delivered in plain vans?' askad
Peter,

“My dear Petor——"

“¥ou'll never be able to do twenty
miles a day, 'Lonzy I murmured Peter,

“"Not at all, my dear Peterl I was
thinking of, perhaps, & mile a day,”
explained Alonzo, “Or, perhaps, half
a mile! The time c¢an be profitably
spent in improving conversation, Aroe
you in pain, Peter?”’

Peter hod groaned

“Hallo, there's Dunter!” exclaimed

Peter, as s fat figure came in sight,
ralling slowly down the road towards
the sehool.

“He does not seem to have the cake
with him now, Peter. I wonder if he
has lost it,"” remarked Alonzo.

“I fancy he's still got it,” grunted
Pater,

“1I do not see 1t—>"

“You won't, without an X.ray out
fit,” grunted Peler.

_ Billy Bunter blinked at the two Todds
in zome alarm through his big spee-
tacles. He came to a halt, and seemed.
to be meditating fight.

But ﬂif.fht was not a practical pro-
position for Billy Bunter just then,
There was so wmuch calke parked inside
Lunter that he could hardly have run
had a mad bull appeared on the road.
Even walking was rather s diffioulty.

~J-—I say, you fellows—"" he
stammercd, as Poter and Alonzo came
up.
“Well, where's the cake? asked

Poler grimly.

“Lhe—the cake!”™ stammered Bunter,

“Owing to your failure to reach the
sehaal with the ecake, my dear Willia.m;
we were unable to partake of it at tea,’
said Alonzo, “Have you lost the
parcel ¥

“That's it,” agreed Bunter. “JI-I
dropped it. And—and when I—I
logked for it—it was gone."

“¥You dropped it down the inzide of
vour neck?” inquired Poter,

“{h, really, Toddy—""

"My dear Peter, I am sure that

Bunter would not be so very, very un-
serupilous as to devour a cake which
lie offered to -na.nﬂ,” said Alenzo, with
mild reproach. " Bulb, my dear Bunter,



if you dropped it, you must surely have
been able to find so large a parcel.”

“VYou—you sce, some Highcliffe cads
came up,”’ explained Bunter.  “Pon-
sonby and Gadsby, and that crew—they
—they collared the cakel"

“How wvery lawless and une.
scrupulous 1” cxelaimed Alonzo warmly,

“I—I fought like a—a—a lion ! said
Bunter. “Knocked ’em right and left.
But there were six of them, and I-—I
can’t hondle more than four fellows at
a time.”™

“0Oh, my hat!"’ said Peter, ]

“Let us go after them!” exclaimed
Alonzo, with a warlike look. * Although
opposed, as & rule, to anything in the
nature of viplent proccedings, I think
that wa should bao justifim!:l in the pre-
gent circumstances, in dealing with Pon-
sonby in  the most unceremonious
MANNET, Come with wps, Bunter, and
wa'l|l—"

“J—I mean it—it wasn't BPonsonby !
gasped Bunter,

A I.'I.Il.t. ?JJ
“It—it was & gang of tramps”
gasped Bunter, “and—and they cleared
off at once. Ran for it. They—they're
miles away now-—miles!™

Even the good Alonzo reparded
Bunter doubtfully now. The sudden
change in his tale from Pon & Co. fo
a pang of tramps shook even Alonzo's
simple faith.

“ My dear Williamm——"" he ejaculated.

“OfF course, I shall pay for the cake!”
gaid Bunter. *I—I feel responsible for
it. How much did 1t cost, Alonzo?"
E"Eight shillings, my dear William.

ut_._l'.l

“That's all right; I'll sgquare,” said
Bunter, “ At the moment I'm short of
cash, but I'm expeeting a postal order
W

“Are vou expecting anything else?”
psked Peter. ®
Bunter blinked at him.

“Well, I'm rather expecting a cheque
from one of my titled relations,” Lo
answered.

“Are you expecting anything from
me "

“Trom voul!" said Bunter, puzzled.
“No. Wharrer you mean?"’

“Then you're going to get something
ou don't expect,” explained DPeler.
‘And liere it 33!

He grabbed the Owl of the Eemove
by the collar.

Thero was & roar of
from Bunter.

His apprehensions proved to by well
founded, Peter jerked him to a way-
gide tree, and banged his head thercon.
Another roar, still londer, woke the
echoes of Courtfield Cominon.

“Yaroooh!™
“MNow where's the cake?” inguired
Puter.

“ Beast [V

Banug !

“Yarooop 1™
" Now where's that cake?'

“Ow! Pon got it—I mean a gang of
'ons—that 15, a gang of tramps—""

Dang !

" Whooop 1"

“Aly dear Peter,” pasped Alonzo,
“you will damare Bunler's head-—"

“ Nothing in it to damage,” answered
I'eler,  “Are you going to own up
whak yvou did with that cake, Buntert"

ay
—

apprehensian

“ Beast! I say—"

Bang!

“"ODwl I ate it!" shricked Buanter.
"Yahw!l Deast! I ato it! Now leg-

Poter Toddl chuclkled, and released the

fat Owl. Ile twirled ki into tho
middle of the road.
“MNow sland steady,” said DPeter.

“I'mn guinp; to kick you—""
Hunter did not stand steady; he flewl
Toddy grimned and resumed his way
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to Courtfield. But he ceased to prin, as
Alonzo resumed expatiatin% on the de-
lightful prospects of the hike in the
holidays.

When Alonze sat in the train for
Folkestone—the right train as Peter
selected it for him—he beamed as he
want,

Peter, walking back to Greyiriars, did
not beam. No doubt he was thinking
of that delightful hike, with Alonzo
doing a mile or & half-mile a day, with
a botanical volume under his arm, & hox

of pills in his pocket, and a ceaseless

stream of impmvin% conversation flow-
ing from his lips. If Peter was think-
ing of that, perhaps he could not be
expeeted fo beam,

_—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Amazing News From New York!
# BEAETI” groaned DBiliy Bunter.

It was the following day.
By that time Billy Bunter
had recovered from the cake,
and the banging of his fat head, and had
forpotten both the feast and the reckon-
ing. It was TFisher 1. Fish who was
worrying him,
IMishy wanted that letter from INew
York.
That was, no doubt, a natural desire

on Fishy's part; but from Bunter's
point _of view it was worrying and
annoying.

The letter had been lost a-couple of
days now. DBunter thought that it was
high time that the subject was dropped.

ﬁ“ish}' didn’t.,  Fishy announced his
intention of kickin% Bunter cvery time
he saw him, till he found the letter. Lia
further announced that if the lelier
did not turn up he would complain to
Quelch. There was no help for it
Bunter had to hunt for that rotten letter
—aor, at least, pretend to hunt for if.

Goodness only Lknew where the beastly
thing was. It had Ulown away in a
Ligh wind and vanished.

0 donbt it was still within the walls
of Greyfriars Sclicel. But the walls of
Greyiriars School were rather extensive.

Looking for a lost article within
those extensive walls was rather hko
locking for a necdle in a haystack.

Obviously the blewn-away letter had
not dropped In an open spot, where it
would Lave been secen and picked up.
It had blown into some obseure corner—
perhaps inte the thick branchies of a
tree—perhaps  info some reeess  of
anctent vy, Goodnes: only knew!

Bunter could net help fl:clit:,gl that it
was frightfully unrensonable of Fishy to
expect to see that letler again, Fishy,
however, was delermined on if, and get-
ting very excited alioub it

Billy DBunter at the present moment
was in the Cloisters—a quict sccluded
spot. Ile knew that Fizhy was leokin
for him to inquire after that wretche
Ietter again.  lle was going to teil
Mishy, when they met, that he had
hunted evervwhere. Meanwhile, lLie sat
in the shade of an ivied wall, and told
spaco what he thought of Fishy.

As if the rotten letter mattered, any-
how, A letter for Dunter might, pee-
haps, have had & postal order inm it
Tiut o letter for ¥ishy was not likely {0
have any cash in it. 5o what did it
tatter? DBesides, 16 Bad rained twice
singe the letter was Jost, and in all
probability 16 wos soaked with waler,
pnd very likely unreadable,

Bunter was absolutely fed-up with
Fishl:.' and his wretcled letter. It was
all the fault of that fathead, Kipps, too,
for piuyin? Ecﬁnjuring: tricks. It was
snyvhody's fault but Bunter's,

Btill, annoying ss Fishy was, it was
comfortable sitting in the shade of the

L]

iviod wall on a hot summer's afternoon.
And by Fmd fortune Bunter had found
a bag of chocolate cresms in Bmithy’s
study, so he was not wholly wasting his
time,

Having finished the chocolate ereams,
Billy Bunter shoved the empty bug into

the ivy to got rid of it. -

"That did it.

As the iurﬁ' shook under his fat hand
something Huttered out, and dropped

at Bunter's side.

He blinked at it.

It was a letter!

“Oh crikey!™ ejaculated Punter.

The letter was addressed to Fisher T.
Fish, in a straggling hand. and had
an American postmark. It was the
lost  letterl Evidently the sportive
wind had landed it in the ivy and left
it there, and it had remained there ever

gince, till Bunter disinterred it by
sheer accident.
It was, as Bunter had supposed,

soaked with rain. The address on the
envelo was smudged, nnd blotted.
Still, it was ensily deciplwrable, o
was Fisher T. Fish's lost letler from
hiz popper.

Bunter picked 1t up. © IHis first
thﬂuﬁht was to roll away with it, and
chiwek it inte Fishy's stinly, and have
done with it. :

But sccond thoughts—not alwarys the
best—supervened

Bunter was very curious about that
letter, and, being soaked with rain, the
envelope was  unstuck. Any  fellow
could open that letter, without leaving
a sign of having done so.

Any fellow who did eo. cerlainly,
deserved to be kicked; but Bunter was
not worrying sbout that.

Not that Bunler was going to open
the letter, exaclly., Like many un-
serupulous persons, Bunter had great
powers of self-decoption.

He did not open the letter. o
simply wriggled the damp envelope in
his fat hands fili it camo open by
accident !

The envelope having come open Ly
accident, DBunter decided to glance at
the lelter and ascertain whether it had
been domaged by the rain

The fact was, the fuss Fishy had
made about that letter had caused the
fat Owl to feel very curious, Accord-
ing to Lishy, it was 2 wost important
letter.
~ Uis popper had given him a hint,
In previous conununivations, of surpris.
ing things to comos when matters were
“fixed,” The hislory of the mivstery,
so {0 speak, was to be elucidated in this
epistle.

Fishy's home, in the greal city of
“Noo Yark,” was too far away for
Fishy te travel homeward when the
school broke up. Generally e passed
the holidays ap Greviriars, witli such
company as that of Gosling, the porter,
and Mrs. Kobble, the house-dame, amd
I'rotter, the pape.

And even these persons, unenterfnin-
ing 0 ey were, never displayed anv
keen yearning for Iisher L. Fish's

sociely, ; g
LBut 1f Mr. Ilivam K. Tish was
coming acrogz the " pond,™ malters

would b mach brighter foe IMisher TN
Anmd TFishy  had  gathered that  his
popper might have business in the Old
Country that summmer.

Fishy wantcd to know!l So did
Bunter | And—the leotter having como
open by accident—it waz DBonter who
waz golng {e know first] Looking at
tha lotter, of course, only to  seo
whether it had been damaped by the
rain, Billy Bunter read it from end to
cnd, and his little round eyos almost
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bulged through his big round spectaclea
as he read:

“Dear Fisher,—I guess I got it_all
fixed, and now I'm telling you. ¥You
sure won't be staying at the school on
your lonesomw this timo. You surely
will not, big boy. :

“You're going to have your holiday
in fine style, Fisher, in a grand

alatial mansion, that lsys over, a
ew, any you've ever sct eyes on. Tip-
top mansicn, lately owned by a noble-
man, with staff of szervants and first-
clags butler all complete! Chew on
that, son! .

“Llver heard of Porterclilfe Hall?
Maybe not! But youw're sure going to
hear of it, o few. .

“I've bought that mansion, Fisher;
at lenst, I've taken an option on it
that comes to the same thing. I'm
coming over, soon after this letter, to
take poutession

“1 puess I'm going to run that man-
sion, like Lord Portercliffe, and then
some, It's in Kent—I believe near &
burg called Margate. Ever heard of
such a place?

“I guess yvou know your popper well
enough, Fisiwr, to figure that it's o
business deal, with dollars at the tail
'ﬂ'[ 1!:1- EE[}- .

“I'll mention that it means = big
sum—around_ & million dollars! Chew
on that! It's goi to cost some-
thing; but I'll mention that it'il =sll
come home, with more fo it. Heaps!

“Now, I want you to bring s party
of friends with you—as many 83 you
like! I guess the boys will come in
nseful, ru%ahurinﬁ around the old place,
I'll tell you why when we meet. 1]
sure ain't putting such news in ink.
Nope! Not so's you'd notice it! But
you do as I tell you, Fisher! Bring
them along! A dozen guys if you like |
No expense spared to entertain  your
friends! I'll tell & man| )

“ Evorything’s left as his lordship
lnft it—cars, servants, the whole
caboodle. Wateh out for me to blow
in, in his lordship's big car, when the
sehool breaks up! Have your party
ready! Got me?

“Your popper,
BoR. H. K. Fisu."

“P.3—Not & word about the busi-
ness side of the deal, of coursal Don’t
spill any beans. Important |

13 H+ K. F.”

Billy Bunter sat blinking at that
remarkable letter in almost breathless
astonishment.

He had, as s matter of fact, heard of
Porterclifo Hall—an immense mansion,
the extensive grounds of which he had
passed, on s motor-bue, during & holi-
day at Margate,

If Mr. Fish could afford te huy
Portereliffe Hall, there must be some-
thing in Fishy’s yarns of the great
werlth of the Fishes in New York.

But it appearcd that he had not
actually bought the place—he had
taken on "option ™ on t; paid down
some sum for & right to purchase
extending over a period of time, with
ﬂl‘.‘ﬁl:E&tiﬂl’l during that period.

Why?

Buater was mystified.

He said it was a business deal, with
dollars at the tail of it! How was even
a keen, cute American business man
going to make money out of such a
place as Portereliffe Hall 1"

Its owner could not afford to keep it
'!]1:!1'-“; was ono of the “stately homes of
ingland,” blotten out of existence by
excessive taxation.
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How was Hiram K. Fish going to
make money to the tune of a million
dollars out of a place that was too
cxpensive for its owner to kecp up?

t wasz really mysterious,

Mr. Fish, evidently, was Eﬂini to
spend money, 1f he was going to keep
up Portercliffe Hall, with & butler and
a stafi of servants, and cars and fhings,
and & large schoolboy party to enter-
tain. o was the kind eof man to
expoct to sep a dollar back if he spent

& dime! But how? ]
And how were schoolboys gumﬁ to ba
useful “rubbering” round the old

place ! Mr. Fish was not the man to
spend money on them, unless they were
going to be wsefull But of what
imaginable use could they bel

Bunter had to give that problem up.

It beat Dunter,

Bug more important than {hat
puzzling problem was the outstanding
fact thet Fisher T, Fish was going to
spend the holidays in ﬁreat style, tip-
top style, in grand and gorgeous sur-
roundings, regardless of expense.  He
was going to take & party from Grey-
friars, to share with him the gorgeous-
ness and the grandeur.

It wes immodistely clear to Bunter
that he was going to be one of that
party |

That, as Fishy would have said; was
& ginch ]

It was rather unfortunate that, at
the moment, he was rather unpopular
with Fishy! IDiplomacy would be

required [ Bomehow or other he had
to weangle it}

Luckily, he was rather good at
wangling 1

When Billy Bunter rolled out of the
Cloisters, ap last, that letter was in his
]Fr:-cket“and wa3 going to remain there
or the present Fisher T. Fish was
going to get that letter—later! But
not till it was dofinitely setiled that
Billy Bunter was going to pass the
halidays with Fisher T. Fishl

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
All that Glitters is Not Gold !

LT BAY., you follows—"

l “Buzzl" zaid seven voices ab
once—those of tha Famous Five
and Vernon-8mith end Tom

MRedwing.

The seven were in Stady No. 1. Bo
wos Oliver Kipps. Tho latter was
performing & conjuring trick for the
entertainment of the scven. Imterrup-
tion was not desired—especially inter-
ruption by Billy Dunter |

unter  blinked in
through his big spectacles.

“ Look here, you fellows—"

“Buzz!" roared Bob Cherry. “
away ! Take & pew and look on, if vou
Iilm.J or blow away! Anyhow, ehut
up !

“ Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Kick him!” suggested Johnny DBull

Bunter snorted with impatience. Heo
was fed-up with conjuring tricks, and
he had oo time to waste. It was tea.
time: ahd not onfy did Bunter want his
tea, but ho wanted to stand Fisher T
Fish tea i

That was unusnal; but the eircum-
stances were  unusual, Stamling o
fellow tea was one way of placating
him,

Certainly Billy Bunter weonld have
forgiven his hitterest foe had that foc
stood him a spread!  Fishy, perhaps,
was not so amenable to the influcnoce
of tuck! On the other hand, if he got
it for nothing it would give him great
pleasure.  Gettin something  for
nothing was one_of the joys of life to
Fisher Tarleton Fish,

impatiently

“ Blow

But there was, so to speak, & lion in
the path. Bunter wac short of cashl

This was not a new experience for
Bunter!| Ho had been zhort of cash
before, He had, indeed, been short of
cash many & time and oft.

But it was epecially ewkward now.
He had only s few days in which to
make firm friends with Fishy and get
invited for the holidays. e had to
do it bhofore Fishy learned the news
from New York. Cash was required.

