


2 THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
If You Want to be Right in the Know, Consult—

GREYFRIARS GUIDE . -
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. The Head’s Study. :
(1) (2) H
“Abandon hope, all ye who enter But I myself have once experienced H
~ here!” The fate of those who go H
Might well be carved upon To see the Iead. :
This study door. The interview was brief, and it corr ¥
For some have entered, shivering with menced :
fear, With measured beat and slow. =
And after they havo gone And it is said S
L !RE;F&M? o T‘:‘Dmrf I M 1 %'EFF mﬂtrihutij"ﬂ- to It-hﬂ !arslgn'e'lif wt EEE R NAE R R T SR MESE TN S SRS RS RE)
* Lxpelle romy Greviriars |V elan- ere quite distinetly heard all over
ﬂﬂiﬂ!?'fﬂtﬂi Kent J‘hl 1'~rlE!El‘:l;1r' l!lJI':H:;lE1r

I hope I shan't earn that, at any rate.

OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS

RHYMESTER
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Here sita the Head fo take his share of
SABS
When cares do not engage
His busy mind,
Heclimng 101 a charr with Sophocles,
And ss he turns the page
He's sare to find
New beautics spring to light in every

That's illiilgiidea of fun. GREYFRIARS GRINS

It izn't mina!
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A toad was found in Loder's study
yeaterday. It knew where to go!

THE GREYFRIARS We understand that Carne of the

Sixth intends to be a schoulmaster in
ALPHABET the future. It will be interasting to
now wWiat wi appen wien ne carches
AFTER SCHOOL HOURS WILLIAM GOSLING, himself breaking bounds at night.
. The Greylriars Porter Mr. Quelch’s rheumatism is troeubling
Bl.lﬂtﬁl‘ Pl]l'l HIG chh . i him again, As ususl, it will hurt us
G 1s for GOSLING, the porter. it does hi
) Who's not very fond of eold water Hte uan o
When Bunter borrowed half-a-crown When ﬂ]’lﬂﬂﬂil‘lgrﬂ. drink for his pleasure,  Bolsover was seea Iying on the floor
Fm;u Clare Trevlyn n the town, But pours out a gencrous measure " of the gym recently. It is believed he
“;ﬁ prtﬂm}aed h‘hm our hardest kicks ¢ something that's stronger and ;; in training to be a heavy-weight
_ For trying such a gamo. thicker oxer.
Ihe half-a-crown he owed to her No doubt a medicinal liquor ! Hobson' him a* birthd
He borvowed from DMauleverer, : J DUON & IALEY amn) T AW rReay
While Cherry lent him two-and-six, . : . cake last week, In thanking her for it,

ik Hobson  writes  that, according to
Bunter, it was very tasty and cooked
just right, and he wishea he could have
tried it himself.

And Wharton did the same,
And Linley, from his meagre store,
Lent Bunter two-and-sizxpence more.

(2)
From Newland, Bolsover, and Rake
Threo shillings he contrived to take,
He even hopefully appealed
To Fishy—what a job!
Then Bull snd Bmithy each wero
dunned
For two-and-six towards the fund
Aund Samson Quincey Iffley Field
['oniributed a bhob,
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PUZZLE PAR

Bunter snooped & bottle of
ginger-wine, but he had no cork-
secrew  and ecouldn’t draw the
eork. How did he get at the
wine without breaking the bottle,
smagshing the cork, or pulling it
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While Wibkley, Morgan, Stotf, and out ¥
Brown ‘ Answer at foot of column 2.
All helped towards that half-z-crown! Ho's crusty, ill-tempered, and surly, .
(3 ﬂnd dq-esn'} like :;-hpjpa to be early
i i eturning from daily excursions; T ; 3
Then, going into Iall for tea, For ons of his pleasant diversions paﬂl Etﬁ?g} iﬁm g&ﬁg“: Eﬂ?f:fﬂ;: ha!ﬂ
He got a bob from Ogilvy, 1s shutting the gatcs and reporting b oo woisti o,

And Desmond gave him cighteen- Latc.comers, who're fond of retorting Smithy hadn't been in detention till

Wi 1;?&1!]:;'::&1; Trish tact; By vinging the %’lﬂ'*“ bell, and calling  fonr g'clock. It was s quarter to five

it names which are often appelling ! -
A bob from Bulstrode and from Todd, o here's to his health, the old F;:-!ightger, bebore. e irenased. -Wha  olick hed

; . ; - : " he spent
And two from someone in the quad And long may his “dooties’ grow Stnpp.ﬂd end the fact that :

Who' should have had much better " lighter s ph g e e

(Myself, in point of fact!) ANSWER TO PUZZLE Fisher T. Fish walked into » booby-

And when he put these items down trap meant for Coker to-day. Good job
He found they made just half-z-crewnl  He pushed the eovk inl it wasn't wasted.

e e ————— 1

Movre Interesting Iﬂfarmjfan in Next Saturday’s MAGNET!




BELIEVE IT OR NOT!

Ever since he’s been in the Greyfriars Remove, Billy Bunter has been

borrowing “lfobs’ and cadging *‘tanners.”” Now, to the amazement of his schoollellows, he becomes—

0

L.l
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Playing the part of 3 lord at a magnificent castle, sﬂn'uunﬂaﬂ hy wealth, and mr-lnrdad by a host
of servants, sounds good to Billy Bunfer—and he jumps at the cham:e with both feet !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Starts First!

T BL{]W 1” said Billy Bunter.

Bunter locked peeved.
Most follows, at Greyfriars
School, were looking merry and
hnght. that uftarnmn It was & half-
holiday, and a glorious winter's day;
Lright and sunny, but with a nip of
frost in the air. Harry Wharton & Co.
cama out of the House, after dinner,
looking as if they found life really en-
joyable, But Bunter locked; and fell,
peeved.

Standing in the quad, Bunter was
going through his ockots, one after
angther. e gearched them all with
great thorovghness—and he searched
them all in vain.

Not for the first time in his fat career,
Billy Bunter was short of that necessary
article, cash.

That morning—as had happened on

other mornings—he had n disap-
pointed sabout & postal order he was ex-
peeting. And that afternoon, the need
of cash was pressing and urgent.

The FEirst Eleven were ?laﬂng ak
Rudciyffe—thﬂ last fixture betore break-
ing up for tha Christmas holidays, Quite
a number of fellows were going over to
aea them beat Redelyffie—or be beaten

v Redclyfe, as the case might he
Em;thymf the Remove was taking some
fricnds in a car—the Bounder alwaves
had monsy to butn. The Famous Five
were going on their bikes. Billy Bunter
was going by train—if cash was available
for the ticket |

ot that Bunter was fearful
terestod in the doughty deeds of the
First Eleven, Had tha]]]; been playing at
home, the fat Owl of the Remove would
probably npot have taken the trouble

in-

to roll down to Bip Bide. But Smithy
was standing a spread at the Rotunda,
at Redelvfa, after the match, Soocer
did not draw Dunter, but & spread—
especially one of the Bounder's lavish
spreads drew him with an irresistible
attractions

Wherefore did Rilly Bunter go through
pocket after pocket, in the vain hope of
discovering some forgotten or overlooked
coin therein,

Deep in that urgent research,-the fat
Owl deud not observe five juniors ﬁ&lﬂhiﬁg
him from a little distance, with grinning

faces.
Harry Wharton & Co, were guite in-
terested. Pocket after pocket was turned

out, 1\1thc-u1: revealing anything in the
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Amazing and Amusing Yarn
of Schoolboy Adventure,
featuring HARRY
WHARTON & CO.,, of
GREYFRIARS.
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nature of coin of theyrealm, But quite
an interesting variety of things were
revealed, %mro was & handkerchief,
sorely in need of a wash, There was
a penknife with both blades broken.
There was & stump of pencil, with haif
an anclent bullseye adhering to it. Thero
was & considerable amount of Auff and
dust, and some aniseed balls. There was
a note-case—empty. But there was no
coinage of any dmnmptmn-—-nnt “ bob, ™
not & temnm- not even a humble
“brown.”’ -;'E Bunter, in & tone of
deep f@eimg_', sald agein:

“ Blow ¥

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked round, throngh
his big spectacles, as that mum! of merri-
ment fell on his fat cars. Then he spotted
the Famous Five, He frowned at them.

“"Blessed if I can sce oy thing to
cackle at!” he grunted. “1 say, xou
fellows, I'm stony | I shall have to go
over on a bike '

Bob Cherry chortled.

“You' Il go over, all righ
on that jigger of vours!™ |
kardly holds together!

if you get
we said. “ It
You'll go over

\mlln 1
‘If you'd mended 1t for me, 16 would
be nll right " gprunted Bunter, *You

can't say 1 haven't asked you | I've asked
vou & dozen times, st least! It doesn’t
want much doing to it, either—only the
chain's broken, and the pedals are off.
and ono of the wheels buckled, and the
mudguards twisted, snd a few other
things. ' here, vou've got time to
put it to rights befora you start.”

“1'1 ]ﬂnd on & imnd if you lLike!"
enid Bob. {‘F"u dun t start for half-an-
hour! Come onl”

Billy Bunter did not come ob. He was
not looking for work.

“I think I'd better borrew a bike!”
he remarked. 1 say, you fellows, I've
asked Smithy to len " e his—he won’t
want it, as he's going over in & car. Hﬂ 5
mfusm:] Selfish beast, vou konow

Harry Wharton lnughed

“Peorhaps he doesn’t want to seo it
with the chain broken, and the pedals
off, and a wheel buckled, snd the mud-

ards tmut-ad and s fow other things I'?

u.': au geste

ha, ho [

o Well, logk hore, supposs.otis of
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said DBunter.

3

fellows Iend e & bike !”
“Yaou're not so selfish as Smithy- -

“We arel™ grinned Bob Cherry,
“ Quite 1 )

“The guitefulness iz teyrific. my os-
teemed Eat Bunter !V chuckled Hurvree
Jamser Roam Singh,

"Well, I've got lo go over lo Red-
elyfle: T can't miss that spread at the
Rotunda—I mean, the last First Eleven
mateh of the term.  1f you won't lend me
a hike, lend me five bob for my fave.”

“It's 1wo bob return o Redelyife, you
fat spoofer 1" said Johnny Bull.

"’Fhird-i:'las-ﬂ," sneercd DBunter.
“Travelling thivrd may do for you
fellows. Tu would hardly do for me.”

“Yon couldn’t travel third?? asked
Frank Nugent.

“Hardly! You scoe—"

“No good offering o lend you iwo
troly, then ¥

“Thf Oh! Ali! Yes! Certainly ! Hand
it over, old chap !t

“Ha, ha, ha t? .

Frank Nugent oxtracted a shilling
from his pocket. liarry Wharion pro-
duced another, Both were grabbed by
a fat and grubby hand.

“Thonks,” said Bunter, “I'll let yon
have this back ont of my postal order,
when—when it eomes. The fact is, I'm
cxpoeting & good many Christmas tips
from my utled relations,  Now, i‘gu
n%l&ﬂr fellows, put a bob cach to ths
and—"

*Good-bye, Bunfer !

“1 sav, you follows, don't walk off
wiiile a chap’s talking to youl” roarcd
PBuanter.

But 1he Famous Five did walk off.
Az they generally travelled third them-
selves,  they scemed to sco no special
veason why Dilly Bunter zhould be too
feavfully aristocratic lo do Lhe same.

“Treasts " hooted Buuter: doubtless
Ly way of thanks for the two slullings.

The fat junior blinked aftey the chums
af the Remove, throngh hiz big spec
iacles,  Then he blinked at the window
of the zchool shop.

IIe hesttaied. :

It i3 woell said ithat he who hesiotes
is lost. The lure of the tuck was irresis-
tille to Rilly Bunter. He did not sta:t
for 1he gates, to catch that framn for
Redelyffe. Ile started for the séhool
shop: and rolled therem.

In five minutes, Billy DBunter had
consumed jam tarts to the exact value of
two shillings,

Then be rolled out of the tuck-shop
ampin—jammy, sticky, and stony.

The problom of  transport, which
[Tarry, Wharton and Frank XNugent
fancird they had solved for him, still
remained o lie solved, :

But Bunter knew how {o solve it

Bolb Cirerry bad said they were not
starting for imlf an hour. They were
nat likely, thevefore, to be at the hike-
«hiedd vet, If the coast was clear, Bunter
eould Loreow a bike,

He id not think of going over on lus
awn dilapidated jigger. It wds only too
likely 1hat if he tried it on, he would,
as Dol suggested, so over wallop., He
decided on Harry Wharlon's bike,

Like Mozes of old, Bunter looked this
way and that way, as he approached
rhe hikeshed. Like Moses apain, he
saw no man. The coast was clear. He
rolled inte the bike-shed, and Lifted
Wharlon's hendsome jJigger from the
stand, The saddle was rather high for
Bunter: but ho did not bother asbour
patting 1t down, for two good reasons.
e had no time to waste: and he was
lazy. He wheeled the mochine out, and
trundled 1t down to the gate.

Bkinner of the Remove, 1n the gate-
wav, glanced ot e and grinned.

Tae Alacyer Lisnary. —No. 1,556.

U Whose bike?' he asked.
lont you his jiggeri

" Eh? Yes| Exactly.” _

“Does he know he has? grinoed
skinner,

“Yah '

Bunter frundled the bike ount. He
nrounted in the road, and pedalled away
choerfully for Redelyile.

What Harry Wharton was going to do
for a bike that afternoon, when tho time
came to start, was a problem that was
left for the captain of the Remove to
solve. Billy Bunter really had ne time
to bother sbout other fellows’ troubles !

“Lellow

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bagging Bunter.!

£ HAT the dickens—"
“What's up
“Where's my bike?"

“Eh? Isn't it here?™
"If 1t is, it's become invisible!™
grunted Harry Wharton. My hat!
Has some silly ass had the cheek to
barrow my hike 7"
“Oh, my hat 1"

Four members of the Famous Five
had taken their machines; but one
member of the famous Clo. was staring
vonind the bike-shed with an exasperaied
stare.

Wharton's handsome jigger was con-
gpicuons only by 1its absence.

“What cheeky 88—  roarcd
Wharton.

“Dash it all, it's too thick!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. * Everybody
wants Lo t over to Redelyffe this
afternoon, but bagging ancther man’s
Igger—

*Who the dickeng—"

Herry Wharton stepped out of the
bike-shed, and looked up and down the
path outside. Thero.was no sign of lns
hike to he seen, however. Billy Bunter
was half an hour on his way. Bunter
was not a quick traveller on a bike, but
he was already far from Greyfriars,

Skinner, who was lounging in the
gateway, glanced at the exasperated
captain of the Remove with a grin.
A.i?er seeing Bunter start, he had rather
rxpected some fellow to miss a bike.
Wﬁ:rtﬂn looked like the fellow who had
missed it! Which rather amused the
amiable Skinner.

HSeen  anything of my
Skinner?”™ called out Wharton.

bilze,

“Didn't you iend it to Bunter??
azked Skinner,

“What? Bunter? No!V
“Somebody lent him a jigger!”

chuckled Skinner. “"He wasn't nding
his own, a5 it didn't sound like a jazz
Lawd 17

“Bunter!” gasped Wharton
“ Bunter's bike's in the shed-—not that
il's any good! Ihd you see Bunter on
a bike? Whent"

“ About half an hour ago!” chortled
Skinner. “He's half-way lo Redelyffe
on it by this time "

Harry Wharton ran cut of the gate.
But there was no sign of Bunter on the
road. DBunter was far away. i

His friends joined him, wheeling their
machines. But they did not mount
Bunter’s problem of transport had to be
solved by the captein of the Remove
hefore they could start,

“That fat  scoundre] !* ga‘%;ed
Wharton. *“That podgy pirate ! at
bloated brigand | hy, wa lent him his
railway fare—and now he's bagged my
bike | I—I—Tll—" :

Words failed the captain of the
Remove . ] .

“You lent him his railway fare!”

GREAT NEWS !—

chortled Skinpner. *“I noticed
looked jauuny! Ha, ha, hal”
“The fot villain I e:c]'amled_ﬂuh
“The biivhering octopus !” said Frank
Nugent. ““We'd better get after him
A ngm—’
“He's miles away by this time. I—
I'd burst him all over the Redclyifo
read if I could snaffie him | gasped
Wharton. -*HHe's blewed his railway
inr? {inu tuck, and bagged my bike!
“Can’t borrow a

ho

jigger 1" said

Jc-hnn,l{l Bull. *“Every fellow wante his
hiﬁlﬂti ie.? afterncon. What the thump
E L .

“You fellows get off,"” said Wharton,
*“1 shall have to go by train. ¥'ll join
you in Rede If you catch Bumnter
on the road, heave him into the ditch.
1 sha'ﬁ'hwre- to sprint for the train,

too—*

“My _esteemed chum—-"
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

*No time to waste, if I'm to catch
a train, Inky " said the captain of the
Remgove, *“I'll cut off——"

“The English proverb remarks that
more haste is less speedy than a bird
in the bush, my esteemed Wharton, It

began

would be terrifically better {o catch the
absurd Bunter than to catch the ridi-
culous train!™ said the DNabob of
Bhanipur.

“* But how, fathead—-" )

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh paointed a
dusky finger at a ecar that was standip
in the road. It waa a four-seater, with
five fellows in it—Vernon-Bmith, Tom
Redwing, Ogilvy, Rossell and Peter
Todd. The Bounder had just stepped
in, and it was about lo start

“The estéemed Bmithy iz going to
Redelyffe,” said Hurrce Jamset Hun
Singh. “The absurd cay will pass thn
fathended Bunter on the road. If the
idiotic Smithy would give you a hit
ta estch Bunter——"

“Oh1” exclaimed Harry.

He rushed across to the car,

“Hold on a minute, Smithy!” he
cxclaimed. ]

Y“Twa, 1t vou hke™
Bounder. * What's up?"”

“That fat villain, Bunter, has bor-
rowed my bike ¥ gasped Harry. “He
can't have done more than a couple of
miles: if you counld eram me in till you
pass him—"

The Bounder chuckled. :

“Not much room,” he said, “but
we'll  man it.  3hove up, you
follows 17

*Thanks | gasped Wharton.

The fellows in the car sgueezed up,

answered fhe

and the captain of the Hemove crammued

in. He waved his hand fo his friends.

* Follow on, you men "' he called out.
“ I wait for you when I've bagged my
bike 1"

“ Right-ho 1 :

The car started, and whigzed away on
the road to Redclyffe.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Frank
Nugent and Huree Jamset Ram
Singh mountied their alitiggam and fol.
lowed. They wero good cyclists,
but they had no chance of keeping
Amithy's car in sight. They pedalled
after it at & good speed, but the car
SOOI dmpﬁed them, ]

But if they had no chance of kee}ggng
up with it, still less chance had Billy
Bunter of ezcaping captrre. In hall an
hour it was probable that Bunter had
done about two miles—perhaps a little
more. And it wss five miles, by road,
to Redelyffe.

.Harry Wharton had no doubt of
sighting him before he had covered half
the distance. )

It was ‘undoubtedly a squeeze in the
car, witly six fellows in the epace
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planned for four. But it was not going
to last wvery long Vernon-Bmith had
told the chauffeur to eover the ground,
and the car was Eﬁiﬂg_ all out.- The
miles Sew under the whizzing wheels.
*Its ocoupants watched the road, with
grinning faces, for a fat fgure on a
pike shead. A couple of miles from
Greyiriars tha Iyfie road ran
between bordering woods, winding o
good deal. As the car whizzed round
a bend, the Bounder pointed.

* Jolly old Bunter!” he said.

“Oh, good 1" exclaimed Harry.

Ahead of the car, thers was Bunter,
labouring along on the borrowed bike.
He was not making a great apeid. At
that distance from Greyfriars he was
enfienq on the rise of Redelyffe Hill—
an
on a bike. renver, he was finding
difficulties on a bike too high for him.
He had to plunge at the pedals to
reach them, and every now and then he
missed, and the bike wobbled wildly.

Really, 1t would have been less
trouble to get off and lower the saddle.
But Biﬂ{ Bunter, like many lazy
people, often took a lot of trouble to
save a little.

He plunged and wobbled on, heppils
unaware of the car rapidly overtaking
him. Even at his slow rate of progress
ha had plenty of time o pget to
Redelyffe. The possibility of missing
the football match did not worry him
unduly, so long as he did not miss the
spread  which was to follow at the
Rotunda. G‘hsfm a pood deal, gurg-
ling considerably, Billy Bunter plunged
and wobbled on, while the car ran him
dowi.

Vernon-Smith called to the chauffeur.
The car shot past Bunter, and stopped a
dozen yards shead of him.

Harry Wharton jumped out,

“Thanks, Smithy!"” he said, -as he
shut the door.

“0K. 1" grinned the Bounder, and
the car shot onwerd again, the
occupants locking back with grioning
F1 L

They saw Harry "h"-’]]za.br;ﬂn rush atit‘ne

runting, gasping, labouring cyclist.
'i“he:f saw Bunter wobble wildly ss he
grasped the machine and pitch off.
They heard s bump and & roar a3 he
landed. Then the ear shot on out of
sight and whizzed on to Redelyffe.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Beasily for Bunter [
BILLY BUNTER roared.

He roared, and roared again.

For some momenis the fat Owl

of the Remove did not nquite

know what was happening to him. He

was dimly aware that somebody had

jumped out of & car and rushed st him

and pitched him off the borrowed bike.

Now ho was sitting in the grass by

the roadside, in quite a dizzy state,

roaring, and blinking wildly over the

spectacles, that had slid down his fat
little nose.

“Owl Ow | Ow! Yarcooh 1"
reared Bunter. ""Beastl! Rolter!
Yaroop! Gimme that bike! You're
not going to pinch that bike! T sav.

it ain’'t mive—a fellow lent it to me!
You gimme that bike, you beast!”

Bunter tottered to his feet, Harry
Wharton stood holding the bike, look-
ing in the direction of Greyfriars for
his friends. He had fully intended to
boot Bunter up and down'the Redclyife
road when he captured him; but the
recovery of the Lig r had a mollifyi
effect. Bunter ugﬁ had a bump, aﬁ
he had miles to walk., whatever the

hills alwaye gave Bunter trouble 4.4

direction he tool, so the eaptain of the
Eemove left it at that.

The fat junior set his spectacles
strarght on his fat little more, and
blinked at him. Then Le recognised
the owner of the bike.

“0Oh ! gasped Bunter.
that you, old chap?®”

“Yea; vou fat sweep'”

% J—I—¥ gay, how—how did von get
here " gasped Bunter. * Mean to sax
vou got & car to get sficr me, sim;ilr

# Y sm—i5—1i5

‘because I'd bortowed vour bile——

"Bmithy gave mo a lift, voun bleated

burglar I
“The beast!” gasped Bunter. **The
awful rotter! Why, I asked him to
take "me in his car—then I shouldn’s
have needed & bike.  He wouhln't
he gocs and gives vou a lift
Tha rotter! I—T sey, old chap, you'ro
not bagging that bike, are you*"
“Sort of,’’ said Harrr. !
“Oh, reallr, Wharton! I sar, what
am I pgoing to do, if you bag that
bike?” exclaimed Bunter, in dismay.
“Is that a conundrum®”’

“Beast ! It's three nules more to
Redelyfe—uphill, too!”  exclaimued
Bunter. *I can't walk £, I—=I s=say,
old chap, don't be a beast! Look here,
vou're ever so much better a walker
than I am.™

“I hope s0,” agreed Wharton.

“Well, look here, vou walk it, and
let me have the bike.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“What are you cackling at ¥’ howled
Bunter.

“Your little joke.” y

‘I'm not jolking, f[athead!”

“You are!”

“Deast I'* roared DBunter.

Four e¢velists came in sight on the
road, and Xlarry YWharton waved his
kand to them, They waved back, and
came whizzing on.

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
his big spectacles,

“Oh crikey 1” gasped Bunter, “I—I
say, Harry, old chap, I—-1 think you
might let me have that bike. Aler
all I've done for you, you know.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! rnm:ed Baoly
Cherry, 8as he came whizzing up.
“Got 18"

“The gotfulness is terrific!” grinned
Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh.

“Booted Bunter?’ azked -Johnny
Bull, as he ]jum d down.
“0h, really, Dull—"
“The bootfulness is

caper.””
E13 ]'I. ].‘Eﬂ].l}", Inlif"'_” .

“Come on!” said Harry Wharton,
putting & leg over his machine. “ Good-
bye, Bunter! Think twice before you
pinch a. bike next time.”

“I say, you fellows, I can't stop
here!'” roared Bunter, ™I sav, 1t's
theee miles on to Hedelyfe, and nearly
three back to Gresfriars. I can't walk
it."

“It's mostly doonlill,” said Tioh.

- *1 tell you I can’t walk itI”

“And I tell yon it's mostlv downhill !
Turn over, and roll home lLike &
barrel.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“You—you £illy ass 1" pasped Bunter.
“ Look here, if vou leave me stranded
here like this. what do vou think I'm
pomng to do?”

“I think you're going to be a bit
more careful ‘about pinching a fellow's
bike,” answered. Harry Wharton.

* Beast 1

“Look here, he ought to be jolly
well booted ! said Johnny Bull,
“Yah!” :

“0h, let him rin 1" said Bob Cherry.

the proper

B

I don't suppose we shall ever sce
Bunter alive again™

“Fh? Why not?”

"Ho will be dead before he's walked
threa miles,”

“Ha, ha, hat”

The ¥Yamouz: Five, chuekling, re-
mounted, and rode off for Redelyife,

Billy Dunter glared after them. with
a glaro that almost eracked his
spectacles,

“Y say, vou fellows!" he yelled.

