


BUNTER IN FUNDS !

By a wonderful stroke or good fortune, Billy Bunter comes Into possession

of FIFTY POUNDS—which provides entertainment, and incidentally a big surprise, for HARRY
WHARTON & CO., of GREYFRIARS.
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o Whﬁt’: thﬂt? e asked Hﬁﬁ Cherry. Kipps grmned as he held up a Post Office Savings Account
Book, with the name of W. G. Bunter written on it.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Good Advice Not Wanted !

UNTER, old boan!™
Harry Wharton, captain of
the Greyfriars Hemove, spoke
in quite a friendly tone.

He was standing in the doorway of
Study No. 1 when Billy Bunter came
rolling down the passage.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big spectacles, and grinned.

“Can’t stop I he answered.

“Hold on a minute !

“Can't1” said Bunter.

And, like the deep and dark blue
ocean in the poem, he rolled on.

Harry Wharton stepped out of the
study doorway, grabbed him by the
collar ms he passed, and twirled liim
inta the study.

Billy Bunter spun round like a very
fat, humming-top, stumbled, and sat
down on the carpet mth a bump.

“Ow ! he gaspﬂd Beast !’

The captain of the Remove followed
bim into the study end shut the door.
Then he stood looking down at Bunter,
who sat gasping for breath, and blink-
g up at him with an in[uriated blink.

“Now, vou fat ass——"" began Harry.

“Beast I’ gasped Bunter. * Wharrer
you want? T'm nei geing to lend you
anything out of my fifty poundst! You
can't expect it1 Only last week you
miilwd fo cash a postal order for me,
andg=——-

“Deo yvou want me to boot you acress

the study ¥ roared Wharion.

“th Nol You keep off, you
heast 1"

Billy Bunter scrambled np, and
backed warily round the study table.

He blinked at the ecaplain of the
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Remove across that arviicle of furniture,
LL"L"LIH]E out of readh of a hoot.

Now, look heve,” said Havry, “I've
ot ta :me:.xl: to ybu, Bunter! As von
1aven’t the sense of a bunny raihit =

“You cheeky beast!™

“Listen to me, fathead! You got the
reward offcred for spetting a smaszh-
and-graby man the other day. No
fellow here is allowed to have fifty
pounds 1 lis pockets, and the Head
only allowed you to veeeive ir, on con-
dition that you put it straight into the
Post Office Bank., Otherwize it would
have bheen placed in your father’s hands,
Quelch went with you to t]u& post office
and zaw it done. Now——

“Look here, Skinner's waiting for me
downstairs—"

“Let him wait ! Now, from what I've
heard, 1.{J-I|1.{: gat o withdrawal form,
and you've going along this afternoon to
thn-,w aut the whole lot ™ said Harry.

“Can’t I do as T jolly well like with
my  ovwn money ™ demanded Bunter
hotlv. “You niind your own bhizney—
see £

Do have a little senze, Bunter ! Take
aut a pound or two at a time, as the
FHead zupposed you would de! If he
know veun wera taking it all out n a
lump, he would make youn hand it over
to be taken cave of.”

“Are you going to sneak ™ fnecred
Bunter.
dl—.[arr:,-' Whavton Dbreathed hard and
eep,

'*':-.]i:'m:e Billy Bunfer, by a2 wonderful
sirake of gnud fortune, had become pos-
sesged of the stupendons sum of fifiy
]pumuh, it was not easy to deal with
1§,

It might liave got inio any fellow’s
head a little. It had got into Billy
Bunter’s fat head a lot!

Quite a number of fellows had dis-
coverad hitherto vnsuspected altractions
m the fat Owl of the Remove. Hea had
made guite a number of fuends, And
friends of that kind were the fellows to
advise him to make the fur flvy with that
windfall.

Not that Bunter needed much nrging,
He only wanted to get the cash into bia
fat hands to make 1t fly right and left.

It had been quite a blow to Buntor
when Iie found that he was only allowed
to veceive that sum on condition ihat it
was placed safely in the bank,

But there were ways of geiting round
that.

Neither his headmaster nor his Forms-
masier ‘had supposed that the far Owl
of the Remove would think of withdraw-
mg' tho whole sum in a lump from ihe
zavings bank at the earliest crpi:mrtumt};

That, however, was what Billy Buntor
did think of, and what he was geing
io do. He had sent for a withdrawal
form for that purpose,

Across the study table, he blinked

deltance at the eaptain of the Remove.

“You jolly well mind wour own
bizney ! he snorted. “’'Tain’t your
money, 1= 167 And if vou thmk you're
going to borrow any of it, you're jolly
well mistaken—sea 7

“Yau blithering,
roared YWharton.

He had determined to keep his fomper

bloated hloater 1™

witit the fat Owl—if _hn v;aulr:i. But ha
calne very near to losing it.
“Yah'" retorted Bunter. ‘”‘ltm oan

call a fellow names, but rou're jolly
well not getting umt]ung out of me,
can tell you !

“Will you listen to me, vou bloated
Llitherer? Can't you understand I'm
trving to advise yeu for your own
good ¥ asked Harry patiently.
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“Keep vour adviee till T ask for it !
retorted Bunter independently. ™ Think
I don’t know how to look after my own
money? I'm not letting you have any
of it, and ehanee it !

“Don't be such an ass, Bunter ! Fifty
pounds iz an awful lot of money—="*

“I dare sav it is—to wvou!™ said
Bunter loftily. ™ It's not so much fo me,
vou know. Your people ain't rich like
mina ! Look here, Skinner and Snoop
and Fishy are waiting for me——""

“Have a little sense, Bunter! Take
out five pounds, or even ten, but don’t
be such an ass as to blow the whole
lot!” wurged Wharton. “¥ouw'll fecl
pretty blue when it's all gone.”

It was not easy fo keep patient. But
Harry Wharton spoke quietly and
earnestly. He really was concerned for
the fat and fatuous Owl. With fellows
like Bkinner and Snoop and Fisher T,
Fish to help him get rid of his wind-
fall, it was not likelvy to last Bunter
long; and there was not a zhadow of
doubt that Bunter would feel exceed-
mgly “ blue * when his riches had taken
unto themselves wings and fown away.

But William George Bunier had no
use for good advice. Ile was quife
eatizfed with his own sagacity.

“¥You can jaw till vou're black in the
face ! he remarked cheeviully. * But if
you fancy I'm going fo lend you any-
thing out of my fifly pounds, you ean
puess again ! 11)::.-, fie, he 1

“You fat idiot 1"

“You can't pull my lez!” jeered
Bunter., “You're jollv friendly now,
ain't you? Quite pally ! Only last weelk
vou refused to cash & postal order for
me, just because I hadn’t got one ! Now
you're fearfully pally, because I've got
fitty pounds! He, he, he! Don't 1
know what you're after! And I ean
jolly well say—= Yarooooun! Keep oif,
vou beast |

Harry Wharton's patience failed him
at that point—which was not, perhaps,
surprising. He ecame round one side of
the study  table, and Billy Bunler
dodged promptly round the other and
flew for the door.

He recached it, and grabbed it open
as Wharton reached him. A boot Iﬂryhed
on the lLightest trousers at Greyiriars,
and Billy Bunter flew into the Remove
passage. Fle roared as he flew.

“Hallg, hallo, halle ! Bob Cherry, in
the passage, stared at Bunter's sudden
exit from Wharton's study. “ What's
the row "

“Ow! Wow!” spluttered Bunter.
“That beast Wharton's kicked me, just
hecause I won't lend him anything out
of my ffty pounds—-"

“What * yelled Bob.

“1 say, old chap, vou go into the study
and punch him, and I'll lend you ten
bob ocut of my fifty pound:!” gasped
Bunter.

“QOh, my hat.! T'll gunﬂh vou instead,
old fat man '™ grinned Bob Cherry.

And he did, aad Billy Bunter, with
another roar, flew for the stairs.

The fat Owl disappeared down the
staircase, and Bob looked in at Study
No. 1, and grinned at Harry Wharton's
frowning face.

“*Tain't zale to speak to Bunter theze
days!” he remarked. “The fat ass
thinks that everybody at CGreyfriars is
after his fifty guids! Coming down to
the cricket ¥

Harry Wharlon nodded, and came,
snd Billy Bunter and his windfnll were
dismissed from his mind. The captain
of the Remove had dowe lis best and
failed, and the fat Ouwl hiad to Lo Ieft
ke his own devices.
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THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Nothing Dolng !
BAY, vou fellows!” gasped Billy

&b

I Bunter,

“Ch, kere you are, old man "
said Bkinner. )

“Waiting for you !” said Snoop.

I guess we don't mind waiting
Bunter I remarked isher T. Fish.

Three Bemovites were watting at the
gateway—not very patiently. But they
turned friendly smiles on the fat junior
as -he eame rather breathlessly down to
the gates and joined them. The three
were going to walk down to Courtfield
with the Owl of the Remove, see him
draw fifty pounds from the post oflice,
and see that he pot back safo to the
school with that large sum in cash.

Which was very kind and friendly of
Bkinner & Co. .

They were not, as & rule, conspicuous
for kindliness and friendliness. Bug
Billy Bunter's windfall had made a los
of difference.

“COomo on, old chap ! said Skinner.
“It's a bit of a walk to Courtfield, you
know—the sooner we start the better.”

“That beast Wharton stopped me
coming out "' gasped Bunter., 1 say,
I'm rather out of breath, It's rather
hot walking. too. What about a tax: ¥

Skinner & To. exchanged dubious
glanees. A taxi from the other cnd
wonld have appealed to them—after
Billy Bunter had called at the post
office ! Irom the Greyfriars end, it had
no such appeal, as Bunter was, as yet,

for

T o1 N (Y N (N - R 21 A (M (L N 1 A - (5l

Billy Bunter has always fancied

himself as a sportsman, but

shortage of cash has prevented

him from spreading himself in

that line., With fifty pounds in

his possession he makes the fur
Hy with a vengeance !

T O [ - O L

in his usual state of stony impecunt-
asiiy.,

“Lovely afternoon for a walk 1" said
Skinner.

“Ripping 1" said Bnoop heartily.
“Lnt’fl'::vaﬁ: it. old chap ™

“I'll say I'd jest enjoy a leetle
pasear in your company, Bunter, old-
timer,"” remarked Fisher T. Fish,

Billy Bunter blinked at the three
through his big spectacles,

Onece at the post office at Courtfield he
would be rolling in money. Bkinner &
Co. were going to share 1n the gargan-
tean feed that Bunter was going to
stand at the CourtBeld bunshop., All
threa of them were on the make—as
Bunter, ohtuse ass as he was, knew por-
fectly well. And the fat Owl =aw wno
reason whatever why they should not
stand him a lift to the town.

“Gosling will let you use the phone
in his lodge,” sald Bunter ealmily. “1'm
not going to walk, I know that.”

Again the three exchanged glances,
They hesitated. Standing Bunter a taxi
to Courtfield was, so to speak, & sprat
to cateh & whale; but none of the three
was keen on parting with the sprat.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyifriars, came in at the gafes
He glanced at the group of juniors, and
grinned. Smithy, the millionaire's son,
was not in the least impressed by
Bunter's windfall: but he wes sardonic-
ally amused by the new attitude of

f"‘I!IFWE like Skinner towards the fat
Ol
“1 savy, Smithy," sgueaked Dunter,

“lend me a taxi-fare, will you? Tl
seitle out of my postal order—I mean,
aut of my ffty pounds.™

“You fat duffer,” said the Bounder.
“I've heard that vou're goiug to pull
out the whole chunk to-day. ‘Take my
tip, old fat man, and leave some thero
for another time.™

“I've had that frem Wharton!"”

3‘&5};}2& Bunter. don't want any
advice from you, Vernon-Bmith, I
want o taxi-fare.”
“Bettar borrow

it of your nals
fthen "' said the Bounder, with a 5{: P
of the shoulders, and he walked on nto
the quad.

“Beast I"" snorted DBunter,

He gave his “pals" a disdainful

blink through his big spectacles, and
rolled out of the gateway. As they
followed, he blinked round at them,

still mora disdainfully.

“"You fellows can shecr off,” he zaid.
“1f you can’t stand a faxi, I'm going
te pick up the motor-bus, and 1 dou't
want vou.™

“Hold on!” gasped Ticher T. Tizh.

Fisher 1. Fish, the business-man of
the Bemove, had a long hist of arlicles
which he hoped to sell to Bunler for
five or six tunes their value,

“T puess it's O, DBunter! I-=TI'll
phone !

I owaik, fhen ™
dignitvy.

He leaned on the gate-post to wait

Fisher 1. Fish cut inte the porier’s
lodge to borrow Gosling’s  telephoue,
and ring up a taxi from Courtfield.

He came back to the group with a
troubled and serious face. That tax:
was poing to “set him back " at least
five shillings, which was a dollar aud
a quarter 1n what Fisher T, Fish called
real money. In the circumstances, it
was up to Bkinner and Bnoeop to stand
in—but he doubted very much whether
they would! It was worth a dollar and
a quarter to keep on the right side of
a pesky bonehead with fifty pounds fo
blaw; but it gave Fishy & deep pain,
all the same,

They walted.

The taxi came buzzing along from
Courtficld at last, and they packed inteo
it, and drove off,

Billy DBunter condescended to smile
again—Skinner and Bnoop were feeling
very satished—only Fisher 1. Dish
locked as i ho was going to the
dentbist’s.

In Courtfield High Street, they paszed
the bunshop, and DBunter called to the
driver to halt.

The taxi stopped.

“(Get down here,” =zaid Bunider.

“It's farther on to the post oflice,”
enid Bkinner.

“We can weallk the other hit,” said
Bunter cheerfully. “Don’t be such &
slacker, 8kinner, old chapi*

Bunter rolled out of the taxi.

Skinner and Snoop and Fisher T
Fish followed.

Fishy tried to eatch Skinner's eve.
and Bucop’z eve, as he prepared to pay
off the driver., But he failed! Toex
moved off with Bunter, carefully ignor-
ing TFishy and his state of mental
distress. Fisher T. Fish almost groanicd
aloud as he paid: but he did pay, and
the taxi whizzed back to the statien
rank.

Why Bunter had decided to walk the
last bit, Skinner & Co. guessed only too
eastly ! A little light refreshiment en
route appealed to Bunier! e say
down at one of the small tables under
the big tree in front of the bunshop.

“1 say, come oul"” wrged Slinney
uneasily.

“Lots of time,” answered the fat Ow!

Tue MaGxer LiBrAny.—No.l,532,
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cheerfully.  *Let’s nave a ginger-pop
o ga on wWith, what? And a cake or
two '

“Let's go to the post oflice fest !
urged Stoop.

Billy DBunier inrned a deaf ear to
ihat suggestion. He was going to staid
a tremendons spread when he hed
visitedd the post ofliee.  He saw no
reason why he shounld vot hove o @nack
io gpo on with, And, as the waiter
came up, he calimly ovdered ginger-
beer and cakes,

Billy Bunter eonjoyed that ginger-
beer and thoso cakes. Ihis friends did
not look as if they were enjoying thom-
selves hupgely,

“Tive bob ! lie remarked carclessly,
when the wailer handed over the hall
“¥ou pay the man, Skinner, will you?®

Skinner {ried to catch Bnoop’s ecye—
but had no more lock than Fisher °T.
Fish in the eyve-catehing line. o paid,
with deep feclings.

Then the happy party walked on to
the post aflice. Aveived ac tlal huild-
g, DBunter's friends took comfort
They walked in with Lim. and stopped
at the counter—and Bunier ran his fab
bands through his pockeis

“1 say, where's that dashed book
he asked, "I Lknow I put it in my
&mrkut—-m:,‘r post oflice book, vou know !t

went specially up to my study for it
before we stavted! Where the dickens
Lias it got toi"

The fut junior felt in pocket sfler

1R
!

pocket,
Skinner & Co. watched him  with
docper and deeper feclinga  If Dally

Bunter had left his post office houk
Lbehind, evidently thiore was going to
Ie ne withdrawal of fifty pounds from
C'ourtfield Post Office that afternoon !

“Oh 1Y pasped Bunter, “'Fhat beast!
It must have slipped ent of vy pocket
when that beast Wharlon bumped mae
gver in hiz study—-"

“Wha-a-a-t 1"

"Just bhelore we slavied ! pasped
Bunter. “I& wasz in this pocket—"tain’t
there now! I =ay, vou fellows, they
won't let me have the money without
iy post office haok ! Oh o™ 1™

“You fat 1diet 1”7 gasped Skinner,

Y Jh, really, Skinner——"

“You  pesky Donehead ! howled
Fisher T, Iish,

“(Oh, really, Fishy—"

“You dummy ! zatd Snoop.

“Oh, veally, Snoop—->"

EBilly Duuter’s pals  exchanged

glances, expressive of deep feelings, and
lerned away.

“I say, you fellowa, ii's all right i
cxclaimed Bunber, volling afier them as
they headed for ihe ddoor. “I zay, T
ean geb 16 out toanorrow ! That's all
right! You fellows lend me o couplo
of pounds——"

Skinner, Snoop, and Fizher T. Tish
walked ouk

*1 zay, you fellows ! velled Bunter.

But ha yelled in vain! iz pals had
departed,  The fat junior volled cut of
the post office after them,

“1 soy, you fellows!™ he reaved.

Skinner, Snoop, amd Fisher T, Fish
disappeared down  the High Strect,
Billy Bunter was left blinking after
theas as they disappeared.

A gl

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mysteripus !

£ ALLD, bhallo, hallo!  What's
that ¥ asked Bob Cherry.
The Famouws Five came into
. Study No. 1 to tes, alter
ericket  practice.  With them came
Kipps of the Remave, y
Tne Magrer Lipriny.—XNo. 1,532,
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Eipps stooped and picked wp o bufi-
covered little book that lay on the
caorpet near the study table.

He grinued as he held it up for
inspeclion, It was s post efflice acconnt
bhook with the name of W. (. Buuter
written on it

The Famouz Five starced at it.

All the Hemove knew of Billy
Bunter's expedition that afternoon, to
draw out of the Post Office Bauk the
whole of his available wealth,  Alinus
that litile book, bhowever, the fat Owl
was not likely to seo anything of his
unaceustomed riches.

“That's Bunter's book,” =aid Frank
Nugent, staring &t it.  “What the
dickens has he left it knocking about
this study fori”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“He must have dropped it when he
sat down there,”” he remarked.

“Eh? Did he sit on the floor®
asked Johnny Dull

“Bort of. I invited him intoe the
shady by ihe neck,” explained the cap-
fain of the Bemove. “He thought he
hada't time to stop, I thought he
hged.*?

“Then he's gone off to Courliichd
wilhout 16"  grinned Bob  Cherry,
“What a dizappointment fer ihe pals
who have gone with him.”

"The dizappointment will be {ercifie,”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“*Ha, ha, hai*

There waz a roar in Study No. 1.
The chumns of the Remove could guoess
what Skinner & Co.'s feclings would
be like, when they arrived in Convi-
ficld, and found that there was nothing
doing.

“The fact 15, he's botter without it
when he calls at the post ofiice,”” re-
wmarked Dob Cherry, It will he loo
late to o again when he rolls in. s
jolty old wealth will last him a day
Ionger now,”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“TH keep this for him,” gprinned
Kipps, and he slipped the post office
book into hiz pocket,

The Fawmous Five and their pucst
sab down fo fea. Afrer tog Oliver
kipps, who was celebrated in the Re-
move g3 a conjurer, enfertained the Co,
with some of his sleight-of-hand tricks,
Kippas really was a wonderful con-
jurer, and, well as the juniors Enew
him, he could always surprise i(hem.

Ille made Dilly Dunter’s post effice
ook turm up in Frank Nugent's
pocliet, and then unexpectedly drow it
froom Bob Cherry’s mop of flaxen hair,

At thal point the entertoinment was
1oterrupt by the hurling open of
the sludy doar, asnd the breathless
areival of William Georgoe Bunter,

“I sav, vou fellows!” gasped Buunler.

The Removites grinne at  him
cheorily,
Bunter looked warm. e locked

tired. IMis fat face was ruddier than
ustial, and perspiration trickled down
it. Dunter had & long walk back {rom
Courthield in the hot June sunshibe,
He did wot look as if he had enjoyed
1t.

“Hallo, hallo,
it*"” pshed Ligb,

“Plaztered  with  guids
Johnny Tiall,

“Got a tenner to lend?" inguired
I{ipgsi

“Oh, nol” gaspod Duanter.  “T eaw,
vou fellows, 1 went withoug miv book |
I—I couldn't get anything ac the post
office.”

TAnd so the poor dop had npone,”
said Beb svinpathetically.

“Hea, ha, hal”

“That beast Wharton nade e diop
it 1" pasped Buoter, “Pitching iulo o

hallo!  Relling in

a 5F
{

grinmned

chap becauze a chap wouldn't lend
trn ANy money——'"

*You fat Owl!"” reared Wharion.

“Look here, I want that book!™
howled Bunter. “I'm going to-morrow
ta  get out my fifty pounds—see?
Where's that bool #7

The Famous Five looked at Kipps.
The book was in Oliver Kipps' pocket.
But the schoolboy conjurer made no
sign,

“I zay, you fellows, I know it's
here I }'upﬁed Bunter. *“I must have
dropped it here when that beast pitched
me over,'

U Well, why not look for i4?" aszked
hippa,

“Gervout of the way, then !
Bunter,

The six juniovs got out of the way.
They 5tunj looking on with smiling
faces, while the fat Owl stooped and
blinked over the floor thrvough his big
spectacles.

The mest seavching blinks failed to
discover the lost book, which was not
surprizing, as 1t was in Oliver Kipps'
[ocket,

Billy DBunter blinked this way, and
he blinked that way, Then he put his
fat head under the study table to blink
there.

Kipps stretched out a foot; and gave
i o pentle push on his cxtensive
frousers, ami there was o vodr from
Hunter as he nese-dived wuder the
tahie.

" Yoop Y

“Ha, bha, ha!"

! Deast! Ow ! rasped Dunier,

He wriggled out from under the
table, Kippe lending him a kiad, help-
ing hand. e gurgled for breath as

crunted

e resumed the perpendicalar with
Iipps' assistance.
“Urrggh!  "Tain't there!” pasped

Punter. * Perhaps I dropped it zome-
where elze. Oh ]I-}-:}l" I~

“Perhaps you ncever dropped ib at
alll” suppested Kipps.

“0Oh, really, Kippers, 1t was in my
pocket, and 1t wasn't there when I
gov to the post oflice.”

“Ieel i your pockets again,” sug-
gested Kipps. _

“QOh, don’t be a silly ass!” growled
Bunter peovishly, 1 tlurned out all
mny !’n)t:]cuts at the post ollice, and it
wasn't there, I tell you™

“Well, you know what an ass you
are,” argucd Kipps. “Det you len to
one in doughnuts that it's in your

cket 1

“Ieh? Oh, all rpht said Bunter
at once.  “Mind, 1 shall jolly well
make you pay up, Kipperst”

“You aszs, Kippersi” said Johnny
Bull,  “You'll lose that bhet.  You
jully well know it isn't in his pocket.”

“Vou shut up, DBull!” exclaimoed
Bunter, " Kippers can make a bet in
dovglmuis if he likes. You mean it,
Wipps1¥

“QQuite I agreed Kipps,  “If that
mook izn’t 1n your pocket, 1 owpe you
ten dowghnuts. If 1t 15, you owa nlo
ann ™t

Billy Bunter grinned, e swas very
much aunoyed by the loss of lis post
ollice book. DBut there was comfort in
iho prospect of bagging ten deoughiuls.

“¥Woll, T'Il jolly well turn out all
mv  pockets, and you can see,” Lo
declared. ]

“Go ik ! sald Kipps,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Dol Cherrey.

It suddenly dawned on Dols why the
=schoolboy conjurer had pushed Bunter
wnder the table, and helped him out
arain. Ho guessed what had hap-
pened, while Kipps' nimble lingers werg
i eountact with the fat Owll

“Blessed if I sce anylhing to cackle

|l'!
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* What's the row ? ”* Bob Cherry, in the passage, stared at Bunter's sudden exit from Wharton's study. *““Ow ! Wow [**

spluttered the Owl of the Greyirlars Remove.
out of my ity pounds.””

at'” yapped Bunter. *You'll jolly
well seo that the book isn't here!
Look 1"
The fat junior began io turn out has
ockets. It had gawm-d on all the
amous Five now, aud they watched
him with cheery smiles

“0Oh1” gasped Bunter suddenle,
Evidently his groping, fat finge:: had
fonnd sométhing in a pocket,

The fat hand came out. It held a
post office acconnt-boolk.

Billy Bunter blinked at it, with lis
eyes  almost  popping  threough  his
spootaclow

“Oh ! he gasped. * Mum-mum-iny
bub-bul-booik | Oh gelley 17

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ou owe me a
Kilg]?a blandly.

illy Bunter blinled at the book as
if he could hardly believe his eyes, or
hiz epectacies,

HTI—I say, you fellows, I—I felt in
that pocket when I was in the post
office, and it—it wasn't there!™ I
gasped, "1 could jolly well swear—"

“Mot in this study, please” said
Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“You silly ass, I mean I could swear
it wasn't in my pocket then! It jolly
well wasn't " pasped DBunter.  *And
—and now it—it was=——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous

Five,

Eilly Bunter blinked quite dizzily at
the book that had furmned up w0
myvsteriously in his pocket.  Then he
Liinked at the yelling juniors

“(Got anything clse 1n that pocket ™
asked Kipps

*“Eh? No'™

“What's this, then?" I{]pfiiﬁ dipped
his hand inte the pocket, and drew it

dlongtinut,™  said

out again, with s black Dbeetlo
wriggling in his palm.
“Wrrrrpgh [ purgled  Dunter, in

horror, “Oh eriker! Was—was that
filthy beetle in my pocket? Groogh!”

Mot yours?'' asked Kipps.

“Th? ™No. Think I want a black
beetle, you fathead?"