With the selfishness Bunter really
might have expected of them, the
follows in the study went on watching
Kipps, who went on conjuring just gs
if the Owl of the Remeove did not exist,
or a6 if his fat existence did Dot matter,

Kipps had s glimmering coin in his
palm, and he was making it duaﬁ‘enr
and rcappear in all sorts of unlikely
places.  Bunter blinked longingly at
that comn., BSovercigns were not often
seqn abt Greyiriars School—but Bunter
know one when he saw it. Indeed, his
father, Mr. Bamuel Bunter, had put
away a lot of sovercigns in the old War
d&;‘s, and sold them at a later doto ot
thirty shillings each after the rise In
the value of gold, Bunter thought that
very clever of Mr. Bunter |

Bunter was aware that a sovercign
could be changed, not for twenty
shillings as of old, but for thirty
shillings or more, B¢ he glued his eyes
on the golden coin in Kipps' hand.

The beast was using that golden coin
bo conjure with when it would have got
Bunter out of the difficuities caused by
& shortness of cash !

say, you fellows——" DBunter
recommeneed,
“ Shut up, Buntér 1M
" Beast 17

The sovercign had wvanished from
Kipps' hand. Nobody knew where 1t
was, excepting Kippers himself.

“Guess where it 151" said Kipps,

“The gucssfulness i1s terrific!™ said
Hurrea Jamsct Ram Singh.

Kipps held out his hands wide open.
The coin was not  therel Harry
Wharton & Co. locked round. It was
not to be scon.

“Well, where 15 it 7" asked Bob.

“What sabout wvour mop?” asked

Kipps.

‘Pﬁ;t 1* said Bob.

‘ Look I

I{i]g;s dipped finger and thumb into
Bob Cherry's thick mop ef flaxen hair.
He held up fnger and thumb with tho
sovergign between !

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob, “How
the thump did you get it into my hair?
You never cama near me.™

"Chuacked it, of conrse,” said Bunter.
“Tn fact, I saw him.”

“"Ha, ha, ha!” roared Kipps.

“Tlossedl if I sce anythine to ecackla
at I* =aid Bunter, *1 jolly well sow
vou piteh it  You fcllows never notico
anyvthing.”

Kipps chuckled, He had, as a matter
of fact, had the coin up his sleeve, and
Lhad landed it where he found it at the
moment when he found it there!l But
his sleight-of-hand was so swift and =o
neat that no ove had deteeted the trick.

“Bet you you coulidn't land it on mao
withont my  knowimng,”  said  DBilly
Bunter, rothng forward,

Kipps pushed him back.

“ it barge, old fat man ™ he said,

“Well, look here, see if you can land
it on mal” persisted Donter,

Bunter had hiz own wleas of what
wonld bhappen in that sovereign if it
was landed on him! A loan to that
extent would came in very useful.

“Oh, all right!” said Kipps.  THe
waved his liand in the air.  “Iey,
Brn_um! It'zs in your waisicont pocket,

unter,”:
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Alonzo Todd Jammed fhe soda-siphon on the table, unfortunately neglecting to release the pressure. The stream of soda-

water still shot from the nozzle, and ihe change of position brought
Upon my—grooogh—word—woogh ! ** spluitered the master of tha Remove,

“Rot I"” said Bunter,

“Well, feel there|” said Kipps.

All the fellows watched Bunter ag he
fumbled in his waistcoat pocket. They
could not believe that the sovereign
was thera |

There was a gencral exclamation of
astonishment when Billy Bunter drew
out a fat finger and thumb, with a
glistening yellow coin betweon them.

“Qh erikey |” gasped Bunter,

His eyes almost popped t]lrﬂll%!:‘hiﬁ
spectacles at the precious coinl Kipps
laughed. He had, of course, landed
the coin in Bunter's waistcoat pocket
when he pushed him back—ready for
appearmmg to perform  the trick a
minute or two later. But, as nobody
had detected him deing it, it looked
¥ e-t'ﬁ wonderful.

. "By Jove, you're a jolly old magician,
I{iplflers}” said Harry Wharton.

“Torrific 1" declared Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Not to say preposterous!? said Bob
Cherrr, with a chuckle

“I say, you fellows, Kipps never
landed this on me! He never touched
me,” sald Bunter, *“The fact is, I—I
must have had a sovereign in my
pocket of own—"

“(h, my hatb 1Y

“Here, chuck that over here!” ex.
claimed Kipps.

“1 rather faney it's mine,” said
Bunter, “But if it's yours, Kipper,
I'! give vou thirty bob for it.*

“ Bhell out!” grinned Kipps.
“I mean when my postal order
comes 2

“I shall be getting my old-age
Eﬂmﬁmn then,” said Kipps, shaking his

ead,

“Ha, ha, ha [

L1} Yuh !H

Billy Bunter exe¢cuted & sirategic
retreat to the door,

If the sovereign was his, it was his!
If it was Kipps', Bunter was going to
Fu.;.r for it—when his postal order came,

n the meantime, it was going to stand
the feed that was destined to secure the
valuable friendship of Fisher T, Fish.

“Look here, Bunter—" exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

Bunter did not “look there.” Ha did
not answer. He whipped out of the
study, slammed the door after him, and

B,

“ After him !¥ roared Bob.

The whole party were on their feet,
Only Kipps showed no signs of excite-
ment. He waved thein baeck.

“All zereme!” said Kipps, “What
does it matter?”

“What? Bunter's bagged your
quid I exclaimed the Bnumﬁzr *Aro

you gowng to let him snaflle 147"

“He won't spend it !” said Kipps.

“You silly ass!” roared Johnny Bull,
“He will make a straight line for the
tuckshop and spend it at once if you
don't stop him ¥

* Yes, rather I

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

Kipps shook his head.

“I think not!” he replied.

“Then wou're an ass!” grunted
Johnny Ball.
“Well, let him spend it if IMrs.

Mimlle will take it off him,” said
Kipps, “I don't mind! T can get
m‘?;:ﬁ er. . _ i
aversigns cheap o your familyi"
askod Emi!:in+ . g
Kipps grinned,
b ear chap, if vou want anvy I
can let you have them at a penny cach!

it to bear full on Mr. Quelch.

Squish ! ** Goooooogh |
jumping backwards, ¥

1t doesn't cost much fo gild 8 ha'penn
with goldleaf! It laqkf all rightP?n i
conjuring trick, but it's net much use
for shopping !

The juniors stared at Kipps blankly
for a moment. Then, as they under-
stood, they burst into a roar.

QA

‘A gilde a'penny ! pasped Bob
Cherry. “Ha, ha, ha 1 L

“Just that !

ﬁﬂh' my hﬂ-t 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Billy Bunter escaped unpursued with
his booty! Study No. 1 rang with
howls of laughter at the idea of the fat
Owl rolling into the school shop and
trying to buy tuck with that gilded
halfpenny. was going to discover
that all was not gold that glittered!

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Lure of Gold !

ILLY BUNTER drew a decp,
deep breath,
He blinked through his big
spectacles at the golden eoin
that lay on the counter, and then at
Mrs. Mimble's stern face.

In the rapid motions of a conjuring
trick a gilded halfpenny might very
well pess for & sovereign. But only the
short-sighted and obtuse Owl -'.}E} the
Remove would have mistaken one for
the other when he had it in hand,

A halipenny was larger round and
lighter in weight than a sovereign, And
the design on it, of course, was totally
different.

(Continuwed on poge 16.)
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But Dilly Bunter had noticed nothing.
In fear of pursuit, he had run all the
way to the school shop with that
precious coin elutched in his fat hand,

He had not examined it till he slammed
it down on Mrs. Mimble's counter and
demanded change, Then cven the obtuse
Owl noted that it did not scem to ring
lika gold. _

Mrs. Mimble, of course, spotted it at
once. And she told Bunter what she
thought of him.

Lilib‘.ﬁh.ﬂ“ report this to Mr. Quelch!™
said the angry dame.  “You will be
caned, Mastor Bunter.”

“0h lor' 1" gasped Bunter.

“Such a trick—"

“I thought it was real!” howled
Dunter, 'A fellow lent it to me—I
{lsonght it was & sovereign! The beast—
pulling my 1&{;’ ™

Mrs. Mimble's stern frown changed
to o smile. Sha realised that the fat and
fatuous Owl had not been attempting
to palm off spurions coinage on her.

“Yon are very silly, Master Bunter !
she said. “You had better throw it
nwav.” )

“That's why the beast let me have 1817
groaned Bunter. “I sce it now. O,
the roiter!” ]

Buntor clutched up that useless coin
and rolled out of the tuckshop with it.

He was sbout to throw it away in the
quad. but it occurred to him that even
a halfpenny, though not a very valuable
coin, had a certain value, T he seraped
the gilding off it, it would be current
eoin of the realm again. _

And now that he examined it heo could
ece that it was merely a thin coating
of gold leaf stuck on that gave it ifs
golden look. It was. as Kipps had said,
all vight for & conjuring frick, but other-
wige it would not have deceived 3 blind
AL

Weveriheloss, it flashed and glittered
in the bright summer sunshine as Bunter
stood with it in hiz fat hand, blinking
at it. And its eolden shine caught the
oves of Fisher T. Fish,

I'ish, having spotted Bunter, was bear-
ing down on lim—to make one more of
his weary inguiries after that lost letter
apnd ta add a kick or twe.

Tut at the sight of a golden coin in
Bunter's fat hand the bhasiness-man of
tha Remove experienced o change of
heart. )

The fieree zeowl disappeared from his
bopy faco, to Lo replaced by a cheery

rin.

2 “Sav, bo!" said Fishv: and Donter
gave a startled jump, shpped the gilded
com into lus pocket, and cut,

Fisher T. Fith made a stride after
him and canght him by a fat shoulder
with a bony hand.

“Leggo!” vapped DBunter, “I—I'm
just going to look for that letter, Tishy !
1} moan I waz going to ask yvou fo tea,
old chap! Leggo!”

“I pussa I'll help wou look for that
letter. big boy!™ sa’d Fisher T. Fied
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agreeably. " Don’t you go off on your
car! SBay, you want to change that
sovereygn 7"

Bunter blinked at him. He under-
stood.

T Oh P he gasped.

“I saw you come out of the shop !
explained Ifigher T. Fish. “Won't Mrs.
Mimble chango 1t for you$”

“N-n-no!” gasped Bunter, *She—
slig——"

“I guess shopkeepers don’t see a heap
of Tﬂ]d these days,” said Fisher T. Tish.
“They're sure suspicious of ‘em. But
it's all 0O.X., boy; I'll changa it for
you, and pleased. I guess I've got
twenty shillings in silver.™

Billy Bunter grinned.

Evidently Fisher T. Fish had spotted
that pold coin, but not near enough
to observe what it really was. He was
quite unaware how Bunter had obtained
poszesston of 1f: and as it locked from a
distance like a sovereign, Fishy had no
doubt that it was a sovereign., And he
was gﬂiin% to changa it for tweniy shil-
lings—if he could, and male s profit of
ten shillings or more on the transaction !
He had only to walk down to Courthield
with a sovereign to get thirty shillings
for it!

“Is it a go?” asked Fishy eaperly,
He rattled silver in his trousers pocket,

Billy Bunter certainly would have
bean willing to sall Fishy that gilded
lImlf{mnhy for twenty shillings—or even
255

But that, of course, was a chicken that
would not fight | Fishy had only to look
at 1t to see what it was!

So Bunter left it-in his pocket.

Ho long as it was out of sight he had
the ecredit, at least, of being in posses-
sion of a sovercign! So he kept it out
of sight.

“0Oh. T don’t want to change it
Fishy,” ho answered airily.

“Look hyer, I'd sure like it, jest as
a curiozity,” sald Fisher T. Fish., “ And
I guess I'll give you & shilling over the
twenty for it."

It was not much use for Bunter to
aceent that offer, much as he wonld have
liked to do so. It would have been
withdrawn, of eourse, immediately Fishy
saw the gilded halfpenny. So the fat
junior shook his head.

“I—I—TI'll think over it, Fishy.” he
gaid. “If T part with it to anybody,
T'll 1ot vou have it, and—and I won't
take more than twenty shillings for it,
etther. I'll let you know ™

“OLK. 17 zaid Fisher T. Tich, disap-
pointed, but still in hope of a profit.
“I guess you'd do better to change it—
wou sure might lose a sovercign., But
I got the change ready for vou when
vou want it. You szecen anything of that
etier 1"

Ha came back to that subjeck, but he
came back to it guite civilly and paolitely,
and did not even dream of kicking
Bunter. Kicking Bunter might have
deprived him of a prospective profit!
And pmﬁt wasz the salt of life to Fisher
T. Fish.

“1—I faney I know where to find
it,” said Dunter cantiously. That state-
ment was well within the truth, for
DBunter’s hand, in his pocket, was rest-
ing on the letter from New York! *I—
I'm going to look for it, Fishy.”

And Bunter escaped unkicked. Fishy.
indaed, gave him guite a friendly nod
a3 ha went. A fellow who had
g sovereign in his pocket waz a fellow
calenlated to inspire Fisher T. Tish with
feelings of friendship.

If Fichy had puessed that the
“govereign ¥ in Bunter's pocket was a
dud, and that his letter from New York
was in the same pocket along with it

Fishy's feelings certainly would have
undergone a change,

But Fishy, good as he was at guessing,
did not guess that. It was fortunate
for Dilly Bunter that he didn'tl]

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Fixing up for the Hols!

T BOUT the hols, old chap—"
A said Eill,? Bunter.

Had Billy Bunter made that

remark to any fellow except

tha [ellow to whom he did make it, he

would have been discouraged from pro-
ceeding,

He would probably have been discour-
aged very emphatically.

But Bunier made that remark to the
only fellow in the Remove who was
caleulated to discuss the holidays with
Bunter with equanimity.

That fellow was Fisher Tarleton Fish.

It was after prep, and they were in
Bunter’s study, No. 7. A study supper
Was gollg o,

Bunter's study-mates, Toddy and
Dutton, were not there. Bunter had
not asked them to join the fastive board.

Hiz hospitalily was reserved wholly
for Fisher T. Fish, for whom of late—of
very late—Bunter entertained friendly—
indeed, affectionate—feelings |

A handsome steak-and-kidney pie
graced the supper-table, Fishy, who
never sat down to a festive board with-
out caleulating the cost of every comes-
tible thereon, puessed and reckoned that
that pie must have set Bunter back at
least two dollars.

Mo doubt it would have done so had
Bunter purchased it at market price.
Fizhy, naturally, was vnaware that n
these very moments Coker of the Fifth
was vainly searching for a steak-and-
kidney EIE that had mysteriously dis-
appeared from his study |
Coker had asked his friends, Potter
and Greene, to & stesk-znd-kidney
5|1p[§r. Potter and Gl:&ﬁuﬂ had turned
up, but the steak-and-kidney pie hadn't.

Unaware of all that, Fishy was fecling
very friendly towards Bunter. For one
thing, it looked as if the fat elam was
in possession of unusual supplies of cash.
Only that afternoon Fishy had seen him
with & sovereign, which he was in no
hurry to change! Now he was standing
a very expensive study supper! Signs
of wealth like these naturally made
Fisher T. Fish feel very cordial.

He had almost given up hope of ever
seaing his lost letter again. Anyhow,
Fishy was now prepared to admit that
that loss had heen an accident, and that
there was no call for o guy to go off on
his ear about itl ‘

He was pleased, but puzzled ! He liked
steak-and-kidney pie for supper, if he
could get it for nut-jungt. But why was
Bunter so pesky friendly?

Never before that day had the fat
0wl seemed to recognise what a very
agrecable fellow Fishy was. Now |
treated him, not only 'l.-'-"iih f[‘lcﬂﬂshl[}}
but with marked distincbion. .

He asked him to supper. He listened
to his econversation with every a!ppeat-
ance of pleasure. Tishy had only two
topice—first of &ll, money; second, the
greak superiority of the Yew-nited Statea
aver the Old Country. Neither of thesa-
topios was popular in the Remove, Yet
Bunter now listened as if to golden
words of wisdom falling from TFishy's

1[E,

IE:Es.h:al* could have understood it if he
was standing the supper. Bui Bunter
was standing the supper. So it was a
puzzle,

And now Bunter was coming fo the



subject of the holidays! That subject
hadj no torrors for Fisher 1. Fish as 1t
had for other fellows. As Fishy was
omng to pass the holidays, as usuzl, st
the school, Bunter could hardly be fish-
ing for an invitation to pass them with

im.

Indeed, in the dismal pericd while &ll
the other fellows were away, and Fishy
had no victim uvpon whom to inflick his
conversation, he would have been glad
of Dunter’s company, bad Bunter
stayed, too.

“About the hols, old chep,” said
Bunter. "I say, have some more of the
kidney | There's lots! About the hols
—— Have & hit more crust, old chap !
We're breaking up in a few days now,
old fellow ! I've decided not to po with
Wharton and his gang. Y can't stand
too mueh of them. And I've told
Mauleverer I can’t give him any timc
these hols.  As for Smithy, the fellow’s
not my class, and I Hilnpiy decling to
join up with him. Have some more of
the steak ! The fact 15, Fishy, I want

cnin ?;m conie home with me for the

als.

“Bearch me " gasped Fisher T. Fish,
almost choking from & delicious morsel
of Lkidney n his astonishment.

“You'll like Bunter Court ! said the
fat Owl.  “Bif ULetter than rotting
ahout an empty schoel all on your own,
whaot ™

“Yep ! gasped Fishy.