The eychists whizzed on.

“'Beasts!” roared Bunter.

They wvanished round the nest bend
of the voad. Billy Bunter was left on
iz lonely own.

JHoe  was  left overwhelmed  with
dizmay. , :
Borrowing a bike, without the

owner's leave, evidently had its draw-
backs, Billy PBunter's last state was
worse . than hizs frst. At Greviriars,
if only he hadn't borrowed that bike,
he wight have found some menns of
transport,. Half-wayv to Redclyffe, on
a lonely eountry road, there was no
hope,  Traffie waz sparse, and there
was not much chance of o lift.

Buuter was left to depend wholly on
hia fat litele legs.

There wera follows in the Grevfriars
Remove who would walk three miles,
and hardly be aware that ther had
walked at all. But Billy Bunfer was
not one ol those fellows. Throe vards
}rns about as mwuch az he really eared
o,

0k lor' 1" groancd Bunter.

1o blinked dismally up end down the
road. He bad to walk., It was: an
awful prospeck: but there waz: no
other,. He debated 1n his Eaxt mind
whether to walk an, or walk back., It
was nearly nz far back to Grexfriars
az on to Redelyfie, and at Redcelyfie

there was SEmithy's spread at  the
Rotunda., That decided Bunter in
favour of Redelyffe. 1le gronned and
starked.

It was awful. Wiih eovery step it
grew owfuller.  Bunter plugged on,
pasping and gurgling. Every now and
then eyclists Famd him. Crowd: of
Liresfriars fellowa were going over to
Bedelyfie to seo Wingate and his team
play, But it wos uzeless to think of
asking any of those fellows to got down
sud walk, and let Bunter heve his bike,
It was a selfish world, as Bunter kuew
only too well,

The fat Owl was still plugging
wesrily on, long aftee the last eyclist
from Grerfriars had passed and dis-
appeared. Ho was still wearily glug-
ging when they had all gathered on
the Redelyfle ground, watching tho
Soccer match. .

Harry Wharton & Co., in that cheery
cerowd, watched the game, and chearad
old Wingate when he put the ball in—
absolute I)r forgetful of a perspiring, fat
junior p ugging slowly and wearily on
the Redelytfe road.  Sad to relate,
they had forgotten his fat existenee,

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,

Bunter en ths Spot !

HUG, chug, chugl
Billy  Buntey blinked
“’"“"ii. at the sound
motor-bike on the road.

Bunter was not walking now,

He was resting.

He needed s rest. He had covered
a whole mile on foot. Actually it was
cne mile, though it seemed more like
o hundred to Bunter.

In a mile, there wera one thousand
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soven  hunddred  and  gixty yarde
Bunter could have done the sixty

fairly well, Dut every onc of the re-
maining thousand and =zceven hundred,
was o vard feo much.

He wos going to he too late for the
Soccer matech at  Redelyffe School.
That did not worry him, so long as
he was in time for the apren& at the
Rotunda. It was that enticing thought
that kept Bunier pgoing for a whole
mile, uphill. .

Now it kept Dimy going no longer.
Fyen at the risk of missing the
Bounder's lavish spread, Bunter had
to have a rost—and a leng rest.

He had blinked round wearily for a
favourable spot. In summer he would
have dizposed his fat himbs in the grass
by the reodgdside. DBut in December the
rrass was wet and chilly, e bhinked
into the wood that boyderced the road,
and happly dizcovered a pile of logs
left by the wood-cutters.

Sitting on a log, leaning back
axainst the pile, the weary fat Owl
rested his weary fat legs, and recovercd
a little from lus unconunon exertions

He was beginning to think of getting
a move on agann, when that chugging
from & motor-bike fell on his ears. e
wondered whether it might be Coler
of the TIifth on Lis stink-bake, and
whether thore was o bare possibility, if
it was, of Coker piving a fellow o lift,

Then his fat cars told Ium  that
the maoetor-bike was coming from the
direction of Redelyffo. It was going in
the wrong divection for Buntey, and he
lost all intevest in it af once,

It came down the road at great
speed, and suddenly shut off. The chug,
chug, chugging ceased. Then, to his
surprise, Dunter lweard a brashing
sound, and realised that the motor-
ke was being pushed- off the road into
the thickeis.

He blinked round again.

But the pile of logs was between hin
and the road—tihe loose log on which
he sat being on the side towards the
deep wood. He could sce nothing of
tlie motor-bike, or its rider.

Ounly

The brushing sound ccased,
that pile of logs was between Bunter
and the motor-lnke. ¥y anyone
should stop there, at the very loneliest
spot on the RedelyHe voad, and park
his  maching 1n the thickets was o
wystery to Bunter, Ile was about to
rise to lhis feet, and blink round the
stack of logs, when s muttoring voice
fell on his ears.

“Quick!? The ropo—qguick ™

“What's the hurry? That old fool is
not doing more than twenty on  his
Ford, and we «id neaver fifty on the
jigger.” .

“Don't waste time, yvou fool M

“O.K.! Dut there's some tralfic on
thia road——"

“ Nof much,’™

“Some, anvway. We don't want to
eatch the wrong bird, Look here,
Smiler, don’t get that rope across the
road till we spot the Ford. We want
that old fool, Lanchester,  but we don't
want anybody clse.”

"1 saw the road elear in the other
divection—nobody coming up from
Courtfield, Ferret.”

“The road’s full of turnsl I tell you,
get this end £xed on a tres, and watch
for the Ford. I'll cut across and
fasten the other end aa soon a3 you
spot it i

Thera was a grunt.

“Oh, all right! Fix it on this side,
anvhow I

' O-K- III .
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» Billy DBunter sat perfectly  siill
Every word, spoken rnot mwere than ten
feet from bim, came clearly to his fat
ears.

Obviously, the two men had not the
feintest idea that anyone was at hand.
The spot was lonely: the woodland dank
and dreary; and mo one would have
expected any fellow to ba sitting about
in & wood in December, '

They saw nothing of the fat Owl of
Groyviriars—and in his alerm and terror
Bunter was careful that they ghould
hear nothing.

Billy Bunter was not quick on the up-
take. But even Bunter’s fat brain cou
not doubt the meaning of this. Those
two men, within ten feet of hinr, were
motor-bandits, planning to wreck a car
coming along from Redelyife.

Bunter's fat heast quaked.

If thoy cspotted him therc—

T'wo ruthless rascals, who were plan-
ning to wreck s car, by streteching a
taut rope across the road, were not
likely to stand on ceremony, with any-
mmkwhu spotted them at this dastardly
VWOl H.

Bunter felt a tremble run along his
fat limbs. He hardly breathed.

Sounds came to his esrs. He knew
that a rope was being run round the
trank of a treo beside the road and
knotted there. It was in readiness for
one of the rascals to cub across the
road and fasten the other ond ta a trec
on the other side, as soen as the Ford
was spotited in the distance.

Bunter suppressed o gasp of terror.
The muttering voice of the man called
Emiler came to his ears again.

“8Btand steady with the rope, Ferret.
I'll wateh ont.”

T Ho won't be here for ten
ninutes yet. Koep your gun handy.”

Eiilﬁr Bunter harely repressed a
squeak.,

“I've got it handy, you fool ¥ came
back the Bmiler’s mutter. “I fancy the
sight of it will be encugh for old
Lanchester, The old fool 15 not likely
to guess that there's nothing in it

Bunter heard a chuckle from Ferret.

The fat junior breathed again,

Evidently, from the Smiler’'s words,
e was going to hold up the motorist
with an unloaded gun. The rascals
were not quite zo desperate as Bunter
had supposed aft firsh.

“*The old fool’s too valuable to plug,
anyway,” went on the Smiler. “But
fancy be will jump to orders with a gun
looking him in the eve !

1 should smile ™ agreed the Ferrct,

There was a rustle in the thickets
again, ‘To Buuter's horror, the Smiler
came 1nto his line of vision, moving
past the end of the stack of logs.

But he was facing towards the road,
his back to Bunter, and he did not look
round, or think of looking round,

Bunter, his little round eyes poppin
behind his big round spectacles, h]lijnkeg
at his back in terror.

All he-saw of the Smiler was the back
of a dark overcoat, and a soft hat
pulled low down. But he noticed that
the mian was slim in build, though with
rather broad shoulders, and quick and
active.

Bunter saw him only for & moment or
two.

Then he stepped out into the road,
and the trees and thickets hid him, much
to the fat junior's relief.

Thers was the sound of a car on the
road. But it was evidently not the car
they wanted, for it roared by unde-
terred.

Bunter heard the
again ;,

Ferret’s voice

“I guess 1 told you, Smiler! You
don't- want that rope across too soon
I'm telling youl”

Only a grunt snswered from the man
watching the road.

Billy Bunter rosa softly to his feet.

They did not know that he was there
—and the sooner be was not therse, the
safer Bunter was going to feel,

Whether the Ford would rush on the
stretched rope, and be piled wp in
wreckage, or whether the driver would
sce the danger in time, and jam on
his brakes, Bunter did not know. As it
was broad daylight, it was probable
that the driver would see the rope, and
stop 1m time, DBut the rascals were run-
nmg the risk of a smash. In any case,
there was going to be a *“hold-up *—
and Billy Bunter had no taste for Eald-
ups off the films. He wanted to got
away from that spot, and he wanted to
get away quick!

Fortunetely, that was easy. He could
not have reached the road without
revealing himself to the two bhold-up
men—in  which case there was littls
doubt that Feérret and Smiler would
have grabbed him at once, and vory
likely knocked him on the head. DBut it
WAS Casy ta:i]‘gn farther into the wood—
and that Bunter did, without losing
time,

He trod softly and cautiously, in
dread of being heard and followed.
His heart missed a beat as a twig
suapped under his foot.

He heard a sharp exclamation from

the Smiler.
h"What;:a that, TFerrett Did you
el

“0.K.! You're all nerves, Smiler

Grunt, from the man on the roadside.

Bi]lﬁ Bunter tiptoed away. It was a
cold December day, but the perspira-
tion clotted his fat face. Deeper and
deeper into the wood the fat junior
crept, till et last he was safe from
sight and sound of the motor-bandits.

Then he turned in the direction of
Rede}fffﬂ, to get back to the road at o
gafa distance from the ambush,

He emerged into the road, beyond a
winding bend that barred him from the
sight of the Bmiler,

Once in the road, the fat junior took
to his heels. He forgot that he was
tired, in his eager.haste to got to the
safest possible distance from the two
rascals behind him. _

Puffing and blowing, gasping and

urgli{mﬁ, the fat junior ran. Secldomn
ad Billy Bunter covered the ground so
gquickly.

Honk, honk 1

A motor-horn sounded in front of him,
from a cer approaching from the direc-
tion of Redclyffe,

Bunter blinked at it, gasping.

Up to that momeént Billy Bunter had
been thinking only of hiz own fat and
important person. Now he realised
that this was the cor that the twe
motor-bandits were watching for, beyond
the bend down the road. It was a
Ford ear, driven by & chaufeur, with
an old gentleman sitting inside, whose
il]:ery hair showed under a shining silk

at.

Honk 1

Bunter did not get out of the way.
He stood in the middle of the road and
waved his fat hand frantically.

“Btop1” he squeaked, “I gay, stop!
Danger| For goodpess' sake stop! Oh
crikey, stop I¥

The driver stared at him and braked.
The Ford car came to a halt a few
yards short of the excited, fat Owl



THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gets a Lift!

L OH crikey I gasped Bunter.

- he chauffeur stared at
ire.
" What's ﬂE?” he demanded.
“Toad up, or whatt
“0Oh, no! Yes! Oh crikey!"” gasped

the fat Owl. "I say, don’t go onl
Stop | I say, they're watching for you!
Stop, for goodness’ sakel you run

into that rope—— Oh crikey !’
The chauffeur simply stared. Havin

stared af Bunter, he stared up the road.

hﬂeutéting was to be seen as far as the
nd.
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Billy Bunter Iaboured up the hill on the borrowed bike that was too high for him, happlly unaware

“Look ‘ere——" he began.

A zilk hat, with a fringe of alvery
hair under it, was put ouwt of the car.
The chauffeur did not seem much im-
pressed by Bunter's warming. But it
was differant with the old gentleman in
the car. There waa & very startled
expression on his face, .

“ 3top, Denham!” he rapped quickly.
“Here, my boyl Come here! What iz
itt Iz there anything on the road
shead? Tell me at once!”

Bunter tottered to the side of the car.

“Yes,” he gasped. “Two awful
beaste—they're puiting a rope across to
stop a car— 1 say, are yon Ulrn
Lanchester {"

“My name is Lanchester, certainly.”

"That's the name I heard them men-

tion—they said old Lanchester !" gasped
Bunter. “I heard them—I was in the
wood, sea? I—I1 came away m3 guick
a5 I could to—to—to warn vou—"

“Two men, did you say "

“Yen.
Smiler, and the other heast called him
Forret 1 gasped Bunter. “I heard
thern——"

“¥ou heard them speak of me by
name T

Ona heast called the other s

EVERY SATURDAY

“Yes, yes!” spluttercd Bunter.
say, you'd better turn back ™

The old gentleman gave Bunter's fat,
excited face a very keen look. The
chauffeur gave & grunt.

“"You c¢an sece no one,
asked the man.in the car.

“No, Sir Peter! . 8hall I drive on #*

Billy Bunter realised that the old
gontlernan was not Mr. Lanchester. Hg
was Sir Peter Lanchester.

“I say, don't go on,” gasped Bunter.
“You'll run into the rope—I say, one
of them had a gun !

Another grunt from  the chauffeur.
Denham did not seem to believe in the

2 !

Denbam

k-3
i -,,‘.i":'-??:'-.h.x -

overiaking him !

rope, or the gun: or, indeed in the
motor-bandits at all.

“No!” gald SHir Peter Lanchester.
“*Turn the car, Denham! We shall cer-
tainly nob go on to Greyfriars this way.
Get back to Redelyfie.”

“The road looks clear enough, sir!”

“The boy has heard my nome [ said
the old goentleman. “He could hardly
have guessed it, Denham. He has heard
it. Iind vou hear anything else
reference to me, my hoy I

" Yes," gasped Bunter. * One of them
sald the old fopl—="

i Eh '!'IJ‘J

“He said the old fool wasn’t doing
more than twents in the Ford—"

1 ﬂh I:"il

“I expect you =aw them pass you!”
saidl Bunter, “ Two men on & motor-bike !
They got ahead of you and stopped.”

The chaunfleur gave Bunter a quek
lock. Evidently, he recalled having secen
two men on n motor-bike whiz past the

F. , -
“Go back at onee, Denham ¥ rapped
the old gentleman. “This ia another
attempt of thosa scoundraele—I have no
doubt of it! Back the car and turn at
once, Denham.”

*Yery well, sirl”

7

HI=1 sav, sir!™ exelaimed Bunter
Thiz was & chanee the fat Owl was not
likely to lose. I was going to Redcelyfie
—1 say, sir, if vow're going back, will
you gi\'ﬁ mo o Lfti"

“Certainly, my boy! Step int”

Bunter fairly bolted in. _

Denham baei#d and turned the car.

Billy Bunter blinked anxiously towards
thae bend in the road, bevond which
the ambush was laid, FHec was in dread
every moment of seeing Smiler or
Ferrvet appear in view,

But neither of them appearved. TUtterly
unaware of the fat junior’s prosence on
the spot, and never deeaming that theire
intended victim had been warned, they

,

ol the car rapidly

were still waiting for the Ford to come
by—Bmiler watching for iho cav, Ferret
holding the rope ready to cur across and
bar tho rond with it. Probably, after a
time, they would wonder why the Ford
did not appesr—-but so far, they were
walfing an n'at.rhin;i'_

They were not likely to sec that Ford
DOwW.

Having backed arnd furned, Denham
let the car out for Redelyffe, and whiz-
zed away at & good specd.

The old gentleman looked Dack
several fimes with an anxious puck-
cred brow. Bub he scitled down com-
E‘nr;ahlj' on the eoft leather cushions at
ast.

Billy Bunter blinked at Liim, euriously
and inquisitively.

He could see that the old gentleman,
though startled and oalarmed by lhis
warning, was not surprized by it. His
vords to the chauffeur showed that he
was not without some expectation of
danger. He had said that it was
“another attempt!” He was losing no
time in getting out of that danger.

“1 am wery much obliged to rou, my
how 1" gaid 8ir Poter, with & very benevos
lent glance at Bunter. “I had no idea
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that those rascals had been watching me
—but they must have done zo, to know
that I was taking this road. I shall
leave my car at Redelyfie, and toke the
irain—do you know the station for
Creviviars School ¥

“(h, vyes, rather, sir!” answered
Bunter. " Change at Courtheld for
Frianrdale. I belonp to Greyfviars™

“Indeed I" said Biv Peter. 1 am
poing there to see an old friend, whom
I have not geen for very many years
Possilly vou know My, Quelch¥”

Billy Bunter grinned, He knew Mr,
Queleh guite well : and Lad, in fuct, been
whacked by that genileman, only that
mormng | .

“1lIe's my TForm-masicr, sir.
the Remove,™

“What is vour name, my box?®’

" DBunier, sir—William George
Bunter.”

“I shall remember vou,” sard Sir
Peter Lanchester. I shall certainiy
mentien to Mre, Quelch the serviee you
have rendered me—the very great scr-
vice.,” IHe gave Bunter & kindly smile.
" Home boyvs would have been frighlened,
and would have run off —but yon came
o warn me of my danger! I shall not
forget that, Master Bunter.”

Billy Buouter openced his mouth—and
shut it azain.

Runter, os o matter of fact, had beon
frightened, and bad run off—and it was
not till he saw the Ford in the road, that
he romncmbered the motorist who was in
danger.
_ Sl he saw no occasion for mention-
g thoat circumsiance to old Sir Peter.

if the ¢ld baronet supposed that Billy
Bunier had dizplayed plnek and presence
of mind, Bunter was not the fellow to
undeeeive hin. )

“Dreive w the police station at
Redelyffe, Denham ! added Sir Peter,

" Yos, Sir Poter,”

“You had Dbetter come with me io
iwe police station, and give what dos-
cription you can of thoss  rascals!'
added the old gentleman,  “ It is possible
that {he police nmay be in time to find
incem and take themn into custody.”

“0Dh!" stamniered Bunter. Y I—TI'va
ol to get somewhere in Redelyife this
afternoon, sir—I—I've got some friends
expecting me at the Rotunda.”

“I will drive you to the Rotundas,
wherever that is, after we have scen the
police 1 said Sir Peter, with a emile.

(M, that's all right ! agreed Bunter,

The football mateh at Redelyffe School
wis almost over by thia time, but that
did not matter, 20 long as Bunter was
m_time for the Bounder's spread.

True, it was only a Ford, and as a
maiter of choice, Bunter preferred a
Rolls. Still, 1t was a very nice Ford—
quite different from the paternal Ford
at home. And 8ir Poter Lanchester was
a very wealthy looking old - gentle-
man—iitled, too. Bunter did not know
whether he was & knight or a baronet,
vet: but anvhow, he had a title, and
Bunter liked titles. Swanking up to the
Rotunda in a big car driven by a liveried
chauffeur  was quile apgrceable to
William George Buntor.

On the whole, he was not sorry, after
all, that Wharton had recaptured that
bike. His fat face was cheery and con-
tented, as _he rolled into Redelyffe in
8ir Peter Lanchestor’s car,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
And a Boot!

{3 ALLOD, ha]ln; hallo 1™
“ Bunter 1*
“The fat bounder got a lift 1"
good many Greyfriars

juniors wero strolling towards the. tea-
Tue AMugyer Ligrany.—No. 1,556.
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shop in Rﬂdﬂﬁ& High Street, after the
football mateh. Marry Wharton & Co.
carne along in time to see s handsome
car stop outside Rotunda, and tho
cliauffeur open the door for Billy Bunter
to alight.

. The car rolled away leaving the fat
junior on the pavement blinking round
through his big spectacles, He grinned
at the sight of the Famous Ifive.

“I say, you [fellows——" squeaked
EIJ;[HEI‘. i

“Bo you bagged o lift on the road,
von fat foozler?’ asked Harry Wharton.

“My friend Bir Peter offored me a
hc-.:;‘t-ﬁ}:lu.!-iia car,” satd Bunter, loftily.

“ Wheo

“ Which 1" _

“My friend Bir Peter Lanchester,”
said Buunter, breezily. “He's ‘going to
see old Queleh, you know—didn’t you
nofice him in the car? An old sports-
man with & white topknot. Decent old
boy. You see, I saved his life—"

“You whatted?”

“Haved his lifo 1" said Bunter, airily.
“ll¢ was atﬂﬁrped by a Er;ang of motor-
bandits on the Redelyffe Road, and I
weighed in.  We've just been to the
police about it.”

The Famous Five blinked at William
George Bunter. They were rather used
to lall tales from Bunter, and they never
expected him to tell the truth. But this
se¢ined rather unusually tall, even for
Bunter.

“You-you—you saved his life, did
you i’ gﬂ.ﬂpﬂd Bob Cherry.,  * You—zou
weighed 1n on a gang of motor-
bandits——""
| ;‘ '!l"eshratherl Kneocked them right and
ol t——

“0Oh crikey 1"

“1ozens of them, I suppose?’? asked
MNugent.

* Well, to be exact, there were only
two,” said Bunter, *and I don’t mind
admitting I was glad of it—I'm not at
all sure that I could have handled more
than two of them—at once, you know.”
F“‘ Ha, ha, ha!"™ yelled the Famous

e

They were quits sure that Bunter could
not have handled more than two motor-
bandits at once. They were sure that he
could not have handled one. Indeed,
they were quite sure that he could not
have handled half o motor-bandit.

*Blessed if I sce anything to cackle
at " said Bunter, waemly., “¥ou should
have heard what Sir Peter said, that's
all! He said * Gallant lad! I owe you
my life!’ His very words." :

“Iid you have the neck to fla
car, and ask for a lift? inquire
Cherry.

“No!" hooted Bunter, *“Haven't I
told you? The old johony offered me a
lift after shaving his wife—I mean,
saving his life! If you fellows don’t
believe me—"

“The believefulness is not terrific1”
chuckled Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh,

“*Ha, ha, ha "

“I tell you they were holding up that
car—that car that I ceme here inl”

roared Bunter.

“Jolly obliging of them 1" remarked
Bob Cherry. “I suppose a car would
need holding up with you in it———-:>

“Ha, ha, ha |

“You silly asat I mean they wera
holding up the car, with guns and—and
thinga, and 1 jolly well tackled them,
and then——"

“Then you woke up 1™

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Billy Bunter snorted. Evidently, the
Famous Five did not believe a word of

it
Had Bunter relateg exactly what had
occurred, no doubt they might have

that
Bob

helieved that much. DBut that wes not
Billy Bunter's way. Bunter never could

tell a plain, unvarnished tale. Facts
were always {00 commonplace for
Bunter. He preferred the bgments of

hiz own fertile faney to mere facts

Bunter was annoyed. Naturally, he
wanted the credit that was his due——in
fact, he wanted mora than was his duc.

“Well, I fancy you fellows will hear
about it at Greyfriara,” he yapped.
" Bir Peter will tell Quelch. He's an
old pal of Quelch’s, and he's gmnqutu
gee him. I say, you fellows, two bobbies
have gone in a car to Jook for thaso
motor-bandits, after what I told them
at the station.”

Pile it on |”

“Bir Petet's going on by train, in
case they're still after him, I’d ba
guite wiﬁin_g to go with him in the car,
and sce him titmuﬁh—aﬂcr Smithy's
feed, of wourse !~ But he's going by

train. 1 fancy he’s a bit nervous.”
“Did  anything “happen on ine
Redelyffe voad, besides a motorist

iwl:ilng' you a lift in7” asked Johnny
ull.

“"You siily fathead, haven't I tald
vou " hooted Buonter. YI'd walked a
mile, when 1 ecamoe on thosa motor-
bandits, and m%‘j legs were nearlg drap-
ping off, thr*:m:g;l Four b"&ﬁ-ﬁﬂﬁ selfishness
in taking fhat hike, after all I've done
for you! Awnd that ead Bmithy bringing
you .on in his rotten, hired car—not
much of & car, compared with the one
I came here in, though Bmithy swanked
off in it as if it was a gilt-edged Rolls-
Rﬂ:l‘:r‘:E H¥ ; ]

“Better not let Smithy hear youl!”
chuckled Bob. “ He mightn’t ask you to
the spread, old fat man.” i

“Oh, SBiuthy wants & crowd at his
gpread,” jeered Bunter, *'He's asked
nii)l thoe Remove fellows who came over

Pura Bwﬂ;!":lki He
|

exclaimed

this afternpon——m

likes showing off hija money
“"Shut up, yvou fat asal

Harry Wharton hurriedly.

The juniors were standing outside tho
Rotunda, where Herbert Vernon-Smith
was standing that lavish spread to a
crowd of Removites. DBunter had his
back to the doorway, and did not
observe Vernon-3mith arrive there from
within, to look out for his cxpected
guesta,

Nat having, of course, any ayes in the
back of his 1at head, Billy Bunter did
not see the Bounder in the doorway of
the tea-shop. He saw, therefore, no
veason for shutting up. Bhutting up
was not much in Bunter's line, anyhow.