“Well, I do,” said Kipps cheerfully,
and he slipped the wriggling beetlo
into his own pocket.

“¥la, ha, hal” ehrieked the Famous
Five,

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. Ile jumped
to 1t at last. He had =ecen Kipps'
mechanical beootle before.  “0Oh, you
beast | I'laying conjuring ftricks on a
foellow | ou put that book iIn my
pocket, you beast ™

“He's guessed it
“What a bramnl”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Peast ! voared DBunter. “71 jolly
well won't let you have that doughnut |
Yah !

“Ia, ha, hal”

And Billy Bunter rolled wrathfully
out of Study No. 1, leaving the chumas
of the Remove velling.

i‘H‘

casped Kipps.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bad News for Bunter !

1 NE for you, Bunter,” said
Skinner, .
It was the following morn-

ing in brenk, Some of the
fellows were looking for letters in the
reck : but Billy Bunter, for once, was
not  particularly  keen  sbout ks
correspondonce,

With the large sum of fifty pounds
at his disposal, Bunter secmed abinost
to have forotten that he was expect-
in% & postal order. :

{owever, he rolled up as Skinner
called out that there was one for him,

** Another windfall perhaps I grinned
Eob Cherry. “It never rains but it
pourz. voo know ™

** That beast Wharion kicked me, just because I won't lend him anything
“* What ? ** yelled Bob,

“Well, tha fact is, I'm expeeting &
tal order,” remarked Bumnter. “I
elieve I mentioned it—"

“I belisve you did 1" agreed Bob, “I
geein  to remember something of the
sore”™

“It sounds sort of familbiar!®
marked Frank Nugent, with a nod.

U Well, of it's comie it will tide me over
till I can get down to the post oflice,”
said Bunter hopefully. “I can't go till
aftor ¢lasa ™

“Here's your letter, old chap!™ said
?TTSIE{. And he handed it down to the

at Owl

Skinner & Co. had been rather ghirty
the previous afternoon at Courtfield

o=

Post Office. The disappointment had
been rather too much for them. DBut
tiiey had recovered now, and their

friendship for Billy Bunter was going as
strong ag ever. The fifty pounds, after
all, was there; it was only a matter of
delay! And so long as Billy Bunter
had fifty pounds in prospect he was sure
of the leyal and devoted friendship of
fellows like Skinner,

Skinner, certainly, did not supposc
that Billy Bunter’s celobrated posts!
order had arrived in that letter. The
fifty pounds was a windfall from an
entirely unexpected guarter; in other
respects the fat Owl wos as impecunious
asg ever.

Bunter, however, had a8 hopeful ex.
pression on hiz fat face as he opencd
the letter, Buuter had a hopefal nature,
and in spite of interminable and in-
explicable delavs, ho was still expecting
that postal order.

He opened tho envelope by the elogant
method of jahhin% a fat thumb into i,
and drew out the letter.

Unfolding the same, ho revealed the
foct that ihere was no enclosure within,
“Oh 1™ said Bunter. “It hasn's
come 1
Trne Macxer Lienany.—No, 1,532,
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“Did anyhody guess that one i asked
Vornon-Snuth.

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“(Oh crikey ¥
suddenty. .

As there wasz ne enclosure in that
tetter from Mr, William Samuel Bunter
the fat- Owl was not deeply interested
m it, But he gave a blink through his
hig epectacles, and a change came over
liis fat face,

That fat face grew suddenly long.

“Oh lor' 1" he mumbled dismally,

Skinner, Sncop, and Fisher T. Fish
cxchanged quick glances, Clearly there
was bad news of some sort in Buntey's
letter from home, Shkinner guessed at
onee what it probably was! He whis
pered to Snoop.

“The old bean’s got wind of that ffty
guid and put in for it!" breathed
=hinner,

O evumbs 1M murmured Sneop.

Billy Bunter stood blinking at the
letter with o dismal, doleful, disconso-
late blink. It was plain that he had
had a shock, Mo blinked round at Ins
friends. .

“I—1 sav, Skinner, lend me a quid,
will you T he asked.

“Glad to, 1f 1 had one!” answerced
Skinner blandly.

“T say, Snoo .

“Coming I” called out Snoop in
response 10 an mmgl(mar:r call, and be
left the spob hurriedly,

“* Fishy, old man

Fisher . Fish faded off the scene
promptly.

Billy Bunter gave the letter another
blink, shoved it info his pocket, and
rolled out dismelly into the quadrangle.

Bright June sunshine streamed down
on the gquad, but it found no reflection
in Bunter's fat, dismal face.

Skinner shrugged Lis shoulders as the

cjaculated Dunter
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fat Owl went. If Mr., Bunter had heard
of that fifty pounds and put in for it
as Skinner expressed it, the game was
up, and Harold Bkinner's mudnns
friendship for Billy Bunter was doome
to a sudden demise.

“Poor old Bunter [ said Bob Cherry
staring after the fat Owl, * Looks as i
he's dished, you men.”

““Well, if his father's heard about that
reward it stands to reason that he
wouldn’t let Bunter chuck it away1”
epid Harry Wharton, *“All the better
for him, really.” o .

“He doesn't look as if it makes him

feel better.”
“Um! No! Poor old Bunter !

The Famous Five followed Bunter
into the quad. They did not in the least
share Skinner’s views on the subject.

Having no designs of their own on Bill
Bunter's windfall, they could fee
sympathetic.

And if Mr, Bunter had weighed in
and put the stopper on the fat Owl's
extraovagance, ib was possible to speak
io him on the subject without being
misunderstood.  Harry Wharton, afier
the reception of his good advice the day
before, ﬁad made up his mind to give
the fat Ow] a wide offing so long a3 his
windfall lasted. MNow, however, he
changed his mind.

He¢ tapped Bunter on the shoulder as
he rolled dismally in the quad. The fat
junior blinked round st him with a
dismal blink.

“Borry, old fat man I szid Havry.

“The sympathise 13 tervific, esteemed,
if_l: }_:puntur ¥ zaid Hurree Jamset Ram
ek

Billy Bunter brightened a litile.

Y“I say, wyou fellows, lend me 2

ound 1 he said. “I—I want one of

irs. Mimble's big cakes—one of those
great big ones wing marzipan on top i

L e e e e al  aiiiat oEle  —
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The Famous Five gazed at Dunler
They had uwe doubt that Billy Bunter
wanted one of those " great big ™ cales,

Mra. Mimble, at the school shop, sold
B very, very special cake of great size
and wonderful #avour, for which she
charged s pound—and for which ehe
had few customers in junior Forms|
Sometimes the Bounder, or Lord Maule-
verer, would grace his study table with
ona of those magnificent cakes, but a
pound for a cake was far boyond the
means of the average Greyiriars junior
That Bunter wanted one was not sur-
prising. He always wanted onel But
igm athetic as they were, tho chums of

e Remove did not sympathise to the
extent of blowing their combined cash
resources in that manner!

“F say, hand it over, will you 7™ asked
Bunter hopefully. “I'll settle, of conrse
—I'm expecting a postal order—I meamn,
I've got fifty pounds in the bank, I'm
not the fellow to leave a debt unpaid,
om 17

“Oh crikey 1”

“Oh crumbs 1?

“ Look heve, you fat dulfer, roll along,
and we'll stand you a ginger-pop and a
doughnut ! zaid Bob,

“You silly ass!”

(£} Whﬂ_a_t?li

“What's the good of o ginger-pop and
a doughnut, you fathead? I want one of
thoso great big cakes ™
. “Then you can jolly well go on want-
ing 1" prunted Johnoy Bull

“ Beask 1™ )

Billy Bunter rolled away, leaving il
Famous Five staring,

No doubt the fat Owl preferred a lug
cake—but it was rather surprising for
Bunter to refuse a ginger-pop and a
doughnut | Generally all was grist that
came to his mill. Evidently that letter
from home had upset the fat Owl of the
Remove—but if the only possible con-
solation was & cake costing a pound,
that consolation had to be deferred nntil
after a visit to Courtheld Past Oflice !

THE FI1FTH CHAPTER.
Fools and Their Money !

i1 MITHY, old chap!”

I'he Bounder grinned,

After dinver that day Billy

Bunicy rolled out inte the quad,

Llinking to and fro through his big
spectacles.  Ile spotted the Bounder
loafivg under the elms, and bhore down
on .

Herbert Vernon-Smith, having no
doubt that the fat Ow] wanted to rajze
ready cash on his expectations, was pre-
pared to answer in the negative, with as
inuch emphasis as might Ep. required.

“I say, old fclow, I never got my
mioney yesterday, owing to leaving my
beok behind,” snid Bunter, blinking at
him through his big spectacles. “I'm
going again after class to-day. At the
present  moment, though, I'm  stony,
Smithy.”

“Fancey that!® said Smithe. " What
does it feel like to be stony for the fisst
iune in your life, old fat man "

“Oh really, Smithy! I want o
pound | said Bunter, “Mind, I'm not
ssking you to lend it to me. I know
vau're too jolly mean™

Y{Oh 1" gasped Bmithy.

“1'll toss you up for 11" exnlaimed
Bunter, “Heads or tails, and a pound
on tt——arp 17

YOy gad1”

The Bounder staved at him. SEmithy
was & good deal of & scapegrace, and le
lhiad many shoady wavs, Mot of the
Remove fellows knew that he played
hilliarmla a4 the Three Fishers on half-
holidoxs, and that he had played bridge



and poker for quitc considerable sums
in Ponsonby’s study over at Highchife.
But piich-and-toss was not the Bounder’s
gamo; neither was he, reckless as he
was, likely to play pitch-and-toss at o
pound & time | :

Billy Bunter, hitherto regarded as
living, breathing, and having his fat
being wholly in tuck eeemed to be
coming out, as it were, uwnder the in-
Huenco of unaccustomed wealth |

Ho seemed bent en ﬂxemplifging the
truth of the ancient proverb, that fools
and their money were soon parted.

“Are you game?" asked tha fat Owl.

“Game " repeated Bmithy blankly.

“Be a sport, you know 1" said Bunter.
“I'll chance 1t if you will! I've got a
penny-—>"

“As well as fifty
Bmithy,
you

“I mean, I've got a penny to toss
with! What about it?” asked Bunter.
“The fact is, I want a pound at once. I
can't wait till I go to the post office
alter clazs—you see, it's urgent 1

“¥You want to play pitch and-toss at
a pound a time, and you've got &
penty M ejaculated Vernon  Smith,
“What about the other ninctecn-and-
clevenpence if you lose? You might,
vou know.”

“I suppose you can take my [OU
when I've got fifty pounds coming this
afternocn,” said Bunter, with dignity.

ounds ?” grinned
“You're rolling in it, aren’t

“Well, I've heard that the price of &

waste-paper has risen,” agreed Smithy.
“But I''n not collecting it, thanks.”

“T'll play you at anything you like—
poker, or nap, or banker—same as you
do with Pon at Higheliffe !” offered
Bunter. “I really must have & pound.
It's fearfully wrgent, I want to get
one of those pound cakes at the school
Ehu 5 " "

Ly i‘hat‘a fearfully urgent, s it#
gasped Smithy. .

“Yes rather! I must get it before
clazs,” said Bunter. ¥ Look here, you
beast, my paper’s gpood encugh when
I've got & whacking lot of money

coming | Lots of time before class for
a game, I'll come up to your study, if
vou like. Be a sport, you know"

“ Fathead !” anawered Smithy.

Scapegrace as he was, the Bounder
certainly had no ides of playving eards
for money with the fat and fatucus
Owl. He had plenty of cash of his
own, and did not, assuredly, want any
of Bunter's. )

“Look here, Smithy >

“Don't be such a silly ass, Bunter "
said the Bounder, with o touch of good
nature. “Leave your money in the
bank, or spend it on something sensible,
1f you begin playing the goat like this,
1 can jolly well tell you that you'll find
a good many fellows ready to take your
money off you.' ,

Bunter gave hkim a scornful blink.

“1 can get all the pi-jaw I want from
Wharion,” he answered. “You're a
precious fellow to preach at a chap,
and no mistake! You'd be jolly well
sacked, if the Hlead knew you played
poker with Ponsonby.”

The Bounder coloured,

“Perhaps P'm not the fellow to
preach, Bunter,” he said guietly, “ But
that's & good tip, all the same. Your
fifty pounds won't last you long, if you

huﬁin gambling with it.”
‘Seen Angel of the Fourth?" asked
Dunter.

The Bounder did not answer that
guestion. I{e knew why Dunter wanted
to seo Aubrey Angel, of the Tourth
Form.

Angel of the Tourth wnz a black
gheep, with all Smithy's bad gualities
aird none of his good ones. It was cx-
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tremely probable that Ar‘:ﬁcl of the
Fourth would g{irﬂ Bunter all the poker
and nap and banker he wanted—and a
little over! And as the fat junior was
generally known to have a large sum
in the post office bank, i was very
likely that the black sheep of the Fourih
would accept his promiscs to pay.

Vernon-8mith knitted hiz brows.

He was not a specially pood-natured
fellow, and he seldom had any sy
pathy to waste on lame ducks and silly
fathcads. But he had a spobt of com-
passion for the egregious fat Owl, un-
expectedly in possession of a large sum
of money, and bent on throwing it away
with both hands as fast as he could!
Bunter's foelings, when it was gone,
could be emsily imagined.

“Look  here, Bunter ™  said  the
Bounder, at last, “If vou're deter-
mined on this—" He paused a
moment. “I'm your man, 1if you
like.” )

“That's all right, old echap,” saild
Bunter. "Be a sportsman, you know!
What shall it be——nap?”

“Any old thing,” said Smithy “Let’s
go into the Rag! I don’t think Quelch
would quite like to see ws playing nap
for guids in the quad.”

“He, he, he! Come on!” sgaid Buanter.

“This way, Reddy ! called oot the
Bounder, and Tom Redwing joined lim,
“What's on, Smithy?" asked Tom,
laneing from Bunter to the Bounder,
I SUCPrise, .

“Playing the giddr goat!” explaingd
Vernon-Smith. “Buntev's got a lot of
money in the bank, as I dare say
you've heard, BSo he's anxious to getb
to work at nap 1" ‘

“Nap I repeated Redwing blankly.

“Wesl We're goin' in prefty deep,
gnd if you've never watched a
desperate gamble, now’s your chance I

" Bmithy I ) i

“Come on!” eanid Smithy cieerily,
and he walked off to the House with
Bunter. :  x

Tom Redwing followed him in a staie
of preat astonizshinent. :

The Famous Five were in the quad,
and Vernon-Smith stopped to speak to
thern on the way.

“You fellows like to come and see foir
play #¥ he asked.

“Serap ! asked Bob Cherry.

“Oh, nol! Gamble”

“Wha-a-t 1" .

“Bunter and I are going to gamble
in the Rag!” explained the Dounder.
with perfect cooluess.  ""Bunter thinks
he's going to win a pound from e, and
I know I'm going {o win fity from Lo,
Like to see 1t done!”

“Tg that a joke?™
Wharton, mystified.

“Buntee's not YO,
Bunter ¥

“No fear!” answered Dunter. U1
gay, vou fellows, coma in and “‘ﬂl["]l, if
vou like. Do you good to see a bit of
sport !  Buck you up, you know—
namby-pamby fellows hike you.”

“You oheeky porpoise—" prowled
Jolinny Bull,

“Do come!” wreged the Dounder.
“Think of Bunter's face when his quids
are gone? Worth watchin’, what 7

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter, "1
fancy you won't find that easy, Smithy |
I'm rather a dab at nap! I'll play you
for pound points, and beat yoo hollow.”

“Well, I've gobt o few quids to pay
up if I lose,” said Vernon-Bmith, “and
I'lilﬂfa,ke your IO Us if you do, Come
oIl

He went to the ouse with Bunter.

“What on carth does thiz mean, Red-
wing T asked Harry.

“Blessed if I know! I

azhied  Harry

joking—are

sURpOse

7

Smithy’s pulling that fat duffer’s leg
somehiow,” answered Tom. "1 Lknow hwe
wouldn't touch his money.”

“"Well, Smithy's a bit of a corker, but
I'tn sure he wouldn't do that,” agreed
the captain of the Remove. “I ¢an'c
make him out! They'll both be flogged
if a []:rqt'm:l; spols them at 1t.”

Redwing followed his chum into fhe
House, and the Famous Five, rather
intercsted, and considerably mystified.
followed on. ‘Thers were somo Remove
fellows in the Rag when tley arrived
in that apartment—Skinuer and Sucop.
and Bolsover major, Peter Todd, amd
Lord Mauleverer, Kipps, and Wibley.
They all stared as Vernon-Smith said:

“Wait a tick while I cut un to my
study for some cards, Duntor.”

“Hurry up, old chap I said Bunior,

“What on earth—" exclaimed Peter
Todd

“What the dickens are yon uvp to,
Bunter ¥ asked Lord Maouleverer.

Bunter grinned, o fat and faluous

il

“Oh, only a little game!™ he
auswercd ainilv. " Look lbeve, some of
vou fellows join in, Nap al a pouind a
point—="

“Yoe gods ! gaszped Poeter,

“T can afford it 1™ said Bunier calinly.
“I lhaven't got my money yet. but '
gctting it after class, Like to take a
hand, Mauly? You've got some tin'

“(3h, gad!” said Lord Mauleverer
“Thanks, no!”

“Be a man " urged Bunder.

£ Elt:_:'l-

“Like me ! snid Dunter,

“A man—like you ! said iz lordship

faunily. “Oh, my hat! Anythin® but
tliat, ofld chap !
“Hu, ha, hat'

“Yah!" retoried Buoter. -
Herbert  Vernon-Smth  eame  back
into the Rag. He shut the deor, and
turned the key in the lock—rather a
necessary precaution, if he was going

to play cards for money there! ‘“I'hen
ho F{;ij a pack of cards on the table
Harry Wharton looked at him.

e opened his lips—and closed them
ngain, He could not believe that the
Bounder was serious. But Smithy
looked serious cnough,

“8it dewn, old fat sporfsman, awl
go it!" said the Bounder. ]

And Billy Bunter, with a happy grin
of anticipation on his fat face, sat down
and went it—and the juniors gathiered
round to wateh.

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Going It!
BILLY BUNTER grinned, an ex-

PRnNSiVe Erin,
Bunter's knowledge of card
games, and ks skill therein, was
abont as extensive as his knowledge of
a;u.-i_hing ¢lze, and hiz skill in auything
EinE,
But his coufidence in himself was un-
bounded. ;
Bunter always had =& lhappy bLelicE
that le could do anything—until he
came sciually to do it! Then he woke
up. as it were | )
At the present moment e was fecling
happy and satisfied at having got tiw
Bounder into & game! Sauthy had
plenty of money to pay up, if e lost—
whicl: was rather an imporiant cou-
sideration.  So~ had Bunter—in  the
bank; and for the first time in Ins fak
career, his I 0 U was worth more than
the paper it was written on! Not that
Bunfer expecied lo have to =ign any
IO Us Ie was going to win! Al
least, lie was certain that he was.
Tie Macxer Liepany.—No. 1,332
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Mozt of the fellows in the Rag locked
o with puzeled faces, Buat Skinner
and Snoop  losked very disgruntled.
'Fhey, at least, had oo doubt that Smithy
was after the loaves and fishes, and
that - he intended to skin the fatnaous
Owl—an easy tnsk to Smithy, who had
a skill in games of chance that was no
eredit to him. Skinner's ouly comfort
was the roflection that, judging by the
offect of Bunter's lecter that MIOTIINg,
the tifiy pounds might not be available
to honcur the I O U's, ‘

Billy Bunter blinked at his cards,
through his big spectacles, with a very
serious blink,

“MNap " he annonnced,

“(Jet 1b1” zaid the Bonnder. )

Billy Bunter procecded not to geb it!
He made three tricks insiead of the
necessary five,

“0Oh 1" he gasped.

The happy goin Faded off his Faf face,

Vernon-Smith winked at Tom Red-
Wi,

“Lond Bunter o peneil,” he said,
“ Fove's a bit of paper, Bunter™

“Ohl!? repeated Bunter, with another
gasp. -

“You owe me five quids, so far, ol
man ! said  the Bounder genially.
“That will leave you forty-five, what”

“Oh 1 gasped Bunter again,

Hu mm?l:l ot the IO U for ﬂig! ro-
guired sum, end the Bounder slipped
it carelessly inlo his pocket.

“Goin' on?” he mguired.

“Yeu, rather 1" gasped Bunter. “T'm
jolly well going to win that back,
Hnnthy”

“IHeave ahcad, my hearty!”
Smithy. : _

In the midst of o staring circle, that

ame went on, That a fatuous ass like

unter had ne chance whatever in a
card game with a fellow like Smithy,
was clear to every fvllow cxcepling
Bunter himself |

Had Banter started with a win, hna
vonfidence, already great, would have
oxeceeded all dimensions, and he would
have gone happily on. As he had
started with a loss, he was still keencr
to go on, and win back what he had
lost, and some more after it.

That, however, Jid not prove to be
the result!

Billy Bunter's fat face prew lonper
and longer, as that mteresting game of
tmf proceeded.

O 1 after T O 17 was handed over to
Smithy, who stacked the papers in his
povket as fast as he coliceted them.

As  they were plaving for pound
points, the sums were quite consider-
able. Billy Bunter very soon lost counnt
of his losses, though he realized that
they must make a very deep hole in
his post office account when they came
to be paid,

His fat face was as long as a fiddle,
and beads of pevspiration bedewed lus
podey brow,

But he went on desperately, lured by
that elernal delusive hope of  the
gambler winning back the losses.

But alter ten munntes of 1t, even the
egregicuns Owl pnansed.

Vernon-Smiih shaflled the eards.

“TFod-upt™ hoe asked. “De a sport,
vou know ! Simithy evinned reund at
the staving eirele. * Bit of ok for me,
vhat?  Bunier was going to look for
Angel of the Fourth, if 1 refused 1o give
him a game. I thought it a good 1dea
fo keep the money 1o the Removel
What??

“Im=I-T 2ay—" gasped Buuter. “1
I sy, I—I—I—I"mn going on, Smithy!
Fm joily well not going to lose all that
money.

Lotz of time befove class ™ said the

Toe Magser LiBRagry.—No. 1,532,
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Bounder chesrily. “(Go it, old sport!l
AMake the fur fly 1" )
Billy Bunter went it agein and made
the fur fly. Again he had to hand the
nder a promise to pay five pounds,
Then Smithy rose from the table and

slipped the pack of cards into his

pocket, .
Bunter blinked at him. ;
“I—I zay, you're not leaving off,

Smithy,” he gaﬁpnd, “rrain’t fairl
Look here, you've jolly well got to keep
on and give a chap o chance”

The Bounder laughed. i

“I'll give you your revenge any time
you like, when you're in funds agein,
old fat man!” he said,

“Wharrer you mean ?” howled Bunter.
“I've got lotz of money—I've pot fifty
pounds in thoe bhank.”

“You haven't,” nnswered the Boundar
cookly. “That's mios!™

“ Wha-a-at 7"

The Bounder chuckled and turned
Bunter's collection of I 0 U's out of his
pocket, Evidently he had been keeping
a2 mental account of the sums| )

Bunter blinked at them with a blink
of uiter horvror.

IHe knew that his losses were exten-
sive, hat it had not dawned on his fat
brain how fast losses could mount up
at nap, with pound points. IHis various
IO 1Ps, added together, came to the
preetze sum of fifty pounds !

“{h erikey !” gasped Buuter.

“Fifty gquids, what?” yawned the
Bounder, “T'll come along with you,
aftor class, old man, to jerk it out of
the bank, what? Debts of honour have
io be poid en the nail!  What prieo
Bunter as a sportsman, you fellows?
Favey sitting and losing filty quids, and
never furning o hair!®

Billy Bunter zat as if stunned.

It had been a wonderful windfall.
Fifty pounds reward was a ihing that
was not hikely to come any fellow’s way
twice! And even before his fat Gngers
had closed on it, it was gone—pone
from his gaze like a beautiful dream |

It seenred too harrowing to be trus!

Ruiter could not speak! He ecould
nat stir! He could only sit and blhink
m uiler, awful overwhelming dismay
and dolour.

Herbert Vernon-Smith lecked at his
aismal fat face, grinning.
~ “Who wouldn't be o sportsman i he
wquired. " Look at Bunterl Sece how
he's enjoying lifp 1

Bunter uttered a sound at last! Tt
was a groan! If ever o festive sports-
man  repented of his  sportiveness,

William George Bunter did, at that
awful, fearful moment!

Smithy gathered up the I 0 U's and
twisted them topether, grinning. Grins
were  on all  other [aces—excepting
Bunter's !

That the Bounder was pulling the
fat Owl's leg was elear Ly that time Lo
E‘-'eri;hﬂdy excapt the fal sportsman.

“Anybody pgot a match?” grinned
Banithy.

Bob Cherey, chuckling, sorted out a
mateh and ignited 6. He handed it to
the Bowmler, who applied it to the
buneh of I 0 V2, and then tossed them
inte the grate.

There they were speedily consumed to
gehes,

“ler that ba 2 lesson to yonl®
prinved the Bounder. " You wouldn't
ave pot off so cheaply with Angel of
thoe Fourth, Bunter.™

“Ehi" gosped Bunter. He did not
catch on yet.

“If you've gpot the sense of & bunny
rabbit, vou'll leave your money in the
post office.  Anvhow, den't play nap
any morel The next man who collecis
fromy you may keep the collection,™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Banter gasned.

“ Mim-mim-mean {o sus-sus-5a¥  you
d-d-don’t want me Lo pip-pip-pip-pay
up?* he stutlered.

* ¥You howling asa!” said the Boundey.
“Think I'd touch your money with a
barge-pole 7

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

“l've been giving you o lesson, you
fat idiet! Can't you pet that into your
fat head i

“0Oh " gasped Dunter again.

His fat face hrightened wonderfully.