Fisher T. Fisher lmi{ alwars cnter-
tained strong doubts as to whether there
was sich a place as Bunter Court.  Hie
suspocted it to exist only in the fat
Owl's imagination,

Still, Bunter evidently had a home of
some sovt, and now he was asking Fishy
there for the helidays. Even if Bunter
Court, on close inspection, Jdwindled lo
Bunter Vilia, it was undoubtedly better
than sticking in an empty schogl, with
ne company but Gesling's and Mys,
Kehble's,

That was a cinch.

“Like to come " asked Bunter,

“You said it1” agreed Fishy,

There wags a possibility—or Fishy
hoped there was—that Me, Hiram K.
Fish might be crossing the herring-pond
that sunmer. In which case, no doubit,
he would hook Fishy out of the solitudoe
of Greyfriars in Fmﬁ-.'lu.y-linm.

But that was only a possibility, so
far, Fishy hed heard peothing definite
ahout it

Thiz invitation to Bunter Court was
mora  than o  possibility—it was tho
goods | Fishy's bony face beamed,

I puess Il mosey  along,  Bunter,
old fellow ' sanl Fisher I, Kish, with
groat covdiality.,

“"Wo omayn't be deing much, you
know,” saul Bunter cavelessly. ™ Soma
hunting and shooting amd yachting—a

few of the nobility for week-ends—
nothing much, But 1'd like you to come,
Tighy. ™

Fishy had doubis about tha yachting
and the nolality ! Dot there seemcd no
doubt that Bunter wanted him to comwe,
Tlhern was still less doubt that Fishy
wanted 1o como | ke was quite bucliad
at the ddeg !
* Cortainly Bunter was not the fellow
he wanld have picked with whom fo
prass the bolidays had he had a wider
chobos, But his choles was hnted,
Bunter wanted him ! Nobody else did !
S0 that was (hat!

“Is it a po¥"” asked Runter.

et

"I'moglad! The faet i, we Laven's
heen such pals as we mmight have been—
a3 I should ke ta love been,™ snid
Fupter.  “We'll have a jolly fime
togretler, Fishy 1 I settled, (hen, that
we go together when we beesk up ™

EVERY SATURDAY

™ murest thing, you know.™ ]

“Right |” said Bunter. “If—if any-
thing should happen to prevent you
from coming, I'll come with you Iin-
stead | The fact is, what I want is your
“:!?IFP"’LFTI old chap—1I don’t care where
it is!

“Waal, I swow !” said Fisher T. Fish,
maore surprised than ever, He knew, of
course, that his company was agreeable,
entertaining, in fact, entrancing. But
nobody else had ever seemed to notice
it, so far. This, from Bunter, was
really very flattering.

MNothing, so far as Fishy knew, was
Likely to prevent bumn from going with
Bunter. PBut if he did not go with
Bunter, lic hed to stay at the schooll
Bunter was more than welecome to stay
there with him, if he liked !

“The thing 13, we stick together!”
cxplained Bunter.

“"Bure!” szaid TFisher T, TFish
cordially.

“Right throngh the wvaci™ said
Bunter.

&4 YEF‘ ‘!1]-

“"You with me, or me with you, it
really doesn't matter which, what?"

“Not & bean !™ said the surprised and
flattered Fishy. “I'll sure be glad,
Bunter1 It's & cinch, big boy "

“That's scttled, then!” said Bunter.
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“] say, have some more pie, Fishy.
Ma good leaving gny of 41"

Fishy had some more of the ple, and

some more, a some moro alter
thot. He fully agreed that it was no
good leaving any of it

After which the iwo pals went down
to the Rag together on the best of
terms.

1 say, vou fellows!™ Bunter blinked
at the Femous Five in the Rag.
“ About the hole—-"

“8lay him!" said Bob Cherry,

“I was going to say—"

“"Bump him "

"1 was going to say,” velled Bunter,
“that I shan't be able to come with you,

Wharton, and it's no good asking me."
“My dear asss—" gaid IHarry
Wharton.

Bunter vwaved a fat hand at hin.

“You can cut it out!™ he said. It
can't be done! I've dropped in st your
humble home sometimes, and I was
never treated well. You coan't expect
me to stand it again, Wharton ! Just
wash it out, see?

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Btick to that, old fat man,” he said.
“If you change your mind, and dro
in &t my humble home this vae, you will
get a humble boot on your trousers.™

(Continued on neéxt page.)

passed b
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(1)

It's a long, long way to T ary,
And a long way back mﬁ

But Micky, if he was a fairy,
?ﬂ’wld not go thera by train,

He'd fiy back homewards like a swallow,
It :;lnjz.r IF*:I: ;h::t.

Ea%: 8 eats all countries hollow,

be dear old Emerald Eale !

(3
I bope there won't be indignation
In Ireland through my words,
elshmen send & depuiation
To tell the House of Lorda,
I quite admit I'm talking twaddle,
Buni{ what else can I do P
It ;Euu bad my Iatheaded noddle,
ou'd talk twaddle, too !

{5}
* Your make-up’s topping,” I admitted,
“ Itz gquite & work of art |
But then, by nature yon are Aifed
T&ptw that special part | *
At this he turped a trifle siicky,
2 ;:.%d told me to Iﬁ]ﬂm.
ut I was waijting there lor Micky,
Aod so I lingered on,

(7

{8)

" Now here we have the rreat What-Is-Tt 1
Observe the crealore’s lace,
No uglier features can yez visit
In any other place !
By nature he wounld be a killer,
I be could stand a Bght,
The brute's a species o! gorilla,
But not 20 handsome—qguits |

* A real broth of & bhoy,” was the remark :
pur clever Greyiriars Rhymester
after he ﬁld interviewed

MICKY DESMOND,

the Irish junior of the Remave Farm.

Thongh Wib ¢mphatically protested,
Mick slaried to deciars,
“ Now all yex lellows are requested
E_‘I‘u mlul the utﬁth;m air | k-
is amell is rather overpoweriog,
80 stand back. if yar please [ .
Aud take no notice of his glowsring— YJESs
it's ail becaose of Aens | '

(2)
Yes, Mick iz Irish, and begorrah,
He speaks his native Erse !
I've olten heard bim, to my horror—
I don't know which is worse,
To hear the Welsh of Morgan's lingo,
Micky's jaw-ache chat ]

I fancy Micky's is. By Jin
I ean’t stand much of lhlaﬁ

(&)

In Study 8 I found old Wibley,
Made ap to be King Eong,

Ha wagged his head and {old me glibly
That Mick wonld nof be long ;

Said I : ** ¥Yoor leatures aro surprising,
No doaht u‘m!'np {u iljpa: g

amswered : ** No, 1'm just disguisin

As Tarzan of the Apes | 1 ¢ d

(8

Then Micky cames and brooght & rabble
01 other lellows, too.

I heard his cheecful Iriab gabble,
"t Bagorrah, it's guite troe |

I tell yex so ! *' the chump was crying,
Approaching Siady 4,

“1 bet yo'll And ould Wibler trying
Hig vgoal moonkey thricks ! 7

(8)
The crowd enjoyed Lhe Joke immensely,

But Wib was looking grim,
Heo eyed {he cheerlul Micky tenaely,
Then made & jump st him |
What chonee had I of interviewing
" Thhnt Irizh hil nker‘nuw P
or he was busily ** Yarooohlog, '
With bers and there an * 0w |
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“Ia, ha, haI”
“¥ah!" retorted Buonter. “You

won't zee me within & hundred miles of
your place, I ean tell you thatl I'm
going with a friend—"

“Poor chap!” said DBob Cherry.
“Who's the giddy vietimi" _

“1 mean, my friend's coming with
me,” said Bunter hastily. “My pal
1" repeated Bob, in

Fighy—"
Thizs waz the first the

“¥onr pal Fis

astonjshment.

Famous Five had heard of the new
friendshi

F[.:m going with my pal Fishy—

“Yes
I-I méan, my pal Fishy 15 going with
me! We've fixed up to have the hols

tu-gcther, haven't we, Fishy 1"
Sure]” said Fisher T. Fish,
sure a cinch [

And & cinch £ wasl

Billy Bunter, at last, was fixed up for
tho hels! And on the morrow, he fon-
si:term}, it would be time for the lost

letter from New York to be found.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
Pally !

i HARTON !
W “Yeog, sirl”
“Please send Fish to my

study I

T T-!:S;- Eil‘ 13

It was the next day, and Wharton, in
the quad, was reading a letter from
home, when his Form-master called to
him from his study window,

Wharton's face was a little thoughtiul
over that letter, It was from his Aunt
Amy,

It informed him that his uncle, Colounel
Wharton, who had gone abread on busi-
ness, would not be likely to return to
Wharton Lodge for some little time,
and that Miss Wharton would be going
to her sister’s at DBournemouth for a
few wecks.

This was not whoily pleasing, on the
very eve of brealing up for the summer
holidays !

True, Miss Amv Wharton declared
that she would be delighted if dear
Iliarry would come to Bournemouth also,
and bring any of his school friends with
him—unless he was making  other
arrangoinents,

DBut Miss Wharton's widowed sister ut
Bournemouth was o rather precise old
lady, with a very precise houschold, and
half a dozen fellows from the Greyviviars
Hemova wero likely to havie the effect in
that quict and precise honschold of
half & dozen bulls in a china-shap,

Moreover, it would be feariully quict,
not to say dull—in fact, dreary! Of
course, Harry could po home to Whar-
ton Lodge, if ho liked, with his fricnds,
in the absence of his uncle end aunt;
but that did not secmn wvery atiractive,
githor.

Thinking this over, he wos not very
pleased io be interrupted and sent in
search of Fisher 1. Fish, Howover, as
head boy of the Remove, he had to play
up, so ho played up gracolully, Putting
tho letter from Aunt Amy in bis pocket,
ho wenbt in search of the junior from
New York,

Ho found him in Bunter's stied v,
© Tho new oand remarkable [eieadship
etruck up between Fishy and Duuter
seemed to ba poing strong.

Bunter and Fishy, in Study No. T,
wero sharing & bag of bullzeyes. Lilly
Bunter was standing {he bullseyes (o lus
new pad,  Fisher I Fish did not inguice
whose they wero !

“1t's

H“Quolch wanfs yon in his etudy,
Fishy I'" said Wharton, looking into
Biudy No, T.
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" Aw, what does the old piecan want
now ¥ exclaimed TFisher T. Fish, in
alarm. *“8ay, what's he Eﬁot on to!”

Harry Wharton leughed.

“May have spotted your Shylocking,”
he answered. *I hope sol™ And ho
walked away, his mind occupied with
his own affairs, leaving Fisher T. Fish
in o state of dismay.

Fishy's bony face was deeply con-
cerned and worried.

Only a few days ago, Mr. Quelch nad
kept him back in the Form-room in
break, to give him a pi-jaw. Fishy had
barely wriggled out of that. Quelch
was suspictons. He had heard some-
thing about money-lending in the Lower
Forms—and when he ard of such
thinps as that, he know which fellow to
put hia finger on,

1E"w.';:;:un-'ur-r he had gent for Fish to go to his
study!

It locked as if he had pobt hold of
definite information! In which case,
Fisher T. Fish was booked for * six ¥ on
the bags! And only too well did Fishy
know that every one of the six woul

be a swipa.

“Aw, search me!” groaned Tisher T.
Fish. *I guess the old piecan figutes
that he has spotted a guoy ! This means
a lambasting, sure.”

BGilly Bunter grinned.

Bunter's opimion was that tha more
the Shylock of Greyiriars was * lam-
basted,” the better it was for him.

But he remembered suddenly that he
was now Fishy's frtend and dearest pol,
and censed to grin: and assumed sn oex-
pression of deep sympathy.

" Ralten, old chap!™ he said, "1 dare
any Quelch has found ont about your
lending a bob to Tubb of the Third, and
buggmg a penny o week interest on ik
You'll get it pretty stiff, if he has.”

“The old piecan!” groaned Fisher T.
Fish. “"Heo don't undersland anyliniug
about business! I guess nobody does in
this mouldy old island.”

Fishy rose to his feet, wriggling wilh
apprehension, Already ho secined Lo
feel Quelch’s cane whacking,

“Look here, U'll help you pack, old
chap!” said Dunter.

Fisher 1. Vish brighlenod.

“*Packing,” in preporation for a lick-
tngr, was a comlorting idea, A few
exercise books, carvefully packed, took
off tho edge of a whopping.

“Lood man! saind Fishy.

Dunter, not usually an obliging fellow,
or prepared lo exert himself, was now
bursting wilh friendzhip for the fellow
whoso “popper ™ was poing (o run
Portercliffe 1lall, and enlertain a parly
of Greyfriaras fellows tiero,

ITe helped Yishy pack.

When Lisher 1. Jish loft the study
and went down the staies, he walked
carefully, and even more jerkily than
usnal.

Packing ™ mude walkine  rather
awkward,  And IBunler, thougeh he B
exerled himself to save his deavest pal
from tho keenesl odge of Quelel's cone,
had done ithe work rather cluo-tly,
Fyery now and then Fishy fell that the
packing was mr donger of slipping,

o tapped at Mr. Quelch's door and
enlered.  Mr. OQueleh glacces] ol Lim
pcross his wriling-lable,

TARD Fish!™ he sand, *T have sent
for you becanse—" Mr. Quoleh pansed,
“Ia pnylhing the matler, sl

Fishor I'. Fish, hall way Lo Goelch's
Lable, had stopped siwddenly with a eons
vulsive wriggle,  Ono of Lthe exercisoe-
books bad shipped; and only that swift
wrigele saved 16 from going.

“Nopo!™ gasped Fisher 1, Fish. “Oht
Mo, mir!”

“ Plegse do not wriggle in that ahsurd
manner, Fish!” said Mr. Quelch, frown-
ing.

“¥Yep! I mean, nope, sir!"” stammered

Fiahly- :

“I have sent for you, TFish, be-
cause—— Upon my word, Fish, what
do you mean by wriggling in that
manner? What is the matter with you "

“I-—I—1 think suthin's tickling me,
sir!" gasped Fish.

“Absurd! I have sent for wvou, Le-
canse I have a letter for you, Fish!
You appear to have dropped 1t un-
npenied, and I picked it up 1n the quad-
rangle.”

“Wha-p-t 1" stuttered Fisher T. Fish.

r. Quelch, with a long forefinger,
tapped a letter that lay on the table.

t wazs smudged, and had evidently
been wet in the rain, fhough it had
dried since. The smudgy name on it
was Fishy's.

Fisher T. Fish realised that it was his
long-lost letter from Nw York!

That was why Quelch had sent for
him! It was not a licking at all! And
he had come to the study “ packed "'—
and so clumsily packed, that he hardly
dared move! To could have kicked
Bunter for his friendly concern.

“You should not be so careless wilh
our correspondence, Fish!” said Mr.
%ue!r:h soversly, “This letler, I judge
by the hand, is from your falther; indeed,
I remember having it placed in the rack
for you o few days ago. Apparenily it
has not been opened. I conclude that
vou dropped it and did not look for it,
Fish. I picked it up in the middle of the
path. Such exceeding carelessness, Fish
—why do you not keep still?*”

O . HHE‘EE—“

“Are vou afflicked with a skin discasa
of any kind, Fish?"

“WNope! pasped Fishy.

“Then why do you persist in wripgl-
ing like an eel?” sznapped Mr. Quelch.
* Yon may take your letter and go.”

To take the letter, Fisher T. Fish had
Lo cover six feet of carpet that separated
hitn from Mr., Quelch's table. And the
packing was already slipping.

Only by bending forward, and thus
koeoping f;i.s garmenls stretched Light,
contld IVishy keep it in place.

Mr. Quelch pazed at him in anpgr
nstonishment, as ho advanced tuwmd{
the table in that bending allitude.

“Irish ™ he rapped.

“Yap, sl gasped Fishy.

“Why are you lplu}'in such  alswrd
pranks i gny stody? Vhat do yon
wean, sir?” hooled Mr. Quelch. *1s
this a jesl¥”

It was fur from a jesl for TFishy! ¥le
was nol Lhere fur o licking—the packing
wits Buperfuous and wnnecezsury ! Buk
if ueleh defected 1t——

“I1—1 guess I—I gobt & pain, sc!™
graspod Fishiy,  Which was nnl e:um*ll;,r
trwe; Whouphe Tishy certainly was antior-
pating a pain, 1f Quelch dizcovered tho
packing.

“Pake your letter™

Vishy took the letiern

*MNow pol”

Fishy waa abont 1o lurn 1o the dosr,
Put he  paooased. The packing  waa
slipping! 1L bulgeed?!  Quoeleh’s eye was
ab hbin, grimly, suspicoasly.

Tustead of teroinz roond, (herelore,
IFFisher 1. TFish backed 1o the door,

CireyTriars fellovs hadd 1o lrentl beaks
with respect. Dot they did nob have Lo
wiltk backwards Irom their preseuce, os
frann the presence of Royaliv!

Quelch, already surprissd and annoyed
by Vishy's antica, giared !

“Fish!™ he snapped.

“Yep, sir!” groaned IMishy.

“ What do you moan?”

“ Mum-mum-mean, sir?"
Fishy.

Mpr. Quolch rose Lo his feet. Elo pickod
up his cane.

slammored
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~ the bag, and he pitched forward on his nose.

“If you do not leave my study this
mstant, Fish—"

There was no help for it! Fishy had
to risk it, and he cut for the deor.

There was a rustling sound, as several
exercise books slid downwards. The legs
of Fishy's trousers bulged in various
places, as if he had suddenly developed
a crop of enormous bumps!

Mr. Quelch, for a second, gazed petri-
fied! "Then he hooted:

“Fish! Come back!™
Fl"ﬁfhw, wake snakes!” gasped Fisher T.

ish.

“1 now perceive™ smd Mr. Quelch,
“the cause of your peculiar and extra-
ordinary proceedings, Fish! I conclude
that you suppesed that you were sent
for, for punishment, and that you had
taken surreptitious and  forbidden
moasures to elude the punishment.