“Shan't1” he retorted. *“You jolly
well know as well as I do that it's just
swank—Smithy's swank all overl e
fact is, I've a jolly good mind not to
come in at all.  Bmithy likes to get
fellows a bit above him socially, but
I don't see why I should oblige him.
He'd like to make the waiters think
that I'm a friend of his, just to show

Dﬁa"

 “8Bhut up ! hissed Bob. " 3mithy
]5 1%

The expression on rt Vernon-

Smith's face, a8 he heard Billy Bunter's
cheery remarks, fram hehin‘g the fat
Owl, was really alarming.

“0Oh, blow 8mithy!” said Bunter.
“Fat lot 1 care for Smithy! I don't
mind giving the fellow a leg-up, as far
as that goes, but 1 can jolly well zay
! ”Wim’a that Lkicking

Billy Bunter nose-dived as a boot was
planted heavily on him from the rear.
As ha toitered, tha Bounder followed it
up with another. Bunter roared, and
dropped on his bands and knees,

{(Continued on page 10.)

—_—
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“Yoo-hoop! Whe—— Oh crikey! Is
that Bunithy? Oh crombs! 1 say, old
chap, I wasn't talking about you!
wasn't saying—yaroooop !

“Ha, ha, hal™

'I']md'. thud, thud!

Smithy's beot landed threc UGmnes
with vigonr before Billy  Duonter
serambled out of reach and jumped to
lus feot.

“ J=—I—TI say—" gasped Bunter. "1
wasn't—— Deast! Ieep off, will you?
I say, vou fellows, keep him off ! If
vou kick me again, Smithy, you cad,
I'll jelly well—vareoop !”

Billy Bunter scudded.  The Bounder,
apparently mot satisfied yet, rushed
after him, and landed two more as he
fied. He did not seem to think that
Bumter had had enough yet,  Bunter,
on the other hand, felt that he bhad had
quite cnough, if not a little too much.
He aceelevated, and vanizhed round
COTNCT.

Swithy’s epread at the Rotunda was
not. graced by 1lie winsome presence of
Witliam George Dunler, alter all! His
boot was ready for Buuter, if that fat
youth showed up again.

Bunter did not show up; he had had
more than ho wanted of Bmithy's hoot |

But 1t was quilc a jolly spread, in
spite of the absence of Dilly Dunter’s
fascinating company. Soe far from
miissing Buuter, the Remove {ellows, for
ihe second thne Lhat day, forgot hus
exisicnce

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPIER.

The Invisible Owl !
murmured  DBilly

0 H, loyI"”
Buanler. .
e leaned on an automatic

mtachine, on the platform: at
Redelyffe Station, and looked on life
with a pessin.slic eye. 5
Everyiling scemed to have gone
wrong that deplorable afterncon. The
one bright spot in the gloom was tho
Lwo shil?ings’ worth of jam tarts he had
parked before leaving Greyiriars. Butb

ihai was only a happy memory.

Bunter was hungry. He was barred
from the glovious feed going on at the
Botunds. He had to get back to Grey-
friars for tea—if he waa going to have
any tea. And the problem of transport
was almost insoluble.

e had not had much luck in borrow-
ing & bike when ho was outward bound.
Ile had no chance at all of borrowing
one honweward hound.  Walking Bve
miles was an awful impossibility, The
railway was the only way—and the rail-
way, with the usual selfishness of
liuman nature, did not carry passengeors
free, gratis, and for nothing.

As Bunter was as slony as the most
barren tract of the Bahara desert, ho
had to be carried free, gratis, and for
nothing, if he was carried at #l1

In a little country station like Red:
clvffa it was not difficult for a wary
fellow to wedge in on the platform with-
out o ticket. Trains were not fearfully
{requent, and between trains there were
not a lot of watchful eyes ahout. Bunter
had got on the platform easily enough
to wait for the next train to Courtfield,

But the next step was not so casy.

Bunter belonged fo that peculiar class
of persons who believe that a railway
company is “fajr pame.” He had no
objections to bilking the railway, if he
could get by with the same |

But he rewembered an awful ocecasion
when a nasty railwayman had taken
bim by the collar. That recollection had
nade him realise that whether railway

TiEe Maexer LiBrary.—No. 1.556.
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companies wero fair game or not,
honesty was often the hest policy.

Blinking up and down thae platiorm
through his btig spectacles, he was in
hope of spotting some Grcifriara man,
rcturming  after - the football match,
whom he might *' touch  for his fare,

No such person was visible. Grey-
friars fellows who were going back by
tram had gone already. Billy Dunter
was the only Greyfriars fellow in the
station now.

Ite thought of the party at the
Rotunda, and groaned. But for those
unfortunate remarks about the founder
of the feast, he would have been smfﬁ_n%
good things at B8mithy’s expense—with
a healthy chance of borrowing his fare
heme from one of the numerous guests.

Now there really seemed nothing for
it but bilking the railway; and at
that idea he seemed to feel "a nasty,
rough hand on his collar again.

Thoe tramm for Courilield came in, and
stopped. It was not going .on . again
for several mintos, un(% it was easy (o
pop inte 2 carriage. But gelting away
undetectod at Courifield or Friardalo
was another matter,

“Oh!” ejaculated Bunier suddenly.

A familiar figure walked down the
train and stopped at a first-class car-
riage. It was an old penileman in a
gilk hat, with a gleam of silvery hair
showing under i,

Bunter  blinked Sir  Peter
Lanchester

He remembered that the old sports-
MAN  wWas gaing by trein, leaving his

¥

ab

car in Redelyfie. No doubt he had been
parking the car somewhere while
Bunter had been walking to the station
from the Rotunda. Anyhow, here he
wag, taking the samo train,

Bunter watched him as he placed a
rog and an umbrella on & seat in the
carriage, and then walked down the
platform.  That carriage vemained
empty: there was not a lot of traflic on
the line, especially in the first-class com-
partment.

Bunter’s fat face brightened.

He rolled towards the train
popped into the cerriage.

After the service he had rendercd Sir
Pater that afternoon—the very great
service, as Sir Peter himself had
deseribed it—surely the old gentleman
could hardly refuse to come to the
rescue, if necessary, of & fellow who had
“lost ¥ his ticket |

Bunter felt that he could bank on
that.

All he had to do was to sit in that
carriage, and discover at the end of the
journey that he had lost his ticket—
and leave the rest to Sir Peter
Lanchester. ]

He felt that this was a winner.

In a greatly relieved frame of mind
e sat down in & corner seat; he blinked
cheerfully from the window, at Bir
Peter's shining silk hat in the distance,
*Then the sight of another hat sud-
denly wiped the cheerful expression
from his face. That-hat—or, rather,

and

peaked cap—was coming along the
train, stoppiog at every carrage in
turi.

“0Oh crikey I'" gasped Bunter.

A beastly mnspector was looking at the
tickets before the train started. Bunfer
remembered that beastly custom on that
beastly railway. ¥t did not always
happen, but it was liable to happen
any time—which was terribly discourag-
ing to bilka.

It was all very well to tell Sir Peter
Lanchester at the end of the journey
that he had lest his ticket, but it was
of no use whatever to make that state-
ment to & railway inspector before the
journey started.

ing in, he did nou sece

Bunter, in his minid’s eye, saw him-
sclf hovked out of that earriage.

DBut he was not ot the end of his
resources yet.

He slid off the seat, extended his fat
form: on the floor, and rolled under the
sc_::alth packing himself carefully out of
sigh

n that deep rover he waited with a
palpitating fat Leart.

IIe heard o sound at the carrviage
door. _

If it was the railway inspector look-
unter. But the
fat junior did not think of emerging.
It was Detter to remain parked under
the secat all the way to Courifield—
which was only a short run from Red-
clyffe—than to risk being hooked out
and left behind.

The fat Owl of the Remove remained
wiwere he was,

About a minute later he had - a view
of a pair of shiny shoes and a pair of
lrouser-ends. Bonicbody was getting .

He had no doubt that it was Sir
Peter.

The passenger sat down in the corner
soat, quite unaware that there was any-
one in the carriage with him,

‘The inspector probably had passed on
by this time. But Billy Bunter did not
think of emerging from cover. Heally
he could scarcely do so under Sir Petor's
astonished eyos. A fellow who had
hidden under a seat could hardly expeet
to get by with 2 story of a lost ticket;
it was only foo clear that such a fellow
was a bilk.

Aftor all, it was only fifteen minuies
to Courtheld by rail. It was casy to
remain where he was till the old gentle-
man had got out of the earriage; then
he could follow him out and keep him
in sight while he changed trains for
Friardale,

Bunter settled down to it. It was not,
in point of fact, the first time that he
had made a railway journey parked
under a seat.

Doors were slamming along the train
1OW,

Just as the engine shricked another
passenger bolted at tbe last moment
into the carriage

He sat down in the corner seat oppo-
site Sir Peter Lanchester, and the
deor slamined immediately after him
and the train started

The boots of the new passenger wers
only o few inches from Billy Bunier's
fat little nose

The train rolled out of Redelsile
station. DBunter heard the rustle of a
newspaper; Sir Peter had opened “The
Times.’

Of the second passenger Bunter could
see nothing but the boots. Thoss boots
stirred a hittle & minute after the train
was out of the station. Heo heard a
crumpling sound of paper, and realised
in great aurgris:} that the second pas-
senger had knocked Bir Peter's news-
paper aside. There was a startled and
annoyed cxclamation from Sir Peter.

“What the dooge——"

“Don’t move, Sir Peter Lanchester [
came a voice that made Billy Bunter
start and quake aa he heard it “And
don't fry to reach the communication
cord! I shall shoor you dead if you
stir o fnger I*

Billy Bunier wondered for a moment
whether he was dreaming. Ior it was
the voice of the Smiler that he heard.
It was ong of the pai: of motor bandits
who had jumped into 8ir Peter's
carriage st the lasi moment before the
train pulled out of Redelyfle,
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Butis In !

ILLY BUNTER made no sound.
B Ha hardly breathed. ;
But he listened with all his

Sars.

“(ood—good gracious!” Ile heard
the old harcme:t.‘agst&rll{*d voice., “'Who
—who are you? What does this mean?
You rascal, turn that pistol away! Is
this an attempt at robbery? Good
gracious !

“Nothing of the kind,” came the cool,
cold voice of the S8miler. * Your note-
caso 1s quite safe, Sir Peter. I cannot
say the same for your life. I warn you
not to make & fool of yourself [

Sir Poter had grasped the umbrellz
that lay on the seat beside him, but he
released it again. A revolver in the
hand of a man sitting opposite was
looking him in the face; the muzzle
was hardly a couple of feet from Sir
I'cter's nose; and a pair of oy eyes 1n
a hard, cold face were gleaming over it

“What do you wantil B3ir Peter's
voice was a little shaky,

“I think you kunow. You turned
back in your car this afterncon—but
vou have been watched since,” szid the
Smiler quietly, *I conclude that you
have taken this frain with the idea
that the roads were not safe—what?
You could not have suited me better.
We have twelve minutes, undisturbed,
for our little interview. You are going
to answer my questions now, or it will

be the worse for you."
44 'll'li:rhat_l!

“lIs Lord Reynham at Greviviavs
School 77

“No, '

“Take care how you answer! You
are on your way to Greyfriars; that
has been ascertained beyond doubt.
Why are you going there

“I am going to visit an old friend, a
Form-master in the school”

" Name?"

“Mr. Quelch.” o

“An old Eriend—but this is vour first
visit to him 7" sneered the Snuler.

¥

“I fail to see how you know )

“We know a good deal! Never mind
ihat! You are asking me to belicve
that 8 Greyviriars Form-master 15 an
old friend of yours, and you are going
to visit him, when you have never done
e0 before., I've warned you to be
careful [

“You are s rogue and a rascal, sir["
snapped Sir Peter.  “Nothing would
induce me to answer yvour questions, to
the harm of & boy who is under my
charge, if %uu blew out my brains on
the spot. But what I have told you is
the truth. I have not seen My, Quelch
vears, but I am going to zce ham
now.”"

“And why 1

“To ask his advice and assistance in
the difficulties that hgve been brought
upon mo by a gang of vrascals—of whom,
I presume, you are the leader,” snapped
Sir Peter

“¥ou think a schoolmaster may help
vou to deal with ws? sneercd the
Hmiler, his tone very plainly rema.ling
that he did not believe the old baronet's
statement.

* Possibly.”

*You must think of something better
than that, Bir Peter. I ask you again
whether the boy at Ureyfriars
Hchool 3

“You seem to te eble fo obtain in-
formation, for your purposes,” said Sir
Petor, “No doubt vou could obtain a
list of the names ufy the boys at Grey-

i3

frinra School and satisfy yourself on
that point.”

“I should not find the boy under his
own name,” said the Smiler, *and nonc
of us-know him by sight, owing to the
]Jrepa.ul.ic:-ns you have taken, Wherever
1¢ 15, he does not use the name of Loy
Eeynham., Is that not the case !

0O alnswor.

“You deny that he is at Greyiriars
School 777

“He i1z not there."

But he is—and must be—at some
such place.”

“ Perhaps.™

#Give mo thoe name of the school.”

“I will tell you nothing!” said Sir
Ptter Lanchester, and hiz voiece was not
shaky now. “Whe you arc T do not
know, but I conclude that you must be
the scoundrel who has been secking for
vears to get my ward into his hands,
Where you have obtained your informa-
tion I cannot guess; I have kept my
own counsel on the subject. ut at
scems that you have learned that my
ward has been placed at school under
an assumed name to protect him from
you. You will gain little by your spy-
ing. T will tell you nothing.”

“I give you two minutes to cough it
up I came the cold, hard voice. “If
vou have not spoken by that time you
are a dead man ™

“T have satd all that T have to say.”

8ir Poter sat bolt upright, facing the
man with the gun  The train rushed on
through the falling December dusk,

Under tha seat. Billy Bunter had not
stiveed, What he had heard was Greek
to the fat junior, .

But one thing was clear to Billy
Bunter's fat nand.

He had not forgoften the words of
Smiler and Forrvet, in the ambuzh on
the Redelyffe road.

Sir Peter Lanchester, logking the
levelled revolver in the muzzle, had no
doubt that it was leaded, in a desperate
hand, Billy Buntor waz aware that it
was not loaded, and that the Smiler had
no intention whatever of shooting. Tho
rascal was banking on the threat of
death to extract what he wanted to
know from the old baronet.

Billy Bunter did not like fire-arms,
when they were loaded. But an un-
loaded revolver had no greab terrors,
even for Willlam George DBunter.
Aware, from the raseal’s own words to
his confederate a fow hours ago, that
he was uttering only an empty threat,
Bﬂlg Bunter was not greatly scared.

“One minute!” snapped the Bmiler
suddenly. _

Bir Peter Lanchester breathed hard.
He did not know what Bunter knew,
and he
lookking death in the face.

"One minute more,”’ came the hard,
threatening voice, and then— *Oh !

The rascal broke off with a sudden,
enraged exclamation as the old baronet
threw himself forward in his seat and
grasped tho revolver,

The Bmiler did not fire—for a gpood
reason [

Sir Peter grasped the barrel of the
revolver with one hand, and with the
other, clenched, struck at the Smiler's
face. as be was, the baronet was
evidently game.

But the next moment the Smiler
was on his feot, grasped him; and the
old gentleman ecrumpled up in that
savage grip. :

The Smiler forced him back on the
geeat and threw up the veceiver, to use
as a club,

Eilly Bunter's startled and horrified
eyes were on him, from undeor the other

geat.

had no doubt that he was .

t

It was fortunate that Bunter was
nware that the revelver was unloaded.
But for that, the fat junior's tervors
would probably have been woo much for
him. As it was, Bunter weighed in.

He made a sudden grab at the
Smiler's ankle, from behind, and
dragged with all his strength.

The Swniler gave a startled vell and
stumbled over, Utterly unaware that
there was a third party in the carriage,
he was taken completely by surprise,
and that sudden drag on his pukle
tumbled him over headlong,

Hoe bumped on the foor of the
carriage, spluttering wildly with amaze-
ment and rage.

Sir Peter serambled off the seat.

Ho pave one astounded blink ab a
fat face and a large pair of spectacles
emerging from under the ngpﬁ-slt.e sCat
—as amazed as the Bmiler by Bunter's
sidden and unexpected intervention.
But he did not lose & moment. He
flung himself on the sprawling rascal
on the floor and pinned f;im down.

*“Oh crikey !" gasped Bunter.

He rolled out and serambled up.

The Smiler, on his back, struggled
furiously. He had twice the old
baronet’s strength, but he was at a diz-
advantago,

“Pull the cord [ shouted Sir Poter.

“Oh crumbs i

*The cord—the communication cord—
quick I shrieked the old baronet,

“Oht All right! Oh crikey I"

. Bunter dragged at the cord.” Almost
immediately there was a screech of
brakes and the train slowed.

The Smiler, with 2 fiorce and desper-
ate effort, hurled the old baronet off.
His own liberty was at stake now—the
irain was slowing to 2 stop. He pitehed
Sir Peter back, ecrambled up, and spun
round to the door. With lightning
swiftness he threw it open and leaped
out on the line.

The train wag still moving; and the
Smiler, as he landed, rolled headlong
down an ¢mbankment. But he was on
his feet again in » twinkling, and
l'lln!'ll]'.l.%

Sir Peter, exhausted, panting, ool
lapsed on a scat. Billy Bunter,
spluttering, collapsed on the other,
They blinked at one another. The
guard came seudding along tho train,
and blinked nt both of them.

e i Bill

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Bunter the Life-Saver !
HARRE’ WHARTON & Co. put

up their bikes and cut across
to the House to jein the erowd
of fellows going into the Hall

for calling-over.
A crowd of fellows were coming back
goMme

from RBedcelyffe, some sooner, an
later; but Rll—-exuﬂ]pbing one, were in
by the time the bel TEI]T; But in the
ranks of the Remove, when they took
their places in the Hall, one fat, famil-
inr face was conspicuouns by ite absence.
Mr. Quelech was taking the roll
There was no answering ' adsum " when
he called the name of Bunter,
Frowning, Quelch marked Bunter
abzent; and went on with the roll,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” murmured
Bob Cherry. *‘Hasn't the jolly old
porpoiso rolled in yet " -

“Not here,” said Harry Wharton.
“0Oh, myv hat! If poor old Bunter's
walking back from delyffe, he will
arrive with the mill in the motrning.”

“Catchh  him  walking!"  grunted
Johnny Bull.  “ More likely to bilk the
railway 1"

#& MacXEr LiBRART,—No. 1,556,
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“He would have got in before ug, by
catl 1" zaid Nugent.

“Unless he was copped

“Oh crumbs

There was a chuckle from Skinner.

“ Faney Quelch’s face, if he has to go
and batl him out i he wurmured.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Zilence 1" ecalled out Wingate of the
Aixth. And the Removites subdued
their merrinicnt.

Afier roll thers wos some intorested
dizeussion i the Rag, on the subject of
he missing Owl, 1f DBunter was walkin
back from Redelyife, estinates varie
15 to the time o was likely to reach
Creyfriars, Net before dorm, was the
veneral opinien : while some fellows put
it at  miduizhe, and  others  rather
vhought that Bunter might arrive with
the early maikman.

On the niker Land, it was extremely
probable that 1w fat Owl had made an
attempt to travel ficketless on the
railway=—hiz manvers and costoms in
rhat respect being very well known in
Gtz Ferm. In which case, as bo had
not turned vy, it loolad as if he must
have been Y copped.”

So it was quite an interesting quesiion
whether the fat Unl of the Remove was
1l wearily plogring the endless nnles
on the Bedelvite read, or whether he
wi ?ua]{ir;g in chiarge of a policeman-—
whether e would erawl in at some on-
carthly hour, with his fat legs necarly
falling off, or avrive with s man 1
uniform as an cscort,

Certainly no one cxpected him to
arrive, as he actwally did arrive, about
Lhalf an hour later.

When a taxt was lhieard to drive in
at the gates and come up to ithe House
ancd stop. the juniors did not guess that
it was Bunler comine, Some of them
had  heard that 3Mr. Queleh  was
expecting a visitor that day, and so they
supposed  that 1his was probably  the
vizitor, avriving rallber late.  Then
Skimter, looking out of the window,
xava 3 yell

“ Bunter 17

Billy Bunter alizghied frem the taxi
and rolled info the Llon:e. And quite
an army of fellows ruzhed to see him.
A=z Bunter had been left in a stony
state at Redelyffo, it was quite sur-
prising to sea him arrive in a taxi!
Taxicabs cost mopey: and Bunter was
well konown to be in the spme state as
Potor of old—=ilver and gold had he
tone |

I:I'I'

say, T fellows——" squeaked
Buntey. T =ay '
“Not me!” said  the Bounder,
EANIING,

“IEh? Wharrer you mcan—nob you?*
nsked DBunter.

“1 mean what I zay—no zood asking
me  to pay the taxit!  Beiter try
Aanly—he's saft!”

“Oh, really, Smithy—-"'

“*The taxi's gonn ¥” sauld Bob Cherry,
looking out ot the door. ' Mean to
say that chap gave you a free ride,
Bunter "

“0h, realtr, Chorpg——"

“Well, you haven't paid him, I
suppose 1 asked Bob. “And you can’t
bilk taximen as youn do the railway
company.”

“Beast! A friend paid for the taxi
ab  Courtfield I sand DBunter, with
dignity. " One of my titled friends.™

“Which, out of the hundreds?”
chuckled Skinncy.

#8ir Peter Lanchestor ! answoered
Bunter calnlv. * 8ir Petor Lanchester,
Bavonet, of Reynham Castle, Sussex.”

“Oh, my only hat!”

“(Go it 1™ gasq_ed Bob Clerry.

"You see, gaved his  life—a"
explained Bunter.

‘e Alsgrer Lispany.—No. 1,556.
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“0Oh, I rememher—you wero doing
life-saving stunts thiz afterncon, on the

Redelylfe road!” chortlad Bob.
“Knocking ouwt pgangs of wmolor-
bandits—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I don’t mean that time—I saved his
life again, in tho train coming from
Redelyffo—" -

“Twice ! velled Bob

“Yes, twico—"

“Oh erikey ! You're making a regular
habit of jt, thon !’

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter blinked round at a crowd
of laughing {aces.

Certainly it Tooked ax if something
nnusual must have happeied, as Buntey
had arrived in a taxi. without asking
any fellow to pay the aximan. Dui
nobody was likely to belivve 1n Bunter's
life-saving exploits—espuecially twice on
the same afternoon. It was really rether
a lot to beliové | .

“T say, vou fellows, 1t's true!” said
Bunter. “You see, this is how 1t was!
After Smithy acted like a beastly
hooligan, I refused te come to his
spread at the Rotunda.”

“You'd have got some more boot, if
vou had,” remarked the Bounder.

“Reast! HBo I wen .+ he railwa
station, and, as it happened, my fricn
Sir Peter, was taking the same irain.’
explained Bunter.  “I=—I decided to
keep an evo on him, and see him safe.
That was why I hid ander the seat in
the earriage—not becouse I hadn’tc got
a ftickel, vou konow.”

“We can believe thar much,”
chuckled Bob., “¥Youn hid under the
sont of o railwoy ecarriage, because

vou hadn’t got o ticket. You've done
that before, you bloated bilk !

“Well, 8ir Peter believed me, any-
how, when T fold  hiw'  snorled
Bunter, “Amd T can tell you, it was
jolly lucky for him I was there. One
of the motor-bandits got into the tram
at the last minwte. He drew a
revolver——-" ;

“Not a machine-gun I asked Bkinner,

“#a, ha, ha!’

“No " ronred Bunter. A revolver !
T dide't kuow it wasn't loaded, of
conree. Ilow could 17 He attacked the
old spertzman, and I—I—I[ jumped ount
and knocked him spinning.  Felled him
with a Llow. Xnocked him right out,
yvou know.”

“Pead for n ducat—dead ¥ said
Wibklew.

“Ha, ha, ha ! ‘

“Ng, nuot dead, old chap,” =aid
Dunter, “1 Lit him pretty hard, but
not so hard as all that, wt he had

cnough, I can tell you. Then I pulled

the cord, and the train stopped, and

ihe guard came, and——

“ And got him?” grinned Bob.

“No; he jumped owt and bunked.”

“Then you won't be able to preduce
him 1" chortled Bkiamer.

“No: wvou see, he got away. There
was no end of & fuss guard and pas
sengers erowding yourd, and all that
all wondoving ot my pluck——"

“ At your whatter ¥ gasped Dob.

“ Pluck ! roared Bunter. “I'd Jolly
well like to sco you do what I did on
that train. Bob Cherry. but [ jolly well
never shall1”’

“No fear,” agrecd DBob. “1I never
travel under a secat without s tickeb.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Reast! Well, that's why I'm late
for roll,” said Bunter ©1 came on
to Courtfield with Sir Peter, and, as
T’'d lost m{I ticket in the—the desperate
struggle, the old boy paid iy fare, and
wa went to the police station, same as
at Redclyffe—pot that those bobbies

are mueh good—and then the old boy
put me in a taxi for Greyfriars. and
—and hera 1 am. He hasn’t come on
to the school. You'd jolly well have
scen him, if he had, but—"

“The butinlness iz terrific ™

“Ha, ha, ha ¥*

“But he's phoning Quelch from
Counrtfield,” said Bunter. “Ha was
coming here to see Quelch, but, being
& bit upset, he's putting it off till to-
morrow.”

“Youw'ro not going to tell Quelch
that that’s why you're late for roll1®
asked Harry Wharton.

“‘ I%h? Yes, of ﬂtaurae.” . ;

"You're going to spin that yarn fo
Quelch ¥' yelled Bob.