That fifty pounds in the bank had had
a narrow escape. But the fat junioxr
realised that it was still safe and sound
there.

He gurgled with relicf.

Vernon-Smith walked te the door of
ithe Rag, unlocked it, and went ont.

Tom Redwing followed him with a
emlle.

Tha other fellows wera left laughing.

“0Oh crikev!” said Bunfer. *I—
say, you fellowal I—I—T thought it
was all ponge—*

“Ia, ha, hal”

“Berve you right if it had been, sou
fal chump ! sgid Jolnny Bull,

“Have another little game, Dunter$"”
chortled Bob Cherry. “Pitch and toss
at a tenner a time™"

“Oh, no!” gasped Dunier,
just now [*

“Hga, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“Oh crikey 1" gasped Bunter. “0Oh
log' I#

He rolled out of the Rag, gosping
with relief, leaving the Remnovites
clioriling.

Billy Bunter had had a lesson, and
for the moment, at least, he was guite
cured of his desire to ie a man, a sport,
and to make the fur fly! How long
the effect of that lesson would last, how-
cver, was another matler,

Ep—

“ N-n-not

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

ik ACLY, old chap ™
“Oh  dear!®
Lord Mauloverpr.

i His Lordship was saunter-
ing wuder the elms, before class, when
Eilly Bunter volled inio the oifing.
A moment ago, Mauly had been look-
ing cheery and placid. Now he looked
worrted.  That waz the elfect William
George Bunter produced on him.

Bunter blinked at him through his big
spectacles,

“Anything the maiter, old fellow ¥
e askod.

“Yaas.”

“Whal's
Dunter.

Y Yuu [l"

“0Oh, realley, Aauly! Took here, ol
fellow, yon know D've pol fifty pouwnds
in the bank, don't you ¥~

“I heheve I've heard of it 1™ aduitted
Lord Mayleverer.

“Well, then, you can irust me wilh
a quid, can't you?¥? FIll let you have it
back ocut of tha Bity. Lionour bright ¥
said Bunter. " You sce, I zsimply must
have o pound before class. I was going
to win 1t from Smithy, bui—  Yhat
are vou eniggering ar, Mauly ¥

“Nothin', old bean ! Carry on

*You szee, it won't wait Gl after
clause 1 explained Buvler. 1 want {o
rel one o} those pound cakes at de
Alimble’s. There yow go, suiggoring
again | Bleszed 1 1 osee anyllung to
cackle at!”

* Betior let it wait 1ill after class, old
far man!® prinned lLord Mauleverer.
“If you puszh down a big cake after the
dinner I zaw you parkin® you may burst
&ll over the Form-room this afternoonl

murmured

worrying  you ™  asked
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as long as 3 fiddle, and beads of perspiration bedewed his podgy brow. Buf he weni on playing cards, lured by that delusive
hope of the gambler, of winning back the losses ]

Think how it would make Quelch jump
if you went off with a pop 1”

“You silly ass!”  yelled Bunter.
“L.ook here, will you lend me a quidf
Think I should forget to pay you when
1 get my money out "

"Yaas."

“Beast] I mean, I might forget a
trifle like that, but you could remind
me. I've got to catch the post, so 1
siﬂr‘:%lj:;rtrj:}uat have a pound before ¢lass.”

*“The post I said Bunter. “1I can ti
Trotter to take it down to IFria 2
and post it.”

Lord Mauleverer pgazed at the fat
Owl.  These remarks from DBunter
simply mystified him. What catching
tho post had to do with a pound cake
from Mrzs. Mimble's was rather &
puzzle.

“Do you happen to mean anythin',
Bunter ¥ asked Mauleverer.

“Eht"

“If you do, tell a chap what you
mean,”

“(Oh, reallg, Mauly ! You know jolly
wall it will be too lale after class, ki
wouldn't be delivered to-day.”

"What wouldn't be delivered?"
kowlad Mauleverer.
“The cake, of course 1™

“The cakel™ said Lord Maulevercr,
guite dazedly. " What's the big idea of
aamdinf; vourself a cake by postt
Mad ?*

Bunter blinked at hin.

“Oh, don’t bo an ass, Mauly ¥ he
said peevishly. *Think T want the eake
for myself, vou fathead 7V

Lord Mauleverer stared. Certainly,
ho had thought sol “Aud, as o matter
of fack, he still thought so. Ilo waa
not likely to suppose that Billy Bunter
wonted a ecake for anybody ¢lso!

“¥You sce,” explained Bunter, “I
lhad some ralher bad news in my letter
from home this morning ! You needn't

grin, you silly idiot| Nething to grin
at in bad news from home, is there ¥

His lordship grinned, all the seme.
Most of the Eemuw fuilqwu know that
Billy Bunter had been considerably upsct
by his father's letter that morning, and
the opinion was geneval that Mo
Bunter had heard of the fifiy pounds
and weighed in to stop its reckless
expenditure. This had quite chilled
tho friendship of Skinner & Co.

“Well, ofld ass, it's not =uch bad
nows, if you ecould only seo it,” said
Lord Mauleverer. “ Your pater was
bound to weigh in and keep you from
chucking your money all ovep the earth,
if he knew. Jolly good thing for you,
reqlly,™

“Eh? My father deesn’t know any-
thing about 1t,"” said Bunter., * Wharrer
you mean?”

“Qh!” said Mauly blankly. “I've
heard the fellows sayin’ that the old
bean’'s barged in to put the stopper own.
Isn't that so®”*

“0Of course 1f isn'b ! prunted Buster,
“1 heven't said anvthing about it in
my letters home. The pater's never
heard of it."

Lord Mauleveror's face becams
grave. As that was not tie ﬂ}-:pfa.ﬂgl-
tion, he realised that the bad news in
Bunter's letter must be really bad nows,

“Sorry, old fat man,” he said, *1I
hopo nobody's ill, or anythin’.”

“Tt's the mater,” explained Bunler.
“8he's been laid up with influenza, and
hasn't got over it yel.”

“0Oh, gad!” said Mauly; he looked
very curiously at Billy Bunier.

Few fellows in the Remove supposcd
that Billy Bunter bestowed a single
thought upon any person in fhe wide
world, except W, (. Bunice.

Certainly, he never displayed any
great affection for his brother Sammy,

in the Sccond Forn, or lis sister
Boessio, gver ol D1t Elouse.

“Oh!” said Maouly., "l1s that the
worry, old nuan ¥

“That's it,” said Bunter. “Iso't i
simply  puirid, when ve gob Gliy
pounds in the bank that I hoven't gl
a single quid in hand? If I don't calel
ihe post to-day, she woun't get it lo
night,”

“But what—="

"The cako '™ said Banler,

“The kik-kik-cake ! stultered Lord
Alaulevorer.

“Buck her up no end—what?—to get
one of those serumptious cakes ! suid
Bunter, Ins little round eyes glistening
bohind his  big round speclacles.
“ Marzipan on top, vou know—="

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Lord Maule
Terer.

“Packed with fruit!” =said Buuater.
“Just melis 1 your moulh ! You know
Mrs, Blimble's pound cakes, Jauly !
Thev're better than veu can get al
Chunkley's, in Courifield.  Just fanes
her face when sho unpacks ib aud sces
the cake—what *

“Oh, gad! You—you think that a
palient just recovering from inflacnss
would hike a big cake, with marzipan on

top ¥ gasped Mauly.

"EhtY I kuow I sheuld!™ said
Bunler,

TOh!' Yaas! I've ao doonbt veu

would ! grinmed Mauly., * But H
TOuly, i I don't cateh the post, shie
wol't gotb it to-day,” said Bunter, " Ho
T cat't wail L2l 1 lo Courtlickd, afier
class, Bee? Look here, Mauly, 1'1
rettle as soon as Ive been to the pos

oflice—honest Injon ™

Mauloverer gazed at him, To his
mind it scemcd  extremely  doulidfal
whether 8 middle-aged lady, recovering
from an  illness, would be fearfully
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bucked by a Lig, sticky cake, even with
marzipan on top} But Bunter had no
doubts! In such ecircumstances, Billy
Bunter would have been bucked and
delighted ! So why shouldn't Mrs,
Bunter ¥ Not a Jdeoubt cntered the fat
Owi’'s mind. .

Mauly grinned; he could not help it!
But he extracted a pound note from
s little Russia-leather notecase, that
contained a dozen or so.

Whether that sticky gift would be of
any use to Mrs. Bunter or not, no doubt
she would ba bucked, at least, by the
spirit in which it was sent. And
Dunter, thinking of somebody other
than W. G. Bunter, was a new and sur-
prising Buuter, and descrved to be
SICOUT G

Mauly could not hel havin%a. linger-
ing doubt whether the fat Owl, once
the cake was in bis fat hands, might not
falter in his intentioms, and end by
devouring it. Really, it was probable.
Mobody who knew Bunter could casily
imn.ginn 8 big cake pamsing out of his
bands uneaten.

ilowever, the pound note was handed
over to Bunter, and Lord Mauleverer
resumed his stroll, with guite & thought-
ful cxpression on his face, S

Billy Bunter, his fat face registering
happy satisfaction, cut off to the tuck-
shop, the pound note clutched in his fat
fingers.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Astonlshes the Natives !

i ALLO, hallo, hallol Buuter's
in funds!? grinned DBob
Cherry.

The Famous Five were in
tho school shop, discossing gingey-beer,
which was grateful and comforting on
a hot June davy.

There were plenly of other fellowa
{hore, and all eyves turned on Bunter as
he rolled breathlessly in, with a pound
note in his fat band. ‘

Skinner snd Snoop cxchanged a quick
look, and gathered round DBunter af
onca. That pound note, obviously a
loan, locked as if somebody belioved
that Bunter was still going to get hia
fifty pounds!

“Looking for you, old fellow !” gaid
Skinnor. ]

“Have a ginger-beer, old chap |” zaid
Snoop.

Bunter nodded.

“I don't mind if I do,” he assented.
“I say, Mrs. Mimble! I want one of
those pound cakes, please.™

Mra, Mimble gave the fat Owl a look.
Bunter's wants, in the school shop, wera
not few; but they were only to he
zatisfied when Bunter had cash in hand !
The good dame knew Bunter tos well to
trust bim with tuck, .

But the pound note was remssuring.

Mrs, Mimble's penctrating look was
exchanged for & 'fenial smile, and she
procecded to hand over the cake.

Skinner and Snoop smiled cheerfully.
Their own funds never ran to one of
thoso special, magnificant cakes! They
were glad that Bunter's did |

Bolsover major and Hazeldens and
two or tnres other fellows gathered
rounnd., Ifiven Bunter could hardly have
disposed of that cako at & sitting; but
follows wera ready to help.

Certainly, it eccurred to no one that
the fat Owl was ordering that cake for
auything but immediate consumption,

Bunter mopped up the ginger-beer
kindly offered by Snoop. Skinner fol-
lowed it with 8 jam tart, which Bunter
sent down like an ovster. A whacl in
thiet gorgeous cake wes well worth it

‘I'nme Maoxer Liprary.—No. 1,552
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“Don't lake it out of
please 1 gaid Bunter.

Those acrmnﬁutmua cakea  were
supplied 1n cardboard boxes, and Mrs.,
Mimble had been about to @it 1t out (o
hand 1t to Bunter.

“You won't want the box, old chap,”
said Skinner.

“Eht Ol course I shall!” said
Bunter. “How cen I send a cake
through tne post without a box¥"
“Through = the post?” ejuculated
Skimner.

“What the thum%——"" said Snoop.

“Lend me & bob each, will you?”
asked Bunter.

(1] Ehil#

* What

“The postage will be a shilling, and
I zhall have to tip T'rotter a beb to post
it for me,"" cxplained Bunter.

“Is that o jolke?" asked Skinner,
mystified. “Hand over a knife, Alra.
Muonble; Bunier waunts to slice that
cake .

“I jolly well den't!” said Bunter
“Put the lid on the box, drs. Mimble.
Thanks I’ ;

Bunter picked up tho box with ihe
cake in it and turned fram the counfer.

Half & dozen fellowa eyed Linn—
Skinner and Snoop almost wolfishly.

* Look here—" said Bolsover majer.

“Greedy little fat pig!” said Hazel
in disgust, “*'Taking it to lus study,
lika & dog burying a bone!”

Bunter did not heed those remarks;
he blinked at Skioner snd Snoop.

“Will vou lend me & bob each?” he
azked. .

“Are yvou whacking out that eake?™
demanded Skinncy,

W Eh? Nﬂ 1”

“Then vou can borrow your Dbobs
somewhere else, you fat fraud I’

“1 sy, you fellows—~" Billy DBunter
blinked round at the Famous Five. I
say, lend me a couple of bob, will you?
I'll settle out of myy f:fty pounds.”

“1f any M sueered Skinner.

“Eht You jolly well know I've pot
it in the bank,” said Bunter. * Wharrer
you mean? I say, i,,'nu fellows, do lend
me & couple of bob, or I shan't catch
the post.”

The Famona Five grinned.

That Billy Bunter Lad bought that big
coke to send away by post wanted some
believing. Really it was more probable
that Iazel was right, snd that he was
going to carry it off to hiz study for a
gergantuan feed. 3

Bob Cherry winked at lus chuma,

“You'ra not scofling that cake,
Bunter 7" he asked.

“No fear!”

“Sort of present for somebody by post
—what "

“That'a it.™

“T don’t think 1" chuckled Bob. “ But
I'll tell you what we'll do, We won't fip
you twe bob to blow in gimger-beor——"

“(Oh, really, Cherry——*

“But we'll come and help you wrap
np the cake, and hand the two bob to
'Urotter to take 1t away and posi it,™
coubinued Dol

“Ha, ha, ha !

Theve was a chorlle from the juniors
in the tuckshop.

As nobody believed {or a moment that
Bunter really intended to wost {hat cake
to anvbody, or that it had any desting-
tion farther off than hiz stdy in the
Remove, nobody cxpected him to closo
on that offer.

To the general sarprize, the fat Owl
nodded assent at once

" Right-ho " he said. “ Como on ™

“Vou fat foozler!” prowled Johnoy
Bull “Think yvou can pull our logs??

“EBh? Whe's pulling your legi¥
asked Binter, hlinE:inp. at him

ikoe lox,

“Noun jolly well are—o6r you think you
ara " chuckled Dob Cherry. “ Mind, wo
hand that two bob to Trotfer wlen you
hand hin the cake.™

“That's what I want,” said Buonter

“{h, that's what you want, s ab3"
Fﬂspud Bob., *You doun’t want us to
wnd you the twe bob to baod to
Lrotter—what #"

“What differcence would 1t makei”
asked LBunter

“Oh, my bhat! Quite a lot, I think ™
Boby stared at the fat Owh *1s it pos-
sible, you men. that Dunter 13 telling
the truth for oncai™

“{h, really, Cherry—"

“The age of miracles 1a past,” said
Harry Wharton, shaking his head.

“Beast ! I=—1 mean, hurey up, obld
chaps; I've got to get this out belore
class ¥ urged Bunter

“¥You mean you've got to get it ™
asked Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Mo,”" roared Bunter, "1 dou'tl
ook here, ara you cowing or noti”

“0Oh, all right 1

The Fanous Five, quite puzeled, fol-
lowed Buoter from tho school shop.
Unless the fat Owl, for once, was telling
the truth, they could pot understand
thiz, And that was a rather starthng
theory. )

Bunter rolled off to the Ilouse will
the cake under a fat arm. The Famous
Five followed him ap to the Hemove,
where he landed the cardboard box on
the table in Study No. 7.

“Anvbody got & sheet of brown
paper ' ashed Bunter, blinking round
at the juniors in the doorway, “and
some string ¥

“Do you want to wrap it up?"” aszked
Bab.

“1 can’t zend 1y through the post wille
out wrapping it up, can 11

“Oh, no! But yoa'll have {o unwray
it again befora you scoff 1t.”

#* Eeaat [

“Well, I've got some brown paper in
my study,” said Bob. *I'll feteh it
And he went along to Study No. 13

Billy Bunter sat down at the table in
Study No. Tand took pen and paper,

Harry Wharton & Co. walched him
curiousiy.

Really they failed to understand Billy
Buntor, well as they had supposed that
they knew him.

Nobody doubted that the fat Owl had
walked off that big cake lo devour en-
tirely on his own, and that Lis yarn
about -posting it was merely an excuse
for keeping 1t all to himself. Neither
did anyone doulit that the two shillings,
if provided, would go in giuger-pop to
wash down tha coke.

But the fat Owl seemed very much In
carnest.

iz scrawl as he =at at the {able waa
vigible fo the astonished juniors at the
door. It ran:

o Daer Mums,—1 am pheerfully sorrey
io heer that you have bean so ill, and
arfully glad that you are geiting well
agane. I am sending you a eake wich
1 hoap you will like. It is a recly
skrumptions cake, pact with froot, with
LHIATZY Pan on tﬂpg. It just melts 1n the
mowth. T hoap I .hall soon Lcer that
you are kwite well,

“Vore alfeckshunate Sun,
“WitLisa 2

Bob Cherry came back with a sheet of
wrapping paper and a hall of string.
Ho found his chums slanding Jumb with
astonishment

Bunter proceeded to wrap up the bex
containing the cake, after placing his
serawl] therein. Ha tied it carelully



with siring. and scrawled on 1t the
gddress of Mra. Bunter in Surrey.

“Now, wou fellows” he said, “weo
haven't much tins before cluss. Look
here, gpive me the two beb, and 1'll go
to look for Trottor—="

“Oh!"” gasped Nugent. * Blessed if
I hadn’t begun to believe (liat he wasn't
gpoofing [

"Now we'rs coming douwn to brass
tacks ! grinned Bob.

“MThe two-bobfulness will not be ter-
vifie, my esteemed spoofing Bunter
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“If wou fellows cau’t trust mo with

two bob—"" roared Buntor.

“¥You've got it!" said Ilarry Whar-
lon, laughing. “Now vou'd better buck
up and wnwrap that cake again if
you're going to scoff it before class ™

“Ila, ha, ha !

“You sally ges!™ lowled DBunfer.
“I'm [i;)illg to post 1t =0 lend me the
two bob for Trotter——"

“We'll hand it to LUrotter,™ chuckled
Bob, *along with the jolly old eake.

“0h, all right! Come on, then ¥

Bunler put the parcel under his srmn
and relled out of tho study.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed him
down the siairs,

They camoe on “Trolber,
pago, 10 the lower paszsage.

“I say, Trotter,” squealicd Bunder,
*1 want vou to post this for me in
Friardala thia afternoon.”

“Y¥ou'll have to i‘?,‘iﬂ: me the postage,
gir,” said Trotter. Trottor knew Bunter
a3 well as the Remove fellows did.

“Think I want you to pay
postage, fathead ' yapped Bunter.
Trotter griuned. Ile did not think
ihat Bunter exactly wanted him to pay
the postage, but Lo did think that if

the Ilouse

tlie
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he paid it himself he would have a lot
of difficulty in collecting the amount
from Bunter afterwards, |
“(rive him the bobs, yvou chaps,” said
Bunter. “One for the post, Troetter,
and one for yvour trouble. Sce®™
“Thauk wou, sir!” sald Troticr.
Harry Wharton produced a shilling,
Bob Cherry another.
They were handed to Trotter, who de-
parted with the parcel and the zhillings.

The Famous Five looked at oro
another. Unless Bunter ot the last
moment made a desperate effoct to got
hack the parcel and the beobs, the thing
WAS EOnumine,

The e¢leng of a bell echioed through
the building.

“Halle, hallo, halle!  There's the
bell 1¥ said Bob., “Comwe on, Bunfeyr !

Billy Bunter, cvidently without any
further designs on the parcel or the
bobs, rolled away to the Remove-room
with the Famous TFive.

Ife was looking clicerind and satisficd
—indeed, as cheerful and satished as if
he had devoured that serumptious eake
himself.

Thoe Famous Five ‘ooked at i and
looked at ome another,

They doubted, like 3Mauly, wheiher
{hat screomptious ecake would produce
the satisfaction at the Bunter bome that
Billy Buoler evidently expected it 1o
produce. But that did not alter the
fact that Billy Bunter, the possessor of
g lhuge cake that made his mouth water
men‘jjr to look ot ir, had sent it away
without oven plucking from 1t a erumb
vy a plumn,

“ Wonders will never ceaso '™ said Bob
Cherry at last,

And the astonished Co. agreed that
they, spparently, never would !

1§

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Pleasant Prospect for Pon !
CE{JIL I'ONSONBY, of the Fouurth

Vormn ab EFligheliffe, ran  his

hands throngh tho pockets of his

clegant bags, and then repeated
ihe ?rmreas with the pockets of his
cqually clegant jacket. Afier which he
made a carcful cxamination of his waisl-
coat pockets. After which, again, his
hands remained emply.

Not & stray curreney note, not an odd
coin, had comne to light. The dandy o
IHighelific was in as impecunions a siate
as Billy Dunter of the Greyfriags
Remove, or even more so. Buuler had
a peany !

Pou's fricnds, Gadsby and Mowzon,
werg in hie study, aud they watched
Pon going ihrough thal process wilh
hopeful interest.  They had alreads
gone through it themselves with similur
result—or want of result.

* Nothitn' doin” ¥ asked Gadsby.

“ Nothin'.”

“Bame here,” said Aon=on. “Gad!
What are we goin' to do to tide us over
fill seomethin® tuens up "

“Blow that rotien gee!” sighwed
Gadshy.

Poosovhy lighted a cigarctic. Fen-
funately—or perhaps ollicewize—he stil)
had soe sinokes left.

“Wa're up against it 1" ho remarkod.
“Dreury and Merton and old Vav are
the same. Never was such a ghastly
famine in cash all round.” )

“And you thoughi ihat Diright Boy
wottld win 1 said Monson, with deep
SAPCATIN.

Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders.

Porr rather prided himsclf on his
knowledze of horses. Ollen and oiten

(Continucd on next puye.)
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Ie spolted winners, though they did not
often win.

But spotting Bright Boy at the Wap-
shot Haces had been the disaster of his
career a& an amateur blackguard.

Nitll Lodgey, at the Three Fishers,
had taken extensive bets from Pon &
Co. They had backed Bright Boy at
four te ene, which would have been
glorious hind Bright Boy come in first.
Unluckily he had come mm ninth! In-
stead of “romping home,” a: Pon had
confidently cxpected, he had raocked in
almost like a rocking-horse, at tha tail
of iho field. PBadlv as ho had run, he
had ran off with all the available cazh
of the Higheliffe knuts.

Pon had been up against it before
when his sﬂartmg speculations had let
Lim down, but never so severely as now.

Broke to the wide, with all his knuotty
friends 1 the samw dilapidated con-
dition, Pon saw o stony period stretch-
ng bi-cu.ir.lj_;r before him, with not even
the possibility of a lean to break tho
bleak outlook. )

He sat down, blowing out a puff of
smioke from his cigarette, and looked at
Lis =ad pals.

“"Welve gob Lo
remavked. .

“Or somebody 1® said Monpzon flip-
pantly.

“What shout Bunter?” asked Pon-
sonby. *That fat Greyiviars ass.”

“ Iih §*

“What " :

CGadsby and Monson stared at Pon in
surprige. ‘The Bounder of Greyinars
might have been *touched ™ for & loan,
Lad they still been on pally terms with
im, which they were not. But Bunter
waz the last fellow they would have
thought of.

“Is that o joke ¥ ncked Monson.

Wo, ass] We've been s it rough on
that fat chump ab tunes, but it's always
casy to pull %is leg,” a=nid Fonsonby.
“*He would be fearfully bucked at bein’
{aken up by fellows like us.*

“I dare say,” said Cadsby. “I'm not
takin® up that fat frog, I know that!
What wounld be the good, anyhow? le's
got nothin'.”

“He borrows np and down his own
school, and never lends avytlun' that
I've cver heard «of" satd Mouson.
“What do you measn, Pon 1"

“Do vou think I'd borrow of the [at
cad, cven if he would lend anythin® ™
asked TPonsonby conteinptuously.
“There’s a limit. I ha&p en to know
that that lmrd-up fathead has got a lot
of 1in, for once,’

“Buank, I expect,”™
“He never has any tin”

“If you used your eyes and ears, old
mai, nstead of yvour chin, you'd know
more Lhan you do 1" vetorted Pousonby.
“You heard of that ﬂnash*and*irab rald
in Courtfield a little while back? Alan
pob away with & bagful of stuff fron
Clunkley’s Btores, and there was =»
reward of fifty pounds for anybody put.
ting the polico on him.”

*What about it "

“YWell, from what I've heard it furned
ot {hat thet fat a:x Dunler did the

do  sometlun',” hae

eald Alonszon.

trick. It seems that the smash-and-grab
gang travelled about in a furniture-van,
and Bunter was stranded suimewhere one

uight, and speaked inloe the vao for a
free ride, and so Le happened to spot
them. I den’t knew the delails, but il's
a fact that Bunter knew enongh to put
ihe police on them, and they were
snafiled, and Llho loot got back. And
fifty pounds reward was paid o him,”

“0Oh, my hat?* said Gadszby.

Manson whistled. i

“Wish we'd spotted them, insfead of
that dead cert at Wapshot 1" he sighed.
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“What a windfall for that {ai, [rowsy
fruomp 1™

“Well, that was some deys ago,”™ said
Fonn. “Buot he can’t have blown it all
yef. That frowsy frmnp must be loaded
with cazsh. Seet”

“Not quite,” said Gadsby. “You =zay
vourself thet vou wouldu’t borrow
money off him, and I'm dashed if I
would ! No use lo us, that I can see™

“To-morrow's a lialf-holiday,”
drawled Ponsenby. “Wao were goin’
down to the Three Fishers if we'd had
any tin. We haven't. Buot Buuter has.
If we could get him io join up for a
jolly little time—-"

“Oh!  said Monson. His  eyoes
glistened as he caught on. CGadshy, on
the other hand, frowned.

“Well, what ! asked Gadsby grufily.

