THE SCHOOLBOY LAWYER

A Magnificent Long Complete Tale of the bhumsqu' Greyfriars. By Frank Richards.
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FISHER T. FISH IN THE STOCKS!

(An amusing scene in the splendid complete school tale in this issue.)
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Billy Bunter gave a howl of terror, and dived under the table, * I'm wanted ’ere, young gents?” askedthe
constable, touching his helmet. (See Chapter 3.)

— —— i mm

THE FIRST CHAPTER. plans for the afternoon, which was a half-holiday. Billy
Shell Onut! Bunter’s question interrupted the discussion.
a OW much from you, Wharton?"” Bunter had a notebook in one fat hand, and a stump

Harry Wharton & Co., of the Greyfriars of pencil in the other fat hand. And he had an ex-
Remove, were chatting in the passage, after pression of the most important seriousness upon his fat
morning lessons, when Billy Bunter bore down  face. He blinked inquiringly at Wharton through his

upon them, The Famous Five were discussing their  big spectacles, and wetted the stump of pencil.
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“ How much what?” asked Wharton, in some surprize.

Bunter sniffed,

* Money, of course. What do you.think I'm asking
vou forr”

“Well, I might have puessed it was cash you were
after,” said WHarton, laughing. “Did you say how
much*”’

“Yes, I did.”

“You want to know the exact amount?”

“ Certainly.”

“Well, nix."

“Eh?”

“Nix,” said Wharton. *“N.I-X—nix!"

Billy Bunter gave the captain of the Remove a blink
of unmeasured conteinpt. Then he turned his big glasses
upon Bob Cherry.

“How much from your” he demanded. -

“QOh, put me down for the same amount!” said Bob
Cherry humorously. I always follow my leader.”

“How much from you, Nugent?”

Frank Nugent grinned. '
“*“What it is—a subscription?” :

“Of course it is! I'm putting down the names along
with the amounts in this notebook,” explained Bunter.
“I've got some already. Todd has made it threepence,
and ‘Tom Brown’s stood sixpence, and Bulstrode
tuppence.”

“Why, you're rolling in wealth, then!”
Bquiff. “You can let us off this time.”

“Oh, really, -Squiff, I'm not letting anybody offl”
said Bunter firmly. *“Ivery chap in the Remove ie
roing to contribute, or I'll jolly well show him up!”

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“How much from' you, Inky?’ demanded Bunter,
addressing Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,  the Indian
member of the famous Co. -

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh smiled a dusky smile.

“The same as my esteemed chums, my worthy fat
Bunter, The same amount precisefully,” he replied, in
the wonderful English he Eﬂﬂ learned from the best
native master in Bengal.

“Well, I'll jolly well show you up!” growled Bunter.

“1 prefer the showupfulness to handimg out my
esteemed cash, my excellent and ludicrous Bunter !”

“I suppose you're handing out something, Squiff*”

Sampson Quincy Iffley Field shook his head. On the
first day after Squiff's arrival fromm New South Wales
Billy Bunter had succeeded in extracfing a loan from
him. Since then he had used no other, so to apeak,
Unce was quite enough for Squiff.

> E{ﬂ'ﬂ; much, Squiffy?” said Bunter persuasively.

'y .'I.I "Ij

“The nixfulness is {errific, my esteemed Bunter
purred Inky. “ You must travel a little further to look
for mugful leaders.”

“I’m not asking you to lend me anything!” exclaimed
Bunter indignantly. “Haven't you seen my mnotice on
the board? Well, you must be gilly asses. I stuck the
notice on the board after lessons. Everybody ought to
have seen it by this time.”

“I thought I saw something smudgy there,” said
Squiff. *“Looked like a study in blots, or a new thing
in emears. I didn’t try to read it. So you've been
putting a notice on the board that you're hard up, and
want to raise the wind. What cheek !”

- “I haven't!” roared Bunter. * You silly duffers, this
money ain’t for me! I'm not trying te borrow vour
beastly money. I object to borrowing on prineiple !”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And I'm subscribing to this myself. I'm going to
put ten shillings,” said Bunter. “I'm expecting a
postal-order this evening, and I'm going to stand the
whole of it—that’s. my whaeck. I'm patriotic, if you
fellows ain't. But I thought you'd be decent enough
to shell out for this subseription—I did really.”

“What's 1t all about?”’ demanded Harry Wharton,
puzzled. :

“Come over here and leok at my notice,” said
Bunter, with a wave of his fat hand towards the school
notice-board. *“That'll tell you. Tt was left to me to
do this; I'm patrietic. I can think of the chaps who
are fighting for us in Belgium. I don’t think oaly of
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making arrangements for a hali-holiday,” added Bunter
crushingly.