“M course, it's true™

“True Oh, euffering sardines!
You'd better pack some exercise-books
in your bags before you try it on
Quelch.” :

H Ha} h-a' 'ha' !‘i‘l

“For goodnezs’ sake, tell
Queleh an easier one than that ex-
elaimed DPater Todd. *Can’t you see
‘r,h:_a.tl:_} ;t w-:m]’]t. wash ifé’ ”

*(th, really, Toddy—

“Do you &in}: Quelch will believe &
word of it?" gastred Taddy,

“Don’t you?’ demanded Bunter.

“Eh—what? Oh crikey! Hardly!”
stuttered Toddy.

(4] Eum ‘E?l

Billy Buuter rolled on, heading for
his Formemaster's study, to report his
return.

The juniors stared after him blankly.
What would be the result, if the fat
Owl spun that remarkable yarn to
Quelch, they  could hardly 1magine.
- But Bunicr secemed to have no doubts.
He rolled on cheerily to Mr. Quelch’s
study, tapped, and rolled in.

And when he reappeared & few
minutes later, without any sign of
having had the whopping of his life,
the Remove fellows could only conclude
ihat he had not, after sll, tried that
remmarkable yarn on Quelch,

Bunter,
Ijr

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Unsettled !

i ON'T say Christmas!”

D Five woices dolivered

injunction in chorus.
After dinner the following
day, Harry Wherton & Co. wers
sauntering 1n the quad, discussing the
Christmas holidays. As Billy Bunter
volled up, they all addressed him
together.

As the time drew near for breaking-
up at Greyfriars, the Christmas vaca-
tion Dbecame & favourite topig with
Biily Bynter—but & topic which no
other fellow seemed keon to discuss
with him.

That lorious residence, Bunter
Court, fu'ﬁﬂd,. as was usual in holiday
tine, to attract Bunter. He had made
up his mind to spend ristmas wilh
his old pals. But if Bunter merely
eaid “ About Christmas, you fellows,’
it geomed enough to make fellows ve-
meomber other engagements, or pop
round cornors.

T'his was rather irritating to Bunter,
who naturally wanted to get the matter
settled.

The Famous Five were a little un-
setiled, as well as Bunter., Harry
Wharton's uncle, tho old colonel, and
his aunt, Miss Amy Wharton, were
pheent from home—Aunt Amy having
had to go away that winter for her
health.

It had been understood that they
would return to Wharton Leodge before
Christmas; but the return was posi-

that
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“Stop ! I say, stop! Danger !’ squeaked Billy Bunter, standing in front of the cncoming ear and waving & fat
frantically. 'ﬂ;ﬁ gentlersan in the car thrust out his head and inguired : °* What is it, bohﬁ ™ Y Two a;'igul bm!ga Iu"‘!r

gasped Bunter,

oned, which rather knocked on ihe
wad Harry's plans for the festive
L0500,

Wharton Lodge not being availalle,
the next best ﬁian was for Harry
Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh to put in the holidays with the
other membeors of the Co.

That was the subject of discussion
when  Bunter rolled along, to be
promptly warned off by hve veices
speaking in unison.

Bunter, however, was not to be
warned off. Bunter could not possibly
continup to lecave things in this un-
settled state.

“1 say, vou fellows, about Clypist-
mas—"" ho hegan.

“Don't I” roared Dob Cherry.

“Eht Don't what, you ass?”

“Don't say Christmas [

“"You can shut up, Cherrv!  Thin
spoking  to Wharvten  about  the
Christhimaz holidays " sail Buanrer, *If

vou think 1'd be found dead in your
mouldy little show in Dorset, you're
mistalien—see ¥

“You'll ba found dead, or nearly, if
von're found thero at 2l remacked
Dob Dherr:i. y

“%¥ah! say, Harrr, old chap, I'd
like to get this settled,” zaid Bunter,
blinking at the captain of the Remove
through his big spectacles. "I've had
some rathor  deeent  invitations for
Chriztinag: but the fact 15, I prefer to
siick to my old pals. Mind, I can't
give you the whole vacation. I have
to consider my other friends, I can
manage & week at Wharton Lodge."

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Only & week?” he aszked,

“Well, I might make it a fortnight,”
admitted Bunter. “If vou'd peally like
me to stay & couple of weels, old chap,
I might manage it. After all, we'ye
pals, old chap.™

“Arog wel”

“ Ok, really, Wharton—"*

“Why not make it the whole vag®
asked thoe captain of the Remove. * No
objection whatever, so far as I'm
eonceried,’’

“Ha, ha, ha!l” roared the Co.

Billy Dunter blinked at them in
SUrprise.

Ele had _hardly expected this whole-
hearted nvitation to Wharton Lodge,
but he could see nothing to laugh at in
it. The Co., who werm aware that no-
body would be at home at Wharton
Ladﬁn for Christmas, could.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at ! zald Bunter, "I say, Harry, old
chap, I'll accept that invitation o

“It 1sn't an invitation,” explained
Whazton. **What I said is, that there's
no gbjection to vour staving at Whar-
tos Laovlge all through the holideys, if
aing wang to. ™

“Well, that epmes to the same thing,
doesn’t it?"” asked Bunter. “I'm on,
ahvhow., I hardly know how 1 ehall
put off all my other friends; but I'll
tdo it, for yvour sake, old chap. Rely
en me. Anvbody else coming®™

“ Mg " "

“MNot o party, or anvthing®"”

“WNot at all.” ; :

‘ ”’F sav, it will be a bit quiet, won't
it ¥

T Fearfully.”

“Well, T'll come, all the same,” de-
clarcd Bunter., “I'm not going to let
a pal down, because he can’t afford
mich in the way of Christmas festivi-
ticz, We'll travel down together, old
fellow.”’

“Can’'t be done”

Y Eh—why noti®"

* Because I'm not going there.”

“Ek? What #he dickens do vou
mean ! ejaculated Bunter. “*You can’s
ask o fellow homa for Christmas if

*f They're going to stop your car I **

you're not going to be at home, I
ﬂﬂp%ﬂﬂﬁ?”

*But I haven't asked any fellow home
for Christmas t*

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0h, shut up thot cackling ! hooted
Bunter. *Look heve, you silly ass, do
vou think I'ti going to stay at your
place with your old uncle and aunt and
nobody elze Y

“INo 1™

“YWhat Jdo vou mean then 7'

“I mean that my uncle and aunt won't
be at home.”

*Thevy won't " yelled Bunter.

[14 H‘} !"l

“You—you—you silly ass!” shrieked
Bunter. *Who will be thore, then ?”

i anmd} 1"

“Wha-a-a-t1"

“1 mean, as all the family will ba
eway, most of the huu:mhc-lg will go
away, too! I think one old coupla will
be left in charge.”

“One old kik-kik-couple!” stuttered
Bunter.

“Yes! I shouldn't wonder if they'd
be glad to see you, Bunter !” aaid Harry
Wharton gravely. “ You'll cheer thom
up very likely! There won't be any
festivities, of course, or much in tho
way of grub—"

“FEh™

“But stay thero as long as you like!
If your other numerous friends will lot
you off, put in the whole vacation there !
Go straight there when we break up and
stay till first day of term. You're abso-
lutely welcome.'

Billy Bunter glared at the captain of
the Remove, his very spectacles glinting
with wrath.

He understeod now the maeaning of that
unexpected permission to spend the
whole of the Christmas holidays at
WIIH-TEGII'[:{‘LGLIEE. 4

rantinuwed on 2 1b.
Tue Macuer me?fuﬂ u:} 1.556.



(Crontiawed prom pare 13.)

The expression on his fat face made
the (oo reoar.

“You—vou—you =silly idiot 1" gasped
Dunter at last, * You—you—yen bhitlher
inz fathead | Think I want to stick in
a place rthat's shat up, with nobody
there, apd perhaps not even o Christings
prdding—" )
"No perhaps about i there woun
be 2"
“You—yvou—yon foothne falhwead!™
wasped Bunter.  “Well, I jolly well
wor b po—see P

“ Please  vourself, of coovse ™ said
Tlarvry. laughing, “Now roll away, old
Larrel. and give us o rest™

“But T—I say, if you're not going to
be at home for Christimas you'll Le some-

where clse ™

“Fancy DBunter guessing  that!”
ojnculated Bob. " Did vou work thab
out in your head, Bunter?”

“Ha. ha, ha!l”

“¥You shut up, Bob Cherrv! You
necdn’t expect to see e at vour mouldy
place. anvhow! T say, Wharton, old
chap. where are you going? I'll tell you
what—I'tl come. too, if you like!™

“VWharton's coming to my mouldy
place 1" chuckled Bob Cherey,

“0Oh 1" goasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co.

“Oh 1" repeated Bunter,

“And vou wouldn't be found dead
there, you know [ grinned Bob,

“J—I—1 would, old chap! I mean, I—
I'll come with—with plensure I gasped
Tunter. “ What I really meant to say,
old foellow, is that I'd come to Cheryy
Place with—with pleasure, renl pleasure,
Bah, old chap!”

“Well, you might come with
pleasure,” remarked Bob thoughtiully,
“but you'd leave without pleasure,
feel sure of that—with my boot to help
yvou ! T hardly think you'd enjoy & visit
to Cherry Place, Bunter! It would be
so bricf—only long encugh for me to
boot vou off the premises, ™

“ Beast 1M -

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famous Five
chackling. Billy Bunter blinked afier
them=—not chuckling. Dunter’s arrange-
inents for Christmas were still un=ettled
—and locked now like remaming un-
settled.

wallked on,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Expensive Eavesdropping !

R. QUELCH stepped out of his
M study and -walked down the
pAsSAge.

He did not specially notice &
fat member of hia Form standing by the
window. near the corper, looking out
into the quad.

But Rilly Bunter noticed Quelch.

His eyes gleamed behind his spectacles
as the Remove master walked away to
th% doar ull; the HII:;I.ISE:.Q i

unter knew why Quelch was goin
to the dosr He was cxpecting a ca]leg
after lunch that day.

Tue Maoner Lirrany =No, 1,556,
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Not a fellow in the Remove believed a
word of Dilly Dunter’s startling talo of
ihe previows day's happenings.
Bunter knew what he knew, so to spealk.
He knew that Sir Peter Lanchester was
going to call on Mr, Quelch after lunch
that ouy, having put up overnmight in
Courtficld  Billy Bunter was extremely
and intensely interested in that visit,

Bunicr's besetbing sin was inguisibive-
ness  Dunter always wanbed to know,

A less iauisitive fellow then Buntor
might have been curious sbout the
strange affair. Ho had pondered & good
deal over what he had heard in the rail-
way carr-mf;a- and was unable to make
bead or tail of it. He was simply hurst-
ing with enriosity to know what it all
meant.

Ile was gowng to know if he could.

In the way of acquiring information
when his curiosity was whetted the fat
Owl had ne serupdes whatever. Bo long
as kevholes were made to doors PBilly

Bunter was always likely to learn what -

went on. In the Remove he had been
kicked times without number for eaves-
dropping.

So intensely curious was Bunter to
hear what old 8iv Peter had to say to
Mr. Queleh that he even thought of put.
ting a fat ear to the keyhole of Quelel’s
study door when the visitor arrived |

But that was an awfully risky pro-
ceeding  in  Masters' Passage, illy
Bunter thoupght of it—but it was not

probable that he would have done moro
than think of it. It was altogether too
dangerous.

But when Quelch left his study to go
along to the door and await his visitor
E}E‘TE Bunter's problem was solved for

im.

He blinked cautiously after Quelch,
and then rolled up the passage to his
Form-master's study. _

By leaving his study just then the
Remove master had fairly Piay-‘:{l ito
the hands of the inguisitive fat Owl,

Bunter popped into the study, breath-
lessly, and closed the door behind him,
Putting a fat ear to the keyholo would
Irave been altogother too risky when
another rmaster might come along the
passage at any moment. But Bunter's
present scheme seemed to him as safe
a3 houses.

Lertainly a fellow who was “copped ™
hidden in a master's study, lending a
surreptitious ear to the conversation
there, was likely to be dealt with in the
most severe manner—nothing shert of a
Head’s Hogging. But Billy Bunter was
not going to be avght.

In the corner of that study was a large
cupboard. It had a lock and key. The
upper part of the a::uf:b{mrd was ocenpied
by bookshelves laden with hefty
volumea. The lower part contained
various odds and ends, such as a bundle
of ecanes. and a rolled map, and other
such things. But there was plenty of
roomn for & Peeping Tom !

Bunter had it sll cut and dried. He
had thought out his plan—if only Quelch
left that study and gave him a chance.
Now Quelch had left it, and the fat Owl
had his chance,

Quickly he put the key on the inside of
the cupboard door. Then he parked
himself inside and drew the deor ehut
and locked ik.

He waos absolutely safe from discovery
now.

Queleh. certainly, was not likely to

wess that o member of his Form was
Eilddcn in tho study, He was not likel
to want anything from that t:uphuarg
while his visitor was thers, But, in the
remote contingency of Quelch coming to
the cuphboard. the door was locked and
the key missing. He would suppose that
the key had fallen out, sud perhaps been

swept up by a housemaid—as sometimes
happened te keys, Whatever he sup-

Bute posed, he was not in the least likely to

suppose that o member of lus Formm was
locked in that cupboard,
m:fsmﬁr Bunter grinned over his astute-

After the wisitor had gone Quelch
would leave the study sooner or later,
and the way of escape would be open to
Bunter, At the worst he would have io
remain parked there till the bell went
for classes—when Quelch would have to
go to the Form-room, It was worth
winlo gntt.ingh lines for being late for
class—when he so keenly wanted to
know !

To do Bunter justice, it did not ocenr
to him that he was acting like an un-
smjuEulmta young rascal. He did not
think of what these proceedings would
have locked like in the eyes of other
f:i}lnwg, He did not, in fack think at
Ll

Thinking was not Bunter's long suit.
He wanted to know—and he was jollv
well going to know, and that was all
thero was to it

If he thought at all it was only to
refleet what a clever fellow he was
Nabody clse in the Remeove, ho was sure,
wonld have thought of a2 dedge like this.
On that peint, undoubtedly, Bunter was

r;iht[

Tore _than ten minutes had elapsed
before Billy Buntor heard a sound in
the study. Then there was the opening
of a door, footsteps, and the closing of
the door. Queleh had brought his
vizsitor im.

Bunter heard a voico—the slightls
wheezy, but pleasant voico of the old
gentlemen of the day before. To his
surprise. it was pronouncing his own
name. He heard it distinetly.

“ Bunter—"

“DBunter 1" repeated Mr. Quelch.

“The boy who was of such servipe—

"such inestimable service—to me yoestor-

day. He told me that he was in your
Form hers, my dear Quelch.™

“That is certainly correct.”

“I should like to see him, while I
am here. You will have no objection,
I feal ?Prﬁi E;nuk Ty hfaatnwing ;}pﬂé‘l hfim
some sh en o ratituce tor
sorvices grﬂnderﬁd—"’mj 5 >

13 PIIGm t?-l

“In my own schooldays, Quelch—a
long time ago now—a Jl?‘t.ﬂﬂ tip in
addition to the usual allowance was
never found unweleome. Moreover,
Christmas is approaching—a  timo
when young people, I believe, find
many roads for their money.”

“No doubt. But—"

“In the ecircumstances, if you, as the
boy's Form-master, have no objection,
I should really like to malke fho bov
a present of, say, a five-pound notel
You will not re%uaa to permit this.”

“Oh, certainly, if you so desire, Sir
Feter. You shall certainly ses the boy
—I will send for him to come here
before you leave me.™

“Thank you, Quelch ™

“Pray seated, Sir Peter.”

Sir Peter Lanchester sat down.

Mr. %:-alnh followed his example,
Bil intor, in the cupboard, had a
wild desire to kick himsaﬁ',

That old bean wanted to tip him a
fiver before he left Bunter was to be
sent  for, to receive that handsoma
“ip.” And there was Bunter, parked
in the study cupboard, wunable* to
emerge until after Sir Peter had gone.

No words could have expressed Billy
Bunter's awful feslings ™ at that
moment. His remarkable cleverness in
arking himself in thst copboard, te
isten to what did not concern him, was
going to cost him exactly five pounds.



THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Very Extraordinary !

] Y dear Quelch—" ,
M “I am all attention, Six

Boter” o suns
am going to surprise
yon_very much,”

“It is a surprise, and a very agree-
able one, to receive a visit from an old
friend I have not seen for eo many

ars,” said Mr. Queleh. “1 gathered
rom your letter, a fow days ago, that
you desired to consult me upon some
nistter of urgent importance——"

“Vory urgﬂng and very important,
Quelch |” said Sir Peter. “1t 13 a
matter that may concern my_ lifel
You have not forgotten what I told
you on the telephone last eveming—imny
life has been in danger——"

“The police——"

“8o far, they have not been able to
trace the men who attacked me yesterx-
day, and I have little hope that they
will sueceed in doing so0,” said Sir
Poter. “All that is koown of them 13
what was heard by the boy Bunter—
two names, evidently nicknames, and
the description 1 was able to give of
the rascal who attacked me in the
train. It is lLittle enough for them io
work upen.”

“PTrua! But—in what way can I be
of assistance?”’ asked Mr. Quelch,
ovidently puzzled. “ Anything, of
course, that I can do——"

“I will explain. ¥You are aware that
Lord Reynham, now a lad of nearly
sixteen, is my ward. He is an orphan,
with no near relations, excepting his
cousin Bupert. I am a very distant
connection of the family; but I was
appointed his guardian under the late
lord’s will—and T have found it & very
onerous duty, Quelch. Tour years ago
a succession of desperate attempts were
mada to kidnap the boy.”

“For what reason?”

“That remaids unkoown, unless
ransom was the object. The boy will be
very rich when he comes of age.
Whatever the reason, William had
several very narrow escapes. He is a
boy of delicate health, and it told upon
him severely, Quelch—so much so that
I dreaded to see hizs nervous system
absolutely shattered by = constant
sense of danger. Every effort to dis-
cover the kidnappers failed—eaven
their motive could only bhe guessed at—
and I was driven, at last, to take very
extraordinary measures for hiz pro-
tection.”

Sir Peter paused.

“These were the measures, Quelch—
he was placed at a dertain school,
under an assumed name, to remain
there in  safety till the kidnappin
gang could bhe discovered and dealt
with by the poliee.”

“And he has remsined safe?” asked
Mr. Quelch.

“ Perfectly z0. 1 see him only at
rare intervals, and never at the school
where he boards, Hs has been
practically adopted into his  head-
master’s family, spends his holidays
with them, and is quite happy and con-
tented, and perfectly safe. This, you
will understand, was intended only as
& temporary measure. I had no idea,
at the time, that it wounld last over

“And it has?¥

“It 13 still going on. The kidnap-
ping geng are still at large, and I have
the strongest pru-uf that they have nof
abandoned their design. I had hoped,
of course that they would be laidpe by
the heels, but no trace of them has
been found. On many occcasions I' was
awara that I was walched—the rascals
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no doubt hnﬁe;l to discover, sooner or
later, what had become of Lord Reyn-
ham. It was given out that he was
abroad for his health; and as it was
known that he waa delicate, no doubt
this deluded the rogues for & time.
Aware that the bay would be in danger
if they were sble to trace him, I have
allowed this state of affairs to go on.

He 15 still safe—under another name—
but——"

“But there has been some new
development ]

“Exactly I sald Bi. Peter. “In
some -manner—L cannot even guess liow

—they have learned of the mwasures I
hava taken—though, fortunately, they
know neither the school nor the name
under which Lord ®eynham passes
thera. Thia is known only to his bead-
master, to myself, and to my solicitors.
The boy is :till perfectly =ofa fromn
them; but I &

“But you are not?”?

“That iz how the matter stands”
said Sir Peter. “During the past fow
months several attempts have been
made on me personally. The object,
I presume, is to get me into theiv
hands and force e t» reveal the boy's

resent whereabouts—which, of couvse,

thould never do.

“That demand was made yesterday,
Queleh, under the yauzzle of a revolver

in the ftrain from Redclyffe—an
though T doubt whether the roguc
really intended to fire, I should -cer-

tainly have been severely hurt in my
struggle with him, but for the bhoy
Bunter. I am an cld man, Queleh,
and this kind of thing 1z affecting mo
severely.” :

“1 imagine so!” said Mr Quelch.
“What to do, in the extraordinary
circumstances, has been s mystery to
me,” went on_the old baronet. “ But
it happens that a short time -age
Ruperl returned from abroad—Captain
Reynham, should say, Willlam’s
eousin and heir to the title. Rupert
ave me some edvice—upon which I
gﬂ not care to ack”

“And that advice?™

“To bring Lord Reynham home to
Reynham Castle, to guard him with
defectives, employed as servants in the
house, and thus to ensnare the kidnap-
ing rascals. The boy would be, as
1t were, a bait to draw them into an
attempt, in which they might be cap-

‘tured.”

“That is not a bad plan, Sir Peter.
Sooner or later, the boy must resumo
his own name-=the present position
cannot be kept upI after he comes of
age, obviously. f every precaution
were taken—"

I should think of it, ?u-alch, if the

hoy were strong, sturdy, in good
health. Dut, as I have said, he is
delicate—utterly unfitted physically to

go through such experiences. T do not
wish to run the risk of it. His health
requires care, in the best of circum-

stances. You will see, from that, that
it is impossible to exposo him to
dangers and alarms.”

“Quite ! agreed Mr., Quelch.

“But,” went on 8ir Peter slowly,
“my nephew Rupert's suggestion put
another idea into my mind—which is
what I have to discuss with you. 1
have warned you that I am geing to
gurprise you." "

“Please proceed,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Wa living soul, but ursalf, has
heard any whisper of this,” said the
old bharonet. ‘No word of it of
course, will ever pass your lips.
have given Rupert no hint of it—he
might have a careless tongue.

“If my plan is carried out, no one
must have the slightest suspicion, or

I Peter, rising from his chair.

¥}

the whele plan would be a failure.
Lord Ha:;lnham has net been eeen by
any of those lawlezs rascals for over
four years—and ihe change from a
child of eleven io a youth of nearly
sixteen  is  very considerable, Quelch.
Obviously, ho would not be known by
sight to anyone who saw him only as o
child.  Why should not onother lad
take his place—"

“YWha-a-t 7"

“Bome Doy of strong character,
courage, snd physical fitness,” said Sir
Peter. “He would arrive at Reynham
aztle, under the name of Lord Rewns
ham, as if coming home for the Christ-
mas holidays from school. I should
greet hirn as Lord Reynham—everyone
would suppose him to be the young
lord—even hia c¢ousin Rupert. He
would continue to play the part, in
order to draw the fre, so to ﬂpuuk, of
the kidnapping gang—Rupert's plan,
but earvied out by a boy sble ta stand
the strain. That 1s {the scheme 1 bavo
formed, Queleh.™ )

“Upott my word ! cjaculated Mr,

Quelch.  “Are you serious, Sir Peter?”
id Qllii{'.*’
“ Bui—hpt——"

“That is why T am here to consult
vou, Queleh. As a Form-master in this
school, you musk e acquainted with the
characters of all I1he boya who come
wnder your authorily. t is possiblo
that in your Forn here there is some
boy—zome strong, sturdy, and conrage-
ous boy—who would be able and willing
to play such a part.”

“Rloss my soul!® exclaimed Mr
Queleh, quite taken aback.

“Some CGreyfriars boy—" said Sir
Peter.

" But—but—" - 3.
Quelch.

There was no doubt that the old
baronct had surprised him.

He had, in fact, astounded him.

“These raseals,” continued Sir Fetor,
“already suspect that his lordship is at
this school, under somo assumed name.
My visit to you has given them that un-
pression; the rascal m the train yestor-
day =aid go pleinly.  If, therefore, a
Greviviars boy—any Greyiriars boy of
a suitable age—arvived at tho castlo and
was accepted by me as Lord Reynham,
they could have no snspicion whalever
that they wers being deluded.”

“But,” gasped Mr. Queleh, “what of
the bay? I certrinly, as a Form-master,
could never advise a boy 1o undertalo
so dangerous o task, The boy’s parentis
would have to be consulted, and they
would undoubledly refuse their permis-
sion. My dear Bir Peter, have you not
overlooked what really are imsuperable
diflicultica in your very natural anxiely
to secure the safety of your ward ¥

“TPossibly, posaibly I eaid the eld
baronet. *I desired to discusa the
matter with you, gualch. and should be

lad if you could help me. If no

ireviriars boy iz available, I must seck
cleowhere. But of the plan itself, what
1s vour opinon i’

“Wo doubt an excellent one, Siy Petey
—if a boy can be found to play the part
required of him., But I doubt wvery
much whether such & boy can be found.”

Bie Peter smiled faintly,

“Not in your Form here, at all cvents,
I take it?’" he asked. .

“I am bound to say ne,” said Alr

stammered

Quelch. “I could not possibly advise
Jou—"
’ “1 shall seek elsewhere,” said Sir

"1 had
hoped that you might be able to assist
me, Quelch, in carrying out t-l'}ls plamn.

It appeara that you canno
PTHE Magxer Lispany.—No. 1,556,
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“1 regrot it vers much, Sir Peter—
very much indeed, Bub really=—really,
I ik

“Then let ua say no more about it,”
gatdd Sir Peter Lanchester, I must not
tresprss further on your time, my dear
GQueleh. If T may see the boy Dunter
before I lesve—o~

“I will send for him at onge”

Llappily unsware that the boy Bunter
was parked in the cupboard, oculy & few
fort away, Mr. Quelch rang, and sent
Trotter to feteh the boy Bunter.

Cladly enough would the boy Bunter
have shown up, to receive the handsomo
tip intended for him by the old bavonet.