“That fat ass fabcies he can play
Lilliards and t-hinf," said Ponsonby
“You remember him—that time we
slayed at Bmithy's place at Laster, and
Burnter was there, If he'd had any
nioney we L-'%ufld bave made a fortuue
out of him. a's got money now. How
long would 1t take us to relieve him of
it 1 the billiards-room at the Thres
I'ishers—a quid on the game

“By gum ! said Monson,

“And if DBunter happened to wim,
how'd you pay lLim, without cven a
threepenny-bit In your pockots ™ asked
G adsby.

FPon laughed,

“Clan youw sec him winnin' i* he asked,

“That's not the point. You can’t play
a chap for money if you're not Erﬂfmrm'il
fo pay if you lose ! said Gadsby holly,

b

“It's jolly ncar swindlin'.

“You've always had a soft streak in
vou, Gaddy,” remarked Pon., * May 1
request you not to be a silly ass, an'
not Lo give me any pi-jaw? Li I want
sat I can go along to Courtenay’s study
and got it in large quantities. But I've
uo use for it, thanks 7

“What would you do il Bunier hap
pened to win??  demonded Gadsby

dly.
t:gﬁ ﬂl:ﬂ.l:- exbramely unlikely case, old
bean, X should owe han the woney, and
might possibly pay him zome davw,”
answerced Ponsonby. " DBuk it's not likely
to haEp en.

“It's a go!” said Monson.
“Leava me ont of itl” snappod
Cadsby. “1 wouldu't slop al much to

raise the wind, but I bay swindlin® & fat
champ "

And Reginald Gadshy walked out of
Pon's study, and shut the door after hiw
with 8 bang.

Ton shrugged Ins shoulders again and

luu:{%ﬂd. !

< can o without Gaddy,” he
remarked. *'I'we of us will be enough
to share what Dunter's got left—whet 1

“Y¥es, rather " said Monson, with a
chmekla.

“The fat cad ought to be bucked b
makin’ hinself useful 1o his betters,
said Pon. “If we get hold of him to-
morrow, we're all right., The guestion
is=how are we goin’ to rope him in ¥

“Can't walk into Greviriers, and tell
him we've heard that he’s got some
money, aud we want it!” chuckled
Monszon,

“T'I drop him & hine, I thiok,” said
Pori. “1 can get a note taken over {o
that cazual ward they call & school.
ITavdly safe in the post. His beak
might know iy fist, and old Quelch
dorn’t like me, for some reason. I rather
wish now that we hadn't ragged the fat
cad so often; it may make him sus-
picions.  Still, he's every kind of a silly
idiot, and T faney I can pull his leg.
Where's wy [ountain-pen I

Pon sat dovin to wiite. Monszon, read-
ing over his shoulder, griuncd.

“Dear Bunter,—We're gelting up a
picnig party on the river tlo-morrow
afterncon, and we should all be glad if
you'd join up. I hope you'll be able ta

come. 1f vou walk up the tow-path to
Pupijer’s sland, about half-past three,
vou'll find us there. We'll wait for

vou, s¢ come if you can.
“Always yours,
*Q. Poxsossy.”

Pon laid dewn the pen.

“That ought fo fetch hio,™ Do re-
marked. “The word picnic will Do
cuough for that guzelin’ fat pig. If this
doesnt’t work we'll 1ry agem, But 1
faney it will work all right.”

“What-ho ! grinned Monzan.

And Ponsenby, havisg folded thid
note in an covelope, left the study and
the House to look for & messenger.

After which, the dandy of Higheliff
hoped for the best. '1f Billy Bunter
accepted that genial invitation, Pon'a
financial troubles looked like being tided
over. And it did not even accur to tho
superb Pon that e was an ungerupu-
lous young rascal.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Shanks' Pony !

ILLY PBUNTER watched tho
clock in the Remove Forw Room
that afternoon.
Lesaons always seemed long to
Bunter But lessous had never seemcd
s¢ long as they scemed that day.
They really scemed as if they would
never ensd,
But Mr. Quelch dismissed the Removo
at last, and the fat Owl rolled out.
There was time, after class, to get 1o

Courtfield, get through his important
business at the post office, and got back
for lock-up

The fact that Courifield was out of
school bounds, except on half-bolidays,
did not worry Bunter.

Plenty of fellows disregarded that eir-
cwinstance, at one time or another, and
Billy Bunter was quite prepared to dis-
vegard it on this urgent occasion, as lio
hiad done the previous day.

Bunter was not worrying about that
at all. All he worricd about was thae
di;lianm to walk, which was about threo
witles.

Three vards was really more in Bun-
ter's line, for a walk,

For which veason, Billy Bunpter
blinked vound for hiz friends. Friend-
shllp, if it meant anything, moant that
a fellow ¢ould vely on & pal to staud
him a taxi, if he needed onal

But Bunter’s friends seemed to have
Iost & lot of their loyal devotion.

Biuce that leiter from Mr. Bunter,
they were not so sura that the fat Owl
was going to have the uwndisputed dis-

osal of his <elebrated Gty pounds.

ut they wore sure, quite sure, thab they
did not wani to stand him a taxi, or
light refreshment on the way,

If Billy -Bunter came back loaded
with currency notes, Skinner & Co. wera
prepared to vally romnd him, with a
display of loyal and dovoted friendship
that would bhave made Damon and
Pythias look gquite small becr in com-
parison, But they rather wanled to seo
the currency notes before they expended
all that noble devoticon.

It was, in fact, a caze of once bilten
and twice shy.

Fisher T. Fish was feeling quita ill
over that taxi fare on Monday. It had
set him back 2 dollar and a guarter,
aud no citizen of {he United States could
envisage tha loss of a dellar and a
quarter with equanvimily, Skinner felg?
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** We'll 5.0 what wo ¢an do for you,”” Whaek !

uite savage every time he thought of
the little bill at the bun-shop. %m:m'p:—
had escaped expenditure so far, and le
intended to go on escaping it

S0 when Bunter looked for his friends,
they were not to be found. The pro
vious day they had becen anxious to
accompany bhim to Courtheld. Now
they were only anxious to keep out of
mggt till ke bad pone.

Harry Wharton & Co. were going
down to cricket practice, when %3:’1]3
Bunter, after a vain search for his pals
rolled up to them.

41 say, you
DBunter.

“Coming down to the nets, old fat
man 7" asked Harry.

“I'fl watch it 1" pgrunted Bunter.
“I'm going down to Courtfield !¥ He
tapped his pocket. “I've got miy book
all right this time. I say, will one of
you fellows lend me a taxi fare®”

“Nol"” said five voices in unison.

“You needn’'t be afraid I shan’t
settle I said Bunter scornfully. “IX'm
comaing back with fiity pounds in 1y
pocketa,”

“More fool youl!” said Johnny Dull,
with a grunt.

“Beast]! I say, you {cllows, seen
Skinner anywhera "

Harry Wharton laughed.

1 think ho went out on his bike, with
Snoop,” he anawerod.

“8epen Fishy ™

“Heo went out on shanks" pony.”

“Blow 'em I" said Bunter. % Looks to
me as if they're keeping out of the way.
{}anhi have your bike, Whacton?"

Ve ':"} [

“Can I have yours, Nugent?”

it Hl:l [+

“I shan't ask wou follows to my
spread when I como back,” said Bunter.
“I shall leave you outl You can cowme

follows,” egueaked
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“t That better * ** asked Wingate.

hanging round, and I shall just lauch,
BCo i

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Blessed 1f I sce anything to cackle
at! You'll loek pretty green when I'vo
zot half the Remove to a spread and
vou'ra left out!” yapped Bunter. 1
zay, Bob, I’ll ask you, if you'll lend mo
your bike?”

“Why can't
fathead?™

“How can I ride it when it's got three
punctures and a twisted pedal, and the
chain bhroken. Dan’t be an aszs! T'll
take vourg—"

“And bring it back, with three punec-
tures, a twisted pedal, and thoe chain
broken?” grinped Bob, “Not good
enough, old fat bean !V

“ Beast |*

Eilly Bunter zolled away, heading for
the bike-shed. e waa not going to
walk threc miles in a hot sun, il he
could help it. Ho was going to borrow
Peter Todd’s bike, to which he con-
sidered e had some sort of a right, as
Toddy was his study-mate in No. 7.

It was 1ngdvisable to mention it Io
Peter, howeover, sa Toddy would very
probably have refused to ackpowledao
that right!

But when he rolled into the bile-shed,
the fat Owl wade the disagreeablo dis-
covery that Toddy'a bike waz not there.

With the selfishness that Bunter might
really have expected, Toddy had gouc
out on that bike himaself, repardless of
the possibility that Bunter might waut
to horrow it

it Beast 1" gronted Dunter.

There was quite a nice bike on the
stand belonging to Oliver Kipps. It
was & case of any port in a storm, and
Bunter decided on that jigger.

It was rather unfortunats that he med
Kipps of the lemove, as ho wheeled 11
ouk. .

you ride Four eown,

Wingate stipped his ashplant from under his arm info his hand. * You've got plumbago in the lelt leg—what ? ** he said.
* Yarooooh ! ** roared Bunier, as the cane came down on his left leg.

Kipps had comne down for his mmchine
—and o sl-:.:p{-ed,_m:d stared at the bike
Bunter was wheeling.

*“Ia that ory jigger?” he asked.

“Oh, nol” said Bunter haslily.
“Your jigger's on the stand, ald chap.
This is—is Newland's—he's lept it 1o
me."”

“1 didn't know that Monty Newland
had twol” remarked Kipps.

_¥Eh? Ile hasu't” said Buuter, bliak-
mg at him.  “Wharrer you mean,
Kippers ¥

“I mean, that Newland's gone out on
o bike,” grinned Kipps.

“Oh! %,_1 mean, this is Smithy’s,™
stamnmoered Bunter.  *S8mithy’s lent it
to me to go down fo Courtfield—"

“Bo Smithy’s got two, has ha"

“Eh? No! Bmithy hasn’'t gone out
-—he’s gone down to ecricket [’ Bunter
iclt he was safe thero.

He only wanted to pet safo past
Kipps! Onco in the saddle, ha did not
mind if Kipps discovered whose bike it
was.

“IIo must have twe, though,” said
Kipps gravely, “Smithy’s jigger s a
Sunbeam. Thal's a Raleigh! So il 5i's
Smithy's—"

“I=I—I mean, il—it—it's Ogilvys."
stuttered Buntev, "Oggy lent 1t to wa
speciallv.,”  The fat Owl tried 1o push
past. “I—I say, you--youwll find your
jigger i the shed, Kippers—jnst go
and look. This is Russell's—I mwean
Ogilyy's—"

Cipps ehuckled.

Il grasped the bike with his el
hand, and with his right he grasped a
fat car. Hao pulled at both.

“¥arooh ! roarcd Bunter. .

He let go the bike, and Kipps jerked
it away. Then Kipps let go the ear.

(Continued on page 10.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

Bunler clapped a fat hand to it, and
yelled.

“ And now,” sazid Kipps, “as you're
going to Courtfield, startl = You'te not
going tg bag anybody’s bike, you fab

frond ! Get going I”
“I'm not gong to walkl!”? roared
Bunter.

“ Wiat about running, then?”
“I'm nob going to run, you silly ass!”
fancy you are,” said Kipps cheer-

fulle, "bhecause I'm going to boot jou
till you do. Like that "

“Yaroooooh 1V

“And that!”

“ Yoo-hoooop I

Bunter ran.

Kipps, grinning, followed him ous at
the gate.

With deep. feelings, RBilly
started to walk to Courifield.

Bunter

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds !

o ASTER BUNTER, sir?”
“Eh, what? grunted

Bunter.
Bunter was balf-way to
Courthield.

Now he was sitting on one of the
wayside benches erected by a thoughtiul
and considerate rural district council
for the accommodation of weary way-
farers.

Bunter waas tired. He was warm,
He was peevish. Ie was exasperated,
With fifty pounds waiting to be col-
lected at the post office, he had to go
foot-slogging 1n a hot June sun, just
like a cotnm mortal, who ecould not
afford a taxi Iare.

Having carried his weight for a mile
and a half, Bunter needed & rost. It
was a consolation to reflect that he counld
afford a taxi back. But the other mile
and & half to Courtfield was dismaying
to contemplate.

Bitting on the wayside bench, fanning
himself with his hat, the fat Owl of the
BRemove noticad & lad coming from the
direction of the town, without taling
anv interest in him, however.

As the lad came nearer, he
remembered fthat he hed seen him
bhefore; but did not remember where,
or care to remember,

The lad, ss a matter of fact, was
empluived by the gardener at Highclifie
School, end h been eelected by
Ponsonby to carry his note to Bunter.

SBpotting the fat junior on the bench,
the lad came across to him, touched hia
hat, and addressed him. Anyvone who
had seen Bunter once, was not likely to
forget him. His circumference was too
unuzual for that.

“Mote for vou, sir!™ said the lad.

Bunter blinked at him.

“I wes going to take it to your echool,
sir |¥ expleined the gardener’'s boy. “It'a
from Master Ponsonby, sir.”

“0Oh1” said Buntar,

He took the latter. !

“I'he  Highelife gardener's

boy
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lingered & moment or two, possibly in
expectation of & Lip. Then he turned
round and walked back towards Court-
field, tiplesa.

Burter blinked at the letter in his
fat hand.

Why the dandy of Highcliffe should
send him a note, was quite & mystery to
him. Generally, a8 meeting with Pon
meant trouble for the fat Owl; for
Pon was the man to rag any fellow who
coitld not protect himself. He disliked
the dandy of Higheliffo; and Pon dis-
likgd..him, g0 far as_his !g:rfl:i,'_ naturs
could allow him to fesl anything but
contemptuous  indifference towards a
fellow like Bunter. Bo it was quile
surprising to receive & note from Pon,
specially eent over by a messenger.

But as he blinked at that letter, &
grin overspread Billy Bunter’s fat face,

Dunter was not bright, but he was
bright- encugh to guess tha reaszon for
this unexpected communication. FPou
had neard of the fifty poundal

That was nafursl enough, as the affair
of the smash-and-grab raid had been
reported at great length in tho local
paper, ard 1f. was common kndwledge
that a Greyfriars fellow had received
the reward of filty pounds for putting
the police on the track of the crooks.

Bunter grinned—an expansive grin.

Fascinating fellow as he was, Bunter
had naver been sought: after for his own
charming qualities. Hd was quite well
awaro why Bkinper & Co, had developed
cordial friendship sll of a sudden. Now
there waa another devélopment—from a
much superior guarter. Skinner & Co;
were mere nobodies, in comparison with
the superb and eupercilicus Pon|

The fat Owl jammed a podgy thumb
into the envelope and u]]:-aned it. He
grinned more expansively than ever
over Pon'a letter.

A picnie on the river, as the artful
Fon had anticipasted, was quife an
attractive idea to Billy Bunter!

Neither was he blind to the fact that
the tow-path near Popper’s island, was
quite near the Three Fishers; a
favourite resort of the Highclifie kouts
on 8 half-holiday.

e had no doubt that the black sheep
of Higheliffe were going * on the spree,”
and asking him to join up because of
that fifty poundsl

It was quite an exhilarating prospect,
to the fat ard fatuous Owl.. Billy
Buntor rather fancied himsclf ns =
sportsman! Shor of cash, hitherto,
had prevented him from spreading him-
self 1n that hne. But shortapge of cash
was & Lhing of the past now.

Tha Ileszorn he had had from the
Bounder had cot worn off. Bunter’s fat
miod was made up not to play cards for
money. So fzr, ak least, SBmithy had
done him good.

But there were plenty of other ways
in which a fellow could make a fool of
himself ]| Bucnter was, for instance, a
“dab " at billiards—at least, he believed
that he was! The idea of " playing the
goat ¥ wilth a svanky party like Pon
& Co. of Higheliffie was immensely
attractive to tho fat Owl. He grinned
over thet leiter from ear to ecar.

Howaver, he put it into his pocket, ak
last, and roso from the bench, to rall
on to Courtheld.

He did not cbhsorve a tall and angular
fignre coming up the road from the
direction of Greyiriars School,

That angular figure was behind him,
as he rolled towards Courtfield; and
Mr. Queleh’'s long legs covered the

round about six times as fast as Billy

unter short, fat ones.

Quelch’s g.undet-eye was bxed grimly

onn the fob junior’s back, as he rapidly
overhauled bim.

“BUNTER I”

Billy Bupter jumped almost clear of
the ground at that sharp bark in the
TZATr,

“0Oh crikey ! he gasped.

He spun round, his eyes, and his
spectacles, fixing on the Remove masler
1o dismay.

Mr. Quelch frowned grimly.

“You are out of bounds, Buntor!™
ha . rapped.

"Oh crumbal I—I—I wasn't geing to
Courtield, sirt” gasped Bunter. *1--I
—I was just tut-tut-taking a walk,
sir | I—I—1'm eo fond of—of walking!”

¥ Sehool beunds are extended beyond

Oak Lang, only. on - half-holidays,
Bupter. ¥ou ero opt of bounds here,
and. obviously iniended to farther
out of bounds,” said Mr. Queﬁ?‘t slernly.
“You will take a hundred lines
Buanter.”

“COh lor’ 1™

“ And you.will walk back to the school
this instant.”

“Oh crilkey ™

“Beport wourself to e prefect
immediately vou reach tho schooll 1
ghall inquire s rapped Mr. Quelch.
“h nminy 1Y
Mr. bun]nh ‘waved his hand lowards
distant Greyfriacs.

“Go at onca I he rapped.

Billy Bunter stood blinking at him!
Iie hed his post office book safe in his
pocket this time—and 6fty inds
awaiting hiin in Courtfield ] ut it
might as well have been at the ends. of
the earthi! Really, this was rough luck
on a fellow who had a windfall! It
really locked ms if Billy Bunter never
would get his fat hands on tlose
pounds !

“Do you kear me, Bunter® rapped
Mre. Quelch.

“Ohl Yea, sir!” gasped Bunter. I
~—I—T eay, sir, c-c-can I have leave to--
to go to Courtlieldl I—I want to ace
a man sbout—about my bike, sir! It—
it's in want of—of repair—"

“Y¥ou should have asked leave befora
starting, Bunterl Neither do I believe
your statement!” snapped Mr. Quelch.
“Only a few moments ago, you staled
that you were not going to Courtheld.”

“{h! mean—"

“For what reason, Bunter, do you
desire to visit the town, in this secret
and aurrc:ﬂtu-mus manner 1 demanded

Br. GJuele

Bunter gasped! e darell not toll
Queolch the reason! Queleh did not
know, so far, that the fat Owl was
going to draw fifty pounds out of the
E-u:-st office at one fell swoop. Had he

nowid, he would undoubtedly have put
a Htﬂ%imr on iitat procceding instautly,
No fellow was allowed to have anything
like such a sum in s possession, if the
heaks knaw anything about it,

“Answer me, Buoter!” rapped Mr.
Quelch.

“[—I—I=-I—1 don’t want io go lo
Cowrifield, sir " gesped Bunter. " N-not
at all, sirt”

“*You have just asked me for leave
to gol” thundered Mr. Quelch. * What
do you mean, Bunter ¥

“l=I—1 mean I—I want to go
b-b-back to the school, to tut-lut-toal"
stuttered Buntor.

Mr. Quelch gave him 8 scarching,
suspicious Jeok, Then he pointed in
the direction of Greyiriara again,

“¥You will take another hundred lines,

)

Bunter, for uwotiuthfulpess. Now go
back to the school at once.”

“Ok lor'l 1 mean, yes, sir!”
mumbled Bunter.

He rolled dismally o tlowards
Greyirinrs.



Alv. Quelch, with a grim brow,
watched him out of sight, before he
resumed s walk io Courtfield.

When Dunter rolled, tired and dismal,
warm and breathless, in at the school
gates, Skinner & Co. met him, with
mnil:in§ faces, But they received no
stnile from Bunter.

“Beasts I ha Dgrunmd.

And he toll on wearily to  the
House, tired, peevish, and cash-lesa
That fifiy pounds still reposed safely in
the bank—so gear, yet so farl

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

A Qulck Cure!

ILLY BUNTER had recovered his
spirita the following mormng.
Most of the Greyfriars fellows
were looking merry and bright
that day.

1t was a glorious June day; it was a
half-holiday; and fellows were thinking
of cricket, or of the river, or spinmng
on_jigrers, or vrambling in shady wooda.

Bunter was thinking of none of thess
things, but lus fat face was the merriest
aticd brightest of all.

Even Quelch could not stop him from
going to Courtfield on a half-holiday.
At last—at leng last—ha was going to
handle that fifty guids! Then ho was
gﬁ:iﬂg to roll dewn to the towpath on
the Sark, and meet the Highcliffe knuts |
god thers was going to a glorious,
ﬂargﬂnu& time! No wonder Billy

unter smiled over his lessons that
migrming, as if he enjoyed lessons
_ After class he rolled in the quad, fcel-
ing rather like that ancient classical
wentleman who came near striking the
stars with his sublime head!

Skinner & gave him friendly
sintles; but he had no use for Skinner
& Co now, He gﬂwe them loity, distant
Llinks, in quite the supercilious style of
his oew friend Ponsonby.

At dinner, Billy Bunter was snxious,
for once, for a meal to be over! When
1k was over, he rolled out, his fat face
wreathed with happy, anticipatory
fﬂﬂﬂ. In the quad, the captain of the
temove called to him:

“ Half-past two, Bunter ™™

The fat Owl blinked round at him.

“Eh? Wharrer you mean—half-past
two ' he demanded,

“Qomes practice |

Dunter gave a amiff of scorn! He had
eomething much better on that after-
noon, than games practice!

“I'm going out, jyou he
answered,

* After ganma‘.?ml:tiee, old fat man |
said Harry, “Not before! Have you
inrﬁﬁtten that it's a compulsory day,
fathead ™

Bunter had |

Tha happy grins ceazed to wreathe
kis fat visage! Really, it began ta look
s if that Ij?tg. pounds was always going
to remain just beyond his reach, lika the
tompting viands that tortured Tantalus,

#I—I—I saY, I shall have to cut to-
day, Wharton!” he gﬂsi}ad. “1 =ay, it's
important, You can let a fellow of.
If the games master wants to know, you
cant tell hiny I'm ill=—sca?*”

Harry Wharton lavghed.

“You can go to Lascelles and tell him
all the whoppers vou like,” he said. *Tf
Lm—lﬂ._},' lets you off, all right.”

“He—he nightn't olieve mai®
muwnlded Bunter. I say, old chap, do
he a sport! I—J went to the post offics
on Aonday, you know, and found I'd
Jeft my book in your studyl Then I
went on Tuwesday, and that beast Queleh
sent me i, makmg out that I was out
af hounds ! i

853 lll

And MO
“Well, there's lols of time after games
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practice,” said Harry. “You can get off
at four.™

“*Four's too late!™ ]

“ Fathead! The post office is open till
eight 1"

*Yez, but—" DBunter stammered.
“I—I've got an appointment at half-
pest threal I—I really must go, old
chap! Let me off thiz time I .

“Don't be an ass ™ said the captan
of the Remove. “I can’t let a man off,
unless he's sick or gives a jolly good

reasan! I'm not going to have old
Wingate ecombing my hair because
you'ro a lazy slacker.,”

“Tell him I've sprained my ankle!”

suggested Bunter. ] ]
ou and tell him,"” said Harry.
“Thera he is, with Gwynne.”

“Beast! I—I say,” gasped Dunter.
“There will be some chaps waiting for
me on the towpath at half-past threel
I—I really must go!”

Harry Wharton stared at him,

“What rot!” he answered. “All the
Remove will be at games practice till
four.™

“I'm meeting some Higheliffe chaps |

“Highclife chaps!” repeated
Whatton,

“Pon's asked me to_a picnic!” szaid
Bunter loftily. “I'm vather pally with
Pon, you know.”

"I don’t know!™ answered Wharlon
%.rmﬂ:l,a “First 1've heard of it. Has
't?ﬁ got wind of your windfall? Is that
H

“0Oh, really, Wharton——*

‘Look here, Bunter, yon
duffer,” zaid Harry quieily.
clear of that Higheliffe gang.
fellow Ponsonby, with al] the side he

uts on, is nothing but a sharper. The
es8 you see of him the better [

“Fll ask you for your advice when I
want 1t 1” ahswered Bunter, with lofty
scorn. " Until then, you'll oblige me by
keeping it to yourself !

Harry Wharton breathed hard,

“"Vory well; hut turn up for cricket
practice ab hall-past two!™ he said. “If
i.'n:ru’va not changed for cricket hy then,
ook out for a crickel stump on your
bags ™

The n_aﬂtain of the Remove walked
away with that, leaving Billy Bunter
hreathing fury.

Cricket practice at such a time was,
to Billy Bunter's mind, rether like
fddling while Rome was burning!
Bunter was not keen on games at the
best of times:; he loathed games
practice; and it was simply exasper-
ating to think of slogging at the nets
whila Pon & Co. were walting for him—
and perbaps giving him up, and going
their own way without him.

Obviously, games practics that after-
noon was impossiblal On the other
hand, it was compulsory; and “six on
the bhaga®™ waas the probable penalty
for cutting without leave,

Billy Bunter was prepared, as a last
resource, to rnisk even that painful
penalty, rather than give wp going con
the “ razzle ® with Pou & Co. that after-
noon. DBut that was a very last re-
source. There was a chance, at least, of
getting leave,

Thres persons were entitled to give
him leave to cnt—the captain of his
Form, Wingate of the Bixth, and Mr.
Lascolles, the games master,

Wharton, evidently, wes not going to
do so—less than ever, sinco g]m had
learned Bunter’'s reason for wanting to
cut.

Bunter resolved to try it on with
Winiaha; and if Wingate failed him in
his hour of need, to put it to Larry
Lascelles, He had great faith in his
powers of prevarication.