“]—I] guess—"

“I further conclude,” conlinued Mr.
Quelch, “that you know yourself to be
deserving punishment, Fish, or you
would not have taken these ridiculous
pre.ﬂnutiuna.:’

I.‘I 1 ]

s W™

“In any case, I am bound to impress
npon you, Fish, that such measures
must not be taken! You will bend over
thatmvl;:hair, Fish]i; 1

“h, preat ars !

Mr. {f.wlch ngyiahed the cana. .

Fisher T. Figh, in the lowest spirits,
bent over the chair! The packing had
slipped—and where it was now, it was
no use to Fiehy! The cane came down
—hard! Fishy yelled.

Whack, whack, whack!

“ Who—hoeoo—whoop "

Mr. Quelch laid down the eane.

“You may go, Fishy! Let this be a
warning to you."

Fisher T. Fish went—wriggling more
than ever!

At the corner of the passage, Billy
Bunter met him. The Drwf of the
Remove was waiting to ses the result.
He grinned cheerily at Fishy.

EVERY SATURDAY

'

Py o
Tl e
2mn iy Cp el
e

““Oooh ! Waogh !
“Was it all right?” he asked. 1

heard the cane wl]ms:hiugl old chap! Did

the ]Jm:kin;}‘ work all right? I say—

varocooop !

F_"I;Enu pesky clam ! hissed Fisher T.
1sh.

Forgetiing, for the moment, that he
was Bunter's psl, he grabbed the fak
junior and banged his head on the wall

“Yaoop ! roared Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish wriggled on his way,
somewhat comforted E;,.r that roar!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Fisher T. Fish Asfonishes the Nafives!
i FIEHY Iooks buched ! remarked

Bot Cherry.
e did ! ‘
Lots of fellows noticed it!
Fishy was so bucked that even the
lingering twinges of Mr. Quelch's cane
did not worry him—after he had read
his popper’s letter.
Fishy wore a delighted grin.
Hea grinned almost from ear to ear.
“He's diddled somebody ! said the
Bounder. “DBut who, and how i
That was a natural conclusion!
Getting the better of somebody in a
bargain might have made Fishy look
like that! No other reason could be
adduced.

" Looking forward to a holiday with
Bunter, perhaps " said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

That was not probable. A heliday
with Bunter was better than staying at
the school through the vacation; but
ecertainly it was not hikely to make a
fellow feel zo tremendously bucked as
all this!

And Fishy was not mere? bucked !
He was a glluriﬁ{':d Fishy ! Ho seemed
to be walking on air! )

Fisher T, Fish had read that amazing
letter from Hiram K. He had read it
E dozen times, He almost knew it by

eart.

=t

Ancther few seconds, and Coker’s mighty grasp would have been on ﬁiﬂy Bunter, and the Owl of the Remove would have
been having the fime of his life. But Alonzo’s bag, dropped in his path, did the trick for Coker ! His long legs tripped over

Groogh 1** he roared.

It was roather mysterious how the
letter had turned uﬁl Quelch, secing it
lying on the path, had naturally picked
it up; but it was rather surprismg that
ne one had seen it there before.

It did not eccur to Fishy that the
letter had been placed in the middle
of the path to meet the eye of the
first passer that way.

Keen and cute as ho was, he did
not suspect that the letter had becn
already read, and that the reader,
having dene with it, had considered
that 1t was time for it to be found—
and had placed it where it was certaln
to ba found!

The damp flap had been stuck down
again; end thero was no sign that the
letter had ever ¢ome open by
accident,™

Fishy was totally and happily un-
awarp that any other fellow at Grey-
friars was acquainted with the contents
of that amazing letier.

Heo was going to pass those conbonta
on to all who would listen—but carefully

edited, as it were! Fverybody was
oing to know that Hiram K. TFish
ed bought Portercliffe Hall!

But nobody was going to know that
he had merely “token an option” on
that magnificent establishment.

Still less was anybody going to know
that it was a “business deal” It was
roing to be understood that it was ona
of those carcless acls of extravagance,
natural to a millionaire!

Fiahﬂ. indecd, could not see where
the “business” came in.  Porterchiff
Hall was a place to lose money on;
ceriainly not to make money on.

In what weird and mysterious way
Hiram K. Fish was going to make a.
million dollars at Podtercliffe Hall, was
a puzzle to Fishy—it beat him to a
frazzle ! He was very anxious to meeb
np with his popper, and learn the
details that Hiram K. was too cautious
to put into writing. .

TEE Macner LipRART.—No. 1436,
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Still he had no doubt of it. Hiram
K. was o business-man from the word
ga! Obviously he would not have
entered into any transaction without
a view to a profit! Mysterious as 1t
was, Fishy guessed that his popper
knew what he was about.

But he was not going to put the
Greyfriars guys wise ! They were going
to suppose that Hiram K. IMish was
¢hucking money about, simply becausc
he had money to burn! For once Fishy
had a chance to swank! And next to
dollars, swank was dear to Fishy's
heart. y

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled as
Fisher T. Fish came up to them 1n
the quad after tea. By that time all
the Remove had noticed how tremen-
dously bucked Fishy was. ]

i Sgﬁr, big boys!" gnid Fisher T. TFish.
“ Jovvar hear of & show called Porter-
cliffe Hall, somewhar in this country?”

“T've heard of it,” said Harry
Wharton, surprised by the question.
“Tremendous place down Thanet way.
Tt's a sort of show-place—people go to
sea the picture-gallery and thm%s. 28

“T got you!” assented Fisher T Fish.
“Tourists and trippers—charge for
admission to sec the sights, what?”

Harry Wharton lavghed. )

4 Lord Porterclific wouldn't be likely
to charge for admission,’” he said, “I
suppose the visitors tip the butler.”

‘g::?me bonehead ! commented Fishor
T. Fish. *“He might make & little
money that wav; and I guess thess
mouldy old British noblemen could do
with a leetle in the way of spot cash !

“The present Lord Portercliffe isn't
a mouldy old pobleman,” said Ilarry.
“He's quite a voung man, I believe,
and he inherited the place from his
uncle a few years ago. The old hean
ia £aid to have been a bit of a miscr,

“ Qwanky place, what?"’ asked Fishy,

“Treemendous " answered Harry, ©I
bolieve it's let sometimes, scrvants and
all, to the rich people. It's a iwell-
known place. But what about it?7

“ Ay popper’s bought it ! zaid Fishy,
with studied earclezanoss,

“Oh, my hat ™ _

The Famous Five looked at Fisher
T, IFish, They had heard of Dortes-
cliffe Ilall as one of the “show™ places
of the ecounty of Kent, * Whilte ele-
phant® as it was, too expensive for
anvhody but a millionaire to keep up
in due style. it must lave been fear-
fully expensive to Luy.,  The lowest
imaginable figure would have run into
many thousands of pounds.

2 iléimlght it 1" repeated Dob Cherry.

(14 ‘ur{." '!JF

“ ot won it in a rafle?" asked Dob.

And the Co. grinned. :

“1 puezs I'm gix-'mﬁ vou the goods !
said Fisher T. Fish. “The poppor’s doo
here in & day or two now. He's taking
over the Hall, butler and servants, and
the whole cabopdle. Running the thing
in stvle, you know! I'm going there
for the hols.” i

“Gratters. old hbean!” sawd Harrey.
“Yon ought to have a good fime at a
place like that!™ )

“¥ou sald it!" agreed Fisher T.
Fish. *“And the popper wanls me to
take a partv of guvs from the school.
You galoots come®"”

_IF{} !.':'

“¥ guess I'm invifing yom for the
holidays,™ said IMisher T, Fish. " Fvery-
thing in style—lots of gruob—hutler, and
footmen, and chaufenrs, and cars—the
whaole siwbang tip-top! Come ?"'

Harry Wharton & Co. pazed at him.
Thiz was rather flaltering and over-
whelming=—f true!

They dird not, perhaps. vearn for the
sooiety of Fisher T. Fish or that of
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Hiram K. DBut there was no doubt that
fellows could have had & tip-top time
at a place like Portercliffe Hall, And
it was an answer to Harry Wharton's
own little problem, about the holidays.

But—there was a butl

Hiram XK. Fish was an enterprising
business-man who dabbled in all sorts
of business, from the making of talkies
in Hollywood, to the cornering of pork
in Chicago. But if he made mill}ons
of dollars out of his enterprises, few of
those dollars travelled as far as Groy-
friars. Fisher T. Fish was not unduly
supplicd with the cash he talked about
so airily.

7 ]:.um_'lnl“év here, are you pulling our leg ¥
asked Frank Nugent.

“Nary a leg-pull 1 answered TFishy.

“& place like Portercliffe Hall
wouldn't go under twenty or thirty
thousand pounds,” said Harry Wharton.
“It's worth twice as much if anybody
could afford to run it.”

“I guess my popper can, and a few
over., You guys fgurs that I'm
strims;ing vou along? demanded Fisher
T. Fish indignantly.

“Well—hem—you see—hem—-=" mur-
mured Harry Wharton.

He had seen Mr. H, K. Fish, and
he simply could not lmaf:me that bony
and business-like gentleman buying
Portercliffe Hall, and rubning it in
expensive style. He was not the man
to play ducks and drakes with his
dollars, He was, in fact, anything but
that !

“Wanl, T guess this gets my goat!”
said Fisher T. Fish, reproachiully.
“Aly popper tells me to bring & party
of guys from the szchool, and you're

the first galoots I ask, and you figure
it's all shennanigan! I'll say it gets
my goat!”

“Thanks very much, of course,” snxd
Harry. " But—yon sce—-~"

Snort from Fisher T, Fizh,

“1 pucess I shan't have to azk many
guvs twice!” he snapped.  * Heap
wvs will jump at i with both feet.
'm telling von! DBut 1 guess vou guvs
will de a fellow eredit, an slre
want the pick of the bunch.”

“That’s rather Hattering!” grinned
Bob.

“The flatterfulness is terrific!™ de-
clarcd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I don't want poor fish like Skinner,
ar Snoeop” explained Fishy, “I'll sax
they'd jump at it. I'm asking you! I'm
telling you, my popper will blow in the
day we break op, in his lordship's big
car. I'm going straight across to the
1lail, and taking my party with me. 1
want you to comp !”

“You're not pulling our legt”

“Nope ! yapped Fishy,  “Btaight

oods ! I muess the popper could bmy
%uckingimm alace if EIG wanted,"’

*Oh, my hat !

“With the Grand Chamberlain and
the dukes thrown in ! said Fishy,

“Ha, ha, ha,!” ] _

“Snigger all you want !"” snid Fisher
T, Fish. “Look yere, I'm making o list
of puys for my country-house party. I'm
putting you down !™

Fisher T. Fish jerked out a_notebook,
He jerked out a pencil. Fishy did
everything in jerks. He jerked down
five names in jerky scribble. _

“ But=—I say—" exclaimed Bob. “ We
haven't—"

“ My esteamed and absurd Fishy—""

“That goes!” sald Fisher T. Fish.
“1 guess I want a few more—I'll say
1'll round 'em ug fast enough! &'long '™

Fisher T. Fish skipped off.

“But — look hore——"
Harry Wharton.

Fisher T, IFish was I.;mlc-. '

Lord Mauleverer had appeared in the
distance and Fisher T. I'ish was aiter

exclaimed

him like a shot. IIc wanted MauI;r if
he could get Lhim. The Famous Five
were O K., but Mauly was s lordl
Hiram K., like Fisher T., was kecn on

lords! Both of them had a true ro-
publican regard for the nobility I
"Flsily, you ess——  exclaimed
ENT.
Fishy vanished.
“Well, my hat!" ejaculated Dob
Cherry. "It secms that we're booked

for the hols with Fishy, whether we like
it or not, Haos his pater really bought
Porterclife Hall—or is it gas—or is he
dreaming i"

“Goodness knows! said Harry
Wharton, laughing., “But if it's real,
wea might do worse for a week or two,
anyhow, If we can’t stand Fishy, or if
he can't stand us, we can clear. I admit
I'm rather curious to see whether it's
real or not.”
= “]’i[‘wu to one on the not 1 said Johnny

tid.

“Well, we break up to-morrow and
we shall see what we shall see !’

And that being indubitable, the chiuma
of the Remove left it at that.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Toc !

= LAR old chap !” said Bunter.

He spoke affectionalely.
He almozt purred.
 Faithful friendship beamed
from Billy Bunier's fat face.

It did not beam from Fisher T. Vishi's.

Bunter was just going to take hiz arm.
Fishy jerked that bony arm awawv. He
53'“ Bunter a look that did not express

cep and abiding friendship.

“ Aw, carry me lwome to die ! grunted
Fishy.

e had forgotien Bunter!

Up to the moment when he bad re-
captured and read that amazing lefter
from his poprer, Fisiay had been very
friondly to his vew pal—almost grate-
ful to Bunter. DBunter Court, whatever
it was like, was 50 bip an improvement
on sticking by himscll at the school
during the holidays, that Fishy had
jumped at it with both feet, as he would

ave expressed it

But matiers were allered now,

Whatever might or might not be the
attractions of Bunter Court, it was “not
a circumstance ™ to Portercliffe ITalll
Fishy, in his new and delightfu! cireum-
stanees, would not have been fonnd dead
in the residence of the BDunfter elan.

Having forgotien DBunter, he was
rather wnpicasantly reminded of him.
On one stde, that new and touching
frviendship had died a sudden death,
But on tl‘u:: other sige—Bunter's side—it
was going as strong as ever.

“Dear old {ellow ! went on Bunter.
“Come and have a stone ginger I

“Aw, can it!" said Fisher T, Fish
restively. .

“Hem! Like me to help you pack in
the morning !"” asked Bunter. '"We're
catching a rather early train for Bunicr
Court.” . X

“Nix on Bunter Court!" sald Fisher
T, Fish decidediy. “ Sorry and all that,
Bunter, but something else has turned
%‘F and 1 guess we got to wash it out.

harrer you grinping att" ;

“W.w-was I grinming? T mean, it's
all right, Fishy, old chap,” said the fat
Owl, till resolutely affectionate. “We
fixed it up, you know—so long as we're
tugether for the hols—"

‘1 puess——" -

“Vou come with me, or T go with you
—what does it matter. so long as we
stick together, like pals?’ said Bunter
breezily. )

Fishy looked at him, Fishy was tough



~—he was rather unscrupulous: he was
accustomed to thinking of only one per-
son 1n the wuniverse—INisher Tarleton
Fish. But even Fia'hﬁ {felt a twinge.

Bunter had taken him up when he ap-
peared to have no prospects for the
vacation, and it had been rather & wind-
fall. To turn Bunter down after that
required & degres of hard-faced
effrontery, of which Fishy was capable—
but it cost even Fishy an effort.

“1 guess,” said Fishy, rather slowly,
“that we got to wash it eut, Bunter, all
along the line. You sec, my popper——"

“That's ell right,” said Bunter re-
asanringly. “I can stand wour father,
Fishy! Of course, he's pot horrid
mannars—"

#‘}Inj ?]J

“And a fearivl American accent—but,
after all, not much worse than yours,
and I'm used to that—"

“¥ou fat elam I

“Oh, really, Fishy-—?

“Park it!” said Fishy. *“8orry and
all that, but—I guess it's got to be
washoed out.” !

“But we arranged——-" urged Bunter,

“Cut it out I

“ Laok here, Tishy, if you don't want
me to come to Portercliffe Hall— said
Billy Bunter, with a great deal of dig-

miz','.

“You said it1*

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big spectacies.

Porterclifie Hall was now the topic in
the Remove. Every fellow in the Form
had heard that Fizhy’s father hod
bought that magnificent cstablishment,
and that Fishy was going to take a
party thore for the holidays.

IHe wasz issuing invitations right- and
Ieft. Harry Wharton & Co. were nab
guite clear whether they had accepted
or hot.

Lord Mauleverer was quite clear that
he had not! Meuly's sensitive nervous
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:si;rstﬁm found one Fish hard to tolerate.
olerating two of them was beyond
Mauly's powers,

But cother fellows were keen enough.
Fishy was not likely to have much diffi-
culty in flling up his list of guests,

Skinner tool the view that it was all
"eras,” and that Fishy was pulling the
fellows' lega. Skinner was not on the
invited listt

Bunter, of course, was—or should have
been. Having arranged so astutely—
woll in advance—to spend the vacabion
with Fisher T. Fish, Bunter had re-
garded the matter as absolutely settled.

Mow, however, the barometer seemed
to indicate " unsctiled.”

Fisher T. Fish was, perhaps, a little
ashamed of himszelf. But he waa firm.
At Portereliffo Hall, with Lord Porter-
cliffe’s butler and footmen, Fishy in-
tennded to gather o party of follows cal-
culated to do him eredit,

Billy Bunter had to be left ont of such
a caleulation! Waes Bunter the fellow
te do a guy credit?! The answer to
that ona was " nope [

Y Rorry, T allow,” zaid Fisher T, Fish.

“But T puess I got to be a bit parli-
cular. You get me?'’

“But look here, Iishy, in a decent
place like Portercliffe Hall, with a
decont staff of servants, :.'-:ru’il find mo
jolly unseful 1™ said Bunter. “I mean
to say you're rather a low blighter—->"

“What 1™

“Not asccustomed to decont society,
and all that 1" explained Bunter. * With
me glve you tips, though, you'll be
all right! ¥You ean wateh me, and do
ns I do, and vary likely the butler won't
spot that you're a low bounder at all.
Seq 27

If Bunter hoped that that argpument
would ||3_1-cmi1 on Fishy to inelude him
in the list for Porterchife Hall, Bunter
was making a litile error,

Fishy glared at him,

21

“You pesky, pic-faced, slab-sided
mugwump !" gaid Fizshy., “VYou ornery
piecan, pack it up! Go and chop chipsl
Absquatulate! Git [*

i Ii Bunter breathed hard and deap!
He had not foreseen thisl

Bunter nover did foresea anything!
e had fixed it up with Fishy for the
two of them to bave the vacation to-
gether—fixed it up in a way that made
it impossible for any decent fellow to
turn him down! 1t was all cut and
dricd=seitled and fixed !