Dt the boy Bunter, although blessed
by WNature with an uncommon allowanee
of “neek,” had not neck cnough to
cmerge from the stwdy copboard under
the eves of Sic Peter and Mr, Quelch.

The boy Bunter had to remain whero
he was, while Teotter retorned with tho
izformation that the bov Bunler was not
10 Lz found.

Sie eter Lanchester, to his regret,
Lad te go back te lns ecar without
havine scen the bov Bunter—ihough ho
dicl not regred it half so much es the boy
Buanter himscli.

“Upon my word ! said Mr. Quelch
alond when the old barvonet was gonc,
“Lpon my word., What a very exica-
ordinary 1de a==very cxiraordinary
intteed | Upon mv word ! Most extra-
grdimary I

It was evident that Sir Peter’s dea
was a good deal too extraordinary for
the Remove master of Groyielers o
have any hand in at.

Sir eter had - -been gone zome hirtle
titie swhen the bell rang for afiecrnoon
einss, then Dbr. Quelch headed for the
Lorm-room,

And then, at long last, Ihilly Bunier
was able to ewmerge from his parking-
rlace and seottle ont of the siudy—o
veeeive fifty lines for being late in
Form !

e, Quelch supposed that Dunter had
Leen out of gates as Lrobtier had nof
lveen able to find ham.  Billy Bunter
waz mnorn than content 1o et Mr. Quelch
SUPPOsE B0,

What would have happered to Bunler
had the Remove master learned where
he had spent the last half-louy would
hardlr bear thinking of.

————

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gammon !

€ BOUT Christmas——"
“Bhut up!™ roared [live
fellows.

1 was going to sav-—2>
“Don't 1" §
“That I might ask you——"
“Ring off I
“M'a come with mo—"

(1] Eh ?!:l

" To Revabam Castle——"

“What ¥

“IFor Christmas with 8ir  TPeicr
Lanchester——"

(O erikey

“Somne place, I can tell vou! Terrifie
old castle in Sussex; Norman Leep and
all that 1" sa1d Billy Buanter, I:-'Iinkmg at
the astonished five. “Dozens of menials,
enra and things—everything of the best.
Like to come if I can fix it for you 1"

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.

‘Tall tales from Bunter, of course, they
wora nsed to. They had heard all about
Bunter Court—and had seen Bunter
Villa. They had heard all sbout his
titled relations—but had not seen them.
They nad heard about deeds of daring
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that Bunter had performed, such as
terrifio scrapa with bargees in the holi-
days—but they had never secen him
engaged in any terrific scraps with
bargees in term-time. They had heard
of the Bunter wealtl—but had scen none
of it at Groyfriars,

2o they did .of, naturally, ezpect
anything in tho nature of truth from
Bunter.,

Truth and Dunier had long been
sirangers, and were never expected fo
sirike up an anequaintance by anyone
who knew Bunter.

2till, even Bunter ought to have had
a limit, The Famouz Five felt that.
And this, they could not help thinking,
wits a little over the edge.

“1 daresay you saw the old bean who
came to see Quelch yesterday,” went on
Bunter. “That was Bir Peter Lan-
chester, the old SpoTEman whose Jife I
saved twice on Wednesday,

“Only twico!™ gasped Bob Cherry.
“Haven't you saved it again sinee ©7

“Eh? No! He hasn't been in danger
sinee, that I know of,” said Buntor,

; ;iThen you're not naking o habii of
JE e

“ O, really, Cherpy——"

SEid he ask vou for Chrisimas while
he was  hera  yesterday ! grunted
Johnny Bull

“MNot exactly—"

“I rather thought not.™ -

“Buot  the fact 15—
Bunter.

“0Oh, let's hear the Fact!” said Harrey
Wharton, laughing. *“ We've nover heard
a fact from you Lefore, old fat man !

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“The facifulucs: will probably not be
preposterous,”’ murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh

“What 1 mean iz I've heen thinking
a good bit sineo the old bean was here
vosterday,” said Dunter, “and I think
I shall very likely be at Reynham Castle
for Christmas. I mwean, T've got pluck.”

“You hove ?” exclaimed Bob, * Where
do you pack 0¥

“And why don't you ever use it¥
asked Johnuy Bull.

“Yah! It wants pluck—but F've gob
lots of that!™ said Bunter, It wauts
nerve—but I'vo gob lots of nerve I”

“You must have. to spin a varn like
this,"” agreed Bob, * Nover heard of a
fellow with such a nerve.”

“1 don™t mean that yon fathead! 1
mean, I've got tons of pluck and nerve;
and as for dangoer, I rather like 16"

“Oh erumbs M

“I'n jolly well going to chance ib!”
declared Bunter *“1 fancy I can fix it
all right with the old bean. After all,
I'in the chap to fac~ danger.”

“When therp isn't any,” agreed Harey
Wharton, “ Bt is it dangerous to spend
Christmas with that old hean who called
on Quelch vesterday? Docs he bite?”

“ But 1 should Iike to have a fow pals
with me, 2ll the same,” went on Billy
Buanter, unheeding "It would be safer.
T.ook here, (f.vuu fellows, you don't seem

continuned

to be settled about the hols. If I go to
Reyoham Castle, would you like to
come 1

“1f 1" chortled Bob.

" The if-fulnose is tercific.”

“You fal asst” roared Johnny Bull
“What are you burbling about? You
don't even know that old bean who
called on Quelech 1"

“1 saved his life—"

“ Gammon IV

“Twice——""

“ Fatheao " ;

“And I'm the man he wants. Accord-
ing to what he said to Quelch—"

‘How on earth do you know what he

exclaimed Frank

I—1 mean—"

said to Quelch ¥
Nugent,

“Oh! Aht Oh!
stammered Bunter

“¥ou fat villain ! exclaimed Havry
Wharton, “Hsve you been doing key-
hole stunts in DMasters’ Passage, like
you do in the Bemove IV

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“It's all gammon from beginning fo
end I'' grunted Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, i3 it?” yapped Bunter. * Well,
look here, I'm %mu_g o drop Sir Peter
& line—about Christmas. I fancy it
will be all right. Now, suppose I hx it
to gpend Christmas at Reynham Castle,
and take a fow friends with me, will
you fellows come? Mind, I'm npot
afrai iy

“What is there to be afraid of—
except the butler’s boot—if yeu butted
in#”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

*“Oh, don't bo an ass| T'm not afraid.
atill, it would be safer with n few pals
round me. Now=—yes or no?" snapped
Bunter, “If I fix up Christinaz  at
Reynham Castle, with 8ir Peater
Lanchester, will you fellows come 7"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“0h, certainly!” he answered.
“We'll come—if you land yourself at
Reynham Castle !’

* Quite 1" grinned Nugent,

“Is there such a place as Reynham
Clastle 7" asked Bob.

“¥es, you fothead—in Sussex,”

“Not in dreamland "

“You zilly as=—" roared Bunter.
“It's & magnificent establishment—just
like Bunter Court, in fact.”

‘I fancy it’s rather like Bunter
Court I chortled Bob, * Every attrac-
tion, except one—it doesn’t happen to
cxist ™

“Ha, ha. hal”

“Well, you'll jolly well see ! snorted
Bunter. *It's settled, then, vou fellows
come with me for Christmas to Reynhan
Castle, if I fix it up™

“Ha, ha! Yes, certainly!”

“That's all right, then " said Bunter.
“Lend me & stamp, will you? I've gol
to write to Sir Peter.”

“0Oh, my-only hat!” roared Johnny
Bull. “Have you spun this yarn simply
to get a three-ha penny stamp?”

“0h, really, Bull—"

“Pash it all, the varn was worth
three-ha'pence I chuckled Bob, * Here
ToUu AP, Bun_tq, hera's a stamp, Now
own up that it's all gammon.”

“?ﬂ- t”

Bunter took the stamp and rolled
awaey to his study.

Hparry Wharton & Co. gazed ofter
him in wonder.

“1 suppose.,” said Harry thought-
fully, “that there can't, h? any chance,
ke & word of truth in it?™

“Hardly I" grinned Bob.

YT ruth—from Bunter!™ grunted
Johnny Bull. * Dreaming %"

Renlly, it did not scem probable to
the Famous Five 8o far from believ-
ing that Bunter was going to land him-
self at & mapnificent castle for Christ-
mas, they did not believe in the castle—
except as a castle in the sir! In which
circumstances. it seemad quite safe to
agree to. accompany DBunter to that
caztle—if he went.

Bui, a5 tho novelists say, they littla
knew [

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Tries it On !

8 0DDY, old chap—"
I Poter Todd., in Study No. T

heid up 8 warning hand.
Billy Bunter, sitting at the
siucdy table, with a pen in s fat paw
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and a thoughtful wrinkle 1In his {fat
brow, blinked at him.

“Wothing about Christimas!" warned
Toddy.

Bunter pave & contemptuous snort.

“If you fancy I'd put in Christm.s in

Bloomsbury, Toddy———" he said, with
ineffable scorn.
“I fapey you would!® agreed Toddy.

“And I fancy sou won't! If it’s not
about Christmas, you can run on”

“Beast! How many *k's’ in acci-
dent?” asked Bunter.

“"Oh ernkey |

“Yon see, I spell better than yom,
Toddy—atill, I don't want any mistakes

in a letter to & baronet,” expleined
Bunter.

“Ore of your
grinncd Toddy

“MNot exacily a relation—old friend
of the family!” said Bunter airily.
“I'va got to get this letter off by the
post, Toddy. I say, how many *K's’
do you put in accident ™

“None, s & rule. A couple of ‘¢'s’
are good encugh for me.”

“(h, don’t be an ' ass, Toddy! I
know there’s & *k,” as well as an *'x,°
but I want to know if there’s more than
ona !” said Bunter peevishly.

“Ha, ha, hal" yelled g&te'e Todd.

titled relations=?"
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“You'll meke that baronet jump if he
gots ‘x'a’ and "K't I

“Well, how do you spell it?" de-
manded- Bunter.

“A-g-g-i-d-e-n-t 1 spelt ont Toddy.

Snovt, from Bunter. He was not
satisfied with that.

“Oh, you can’t spell!” hé enapped.
“Fat lot of good asking you, Toddy!
I say, look it out in the dick for me,
will you i :

“Ha, ha, ha !’ roarcd Toddy,

Ho did not look that word out in the
dictionary for Bunter. He walked out
of 8tudy No. 7, laughing.

(Continued on next page)
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A NARROW SHAVE |

IHAVEN'T told you a fraction of all

thera 13 to Lnow about football,

of course. If you could do every-

thmF I have told you, however,
you would all be pretty good foof-
ballers by now. . SBome of sou have
improved this season. 1 kpow that a
lot of you have been- graeﬁsing really
bhard ever since I told you how im-
partant practice at foothall is.

Anyway, you all know esough about
it now to make this gamd of “ours
really interesting for yourselves, You
know how you ought fo be controlling
and kicking the ball, what wyou are
expected to do in your various posi-
tiona and which opponenis you must
cach mark. So -let’s pet on and seo
how well you can remember all these
things in an actual game.

Wa had reached the stage where the
ball had been kicked aff, and had been
passed to our outside-right. It Failed
to reach him, because o player on the
other side was doing his marking job
properly, and nipped in to get the ball.
Well, he has it now, e passes it to
hia outside-left, who runs on a bit, and
then kicks it into the middle where two
of his pals are waiting for it. Xt has
gonoe  to  the centre-forward. He's
shooting—lucky for us, he shot over
the bar.

Let's stop the game for a moment
and think sbout that narrow shave we
had,. Why was the ball asllowed to
get to the centre-forward of the other
sidea without one of our playerz touch-
ing it? I'm afraid the answer is that
wa weren't marking our men as we
should have been. It was s good pass
which the left-half gave to his outside-
left, 1 know, but ocur rightback was
supposed to be marking the outside-
left, 1t be had been in the right i:rhc&,
the winger wouldn’t have been allowed
to put the ball across so accurately that
it fell right at the fcet of his centre-
forward.

And where was our -r:n‘:pirﬁ-‘hﬂf? He
was ﬂugpumﬂ to be marking the centre-
forward of the other side, yet he left
him with plenty of time to take careful
aim and shoot. I am not suggesting
that beoth our -right-back and our

o el

B‘:"J

e

KEEP IT
CARPET!

Ballooning the ball is a bad
fault with a number of foot-
ballers—always keep the ball
low when ;}assin? Im' shooting

at goa

centre-half should have got the ball
befora the fellows they wero marking.
Defenders can’t he expected to do that
every time. The point iz, that if they

had been zomewhere near, thoe fellows

with the ball would have ],mui to hurey

—wouldn’t have been given so much

time to think aboul what lo do next.
SHOOT LOW !

HE second lezson of this incident
concerns the “over the bar®
shot by the centre-forward.
Why did he do that? Bimply

because he did not remember the rule
I gave you about keeping the ball low,
If he had kicked with his ingtep, and
had got his weight “on top,” instcad of
behind the ball, it wouldn't have gone
into the air, but into the goal.

As o general instruction for shooting
—-always tend to keep the ball low
rather than high. It iz much easier for
a goalkeeper to jump up to & ball than
it 12 for him to bend down to 1t. Watch
a first-class player taking o penalty
kick, The suecessfol ones are the
fellows who make the ball just skim the
ground,

The hest genaltj-kicker I over saw
was Jacky Blordue, who used to play
for Bunderland. In one scason I think
he scored fifteen goals from the penalty
spet. ‘The only one I ever saw lnm miss
was when tho opposing goalkeeper was a
very small fellow. Mordue's secret of
success was that he always kept the ball
lew. Thia little goalkesper was aowe o
gat down to the low shot, and he saved
miraculously. I shall have more to say
aliout pmmﬂﬁy-kicka Jator on. But what
applies ta them, applies to all shooting
—keep the ball low,

\Y,F00TB
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GOAL-KICKS!

HOI'E the centre-forward who fired
over the top when he hod & chanee
to ecore will have learned his

. lesson. Now the goal-kick is
being taken. Have a look at the plan
of the field in your rule-book, and you
will notice what is called the goal-area
marked in front of the goal. For the
goal-kick the ball must be placed in the
goal-arca. It is wsually put on the
corner, on the side of the goal whewro
tha bg’ll went ow! of play  When the
apposing centre-forward shot over the
bar, the ball went rather more o the
right than to the lcft,  So the goal-
keeper places the ball in that portion of
the gorl-area.

Two years ago it would have been per-
missible for a full-back to tap the ball
to the goalkceper, who could then pick
it up and kick it down the feld. You
must have seen goalkeepers doing that

when they have been taking goal-kicke.
That isn't allowed now, however. A
new rule says that the goalkeeper mus:
leick the ball direct into play—must not
have it tapped to him by a full-back, or
pick it up in any other way. Homoe
?nulkeepmﬂs found the new way a bit
ward at first. In fact, soveral of them,
even in first-class football, couldn’t kick
the ball very weli off the ground, go the
full-boek had to do it. That 13 allowed
by the rules, but it is really the goal-
keeper’s job, 3o he should learn to take
the goal-kicks,

When I say learn, I mean it, becanze
taking goal-kicks 13 an art in itself. It
is not just a question of kicking the ball
hard. Attacks can be started by accu-
rately piaci.n? goal-kicks. 1 remember
a pame not long ago when Ted Bagar,
Everton’s goalkeoper, took & pasl-kick
which brought a poal for his side. The
wind was behind him, and zo hard and
straight did he kick the ball, that it
went stroight to onme of his ewn for-
wards, who gathered it and scored
without another player touching the
ball. That just shows you that taking
goal-kicke is all & part of football. Try.
goalkeepers, te place your kicks, thus
playing your part in helping your fo:-
wards,
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Bunter snorted, and vesumed [otter-
writing. He wanted to be rather par-
ticular with that letter, as it was going
to & bLarenct, who lived in o castle.
He was top lozy, however, to look out
the word in the dick for himself;
but, after a little reflection, he decided
on one “k.' FHe knew there was an
4
x

Bunter was giving that letter o lot of
thought. It was—he hoped, at least—
going to settle the rather wurgent
problem of landing him somewhere for
the Christmas holidays—a problem that
was growing more and more urgent as

breaking-up day drew nearer.

The Peeping Tom of Greyfriars had
plaved the eavesdropper, in
Queleh’a study the day before, from
sheer inquisitiveness, But eince then
Buta‘ter’a powerful brain had been ot
WOTH.

What he had heard had astonished
him., It had astonished Queleh, in the
study, and Bunter, in the study cup-
board. )

It was not surprizing that Mr. Queleh
had failed to play up. 'There was no
doubt that old Sir Peter, in his keen
and dutiful anxiety to sccure his ward
from  unknown, mysterious,  and
dangerous enemies, had roather omitted
to conzider what might happen to the
boy who was to take the young lord’s
name and place—if the plan was carried
out.

Certainly, Mr. Quelch, as a school-
master, conld not possibly have had a
hand in placing any boy in such a
dangerous position.

Sir Peter's visit to Greyfriars had, in
fact, drawn blavk, so far as Sir Peter
wos concerned; but it had not drawn
blank, so far as Dunter was concerned.

Liunter waas "on ™ this!

It wa: one of Rilly Bunter's little
ways to feel n lofty and scornful dis-
regavd of danger—so long as dangor
waz not in the offing. Distant dangers
had no terrovs for Bunter.

What Bunter thought of, chiefly, was
fhat the fellow who played the part of
Lord Reynham would pass the Clrist-
mas holidays at a magnificent castle,
surrouncled by all that wealth could by,
my-lorded by a host of scrvants, and
feeding on the fat of the land,

That was o very attractive prospeck
to Eunter.

It was worlh 2 spot of danger.

Mr. -

THE MAGNET

Certainly, had the danger been on the
spot, Bunter would have jibbed at it
Xt close quarters Bunter disliked
danger oxtremely

But it was distent; and besides, the
fat Owl immediately thought of the
idea of taking a party of fellows with
him who would rally round him and
kecp him safe. The Famows Five were
exactly the fellows to deal with danger
if it happened nlﬂn? Bunter would be
quite prepared to let them deal with
it. They could, in fact, have it all to
themselves ! -

The danger .being remote, Bunter
thonght less of it than of stately halls,
liveried flunkeys, turkeys, and Christ-
mas puddings. :

Plenty of fellows, with & good deal
moro courage than Bunter, might have
hesitated to take on a part to play
which exposed them to the attacks of
n gang of kidn&ppmf crooks. Bunter
was, in fact, exemplifying the truth of
the ancient proverb that fools rush in
where angels fear to tread!

Bunter was going to rush in, anyhow
—if he could!

Fle thought he had quite s good
chanee, He had already made a very
cood impression on old 8ir Peter. Had
he not tackled & man with a gun in
his hand, on the frain from Redelyfio?
True, he known that the gun
was unloaded—but Sir Petei was not
aware of that circumstance. Bunter had
nnpressed the old baronet as a very
plueky fellow.

For the rest, he was a Groviriars
felldv—and Sir Petoer referred &
Greviviars fellow, if available, And he
would, of course, prefer a bne, up-
standing. handsome sort of fellow, with
an air of native nobility—a fellow like
Bunter. Bunter was sura of that., So
he was feeling fairly confident as he
indited that epistle to Sir Peter.

“Deer Sir  Peter,—Dweing to an
akxident, I happened to heer what you
gaid to my Form-master on Thersday.”

Bunter paused a hittlee. He had to
account for his knowledge of what Sir
Peter required. . But he realised that
he could not tell Sir Peter that he had
deliberately played the eavesdropper.

He was aware that other people's
views on the subjeet rather differed
from his own.

But he wasz not

PIANO ACCORDIONS

il

BY ALL THE MOQST
FAMOUS MAKERS

LT ]

=

Honalll, Stelident, Vissimio,
Panpottl, Hohner,
Crucianalll.

3‘ .4.0 value for 42/«

Piano Finkshed Oabiloet by Bteident,

lorig at a logs. Fib-
bing was Bunter's
perpetual  resource
i moments of diffi-
feulty, It required
only a short pause
| f?r BHEte}rl;u t.hi:iﬁ
R T, s of a that won
:‘f‘f ? serve his turn.

T He gnawed the
3 handle of his pen

moments, and then
grinned and
resumed.

bonod Bell ,_Ltriple Ch Aotlon. Complet
Iﬂ% -mﬁuﬁ'?am"." 21 Pungtl‘:'%l. B i!ﬁ:::, Oash Price §2/= or @)+ “Bum fellows
Arst jostalment nce 4= mmm; dndil 45+ la patd. Etlbﬂr&;& Tutor. | y.1. v
[T Eumr!og The urﬁsdml “33' &, shmo terme. List of models - okked mo up in
SRR, Lo, g 55 Kere, 28 s i I LGRS [ the eubbord in
Bai0s DENNWARE HILL LOWDON SIS g Queloh’s studdy for

Write now for Free

32
E. J. RILEY, LTD,,

SHOW THIS T0 DAD

Billiard Table for
Freo Trial
@}

Tali him t1a B *Homsa*
“nly Bi= ﬁiﬂﬂ? %mﬂﬁ . T Days'

FREE BIRIIAMD TABLES.
Sand for astails.

Exmani Warky, ASCRINATON, eor
Dapt 39, 147, Aldsnigate S, Lomdom, E.C.1.

a praktical joak. Of
corse, I coodn't let
Queleh find me
there, or it wood
have got them into

rt List. & row. "

Bunter thought
this rather good ! It
showeéd what a loyal
follow he was, will-

for a few thonghtful ;

ing to stand anything, rather than land
hia thoughtless schooliellows in a row!

“Oweing to this, T herd what yom
gaid to Quelch, much against my will. I
hoap you will excuso me, in the citkum-
shkances,

Qf course, you may rely on me not
to say a singlo word abowt it. I shood
not think of brecthing a sillable.

‘I am riting to say that I think I am
the man you want. I am. perfektly
willing” to do what is relkwired, and if
there is anny danger, I chall enjoy it
I think you must have notised thas I
have plenty of pluck, and I certanely
cannot remember ever having bean
afrade of anything.

If you wood like me to do it, I am
kwite at vour service. A lot of fellows
here want me to go hoam with them
for the hols, but I am kwite ankshus
ta be of service to you.

Yours truly,

W. G. Boxrtee.”

Billy read that letter over twicn and
was satisfied with it. Then he eunclozsed
it in an envelope, addressed it to Sir
Peter Lanchester, Bark, at Reynham
Castle, Buossex, and stuck on  DBaob
Cherry’s stamp.

With the letter in his hand, he rolled
down to the guad.

A crowd of Remove fellows were
punting a  footer, alter elazs, the
Famous Five among them. As Bunter
emerged from the House with the letter
in his hand, Bob Cherry's eve fell on
him, and he cub across.

“Done i7" he grinned,

"Eh? Yos!V

"Writien to the jolly old Baronet®”

“¥es: I'm just posting the letier.”

“I don't think ! chuckled Rob.

Bunter blinked at him and held up
the letter.

“Look ' he jecred.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob, aa ho
looked. There was no doubt that that
letter in  Bunter's fat hand was
pddresscd to Sir Peter Lanchoster,
Barf, BEevnham Castle, Sussex.

Bob blinked at it

“Going to post it he asked.

“You silly as:l'" hooted Bunter,
“Think I've written it just to stufl
vou *"?

“Hort of ! admitted Bob.

“Well, come along to the letter-box
and see!” snorted Bunter,

Bob, grinning, accompenied the fat
Owl to the lettor-box in the schogl wall,
To hiz surprize, Bunter slipped the
lettor in at the slot, and it dropped
into the box,

“Well, what do you think now?”
333%311 Dunter.

lessed if I know what to think !
gasped Dob, “It's slmost cnough to
maks & fellow think that you've been
telling the truth, old fat man. In fact,
I should think so, if 1t wasn'
amPuaslblef’

“¥ah!" retorted Bunter,

And he rolled back to the House—
and Bob, quite puzzled, rejoined the
fellows who were punting the ball,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Wanted !

UZZZZ! .

Mr, Quelch had retired to his
gtudy, after lunch the followin
day, for a little rest. He ha

gettled down in his armchair, his feet
on the fender, and an entrancing
volume of Sophocles in his hands, when
the telephone-bell rang.

The Remove mastér was far from



wishing to be disturbed at ihat moment,
But it is, of course, always at such
moments that telephone-bells ning.

Ha laid down Sophocles and took up
the receivet. 5

“Mr, Quelch?"” e¢ame & volce over
the wires; and the Remove master, who
had been about io hark-into the trans-
mitter, chocked that bark, as. he
recognised  the voice of Bir Peter
Lanchester, i

“8peaking, Sir Peler!™ he answered
amicéably.

i.l.I A0
Quelch—

" Not at alll” ]

“*But in reference to my conversalion
with vou a couple of days ago—"

“Y am afraid, Sir Peter, that I can
have nothing to add to what I =aid at

sorry to  disturb  yow,

the time. I could certainly not
recommend—""

“7 have recelved an offer——"

dE Dh IIJ

“¥From a Greyfriara hoy—="

“Whati”

“That very plucky lad, Bunter, who
was  of such service fo me on
Wednesday,” said 8ir PFeter. M1
received a letter from him  this
morning.”’

“Upon my word 1"
“Owing to=—to cortnin circumstances
into which, perhaps, I need not enter,

Bunter is neﬁuﬂlnmd with what 1
require |**  sai 8ir Peler. “Ver
luckily, he offers to play the part whie
f digcussed with you, Guelch.”
“Really, Sir Feter—" gasped
Queleh.

* Before accegﬁng this brave and
generous lad's offer, I feel bound to ask
our permission, as his Form-master.
ou have no objections, Quelch "
“I—I—I'm quite astomshed I” gasped
Mr. Quelch. " Are you sure that Bunter
is aequainted with the full cireumstances
of the case?™
" Yes, there is no doubt about that.’