He rolled over to Wingate of the

awlul
1) Elt por
That

i7
Sixth, who was in the quad talking te

Gwynne of that Form.
b ¢ captamn of Greyiriars glanced at
im

“I—I say, Wingate, can I cut gumes
this afternoon?” asked Bunter, screwin
up his fat features into an expression o
suffering. “I've got a pain.”

Wingate smiled. Ha could not have
computed how often he had heard that
from Bunter, without goimg into very
hlall figures.

wynne chuckled.

“What sort of a paini” asked the
Greyfriara captain.

“Like—like 8 burning dagger!” sail

Bunter. Bunter was not the fellow
to  understate the case. “It—il's
awiful 1

Wingate nodded gravely.

“If you've got an awful pain like a
burning dagger, Bunter, you're no
good for games practice,” he said.

You can certainly cut, in that case.”

“Oh1” gasped Bunter. “Thanks!”

“Don't thank me yet, Bunter—I want
to know a littlo more about that swiul
pain| Where have you got 147"

o In—in—in_the leg!” gasped Bunter.

I--I think it's a touch of plumbege,
anfﬁtet Plumbago runs in our family
a lot.

“Oh ecrumhbs!” Wingate slipped his
ashplant down from unggf- his Iﬁm into
his hand. *“Which leg?™

“The—the left—"

“Well, we'll see what we can do for
you,” said the Greyfriars eaptain, “I
fancy I can cure it, Bunter.”

Whack !

“Yaroooh I” raared Bunter, as the ash
came across the leg in which, secording
to the fat Owl, he suffered from that
extraordinary complaint, plumbago,
“Owl Wow ¥

Bunter had stated. untruthiully, that
he had a pain in that leg. Now he might
?aﬁalmnﬂe the same statement treuth-

ully

“AIl right now?” asked Wingale
genially.
“"Dwl No!™ howled Bunter. “That's

made it worse! OQw!®

“We'll try again!” said the Greyfriars
captam.

Whack !

“Yoo-hooop

Bunter hopped wildly.

“That better?™

Wow I

H"'l_,'li_l'

OW-oW-0w-ow | raareil

Bunter. “ No—I—I mean, yes! Keep
that cane away! It—it—it's all right
now! Yow-ow

“Good ! said Wingate, tuckmg iho
ashplant under his arm. “Glad I've
been able to help! If you feel it coming
on again, come to me again, Bunter.”

_ Billy Bunter rolled away, with feel-
ings too doep for words,

He left the two Bixth Form men
grinning. Bunter was not grinning!
And he was not likely to coms to Win-

ate agam! He had had enough of

mgl:.te and his quick cures for pains
like burning daggers!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
There's Many a Slip!

ROANI

Mr. [Lascelles, the games

master,.gave guite a start!

He was coming away from his
study, to go down to the ericket ground,
when that painfol, hair-raizsing groan
fell on his ears, and startled Eim.

A fat figure was visible in the
pas.qa]g&
Billy Bunter was leaning on the wall.
e turned towards the startled gamces
Tre Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,532
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master & fat face that was almost
ghastly in its pellor.

Bunter's faco was generally as ruddy
as the cherry. Now 1t was guite whito.
In the dusky ?assa o, it looked almost
like the face of & ghost.

“My dear boy!” exclaimed Mr. Las-
golles, coming qoickly towards the fat
Owl.  “What 15 the matter? Are you
iy

“Ow! Yes!” gproezned Bunter, *I—
I was coming to—to tell you that I—1
felt too il for games practice, sir]l Oh
dear! C-a-a-can I ocout, sir?”

“Certainly, if you are 1ll1” snswered
Tarry Lnscelles.  “You cortainly look
very ill, Bunter! I have often spoken
to you about ecating so much pastry
and_sweets. Are you feeling sick 1"

. 17'l.ll’-.’fu‘[‘-fmeurfull*;:r g-s-sick, si1rl"
moaned Bunter. **I could hardly drag
myself here, sir! But I—I thought I'd
better come and tell youw, sirl I—I
shouldn’t like you to think that 1 was
slacking, sirl”

“I will take you fo the matron at
ence, Dunter,” said Mr. Laszcelles.
“Come with me!”

“Oh erikey 1"

“What?  YWhat
Bunter 1" .

“J—I mean, d-d-don't trouble, sie!™
gasped Bunter. “The fellows will be
waiting for vou. I—I can go to Mra,
Iiebble by myself, sir. I—I don’t want
to waste your time, sir."

“Never mind that, Bunter.”

“But—but I do mind, sir!” gasped
Doanler.

e did, indeed. In the dusky
sage in which the artful fat Owl
wﬁfcted tha duskiest spof, bhis pallid
face looked ms if he was ill. But in a
clearer light Bunter was afraid that it
might look as if challk had been
rubbed on it

“1—=I'll go to Mra. Eebbla at once,
sir, and—and ask her for some medi-
cine,” squeaked Bunter. “Ded-don't
rom frouble, sie’’

“Yery woll, Eo immoediately,
Bunter,” said My, Lascelles, and he
passed on down tho passage.

Billy Bunter grinuned aftey him as
he went.

That beast, Wharten, had relused lo
Jet him off. That brute, Wingate,
hadn’t believed that he liad plunbago
in his leg. But ho had got by with
ihe mames master—so that was all
vight. That pallid face in the dusky
passage had worked the oracle,

The fat Owl grinmed cheerfully.

He did not head for the IHouse
dame’s room. He waited till Mr. Las-
celles had dis&[ﬂgcarcd, angd then, with
a grubby handkerchief, wiped that
sickly complexion from hies fat face as
well a2 he could, and then rolled away
for a wash. After whicl, he repaired

did vwou  Bay,

as-
ad

to the Hemove passage to get ready i

for his afterncon's trip.

Not as a rule very particular sbout
appearances, Billy Bunter felt that he
lied {0 put on a hitle styvle for the dis-
tinguished company of the knouts of
Higheliffe. 1laving, contrary to custom,
had an extra wash, he looked unusuzlly
clean, and a clean collar belonging to
Ieter Todd, & necklic borrowed from
Smithy's sbudy, and g havndsome straw
hat from Lord BMauwleverer, added to
the effect. i

Lunter was feeling very bright as
he relled down the stairs. By ihat
time Mr, Lascelles was safe on tho
cricket ground, too busy there to give
Banter a thonght—and the coast was
clear. Larry, no doubt, mught have
hecn snrprised had he seen Bunier
going out for the afternoon, a quarter
of an hour alter seeing hin look so
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awfully Jll. But he was not gong to
goe Bunter poing oul—so that was sl
rrghk.

Legving the House, the fat junior
rolled away to the bike.shed, and, like
Izer in the poemn, he rolled rapidly.

With all the Bemove, except himself,
at games practica with t games
master, he had his choice of bikes, and
he was going to take the jigger belong-
ing to the [ellow least like %;u kic
hin for having done so. Frank
Nugent, as the best-tempered [ellow
in the Remove, was going to have the
pleasure of lending Bunter a bike.

He lost no time in getling to the
hike-shed., Arrived at that bwlding,
ho rolled in, with a cheery grin on his
fat face.

The next moment he halied 1n dismay.

Two Bixth Form men were in the
bike-shed. Gwynne of the Bixth was
repairing & pubcture; Wingate sitbing
on p bench, and chatting with him as
he did so.

Both of them looked at Bunter.

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped the fat Owl.

It had not occurred to him that Win-
pate might be going out on his bike
that afternoon. Really, that was &
thing that no fellow could have fore-
seert. He Bblinled through his big
spectacles at the captain of Greyfriars
1in dismay.

“Hallo 1" Wingate starcd at him.
“Why aren't you at games practice,
Bunter® Got that pein agein? Come
here, then !

“Oh, no!"” gasped Bunter, “I—I
say, Wingate, %—I"m got leaval Las-
celles hos let me off.”

“PBecause aof the plumbago in your
leg—what 7" asked Wingale gemally,

“0Oh, uno! Because—because
T'm il 1” gasped Bunter. *I—=I say,
Wingate, it's honest Injunt Lascelles
really let me off—r"

Wingate rozse froin the bhench.

“How long will youn be, Gwynne?”
he asked,

“ About five minutes, ™

“I'It bae back by then. Come along,
Bunter 1™

ey 00

“1—1 &ay, Winga.tﬂ;” stuttered the
fat Ow!, “I—I—I don't want to go to
Lascclles H .

“Probably not,” agreed Wingato,

“Come, sll the same!™

“0Oh lar' 1" groaned Bunter,

ITe rolled mway dismally with the
Creviriars captain. ]

On Little Side games practice was
going on, under the eves of Mr ILas-

celles.  The games master glaneed
round in  sorpriza at  Bunter, amd
looked inquoirvingly at Wingate. He

had last secen Bunter looking as white
gz a ghost., Now the fat junior waos
ruddicr than the cherry. The change
was sfarthing,

*“Thia yeung sweep says that you let
him off, sir,” said Wingate,

“That is the ecase, Wingate,” said
My, Lascelles, with a puzzled starc ab
Bunter. “He locked so pale that T
gsent hirn to the matromn. id vou gEo
to Mrs, Kebble, Bunter?*

“(0h, ves! No—I—I was just going 1™
stammered Buunter,

“By way of the bike-shed 7 asked
Wingate.

*I—I—-I mean—"

There was a chortle from the Re-
move cricketers,

Br. Lascelles frowned, IHe was not
8 suspicious voung man; buob it dawned
on him that his leg had been puolled
someliow,  So sudden a recovery was
altogether fon surprising.

“Bunler, what docs this mean?* ho
exclaimed. “You are ceortainly nok
ill, tlhough you made we believe s0."

“ O, yes, siv!" gasped Bunter. ™ I—

I'm avlully ill, sir! You—you saw

how pale looked, sir, didn't you?
I—I hope you don't think [—1 waa
pulling  wvour leg, sirl It waso't
chal v

" What ?*

“I—I mean—" stuitercd the hap-
less Owl.

“Ha, he, ha ¥ ;

“You young rascal!” exclaimed Mr.
Lasecelles.  *Wharton, hand me a
cricket stump 1™ ]

“Oh crikey! I-—I say, sir, 1-I
really was—was fearfully i7" gasped
Bunter. “As for rubbing clialk on my
face, sir, I—I never thought of such »
thing| And I haven't washed it off,
sirl T g

“Touch your focs, Bunter!”

FOh orikey ™

Whack !

“YVow-ow-ow [

Whack |

“¥Yarooooop "

“Now, Bunter, go and change for
cricket! If you are not back here in
five minutes, ¥ will report you to- your
Forim-master for severe pumizhment!™

) ﬂ'h ]Ur:l I”

Billy Bunter rolled away and changed
for oricket in the lowest of spirits,
Nearly—very noarly—had ho got by
with it, only to discover that there was
meany a slip 'twixk cup and lip.

He was back on lattle Side under
five minutes, and as he slegged i the
June sunshine, he eould only wender
diasmelly whether Pon & Co, were still
waiting on the towpath.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Kipps Takes a Hand!

IPPS of the Remove grinned as
he eamo up fo Harry Whirton
in the quad, after ¢rickef prac-
Lt wag avern

Thers was a frown on 1he fare of
the captain of the Remove. Evidenlly
e was worried. He looked rather like
a fellow with a problem ot his miml
that he did not quite know how to deal
with, and Kipps grinned cheerfully at
lis wrinkled brow.

“What's the jolly old trouble?”
asked Kipps, “You look as 1f you'd
{;::stta fiver and found a ibreeponny-

it.'

“That ass” prowled Wharlon, “ that
fathead! That blithering  bloater |
That pernicious pifflerl That jabber-
ing jabberwock 17

Qliver Kipps chuckled, Iy the de-
seription, he guessed that the captain
of the Remove was thinking of Williamn
George Bander,

“He'zs gonei'* he asked, ]

“¥es, That tick Skinncr'a lent hiw
his bike, and he's eleared off to Courts
ictd,” growled Wharion,

“Well, what's the worry?” asked
Kipps. “The silly owl is bound fo
plaster the tuckshop with his quids
g0 long as they last. They won't last
long, when he's once got his paws on
them.” ) )

“1 know; but "—Wharton knilted hia
browe~" he tried to get off games prac-
tica thia afternoon, and let out that
he was going to meet that cad 1ou-
sonlyy., and some of his pals from
Highcliffe, You know as well as I do
what that means.” :

“Pon's got wind of the quds”™
grinned Kipps. "My hat! Buewler
won't have a lot left for tuclk 1f thad
gang of sharpers get hold of him.”

“1 suppose it's not my bizney,™ =aid
Harry. ut that Fat fool 13 going
to get his moncy out of ihe baok, aned
go on o mect thal erew, They e



for the goose is sguee for the gander [ ** sald Harry Wharion.

aliout n2 serupulous az a racecourse

gang. It's no good talking to the ass;
and I suppose I couldn’t hold him back
by hia cars. But that gang will

swindle him, and that’a not all—they'll
land himy in trouble as hkely as not.

haven't the slightest doubt that
they're taking him to some den out
of bounds—ihe Three Fizhers, most
likely—that's Pon’s favourite spot on
a ha!f—hnlida%. All very well for High
cliffe swabs, but a Greyirtars man gets
sacked for that kind of thing., I hato
]uttiug the blithering idiot run on, but
I don't see whet I can do.”

Kipps whistled. -

“The blithering chump1” he said.
“Fools and theyr money are soon
parted I He grinned. * Bunter isn’t
grateful for good advice,” he added.
“If you say a word to the fat chump,
he fancies vou're after his quids 17

“] know. But even that bloated
bloater has his good points,” said
Harry.

“Has he? He doesn’t keep them on
view, then " said Kipps.

Harry Whartan laughed.

“Toayhaps not; but he has. That
cake yesterday—all the fellows thought
e had walked it off to scoff on his
ewh, because he didn't want to whack
it out—>="

“Well, so he did.”

“Tle dido't,” said Harry,
it ome to his mater.”

“IIis water? What the thump would
his mater want with a sticky cakeid”
exclaimed Kipps, in astomishment.

“Nothing at all, of course; but she's
been ill, and that fat chump thought o
whacking cake would buck her up—"

“Ha, ha, ka!” yelled Kipps.

“YWell, it's funny,” agreed Wharton.
“But it was pretty decemt of Bunter,
all the zame. That cake must have
mede his weuth water, and he packed it
up and peosted it home, We thought it

“Ila zent
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he ! ' gurgled Billy Bunter,

was all gammon, of course; but it went.
Trotter walked it off to Friardale and
posted it : :
“Well, my hat!” =aid Eipps
“ Blessed if I ever thought thaé Bunter
bothered about anybody but himself I#
“And now,” said Harry, “I suppose
a fellow can’t do anything. But I hate
io see him plundered by that Highcliffe
gang. He's goingﬂt& meet Ponsenby,
with the whole of tricks in his
Eﬂcket. The fat fool’s his own master,
ut—"

“Haw long has he been gone @™

“About half an hour. Why? No
good going after him and talking sense
to him. He's got no use for sense.”

“I faney I could catch him on my
bike,” zaid Kippa thmaghtfuli:{.

“Wo good i you did.”
“Well, look here said Kipps,
Bunter's bound to blow all that cash,
but if he blows it on tuck there's no
great harm done. But I don’t see let-
ting him be robbed of it—and that’s-
what it comes to if that gang of
sharpers get hold of him. Fauei his
feclings when it's all gonel You know
how he loocked when Sunithy pulled his
leg at nap.” I

“He will feel worse this time. FPon
won't pull his leg to give him a lesson
like Smithy. Pon will walk off with
the loot !™ iruw'lﬂd Wharton.

“He ought to bho stopped. Suppose
Bunter handed over his money to be
taken care of hefore he met Pon 1

“He wouldn't, fathead

£

“He inight be persnaded to,” =aid
Kipps. “1 faney he'd be jolly glad to
find it safe at Greyiriars when he got

back aflter meeting his Higheliffe pals,”

“MNot much doubt about that!” said
Harry, laughing.

" And he eonldn’t fix up another meet-
ing with tho zaug till Saturday,” went
oir Kipp= -ty oon half-holidays, yon
know 1. fhogve plastered it over
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Struggling and wriggling and yelling, Ponsonby and Monson were rolled down the bank Into the river. Splash ! ** Sauce

* You were going to duck Bunier, weren't you ? ¥
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“ He, ho,

the tuckshop by then, Might have zenza
gnough to buy himself a new bike, too;
he needs one. Might even sguare & few
of the little sumns he owes up and down
the school. If he gets it safe here, most
likely there won't be much left by
Saturday to make bhim worth Pon'a
while—what—"

“Yes, ass; but he won't listen to
reason,” said Harry. “I tell you it's ne
good talking to him.*

_ “Might persuade him without tallk-
ing I said Kipps. “You agree that lius
cash ought to be saved from thoso

hawks, if possible }¥

“Yes, rather ™

“Then 'm jolly well going to sca
what I can do |” said Kipps. “Aight
be abla to work the giddy oracle.”

Oliver Kipps walked away to the bike-
shed, leaving the captain of the Remova
considerably puzzled.

That it was useless to talk sense to
Billy Bunter, Wharton knew by his onwn
experience, and he did not see any
likelihood of Kippe having better lucl.

But Oliver Kipps had a cheery grin
on his faco as he pushed out his bike
and rode away towards Courtfield,

He put on speed, and covered tho
ground at a good rate. DBut he did not
sight Bunter The fat Owl had had a
good start, and no doubt he had put on
unusual speed in his eager haste to
finger hiz fifty pounds, and get off to
keep that appointment with Pon & Co.

ot til]l he arrived in Courtfield High
Street did the schoolboy conjurer =ce
sign of DBunter, Then he spobbcd
Skinner's bike lodged on the Lkerh
outside the post office.

Bunter, evidently, had arrived at that
building and gone in.

Kipps dismounted, and waited. A
minute oar two later &8 fat figure coma
relling out of the post office.

Hi‘}l“lp?.. erinned at the fat face. That

‘e Maguer Lisrary.—[No. 1,532
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fat face was irradiated by happy grins.
Bunter clearly was in possession at last
of his wealth., After so many delays
and pbstructions, he had got through.
He scemed to be walking on air as he
rolled out of the building. : ;

“Hallo, eld fat bean!” said Kipps
genially, : A

Bunter blinked at him through his
big spectacles. EHis fat grin tock on &
sarcastic expression, It was Bunter's
happy way to Ludg:a other fellows by
himself, and at the sight of Oliver Kipps
he had no doubt why Kipps was there.
Kipps was after the loaves and fishes |
Bunter zuessed that at once.

“0h, hallo!” he said carelessly.
“Lan't stop! I've got an appointment
to keep!™ ;

“You've put it throughi” asked
Kipps.

’lit:e fat junior tapped his breast
ciet.

“Fifty of the best!™ he grinned.
“"Threa tenners, three fivers, and five in
ound nates| He, he, hel ¥You ean
uzs off, Kippersl I'm not lending you

anything 1*
“¥You fat idiot—"
“Yah! Think I don’t know what

vou're after I sald DBunter scornfully.
“Pid you h_apEEn along here by chance
~what? He, he, he t” -

Kipps' good resolutions pearly failed
him. Ho was taking a lot of trouble
to save the egregions Owl from his own
obtuse folly. This was his reward |

For a moment he almost decided to
bang Bunter's fat head on the post office
wall, and leave it at that.

But the thought of the fathead of
the Remove gomng to mcet the young
raseals of Highelifie, with three teoners,
three fivers, and five pound nofee in his
pocket, disarmed him. Bunter at fhe
moment was immensely bucked. Dut
his fealings after Pon & Co. had done
with him conld be easily imagined. The
mental picture of the dismal fat Owl
crawling dispiritedly home, with all his
money gone, touched Kipps' kind heart.
He relented, and Bunter never knoew
E—hg.b a narcow escape his fal hoad had

Aall.

“Come and have a ginger, old fat
bean,” sard Kipps, ¥and s jam tarl ov
two—what " .

“No time " said Bunter. "I've got
to get off ! I'm late already, owing to
that beast Wharton and that rotten
games praclice 1"

El“ll;’s only s few minutes to the bun-

“:‘an

Bunter sniggered.

“Wash it out!™ he said. “I'm not
Lkeeping my firienda waiting while 1
gtand you s feed, Kippers 1"

Again Bunter's fat head had a narrow
cIcape.

“My treat!” said Kipps, *“This way,
old bean!”

Bunter hesitated a moment; but the
lure of eatables and drinkables was one
that Bunter mever could resist. He
nodded,

“Buck up, then 1" he said.

They whecled the machines along to
the bunshop. )

Billy Bunier was, perhaps, still sus-
pioious; but Kipps, in the most cheery
manner, stood him o ginger-beer and o
plate of tarts, which the fat Ow] dis-
posed of rapidly, end paid the waiter
for the same. Bunter had no doubt that
it was a sprat to catch a whale; still,
he disposed of the light refreshments
with great satisfaction. As they rose
from the table to leave, the schoolboy

conjurer  stambled and fell against
Bunter, grabbing hold of him o save
himself.

“Owl! Look out, you fathead!”

gasped Bunier, as he staggorad in the
HE Magxer Lisrapy.—No. 1,532,
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rrasp of Oliver Kipps.
e over, you duwinmy 17 _
“Borry, old bean [ gasped Kipps.
“You clumsy ass1” e
Kipps, grinning, remounted his bike
and rode away towards Greyiriars,

Bunter, gasping, eclambered on
Skinner's machine, and headed for
the shortest eut to the towpath on the
Sark.

He grinned happily as he went., Not
for & moment did it occur to his fat

“Don’t barge

brain why tho schoolboy {H:lni'urer had .

stumbled against him, and still less did
he dream that his fifty pounds was now
in safe keeping. Ile might have been
enlightened had he witnessed Oliver
Kipps' procesdings when that cheery
youth arrived at Greyfriars.

. Kipps went at once to Study Ne. 7
in the Remove, where Peter Todd and
Tom Dutton were at tea. Ha laid on
the study table s post office mecount
book, inside which were packed bank-
notes and currency notes. Peter Todd
stared atb it blankly.

“What's that ** he asked.

“Bunter’s " explained Kip%s. " Lock
it up in vour desk for him, Toddy, old
man, and hand it to him when he comes
in, will you "

Petor blinked in astonishment.

“Mean to say that Bunter’s had sense
enough to hand you his quids to be
locked up safely 1 he asked.

¥ Bort of 1M

“Well, my only hat "

In quite a dizzy state of astonishment,
Taddy locked up the bank book and the
notes i his desk, .

Oliver Kipps left the study with a
cheery grin on his face.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bad Lad!

ECIL PONBONBY
hig lips hard.
Monson, leaning on a tree by
the towpath, grunted.

Prompt at hali-past three, the two
voung roscals had been at the place of
appointment.

t was now nearly five o'clock.

They had seen nothing of Dunter, so
far., Pon had had hardly & doubt that
the fat snd fatuous Owl would turn vp—
that he would, indeed, be greatl
bucked and happy to do so. He hea
fully expected to see Bunter waiting on
the towpath opposite Popper's Island
when he arivec!) there with Monson.

But he had nob coma!

Many things, of course, might have
cansed delay. The fat junior mipght
heve had a detention, for all Pon knew ;
or there might be games practice, which
was not so easy to wriggle out of at
Cireyiriars as at Highelifte,

compressed

Ponsonby decided to wait—but his
temper did not improve while he
waited !  And the time he had

waited an hour, he was feeling more
inclined to greet Bunter with a punch
on his fat nose, than with a friendly
siile, if he did turn up at last.

“Look here, Pon, better chuck it!*
sald Monson for the ffth or sixth time.
“The fat brute ain't comin'.”

Ponsonby shock his head.

“"He'll come if he can!™ he shapped.
*The podgy porpoise will jump at the
chanee. ™

“Well, lots of things might have
stopped him!™ grunted Monson. “1I
don't see hanging about all the after-
noon for a fat Greviriars cad.”

“Nothin" better to do, as we're
stony !” snarled Pon., “Not much pood
turnit’ up at tho Three Fishers without
& red cont in our pockets, is it¥ Like

ta go hback and play crickel with
Courtenay and his erew "
h rats!”

They continued to wait—Pon growing
more-and more savage, Monson more
and more sulky,

_Pedestrians passed them from time to
time, and an.occasional cyclist—but no
Bunter, But at five o'clock, & fat Bgure
on & bicyele logmed into view. It came
from up the river, instead of from the
direction of Greyfriars, which locked as
if Billy Bunter had gone round by way
?f t("!}uurtﬂelcl. But it was Bunter—at
ak

“Here he comes!” muttered Pon.

“I've a jolly good mind to barge him
off that bike, and dip his fat head in
the river1” growled Monson.

“Bhut up, you assl”

Fon—with some cffort—adopted his
friendlicst emile, as the fat Owl of Grey-
friars pedalied up.

Monson, with a still greater effort,
banished his sulky ecowl, and did his
best to grin.

Bunter jumped down, and grinned
cheerily at the Higheliffians.

“Borry I'm late, old beans,” he ro-
marked breozily. “Roiten games
practice this afterncon, and I couldn’t

“Better late than never, old bean®
said Pon cordially.

“You ses, wo can’t cut games as you
fellows do1” explained Bunter. “(rey-
friars ain’t a slack school like High-
cliffe.”

Billy Bunter was on his best he-
haviour, intending to be very agreecalle
to the Highelifie knuts. This was his
way of being agreeable |

But Ponsonby's friendly smile ro-
mained fixed.
“(Oh, quite!”™ he agreed. “Well, here

we are! We've pot rather a  decent
spread in this lunch-basket, Buntor.”

“0Oh, good ™ said Bunter.

His little round eyes, behind his big
round spectacles, glistened at the lunch-
basket which lay in the grass under s
shady tree. Pon, though suffering from
& sovero shortage of cash, had good
credit at the Higheliffe school shop, and
he had net failed to provide a supply
of the things that wera nearest to ]gﬂl_-;
Bunter's fat heart. "Thare was going to
be a picnie; though if Bunter fancied
that that was all, he was labouring
under & musapprebension.