And now Fizhy, haviug somcihing
better on hand, culmly washed it all
out ! IIe did not want to go to Bunter
Court! He did not want Bunter at
Portercliffie Hall! And he gucssed and
réckoned that he was not going to bo
landed with anything he diﬁ not want,

All Bunter's deep astulences hud gona
—for mpothing! A much more expert
angler than Dunler wazs required 1o
catch this Fish !

“Well,” said Bunfer, “you rolley ¥

“Blow off steam all you want, if it
does you good "' said Fisher 1, Fish.
“I guess it culz yo ice with this baby 1™

2 Sl;m wort 1 s

“Bhout it 1" said Fishy enconragingly.

Ti Bﬁ&st 1]‘! h g 4

“"That the lol?
Toddy." ,
ililﬂr Bunter looked TFisher "I Tish
up and down in the mozt scornful ayd
contomptuous manner,

His carcfully cowtrived schome had

I gucss I gol lo sce

fallen to pieces like o hovse of card:!
He was left oot !
He hoad wasted Coker's steak-and-

k:i-cll-l-l.'!}" }.'.l'l-l?, Ug“".'_‘.-"ﬂ hug wf ]mHsujnﬂ,
and a great deal of Maltery of his very
own on Ifisher 1. Fish—and t1his was
the outecome. DBuuler swelled with wrath
el secorn.

“Think I want 1o come?” lio asked
contemnpluously, “1 dave say you'd

(Contprued on next pogel)
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like mo to believe that ﬁur ater’s
bought the nlace | He, he, he1 There's
& lot of dufersnpe between taking an
option and buying s placel VWah(”

Fisher T. Fish [)un:t pd,

Sipee Mr. Quelch had handed him
that letter from MNew York it had met
no eyes but Fish's ewn! Hisz popper
had warned him not to spill the beans |

1ishy had not apilt anyl How did
Bunter know about the option?

“You pesky olam I hissed Fisher T.
Fish. * ¥You've seen that letter ™

Bunter's fat lip curled.

“I hope I'm not the fellow to read a
Fellow's letter 1" he answered. “If a
letter's left out in the rain, and comes
open by accident—"

“Aw! You pie-faced scallawa

“A fellow might glance at a lether to
soe if it had beon damaged by the rain™
said Bunter, “1 eall that pood-natured }
As for hinting that I might have read
the letter, T rogard such en insinustion
with scorn. It'a rother low to be sus-
Iuni?m, Fishy. But, then,
ow *

1 puess——" hizssed Fizher T. Fizh,

“ As for making a million dollars out
of the place,” went on Dunter, *I can't
ses how old Fish iz going to do that ;
but perhaps some of ﬁm fgelluws will be

LE]

you are

able to guess, when I tell them—"
Iishy breathed hard through his long,
thin nosc.

He knew now that Billy Bunter had
read that letter before he left it where
it was founel.

He knew why Bunter had developed
that sudden and surprising friendship
for his bony and unattractive self. Dut
he knew, too, that Bunter could “spill
the beans " all over the place if he
liked. And it was fairly evident that he
would like !

Fishy was as puzzled aa Bunter to
guess how Hiram K. was going to make
a hugoe profit cut of Portercliffe Hall |
But he was—and he had warned Fishy
to keep it dark. Apparently, Hiram
K.’s scheine was not one that would bear
tho light of day! The beans had to bo
kept unspilt |

The fact is, I shouldn't care to
come,” pursuced Bunter. “Bit too fishy
for me, if you don't mind my saving so.
I hardly think Wharton will ecome,
oither, when he knows that old Fish
wants & party of fellows there to root
over tho place and hunt for something 1
Altogether too shady for CGreyiriars
men, Fizhy 1"

And, with a disdainful sniff, Billy
Bunter turned to roll away.

Fisher T. Fish stood starin
for a_moment, looking as i
liave bitten Bunter.

Then he jumped after him.
A l:rma}r hand clutched a fat shoulder.
“IHold on, you pesky clam ! hissed
Fisher 1. Fish. It was clear that Bun-
tor was [-fnmg to spill the beans. “ Hold

on! I—I puess you can come [

Bunter turned back. DBlinking at
Fisher T. I'ish through his b(i]g spoe
tacles, ho looked him up and down
arain scornfully.

“That's hardly good enough for me,
Fishy 1" answered the fnt Owl calmly.
“I'm wnobt short of invitations [or the
hole, I hope! IF you put it like that, I
.s.hu.l:f r:ﬂrta-.inliﬂ decline to come.”

Fisher T. Fish came ncar grasping
Bunter by his fat neck and banging
his bullet hoad, But the beans had to
bo kelpt unspilt; and Fishy restrained
himself.

“If you really want me, You can say
50 1" continued Bunter victoriously, “In
that caze, I will consider whether ¥ can
come and how much of the vacation I
can_give to you, Fiehy.”

i guess I want you ¥ gasped
Fisher T. Fish. “I guess I'm asking
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ou! I'm putting your name down,
ell, i like ¢hat, Fishy,
ell, 1f vou put it like that, Fishy,
I'll sce what I can do!” said Bunter
airily. “In fact, I'll come! Yes, I'll
come—rely on me! I'm a fellow of my
word, Fichy, and you canyrely on me for
the hols ! .

Fisher T. Fizh did net need assuring
of that. He was only too certain that
he could rely on Bunter for the hols |

But it could not be helped! It was
the price of silence—and Bunter had to

kept from spilling the beans! The

name of William George Bunter figured

ﬂ Ifil'm list of guests for Porterchiffe
all!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
And Alonzo !

LONZO TODD starced.
"Goodness gracions |”
ejaculated.

Alonzo had walked in at the
school gates in the bright summer
morning. His face was as bright as the
morning, for he was geing to join dear
Poter, and got off with dear Peter on
that hike; which he was assured would
be very, verg delightful for dear Peter,
and for the dear fellows who were going
with dear Petor.

But he forgot dear Peter at the start-
ling sight of Dilly Bunter shooti
across the quad at fop speed, an
Horace Coker of the Fifth Form shoot-
ing after him like an arrow from a bow.

On the morning of breaking-up day
fellows were generally in good toinpers
and cheery spirits. But Uosker of tho
Fifth did not look in a good temper;
neither did Billy Bunter leok in cheory

he

spirets |
Coker looked wrathy; and Bunter
looked terrvificd.  The fact was, that

Coker of the Fifth, after long inguiry,
had discovered what had become of a

certain steal-and-kidney pic that had
m:.'fitﬂrmusly disappeare from  his
stndy.

Instead, therefore, of being pgood-

tempered on the last day of term, Coker
anly remembered that this was the last
chanee of dealing with the snafller of ks
steak-and-kidney pic.

Judging by Coker's expression, Dilly
Bunter was going to be broken up before
Groyfriars broke up.

“otop 1" roared Usker.

“Oh erikey | gasped Dunter,

Ho flew ]

Dut Coker pained fast !

Alonzo Todd had a bag in his hand.
It contained some of the things neces-
sary for a hike—such as a botanical
volume of large size, with illustrations;
a box of Dr. Pooter’s Purple Pills for
Peaky Persons: o volume of Words-
worth's Poems and a dranght-board and
w set of dravghtsmen.  (dher things
which other fellows might have thought
necessary on o hike, Alonzo had for-
gotten; but really unimportant things
like these Alonzo did nob forget.

With great presence of mind Alonzo
weighed in with that bag.

Bunter shot past him.

Coker after Bunter, was shooting past
—wlen  Alonzo  dropped  the bag in
Cloker’s path.

I.[!I.E il:].l:'u. WL !U b R {]1'!-:,1[' Wiiliﬂm
froin what impended over hitn.  And ho
wis guile zoecessfal,

Another  few  sceconds  and  Horace
Coker's mmghty grasp would have benn
on lly Bunler, and the Owl of the
Remove would have been having the
time of his [ife.

But Alonzo’s bap, dropped in hia path,
did the trick for Coker! Ilis long legs
tl."i{l ed over it and he pitched forwaed.

I{t landed on the quad on his hands,

angd hiz noso tapped hard! Lhe roar

that came from Coker of the Fifth
roused all the echoes.
“Gooh! Hurgh! Groogh!"

Billy Bunter blinked over a fat
shoulder.

Alonzo had saved him ! He saw that!
And he could see, too, that Alonzo would
nced saving next |

But Bunter did not think of rushing
to Alonzo's rescue ! Diserction was the
betier part of valour. Bunter decided
to keop on and scck help for Alonzo,
It was absolutely cortain that Alonzo
would need some.

Coker staggercd up.

He had one hand to his nose, It was
damaged | Coker's nose was a prominent
feature—rather in the nature of o pro-
montory ! It had jabbed at the hard,
cold, unsympathetic earth—and jabbed
hard. It had almest punctured the
Euad. A stream of claret vozed through

oker's fingers as he clas1pud it.

He glared at Alonzo! XHe forgot
Bunter; forgot the purloined pie—he

thﬁu%ht nmlﬁ of Alonzo!

Sudden  flight might have saved
Alonzo| But he did not think of that.
Thinking was not Alonzo's long suit,
He wanted his bag, and advanced to
collect it.

“I trust you are not hurt, my dear
Horace I said Alonzo mildly. “It was
not by any meanz my intention to cause
vou damage, but I considered it noces-
sary to—— ¥Yaroooooooop !”

Coker grasped him.

What happened next scemed wild and
whirling to Alonzo Todd. Really and
truly it had not been hiz intention to
damage Coker. But only too clearvly it
was Coler’s intention fo damage Lt !

And he did !

smack ! Blap ! Whack ! Bang !

“Oh, pgooduess grocious ™ velled
Alonzo. “ My dear Horace Whon-
hoop | Oh  crikox ! YTow-ow-ow |

Legpa! Telp ! Urregh 1

Smack ! Whaek ! Bang !

Warming to the work, Coker let him
have it right and left.  Alomss, velling
frantically, cvwmpled up in Coker's
mighty grasp, amd (e smacks and
whacks and bangs fell lile Ll

“Tripping a  fellow up!”  roared
Coker.  “Trivping up a Fifth Vorm
man, by Jove! Tale teat—amt that—
and that

“¥aroooal ! Whoo-lioop '™ roared
Alanzo.

“And that ' roared Coker.  * And
that 1"

“{hw ! Tlelp!  Yooooop i

“And thar 1™

Alonzo had got ready Far a lake, Bt
Coker  seennd lent on medtins e
ready for a hospital,  Havdly koowing
whether hie was o0 lis head or iz heels,
Alonzo crumpled  and  wriggled, and
]il'l'l."."51"l'! ﬂlll'.l !'1'].'1]'1‘1!.

][”'I.'-.' IL}IIH !I“Iil"r ".'..'ﬁllhl Ilﬂ‘."ﬁ'ﬂ FONe on
H|“.’lﬂl‘ii“‘ﬁ .'I.llli ]I.’III:{;”L’ {::H“If}t. I_:Iﬁ'! EEIET_?.'
had he not Leen mtereaplted,  Yortun-
alely, he vas inferenpted.

Billy Bunter cnme on the TFamoas
Five as he fled breatlilessly inlo the
House,

“1 say, yvou fellows '™ gasprd Dunier.
“1 say—Coker—grongh—pitching il
Alonzo—oogh—in the quad—gurrgeh!™

That was enouph for the Famous
Five, They rushed out into the quail,

“"Whero?" exclaimed Llarry Whar-
ton.

But it was not necessary to ask {ln
question.  Lowd sounds of woe  amd
anguish told where.

The Co. eot across o the spot ot
top spood. Coker, sbll gpoing strong,
did not cven see fthem as they Ccano
sproding .

“Pake that!” roared Cuker. ™ And
that, and that, and—here, what—
logpo—— You young Llicks—— Ol
my hal—wow "
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The feast over at last, Bunter ran his hands through his pockets, Then he utiered a surprised exclamation, * Blessed
if I haven't leit my note-case In the siudy, Alonzo | Never mind, you settle the seven-and-sixpence, and remind me to square

with you before you leave the school.’

Five pairs of hands grasped Colker
of the Fifth, all at once. He was
dragged off Alonzo and bumped on
the ground.

“{Oh dear!” gasped Alonzo. *“0Ohl
NDw! My dear friende—wow! My
diear Henry—ooogh ! Obh erikey !

Coker was struggling fiercely, But
the chums of the Remove dealt
promptly and effectively with Coler.

“Bump him "' gasped Bob,

They bumped him hard! They
bumped him again snd yet again.
They rolled him over and over. Then

again they bumped him. Coler, Enﬂllg,
was left in & gasping, gurgling, breath-
less state, unable to do anything but
urgle and gasp. Leaving him for
5&;&, ns 1t were, the chumis of the
Remove went back {o Alonzo.

“All serene, old chap!” chuckled
Bob Cherry. *Why the thump did
Coker pitch into you?"

“Qoogh 1” gasped Alonzo. “I really
do not know, my dear Hobert, unless
it was because 1 dropped my bag in
front of his legs and he fell over 1t—"

“Oh, my hat ¥ i

“That may heve made him cross!”
gasped Alonzo. ‘ _

“The mayfulness iz terrific
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh,

“But what the dickens—"
glaimed WNugent.

“He was pursuing dear William !
explained Alonzo., *1 considered it
judicious to stop him, but Coker did
not seem to see it—wow! Owl I am
considerably breathlezs | Wow !
Ooocogh! Whera is my bag? Grooh IV

Bob fielded Alonzo’s bag, and the Co
walked him off to the House. Ceaker
was still wrestling for his second wind,
and it was only judicious to get Alonzo
out of his reach befora he recovered it.

3

grinned

ax-

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
hiz big spectacles as they arrived.

“I say, you fellows—**

“You fat wvillain!" exclaimed Dob
Cherry. “ Why was Coker after you?”

“ Nothing 1* answered Bunter. “‘He
was making oyt that he’d lest a steak-
and-kidney pie—as if I know anything
about s steak-and-kidney pies! I
never knew he had one—I didn’t look
into his study while ha was unpacking
il X say, Alonzo, old chap, did you

get hurt

“Owl Oh! Oococoght Weoooghl!”
From that I."EI;B", it was to be gathered
that Alonzo had got hurt! He seemed,

indeed, to have got very much hurt|

“Well, Coker's 1_j;l-u:-l: rather damaged,
too 1” remarked Harry Wharton, and
the Famous Five went away to finish

their  packing, leaving Alonzo still
gurgling.
How many smacks and whacks and

bangs Alonzo had collected, he did not
know. He would have put the number,
at & rough guess, at about a million |

Billy Bunter blinked a2t him sym-
pathetically. The fact that he had
norrowly  escaped capifuring those
smacks, whacks and Eanga himself,
made Bunter sympathetic. He realised
how fortunato it was that Alonze had
been on the spet, and captured them
instead of his more important self,

"Jul!? decent of you to butt n,
Alonzo,” =aid Bunter. “The beast was
going to pitch mte me, you know—
making out that I had his steak-and-
kidney pie. As if I'd touch his steak-
and-kidney piel There wasmsn’t enough
grovy in it either ! Mot like the steak-
and-kidney pies 1 get at Bunter
Court. Not that I know anything
about it, of course—I never saw it!
Fishy had most of it, too |

** Cerfainly, my dear Bunter I’’ sald the unsuspeciing Alonzo,

"“Where is
William? Owl :

“JI—1 think he's in the tuck-shop,'
said Bunter. “'Come on—I'll go with

u—vyou’'ll need me to protect you if—
if Coker turns up.”

Fortunately Coker did not turn u
on the way to the tuck-shop, an
Alonzo was not in need of Bunter's
protection ]

Neither did Peter Todd appear to be
in the tuck-shopl But there were
mora important things than Poter
there—such as jam-tarts and, ginger-

ﬂenr Peter, my dear

popl Which was why the astute Owl
had guoided Alonzo thither.
“Not here,” said Bunter, blinking

round. " We—we'd bettar wait for
him. He’s coming [
while vou wait, Alonzo, old chap!
treat! Order anything 7vou
Hungry after wour journeyi”

“As a matter of fact, my dear
William, I am_not indispo to par-
take of somo shight refreshment——>*

“"Go it1"” said Bunter, hospitably.
“1 believe I could peck a little myself.
They don't give you enough brokker
here, you know! I'd had only three
eges when Quelch spotted mel Pile
in, old chap, and sc will 1"

Bunter piled in. He pecked—more
than a little! And when the feast was
over, the fat Owl ran his hands through
his pockets and uttered a surprised ex-
clamation :

“Blessed i T haven't left my note-
case in the study! Never mind, you
settla that seven-and six, Alonzo, and
remind me before you go.”

“Certainly, my dear Bunter,”

Alonzo setiled the seven-and-six,
making a mental note fo remind
Bunter !

Billy Bunter blinked at him quite
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affectionately, This was the sort of
chap Bunter liked—a wery different
sort of pal from Fishy! There was
something in Alonzo's trusting nature
ihat quite endeared him to Bunter!

“Look here, old chap!’” exclaimed
Bunter, struck by a sudden happy
thonght, *“Whaf are you domng for
the hols? Why not come with me?"