“And he has offered to play a parh
which may invelve him in  serious

ri} ¥V

“ Precizely. !t

“ Extraordinary ! zaid Mr. Quelch.
M"'I sea nothing extraordinary in it

T.

Quelch—a  lad  of
character like Bunter——"

“He has certainly never impressed
me az a lad of courageous character I
said Mr. Quelch dryly. “Quite the
revorse, I should have said”

““That is hardly in keeping with his
act in tackling a man armed with a
deadly weapon, Quelch, which be cer
tainly did.*

*“(h, guita! DBut—" .

“*Needless to say, I shall close with
this offer from Bunter ea.gerlf, tf you
have no objection, Ql’l&iﬂh P

“1t is not for me to object, if the hoy
understands what he 13 facing, and i3
willing to face it,”’ said the Remove
master, “ But the consent of his father
must be obtained.”

“MNaturally, I shall require Bunter
to obtain his father’s consent, as &
matter of course. For the rest, you
have no objection to make 1"

“None 1" said Mr. Quelch,

“Very good then, Subject to Mr.
Bunter's consent, I shall accept the
offer made by the boy. I must see him,
to make arrangements. I havae htitle
doubt that I shall be watched, and, in
the circomstances, I desive Bunter to be
seen in my company, by any eves that
may be watching—you understand why.
I think, therefore, of driving to Court-
field : and perhaps Bunter could come
there—I believe it is a. half-holiday
to-da a.l;.‘tha schagl—="

¥That is the case.”

cOuTageous

EVERY SATURDAY

“Bunter, perhaps, might ko lo como
to tea with me, at the Hotel Royal, in
Courtheld—"

“T have no doubt of it.'

“Will you, then, tell him that I shall
expect him at the Hotel Hoval, at four
o'clock, and over tea we shall have &
discussion.” _

“Very good, Bir Poter.”

Mr. Efm}lch sat blinking at the tele-
hone for a whole minute after the
ronet had rung off.

Sir Peter’'s extraordinary scheme for
securing the safety of lus ward had
surprised him, But he was still more
surpriscd now,

There was no doubt that the fellow
who played the part of the voung lord,
at Reynham Castle, would be playing a

angerous game, A fellow ]?:Ea AYTY
Wharton, or Bob Cherry, might have
been - prepared to take ‘sgka. But
it was very surprising to hear that
Bunter was prepared to take them.

Mr. Quelch was pretty well acquainted
with all the fellows in his Form, and he
had certainly never attributed any

heroic qualities to the fattost member
thercof.

Ha stepped to his study window, and
lanced out into the fresty quad.

ost of the fellows were out of the
House after dinner, and among ithem
the fat figure of Dilly Bunter was
vizible,

Bunter was talking to the TFamous
Five. The five were grinning. As
Mr. Quelch opened his window, Bob
Cherry's faco Hoated to his ears:

“Gammeon 1"

"0k, really,
Dunter.
“Spoof I snid Johnnvy Bull.
“Ch, really, Ball—"
“Bunter I called Mr. Queleh.

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter, spinning
round like o fak top towsrds his Form-

Cherry—"" squeaked

master's study window. “Oh crikey |
Yes, sizl]”

“Come to my study at ones
Bunter }?

“Ob lor' I Tt—it wasn't me, sir!”

stammered Bunter, That summons to
his . Form-mastey’s study  scemed  to
alarm the fat Owl. “I—I sav, sir, I—
I wasn’t thera at the time!”’

“What

“1 wasn't, really ! gasped DBunter.
“I never wert down to the pantry in
break, sir. I—I don’t know my way
there. If the cook—*

”U{)nn my word " exclpimed DMr.
Quelch.  “Vou have been in the pantry
again, Dunter?™

“Oh, no, sir! It wasn't me. Tf—if
there’s a pie gone, sir, 1 don’t know
anything about it. I—I thiok it was
the cat, sir——"

"Come to my study ab
Bunter | thundered Mr. Quelelh,
he closed the window with o bang.
“Oh crikey " groaned Bunter. Y T1—I

gay, you fellows, do you think
Q}’-‘?:Eh knows anything about that
pie?

“Ia, ha, hal” roared the Famous
Five. 3

“ Beasts 17 .

Billy Bunter rolled into the Honse,
in & very apprehensive frame of mind.

He had na doubt that he was going
to be suspected of having had that pie,
Peopla mlways. did seem to suspect

010,
minl

Bunter of such things, somehow. [t
was fearfully un,';:mt, of course.
Bunter could not. help.. feeling how

frightfully unjust it was. Hiz only
consolation was that tho pie, like the
dear dead days in the. old song, was
gone beyond recall,

2]

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Skinner !

i ALLO, hallo, hallo ! rosred
Bob Cherry. “Enjoying
life 7"
“He, he, he!” chuckled
Bunter. * What-ho "™

Bob was surprised.

Having scen Billy Bunter ealled into
Quelch's stody, ha had nsturally ex-
Fncled to behold signs of woe and tribu-
ation next time he saw the fat Owl.

Instead of which Bunter was beaming.

The happy grin on Buntor's fat face
extended almost from one fat ear fo
the other. If cver a fellow looked as
if he were enjoying life, Willian
George Bunter did.

The Famous Five wefp going over to
Higheliffe that afternoon to say good-
bye to their friends, Courtenay and
tha Caterpillar, before break-up for
Christmas. DBut at the sight of Bunter’s
beaming face in the guad they stopped,
quite interested to know the canse.

Fellows did not always look so merry
and bright, after being called mio
Queclch’s atudy. .

“Naot licked ' asked Hacry Whartan.

“"MNao fearl It wasn't mbout (he pie,
you know,” said Bunter * Queleh
never mentioned the pie,  I've had
some rather good news™

“ Don’t saiy rour  postal
coma T ejacy u.l;mi Bob.

“Better than that,”” grinned Bunter,
“1 rather fancy T shall have a {ip
of a fiver thiz afternoon.”

“What a feriile [fancy,” remarked

Nugent.
“Well, I mean to say, the old bean
was going to tip me a fiver the other
day,” argued Bunter. “So -why
shouldn't he to-day—what?*

“What old bean?” asked Ilarvry.

“0Oh, really, Wharton, I've told syou
all abont Sir Peter Lianchesicr——"'

“Aro vou stil ke&ﬂng that up?”
askoed Jﬂhnn:r Bull. "Why oot put on
a fresh record? 'T'ell us akout your
uncle, the marguis, for a change.

ordoy’a

“Eh? I don't know any marguises,
fathead !

“I know vou don't. But yon know
exactly a3 many  arguisea as
baronets.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

" Well, '}'c-u"li jolly well see ! snortad
Bunter. "“Guess what Quelch wantad?
It was 8 message from Sir Petor. I'm
gm:i% to tea with him this afternoon.”

“Tit of a walk to Sussex, o't 163"

“"He's gomng te be m Courtficld this
afternoon. I'm teaing with him at the
Hotel Royal,” said DBunter loftily.
“I'd take you fellows, anly—only i

“Only wyou're not goingi” asked
Johnny Bull

“Ha. ha, hal”

“Only T have to be a bit particular
whom ¥ taka to a swanky place like
the Hotel Royal,” said Bunter caluly,

“Why, you checky porpoise—-"’

“And we've got zome rather private
matters to discuss, too,” said Bunier.
“I say, you fallows it's settled about

Christinas. I shall be at Reyoham
Castla,”
“If any—" murmured Nugent,

“Ha, ha, hal”

"' going to take you fellows,” saidl
Bunter. “ That's arranged, isn't it? I
shall expect you to behave yourselves,
put ont your best mannors—such as they
ara, you know.”

“Oh ecrombs ™

“I mean, I want you to do me
eredit,”” explained Bunter. “Don't let
me down before a lot of liveried ser-
voants, and all that. When we'ro at
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Roexnham  Castle, you'd Dbettor keop
ﬂma r opea on me, and do esactly as I
I:L:l.l'

“When!" pasped DBob.
“The whenfulness is terpifie!™

“As I'm standing you a first-class
Christmas holiday ot a magnificont
vastle with my titled friends, I supposo
vou'll lend me my taxi fare to Court-
licld this afterncon ' asked Bunter.
1"" Ils, ha, hal"” roared the Iamous
SV,

“Blessed if I gsee anything te cackle
at 1 hooted DBunter. “"What are wvou
spipgering at, you silly asses?"

“Taxi fare to Courtfield 1s five bob,*
churkled Bob Cherry. ™ Anvbody  pa-
ingr {o stand five bob for g holidar with
Punter's titled fricuds, at & castle in
ithe pip?*

“Lliardly,” grinned Nugont,  * Dear
at the price.” .

“DBut what do son want fo
Unnrtfield for, fathead®'* pzked
Wharton.

“T'vo told you that I'm going to tea
with n baronct."

to
farey

“Yoes, I know, But what ave you
woing for, all the same®™

v 1heast 1M

The Famous Tive walked ool of

waivs, langhing. Why Buntor was look-
mg so bucked, they did not know,
it they did not believo in bis baronet,
iz krn pt the Hotel Royal, or his
ca-lle in Sussex,  They did not, in
foet, believe a word of the whele story.
Billy Bunter snovted. Really, it was
vather hard not to be believed when
e was, for once in & way, telling the
tewil, Still, that was o wnusual and
nnexpected, that the Remove fellows
voild not be expected fo guess it.

A fellow who was poing to tea with
a wealihy baronet at o swanky hatel,
uatarally preferred to arrive there
a laxi, instead of foot-slopging across
a muddy common. But Dunter, as
u=nal, was short of cash.

“1 sav, Smithy 1™ Ila spotted (he
Boundder, and ran him deown., "1 say,
olid ehap, will you lend me—"

1] }:G !:1-

T Five boh—"

“ No I

“Only ¢ill T got back from Conrt-
ficld #** wrged Bunter. “Only a couple
of hours, Smithy !

"Not a couple of years?” asked the
Bovnder sarcastically.
of centuries "

“You ass!” howled Bunter, "I zaw,
I'm going to tea with Sir Peter Lan-
chester—that old bean who came to
o Queleh the other dav, you know.
I'm spending Chrisimas with him at o
rastlo 1n Bussex. I'd ask vou, Smithy,
only it would hardly do, would it?*

18 \lfl.t“t ir:li

“l mcan, at a place like Reynham
C'astle, I have to bo s bit porficular,”™
cxplained Dunter. “You're & bit too
loud, I'm afraid. Otherwise, I'd really
a<k vou there, Smithy—~1 would, really.
You'll lend me five bob, won't you”

Hevbert Vernon-Smith loaked fixedly
at Dilly Dunter for a moment. Then
he took him by the neck, twirled him
round, and planted & boot on him.

“Yarooh!” roared Bunter. “0wl
CGeast ] Wharrer you kicking me for,
vou rotter? Wow "

The Bounder's foor was rising again;
and Bunter rolled away hastily,. Why
Hmithy bhad kicked him, Bunter did
not lonow ; but he could sea that Smuthy
wisn't poihig to lend him the five baoby
anyhow,

p and down and round sbout Billy
Bunier rolled for the next half hour,
tr quest of that taxi fare, He fid not
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sueceed 1n ralsing it, DBut Skinner had
o suggestion to make,

“Why not leave it to the jolly old
bavonot ¥ he asked, with a wink at
three or fonr grinning fellows.,  * Men-
tion to him that you've left mll your
h&n;umt{:s on the grand piruo i your
study.™

Bkinner & Co. did not believe, any
more than the Famous Five, in the
baronet from BSussex, or the tea at
the Hotel Royal. They only believed
that the fat Owl was spinning a steeper
varn than wususl, to raise the wind

for jam tarta- at the tucnlmhuq. Bo

Skinner was surprised by the thought-
ful expression that came over Bunter's
fat face.

“0h, good!" exclaimed Bunter. -“0Of
course, 1 can do that. After all, aa he's
asked me to tea, be can pay the taxi.
Why not?”

And Bunter rolled inte the House, to
request permssion to use & telephone
lo call up a taxi.

Bkinner & Co. stared after him.

“Does thet silly fat ass think we
believe & word of 11" grunted Bolsover
I ) or,

“Blessed if I make him outl" said
Skinner, in wonder.

Bunter came out into the quad again,
ton minutes later, in coat and hat. Ile
locked rather uwnusually well-dressed—
which was accounted for by the fact that
the eoat belonged to Harry Wharton
and the hat to Lord Mauleverer, Bunter
felt that he ought to dress g little care.
fully, on an occasion like this.

e rolled cheerfully down to the gates,
and Bkinner walked after him.

At the gates, Bunter blinked up the
road towards Courtheld.

“Waiting for Iynur taxi? asked
Slhinner sarcastically

“Th? Yes!”

“Heop it up!” grinned Skinner,

Bunter disdained to answer.

He waited—and Skinner waited. A
taxi came whizzing from the direction of
the town., It stopped at the school gates,

Skinner stared at it. Bunter c¢lam-
Leved mibo at.

“ Hotel Royal, Courtheld 1” he said to
ihe driver, with a veunting blink at
Harold Skinner.

“¥es, sirt®

The taxi cut away up the road, with
Bunter sitting inside.

Skinner stared after it quite blankly,
or A moment,

“Geammon!” he said, aloud. “Pure
gammon ! He's said that for me to hear
—TI'll bet he tells the driver something

diffcrent, farther on.' Skinner grinned.

He had no doubt that he had it right!

“By gum, I'l jolly well gat after

on my bike, ané him—ha, ha!"
Skinner rushed tor his bike.

It scemed to Skinner no end of & joke,
to bowl Bunter out, and to be able to
reveal exactly what Bunter had done,
that afternoon when he came back
telling the tale about gorgeous teas with
wealtﬁy. ‘baronets at swanky hotels!

He grinned as he shot away on the
bike up the Courtfield road.

He sighted the taxi again on the road
over the common. He kept it in sight.
To his astonishment, it stopped at the
Hotel Roval—the most expensive place
in Courthedd.

Skinner dismounted on the other side
of the street, and stared across.

Dunter got out of the taxi,

Ha rolled up the steps into the hotel
entranee,

An a,ri,atncmticn!ml:ingh old gentleman
with silvery hair met him there, and
shook hands with him. Skinner recog-
nized Mr. Quelch's wisitor of s doy eor
two ago. He simaply stared.

Bunter disappeared into the entrance,

i,

with- the old haronet. Skinner, rooted
to the opposile pavement, could only
stare.

A minute_or so later, o gold-laced
commissionaive camo out, and stopped
to the.waiting taxi. The latter then
drove away. Evidently, tho tazi-fare
had been sent out,

Skinner blinked.

“My only summer hat!"™ he mur
mured. "My only single,  solitary,
eainted aunt! It's true!- Great pip!"

Bkinner felt quite dazed, as he got on
his bike to ride back to Greyfriars.

— ey

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Lost |

L1 AD o good time 7
“How's tha

baronet?”
“Ind he tip you that fiver?”

“Did he make it a tenner?”

"I'Iﬁg. h-ﬁrg. ‘ha 1" -

Thers was a ripple of merriment in
the Rag, as Billy Bunter rolled into
that apartment, after tea. Most of the
Roemove were there: and most of them
seemed quite interested in Billy Bunter.

Skinner and Bolsover major, who were
whispering together, did not join in
the merriment. They locked curiously
at Billy Bunter, But everyvbody else
appeared to be amused. The fnb Owl's
antics, for the last few days, had caunsed
quite a lot of merriment in his Forn,

“1 say, you fellows—" squeaked
Bunter,

“Had a good spread with jolly old
&ir Peter?” chortled Bob Cherry.

“Ripping "' declared Bunter. ™ They
do you joliy well at the Hotel Royal-—
if you can pay, of course. Frightiully
expensive place. Of course that’s nothing
to my friend Sir Peter.’”

“And where have vou becn this after-
noon ¥ asked the Dounder.

jolly  wold

“Eh? Don't I keep on telling you that
I've been teaing with my [riend Sir
Paoter, at the Hotel Royal? yapped
Bunter.

“Baved his life apain® asked Tob
Cherry.

“Eh? No!”

& Why nﬂt?”

“Haga, ha, ha ("

“Yougilly ass I* hooted Bunier, “Ilow
could I save his life, if 1t wasn"t in
danger 1™

“Well, you jolly well couldn't if it
was_in danger [” chuckled Bob.

“But T did—twice!” yelled Bunter.

“Stull twice I” exclaimed Bob, " Bug
it's days sinea you saved 16 twice,
Bunter | Hasn't it grown since theni™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“If you fellows cackle at everything
I say, I jolly well shan't take you to
Reynbam Castle for Christmas " reoared
Bunter, wrathfully. *Then you'll jolly
well miss the time of your lives”

“The missfulness will be
terrific [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But did he tip you that fiver?”
chuckled Vernon-Smith. “Wasn't thera
going to be & fiver? Did ho forgoet it

“ No, he dido't] I've got it hero!™

“ Wha-a-ti"

“ Boeing is beliaving 1” eneered Bunter.
“The old sportsman was ?'oing to tip me
a fiver, the day he came here for saving
his life, only—only I wasn’t on the epot.
I rather thought he'd remember it
to-day. And he jolly well did.”

“The seefulness iz the esteemed be-
lievefulness 1” said Hurres Jamset Ram
Singh. “ Let us foast our absurd eyes on
g ﬁif?ﬂ t it h pocket !?

ell, I've. 1t here in my ok !
said Bunter. '@érhnpﬂ vou'll believe i
when you see it.”?

truly



* Don’t move ! * sald the bandit, knocking Sir Peter Lanchester’s paper aside and levelling an automatic,
Hidden underneath the carriage seat, Billy Bunter watched spellbound,

if you stir a finger !

“The perhapsfulness is—-—""

“ Prepostercus ' chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Trot it out!” said Hazeldene.
“What's the betting that he’ll suddenly
remember he's left 1t in lLus study, you
fellows i

“Ha, ha, ha "

Billy Bunter blinked round indig-
nantly through his big spectocles, @
slid his fat hand inte his jacket pocket.

It was an actual fact, that Sir Peter
had remembered that “tip.” Billy

Bunter had rolled out of the Iotel

Royal, in Courtfield, with %ﬁw-pﬂund
note parked in his pocket. Now he was
going to produce 1t, to overwhelm all
these doubting Thomases,

Hao groped in the pocket.

The juniors watched him, with great
entertainmeant,. Not believing o word of
the whole affair, from beginning to end,
they certainly did not expect Bunter to
produce a five-pound nofe!l

They wera pre&fed tor him to keep
up the game to very last moment—
to pretend to be about to produce a fiver,
and then to remember, suddenly, that
ha had left it somewhere else
or discover that he had lost it. They
were prepared for anything except tho
a.-:::tualpa:'ght- of sn actual fiver,

Bunter groped.

A startled and dismayed cxpression
cama over his fece. Apparently his
groping fat paw failed to clutch a fiver
in that pocket,

“{Oh crikey 1" ejaculated Bunter,

“Left it sommewhere?” chortled Bob.

*“ Ha, ha, hal”

“Nunno! I—I put it in this pocket
all vight! Bat—*?

“Ah1™ gaid Bob, “There's a “but’.

I was sort of afraid there would be a
] h“t‘ F I T

“*Ha, ha, ha " )

“¥ 13 aag, vou fellows, I—I've lost
it 1" pasped Bunter.
“Ha, ha, ha 1" roared all the Rag.
Billy Bunter drew out the lining of

EVERY SATURDAY
"

his pocket. There was & hole in that
lining. Bunter often had holes in his
pockete—but seldom anything of any
great value to lose therefrom., The fiver
was gone !

“Oh lor’1” gasized Bunter, “I—1 =ay,
you fellows, it—it's lost1 I—I must have
drﬂgped it somewhere, through this hole

in the lining—-"
“Doesn’t he do it well?” gasped
Toddy. “Wouldo't anybody almost

believe that he'd really had a fiver#?

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“I say, you fellows, I never Lknew
there was a hole in that lining when I
b the fiver in that pocket I groaned

unter. “Now it’s lost ¥

“¥ou're not much the
grinned Vernon-Smith,

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“You fat ass!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “Own up that you've been
spocfing all the time I

“(Oh, really, Wharton——""

“Own up, you frabjous, footling
freak 1 grunteé Johnny JB I.

“Beast| I say, you fellows, I was
going to stand a study supper out of that
fiver. Now it's lost. I say, who's going
to lend me a guid i

“Hag, ha, hal”

There wasz a roar of merriment in the
Rag. But there was no offer fc lend
Bunter a quid. There was po quid
for the fat Owl; neither did anybody but
Williama George Bunter beliove that
there had ever been a fiver.

poorer '™

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Man in the Car!l

o ARE for a lift, sir??
- "Eh? Yes, ratherl”
Billy Bunter promptly.
It was Sunday morning—a
hright, frosty December day. Many of

said

S .-|I
il

* I shall shoot

the Greyfriars fellows were out on
“Bunday welks ¥ that fine morning, the
[ast Sunday before breaking-up.

Harry Wharton & Co. had walked
over to Cliff House to zee Marjorie &
Co. for the last time before clearing off
for the Christmas holidays. r%i]ly
Bunter had something much mora im-
portant than that to think of.

_ Bunter believed—if nobody clse did—
in that fiver. He nourished a hope of
stcing b agaimn.

Bir Peter had sent himn back in a taxi
after tea on Saturday. It was possible
that that banknote, which had certainly
slipped through the hole in the lining of
his jacket pocket somewhere or other,
had fallen in the taxi. If so, its re-
covery was probable,

So a3 soon as he was free from
“divvera” that morning, Billy Bunter
started walking to Courtficld. The walk
across the common did not attvact him,
351% the chance of recovering the fiver

1d1,

So there was Bunter, rolling by the
rather lonely road over the commeon,
and, like Iser in the poem, rolling
rapidly.

car, which had been aimlessly
crawling on the road for some time,
slowed down behind Bunter, and the
driver ealled to him.

Never had a voice been more welcome,

A walk of two miles was awfnl.
Bunter remembered his walk to Red-
elyffe, and groaned at thé idea. But
there was no help for it, if he was ltyi_mt-
on the track of that fiver. So the offer
of a lift before he was n hundred yards
from the schocl gates came like corn in
Egypt, or manna in the desert, The fat
junior beamed at the kindly motorist,

1 eay, thanks 1" he said. “I'm going
te Courtfield.”

“Right! That's where I'm golog.
Hop in {*- ,

Tae Maorer Lisary.—No. 1.556.
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Thanklilly Bunter rolled
of the car.

Thre was a man sithing aside who
cbligingly  pushed the door open for
Buuler to enter, ond shut it again after
e was in,

The ear, which had hitherte been
erawling, shot away at quite o good
specd.  The driver, of whom DBunter had
pcent little move than a peaked cap and
a large, thick moustache, bent over the
wheel, dreiving hard. The fat junior
blinked at the other man in the car

Ile was a stranger to Bunter's cves—sg
far os Bunter kuew, at all events. Elo
had & peinted black beavd amd twisted
moustache, which gave him rather o
foreirn look. DBut thore waos something
in the rather slim form and stocky
shionlders that seemed s little familiar
to Bunter, He had o pair of very keen,
hard, eold eyes, which fixed curiously
o the fat and fatuwouns face of the Ow]
of the Removoe.

“A  Groyfrinrs boy—what®” asked
the tman in the car, with a smile. As
Bunter had & Greyfriaes cap, 1t waz not
liard 1o puess, if he koew the Greviviars
culoura

“Iht Yee" zaiwd Bunter.

“I think I have seen vou before," re.
mearked the man with the pointed beard.
“Were you not al the Hotel Eorpal 1n
Courtlield yvestorday ?7

Danter blinked at him.

- M Yes, I don't vemewmber eceing you
{hiere I he saic.

“T thovght I romembered you,™
ciiiled the man 1o the car. * You had
wea with Sir Poter Lanchester, I thiuk.™

“That's right," agrecd Bunier,

00 fricwl of vours, na doubt

0, quiie ! said Bunier.

“I thonght =0,” zaid the man in the
rar, with n grimness that made Buonler
Lhok at him. “What s your name >

Bunter gave him another Llink, lle
tliought that rather &8 cheeky question
from & perfect stranger. flowever, he
nnswered.

“ Bunter.™

“Bunter ™ repeated the man in the
can.

“Yea, Bantere.™

“You are sure vour pame is Banter 7
aslied the man i the car, with a tone
of mockery that riade DBunter blink

i g,

“*Eh? Yes, of course!” stutfered
Bunter, I suppose o fellow knows his
Wharrer vou mean:”

oAVt e,

The man laughed.

“Quite I he agreed. YA fellow
kiows hiz own mame, but might have
excellent reasons for not menbigiing 1i—
what T

Funter stared at him. It seemed to
Bime that theve was o familiar tone in
that mocking voice, though he had coe-
tatuly never seen that face with the
poinied black beard before.

“But I've told you my name!™ he
caid. " I've menfioned 1t, haven't IH

" On, guite] How long have you been
namoed Bunteri” continued the man in
the ear, in the same tone of mockery.

“TEhi" pasped Bunter, *TAll my hife,
of coursel"

Ile began to wonder whether the man
in the car was guite right in the head.
Cevtainly his questions were very extra-
o Inary.

“All your life—really ¥ grinned the
black-bearded man.

“Yes, of course !