The bicyele was stacked against a
treg-trunk, and the fat Owl selected a
shady spot to sit dewn. Monson was
etill sulky, though he was trving to put
on @ friendly grin; but Pon was all
cheery cordiality. Judging by IPon’s
cxpression, all he really needed to make
himi  happy  was William George
Bunter's fascinating society.

The basket was unpacked, and Bunter
beamed over the contents. There wers
ham sandwiches, and chicken sand-
wiches, and egg sandwiches, and tomato
sandwiches. There were jam tarts, and
cream tarts, meringues, eclairs, and a
cake. There was lemonade, and there
was pinger-pop !

Billy %uutﬂr was soon busy,

“1 say, you fellows, this is all right [*
he remarked.

“(Glad you like it, old chap!™ said
Ponzonby.

“A joily good spread,” said DBunter.
“Not like the spreads ¥ give in oy
study, of course—but jolly good [*

“Oh! Ah! Yes!” gasped Ponsenby.

Bunter gobbled.

He was too busy for soma time for
much in the way of converzation. But
when he had made e deep inrcad on
the foodstuffs, and eaten about twice as
much as Pon and Monson together, he
slowed down,

“Glad you fellows waited for me,™ he



said. “I suppose you had nothing to
ao~-you Higheliffia chaps don't play
cricket, whati He, he, he! 1'd have
cut, but Lascclles—he’s our games
wnaster—made a4 pont _n-f iy tUCTLIRE Wk
The fellows pick up tips from waiching
me, you know,™

“They would!” agreed Pon. “I sup-
pose you're going io be in the Remove
eleven this ecason?” o

It was quite safe to be sarcastio with
Bunter! Bunter did not dream of
spotting the sarcasm.

“Well, by rights, 1T sheuld be the
fat Owl explained. “Bui there’s a lot
of jealousy in ericket, as I dare say you
know., Wharton hates to be put in the
shade by & better man than himself™

"Oh ervmbs ¥ gas?ed Alonson.

Bunter blinked at him, and oo goave
him a warning lool,

“I could play Wharton's head off, of
ecourse,” said Bunter. '*He can keep up
his wicket, more or less, but look at lus

style! Nothing like mine.”

“Mothing, I'm sure!”™ agreed Pon-
sonby,

“Of course, you fellows wouldn’t Tinow
much about 1it,” went on  Buanler.
“Cricket'a not m wyour line, what?
He, he, hel ¥’ rather a demon at ib!

I really would have cut pames this
afternoon, knowing that vou fellows
wers waiting for me, but I couldn’t tear

self away, to tell vou the truth. Then
I bad to go to the post cllice, you know,
in Courtfeid.”

Bunter grinned cheerily,

" Inhd vou fellows hear apvithing about
fhat emash-and-grab man, 3 weck or
two agpo? he asked.

“1 saw it in the papers,” said Pon-
sonby. “Some Greyiriars man got
mized up in it, I heard, and baggus a
a roward, or somcthin’.”

“That was me!” announced Bunter.

“Not really ¥ asked Pon.

“¥es, rather! Didn't you knowi™
atked Bunter, blinking at him. %1
thought you knew, when you asked me
to thia pienic.”

“Oh! Ah! Er——" gasped Pon.

“Well, it was mao” said the fat Owl
“Me all right! I pot the fifty pounds
reward | e, he, hel That brute,
Wuelch, made me put it in the post
office bank, so I wamn't able to touch
lt__lil

“*Wha-a-t ¥

Pon and BMonson pazed at Buntorl

“"But T jolly well drew it all ount
to-day [* chuckled Bunter. “That's why
I wont to the post olfiee, see¥”

“Oh " goasped Pon, in great relief.

Bunter tapped his breast-pocket.

“Thres tenners, three fivers, and five
pound notes,®” he said. “I've got 'em
here, in my post oflice book{ What do
vou fellows think of that ™

Pon and Monson did not state what
they thought of that! It would rather
have alovmed Bunter for the safety of
hiz wealth |

" Gratiers, old cliap [” zaid Pon.

“Ripping "' said Monzon. “That’s a
lot of money.”

 Not much to me,” =aid Bunter care-
lessly. ™I daro zsay you fellows think it
m}‘:@jwﬁll lot1 A trifle to we”

h]”‘

“Any mere cake?” athed Bunter,
hnking round,

LR N']'.I'I.]'I:I—"'—'"

“0Oh, never mind!” said the fat Owl
graciously, " Not a bad spread—as good
as you could afford, 1 Jdave say. Got
any smokes ¥

Fon and Alonson exchanged a glance.
Their raseally gwmno was o lead the
fat Owl astray; but Booter, it seemed,

did not need much leading, FPonsonby |

promptly produced the cigarclies,
Billy Bunier ligltedd & eigarette with

(Continucd i noxd page)
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This week’s verses by our long-haired poet are written around
Popper Court where dwells Sir Hilton Popper, a crusty old
baronet and Chairman of the Greyfriars Board of Governors.

(1)
Sir Hilion Popper of Popper Court
Is a tyrant flerce and awful ;
It you (respass on his land,
He will shoot you out of hand,
Or he would, if to shoot was lawful !
For the person who encroaches
On his game preserve, and poaches
Must expect to hear reproaches
When Sir Hilton finds bim out.
With a blunderbuss he'll bang him,
With a bitter tongue he'll slang him,
And I'm fairly sure he'd hang him
It policemen weren'l about

(3)
Sir Hilton's Chairman of the Board
And he thinks he makes us shiver,
Partieularly so
When he sees a fellow row
To his island in the middle of the river,
But althongh his rage is frightful,
On the Island It's delightful,
And we say he has no righiful
Claim io own the place at all [
50 wo go there for an outing
And & picnie, nothing doubting
That the curious sound of shouting
Is 5ir Hilton *' on the bawl ™' |

(S}
The house ifself Is fairly ¢ld
And the gardens make It handsome ;
Though Skinper always says
That to pay the morigages
Would have eost a prinee’s ransom !
While Sir Hilton has the leisura
To indulge in idle pleasure,
He has not, alas, the treasure
That a Popper should possess.
If's a theory of Coker’s
And of other lively jokers
That at Popper Courl the brokers
May he Iound in foetmen’s dress.

Next Week :

{8)
For Popper Court is 8 blg eslale
Quite near to Greyfriars College *
And, of course, we never dare
To go anywhers near thera
Withouot his full consent and knowledge,
I we do, we are expectad
To be painfully efected
And perbaps to be correcied
With a fearful walloping,
And it rabbits we have looted,
We'll be quickly prosecuted,
For he seams to have 3 rooted
Disapproval of the thing !

(4}
He raves upon the river bank
As ha listens {0 our laughier !
When at last we leave the placa
In our sculler, there's a chass
With the gamekeeper Iollowing aficr,
Ha Is shouting : **I'll report yer!
Jest as soon as [ have caught yer L™
And he tells us all the torture
That Sir Hilton will infllet !
We'll be caught and soundly rafed,
We'll be flogged and spifllcated,
For Sir Hilton, as I've siated,
Is uncomiortably siriet

(6)
sir Hilton Popper's a Baronet
And as snappy as they make “em !
He's a proper autocrat,
But none the less lor that,
If o lellow knows how fo fake ‘em.
Though these antocrals are crusty
They are not so very dusty,
For they're usually trusty
When the bigzer things go wrong,
5S¢ our verdiet must be proper,
Here's good luck to Hilten Popper
(Yes—bui il he comes a crapper
I shan't weep for very long I}

A PLACE OF WOE.
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an atr of great enjoyment. He hoped
that the Highcliffians would fanov that
he  was
smeking. -

The egregious Owl rather fancied
hims=elf 83 & “*bad lad.” Thore was not
much scope in the Greyiriars Removo
for hiz bad laddishness; but he was in
more congenial company now, from a
Lbad lad's point of view.

He smoked that cigarette with what
he fondly belicved was guite the air
of a man of the world.

“You fellows ever play nap?"” asked
Buonter,

Fon and Monson exchanged another
greedy glance | This fat fly seemed to
be walking into the spider's parlour of
his own accord !

“I had no end of a game with Smithy
vesterday,” went on Bunter. " You
inow the old Bounder? We went 1n

thoroughly accustomed to

rather deop! Pound points] I lost
rather a lot of money! What do 1

care "

Bunter did not look as if he cared!
In fact, he had no reazon to care con-
sidering how that game of nap had
chded, )

FPonsouby felt in his pocket.

“ As it happens, I've got some cards,”
he remarked. " Monson and I can't go
in so deep as a wealthy fellow like you,
Bunter—>"

“He, he! 1 fancy not "

“8till, if vou'd cnre for a game——"'

“No fear!” said Bunter promptly.

“Ehi"

“T've chucked 1£," said Bunter, * It's
not my game ! No cards for me, thanks,
;]tmﬁ: bit, twice shy, what? He, le,
Tk

Ponsonby breathed rather hard.

“Well, let's stroll along,” he said.
“I've got to speak to & man at the
Three Fishers."

Bunter heaved up his weight from
the grass.

“T'll drop in with you, if you like,”
he said. “What about a hundred up,
if we ean get the table?”

Ponzonby smiled again.

“"Let's ! he said.

And they did, though the cutcome of
that gpame at billiards was quite un-
cxpected, both by Billy Bunter and the
dandy of Higheliffe.

Crm———,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Sauce for the Gander !

b ALLO, halle, hallo ™
“ ook 1

“Hg, ha, ha!" roared the
Famous Five.

Thes sat in their boat and roared.

After tea, the chums of the Hemove
had pushed their boat out on tha Sark
for a Full on the shining river till lock-
up. ‘Lhey were rowing u% the stream
at a leisurely rate, when Bob Cherry's
eyes fell on & figure on the towpath.
Aud all the crew of the Remove boat
stared at 1t and roared.

Billy Bunter, at that moment, was
workn watching,

It was o hot afternocon, PBunter, of
his own accord, weuld probably have
meved at the pace of an old, tired snail.
DRut e was moving now as if electri-

el

With Lord Mauleverer's straw hat on
ihe back of his head, and Smithy's
handsome necktie streaming out of
Toddy's Lorn collar, the fat junior was
racing down the towpath from the
chirection of the Three Tishers.

His face was red as red ink—per-
spiration  sireamed down 1t, and
dripped from his fat little nose,

Tug Magyer Lispary.—No. 1,532
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Bunter clearly was in a hurry! Ieleaped ashore and rushed up through

was in a terrific, tearing hurry! Ile
was running as if for his Life!

The cause—or, rather, the two causes
—showed up behind Bunter in the shape
of Ponsonby and Monson of the High-
¢cliffe Fourth!

They wers running as hard as
Bunter—in pursuit of the feeing fat
Owll Hence the fat junior's pressing
haste,

In ordinary circumstances, either Pon
or Monson could have run Bunter off his
feet 1n a few minutes. But desperation
seemed to lend Bunter wings! LEven
with all the weight he had to carry, he
was keeping ahead! He had to go all
out, and a little over, to do 1t; but he
was deing it
. 'The Famous Five gazed at the chase
i grest merriment.

Bunter had left Groyfriars on
SBkinner's bike. But he was on foot
now. It seemed that he had not been

given timo to get on a bike. It looked
as 1If ha had been driven to & sudden
belt!  Btreaming with perspiration,
glowing with heat, puffing and blow-
ing for breath, he raced along the tow-
path, and the two enraged Higa-
cliffians raced after him.

“Poor old Bunter!” gasped Ilarre
Wharton, *This looks & bit like a rift
in the lute !

“Ha, ba, hal"

“They've got him!"” gasped Johnny
Bull.

“The
claimed

otfnlness is tervific!” ex-
urree Jamset Ham Singh.
““Bunter 13 getting the bootiulness.”

“Ha, ha, %la. A

Fonsonby, pulting on a spurt, reached
Bunter. His foot shot out, and landed
on tight trousers,

Bunter uttered a gasping howl and
pitched forward., He rolled headlong
it the grass of the towpail,
reerrgeh 1 came  a  splubtering
le, floating out meross the waler to
the Remove fellows in the lboat,

They pulled towards the bank at
once.  Obviously Billy Bunter was an
ithe worst of terms with the IHigheliffe

als he had gone go gaily to meet.

Jqually obviously, he was booked for
]rgugh handling, if rescue did not reach
1.

The Famous Five chot shorewards,

Neither Bunter nor the Iigheliffians
had observed the boat on the river.
Bunter's attention had been concen-
trated on escape; Pon and MMon’s on
getting hold of Bunter. Now they had
got him.

As Bunter relled and spluttered, Pon
stood panting for breath, winded by
the hot chase, .
h‘Mﬁn:r:rn came panting up, and joined

11t.

Bunter sat up dizzily. He groped at
hig spectacles and jammed them straight
on his fat little nose.

“I=I—1I say, vou fellows."” he gpasped,
“I say, you keep off! I tell you
lost 1g—

“You fat rotter! Bag him, BMonson!
Duck the fat brute!”

“You bet I'"* panted Monson.

“Yaroooh! Leggo! Oh crikexr!
Help t say—yarnoocooop 17 roarcd
Bunter, as the fwo Highclifianz prasped
him and rolled him over towards tho
water's edge.

Bunter howled and yelled, and
struggled and kicked. DBut he had not
the gst of a chance, and he would
infallibly have gone into the Sark had
not help been at hand.

But the Remove boat shot to
bank like an arrow.

Franlkk Nugent held on with a boat-
hook, while the other four fellows

g

tha

the rushes to the scene of action.

By the time Pon and Monson realised
that they were coming, they had come!
Swinging smacks landed on the High-
clifians, and sent them sprawling, and

Billy Bunter was releaszed.
“Ooooogh! I say, leggo! Help!
Rescue | Gerraway, you  beast!”

velled Bunter, as Bob Cherry steoped

to give him a hand up. “Beast!
Rotier | Highelife cad! Qoogh!"™
“¥ou fat fathead!” roared Bob,

dodgiong a frantic punch from a fat fist,
“It's me, 51:}1,1 blithering Owl1”

“Oh! h erikey! Ow ! Bunter
zat up. *'I say, vou fellows, keep those
beasts off | I say—— Groogh—ovogh !"

The fat Owl gurgled with relief at
ithe might of the Famona Five. Ha
gasped and panted for breath,

Ponsonby and Monzon picked them-
selves up, and stood scowling at the
chums of the Remove, Evidently they
wanted to give Bunter more—a lot
more [ But the fat Owl was safe from
them now.

*Let's see; I think you were going to
duck Bunter, weren't you?" remarked
Harry Wharton pleasantly. "1 think
I heard you mention something of the
sort, a3 we came up. Sauce for the
goose 18 sauce for the gander.”

Pon and Monson backed awary,

“Alind your own bizney!™ snarled
Ponsonby. “That fat scoundrel has
beenn pullin® our legs, and makin® fools
of us——"

“Let's get out of this!"
Aonson.

“Hold on!” said Bob Cherry cheer-
fully. *“Higheliffe cads ain't allowed
fiil:n chasea Greviriaras men, and duck

1em,"’

“Hardly ! grinned Johnny Bull,

“Whoever is saucy to the goose must
be saucy to the gander, as the esteomed
FEnghsh proverb remarks ! observed
Hurree Jamset RBam Singh.

Pon and Monson mnﬁangcd 8 look,
and made & sudden rush to escape.
But they were collaved at once.

Exactly what had happened between

muttered

Bunter and his Highcliffe pals, the
Yamous Five did not know. But
clearly there was a rift—a very serious

rift—in the lute! Billy Bunter would
have been rather badly damaged by
his knutty friends, had the Famous Five
not been on hand., That, no doubt, was
ng more than he deserved; but, ss the
captain of the Remove remarked, sauce
for the goose was sauce for the gander.
Pon and Monson had been going to duck
the helpless fat Owll There was no
reason that the Famous Five could see,
why thez_ should not have some of their
own medicine,

And they had it!

Etruﬁghng and wriggling and yell-

ing, the two Highcliffians were rolled
down the bank to the water,

Splasht  8plash |

The Highelithans sat in  shallow

water under the bank. Close under the
bank there was more mud than water—
aozy and sticky | Ponsonby sud Monzon
had the benefit of it.
“Hea, ho, he!” gurgled Billy Buuter.
He grinned at the two Higheliflians,
sitting epluttering in the oozy mud.

i The Famous Five went back to their
oat.

Bunter made 8 hurried jump after
them. :

“1 say, you fellows, give me a lLift
in that boat!”™ he gasped. “1 say,
d-d-den't you leave ma herg——*"

“Tived of vour pals?” asked DBob.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Lemme get into that boat,
hoast 1™ gasped DBunter.

And he plumped in, in a great hurry,

¥ou
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Billy Bunier withdrew a number of notes from his noie-ease, and spread them out on the table under tho astonlshed eyes of

his parents,

Clearly, hea did not want to be left
with ixia Highelifte pals, when they
got out of the mud.

The looks of Pon and Monson, ns
they erawled out, showed what wounld
have happened to him had he remained
at their mercy.

Bunler, safe in the boat, gave thom
o disdainful blink.

“¥ah!l Highcliffio cads!” he jeered.
“¥ah! HRotten billiards-sharpers!
zay, you fellows, shove them in again!”

“¥ou get out and shove them in,”
fmf;gested Bob. *“3‘We'll watch you de
1

“I—1 think perhaps they've had
enongh—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Ponsonby and Monson, with their
elegant trousers dripping mud, tramped
away up the river. And the Famous
Five, grinning, pushed off in the boat.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Lost, But Gone Before !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.

regarded Billy Punter rather

: curiouzly as they pulled down

thoe river to Greyfriars, and the

fat Owl eat pasping for breath in the
sterm.

It was clear that the fat jumior was
no longer pally with the Highelilfe knuts
—that was quite clear! That, certainly,
was so much to the good; but it was &
fittles imr lexing. Ile  had  heen
cxtremely keen to keep that appoint-
ment, and f he had turned up with
his windfall in his pocket Pon might
have heen expected to keep on his very
best behaviour—for there conld hardly
ha any doubt os o Pon's motives, So
that liectic scene on tho river bank was
rather swrprising.

The fat Owl gazped, and gasped, for

** That’s forty-four pounds [ ** be said.
dear old boy ! said Mrs. Bunter, with a fond look at the fat Owl.

hreath,_and mr:-lglﬂeq] hits pers _h'ing fat
brow with a grubby handkerchiel.
_ For some muinutes Bunter's chief feel-
ing was velief at having escaped the
vengeful clutches of the Highelitions.
But less happy thoughts supervened.
Ho gave ihe juniors p deolorous blink
threugh his zpectacles,

"1 sav, vou fellows, it's pwiul ™ he
mumbled. :

“Have thoze cads snaffled your quids,
old fat man?” asked Bob, * Serve i'ml
jolly well right, if they have. But they
dhidn't lock as if they had been enjoy-

ing your company.”
;ﬁiyb’a lost 1" groaned Bunfer.

“What's lost, fathead?”
“All my money” groancd the fat

0wl “I—I never missed it til] I was
going to pay Fon, and then—oh
vrikey 1M

“¥ou howling ass ! exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “How the dickenz did you
lose it

“I—I don't know.” Bunter gave a
dismal groan. 1 put the banknotes
insida the bank book at the post office.
I put it in my breast pocket! I—I
theaught it was still there, of—of course |
I know 1t was there when I met Eipps
outside the post offiee—"

“Kipps " repeated Harry.

Ha remembered that Oliver Kipps
had gone after Bunter to Courtheld.

“Yea I told him about if, and tapped
the p-::-.:het—s-‘_lu:-. and it was there then,”
gald Bunter. " Then we had a8 ginger
at the bunzhop, and that fool kKipps
fell aver me and nearly knocked mo
down, and T think I may have dropped
it then—*

“OhY exclaimed ITarry,

“ Muszt have henn then, I think,” said
Bunter dismally. “The clumsy ass
uearly knocked me over, you know,
and it might have dropped ous of 1he
pocket, though I dow't s=ee bow it
vould.”

¢ Is that enough to pay for mums to go to Bournemouth 2  * My

“It's just like you ]

“Oh I" repeated Wharton,

A glimmering of suspicion came into
his mind. Kipps lhad gone after
Bunter with the intention of persuading
him, if he could, to leave hiz wealth
in safo custody. Wharton wondered
whether the schoolboy conjurer had
“worked the oracle,” ns he had ox-
pressed it, by means of one of his
sleight-of-hand tricks.

“I hadn't the faintest idea that it
was gone,” went on the dismal Owl.
“I—1 thought I had fifty pounds in my
pocket when wont  inte the Three
Fishers with Pon and Monson 17

“You footling, fet frump!” growled
Johnny Bull.  “Ho that's what you
wanted te eni ericket practice for.”

“But didn't you beat Pon ab
h:ﬁlmrdi?“ asked Bob Cherry sarcastic-
olly.
“ Matter of fact, I did.” said Bunter.
“Wea had a quid on the first game, and
I beat him hollow | Pon never paid uli
though; he said let it stand over il
we'd finished—oand we had
tha second game.”

“0Oh crumbs ¥

“And—and Pon won that pgamal®
mumbled Bunter. *“So—so0 I owed him
ning pounds, seef{  Of—of course, I
thought I was going to wallk all over
him, aftor beating him so easily in
the first game, you know.”

The Famous Five azed at Dunter.

“¥ou frabjous, footling fathead|”
said Johnny Bull, in messurced tones.
“Can’t you see that that young sharper
leb you win the first game fo ecgg you on
ta playivg for higher stakes®”

“0Oh, ol P said Banter., “I'm rathep
o dab at billiards! I ran him oul gnito
casily, and, of course, I thought it was
going on, so I didn't mund when he
auggested o tenner. But—but I had bad
haek. Pon ran me right out—"

" You blithering idiot 1"

Tue Mscrer Lisranv.—No. 1,532
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"DBeast ™
“I wich we'd given those réscals a
littla more,” eald Ilarry VWharton,

knitting his brows.  “Thiz i3 rather
thick, cven for these IHighcliffe cads!
A regular h:l!].arf.la-ﬁlmrpmi gane [

“Of, you fellows dow't knew much
about  billiards,” eaid Bunter. M1
expect 1 should have won 11 back, and a
lot more, if we'd gone on”

*You howling ass ™

“ Bot-=put when I felt o my pocket
for the money, it wus gone ! groaoed
Bunter.  “And-and you shonld have
seen Pon's face! Ile never believed
that I'd had it al all—cee?™

“Ha, ta, ha " _

“Blessed if I can sec anything to
cackle at! Up to that very minute
PPon had been as friendly as anytbing,”
suitdd Bunter. “ DButter wouldn't have
melted in his mouth!  But when he
found that I hade't any money-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five. ;

They could casily pictore Pon's feel-
ings at that happy moment !

1 offered him my I O U.” went on
Bonter. “and ke didn't even answer |
What do you fellows think he did? He
hit me a crack across the bead with his
billiards-cue 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Oh, cackle!” said DBunler. “Ia

ave me an awful whop! e jolly well
incw that I'd had that fifty pounds
reward, because e saw it in the paper.
But, you see, I'd teld him that (%uelch
mado me pub it in the bank, so 1 sup-
pose ho thought il was still there, and
that I couldo't touch it! He sctually
didn't believe that I'd taken it out of
the bank this afternoon and lost it—"

“Bounds rather stecp, doesn't i
goinned Bob Cherry.

“Well, thot's how it was" said
Bunter. “1 did take it out of the bank,
and I had it in my pockel oll right
when that fool IKipps pushed me over
at the bunshiop. Dlessed if I seo any-
thing to cackle at! DBut that cad Pon-
sonby didn't believe a word of it He
thought I'd been pulling his leg, you
know, making out that 1 was rolling In
gof, when I hado't & bean—"

“ia. ha, hal” )

“1Ie was situply wild 1" sajd Bunter.
“We'd been 85 friendly ses anything
over the pienie, and vight up to that
moment ! Then all of a sudden he got
fearfully shirty and wlm{umd me on the
napper with his billiards-coe—="

“Ha, ha, ba!” shricked the Famous
Five, )

I decided te go '™ zaid Bunter.

“] faner you did!” agreed Bob,
“ And I've no donbk that you decided to

do it quick !”
“The quiciiuloess was  probably
terrific.”

“They came afler me,” zaid Bunter.
“Both of them scemed feoarfully wild—
I don't guiie kunew wly. I aever had a
chanee fo pet at my bike, T just bolted
—with those two ceds afier e M

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Skinner will hiave to gelk hia bike
back somehow,” said Dumter. “1 dave
sny they'll mind it for him at the Three
Fishers till he ealls for it. I know I'm
jolly well pot going back for it. DBut
i say, vou fellows, ain't it awlul? All
sy money lost—"

Mot quite =o lost a= it would have
been tf vou'd had it in yvour pockets
at the Three Fizhers!™ grinned Beob.
“ Pon wouldu't have left yon much.”

“Neo wonder e was wild I chuckled
Nugent, “He's woasted a half-holide
and & feed on that fat chumnp and foun
thnt Buuter was ounly pulling his leg
gll the time—"

Tne Magscr Lippani.—XNao 1,532
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“1 wasn't 1" howled Bunter.
FOL——"

*Pon thought von were, and it jolls
well  looked like 1! said Harry
Wharton, lavghing, * Halle, there’s old
Kippers ™

The beat bumped on the school valt;
and Oliver Ripps gave the juniors a
nod and a grin as they landed.

The Fameous Five looked at him
cuvipusly,  After what Bunter had saud,
they had a strong suspicion that the
schoolboy  conjurer could have ex-
plained how it was that Bunter’s wind-
fall had been so fortunately missing
at the Three Fishors,

“1 say, Kipps, I've mny
money ' rroaned Bunter. .

“How jolly lucky that I found it
then 1™ remnarked Kipps.

DBunter jurnped.

“ Fuof-fuf-ful-found 11" he stuttered.