“I should be delighted, my dear
William, but I have already promised
Potor to go hikin "

Bunter grinned. He could guess how
keen Petor must be on hiking with
Alonzo.

“Wash 1t out, old chap, and come
with me,” said Bunter. “I'm going to
a tip-top place—Portercliffe Heall—
tervific style—no expense spared.
can get you invited—that's all right—
feava it to me.” :

“RBut I should not like to dizappoint
dear Peter—"

“Let's go and see Peter—! '

“But are we not waiting for him
lhiere?" asked Alonzo in surprise.

“Oh! Yes! No! I mean I think he

may. be packing in his study! Comeoe
on''
Peter Todd waa discovered in Study
No. 71 The expression on his face was
quite remarkabls when Alonzo came
in. But that expression changed when
Bunter explained his idea. Peter
srniled.

Ile was, in fact, quite enthusiastic
about 1t. OCGreatly as he would miss
Alenzo's improving conversation during
the hike, he pointed out the advantagoe
that would acerne to Alonzo's botanical
studies, in the extensive grounds of
Porvtereliffe Hall,

So it was settled, and RBilly Bunter
went away fo tell Fisher T. Fish that
e was bringing a friend with him,

1

THE FIFTEERTH CHAFTER.
Beastly for Bunter!
“ SAY, vou fellows! That's the
H car I™

It was a hig, expansim Rolls,

driven by & Efiverm:i chanffeur,

that turned in at the school gates, fol-
lowed by another car,

THE MAGNET

In the Eolls sat a tall, thin gentle-
man, with features of a ife-blade
pattern, ILven if the Greyfrifrs fellows
had not seen him before, they would
have Lknown him by his likenecss to
Fisher 1. Fish. It was Hiram IS

Harry Wharion & Co. were ready.
The Famous Five hardly knew whether
they had accepted Fishy's invitation gr
not—but Fishy having taken it for
granted, they let it go at that. Perhaps
they had bhad a lingering doubt
whether Hiram K. Fish and the car
would turn up—whether the purchase
of Porterclifie Hall was not a fAgment
of Fishy's faney. Dut here was Hiram
K. and here was the car!

There was quite s party ready for
the car. Besides the Famous Five and
Billy Bunter and Alonzo Todd, there
were Kipps and Wibley, and Vernon-
Bmith, Big as the Rolls was, the
second car was needed.

Fisher T. Fizh stood on the HMouse
steps almost bursting with importance,
It was a tremendous change for Fishy )

Instead of staving behind watching
the aother fellows go, as on previpus
holidays, Fishy was going himself and
taking a big porty with him,

His only regret was that he had
not  sucgeeded in  roping in  Lord
Mauleverer, 8till, he had the Famous
Five who were great men in  the
Remove, and Smithy, who was a mil-
lionaire’s son; XKipps, who would be
able to liven things up with conjuring
tricks, and Wibley, who could fix up
anything in the way of amateur
theatricals. He had also Aleonzo, who
did not matfter much anyhow, and
Billy Bunter, whom he would have
liked to kick across the quad and back
again. Still, on the whele, it was a
very good party, and Fishy was satis-
fied with it.

Ten Remove fellows were going to
be impressed by the glories of Porter-
cliffe Hall and the unbounded wealth
of the Fish family. And they were not
going to know, if Fishy could help it,
that Hiram K. had only taken an
“option ™ on the property with fem-
porary possession | .

MNeither, certainly, were they going

‘Shun! Fall in for Laughs with
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fo know that it was & mysterious * busi-
ness deal,'” and that their presence at
the Hall was, in some mystericus way,
to serve the unkpoown purposes of
Hiram K.

Unly Bunter knew, and Fishy enter-
tained secret hopes of getting shut of
that distinguished guest.

The big Rolls roared to a halt
Hiram K. Fish descended.

“ Halle, pop!” said Fisher T.

“Hallo, son!” said Hiram K.

Mr, Fish shock hands with son. Then
the guests were presented. Mr. Fish
knew most of them already. He gave
cach of them a grip of & hand as bony
as son’s, and gave them the *once-
over” with a pair of very keen eyes,
Fe scemed to he satisfied with son's
sclection of guests, though he stared at
Bunter.

Dunter gave him a che:er{ grin.

“You remember me, Mr, Fish?”
azled the fat Owl amiably.

"Bure!" grunted Mr. Fish, in a tone
that implied that he did not remember

William George with any great
pleasure.
However, he shook hands with
Bunter.

“Yow-ow " squeaked Bunter, as his
fat paw was crushed in a bony elaw,
“Ohw! Wow! Leggo! Owl”

“Bay, what's biting you, boy?”
asked Mr, Fish, compressing his bony
grip like a vice,

“Yarcoh | L&ggﬂl Wow |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The other fellows concluded that Mz,
f:sh had rather a peculiar sense of

umour, Instead of letting go, he com-

pressed  his  grip  harder, till Billy
Bunter almost danced.

“Ow! My fingers! Wow! Ow!
Leggo! Ooogh!™ velled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bearch me " said Mr. Fish, gazing
at him. “What's got you?®"

* Yow-ow-gw!"

IMisher 1. ¥ish grinned. He had been
on the phone to Portercliffe Hall, and
Eut his popper wise to the faet that

illy Bunter had read that letter from
New York. No doubt that was the
reason why Iiram K. was greeting the
Ow!l of the Bemove in this remarkable
manner.

Mr, Fish was an cnergetic gentleman,
He was full of pep and go. All his
superabundant energy now secmed to ba
concentrated in ﬁrlpping Bunter’s fat
paw. He gripped, snd gripped.

“Yep! I'll say I remember you,
Bunter, hig boy," sald Mr, Fish geni-
ally, “I'll surely say——"

“Yaroooh "

“It's sure & pleasure to shake hands
with you.”

“Yoop !”

“QOh, my hat!' murmured Bob
Cherry, gazing at the remarkable scene
in wonder. “Is that old bean a gpiddy
practical joker?"

“* Perhaps he doesn’t want Buanter,™
grinned Nugent. _

“Well, Fishy asked him,” said Bob,
puzzled,

“Yaroop!  Deast!” roared Bunter,
hopping with anguish.  “Will you
leggo, you bony beast? You're crack-
ing my jig-jig-jointsl Wow [*

o , ha, hat"

Mr. Fish let go at last, and whisked
into the House. Bunter was left suck-
ing his fingers frantically,

“Ow!l Wow! Yow!” wailed Bunter.
“The bony blighter’s nearly busted my
fingers! Owl!l Wow—wow!l Look here,

L]

Fishv, you beas

But Fisher T. Fish had followed his
ﬂaﬂper into the House. No doubt he

ad- some private communication to
make to him with regard ta Bunter.



Tha Owl of the Bemove had no doubi
that Iie was heading for Portercliffe
Hall in that big, handsome Rolls. Dut
Fisher 1. Fizh had doubts. Sticky as
Bunter was, there were ways and means
of making him come unstuck,

Billy Bunter was still feeling an ache
in-his fat fingers when he took his place
in the Rolis.

Good-byes were said, and baggage
piled. Fishy's party packed into the
two cars, In the Rolls sat Ar. Fish
and Son Fish, and Billy Bunter and
Alonzo, and Wharton and Bob Cherry,
The rest packed into the second ear.
They roared ont of the gates.

Billy Bunter kept wary eyes and

ectacles on Mr. Fish. He realised
:Eat he was not “persona grata™ with
the Fish family. Ei_nwerer, Hiram IL.
took no further notice of the fat Owl,
He talked as the c¢ar ran on. He
secmed as full of conversation as son.

And his topies were similar.

“Halle, hallo, hallo! What are we
stopping for?"’ asked Dob Cherry, as
the Bolls slowed down end halted.

It was in & green country road, and
by the roadside was a building, with a
larga sign which bore the cheery word
“ Refreshments. ™

Billy Bunter blinked at it. He had
taken quite o dislike to Mr. Fish, and,
ag for son, all his friendship for that

outh had completely vanished. He

ad been silling with a frowning fat
brow, -

But now the frown disappeared: and
Bunter smiled. he word * Refresh-
ments " had that cffect on him.

“I say, you fellows! What about a
gingﬂﬁ-pnp‘:‘” he asked brightly. “And

“Jest what I was thinking, Bunter,”
said Fisher T. Fish, “Hop out with
me, old thing ¥

Bunter beamed on him.  Fishy, it
scemed, was not such a beast as one
would naturally have supposed, from
his looks and his menners. At that
mmoment Bunter almast liked him,

“Yes, rather, old chap !" said Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish openced the door and
hopped out. Billy Bunter rolled out
after him. Tishy led him into the
cstablishment where refreshments were
to bo obtained.

Tho other fellows sat where they
were. They did not particularly want
any refreshments en route, and Tish
had not asked them. It looked as if
Bunter, and Bunter only, was the man
he delighted to honour. They noticed
that the second car Jdid not stop. It
passed them, and dizappeared up the
road. They waited.

A bouy ligure came shooting back to
the car.

fisher T. Tish came bundling in, e
came alone.  Bunter, no doubt, was
busy with the refreshmeonts.

Fishy stammed the door, The engine
roarcd, The Rells shot along the road.

Wharlon and Boly Cherry exchanged
an astonished glance,

“"What about Bunter?' asked Bob.
*¥You've left him behind”

“You don't say,” grivped Fisier 1.
Iish.

“Isn't he coming on in the car?”
asked Harry.

“Waal, nope: not so's vou'd notiee it."

“But, my dear Fish!” said Alonzo
Todd, in mild surprize. “Will not
Bunter be somewhat percturbed, indeed
excectdingly disconcerted, when he dis-
covers that the car as gone ¥

“Sure thing ! agrecd IFishy.

Mr. Fish recommencedd lis conversa-
tion. Dunter was dismissed from dis-

cussion. The swiit car ato up the miles
—minus Dunter,

EVERY SATURDAY'

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter EBlows In !
murmured Bob

(1 GHEI show [T
g Cherry,
It was indeed “some ™ show,

Porterclifie lall did net fall
short of T'ishy’s deseription. Rather it
excecded it,

Great gates stood open on a vast
drive. = There was o glimpse beyond
of seemingly endless grounds—park and
lawn and terrace.

A bowing lodgekeeper exuded from
a lodge; but the Rolls whizzed on, and
left himt bowing. The drive was an
avenue between rows of massive ancient
oaks and beeches. It seemed almost os
if the mansion would never be reached,

It dawned on the Greyfriars party at
jast—vast, immense, with a colonnaded
front, socaring roofs, endless chimneys
windows innumerable; clock-tower, an
turrets, and balconies. If it was stafled
in proportion to its extent, it wasz no
wonder that young Lord Porterclifie
conld not afford to “run ™ it. Rates
ond taxes alome muszt have dug & deep
hole even in a large income,

Fisher Fish gave it the once-over
with breathless glee, Then he glateed
at the other fellows to see whether they
were suitably impressed. They were.

The cars halted. Vast zteps led up
te a gigantic entrance hall. Immenso
doors swung open. A plump, double-
chinned man appeared, evidently the
butler ; on either 1and liveried fooumen,
Mr. Fish was being received in state
by Lord Portercliffe’s staff, which he
had taken over with the premises—Iocl,
stock, and barrel,

“I'll say Chandos 13 szome butler,”
murmured Fisher 1. Fish, with pride.
“The genoocine article—atl woaol, and a
vard wide.”

Fishy was speaking in figurative
Amervican slang, but in point of fact,
Chandos was very nearly a yard wide, if
he was not all wool!

His chin — supporied by his second
chin—was held so high ibat ke had to
lock down a large fruity nose to sece
common mortals on the common carth.
It was clear at o glance that Chandos
was the best of butlers, trained In the
best of familics, Ile had, indeed, scrved
a duke before entering Lerd Porter-
cliffe’s service, which was a descent for
him, What Chandos thourht of the
further descent, from Lord DPorterclilte
to Miram K Fish, was a zeerel lacked
in Chandos’ portly breast under his
ample walstcoak,

" Say, big boyv, here are the buddics ™
said Mr. Iish genially,

Chandos sazed at him.  This mode of
address, after what lie had been accns-
tomed to in the best families, sccined to
tnke Chandos' breath awav—what little
e had, e just gared,

But Alr. Fish was too full of pep and
po to mive Chandoes time 10 recover from
his atazemoent.

He extended a bony forefinger and

- poked Chandos in the waisteoat, as if

to wake him up.

Chatdos woke up!

“Urrgeh 1™ he ejaculated,

That jab fromt a bony forelinger
nearly ]p:mcturnl the butler of Parter-
chiffe Hall,  He gurgled. and scemed
abant te shat lnmsell up like a pocket-
kutfpr.

“Wurrrggh!™ he gurgled.

“"lop iti™ said Mr. Tish, "1 pgoess
vou want to show the buddies where
they're going (o roost in this liver
shebang ! You get me®”

*Lirrrgh!™

The bony forehinger was drawn back
for another stab.,  Chandos backed in
time, Wilh dignity, he waved the oot
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men to their duties, The Greyfriars
party were ushered to their apartments,
- ® F | [ | "

Dinner was at seven-thirty.

Hiramn K. Fish, at the head of a vast
table gleaming with silver and glass,
prinned a genial grin,

Fisher T. Figh, with =& thonghtiul
shade on his bony brow, was lost in a
calculation of the pmhnhlu cost of the
cutlery. .

All the rest were smiling and merry
and bright.

There was a footman behind every
chair., Chandos presided over tho
function with tho air of President of a
Benate,

Dinner was nearly over when souwnls
were hewrd from the hall, ¥rom that
direction floated a familinv squeak,

“Gerrout of the way, blow sou !

“Oh, my hat " murmured Bob Cherry.

“ Bunter I breathed Harry Wharton,

"Tha esteomed ond  ridiculous
Bunter ™ murmured Hurree Jamnsct
Ram Siangh.

Fisher T. Fish started. Hiram K.
Fish started. TPopper and
chunpt;ed a quick glance.

A fat firure oppeared from the hall,

Beliind Ium was a footman who had
apparently siriven to bar his progress.
Billy Bunter did not, indeed, look like
a puest cxpected at Portercliffe Jiall

ﬁe was dusty, he was crimson, he was
bedewed with perspiration; he was un-
tidy, he was lired, and in & very biul
iolper.

Hiz fat brow wore a frown, and his
Iittle round eyes gleamed through his
big round spectacles. Tha Fishes,

pper and som, gazed at him. They
E:& guessed, reckoned, and coleulated
thet DBunter, left behind, was done
with., It scemed that Bunter was {ar
from done with. Hers he was!

“I1 say, you fellows!” yelped Bunter.
“1 say—"

“Search me!” gasped Mr. Fish.

“That fat piccan!"” hissed Fisher T\

Chandos gazed ot DBupter. Then he
gazed at Mr, Fish,

“1 esav, you fellows,
hind " roared Buntor, " Beasts! I say,
I spent all my money—I had to pay
after that rotter Fishy sneaked off—and
I've had to walk! If T hadn't got a hilt
on a hay cart, I shouldn't have been
hera yet! Look at me!™

They were all looking at him=popper
and son, puests, butler, amd footmen!

“And I'm_hungry I'* reared Bunter.

“You plefa piccan!”  hissed
Fisher T Iish.

“ Niee way to treat a fellow afler ask-
ing him home for the hels!™ roared
Bunter. *1've & jolly good mind not
io siay now. I'va o jolly gond mind to
clear right off ! I say, you fellows, T'vo
pot something to tell you before I
clear—" ]

“Pack it up!” gasped Fisher T. Fish,

“git down, Bunter ! said Hiram K.
“1've ﬂ.uj{l”._‘hf good mind—"

" Squat!” gaid Mr. Fish.

“I ean jolly well tell you—>"

“1 guess 1 said squat ™

Nunter &?untlm'll

Dinner—for Bunter—began neain
from the berginning! Long afler the
othier follows wera gone, %hmh:r was
still dining. And=—{for the prezent at
least—nal]l was ealin and bright!

THE EKD.

(How long things remain ecolm amd
bright yon will Iearn when wou neod :
“FHE MYSTERY OF PONTEN.
CLIFFE HALL —the second story in
thiz groml holuday serics which will
apper in neet Saturday's ixwe of the
MaGxer, Order your copy toduyf)
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THE NET IS FAST CLOSING IN ON MAJOE AND HIS GANGSTERS!

IWHAT'S GONI BEFORE.

Seliym Gore and his brother, Colin,
act out for Moose Call to avenge the
murder of their Uncle Amyas, a gold
prospector. En voutle, they incel
Mownitain Lion, a Sioux Indian and
friend of Amygas Gore, who leads
them 1o a great nofural amphitheatre
in the Sunrise Mounicine where they
learn that & gong of toughs led by
Majoe and Musly have already
regristered the claim. The fwo
Hritishers sueccecd in ing the
gang in the amplitheatre, and fhon,
Teaving Mountain Lion ond his Siour
braves on guard, vide into Tomahawi:
to enlisi the services of Sergeard
Threfall and his Mounties., Returning
fo the amphithealre, they blow up the
enirance with dynamite. Twe of the
rougghnecks try fo snenk awoy, but
one is bronght down by the pgarg,
teaving the survivor batiling on.

{ Nowe read on.)

Charge 1

6 HEY'LL get him,” said Ser-
E geant Paul, as he saw the man
cdge out into tho moonlight,
a doesn't stund & chance.™
Bven a3 he spoke, a cracking shot
above the fall was marked by & comn-
vulsive leap on the part of the man.
Bergeant Threfall and his men saw him
level his gun and fire. But a third
shot, which rang out & fraction of a
am';:}nn:l Jater, made the mwan stagger,
drop his gun, and wmake a desperule
rush for the fadl.