“You'ra more than five years old, I
thinlk

Bunier jumped,

“"Of course I sm!1™ he gasped.
“Wharrer you mean? JI—I—I say, I—I
think I'd rather walk, after all. Tell
the driver to stop, will you "

‘Tne MagNer Lisrany.—Na. 1,550,

to the door

THE MAGNET

Buarter was quite alarmed now,
man  who azked na Remove [ellow
wiether he was: more than five years
old, could havdly be sane, )

Bt the man in the car certainly did
not look like n lunatie. He logked like
a man an s grimly sardenic and banter-
g hnmour,

“Pl tell vou what I mean™ Ta
laughed again. “If you're more than
five years old, my boy, you haven't been
wamed DBunter all your life. ¥Youn'va
been named Dunter rather less than five
vears, Seo the pointi™
say, I—I want to get outl”
gasped Duntor, i

“ Probably,” assenied the man in the
cer. “Buot vou are not getting out just
now, my lord.”

Bimter hounded. .

Tlee man was mad; that was corfain
Bow.

Dunter, it was true, had & secret con-
viction that he looked like a lord—at
Irast, how o lord ought to look, if he
livedd up to the bLest tradibions of the
nobility. Btill, he was not, as a matter
af fact, a lord.

A man who stated that he had only
Leen named DBuuter for the last hive
vears, atd called him “my lord,” was a
man Bunter woanted to get away from
just as fast as he could.

He rose to his feet.

“1—I =ay, stop the car!” he gaspm_:i[.
« J—1 want to get out. I—I sav, I—I'd
veally rather walk—I would really I

“I have not the slightest doubt of it
oy lord | But your lovdship 1s not going
to wall, Sit down !”

v [e—=f=—] spy———=" .

“ S down I” rapped the man in the
car, eo sharply and savagely that
Bunter collapsed on the seat.

He blinked wildiy from tho window,

Lazy as the fat Owl was, he wished
from the bottom of his podgy beart that
e had nover accepted that lift!

Az he blinked out he saw that the car .

from the main road and
taking o lane that led townrds the
bridge over the river. That car was
uot, after all, going to Courthield. .

“ I gay., you're going the wrong way |
gazped Bunter. “I say, that way will
take you to the sea!”

“Tou are not fond of the sea, my
lovd 7V

“(h, yesl Ne! I—7 ]

“You would not care for a sca trip?”

“Wha-a-t " ;

“I am sorry, my lord, for that is ex-
actly what is in store for you,” said the
man in the car, “and though my in-
structions are not to hurt vou in any
way, if it can be aveided, I warn you
thar if vou give me the slightest trouble
I =hiall shoot »ou!™

“{Oh crikey 1" gasped Bunter.

The wan slid his hand into the pocket
of his coat. He half-drew a revolver
from that pocket, He =lid it back again
at onee, but that glimpze was more than
cnough for Bunter.

He leaned back in his seat 1n a state
of utter terror and bewilderment.

“You young fool!” said the man in
tha car, in tones of amused contempd.
“Do vou fancy that I do not know whe
you are?”

“I—I—I'm Bunter!"” stammered the
fat Owl holplessly. “ Bub-bub-Bunter {
1f vou're taking me {for somebody
else,” he added, ss that idea suddenly
oceurred to him, *I—I can say I—I'm
not somebody elsel I—I—I'm me, you
know 1"

“You can bank on 1t that I am
taking »ou for somebody else, my
lord I” grinned the man in the car.

“But I ain't somebody else I gasped
Bunter. “How could T be somebody
elsat I—T min't raally (™

was turninF
a

A.

* tered

“You voung fool! I knew how the
matter stood when the eld fool went
to Greyiriars the other day—and when
vou went to mect im in Courtfield
vestorday, it was as good as telling
e ! Do you think that Sir Peter Lan-
chester was not watched vesterday ¥

“0Oh!" gasped Bunter,

He began te understand at [ast.

And, a3 he bepan to understand, it
dawned on him what there was fami-
liar about the man in the car. The
black beard and the moustache and theo
forei look were  disguise that had
deceived him—lut he knew now. The
voice of the man in the car was a voica
he had heard before—tho voice of the
Smiler. It was the men who woent
by the peculiar name of the Smiler
who was kiduapping him,

“Oh!”  pasped Bunter
"You "

“Do you know moe now ? grinned
the Smiler.

*The—ithe man in the tirain—" stut-
Bunter.

“Precisely ! assented 1he Smiler.
“The man in the train] And the old
fool who refuzed to anzwer my gues-
tions neod not tell me anyvthing new--
I know all that I want ta kpaw | I'va
got you in my hands wow, Lond
Eeynham !

ngain.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
His Lordship Bunter !

ORD BEEYMNHAM!
That name made it all ¢lear
—fto Bunter.

That wes the pavt he had to
play &b the coastle in Buossex, if le
carried out the compact made with Sir
Poter Lanchester.

Bunter had cntered on that compact
with a light heart, not to mention a
light head. Disreparding remoto
dangers, and thinking only of immne-
diate advantages, the fat Owl had
iﬁpcied that he was on to a very geod

ing.

It did not seem quite =0 pood now.

He had not expected the dangers ta
begin, anyhow, till he arrived al the
castle in Bussex. Netther, indeed, did
oir Peter.

They were
expected.

Svidently, old Lanchester had been
watched in Courtfield, and the crogks
had drawn their own conclusions from
DBunter's visit there. Already ¢con-
vineed that the young lord was  at
Greyiriars under an pssumed name, the
fact that Sir Peter had made a special
journey to meet a Greviriars boy in
Courtfield was as good as proof io
them.

“0Oh lor' " gasped Buatiter.

He realised now that the man in the
car was not a lunatic.  He waz tha
leader of the kidnapping gang who had
been “after™ youn _ Lowd  Revnimam
for vears; and he believed now that he
had got hold of the young nobleman,

Sir Peter had expected and planned
to give that impression, when Duonter
arrived ab the castle under the voung
lord's name. He had cxpected to bo
watched in Courtfield, thus sctting the
raseals on  Bunter's &raclk; giving
colonr in advanee ta the pame that was
to. be played at Eeynham Castle.
Probably, however, he had not ex-
pected the kidnappers to get going so

promptly.

Certainly, Dunter hadn't. He had
not given them a thought.

Now he knew that they had set to
work right on the spot.” That car had
been crawling on the road near the

(Continucd on page 26.)
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school, lopking for a chance to pich
him up if hoe came out of gates, as he
was likely 4o de on o Sunday mormng.

No doubt the rascals had been pre-
pared to grab hun saud pitch him head-
tirst into the car, if nceessary. But
uﬁ‘e:ri_nﬁ him a lift had done the trick.

Neither wwould it have been of much
uso to refuse that lift, had Bunter
thought of doing so. Obviously, he
would have been grabbed.

“0Oh lor'I” repeated Bunter.

“"You understand now, my locd?”
erinned the Smiler.

“0Oh, noi Yes! No! .0Oh crikeyt”

Dunter gave a despairing blink from
the window. o car had cub across
the bridge, and was taking a lane by
Nodelyfe Woods, which led «<down to
the sea, by way of Pogg, past the gates
of CHIT House School.

Froon what the man had said. some
vesqel was watting in the bar at Pegp.
to take on hoawd the auppozed Lowld
Nevnham,  Fyeidently the plot had
Lheea carcfully and elaborately lntd.

The fat Owl wriggled with appre-
bension.
Tv half an hour, at ithiz rate, e

wonld be on that vessel, steamiug out
io zea.  After that—what?

iie could not imagine what,

Tle krew that this eould be no ordi-
nary case of kidvapping for raneom.
Bunter was not bright, but he was
Lright enough fo vealise that!

No gang of kidnappors, for such a
reazon, would keep on the trail of one
special vickim tor 2 period extending
OVer TeRFI.

It was nat merely & rich nobleman
that {hey wanted: it was young Lord
Levnbam specially ! ]

IFer somo utterly mysterions reason,
at which Bunter could not even gueas,
oung Lovd Beynham was marked ouk
az the wictim of tins lawles: gang—
they wanted him, and no other member
of the peerage wounld serve their turn,

That looked as i1f there was some
special - enmuity in the case—and as if
the voung lord’s fate, when he was got
hold of, was likely to be an unenvi-
able one!

Tt was no wonder thab in =uch
slrange and mysterious circumstances,
old Bir Peter was avxious about his
wared, aml had ftaken extraordinary
ineasares for s security.

LGut Billy Bunier, at the moment,
wished that old Sir Peter’s measures
had not been quite so extraordinary.

Playing the part of o lovd in 2 mog-
nmificent castle was all right! Bunter
revelled in the idea. But sitfing in a
ear with a man who had a revelver in
his pocltet was mnot all right. It was
far ?mm all right. And the doubtiul
immepent of his vltimate fate was still
pss all right !

At the moment the fat Owl would
rather have been plain Dilly Bunter
than Lord Reynham, owner of a great
c:tafe, & huge fortune, #nd a magnif-
cent castle !

The ecar rushed on.

“*0Oh loe’ 17 shid Dunter, for the thivd
tirmne,

He had one spot of comfort, now
that he knew that this man was the
Bmiler.

That revolver, the sight of which had
given him a spasm of ferrvor, was
unloaded.

Bunter knew—though the Smiler, of
cowrse, could not guess that he Lknow=—
that loaded fArearins played no part in
this strange scheme.

DON'T DELAY !

The Bmiler was plainly a -desperate
rascal, but not desperate enough for
that, and no doubt he attached an
undue value te his peck, He might
threaten Bunter with the deadly weapon
—but he was not ﬁuing to use ik

If Bunter got a chance of jumping out
of the car, Bunter was goin
quite assured that no
follow him,

But he did not look like gelting a

to jump—
bullet would

chance. In & struggle the stocky
Bmiler could have handled & dozen of
him. And the car was

) Ign:iﬂg fast—too
fast for a jump, if Bunter had a
chanee of dodging the Smiler’s grasp—
whieh he hadn't!

Buntor was “for.it."”

. "I=I—1 say, you—youw'rs making a
silly mistake 1™ p}]t’%aﬂﬂl Bunter, - “1—I
ain’t Lord Reynham, and never was.
Im Buntoer,™ -

“That is the name the old fool gava
vou when he hid you at a school under
an sssumed name, vou mean ™

“Numne.  I—I never even saw old
Lanchester before last week——" stam-
mered Bunter. '

“Ten minntez ago vou caid he was:

an old friend of yours”

“Ohl J—I—-I meant that—that he
wan' t——"

‘The Bmiler laughed.

“Nothing of the Lkind!” gasped
Bunter. “Look here, vyou ask any

Creviviars fellow, and they'll tell you
I'm Bunter—just Bunter. SRY,
there’s some Greyfriars chaps in Peg
this morming—you stop the car and ask
them—they're in my %‘arm-ﬂ'l&}"" te]l
you—-="

“You mean that they know you by
the name of Bunter, Lord Reynham$™

“Oh dear! Yes. But it's really my
namo [ groaned Bunter. “Look here,
if vou've ever seen that beastly lord,
da I look hike him

To Bunter’s great relief, that remark
soemed to make some impression on
the Bmiler. The man’s sharp eves
narrowed almost to pin-points, as he
scanned the face of the hapless Owl.

“I have not seen him since he was &
Loy of cleven,” said the Smiler slowly.
“"He i3 now nearly sixteen, In that
time, he must have changed too much
to be recognised. But I remember that
he was very plump=—in fact, a fat boy.”

“Well, then, that proves it!” gasped
Bunter. “I ain't fatt®

“What "

“I'm not skinpy, like Wharton—but
I ain't fat. The fellows make out that
I am beeanse they're jeslous of my
figure. Look at ma!”

The Smiler locked at him—hard!

“I remember,” he said, “that the boy
scemed rother a fooll That fits 1™

“Look here——-""

The Smiler scanned him—harder and
harder. PBunter rcalised that, having
waktched the meeting in G:urtﬁelﬂ! the
Smiler had jumped to a conelusion—
the conclusion, in fack, at which Sir
Peter had intended the kidnappers to
jump.  Buot he seemed to have some
doubt now, and, clearly, he did not
want to risk wasting his time bagging
the wrong bird.

He was about to speak égain when
tho car slowed down. Taking his eyes

off Bunter's fat face, the Bmiler snapped
at the driver:
“Perret, you fooll What—"
“0IK. Smilert Level-crossing [

answored the Ferrot over his shoulder.

ORDER NEXT SATURDAY’S—

Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed behind
his spectacles as tha car stopped at the
level-crossi in Pegg Lane. If there
waz half a chance——

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Removites to the Rescue!

“ ALLQ, hallo, hallat™
o ﬁfﬂHr old Bunter "
“The estcemed and idiotio
Bunter I*
*“What the dickens is he doing in that
car "
“Looks like a foreign chap in it.™
Harry Wharton & Co., on their way
to Cliff House, had stopped at the level
crossing. Theo gates were shut, and the
tramm was signalled, so they leanced on
the gate and waited for it to pass.

- Not many ears used Pegp Lane; still,
it was not an unusual sight to sce a car
slow down at the level crossing, and the
chums of the Remove gave it no special
heed till they caught the gleam of a
pair of big spectocles-flashing back the
wintry sunzhine, and recognised Billy
Bunter in the car.

They glanced at him, ond at the
foreign-looking man sitting by his side,
as the car slowed to a halt at the gate.
They wero rather surprised to see the
fat Owl sitting in the car with a man
who looked liia a foreigner, but they
supposad that he had picked uwp s lift,
that was all,
h_Bnb Cherry waved a cheery hand te

im,

Bunter blinlked out of the car.

He had had a faint hope that with
the car at & halt there inight be a
chance of jumping out. That hope was
nipped 1 the bud by the Smiler., who
fastened a grasp of ivon on his fat
arm.

. But as he saw the Famous Five stand-
ing by the gate, 1t was renewed in hus
podgy breast. With all the strehgth
of his lungs, Bunier gave a sudden yell.

“*1 say, you fellows! Help! Help!”

The Famous Five jumped almost
clear of the ground in  their astonish-
meont. '

“What—" pasped Harry Wharton.

“Help " velled Bunter frantically
“Rescue! Help! Oh, help ™

Alost petrified, the chums of the
Eeinove stared at him.

They were so astounded that they
might have supposed that Bunter was
pulling their leg, or that he had gonc
suddenly off his “dot.” But the prompt
action of the man in the car was even
more stactling thet Bunter's wild vyell
for help. e )

He grasped the fat junior and pitched
him down on the floor of the car, pin-
ning him there with hig foot.

At the same moment, hea
screamed to the driver:

“Quick! Ferret, you fool=—qguick 1"

But the driver had no chance. The
railway gates were locked in front of
him: the car could not move on. High-
hedged banks shut in the lane, which
was narrow, and diffieult for turning a
car in. Bgcking and turning was not
& quick process. ] ]

gut- the Famous Five were quick
enaugh.

Amazed, as th were—utterly
astounded, in fact, the action of the
foreign-looking man left no doubt on
tha su]_iie{:t., illy Bunter was in that

almost

“I'll mention that I can do anything=-car against his will, and was kept there

with this bus a;c:ﬂi)t méke her jump
over & railway line ™

by force. )
It was bevond comprehension, but
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‘there it was. Bunter was 8 prisoner in
that car, in viclent and lawless hands,

and the Famous Five were not the-

fellows. to leave him to it

“Come on !” roared Eob.

They rushed at the car,

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
grabbed at one door and dragged it
open. Bob Cherry and Johony Bull
dragged at the coiher. Both doors flow
open at the same moment as the car
backed. And as the driver reached
round, with. a I*ne,-ivul.-_-,iL spanner in hia
hand, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh lashed
out with his walking-cane and slashed it
from his hand.

“Bunter !" gasped Wharton., -

0wl Helpl” yelled Bunter. “I'm
kidnapped! Help! 1T say, you fellows
—yoogooocop ! - '

Bunter wriggled and gurgled undeor
the jamming k.

“You scoundrel, let Bunter go
shouted the captain of the Remove,
clambering into the car on cne side
while Bob ‘plunged in on the other:

“Stand back!” yelled the Smiler.

The revolver came out of his coab
pocket, and he brandished it at the
schoolboys. -

“Look oul!"” g&{-&md Nugent.

“1 say—help! arvcoop 1”7 squealed

l|1l:-

Bunter.
" Stend back, or——""
Harry Whorton, half in  the car,

paused as the muzzle of the firearm was
almest thrust in his face. ~ But Bob
Cherry, plunging in on the other side;
hit .out, catching tha Smiler behind the
L1

The Bmiler, :sfoiuf:terin . rocked over
on the seat. HHarry
himself forward, grabbing at him.

His grasp closed on the black beard,
To his utter aniazement, the beard came
off in hia hand. :

Up went the Smiler’s right orm, the
pistol clubbed in his Erip. But us the
desperate rascal struck at Wharton Dab

graeped him and dragged him over.

He turned on Bob like a tiger, but
Herry Wharton grasped his arm and
twisted it zo savagely that the revolver
dropped to the floor.

Etmgﬁlings between Whavton ol
Bob, the 3Smiler had ne inne for
Bunter, and the fat junior wriggled
away and rolled out of the car.

IIe bumped down in Pegg Lane
spluttering.

But he did not stay there.

Bunter's movements, which were
generally modelled on thosp of a =nail,
now resembled & flash of lighining.

Ho leaped up like an indiarubber
ball, and bolted.

In a split secorid Bunter was up the
grassy bank beside the lane, in the
waood, and running.

He vanished lika a ghost at cock-
O,

It did net eceur: to Bunter, at the
moment, to lend any aid ta the juniors
who had come to tha rescue. All Bunter
fwas. thinking of was getting to a zafe
distance from the Smiler. That he
did, promptly. ;

Vharton and Bob were still strug-
gling with the Smiler in the car when
Bunter did the vanthing act.

Thae Ferret jumped down and made
one stride across the lane, apparently
thinking of puarsuing Bunter. .Johnn
Bull, Frank E‘Iugmlt, and the Nahob o
Bhanipur jumped in front of him at
oNce. '

He backed away prompily.

There was a bunp in the road as three
struggling Bgures rolled out of the car,
They =zeparated as they. rolled, and
junmiped to their feet, the Smiler with
his beard and moustache gone, and his

arton hurled -

cold, hard, olean-shaven foce red and
distorted with rage.

He gave a quick, ficree stare round,
for- Bunter was already out of sight.
The -Siniler stood panting with breath-
less rege. ' ,

His prisoner, whether Lord Reynham
or not, had escaped. That meeting with
the "Famous Five at the level-crossing
had put “paid” te the Ridnappers

ame. In his rage, the Smiler seemed

igposed to rush on the schoolboys. They
ware quite ready for him.

The Famous Five dréw together,
barring the way Bunter had gone. For
whatever mysterious reason the two
rascaly had bapged Bunter, Hawry
Wharton & Co. were quite determined
that they should not bag lim agam.

“Pack 1t -up, bo!” said the Ferret,
who, from his choice of lunguage,
soemed to be & native of the other side
of the ocean. “T'll say this lets us out!
This is where we beat it!"

The Smiler gave him an angry glave
for a moment, and then, with a curt
nod, stepped back into the car

Ferret resumed his place at the wheel.
He backed, and- turned, ond the car
shot away the way it had come.

The chunis of the Remove watched it
0. Who the twoe men were, why ’ghg
ad hagged Bunter, utterly moystifi
the Co. But the juniors had, at all
events, rescued the fat Owl from their
hands.  Breathless and amazed, they
watched the car whiz away and
appear in the distance. :

“Well,” szaid Harry Wharton, with
a deep breath, “anybody got any idea
what this means "

“ Ask me another 1 said Bob.

“That blighter was got up in a false
beard and moustache I snig Harry, in
wonder. “And theyd got Bunter!
What on earth for? What the dickens
could they want Bunter fori”

“Pirst time I've ever heard of mny-
body wanting hin!” remarked Johnoy

Bull. .
“Kidnapping 1" said Nugent.
.“ But w ¥ FEL

“Goodness knows 1" o

Bunter had vanished in one direction
—the car in another, The level-crossing
gates having opened, the chums of the
Remove resumed their walk to Cliff
Hﬁcru_sr:—utterl:.r mystified by the sirange
arEaty.

ta tesa,

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunfer’s Pals !
4 SAY, vou fellows!”
“How did Bunter know we
had a cake for teal?” asked
Franls Z’*Eugcr:t.

“Ha, ha, ha?

"If you think T've come
MNugent—-"

“Haven't you?”

“No ! roared Bunter.

On Monday afternoon, the fat Owl of
the Bemove blinked in at the door of
Study Neo. 1—from which the Famous
Five, who were tea-ing there, naturally
concluded that Bunter had come to tea,
The trifling circumstance that he had
not been atked to tea, was not cxpecled
io make any diference to Bunter,

But the fat Owl, 1t seemed, was not,
for once, in search of a free feed. He
did not roll into the study. He adorned
the doorway with his podgy person,
blinking in through his big spectacles,
with a disdainful blink. )

“Keen vour measly cake!” he said
contemptuously. :

“Thanks—we will " u%:rm:-d Harry
Wharton, “Glad of the chanece !

“Something a bit hetter than that,
up the passage ** cneered Bunter. % 1've

dis-

2?.

got friends who stand a fellow a decent
spread. ”

“You're getting frightfully pally with
Skinner,” remarked Bob Cherry. " Does
Skinner believe: in Reynham Castle ?”

“Ha, ha, ba "

“ You can cackle,” seid Bunter. “ Bub
some fellows can take a Fellow's word.™

“8kinner's & bit too wide, I should
have thought,”” said Hearry “Whairton,
langhing. '

i Y&h !?l

It was rather a puzzle to a good many
Removites, BSkinner, well known to be
a wary fellow, and extremely cloge with
his money, had been pally with Bunter,
ever -singe the .fat junior had gone to
tea with Biyr Peter on Saturday., That
very night he had stood Bunter supper
it his study; on Sunday he had cashed
a postal order that DBunter was
expecting on_  Monday—but which
Skinner certainly «did not expeet to see:
on Monday he had stood him tarts in
break, and deugh-nuts after dinner.
Now, apparently, he ‘hed asked him to
lea.

Being pally with Buntar meant being
Bunier's banker. Except Fisher T.
Fish, Skinner was the stingiest fellow
in the Form. 8o it really was-puzzling
&g surprising.

True, if Skinner believed in Reynham
Castle, that explained it. In that case,
Skinner, wo doubt,® was expending &
sprat to catch & whale. But as much
less suspicious fellows thap Skinner dic
not . believe a word of if, it seemed
unlikely that Skinner did. Btill more
surprising, Bolsover major,” the buli
of the Hemove, was associafed wit
Skioner m this new stunt.

Belsover, ns.a rule, was more Jikely
to. beot Bunter than tb waste s civil
word on him.,  Now he was friendly,
and had been heard to call Bumter
“old chap,' and “old pal”

Skinner had not’ mentioned his “dis
covery on- Saturday afterncen—excepl
to Bolsover- major. 8o nobody knew
that they were in ppssession of private
information. Had Skinner spread the
news, no doubt Bunter would have found
mare than two friends in his Form.

“I'm going to tea with Skinner and
Bolsover,” said Bunter, “and I can
jolly well tell you they’ve got something

tter than-a measly cake, ijl}’ that
monldy cake! Who wanta it?¥ ah !

“Bhut the door after yvou, old fat
man " said Wharton politely.

“1'vo looked im to speak to you about .

the hols!” yapped Bunter,

“Like to ? to Wharton Lodge 1™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“{h, don't bhe an ass!™ snapped
Bunter. “It's arranged for you fellows
to come with me (o Reynhon
(astle—""

If any

“Well, you'll believe it when vou sce
il jeered DBunter. ™And Skinner's
comng, too—and so 1z Bolsover. ['ve
mvited them. And if you fellows don't
like their company over Christmas, you
can lump it, scci™

"We're not likely (o see them over
Chrislmas, are wel”

“Of course vou will, vou silly ass, as
they'll be at Reynham Castle with me,
and wvou'll be there, too!" roared
Bunter, ]

The Famous Five gazed ab Bunter
Whether there was such a place as
Reyrham Castle, or not, they did not
know; but if there was, they had not
the slightost bolief that Bunter had been
asked there by the silver-haired old
baronet who had called on Quelch. Ii
locked as if Skinner ond his pal were
motre credulous than themselves.

“"MNow, about getting therel"” went
on Bunter.
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“Better go by plane, T think ! snid
Dol Cherry.

“B plane 1" repeated Bunler.

cs—tlmts the only way to get {on
castle in the air !

* Ha, ha, ha!*

e Wifl ou talk sense 7"’ n:arztru.n.l Dunter.

%egm, old fat bean!”

“The da:,r we break up,” hooted
Buntgr, “the ¢ar will come for me.
magnificent Rolls, with a liveried
chaulfeur—I shall travel in it to
Iteynham Castle. 1 con’t talﬂ, ol
fellows in it. I've got reasops.’

The Famous Five chuckled. They had
ng doubt about Bunter's reasons—as
they did niot believe in the magniticent
Rolls, any more than in_the castle.

But, in point of faet, Bunter had hia
reasons, ﬁ had not menhmmd to Bir
Peter that a crowd of Greyfriars fellows
WETE Coming.

As he was to be called lord at the
castle, it might be rather awkward to
have a lot of fellows there who knew
him as Billy Bunter

This might not 'agree with the old
baronet’s 1-13;15 He m:ight kick. SHo
Bunter h&& sagely decided to arrive first
—and let fylulds arrive a littls
Tater.