“Just that!” agreed Kipps, “Toddy's
got it locked up in yoar atud){} for vou.”

Billy Bunter gave him one blink, with
his eyes: almost popping through his
spectacles—then he raced! IHe dis-
appeared towards the House, with a
speed even exceeding that he had put
on when the Highclilfians were on his
track | He faivly whizzod !

The Fanous Five chuckled as he dis-
appeared.

“Where did you find it, Kippers?”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“Same place that Ponsonby ox-
pected to find it—in Bunter's pocket,”
answerad Kipps cheeriully, “I thought
it would beo safer ig his study than in
his pocket, when he went round blag-
ging with those Higheliffe rotters ! Must
have been rather o disappointment for
poor old Pon, though.”

*“*Ha, ha, hal”

When the chums of the Bemove went
i, & happy squeak grected them from
Study No. 7.

“1 zay, vou follows! Look!™

They looked !

Billy Bunter sat at the study teble,
with banknotes and currency notes
before him.  ¥lig fat face beamed over
them. His little round cyes glistened
through his big, round spectacles. He
gloated.

“Gratters, old fat bean 1 said Bob.

“I  say, vou fellows, ain't it
gorgeous ! gasped DBuoanter. "1 say,
fifty quids! I say, I'm going to stand
& big spread—a tremendous spread—
sort of spread youn've never heard of
hefore! I say, we'll have it in the
Rag to-morrow—and I'm poing to ask
all the XRemove—every man in  the
Form! I say, I want you fellows to
come! I want evervbody to come! 1
say, it's going to be spiffing! Fifry
quids, you kuew! 1 say, ain't it
gorgeaus 1

And the
agrecd
gorgeous |

“I tall

lost all

Famons

Five, grinning,
that 1t

was  undoubtedly

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Homeward Bound !

18 O0R  old porpeise ! murmured
Bob Cherry, when the Remove
came out in break the follow-
ing morning,

“TPoor, old, silly ass
Bounder.

Billy Bunler had not come out with
ihe Form. IFor some reason of his own,
Dunter had stayed behind, in the Form-
rootn, to speak to Mr. Queleh.

GQuite a number of fellows were
waiting for him to energe

Skinner & Co's doubtz on the subject
of that Lity poundz had gquite vanishoed
now. It was known far and wide, in
the BRemove, that Billy Dunter had his

[J‘J

remarked the

windfall in his actua]l possession. A
study sapper in Study No 7 the
previous evening had been proof of it

It was known that Lo !mcfr pepaid the
“qund” Lord Mauleverer had lent him
to purclnze that big cake—no doubt to
the preat astonishment of his lordship.
He had expended at Jeast o couple of
ponnds on thab study supper, at which
Study No. T had been erowded.  Fisher
T. Fish had zlecady sold him o clock
titat wounldn't go, and o pocket-knife
warranted not te  cut. noop  had
borrowed o fen-bob  note. atﬂﬂlﬁ
Bunter, of the Sccond Form, ha
walked off with a whole pound note—
and probably intended, like Oliver
Twist, to ask for more. Bunter, on the
rarg occasions whon ha had cash, was
not the fellow to leb it burn o hole in
his pockets. It was o casc of going—
going—gone ! At the present rate, even
such '8 sum ag fifty pounds was not
likely to last very long. )

Bunter's friends waited for him to
come out, Bkinner—apparenily not
the least onnoved that he had to feteh
his bike back from the Three Fishers—
watched for him with & beaming eye.
Bnoop and Stott were with Skinner—
Fisher T. Fish hovered in the offing.
Bolsover major, Hazeldene, and several
other fellows hung about. They ex-
pected Bunter, when he emerged, to
make a bee-line for the tuckshop—and
they were prepared to follow him there
and back him up loyally in the further
expenditure of |l1?i3 windfall,

hat day, after class, there was to be
n tremendous feed in the Rag—a record
spread, at which DBunter was going lo
entertain the whole Form., It was
going to run into pounds and pounds
and pounds. In the meantime, all was
grist that came to the mill. The number
of fellows that waited for Bunter to
come out in break showed what a
popular man he was in the Remove—
temporarily, at least!

But Billy Bunter did not sinerge.

Why he had stayed belind to speak
to his Form-master, nobody kuew; but
it was very awhward and ammoying for
his  friends. DBreak lasted only a
quarter of an hour, and the minutes
wWoere going. . ]

Skinner & Co wondered impatiently
what was keeping the fat Owl,  They
were nob likely to guess!

Certainly they would have been sup-
prised had they heard what tire fat
junior was saying to Mr. Quelch. Prob-
ably the emove master was a littlo
surprised. o

Bunter had reguested permission {o
use his telephone.  On urgent oecasiens,
for urgent reasons, permission to do so
wos given; but Mr. Queleh, naturally,
wanted to know the reasorn.  And he
gave Bunter guite a curious lock when
he heard the fat Owl's reason. ‘

“There i1sn’t a letter for me this
morning, sir'™  DBunfer explained,
blinking at his Form-master. “And
the mater’s been 11, and I'd like to ask
if she's any better.”

“Indeed I said Mr. Quelch. “In that
case, Bunter, you may certainly go to
my study and use the telephone for a
call to your home.”

“Thack vou, sir!”

DBunter rolled out of the Form-room,
and Mr. (%uel-:h"s glanes followed him
curiously, for a mwneni. before he ve-
somed work on a pile of papers.

Bunter’s pals, in the quad, waited
impatiently—but  they diud  net  seo
Bunter. he fat junior rolled off at
once to Mr. Quelel’s study, where lus
rang up Bunter Villa, in Surrey—Mr,
Bunter's detached  villa, which, in
Bunter's descriplions of it at Crey.
[riars, was always referred fo as Bunfer



Court. Skinner & Co. were not likely
to guess that the cause of Bunter's non-
gppearance was concein for a porsen
other than W. G. Bunter!

The fat Owl zat at Alr. Queleh's tele-
phone, and waited for the eall to come
through. He was surprised, when it
came, to hear Mr. Bunter's voice.

Mr. Bunter was penerally in the City
ab that time of dey. Apparently his
f.'EuI;mrtum for the City had been
delayed that mormng,

“Hallo! Is that vou, pater?” asked
Bunter., “Billy speaking from school.
I sav, did muams ]iﬂe the cake #

“Oh, is that you, William¥®” came s
snap.  Mr. Bunter did not secm in a
good temper that morning. " Have you
rutng up to ask a ridienlous question
about your absurd ecale ™

“Eh

“You are an absurd boy, William ?*

“Oh, really, vyou know——"

“Yeour mother was pleased {o re-
ceive the eake, attributing it to an
affectionate impulse on your part. No
doubt vour intention was good, but if
vou imagined for one moment that an
invalid ecould possibly touch euch an
indigestible comestible—"

[ E3 Il Iurl Iﬂ

“ However, the cake has hecn sent to
Bessie, at ClHF House, and no doubt
she will ba very pleased to veceive ik,
and—>"

“(Oh orikey [?

“T¢t  looked to wme,” woent on

EVERY SATURDAY

Mr. Bunter, **an expensive cake, If
vou obtained it on eredit, William,
kindly do not expect me to pay the bill !
I cannot poszibly afford to do =07

“Oh! Nol I—I—"

“"Very good! I will take ilns oppor-
tunity of ecantioning you, William, not
to ineur debts of any kind,  Last week
[ received a letter from you reguesting
something in addition to yvour allow-
atnce, Such requests are exfremely in-
opportune at the present time, and
cennot be complied with.” ]

I don't

“0h, yes, that's all right!
want it now. You seg—"

“I am glad to hear it, William! I
have to meet doctor’s billz, and nurses’
bills, and certainly cannot afiord any-
thing fer a schoolkoy’s extravagance,
I have no idea, so far, how I shall mect
my income-tax in July.”

“Oh! Yes! But——"

Bunter rcal]F had not rung up Bunter
Villa to hear his pater on the subject of
ipcome-tax. He heard wmwre than
cnongh on that subjeet in the holidays.

“Probably vou know, William, that
income-tax 15 now five shillings 1 the
pound——"

“Is it? But, I say—"

“0h, yos, but—" e

“¥f you have rung me up, William,
with any idea of asking for even the
smallest surn—-—-"

“Nol! Oh, no! I spy—r

“You may dismiss the idea at once!
Completely 1 said Mr. Buntey in a tone

¥
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that lelt no doubt on the subject. “The
doctor has ordered B change for your
mother, Willlam—and in otheor circumne-
slances she would go to Bourncmouth
for o few weeks, Now it is impossible”

“{Me crikey ™

“Luie ! said Mr. Bunter. ©1 cannok
pay for visits to Bourpemonth out of
the beavy losses I have lately incuried
on the Stock Exchange, William. I am
in diifienlties.”

“Nes; butb I say——"

“1 trust I have made myself clear,
William | Good-bye IV

“Bat 1 say—" howled Bunier,

Whiy !

Mr. Bunter had rung off.

“Oh crumbs 1" said Bunler.

He zat and bhnked at the teloplhione.
e had rung up Bunter Villa to speak
himseli---but Mr. Bunter had done all the
talking §

The Tat Owl was considering whother
to ving up ngain, when the school bel
rang, Break was over

“Oh o' ' zaid Bunter.

He rolled out of Mr. Quelelys siudy,
with a clouded fat brow., Mr. Bunter
had quite misunderstood his obhject In
ringing up—which was not really sur-
prising, as Bunter's eommumicalions
with home generally, if not olways,
dealt with the subject of 2 shortage of
cash |

Mr. Bunter was evidently very muach
disturbed in temper that morning. No

(Continued on nexf puoge.)
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doubt he was worricd by the fact that
Mrs. Bunter could not have the change
ordered by the doctor. owing to incorne
tax and losses among the bulls and bears
in the City,

Billvy Bunter rolled alomg te  the
Remove orm Room—not Iooking at all
like a fellow whe had vecently come into
a wondeeful windfall. Toy the moment
he drew no comfort from the fact that
he still had  foriv-founr  pounds  ten
shillings 1n his pocket. e did not heed
the expressive looks that Skinner & Co.
gave him when be joined the Remove in
the Form-room passage.

In thivd school that mornin
waog & warried frown on Billy Bunter's
podgy  countenance.  BMr. Quelch
glanced at him two or threo Limes
Bunter, it was clear, was in  deep
thought—but it waa equally clear that he
was not besiowing all that ihonght on hia
lessons,

In fact, when Me. Quelel azsked him
where Williatn the Congueror  had
landed in 1066, Buoaofter answered
“ Bournemouth *—a reply that made the
Remove stave. Buat, rather to the sur-
prise of the Form, Me. Quelch let that
extraordivary answer pass without com-
ment, and gave Bunter a rest for the
remainder of the lesson.

When the Remove were dismissed
Bunter once oore stayed behind  to
speak 1o his Forn-master. Onee moro
hiz fricnds hagd to waib for him in the
quad-—completely Torgotten by Bunter.

"What 1z it, DBunter? asked DMr.
Quelch in a very kindly tone,

“I—I}—c-coean I hiave leave this after-
noon, gir?"” stammered Buonter, " I—I—
I want to g-g-go home, sir"”

“You may have leave, Bunter, if yon
return in time for calling-owver,” said the
Brmove master,

“Thank you, sir!" gasped Bunter.

Skinner & Co. had to wait! When
Bunter came out of the Honse at last
they gathered round him; but the fat
junior pushed through and headed for
the gates,  They fellowed him in
U e

there

THE MAGNET

“Qoing  out, old man®  asked
Skinner. )
“Yes; got to catch a irainl”

answered Bonter over o fut shouhler.

“It’s dinner in a guarter of an hour |
oxclaimed Skinner,
“ Blow dinner!”
“Wha-g-a-t 1"
Bunter relled
fricnds staring. )
_ When Billy Bunter “blowed ¥ divner

1t was really time for the skwes to fall

Harry Wharton & Co. met hiim on his
way to the gales, They were as sor-
prised as Skinner to sece him outward
bound with a meal in the offing.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Whithwr bound,
old fat man?” asked Bob.

“Can't stop ! gazped Bunder.

“But what'a the game? asked Dob,
Ettr.-.:lm:h “Fou can't go oul now,

unter,” ]

“I've got leave home! Don't jaw—
I've got to get to Courthivld 1o calch the
two train t” .

“Yeou'll never oo it, Talhiead ! said
Harry Wharten, “ Gosling will let you
ring up a faxi—" )

“Eh? I can’'t wasle moucy on a taxi,
vou ass! I've only got forty-four pound
ten left.”

“Ehi*”

*What '

The Famous Five staved Llaokly as
Billy Bunter rolled out of gates and
started up the Courthield road—his fat
little legs whisking! Evidently he was
going to catch that train if he could.
They blinked after him. Really, a
follow who had got rid of five pounds
ten shillings in one evening might have
been expected to be able to stand hime-
self & taxi to catch a train out of the
forty-four pounds ten shillings that were
left 1 It was quite amazing, in the eirs
cumstances, to see Billy Bunicr foot-
slogging in the blazing sun.

“Well, my hat " said Bol.

Billy Bunter disappearcd in the dusty
distance, and the Famous Five were left
wondering.

away, leaving his

ta anle at olf
NeCRpeTH .
Eyery Fridiy.
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He's the riot of the age ... the sensation of
the century, and his laughable exploits appear
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The PILOT. Follow Will Hay's adventures
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story that appear rf.gula.:‘g,r in its pages.

In
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Plays Up !

e ILLIAM '™ ejaculaied
W Bunter.
If Mr. Bunter wera

leased to see his son home
from school, his looks belied him. 1le
was surprised—that was clear! But it
would have been difficult to discern eny
sign of pleasure in  his  plump
countenaneoe.

Probably Me, William Samuel Bunter
considered that he had worries enongh
on hand without the addition of &
schoolboy unexpectedly home,

Bunter relled in, tired and dusty. e
had walked from the station—which,
considering  that he had forty-four
pounds in his pocket, was amazing, It
wonld also have amazed any fellow who
knew Bunter to learn that, with so much
eash available, he lhad taken a third-
class return ticket for his journey. Buat
he had—and forty-four pounds were still
safe in his pocket. ’

Probably every buffet at every station
on the way home had tempted Bunter—
especially as he had lelt Gresfriars
before dinner! Amazing to relate, he
had not fallen to those temptations—
gevenn when he had had to change trains
and had time to spare for a feed !

“ William 1”  repeated BMr. DBunter
grimly, .

He stared at his son.  But the plump
lady who was seated in an armchair,
with a tired face, gave William a smile.

=] say—" pasped Bupter.

“Why are you home from school?”
asked Br. Bunter coldly. “I trust that
this means no tronble at Greyiriars,
William '

M.

“Oh, no!™ gasped Bunter.  “Quelch
gave me leave to comne home.”
“Indesd ! said My, Bunter. “I am

elad, in present circumstances, that you
have tho necessary funds to expend oun
reitway fares, William.” .
“Jt wae only ten bob return, thicd
clase,” said Bunter. i
*“Only I said Mr. Bunter grimly.

“My dear boy,” said Mre, Dunter
gently. “ Your father is very munch dis-
turbed at present over money mallers,
and—"

“Yes, I know, mums” answered
Bunter. *“That's why I've come—see?”

“That i3 why you have come,
William 2 asked DMMr. Bunter in the
same grim tone. s it your idea to
relieve my financial embarrassments by
tha unnecessary cxpenditure of money
an railway fares®”

“Yes—no—]—I mean—"

“Well,” said Mr. Bunter, “what do
vou mean, Williwm ¥

Plainly My, Bunter was cross. Mrs
Dunter, who was accustomed to bow her
head to the storm when her lord and
master let off steam, was silent—only
encournging Bunter by an affectionate
snule. .

“You—you see,” explained Bunter,
“it was becavse of what you said on the
phone this morning, dad—"

**1 fail to see why that should have
caused you to leave schoel and to incur
unnecessary oxpendilure—"

“About mums going to DBourne-
mouth * gaid Bunter hastily. ™ You see,
if the doctor save—I mean, if mums can

o—— I gav, how much wonld it cost?
f say, could it be done on forty-four
P"}undS?”

Ar, Bunter blinked at him.

“I have no doubt,” ho said, with grim
garcasin, “that it could be done on a
Iesa  apm  than  foriy-four ounds.
William. Am I to understand that you

&d. for slx months.
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have saved that amount out of your
allowance at school 1*

“Oh, nol” gasped Bunter, "I—I
c-g-canldn’t out of a half-crown a week,
of—of course | How could I?”

“Then for what reason, William, do
Tou mention that particular sum i

" Pva gob "

“Wha-a-t 12

“Look 1" zaid Bunter,

He groped in his pockets,

Ars. Bunter gazed at him in astonizh-
ment. M gunmr stared at bim
blankly,

“Ara vou out of Four
William ¥¥ inquired Mr. Bunter.

" Nuuno ¥ gasped Bunter.

“Then tell me at oneo what you mean
¥y yeur utterly vidiculous ohscrva-
tipns 7 thundered AMr. Bunter.

" Look ' gasped Bunter.

Ilis fat, grubby hand came out of his
pocket with a tattered noleease in it
The Owl of the Remove opencd that
notecase,

From the intertor ha drew three ten-
pound notes, two fve-pound neotes, and
fonr pound notos,

He spread them out on  the table
under the astenished eyes of his parents.

Mvs, Bumnter opened her eyes wide;
Alr. Bunter gasped like a fich out of
wiker,

RBilly Bunter Blinked at both of them
throngh hiz big spectacles.

“That's forty-four pounds,” le snid.
“Bee? I—IL say, if mums can do i on
forty-fonr peounds, that's all right.
That—that's all I've got left out of the
fifte.™

“Upon Mr.
Bunter. this
money '’

“AMine "' gasped Dunter.

“Whera have you obtained szuch a
sum? How can you pessibly have ob-
tained eueh g sum  as  forty-four
pounds i¥ almost ehrieked Mr. Dunter.
“¥You cannot possibly  have come
honestly by such & sum of maney,
William I

“Oh, really, father—" ]

“Tell me at once whera you obtained
this money ! thundered M. Bunter.
“T'm  going tol” gasped Bunler.
“You =es, there was & smash-and-grab
rard 1 Conrifield a few weeks ago—-"

“ A—a what1” ) )

“ A smaszh-and-grab raid,” explained
Runter. ** Smash-and-grab at Chunkley’s
Stores, in Courthels o

“You obtained this money by a smash:
and-grab raid?’ shrieked Ar. Buuter.

“Yes, You sce—" )

“Unfortunate boy 1™ exclanued 3Mre
Bunter. “Ts it possible—is it even re-
motely possible that a son of mine——-7"

“You—you see—" gasped Bunter.

“Grant me patience!” exclaimed Mr
Bunter. *You dare to stand i my
presence and confess that you have
obtained money by a smash-and-grab
raid—an act of lawlesa dishonesty !
Upon ny word!l That a son of
mine—"

“You dJdon't understand ¥ shrieked
Bunter. “I don’t mean that T did the
stfuishing andd grabbing; I mean, a man
smashed in Chunkley's window with o
beick.-and got away with a lot of siuff,
and—and I got hity pounds out of
it—"

“Qut of the plunder i roared M.
Bunter. o

“0Oh, noi Nunno! Nothing of the
sort! It was o reward ! yelled Bunter.

“A reward !

“Yea, You see, they offered a reward
of fifty pounds for information leadivg
to the arrest of the smach-and-grabber
and the recovery of the loot,” gasned
Billy Bunter. “and I—I spoited the

tan—=2

gens0s,

my  word ! gasped
“AWilliamy, whose 13

EVERY SATURDAY

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS!

Your Editor I3 always pleased to
hear from his readers, Writs 1o
him. Editor of tha MAGNET, The
Flestway House, Farringdon Strest,

i London, E.C.4.
HAVE received quite a bunch of
letters from readers this week,
m&l:m% various suggestions for the
type of stories they prefer. I have
made a list of all theso suggestions, and
will do my utmost {o cavry them out in
the near fubture,

Many of them I have handed on to
Mr. Frank Richards, who has written
another splendid cover-to-cover yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co., of Groyfriavs,
for next Baturday. It's entitled:

“THE ‘BAD HAT' OF THE
REMOVET"

The title alone will give you an idea
of what to expect, but the story iesclf
will ecertainly excoed your expectations,
The main character in the varn i3 Peter
Hazeldene, who iz about as weak-willed
ps they make 'em. Hazeldene's reckless
folly has led him into many a serape,
but none so. bad az the ene he finds
himself in next week. Backing winners
and raking in the cazh is as casy as pie
—at least, so thinks Hazeldene, until he
plunges heavily on a loser. Then the
fat’s 1o the fire! Saddled with a debt
he ¢annot pay, the scapegrace of the
Hemove takes the worst possible course,
and finds himself deeper in the mire
than ever. Fortunately, Hazeldene has
a good [riend in his sister—Alarjorie
Hazeldene, of Cliff House SBchool—who
i3 ever ready fe save her wayward
brother from the consequences of his
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folly. When I fell you that ilis is one
of the best schoolboy adventure ysrna
Frank Richarda has given us, you'll
know that it's zomething oxtra good!

A reader who signs himself * Mag-
netite,” of Bolton, s=ays that he has
often heard the expression

“AS MAD A5 A MARCH HARE*"
and asks me to tell him how it
originated. The term is wsed when re-

ferring to a cevtain person who is of a
reckless nature and inclined to " kick
over the fraces.” It s said that Lhareas
are unuseally shy and wild in March.
Angther cxplanation i3 that the word
chould be ““marsh,” owing to the fach
that hares which live in marshes ara
wilder than othaoras

MODEL FLYING!

Lotz of fellows I know are Aloded
Flying enthusiazte, amdl I expoet thero
are many of van whe have alveady taken
advantage of {he coupon on page 11, T1
not, you should lese no time in sending
for the “Froz™ colourcd Jeaflet with
particulars of the “Frop ™ Flying Club.
anel how to ebtain handsome cnamelled
“TFrog” Pilot Dadges.

In nearly every district there is a
muodel flying ¢lub, which holds competi-
tions under proper regulations, and for
those of yon whe find as much interest
in building your own machine as fluing
it, there 15 a large range of “I'rog™
scale model construction kits atl prices as
low as half-a-crown.

Acknowledgments and thanks 1o the
following readers who have writlen mao
this weelk : W. Allprﬂsa (Mile End, E.3);
A Congletonian " (Congleton) ; George
AMiller [%’Iaida Vale, W.};: Jean Rogers
{Leeds) ; A. Henderson (Liverpool}; V.
Hammond (Ilford Magser Clab)

YOUR EDITOR,

i

* Nonsense 1V

“I—1 did really! TI—I happened to
et a lift in a furniture-van they used
and spotted them,” gasped the fat Owl,
“and I—I got the reward! Queleh
made me put it in the post office bank,
and I—I got it out enly vesterday——->"

“Upon my word I’ said Mr, Bunter.
TAnd why was I nbt acquainted with
the matter, William ™

Y l—I—I—" Bunter stammered.

“Was 1t becaunse vou intended to ex-
pend this maoney, William, in reckless
cxiravagance, amd wurssed that I should
allow yom to do nothing of the sorti”
demanded Alr. Bunter,

Ok, I—I—im—er—you—you seo——-~">
Bunter flonndered.

As a matter of fact, My, Bunter had
hit the right nail on the head first shot.

“It was very clever of Billy {o dis-
rover the man and to carn the reward,”
caid Alrs. Bunter warmly., *“A dear,
good, clever boy—--"

“I=1've got this left,” said Buuter.
o J—I wish it was the fifiv. But—but I
had to square 2 chap who lent me a
quid for that cake, and SBammy had a
potnd, and—and some went——  Bub
i’z forty-four pouunds, father, and if
that is enough to sce mums through at
Bournemouth—"

The thunder faded from fthe plumyp
Lbrow of Mr. Bunfter. Whatever DBilly
Bunter had intended to do with that
windfall, there was ne doubt about what
he was now going to do with it.

“Well,” said Mre. Runter, “T should
cerfainly have been informed of the
matter at once: but ihiz iz very dutiful
of you, William ™

“Aly own dear boy gaid  Alrs.
Bunter, with a foad look at the fat Owl.
“ Tt iz just like him? But nothing would
induce me to—"

“Nonsense, Amelia 1™ said Mr. Dunter
decidedly.  “This sum will mect the
difficulty. The boy shall have his war.”

“0Oh, yes, mums?’ said  Dunter
anxiously. *'I came speeially to Lrin
it here Defore I spent any more o
Irr i¥

“No, nol"” said Mrs. Bunter.

“¥Yog, yes!™ zaid Mz, Bunier.

“I won’t touch it agan,” declared
Bunter; “not a shilling—unot a  <ix-
penec ! But, T—I say, I—=I came away
withont any dinner. I=1'd like somo
tea—"

Billy Bunier cujoved that tea.

Perbaps, lawer, when he sat in tho
train for Courtficld and thought of ihat
tremendous spread in the RHF, destined
now never to come off, he felt a pang;
hut if g0, he drove 1t resolutely away.
It was a ftived, dusty, but l.'h{'t"'!.'ill]
Bunter that airived at Greyiriars
Bchool just in time for calling-over,

|

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise!

it SAY. voun fellows——""
Billy Bunter rolled into e
Rag after call-over:; many
curious glances from the Removo
fellows greeted him there.
Tre MaickKEr LiBRARY.~—DNo. 1,532
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Every fellow in the Form had agreed
to attend that teemgndous spread, and
it hed been generslly cxpectod thet it
would take pi at tea-tume. i

Bunter had been absent st tea-time,
and had net turned up tidl roll was
called in Hasll,

There was time before prep for the

reat celebsation to take place, but
there swemeid to be no signs of it. That
celebration was, a8 & matter of fact, off
—very much off !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Beitor laie than
never, old fat man!” said Cherry.
a0 \‘f’i]lin, we have missed you 1V

“The shop's not closod yet, Bunter,”
mmarkeg £ ti:‘nmzt*. “Like s FHI}FF to
come and he ou geb in the stuff [

“0Oh 1 ga’apej Bunter. ﬁNﬂt“

“T guess T been wanting to see you,
old-timer,” raid Fisher T. Fish, “1 got
a camera I boen keeping for you; I sure
want you to give it “he once-over. I'm
letting you bave it for fifteen bob—"

*“Oh, all right!” sgid Bunter. “8hove
it in my study, Fishy! I—I'1l seitle on
—on Bgturday——"'

1 Eh ?'Hl

“I'm expecting & postal order en
Satupday—"

“What " ] :

“From one of my titled relations—"

Fisher T. Fish gazed at him. Fisher
T. Fish had given no lesy than four
shillings for that camera, he was not
likely to sell it to Bunter with paymeat
depending on the arrival of Bunter's
calpefa at&g stal order, .

b "."fhuh about thel spread?” grinned
the Bounder. * Fishy rmissed his tea,
specially to make room for it.”