Closo to where he slood, tha waler
ran smoothly over o worn rock and
splashed and frothed down a rugped
channel. Mere a sort of ridge crossed
ihe fall which had been submerged by
the flood-water from the melling snows
when SBelwyn had last scen b, but was
partly wvisible now.

Along this rough ridpgo
ran, rocking, balancing
oulstretehed arms.

the man
mnscelf  wilh
Te was carrying n

Printed in Great Dritain and publishod over
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licavy sack or Dar slrapped (o his
shouldlers which stood out hike a hump.

Half-way across, the attackers saw
him falter and pause. Awd as he stood
there for s moment, making a bold
anil ecasy target for tho lillers, two
rifles cracked. Both the bullets got hit,
apparently, for they saw him shiver
twice, then throw up his arms and como
plunging headlong down,

Tho water splashed as ho Int a pool.
Then the rushing fall carried him out
of it, and ithey saw him splash down
from one place to another, the waler
spurting in a fountain-like shower as
lis bndy siruck a water-hele, and then
he disappeared.

The walchers were foo stunned, f[or
o moment, o sprak,

It was Selwyn whe breke the silence
a minule lator.

“That makes four punmen gone!™ he

saicl,  “There was Blick, drowned in
thie cave. That man up by the slide
Lole. And now these two., Dajoe has

only four men left, including himself,

They haven't done much  gomd  for
themselves  slealivg Uncle  Amyas
cloim. ™

“Thieves never do any pond  for
thersselves: when they fall our.”  sani
Sergeant Paul,  ® Lheir only chance 13
to stick together,”  Then he dropped
Lhis voice to a tense whisper., ' Lonk,
there are some more mnen up there”

One, two, three, four black shimdows
lined the top of the [all now, amd cach
man cardicd a gun,  They  gafhered
togellior in a gronp lalking, one of
e poinliege downward,

Then one of themm began gogerly Lo
descomd Lhe I‘J-i'l.ElJ.

I e cormes neh eloser,” sadd e
sergeant of the Mownties as be Lilled
up s Winchester, “I'll have o drill
him fnll of lead. Can't have him Qud-
g fhe way ouf, boyvs P

e momenl [he man gol below 1lie
moonlit fop of the fall they could
scarecly follow his muovemnents.

“Hergrant,’ said Selwyn anxionely,

“ ¥es, hi}' ks

Anturday by th:- 1m|rr11 Lore, Lho .|'|.Tﬂil.|[{|.|llll|4.'| I":- L Lm
ﬁt'ivf.& Haouae, l"“.l-fl’lll'l-.li'-}ﬂ ‘H.rl:t!- Lanedomn,
[

[ A

per manum; 5z, for kix atond he,

lI:“uh:-.rc:E
Haln Amenla for Anstrabia and Xoew dealand i Messt,
don & Gotch, Lid., aod (or Soubb Africa: mutml Kows Agiiey, Lid.—sulurday, Avgisl 101k, 1935,

“We don't wanl a batile in the davk,
They eould get vs as casily as wo'd gel

them.  If we wait till daylight we'll be
able to atiack them from both sides
and scon end it

“ Sure,” said the sermeant. V" They'rn
wanted for claim jumping and triple
murder, and a lot more bestdes. Aml
wa want them alive, Tima wa lob 'em
know we'ro on the map.’

Pressing his gun buit hard against
his Ehﬂllidﬂr, ilie sergeant fGred at tho
moving shadow.

Helwyn heard the bollet chip the
rock.

Mountain Tion had only been wail-
ing for somchody to make a start.

Crack! DBraang! Crack! went his
Winchester, and the fizures up on tho
full dived for cover like scarcd rabbils
down a hole.

Selwyn sent a bullet aller the slink-
ing figure the scrpeant had  mussed.
‘Then Colin had a go, Finally all four
lired at onuce.

« "That's to make vo mistake,™ saiil
the sergeant, grinoing. “ Now  they
knuw the way onk by the falls is closely

suarded and their chence of escapo cut
off 1"

That wvellry must have sent John
Majoc and hi= gangsters tearing back to
the safer shelter of the amphitheates
belund the Great Chief's Head, for they
saw and heard o more of ‘r.*a-l.':lll,

A little while later, however, as they
sat in the moonlight watching the sky
for the first sign of brealdng day, Billy

the HBoeak, whom ihey fthought  was
dead, stirced and mowned fecbly,
“Enakes ' g.'m-fh:;ql the sergeant.

“Ile’s alive ¥

1le w hjpjrr-:l a flask od of his pmhrt
unserewerl fhe reelal cap amld, raising
ihe: nean up, sck ibe mouth of it te his
lipis,

I'.l'Jw roseal deank grecdily and e
neat, strong spirit browght him guick!s

rosmdd,  This staring oyes had  Life 3o
thean now  as  he  looked hard  ou
J,}n:'-L:EI

e ——

The I"Il.."t I:.1.-. Ay MMonse, Farrifn:ddon FI.LI'HT
for iransmisson by i....'-un-e’inn Maezigs



“Wheo
hoarsely,

" Nobody you know., I'm a Mountio
sepgeant [rom Tomaehawk, Name Paul
Threfall.™

Recognition shone in the crook’s eyes,

“1 know, vou're the officer who took
e, thnug’h 'd two puns levelled, and
put me 1 the *ean.'” He choked,

asped, and saggod  weartly. “I'm

yving, scrgeant, They gpot me, curse
era!  Jim Wilkie and e thought we
conld make it. Jim found the way out
by the falls yesterday.”

A vialent fit of coughing stopped the
crook saving anything more, and he fell
back, exhausted. ]

Bergeant Paul gave him seme maore
raw spirif, and he revived again. .

“"Toake i1t ocasy, Billy!™ he =aund.
“Those guys up there haven't got a
chance. They won't gain anything from
shooting you. DBut tell us how things
lic before you cash in, if you can. Why
were you and Jim trying to goet away
by tha fall?" E

Billy the Bneak, his head hanging
heavy on the sergeant's supporting arni,
locked at Paul Threfall some time before
ho answered. He was breathing very
rapidly now,

are  you?” ‘The whispered

“It's  been—somethin®  terrible—up
thar I he panted. “XNobody puollin’
together. Quarrelling—and—fighting.”

Then his voiee steadiod, and he went on
speaking almost normally.  *Majoe's
ot a lot of rve up thar., He sent the
wher roumd.  AMost of the time wo
worked for gold—we were drunk. And
we found it a-plenty.  Nuggets—dust—
boxes full, bag loads. Cradled by the
streant, ' When we'd got enough to make
us all vich for life we started to wateh
one anotlher like hungry waolves, Jim
Wilkie was guick to see how things
were shapin', and [ wuz his pal, sce?”
“Take 1t steady ! MHow were things

shaping ¥ .
Billy the Sneak was fast pasang outf,
aredl the sergeant gave hun  another

drink of liguor.

* PFor—murder,” went on the croak.
“"Yeostorday, after the work was done,
i spied on Majoe and Musty  and
overheard them plotting to mer aff tho
lat of wus and steal all the gohll, Ha
Jim angd e 'I;]mllghf. wod inake our
getaway, Then camne an exploston j

Billy the Bowak strarghtened] hamself
upp and glared round al s listener.

“We tried to get out by the slide hiole,
but couldnt,” ke said. " We koew the
Injuns were squattin' on the path, for
we heard them wheopin®  and aellin',
And we guessed the way oot was Ly

the fall, becawvse the two bovs Lol
escaped that way,  After Len Wall got
bumped off showing himself up on

them dynamited rocks, we stole all the
goldbagz we coulil oy ouwr lLiamds on
atl speakeld awav™

“And Majoe awd the rest of the gang
followed you and shot von upt”

“Cuess—that’s  the  ddea—sergeant.
I'm all in It was Majoe got me. 1
saw him devellin' the gun.  But—1 hope
—Jin—gol—away 1"

“Jim Wiltkie was shot dead on the
fall,” zaid the sorgeant.

The expressiom on Billy the Soneak's
face changed.  IDnsway and hatred were
cqually expressed by his Ivightening
srawl,

“They shot Jim? Ile was my pal
Jim was tough, but not a bad goyv. '
bad—sergeant—but a saint compared (o
Julm Majoe, e shot me. Hie deageged
me mto ths Get him—ged him—don’t
Iet i eseape ! He pnardercd Amvas
CGiore mml boasts about ot, e wonld
have murdered them twa FEaglish bovs
the same 1f they hadn't poi away so
simartly.  And—listen—it  was  Majoe
and Musty Wilmot who mwardered Isane
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Snugger back along the Tomahawk
road.?

- No!" said the sergeant, interrapting.

I say yes. Musty shot Snugper first,
Then Magﬂﬂ gave him a finishing ounce
of lead after the gang had dumped him
out on the prajrvie.”

I tell you, Billy, Majoe, and Austy
didn’t kill Snugger,” said the sergeant.
“Isaae 1s still alive 1™

A broad, spreading smile stretehed
the quivering lips of the dying man, and

s eyes lit up. Waal 1 liked
aal, 1KE

. You don’t say?
E.-mug?rer-—rum guf;-ubut. he chid his best
to help me when I was put in the “can.’
Say, I'm glad! But get Majoe and
Musty—get ‘em—don't let 'em escape !
They're the worst—couple of guys—I
—ever—hknew 1"

The man's voice died away in a light,
wistful sigh, and the sergeant laid him
gently d-:'m'ni and bowed his head.

“He wasn't all bad,” he muttered.
“But just think what Majoe and Must
must be like when a erook like this
ain’t got a good word to say for 'em !”
A few minutes Jater the sky began to
lighten in the Iast, The day was
breaking.

Selwrn had never seen such a mag-
nificent spectacle as it presented whon it
came. ‘I'he whole of the castern sky
appeared to be on fire. It seemed to
set the mountains in flame, and even the
dark shadowy depths of them were
tinged with blood red. Hed rvocks, red
water, red v-:gntatiﬂn, red eagles when
they flew, and red fignves standing on

duty along  the ridge at  regular
intervals—all flaming, fiery, bload-
drenched ved.

The spectacle  lasted for  several

minutes Before the red took on a lighter
shade and then changed 1o gold as the
sun swung up.  Abter that, all waz a
normal day.

Mﬂllﬁtﬂin Lion lot out a w]mm‘-, furel
at the call, Bioux came, covered the
body of Billy the Sneak with a blanket,
and then bore it away.

It was another day il time o call
Majoe and Musty and the other 1wo
survivors of the gpang of cight 1o account
for what they had dane.
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If the attackers took the lot of themn
alive two might get away with heavy
seniences, providing Sergeant Thiefall
and his men could get them safely back
to¢  Tomahawk for trial later at
Edmonton, But Majoe and Musty
world hang.

They ate from their store of seanty
rations and then began the climb,
Mountain Lion mnsisting on going in
front as he knew the war.

He had elimbed up but & little way
when suddenly he paused and pointed to
the fall. Looking that way, the sergeant
and his mien saw the body of the man
dimi Wilkie lying in the middle of the
sluggishly tumbling waters,

He had landed in a small hollow basin
in a sitbing position, his kneesz bent, liis
feet dangling over the cdge, just as if
he were in a chair. The water was
swirling round him, running over his
lap, and he lay back with head hanging
limply and his srms dangling. The
pack ou his back might have Leen a
cushion.

Having attracted attention, Mountain
Lion began to thrcad his way across the
fall, balancing himself with the skill of
an acrobat on treacherous peints, until,
at last, he reached the man.

Bracing himself in the water, he un-
strapped the pack on the man's hack.
It was so heavy that he had some diffi-
culty in shouldering it and strapping
it home, Dot at last he managed to do
this, motioning to his followers all the
time to keep back.

That done, he lifted the Jdead man,
and, turning him over the sude of the
basin, let the fall rush Lim down,  They
e eane slowly back, 1o leap upon the
safer trail and dwnp the pack down
thove,

“AMountain Lion not hke
dead man there,”™ he said.
conme soon.  vo good VY

Houatting, he undid the pack.

to leave
" Vultures

It

contamed atl serts of things from a tim
of tobaeco, & small case of medicines,
smne dried meat and hard biseuits, a
package of ammuumition, shaving tm-‘lﬂr,

e

change of thick socks, and =0 on,

, IF YOU

On Sale

WANT THIS

“COMET JUNIOR” Model Plane

See the Sensational Offer in

MODERN BOY

This Splendid Model Plane FLIES 75 YARDS, and will take off from a

smooth surface. CLIMBS 40 FEET. LENGTH, 9§ INCHES. WIKG-S5PAN,
13 INCHES. Colours ; Red, Blue and Silver,

2d.

To-Day !

e eyl




28

two Lig baps that formed the greater
part of ifs bulk were heavy with sifted
gold and small nuggets, worth a fortune.

“White man’s gold,” said the Bioux,

lancing up. “ Amyas Gore’s gold.

tolen ! What shall we do with it "

“Cache it right bhere beside the Eall™
answered Sergeant Threfall. “That'll
do, boys, won't if? The bags will be
too heavy to carry.” ‘ .

Selwyn agreed, and finding a suitable
place, they rolled away a rock, scooptd
the loose earth from under it, - plantid
the gold bags in the heole, and then
rolled the rock back into place.

Having done this, they started up the
steep trail again. ;

It was just as well the party had
Mountain Lien for a pguide, for,
although they were so close to the top,
they could not pick out the trail. The
Sioux Indian knew it, read it by the
weather stains upon tha rocks.

At last, with 4 joyful shout, Selwwyn
recogmsed the sort of landing nesr
which the fall forked right and left,
where they had previously taken the
wrong trail. ]

The: going was casier

They realised now that the ridge on
which they had seen the shadows last
night was not the top of the fall
Majoe and Musty had indeed found the
way ont. It was a good thing Bergeant
Threfall had insisted upon  their
making their way vound to the water-
fall last night, for if Majoo and Musty
had once got down the mountain with
their gold they might very easily have
turned it into ecash and got away with-
out boing caught. i

The abtacking party quickened their

ace, gained the top of the fnll, and,
ﬁeepitlg in close to the roeky wall
which shut i the amphithealre, began
to work their way along it.

A jutting point of the ¢liff stuck -out.
Mountain iiﬂn, signing to them to keep
back, pulled off his cagle’s crested
headdress and Dbegan to poke 1t ouf
cantipusly bevord the edge of the
BCIEeT.

Belwrn moved impatiently forward,
but the sergean: of the DMounties
pulled him back

“Take it easy, kid!" he said warn-
ingly. *The Sioux knows.”

raang, braang!

Tweo shots rang oul m quick succes-
ston, and an eagle’s feather was
clipped clean out of the band.

“That's- clear proof. that they were
expecting us.'’ said the sergeant of the
Mounties. *“They're. waiting !
o Selwyn wrenched his arm away and
ran to where the Sioux was standing
flatiened against the rock.
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Mountain Lien  had  pulled  the
feathered head-dress back, and was
grim l!jf examining the gap in the row of

cagle’'s feathers

Belwyn dropped down full length and
began to <¢rawl on hands and knecs,
dragging his Winchester after him, to
the end of the cliff,

“Hold those feathers wp
Mountain Lion,” he said.

The Sioux lecked down at the voung
Britisher with a broad, spreading
fFrin.

“Ugh!"” he grunted, and began. to
push the feathers slowly into view once
nore,

T'he old trick had worked once; it
would work again. Majoe and his
killers, waiting in a fever of terror out
in Amyas Qore's claim, wera not to
kinow whether ithere was s head n the
plumes or not, and they darc not take a
chance.

Bragng, braang!

Again the foathers were elipped and
broken by the fiying bullets.

Under cover of the ruse,

agaln,

Belwyn

wriggled into view amd brought his
Wiochester firmly up  against his
shoulder. 3

He could see four men ‘standing

scattererl amofiz- the rocks a short ‘dis
tance away from where the: slide-hiele
had been. :

The -dynamite explosion had blown
away tho ‘whele face of the rock and
completely ‘altéred the appearance of
the place.

As  the Sionx had reported, the
fallen rock had piled itself in such a
way as to lea¥e a narrow, shift@g path-
way leading ap to the tep. - .

-Elsewhere, boulders and miusses of
rock of all sizes, blown from the moun-
tain, layv seaticred about, -and Majoe
and his three companions were grouped

lllil'lllﬂﬁ these. There they were,- show-
ing themselves from the waist up, fine
targcts.

To the right the amphitheatre swépt
away fto the roeks that elosed af

in on the other side, and through the .

place the river came purling, but only
half the width and depth it had been
when Belwyn dived into it and found
the bhig m .

;-.‘I.I:a,jgu t\tg&ie sighting his gun at the
featheis, while two of the men’ held
smoking rifles,

Selwyn fired at one of the men and

saw him drop down behind the shelters

inﬁ boulder 10 a nanie.

'he Bioux looked ont

dropping shot at Majoe.
HSelwyn saw & puff of grit, as the

and took a

bullet chipped the rock. in front of the

ltn]a,lc?:-bEarﬁrd villain.

Bght with Deake.

showed up.

YDurn it!" said the sergeant of the
Mounties, leaping into view. “X he
can have & pot, so can 1"

His rifle e¢r d, but there was no
target for him to aim at, all the four
crooks having dodged under cover.

“Tirme we brought your Injuns and
my boys to close grips with the enemy,
Sioux!” shouted ergeant Threfall.

“Bo let out that war-whoop of yours
and bring Red DBull and the whole
tribe storming up the rocks, Then

we'll smoke the durn shakes out!™

Belwyn thrilled as Mountain Lion's
strident notes sent a shiver down his
spine. Three times the Bioux let out the
ery then he bent forward, listening for
an answer,

Tt came in a chorus from bevond the
rim of rocks.