Onece he had been greeted at the castle
as the young lord, it would be too late
for 8iv Peter to kick, if he wanted to,

Buntoer thought this rather strategic.
There was a difference between his
ut‘:wpmnt and Sir Peter's,

. Sir Peter was thinking wholly of the
$ucﬂﬂss ‘of- his measures for securing his
vard. Bunter was thinking wholly uf
having & trem&ndnusl}r good time and
keaping perfectly safe nll the time, His
wild:adventure with the man in the car
had made Bugnter quite determined on
that. Kidnappers were not going to get
another chance at Bunter—not 1
Bunter knew it

“You see how 1t stands®" went on
Bunter,  “8ir Peter Lanchester will
come hera in the car for me. 1 can't
have him ‘erowded out with a lot of
:m:s ‘schoolboys, You see that?'”

; o it!” .said Boh, encouragingly.
“Pile it on " )

“¥ou'd better come b;g rail, the next
day or the day after,” said Bunter
“In fact, T'll ]at vou know, from the
castle.  See? ‘mean to say, I_shall
‘have lo be & hlt tactful about 11:, and
those - beasts ‘can hardly start anything
the first day——"

ki Eh ';lﬂ
"M I1=I mean=—7

“Well, what do you-mean?”

" (Oh, :mthmfif" sald: Bunter hastily,
¥ Nothing at all, old chap! I'l] plu:mtr
vou from  the castle—1 suppose you're
on the phone at your poor ittle place,
Cheryy ! ~I'll phontie vou up, see? That,
will he hest ! aw, do vou understand ?”?
v “Not quite I” asid Harry Wharton,
5‘nnkmg hiz head.

his

= e—_ o L YT

BII-I-IARIIH

Perfoct Beprodaction Full-slze Tablea. Lenther Covered
Pockety Rubker Cushtons, adjuatable Feot. Completoe wibh
E cm 3 Balls, Marking 'Em::d Etui:u,]‘.e‘rrl and Chalk,

as

Werkly:
EI'.'-. 2!1:..
Itt. Binx.
416, 2ine.
d!t- Sins.
ft. Zinm,

o HERE did you got that hat *
‘:‘f “ Oh, really, Wharton—-='"

e o A R

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“HBeast! Look here, it’s settled that
vou come on to the castle when I phone
for vou?” roared Bunter.

“ When 1 chortled Bob.

“*Yah!"

Billy Bunter slammed the door and
relled away. e had no move of his
valuable ime fo waste on  those
doubting Thomases; czpecially with =

A feast awaiting him in SBkinner’s study.

Bunter was annosed—but his fat hrow
cleared, when he sat down to tea with
Skinner and Bolsover major.

The ouly two fellows in the Remove
who hah-&md 1n Reypham Castle were
very keen visit that magnificent
abode, Theu noled itheir ag‘:cml
resourees to | nag the study table *with
egog things for Bunter,

Feeding. Bunter was not s light .
matter. It was rather an expensive
sprat” to cateh the whale,
agreed that it was worth 1it. TFor the
next half-hour they had the pleasure,
or otherwise, of watching Bunter feed.
Judging by their polite and pleasant
siniles, 1t was an agreeable sight,

When the foodstuffs were finished
Bunter was fimished. He rose from tho
table, after & careful blink round to
make sure that nothing eatable was left.

“Thatks, you chaps!” said Bunter.
“I'll stand you something betier than
that when you're my guesis ot the
castle.” :

And with that graceful acknowledg-
ment of the spread, the fat Owl rolled
out of the study.

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAFTER.
Bupter In all his Glory !

“ Where did
that coat ?"

“h, really, Hl:gnult—-—”

“Where did you bag that suitcasc

0, really, Cherry——"

“Whers did vou snafHe that necktie ??

“0h, really, Bull—*

It wes breaking-up day at Greyivigrs,
Harry Wharton & Co. had been busy
with packing. Coming out llﬂ'ﬂ the
frosty equad, they glanced at a hang-
some Rolls-Royee car that was standing
by the steps, with & liveried chauffeur
standing by it like a graven image,

Then they spottea Bunter.

Bunter was sianding by the House
steps—remarkably and um:tuallv well-
dressed, with 2 happy grin on his face.

But ho looked vather worried as the
Famous Five came up.  On that briglt
and happy morning he. did not want any
sordid dispute about the ownership of a
hat, an overcoat, a suitcase, or a neck-
tic, Such things were below the notico
of a fel |.-|'.:|'ﬁl' who Was about to arrive at

vou pinch

n mm ey B ERELLLL

But they

g casile as a lord. They were not below
the notice of the fellows to whomn the
articles belonged.

“You fat, foozling, bloated burglar 1™
seicl Bk,

“Hush ! said Butiter reprovingly.

“What ! What do you mean by
hush, you fat pincher '

*1 mean Sir Peter
you—"

TAIl the way from
Eussr::: 2 am:rrl:ed Br.:rb.

" He's here—

* You gammoning tss-—"

“He's gone m to speak to Queleh,”
gatd Bunter. " He came in that car.
He may be out_any minute. I'm wait-
mg !-:rr hlm You see, that's the car

n going in !’

“'1h:: spoofing oclopus 1™ hooted Dob.,
“Let's bump him ®

might hear

the casllo in

“] say, vou fellows—" yelled
Bunter. "1 say—"

“Serag him 17

“Dear me! What iz the matter?”

acked a voice, as a tall, silver-haired
gontleman camag out of the Houso.

Another moment and Billy Bunter
would have beenn bumped. But Harry
Wharton & Co. stopped in time and

“capped ¥ the old baronct inslead.
Bunter could wait till Bir Peter Lan-
chester was gone.

Sir Petar gave them a nod and a
smile, and then, to their utter amazo-
men{' addressed Bunfer,

“ Come, my boy 17

“What-ho!” choriled Bunter.

The chauffeur lifted Bob's suitense—
now Bunter'i—on to the car. The fat
Owl stepped in with 3ir Peter,

- The Famous Five, apellbound,
watched, like fellows in a dresm.

The magnificent car rolled away to
the gatez, Billy Bunter sitting by the
side of Bir Peier Lanchester,

He grinned back at the staring five,
He waved a fat hand—probably grubby,
as usual, but nicely encased in a glove

of ""Jugem. 3,

The car turned out at the gales and

di‘sapp&arpd
Harry Wharton & Co. were left star-

ing: they could do nothing else. ‘

%nb Cherry waa the first to find his
vaice,

He gasped.

“Can vou beab it?"

iz friendsz shoole their heads. They
couldn’t !
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THE BEWTY AND THE

BEAK!

A Rib-Tickling Yarn of Jack jolly & Co,

of St.

Sam's!”

By DICKY NUGENT

II

“Ho's got jt 1 ¥

Frank ¥Fearlesz of tho
Sr. Bam's Fourth made
that annowntement m
toncs of suppressed egp-
sitorment, as ho ant down
at the breakfest-tabl:

“Whot-—tho letter ?
(Gogd cop 1" eried Jack
Jolly, gleefully. * How
do vou know %

1 saw it in Sorter's
hand when he was de-
liverinz thts morniong’s
post 1 chortled  Fear-
legz, I reckernised my
pater’s fist on the en-
velane amd T saw it was
addressed  to Doctor
Birchemall.™

“Da you think vour
piter did as vou asked
hine 2 " asledd Merey an-
RIoERIV,

Pt the nater!”
grinned Fearless,  * The
moment. {  asked  him
vver the tetlyfone if he'd
wive prizes to the best
daneera at tha St Sam'’s
Ball, he zand he'd do it
like a shat. Oy swheeno
i3 simaply bonnd to sux-
weeid.  As soon a9 the
inasters heae that (horo
e prizes 1o ho won for
tlaneing, they'll all want
1o dance,’’

- In whieh easo they'll
have to et o real band
for the DLadl instend of
inflictinz  their pgarstly
mewsick on us ! Y chack-
led Jaek Jollv, ™ Good
el Frarless 17

* (utet, vou fellows

} ¥R

Bist  Bright, * Here
rome tho beolks 1
The ehwma of the

Feourth glanced towards
tha dnor amd 2aw Doctor
Bivclhiemall entering with

hintt-a-duzzen Form-mas-
ters on hia becia. The
Head, "who held a letter
it hig somewhat grimy
paw, was grinning all
ovor his face, while the
other mastera all looked
Az expsited as Second
Form faggs. Putting
two and two together
and making five, Jack
Jolly & Co. could see
that Mr. Ferdinand Fear-
less® letter had had the
desiredt effect !

Ho ecggsited was tho
Head that he had to
dip into the contenta of
hia letter again boforo
he ﬂi{?pmi into his por-
ridge howl.

“Toys!" he eried,
standing up at the head
of the Sixth Form table
and waving the all-im-
portant letter above his
head. “ T have topping
newa to annownee to you
in regardd to the prate St.
Sam's DBall—newa that
will malke yvoea feel as
pleased as l'unch—and
the girls of St. Lizzic's as
pleased as Judy ! 7

* Bpill the beans, then,
gir 1 M

* On the bawl ! "

“ 1 have just receeved
n letter from the welthy
and jennerous pater of
n Fourth Form boy,"
went on Doctor Bivehom-
all. * This noble-harted
jentlemnan, Mr. Ferdin-
and Feprlesa by name,
has offored two valuablo
trofies in the shape of
cups to the eupple who
dance the best fox-trot
on the nite of the Balt ! "'

“ Hear, hear!t ™

Y Uood old Ferdw !

“Thoe cups in gues-

| tion.” grinned the Head,

Ne. 270.
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““will be real imitation
pold of the very finest
quality and worth nat
least five shillings each.”

113 F‘E“" I L]

“This magnifficent
offer, boys, 18 all tHat
waa needed to complete
the nite of nites to
which we are all looking
forward so tely 1 ¥

zsaid Doctor Birchereall,
“There iz only
cne drawback
about it My
original intention
that the mewsick
should be supphied
by Al Birchemall
and [liga Boys
must now ha
ghandoned for
the egzgsellent
reason that  woe
ehall all e enter-
ing for the dancing
kontest. Weshall
now have lo rely
an the Muggleton
Melody  Makers,
who are offered to
us freo of charge

‘;kﬂilﬂnﬂe. you ﬁafg;

ecktive yung cu

i?; roared, hitting the

table for all he was

worth. * Stop cheering

at oneco or—yaroco ! "’
“Ha, ha, hal™

Doctor Birchemall
broke off with a feendish
vell and the fellows’
cheera changed to doffen-
ing larfier. Not notis-

sing eggeactly whers he

by SirGouty Greybeard.” | was banging, the Head

The Head qguite cpg-
spectod that the fellows
would tear their hair and
nash their testh out of
shecr disappointment on
hearing that his band
woltld be unable to play.
But instead of that, they
all grinned from ear to
onr and cheered and
chaecred axain., It guite
annoyed tho Head, and
he wrapped the table
sharply for silence.

had zecidentally hit the
edge of his porrdge-
bowl—with the result
that the porridze had
shot up in the rir and
landed on his face !
Doctor  Birchemall's
interest in the 5t. Bam’s
Ball petered out
Frnm?t]y when he found
umsell gowging hot por-
ridpe out of his eyves.
He loft the tahle and
made & rush for the door,

“SWAT

THAT—

AUTOGRAPH HUNTER!”

Says GEORGE WINGATE

IL’s not oiten I oone.
desecrel to write for a
kids' paper. (Hi, chuck
i, Wingaie ! None of
that Heavy Father staff,
olidd ean '—Ed.}) But I
feel that the ™ Greyfriars
Heralid ' is just the right
medimm for an earnest
appeal I want to
ke,

My appeal to  all
readers is this : SWAT
THAT AUTOGRAPH.
HUNTER !

Autograph - hunting
waz ali very well when
it was an innocent
postime.  But since it
has hreome a frenziod
aobgoasion with o majovity

of the faps, it's just o
thundering nmisanans,

For oxample, when I
CAITE Away from 'l.'i'i.Il'IIE!'I:g
tho table-tennis cham-
pienship the other even-
ing, thoro were no less
than eighteen youngstora
waiting for me with
autograph-books. And
when T protested that I
had already given most
of them several auto-
grapha , already, they
calmly explnined that
thoge were not n thewr
table-tennis  avtograph
books.

The young iciots are
actually specialising !
They have one ook for

s

table.tennis auvtographs,
another for footer outo-
oraphs, nud =0 on !

The Open Debats in
the 8Sixth Form De-
Lating Society last week
ended up in a regnlar
rict owing to theso
frenzied collectors. They
invaded our meeting
without ecven waiting
for the chairman to sum
up, and wa had to send
& lhurried 8508 for
ashplants Lefore we equld
get rid of them.

As for footor—words
fail me ! At the cloge of
tha last matech of the
term on Big Side, when
we beat St. Jim's 4-2,
they g on to the

itch like a plaguo of
ocusts, and, a8 they in-
claded visitora from S¢.
Jim's as well aa home
supporters, ¥} bad no
alternative to wadin
through their wretch

books, seribbling my sig-
noture on at legst o seore
oi art-shaded pagesz !

There's no stopping
thermn, either, n o
recent oceasion  when

voung Papet ssked me
to aign, fethﬂught 1'd
choke him off for good
by writing * You're a
Ei:{lf young ass’ over
my autograph. Do you
think Paget was choked
off T Not a bit of it!
He beamed all over his
inky face and asked me
if I'd mind doing tho
rapoe in all his albums |
It'a no longer a ioke.
Autograph-hunting haa
hewmafu meamma to tl}a
a8 of mind to peopls
?Ifﬂfhe limelight. hEk
it over, dear readers, I
beg of you, and lend
your heorty support to
my pathetic appeal,
SWAT THAT AUTO-
GEAFPH-HUNTER ¢

LY

!ﬂa.'ring the skool almost
historioal with larfter ;
and he w2 seen no more

at breakfast.times that
morning.
Jack Jolly & Co.,

however, knew that he
would be as koen as
mustapd again by the
end of the morning, and
they were not serprized
when they came out of
mormng classes to moo
him link arma with Mr.
Lickham and march the
Fourth Form master
away, eagerly chatterin
about the prires which
. Ferdinand Feoarless
ad offerod.
; “ Let's fthw.;hthE old
ogeys,  you aps!®
gr%nn&d Jack E olly.
* They may put in a bit
of dancing praktiss—and

then we ought to sece
gomea funl™

“Yes roather!”
corussed the gther

members of the Co.

And they followed the
two heaks—and were
duly rewardad by getting
the larl of the term for
their trubble.

Juek as Jolly had sus-
peckted, the old fogeys
WOTE F&ing off on the sly
for & little dancing prale.-
tiss, Tho place they
chose to do it in was the
last place where people
would have dreemed of
locking—the cole-ccllar.

The chuma of the
Fourth were almost
busting with suppressed
larfter, as they gazed
down at thom through
air-holes at the top.
Doctor Birchemall and
Mr. . Lickham looked as
groceful ag & cupple of
alephants, caparing about
in the dim illoewminga-
tion of the single elec-
trick light.

The most commical
mornent was at the end.
Unbeknown to the
would-be dance cham-
pions, & load of coke had
just arrived for delivery.
Tho two old fogeya were
s0 engrossed in watehing
their feet that they did
not notiss the cole-hols
open above thewr heads.
But it opencd all the
same, and after a breef
interval somebody above
up-ended a sack of coke
"over the hole just at the
moment when they.-hap-

ned to be underneoth
it. Then the two old
fossils woke up to what
was happening and found
themselves struggling on

the floor ‘inder a roaring

-cagcade of boilar-fuel !

“"Yow - ow - ow - OW-
ow | " howled the Head,
es he wvannished from
Bite, '

“Yooo | Woooop!™
shreeked Mr. Lickham,
as he vain ly tried to swim
to anfoiyy

Jack Jolly & Co. de-
cided ths:t 1t was time
they wvannished, too.
They gnlloped away,
larfing fit to bust.

They liad often felt
like tellin x Doctor Birch-
emall ol Mr, Lickham
to go aucl eat eoke, but
thoy had never hoaped
to gea themn actually
doing it; et they had
now been given that un-
egpspecte d troat.

Az Fearlesa remarked,
the 8t. 8- m's Ball secmed
to be  making their
dreema come trua in o
way thiel Iend had never
antigsipat ed |

II.

Thumip, thump,
thump !

Crasii® Bang ! Wallop!

The olfl Skool House
at St. 8o m's was farely
shaking ! '

A newe. omer mite have
thought 1hat an carth.
fquake wiis in progross.
But such wos not the
easn. Ib -was meerly tho
light and dellicate tread
of hundnr :ds of dancers
ot tho & ; Eam's Dreak-

m%:up B: (11,
he <irowded ball-

TOOT, ked  with
circling ¢ ‘anecrs, logked
ke somc) grate round.
about—m 1wl  evervthing
was goms . with a swing.
The <" was simply
terrifick. The merry
mewsick pf the Muggle-
ton  Melody  Maliers
mingled vvith the clatter
of crock ery and the

patter of . feet and the

dancers,

The ¢ jrla from St
Lizzie's Jooked aimply
topping alnd all werse in

ato dega and as partners
or tho ¥ihng gallants of
Bi. Sam’s b But the bell
of the bal|l was natcher-
ally the I [ead's wingome
dawter, Molly Birch-
emall. - JI iss Molly, wha
wag the  apple of her
father’s e) re, had a peach-
like cornnploxion and
chorry lip a. Sho wora a
deliteful orange dress.

Everyb ody wanted to
dance with the Head's
pretiy das vter ; but Miss

chatter o

Molly’'s favers were
regerved for a chosen
fow, among  whom

Frank Fearlesa figgered
mast prominently.

All woere agreed that
the 8. Bam’s Ball was
proving & grate suxxess
and this applied eapesh-
all ¥ to the masters.

‘It's & really ripping
nite ! " aaid Mr. Justisa.
* Topping, hsy Jove!"
Eri Mr. BSwishing-

LIy

“ Magrafeelk 1 was
Monsure Froggay's
opinion.

“Hoekk! Hoek!™
cheared Hawr Guggen.
heimer.

Mr. Lickham waa not
to be seen:; but the
others were too hizzy
enjoying themselves to
trubble about him. If
was not till later that
they realised there was
more in his absence than
met the cyo.

Doctor Birchemall was
here, there, and every-
where, He started the
svening by dancing with
Mias Buttercup, the head-
mistresa of St. Lizzie's.
Unforchunitly, their
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donce was  somewhat
spoilt by misunderstand.
mngs. The Head thought
it wons a tango, whoreaa
Miss Butfercup was un.
der the impression that
it was. a fox-trot. In
aetual fact, it was =&
waltz,
- “1 wonder if he'll
choose Miss Buttercup
a8 his partner in the
rizo fox-trot 1 "' grinnod
ack Jolly to the charm-
ing jung lady with
whom he waa hopping
round the ball-room.
“ I shoulda't he a bit,
serprized ! " lied tho
ung lady, with a tril-
g’in little larf.
ut the kaptin of the
Fourth and hi or
were wrong. when at
last the grate moment
ssrived for the fox-trot

o L s

konteat, they and every-
body else wero amazed
to see the Head trot
over to the door and
lead in & lady nobody
had ever seem before.

Even Mr. Ferdinand
Fearless, who was present
to judge the fox-trot
konteat, sto in the
middle of his annownce-
ment to look at the
Head's partner. Asg
Jolly remarked, her ap-
pearanca wasg enuff to
atop & bus!

There was something
familiar about her; but
what it weas, nobody
could say. DBefore they
had time to speckulate
on the matter, Mr. Fear-
lezs had given the signal
to thoe band, and the fox-
trot kontest hed started.

Evervhody wag a3
Lkeen as muatard on win-
ning the prizes, and they
all put their best feet
forward while the judges,
who had beon invited
from Nugreleton, stood
in the mid%%o cpgsoreising
their powers of judg-
ment. Buf, concentrate
as they mite on the
dancing, the other com-
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petitors could not k
their oyes off the Head

and his partner.
Often in  the
Dioetor Birchemall had
ent a commical figger ;
but never befors had he
eut puch a commocal
figger aa on thia occasion.
oud and long was the
larfter, as the IHead
careerad round the ball-
room : but the lorfter
changed to yells of pane
from the unlucky dan-
gers who came within
reach of hig laghing legs.
The dance came to &
close at last amid loud
cheers, and the ¢rowd
waited anxiously for the
verdict of the. judges.
But Doctor Birchemall
and hig fair lady seemed
to feel no anxiety what-
ever regarding the result,

aat

up to Mr. Fearless, who
wasummultingthe'udge&,
boughing on both sidea
a8 though they had al-
ready won the coveted
trofies.

" Well, that's that,
Mr. Fearless!” grinned
the Head, muppin% his
pc:;?:iring brow. * No
need to ask for the ver-
dict, I suppese i My
partner aﬁg I have won
the prizes, of corse | ™

Mueh to the rize
of the erowd, Mr. Fear.
less nodded.

“¥Yeoa, of corse, my
dear sir,” he said.
“You've won!”

The ecrowd pgasped,
and  then their gar?)s
changed to gring, aa Mr.
Feorless added :

“But not the real
.prizes, naicherally. The
ju have awarded you
the BOOBY PRIZES 1

“WHA-A-ATHY
shrecked ihe Head.

“ The first prizes have
been awarded to my son,
Frank Feorless and your
charming dawter, A
Molly DBirchemall %

Loud cheeras greeted
this annowneement : no
verdiet could have been
more popuilar. But the
Head and hia partner
did mnot cheer. . They
slared at each other,
mstead, and thon, to the
amazement of the crowd,
the Head made a grab at
hig partner's nose.

“¥You silly asa!? he
vopred. ' It'a sll your
fanlt foxr not dancing
well enuff ! "

The next moment, &
gasp of sheer astonish-
ment went up from the
onlookers. As the Hoad
reached {orward, his
partner jerked her head
back—and immejately
afterwards, her wyellow
mop detached itself from
her head.

“Tt's only o wig!"
velled Jack Jolly.

* Lickham ! " shrecked
Merry.

It was none other than
Mr. Lickharo, the master
of the Fourth, disguised !
Now the crowd Lknew
why the Head's partner
had seemed wvagusly
famaliar.

* Lickham ! Oh, grate

! 1¥
e Ha, ha, ha!™

The crowd farsly
velled. :

| Forchunitly, rad

DBunter nearl
calmly told us the other evening
al school for Chrestmas !

A sort of frozen silence desconded on the Rag. One
or two nervous chaps made ready to dash for a doctor
ag soon 88 the Porpoise became violent.

“ You whatter #” was the incredulous question

They walked cheerfully

“LET ME STAY AT
SCHOOL FOR XMAS!”

Bunter’s Amazing Plea

brought down the house when he
that he wanted v stay

that waes flung back at Bunter, when wo had
recovered our breaths,

“T want to stay at echool for Christmas,”
repeated Bunter. “X feil I ghould—er—
like to carry on my studies during the vac.
in the proper atmosphere and all that sort of
t!:um,.:xﬂt ¥you know™

dd E gmla ! kh ]

“I'm not the kind of chap that dotes on
Christmos as a holiday,” went on Bunter,
with & disdainful eniff, * I dare say it's all
right for fellows who are kesn on tucking
in and making pigs of themselves——"'

** Great pip !’

* But there's not the attraction about it
for & chap like myself. Far better for me to
stay on at school and spend the time in guict
study and what not.”

" Let’s get this straight, Bunter,” put in
Tom Brown. Do you seriously intend to
stay on at the school during the vac. all by
yoursalf # ™

“Yez. I mean, no—not exactly ! cor-
rected Bunter, hastily., ** I shan’t be entively
by myself, of course. Fishy's staying on,
too. I'm leeping him company.™

We still stared %]ankly. Bunter had nover
in the past shown any particular affection for
Fisher T. ¥Fish. Why the prospect of his
company thould attract the Porpeire to
spending Christmas at school was utterly
beyvond us,

Then Fishy himself ceme into the Rag.
There was a wide grin on his hatchet face.

* Howdo. sverybody ! " he greated. “ T*1l
tell the world it looks like being real genu-wing
Christmasy Christmas for somebody this
year. Yes, gireel "

“My hat! Here's another one gone off
his rocker ! ** gasped Browmn. * You've never
lovked forward to Christmas at school before,
Fighy 1%

“ You've said it: but it so ha
I ain't stuyving nt school this Christmas,.”
grinned Fizsh. * Wou see, I happened to win
& Christmas hamper sufficient for twelve in a
noospaper puzzle competitiop—-="

POl velled the entive Rag, as thoe light
of understanding dawned on them.

“ An' I've traded that hamper with an hotel
at Margate for one week's free boord an’
room———""

“ Wha-a-a-at ¥ ' shrieked Dunter.

“Bo T guess 1l
Head's appotite for!be spending my
vengenz was speedily | Christimas in atyla !
sattisfiodd ; and the fakt | Whoooooopee !
that his dawter had] And Fish
won the prize instead | chortled. And we
of himself somewhat

yolled. Bunter"s
molly-fieel his [eelings. | mood of studious-

ena that

When the prizes were | nesa waa fully ex-
presented, he cheered | plained now. He
ag loudly ns the rest;lhad heard of

and he and Mr. Lickham
worae cheered just as
hartily whon they went.
up to collect their booby-
prizes.

Ho everyvthing ended
up happily after all
And when the last dance
had been danced, every-
hody declared that the
&t. Sam's Ball had been
the jollicst affair they
had ever eggsperienced
—thanks, in no am
mezzure, to the com-
mical capers of the
Bewty and the Deak !

Fishy's win and
decided to stay on
and help him out
with the hamper.
A%pamntly, that
help would not be
required now after
all 1 y

* Btill staying on
at school for Clirist.
mas, Buntert!
asked Brown.

“Boast 1™ eaid
Bunter.

From which re-
mark we gathered
[ that he wasn't!