“Oht  I-—I forgot that!” gasfe-cl
Bunter. “Strry—it's off ] I—I—I've
spent all my money ™

“Oh, my hat!” roarved tbe Bounder.
“Ha, ha, hal Where have you been?
Wapshot Races were on to-day! IHow
many losers did you back 7"

. haven't boen to Wapshot "
stammered Bunter, “But, the fact 13—
15— ;

“You fat, frowsy frump ! said Harry
Wharton. “Have vou been AEETNE
with those Higheliffe cads again——"

—

“Fh? I haven't sepn Pon—m>"
“All gonst? chuckled the Bounder.

“Wall, fools and their moméyv are sodn
parted. Alter I gave you a lesson at
nap, tog——"

“ Poor old Bunter i said Bob Cherry.
“Of all the bhithering idiots, you take
the cake, old fat man! You prance off
with the Peck Frean, and oo mistake !
You bag the Huntley and Palmer ! Why
didn't you leave it safe in the bank 7

“You—you epo—"

“What a bold, bad, Burler ! chortled
Smithy, “Pulling Quelch’s log, getting
leave to go home and going on the
jolly old razzle, and losing the whole
E}ag of tricks at one fell swoop! What
a jolly old plunger ¢

“The plungefulnass  is  terrifie!”
grinned Hurree Jamset Rarm Singh.

“I—1 eay, you fellows, I—I'm stand-
ing that apread, all the same [V declared
Bunter. “I'm expecling a postal order
shortly——"

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Ha, hs, ha!”

" Put, just at the moment, I'm rather
short of tin,” explained Bunter. "If
you <R sgyuare that fen bob,

nocpey—"

Bnoop strolled out of tho Rag! He
was not, apparently, prepared to eguare
that ton bob.

“I say, Fishy, 1I'll let you have that
elock and pocket-knife back, if you
ltke—"

“Gues: again!” grunted Fisher T.
Fish, and he walked after Buoop.

“I—1 say, you fellows, I've had
nothing since tea, and that was hours
sgo,” said Bunter pathetically. “1 ean't
wait till supper. Anything in the study,
Toddy 1" ‘

“Not that I know of I sald Peter.

“0Oh, crikey! T say, you fellows,

who's goiag to lend me ten bob till my
postal ofder comos ?”
“He, hs, ha!”

Bunter,

RATTLING FINE YARN OF
SCHOOLBOY RIVALRY |

“"THE FAMOUS I
FOUR'S GREAT
JAPE!"

By Frank Richards

dealing with the early adven-
tures of Harry Wharton & Co.,
of Greyfriars, In the ‘

GEM

Mow on Sale

Price 2d.

L=

There was & roar of merriment in the
Rag. Omtly that morming, Billy Bunter
haﬁf been rolling in banknptes end
currency notes. Now he was back to
his accustomned state of impecuniosity—
with nothing left, but the extremely
doubiful expectation of s postal order.

“Blessed if T seo anvthing to cackle

at,” said the fak Owl. * I can tell you
I'm jolly hungry. I've had nothing
since tos at home—-"

“Then you've been home?™ asked
Harry.

“1oht Oh, yes! 1 say—"

" Gammon [¥ grinted the Dounder.
“You didn't le:e your windiall at
home."

*1 haven't lost it, vou silly ess] I
mean——"

“You haven't lost it, but you haven't
got it 7" chuckled Smithy. *Have you
giver it away?"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Yea! I—I mean—exactlv! ¥You
see, the mater’s been ill, and the doctor
said she was to go to Bournemouth. Not
that that bhas anything to do with it,”

added Bunter hasiily. "My pater isn’t
short of money, or anything of that
kind. The fact 13, he's sunply rolling in
it! Loas and lotst”

Tha juniors gazed at Billy Bunter.

“What the thum said  tho
Bounder blankly, = " What has your
mater being i1l got to do with it "

“ Nothing 1" answored Bunter
promptly. “Nothing at slll The fact
15, she's off to Bournemouth in the
Rolls, and I—I went home to—to sce her
off 1 . Thet wasn’t why I took my forty-
four pounds home! Forty-four pounds
wouldn't make any difference at Bunter
Court! Wo pay our gardeners more
than that!*

2 0h, my hat!” said Harry Wharton.

“I nevor left it at home, and it wasn't
to pay for the mater to go to Bourne-
mouth,” explained Bunter. “ Nothing
of the kind! You needn't fancy that
ehe couldn’t go because the pater was
hard up! In e wealthy home like

ouYE—

“Great pip!” said Bob Cherry.

“Monoy 18 nothing to us,” further ex.
plained Bunter. “Tlie pater isn't hard
up, and he isn’t kicking up & row about
the taxes, He wasn’t in 8 bad temper
when I got in—jolly as anything! Of
course, he would i)a having lots of
meney, &8nd noi & care in the world! Ti
I'd thouglt of it, I'd heve asked him
for a tenner while I was there, but I—1I
never thought of it. ~As for my—my
money, I'm not going to tell you fellows
what I've done with it.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“There's not much nead fo tell us now,
old fat man!"” he said. " Did you saw
vou were hungry "

“Yaos, rather, old chap! T bhad a jolly
good tea at home—the mater saw fo
that, though things are & bit dicky now
—1 mean, they ain't dicky.at all! Dut
that was hours ago—I could eat the
hind leg off a mule 1" said Bunler, with
deop feeling. “"What 1 mean 15 I
couldn't siay for the usual twelve-course
:1i:]-:l:1m-,|}aa I had to get back for the
ro *

“We've got & supper for five in the
study,” Harry Wharton glanced round
st the Co “What about meking it
a supper for one, you fellows?”

“Hear, hear '™ grinned Nugent.

“Tho hl-;-.ﬂ.r.-hﬂn.rlgtl.iness is terrific.”

“Come on, Bunter!” said Johnny
Bull.

“ What-ho ™ said Bunter.

Ho came on!

Bupper for five, turned into supper
for onc, was almost enough for Bally
Bunier!

For once—Billy Bunter did not Lknow
why—the fat Owl of the Remove was a
follow whom the Famous Five delighted

to honour. Which was one satisfactory
vosult, at least, of Billy DBunter's
windfall.

THE END.

[(Phere will be another super slory of
Hoarry Whartor & Co.tn next Sufurday's
BlacRET, entitled, "THE ' BAD HAT'
GF THE REMOVE!™ Den't miz il
whailever you dol)
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MISS MOLLY’S MISTAKE!
By DICKY NUGENT

“ Unhand: me, wvillain!”

Trank Fearless jumnped.

It was Wedneeday—a
holf-hollerday at 5t. Sam’s
—and Fearless was on his
way to the River Ripple
for & swim,

His pals, Jack Jolly &
Co., had gone on shead of
him and Fearless was hurry-
ing to enich up with them.

nt at the sound of a
maiden in distress, he very
quickly came to a stop.

* Yphand mo, villainl™

The girlish cry tinkled out
again, and a gasp of recker-
nition cscap ‘rank Iear-
leas,

“ AMolly Birclicroall ! he
cricd.

e would have recker-
niged that tinkling, bell-like
voice anywhere, It belonged
to DMolly DBirchemall, the
Hepd's dawier-—a wingome
vung lady whe lwmd won
T'rank's hovt right from the
day lo bad frst come to
i, Sam's.

The Fourth Former's eyes
favoly flashed five, a3 he
stared at the hedge thet
divided the skool grounds
froin 1ho Head's gerden.
Hia fiata clenched.

“My hat! If some cadd
is insulting Misa Molly——"

Heo broke off, his senience
unfinished. Another voico
was epeaking from  the
1lead’s  garden—a <oep,
maskuline voice that con-
fpined B menacing g

“Ho, bo, my proud
wwiky ! So you resent my
attenshiung, huh 7 All the
game, ¢r¢ I go. I sghall
snateh a kiss [rom those
pretty lipg—--"

“Wever ! ™ irilled Miss
Maoily. *' Rather would I die
first ! Go—Dbelore you lorce
me to shout for the help
Ef some chivalrous passer.

L

}I'L peal of mocking, larfter
followcd.

Yrank Fearless gritbed
his tceih nnd made a move
forward, He had beard
enuff!  Some awlul ecadd
was forcing his atienshuns
on Miss Molly and that was
suflishant for IFFearless |

Running to the side.gate
that led to Doctor Birch.
emall’'s gorden, he wvaulted
lightly over it.

The tweo whosa voices ho

had heard on the other side’

of the hedge were atanding
wnder o tree near the pate,
Fearlesa  recliernised  MMiss
Moliy’s slim, givlish figger ;
then, withont delay, hia
cyes lurned to the clegant
figgor of a somewhat over-
dressed yung man who waos
standing beside her.
Frank Iearless id not
hezzitute., One grate bound
took him across to the {vee ;
the next instaunt, he dealt

ihe coverdressed yung man
& terifiel punch en the
aw,

Bifl!

“*Yarogooooo !
It was & faro nocle-ont!
Frank's vikiim whitled back-

wards, turped a dulbible-
summersalt and hit the
hard, unsimperthettick
earth with a bump that
nocked every ounce of
breth out of him.
“Take that, you
eadd 1" roared Irank
Fearless, “Perhaps that
will teach you not to
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o about insulting yung
adica l

Tha hero of the TFourlh
turned round with ihe
intenshun of calming Molly
Birchemall's fears,

And it was then that he
received & very soveor
ahocle,

He had quite e ted
that Misa Molly's limpid
ayves would be full of grati-
tude and admiration for her
reskewar.

But, te lis utter serprize
and dismay, they were not.
#n tho contrary, they were

full of ingratiitude and
ﬂ.ﬁnﬂ%’&“ﬂ*ﬂ.
“Fearless ! Flow dare

you 1" she trilled, with o
starnp of her dainity foot,
“* How dare yvou attack a
friendd of mine in this
brootal fashun "

“Eh ¥ ed Fearlesa,

“ What rig?iyhave ou in
pop's garden, I should like
to know " rippled Molly
Birchemall, with o toss of
her head. “ And, in any
ez, what right have yon
to punch my dramattick
tutor, Mr. Boardman, right
in the muddle of my lesson
in acting ¥ "

The junior’s jaw dropped.

Ho gave o viclent, spas.
moddick start.

“ Y evour dromattick
tutor ¢ 7 ha Btuttered

* Y-your lesson in aeting 7 7
“"Whet czgsplanation
have you to offer for such
scandalons  behaviour § ¥
asked Miss Molly, her meow-
sical voice simnply {lwobbing
with indignation,

Frank Ifcar-
leas turned
gearlet.

“0Oh, crums!
I'm awfully
sorry, Misza
Molly ' There
hhasg hreu &

arstly mis.
!i;ake. ‘1'5;1.1 B,
Ithought——""

“EFlEAR-
LEsst»

1t was &
deap, majestick
voice from the
garden path;
and, at the
soul of i, Frank Fearless
Eave o groan,

*The Head ! ™

“Yearlesa ! What is 1he
meaning of ihis here 7
wraq ed out Doclor Birch.
emall, in lhisa refined way,
“What do vou thinlkk you're
doing of, invadinz the
privacy of my garden and
treating iy distinpwishoed
visitor as a punchball 7"

“It's all n mistake, sir !

groatcd Frank  Dearless.
‘' Miss Molly wos meerly

play-peting 3 but I {hought
1t wae genuine | "

“ A lkelystory ! ¥ shoffod
Doctor Birchemall. * What
say vou, Molly # 7

{[ﬂ"j? Birchemall starped
her dainty foot angrily.

* Likely or not, I think
Fearless was horvid, pop 1"
she tinkled. ** Perhaps he
Tangies hia luck as a hero and
a jentleman ; but if you ask
me, Mr. DBoardman iz the
hero and jentleman ™

* But, Miss Molly——"
gasped Fearless, despritly.

* Don't ¢ Miss Molly * met™
trilled Molly DBivchemall,
who wos in & mood such as
Fearless had never scen her

before. *' I hoap pop will
punish  you seveerly for
this !

“ Hear, hicar | ™ cried Mr.
Boardmaun, nursing his jaw
tenderly, as he rose to his
feat.

Doctor Birchemall smiled
—a grim, glonting smile,

“You may salely leave
it 1o me ! * he gaid. * Fear-
leas | Troseed to my study
and sawait me therel”

“Oht! Yes, sir!'" said
Trank Featleas, ' Butk,
beleeve wme, Mizs Alolly,

I'm sincerely sorry. Same
applica to you, Mr. Beard-
man."’

But all fthat followed

Frank's open apology was a
hawty tosa of the head from
Miss Molly and an unpleze.
ant skowl from her deamat-
tick tutor.,

*I hoap you'll be a lot

more sorry by the time
Doctor DBirchemall has
finished with voul"™ anid
My, DBoordmen savvidgely.
Y Rcram L
There was nolhing else
for it.
Frank Feoavless serammed.
& L] [ ] L L}
Thwacle, thwaelk, {hwael!
That was the steady sound
that was heacd in the Head's
study five mivmits later.
1'.I'ﬂnt1crr !Ht'ﬂhﬂ‘li‘lﬂ"
roperly gomg it
P Tiw Head must bave been

Wins

in need of exercise, judging
by the harty way was

weelding hia birch. But,
gven i he exercised his
arma, he exercised Do

restreint over the duaatinji
he waa giving to IFearless
trowsis.
Thwack, thwacl, thwack!
“Yaroooccopo ! Help !
Stoppit ! Wooooop 1"
Frank Fearless was taking
hia grool hercically, apart
from a fow howls and shreeks
of rny. DBut it took n
kit of taking, with the Head
wading in wilh his birch
like some avenging spirit.
Even Doeclor Bir H )
arms were nob entirely tira.
less, however, and the time
came at last when sheer
fizzical eggshoustion com-
peiled him to give in.
“There1 I hoap that
thig will teach you a lesson,
IFearless 1 * he (ﬁaaped, a8 he
flung away 8 worn-gul
sturmnp to which his bicchrod
had been reduced. °' Bear
in mind that this iz only a
fourtaste of what you will
t next tima !
“ Oh, ermns ! :
“Yeu may gol’ gasped
the Head, Fn%up i1'|g j‘i-j--'mar
perapiration from hie heated
brow, as he collupsed into an
armochair.

Fearless went.
It was & mild alternoon ;

but he was in & bitter mood,
as he tramped down to the
gates.

Frank Fearless was nol a
jellna kind of fellow, as o
rule; but
somehoyw he
couldn't help
{eeling & pang
of jollusy
shoot through
hiun when
thought of Mr.
Boardmen. 1t
was pretty
elear that Misa
Muolly had =
high opinion of
her drammat.
tick tutor. But
IFearless didn't
think muaeh of
Mr, Boardman.
He counldn’t help fecling that
Misz DMelly had made a
mistalie.

Fearless went out of the
gates, still pulling o long
fnce. He took the shork ent
to the River Ripple, intend-
ing to join Jack Jolly & Co.
there.

“Help ! Teskew 1!

Fearless atopped suddenty,
His baok straiehiened,

It was Molly Bircheinall
again—but Frank learless
wag not poing (u bo caught
this tine !

“Help! Reskew i Mr.
FBoardman, stop hiny #he's
taking my handbag!™

IMearleza started., Y asz 1t
play-acting ihis time, after
all 1 Could it be pesaibul
that Miss BMolly had been
confronted by some {k otpad
~—that she necded hi; help
in 51-im reality ¥

With a sudden meclve.
Fearless broke into a ran.

He came round the bend
of the path—and an amaz-
ing site met hiz eyes,

Moll ]Siircllurﬂna.ll ii'raa
strugghng despritly with s
villujnﬁua-lmkli];g ruffian for
her hendbag ; and her one-
timme hero, Mr. Doardman,
wag running awey ny fush as
hig legs could earry him!

* Leave that yung lady
elone t " &)

The Fourth Former's voico
rang out fewriously, asa he
raced to the reshew.

T'he footpad looked cound
at the sound of it, and & look
ol releet come into hue grimy
foce when heo eaw ibat the
urweomer was & meé e boy.

With & leering Iwf, ho
turned to nock hin sensgs-
icas to the ground. But be-
forsa he had the chanoe of
carrying out that intenshun
a battering-ramn seemed to
land between hiz eyea.

Thud !

“Ow.ow-ow ! " shresked
the lootpad.

e rolled eover on the
grass, complolely nocked
ouk

Frank Fearless flipked o
apeck of dust 1 hia
trowsis and retreeved Aliss
AMolly’s handbag from the
poth where it had fillen.

“Your handbag, Miss
Molly 1" he mermered,

“ My hero ™ taillsd Miss

Molly.

“And {fo {hmk™ she
Lwittered, 2 few f£uinnits
lalor, a8 Iearlesa escorted
her back to 5t. Sam's, ** that
I got you into trubble with
wp becawse of that cow.
Lﬂ'd, Mr. EBoardman!"

* (Oh, that's all ripk -, Miss
Molly,"” lafed Ye f.[lée 88,
“Wo all make akes
suinetlines. I made one
inysell when I bild him
earlier in the waftoneon.

“I'm jolly glad e did,
now 1 Luow what "he's
really  like," mipplsa the
Heads dawler.

And she flashed a dazzling
smile of admiratior at the
Fourth Former.

‘And Frank IFoarless [elt,
{aking it all round; thet he
couldu’t complain, alter all,
of the consclhwencea that
had follewed JMiss Molly
Birchemall’s npustake )

THE PLEASURE HAS
PASSED QUT OF PUNTING!

Sighs Lord MAULEVERER

Timo was, dear nien, when
poline down the Sark in a
punt was a peaceful and
pleasurable pastime ]

I have the happiest
memories of those good old
Jdoys of wore. A chappie
could hire a Third Fg?m
kid to do the poling and
then stretch himself cut on
the cushions, socure in the
knowledpge that nothing was
likely to disturb him for the
reat of the afterncon |

I can assure you, my dear
old sportsmcn, thoss lazy
alternoons on the river were
a dream of bliss to ma ! All
a chappie had to do was lis
back and idly watch the
overhauging trees patterned
against the blue sky or
make dream-castles out of
tho clouds. When a chappie
grew tired of this, he could
Just close hia eyes !

Eventually, oms would
moor by the island and get
out the jolly old picuue-
basket and erown the after-
noon with a sumptuous
feed. And one could hon-
estly say, on arriving baclk
at Greyiviars, that there was
nothing {o compare with the
g:-g'? :iaf poling a punt on the

ke

Put now!

The other day I tricd to
recapture some of those
youthful joys.

Dear men, you ¢an take it
from me, I didn’t stand an
carthly !

To begin with, there are
no longer Third Formers
who, for a small fee, will
g’ula a punt for a fellow.
You have to do it yourself,

SHOULD SCHOOLBOYS

LEARN LATIN?

“Ves!” Says HARRY WHARTON

It's quite the thing nowadays vo condemn Latin as
a8 school study because it
Bgo.
ageaid- for it. Latin itself mn
there's a live lezsson to be got out of it |

The moderniste who want Latin abolished forget
that we in Great Dritain owe many things to the
johunies who spolte it thousands of years ago. Ior

. happmm to bo a dead
But, in my homble opinion, there's a lof
bo dead ; but

one thing, we owo them half of our own

And the passing hoats
seemed {o numhber hun-
dreds! I remember the
Sark ag s quiet little stream.
Bepad, you can scarcely see
the water for boais on a
halfer nowadays !

And when it came to &
pienic on the island the boats

Even this wouldn't be so0 p

bad, With other chappies

in the punt, you can take it RN .

in turns, and there’s always
an odd chance they'll over.
lock you. But it's.only the
firat of many troubles !

The one-time joy of lyinz ;

back and watching the trees §
atterned apgainst the sky =32

s gone completely. Ewvery
titne I tried to do it there
scemed to be a fng with a
peashooter in one of the
tresg—and my nose seemed
to be the targot !

As for having & snooze—
well, 1 did attempt it once
or {wice, but on each oec-
caalo #ome humorist in a
passing boat emptied a pot
of jam over my head or

ayed some other playful
ittle trick calculated to
removea all my desire lor
reat 1

for land-

I ea fights
were going on to decide who
wag going to have the boest
apots for their picnic !

wera queuaiug u
ing.rovm an %:-

The noise, doar men!
Tha shonts and the portable
radios and gramophones and
month-organa  and  tin.
whistles 1 Oh, gad !

All T can say 13 that the
chappie in these days who
goes punting on the Sark
m search of peace must
be up the pole |

FAIR PLAY FOR
FARE PAYERS!

Bilker in Court

WILLIAM GEORGE
BUNTLER, professional
serounger, was charged be-
fore Judpge Brown at the
Woodshed Sessions with ob-
taining & ride in the Removo
charabrane {o 8t. Jim's
under false pretences.

Frosecuting for the Com-
mitieas of (e Remove
Cricleel Club, wheo hired tho
vehicle, Mr. Peter Todd,
ILC., alleped that Duanter
obtained his vide by a
VOry cunning ruse,

Just aa the charabane was
about to slort some lags,
led by Dunter minor, de-
pusited o barrel in the barck
of the charabone and said
it hod been presented to the
players with good wishes

from Lord Mauleverer., As
it was labelled " GINGER-
BEER,” it was allowed to
remain on board, and dur-
ing the journey some of
the chaps tried to tap it
They did not succeed ; and
when they reached St. Jim's
they acon found out why.
Tho hbarrel did not contain
ginger-beer. It contained
Buanter 1

Out of consideration for
%JI‘EE-GHE:I‘, the playera al-
owed him to return by the
charabane. But as it waos
obvious to the Committeo
that it was a flagrant case
of bilking, they had decided
to lpmseeute. Mr. Todd
concluded by ashking that
Bunter should roesive ex.

emplary punishment. Only
o sharp sentence was likely
to prove effective in the
case of & notorious hbilker
like Bunter, and, for the
gake of fair play for fare
payers, that sentence should
be civen !

Defended by Mr. Harold
Skinner, K.(,, Bunier, who
pleaded * Not Guilty ™ at
firzt denied all knowledge of
the matter. In eross-ex.
amination, however, he ad-
mitted having been in the
barrel, and pleaded that he
had been placed thera by
some japers. Further cross-
examined, he =aid that he
had only done it because
the jeslous beasts wanted
to stop lam from gZoing to
St Jim's, knowing full well
that he had had o pressing
invitation from uan old pal,

I"risoner was foundd guilty
and  sentenced to be
imprisoned  in the  barrel
ond used for the purpose of
rotling {he c¢ricket.pateh on

P Little Side

language. We owe many of our ideas to
them, too; and o great many of our insti.
tutions. And, in studying Latin, we get a
view of our language and ideas and insti
tutions which cannot be acquired in any
other way.

In the opinion of a great many peopla
who should know, cducation should aim
at giving us o grasp of the origina of things

rather than a smattering of the things them-
selves. Laetin gives us that. What's more,
it has the logic and shmplicity of ancient
things. And logie and simplicity e
valuable qualitics Lo meet i our illogical
and complox world !

I think we should still leain Latin !

CNO!M" SAYS H. VERNON-SMITH,

I might hove known it ! Dear old Whar-
ton would prefer Latin !

It's true that a great many people wha
should know still advocale ]I:utin. Oled
custome dis hard, you know. They were

brought up on it themselves, and “ What
waz good enough for me is zood enough for
you, my bey ! You've nl? heard it !

A fow leszons in roots and prefixes and
suffixes give you all you want to know ot
Latin for language purposes. As for tha
ideas and institutions part of the argumnent,
vou need only read through a short Roman
history to know the lot !

Wharton trica to imply that the brainiest

cople are on ihe side of Latin, Don't
believe him ! Some of the smartest peopls
in the eountry are dead against it.

I'm pretty emort myself, And you cen
count me with them |

“GERROFF MY CHEST!”

You'll never need fo yell out those
agonised words again if you wear one of
FProfessor ]{ipr}l:ls‘ Patent Chest Shields !
Hidden pina flash out like lightning and
jab the anatomy of any chap who sita en
vou! No Removite can afford to bo with-
out one !'—Apply carly while 1he stock
lnsts, to PROFESSOR KIPPS, Study No.
5, Remove Passage,

FANCY DRESS WANTED

For Cliff House Midsuromer Ball. Good
price lpa.i& for well-fitting costume of Satan,
complete with ecloven hoofs, horna and
forked tall—Apply, AUBREY ANGEL,

LEARN MUSIC

Clande Hoskins tcaches the piano at
the absurdiy low fee of 10a, 6d, an hour,
Money returncd it you ecan’t play in 20
vears—Apply, Clawde MHoskins, Music
Room, Greylriavs.

LIFE-SAVING CLASS

H. Coker regrets that the Scoior Swimming
Club heve cancelled his advertised demon-
astration of Life-SBaving in the swimmming
FML They are afraid he may pet oul of
s depth,

WARNING

Tho next chap who says that Chunkley's
Tailoring Department pay me hali-a.crown
cach time my new pet bulldog teara the seat
out of a customer’s trousers will be rendering

himaelf liable to an action for slander.
(Signed) Geo, Tubb (Third Form).