AMountain Lion fired a shot in the air
anid was answered by a volley from
the other side.

The sounds were terrifying in thatk
lonely place, and must have rung: like
a knell of doom in the ears of the
skulking erooks,

Then o bugle call rang out.

“That's our Bam," said Sergeant
Threfall, with & grin. " Wants me to
knaw the Mounties are rollin’ up, too.
Now, the point iz, will Majoe and his
gatiz show fight, or will they chuck in
the towel §” )

“I know what I would do in their
case,” said-Selwyn. grimly.

“Throw np the sponge, ch?"

“Na! Fight it out !

“Yeali! But’ themr you're British.
Kin of Amyas Gore's, and I've had
Arayas sit in my office and tell me thai
hiz ancestors used to sail the seas and
Bhuok John Majoc's
tvpe never fight if they can shoot »
giy in-the back!®
- Bélwyn, not ‘thinking, stepped out
into the open ta look.

A rifle banged. and & bullet sang by
his ear. and chi?‘Y&d_ thé rock behind
higi, But he did not budge, as the
sight “was too wonderful to miss,

Bionx. Indians, In = war-paint and
foathers, came tumbling over the edgo
of  the eliff. Redcoated Mounties
HSerambling. and leaping,
with rifles at the trail, they erowded tn

‘the parrew way down, and began io

push one angther alopg it,
“Fools!”  shouted the _ sergeant,
striding inte the open, too, and shout-

ing: “Hey, you fellows, open out!
Take wvour time! Wanna stop a
butllet ¥

{De sure amd read next wéek's chapters
of -thiz thrill-packed adventure yorua,
ehuns.. You'll enjoy every linel)
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By BOB CHERRY

Bunter went fishing last weelt. There was a rumour
a holiday party

about that Mauly intonded runﬂi.n]g
at his place for experienced ere only.

B
cheery old Porpoise thought it wc-u%d be & good wheoze

to become an experienced angler right away.

He get about it in a thoroughly businesslike way.

First, he ran an intensive borrowing campai
menaged to rustle up the bast part of a pound.
hﬂhwﬁntu down to the boathouss and booked
a bont.

Afier borrowing fishing taokle from Mauly,
he made out a list of roefreshments re.

wired for the afterncon and went elong to
the tuckshop fo get them. Listening te his
order, you'd have thought he was laying in
for a siege.

“ If you take all that lot aboard with you
on & little rowing.boat, it'll aink the boat! ™
I chuckled. To which kindly counsel, all
the gratitude I got was " Boast|™

Tt waa quite a aight to sce Bunter set eout
from the boat house that afterncon, Tuok was
piled high fore and aft. There waa hardly
room for the Owl, but he managed to aquecze
in somehow, and pushed off, to a parting
cheer from the arowd.

Only when Bunter waa out in midstream,

ulling painfully towards Popper's Island,
Eh‘l JIIE ocour tg me that something was
misging.

“ Hi, Fatty 1" T yelled. “ You've for-
cotten something !’

Bunter sto rowing and called back
anxiously :

“ What is it 1"

" ¥Your fishing-tackle, of course, fat-
head ! I roared. ** You haven’t even got
a rod and litie with you I ™
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Then — - —

“Well, my hat!” pgasped Bunter. “I| Jollyand M w, “Yes, Meorry, I'm going)boye. I willtrot in and inspect
bnm“f:a.;i auly's, too—must have [eft|and Bﬁqht. nfatﬁ A MIS SIO:L'J away,’ he -rapll:-iFe-d. " ButgnuE m;: gweeb of roomas. Hutaspﬂha
it behind in the study 1™ 8t. Bam’a Fourth, likeé you boye, on plezzure. | grate respect with which the

“ What are you going to do, chump?
Going back for w1’

Bunter loocked at the bank. Then he
looked at the tuek, Amnd then he smiled.

“No, I don’t think I'll bother,"” he said.
“ After all, I remembered the tuck, Thanks
all the aame, Cherry, but it's hardly worth
while. Ta, tal"
And he bent to his cars with the happiest

ing on hie fat froe.

nd that, dear readers, is how Bunter
went fehing |
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DICK RAKE Says—

COKER DESPISES
BANK HOLIDAYS

When the Editor sent me out to Fet Coler's
opinicn on How Schoolboys SBhould Spend a
Bank Hobhday, I hed to chase round the
school for nearly an hour before I found him.
I ran him to earth eventually in the last
place I'd expected to find him, He waa
etanding 1n the doorway of the woodshed,
gazing into the interior as though it had an
en sing interest for him. He nearly
jumped out of his ekin when I gave him & dig
in the ribs.

“You checsky fag!"™ he gasped. “Eh?
They want my views on How Behoolboys
Bhould Spend a Bank Holiday T Youcouldn’t
have come to a better man for an opinion
on that subject. 1 hold pretty decided
views on how you kids should spend your
Bank Holidays, I can tell you!™"

“ What I'm in favour of for kids on Bank
Holidays is giving 'em work to do that'l]l last
"emn all dey—digging up a big plot of ground,
for instance, or trimming & long hedge.

“ That's my idea of how schoolboys should
gpend & Bank Holiday 1 Astoany mx%eat-iﬂn
of their doing the usual kind of Bank Holiday
stuff—larking about in beach pleasure parks
and foir grounds, and so on—I'd squash it
from the start 1 Houp-la and feats of strength
are no good for kids, take it from me. In
fact, I don't ai)prmre of the average Bank
Hrm?]iday at all—I despise it completely,

[ PR

Ju};'b at that moment there was a terrifie
cracgh from within the woodshed. 1 looked in.
A most remarkable sight met my gaze,

The interior of the woodshed had been
turned into a regular miniature fun-fair.
Thers was & houp-la board and one of those
spring gadgots on which you test your strength
with 8 man-sized sledgehammer |

“ What the thump—7"" I gasped.

There was another e¢rash. Coker's pal
Potter was wielding a sledgehammer. While
he wielded away, Greens was tossing rings
at the houp-la board. Neither of them
noticed me,

“Pm goiog strong, Coker, old man!”
Greens said, ' At this rato, I shall clean up
all the presents on the houp-la boards on
Bank Holiday ! "

“ Bame with me!" panted Potter. " I'm
going to ring the bell every time when we
get to that fair ground 1

Coker frowned. 1 grinned,

“ Of course, Coker, your ideas about Bank
Holidaya only a.pp? to juniors—not to old
fogeyas like yourself 1" I inguired sweetly.

oker made a threatening move. 1
decided it was time to move myself,

I'd learned quite enough about Coker’s
view on Bank Holidaya and I'd aeen for myself
how much he despised them !

Fellows who are wondering how Hoskins got
on at the Pianists’ Conference will be glad to
learn that be had a “ thumping *' good time,

carne galloping on
to the platform of

Muggleton Station.
The skool had juat B_}’
broken up for the
summer hollerdays, and Jack

Jolly & Co. were on their way
to the popular seaside resort,
Pargata.

As they bust through the
barrier, the ‘s wissle
shrilled and the grate eggspress
started moving off,

“ Buck up, follows ¥
eried Jock Jolly. “'We can
' Jump into the

fust cateh it ]
ast karriage t ™

1, I, kap'nl™ pgrinned
Merry and Et'iggt-.

In a pplit second they had
opened the door; in helf a tick
thay had dumped their bags on
thae karriage fHoor; and m &
meer moment they were safe
and sound aboard the train!

“Hurrah for tha holler.
daval™ panted Merry, hia
enthowsissm undimmed ag they
plunged into the.inky blackness
of Muggleton Tunnel, " What
a treat i1t will be to pet away
from the sound of the Head's
voiop | "

“"Ha, ha! Yes, rather! ™

“ That ja, if you can call i
a voicel" ohuckled Bnghb,
frorn out of the darkness. ™It
always sounds more like &
rusty file to mel ™

“Ha, ha, hal’

“Here's the end of the
tunnet 1 selaimed Bright,
just then. * Now we can put
our luggage up on the rack.”

The Co. yanked up their
suitcasea to place them on the
rack. As they did so, however,
they got a rather seveer shock.

Sitting in tha commer seat
wos the very jentleman they
had just been talking about—
Dr. Alired Birchemall, the
revered and majestick head.
master of St. Som's |

When Removites complained of
chocolate  disappearing, they
vigited ¢ Billy Hunter’s study.
Bunter was found with a stock
of it—the result of a big raid |
The Removites, looking anﬂhm%
but ** sweet,’ rammed most o
the chocolate down Bunter's
back—whereat the Owl felt
U hot and sticky ™ ]

the
the fags®

Dicky Nugent thought be bed hit
on & great idea whon he gave &
swarm of fags * joy rides ' on
a larm fractor w
Brown bad left in a fleld. When

) &Y.
= A

fiel

hich Farmeér bammer a horse

Passiog the old smilhy
Johony Bull asked
blacksmith if he could help

OF MISTERY!

DICKY NUGENT

" The—the Head!” stam.
mered Jagk Joly.
The Henad nodded grimly.
* Yea, it'a ma,"” he said, with
his usual iaultless grammar.
“ YWhat's more, I herd what
ou said! "Vhy, for two pinsg,
‘d—wooooo:p.! ¥Yarcocoooo ! ™

Merry, im kis nervussnese,

had suddemy let go of his
suitease, whoh he had been
balancing inst  the rack

above the 1lead. The result
was that tha cose orashed
downwarde, giving the Head
a cosh on ‘wms ersmium  that
g;aw howls of aggerny from
im.

“Wooooo#r1!  Yaroooooo!

Ow-wow-ow | ™'

“ Sorry, sir!!?  mermered
Meorry.

“tEBorry' be  blowed!™
hooted the Head. " Take &

thoueand lines ! Take a whop-
ping ! Take—"

“ Half-a-minmt, mir ! " inter-
rupted Jack Jolly, with a
twinkle in ks eye. * Haven't
vou forgotten that we're on
bollerday 7'

‘* Besides, air,"’ grinned Bright
“what we imd was only a

joak 1
Birckumall thawed o

Dr.
little.

U Hem - VWeall, T guppose 1
can hardly jmsose punishments
a8 we are 3w on hollerday.
You can cdl it off, after all,
Merzy.”

“ Thenks, swlally, sir!”
gxi:mad Merry. Then, with the
idea of cham;ing the subjeet,
he edded:¢ GCoing away,

gir t ™

A pekulias ook seemed to
come inte she Head's dial at
that guestism,
lbmﬂﬂfl

Ha noddsd

Ag o matter of fakt, I am
bound for a secret destination
—on & mission of mistery.
I ghall vannigh as if the esrth
had opened and swallowed me
up—and reappear later, I
hoap, in & blaze of glory and
newgpaper publissity 1™

“Oh, ¢rams! "

The Head's misterious re.
marks left Jack Jolly & Co.
wonderi whether he wae
quite all right in the top etory.

At  Lattleburrow Junpotios,
the Head and the Co. got out
and said good-bye, fully epg-
specting that they would see
no more of each other.

Five minnits later, on ancther
platform, they all got into the
train for Pargate.

When they arrived at Pargate |

they said good-bye once more,
konvineed that this was the
fina! parting,

But it wasn't! When they
g:;-t into two soparit taxia and

ove away, it was only to
make the singular discovery
that both parties were making
for the Seaview Hotel !

The Head's face was a study
as he bumped into Jack Jolly
& Co. outside the hotel,

“ Bless my sole1* he eggs-
claimed. ' Can it be poasibul
that you boys are staymmg at
the Seaview, teo F 12

“We booked up hers, weeks
ago, sir 1 * grinned Jack Jolly.
* Mite I ask if this is your secret
desfination—ihe place where
yvou're going to carry out your

mission of mistery T "
Dr. Birchem grinned &
glitely sheepish grin.

“To tell wou the truth,
Jolly, it s, he konfeassad,
“And now that wyou know,
I hoap you'll all mum
about 1™

“Ha, hal We will, sirl"

“ Thanka ! " said the Head,
looking quite releeved. * That
settlee that, thenl! And now,

hotel staff treat me—it will

open iour eyes ! ™
Jack Jolly & Co. dewtifully

followed the Head up the
hotel steps, quite prepared to
see ths ntﬁj‘lf boughing and

seraping on all hands at the
Head's approach.

Eut the reeeption Dr. Birch-

emall got waos ite differsnt
from the one he imagined.
First o dpu-gc--bﬂ nocked into
him and sent him spinning ;

then a winder-cleaner threw
a pailful of water over the
Head's napper |
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By the time Dr. Birchemall
reached the interior of the
hotel, he felt more like =
drowned rat thean a famus
skoolmaster starting out on a
mission of mistery!

As for Jack Jolly & .Co,
they saw the commical side
of it, and larfod till their
gidea farely ached. If the
start was anﬂhingl te go on,
it looked as if a hollerday with
the Head was going to have its
redesming feetchers !

{Whot te the Head's * mission
of tmistery,” chums # For the
anewer, recd next week’s * grafe '
yart, ‘' The Sootheayer’s Secret.”)

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

| | Barbara Redfern, they both aai

FRANK NUGENT Tells Of-
CRICKET MATCH
WON BY UMPIRES

Lote of cricket suriosities have been mentionsd in the
* Herald ™ in the t, but none more curious than
the last match of term, played on Little Side last
week. For, believe it or not, lads, this gamo was
won by umpires instead of players.

In case you find that too much to swallow all at
once, I hasten to edd that it was rather an unusual
match, anyway, being one between the Croyfriars
JE'Iuninr XI and Marjorie Hazeldens's XI from Cliff

nuse,

It's pot often we play & girls" team. We take our
crivket rather seriougly in the Remove, and playing
qiq.iust irls savoura too much of & “rag" for our
liking. But the holiday spirit was in the air, and when
we received a challenge from Marjorie & Co., we
accepted it

1t was sgreed beforehand that we'd let the girls
off as lightly as our dignity would permit.

Naturally, it didn’t cccur to any of us for an instant
that there was any question about our winning the

BTG
¢ But we had reckoned without trhg umpiresa {”

As a compliment to our fair opponents we had
arranged for two recogniged ladies' men to act as
ires. One was Lord Mauleversr and the other
the Hon. Arthur Augustus D'Arey, of St. Jim's,
whose guromer vac. started s little sarlier than ours.
We little dresimod, in handing over the conduet of
the game to thess two gallants, that their gallantry
would lead them to win the game for the girls. Bub

| that was just what happened.

When Inky wrecked Clara Trevlyn's wicket with a
ball bowled at not more than half his usual speed,
and the ory went up, “"How's that 1’ Arthur
ﬂugurlw& calmly gave the verdict, * Not out, deah

- .

‘'hen Tom Brown eaught a “ slded ™ ball at square
leg, Mauly, with sgqual ealmness, drawled * Not out 1™

When Bulstrode, wicket-keeping, Emﬂ-rtl%r stumped

“ Notout ™ tugatﬁar.-_

As & result of these tacties, the girle scored the
rogpectable total of 124 rune before the umpires
decided to consider their innings at an end.

Even 80, we should have bean able to knock vp more
than that against a team of girls. Put when we set
out to do it, we soon found that the umpires had made
up their minds that we jolly well weren't going to do
it!| Ewvery appeal from the girls drew a prompt
response of “ Qut, dear lady 1™ or * Qut, deah gal 1™
Bowlinga that weren't bowlings, stumpings that
weren't stumpi gﬁ, and catches that nobody saw—
they all counted where this prize pair of chuckle.
headed umpires were concerned !

In the end we were all out for 78 and the girls won
tha dayl

If it hadn't been for the faot that the celebration
tea afterwards turned out to be a particularly happy
affair, we might have had something to say to Gussy
and Mauly, But, as I've already said, the holiday
gpirit was in the air. By the time tea waa over, wa
had all seon the funny side of it, and were able to
put up with the girls' chaff with the utmost cheerful-
ness.

Btill=wif the same motch is played next vear, we
shall think twice befors appointing a couple of lady-
killera as umpires !
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the ng a8 &

shoe.

in Couri= Peter Todd is rerxh]_iree]n on walk-
is long,
iags enabling him to travel fastar
Johnmy than most fellows! He did &
wielded the hammer in muscular mile in 7 mins. 11 secs. at the

Johnny  Bull’s

Ly

on the x

[t o8 ‘
el A i:l “/ I .
L8 latest ];npi]:laiul
acquisition was & xylophone,
which he picked up gecond-hand,
The unearthly din he produced
ﬂhfh“““’ however, was
tco much for his stody-mates,

'II:"'""'__,-; :

hig nephew, Harry, by
& ‘flying wisit ** fo

monoplane. The

farmer’s men camsé up, styls, the anvil resounding fo~ Courifield Sporls ! Wharion and entertained royally in Study
unexpectedly, with pitch-for . hg?ﬁnwz | His muscles are not Smithy were close behind—but who demanded he should go back Ne. 1—his enly regret being that
4% joy-ride ** turned due to **good Imck? as to Toddy **walked off ¥ with the to his cormet | Having broken time would noi allow him to taie
rapidly into ** fligh{” |- hiealtby exorcise | fgst price] A “hot wace?” } ball a l}ﬂﬁn :rlnplﬂ:iim sticks, the Famous HF;;.E' for a *joy

; . Johnny agres

Colonel Wharion once gurpriged

in a8 thres-geater de luxe cabin
colonel was

IDEAL

Skinner says the game of penny nap is
ideal.

"I deal and you pay!" from what we've
asen of it |

The Camera Cannot Lie

But Potfer's camera couldn’t * stand uti".
to the strain of taking Coker’s photo the
other doy, anyway !

paying
1Ar5

The Courtfield Council are secking advice
on how to plant weeping willow trees on the
banks of the Sark. i

We suggest they should plant them in
 tiers '