The %‘amﬂuﬁ Five, their curicsity aroused at last,
stepped over to the notice-board, and looked at it.
There was Bunter's notice, sure enough. It was not
easy to read, Bunter having contributed at least two
blote and a smear for every word written on it. But
there it was, and, being deciphered, it ran:

“NOTICE TO THE REMOVE!
“BUNTER’S HELP FOR HEROES FUND!

“You fellows are awair that Chirpey, the plummer,
has gone to the frunt. Mrs. Chirpey is in poor sercum-
stances, as is well knone. There is noboddy to send
poor old Chirpey any parcels. - The underzined, William
(zeorge Bunter, has therefour desided to rase.a subscrip-
tion for the purpos.

* Every patriotic memhber of the Remove is called upon
to contribbute something., Pennies will be aksepted, but
shillings are gratelv preferred. Think of poor old
Chirpey in the {irenches without a emoak! The sum
raised by the undersined, William George Bunter, will
be expended in the perchase of ciggarettes to he sent
to Privit Chirpey. Poastage will be paid by the under-
sined, Willlam George Bunter. All true patriots are
expected to play up, and rally round. ' :

“(Sined) WiLriam GEoreE BUNTER, Remove.”

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry.

“Now you understand,” said Bunter lofitily.
man Chirpey is a respectable character. You remember
he used to come here and leave a bag of tosls in the
hall, when the water-pipe burst. Well, he’s fighting the
Huns now, and somebody ought to send him some-
thing, oughtn't they?”

“How on earth did you come to think of it?f”" ex-
claimed Bob, in great perplexity. “ What do you care
about Chirpey? You can’t eat Chirpey. And you never
care a button -about anything you can’t eat.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—— You see, I was in the post-
office the other day, when Mrs. Chirpey came in. She
had a parcel for her husband, and she couldn’t afford
to send it because the }]Jlﬁﬁtage was too high.” -

“So you paid it for her?” asked Bob,

Bunter snorted.

“I couldn’t, you ass! I had only two bob, and: I
wanted that for tea. But it came into my head, you
know, that it would be a decent thing to raise a sub-
scription to send something to Chir S0 I've started
this. If you fellows give it a leg-up the other fellows
will shell out when they see your names down.”

“I dare say they will,” said Harry Wharton. *But
will the subscription get any further than the tuck-
shop—that’s the question?”

*“ Hear, hear!” said the Co. They knew their Bunter,

William George Bunter drew himself up to his full
height, which was not great. Bunter was, as Peter
Todd had eaid, tall sideways.

“If you can’t trust to my honour, Wharton, I decline
to accept your comtribution,” he said. “Now, how
much ?*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if T sece anything to cackle at!” growled
Bunter. “I suppose you fellows are not going to be
mean. Where would you be if the Germans landed here,
I'd like to know? I call it mean to hide behind Tomm
Atkins, and then grudge him a few things he’s in neezyl
of.”

That was an appeal there was no resisting. The hands
of the Famous Five went into therr pockets at once.
They were only too willing to stand their * whack ™ in
providing Private Chirpey with some little comforts;
their doubt was whether the little comforts would ever
reach Private Chirpey. Billy Bunter had a way of re-
garding all money that came into his hands as his own,

The Co. decided to risk it. Five shillings was pro-
duced, and Billy Bunter’'s little round oyes glistened
behind his spectacles.

“That's better,” he said. “I was heginning to think
you were unpatriotic beasts. T'1l1 put your names down.
The list of contributors will be stuck up on the board
afterwards. It would look well if I could mark -you
chaps down at half-a-crown earh——"
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* Move that plano, and w2'll smash youl"” said_ Bob Cherry, duuhling i:is big fists. ﬁe iwo rough-looking
men hesitated at their work.

(See Chapter 5.)

“Thanks, we don't want it to look too well,” grinned
Bob Cherry. * Might look like swank, you know."

“I shouldn’t think about thal, if I were you.”

“ But yot're mot me; I'm me,” -said-Bob. *“If those
smokes get:to Private Chirpey, I think F’ll send him a
telegram of congratulation. Come on, you chaps, and
let’s dig Toddy out, and go for & spin.”

“T say, you fellows—" :

But the chums of the Remove did net listen to Billy
Bunter. They were deaf to the voice of the charmer. Con-
sidering the preat donlt.there was that the subseriptions
would reach Private Chirpey-at all, they thought their
“whack ”’ was quite big, enough. .

“ Beasts!” murmured Bunter,

The fat junior put his notebook into hia ket, and
blinked at the five shillings in his fat hand. He was
thinking. While he was thinking, his steps took him in
the direction of the scheol shop, across the Close.

If anyone had been looking at Billy Bunter then, he
might have observed a remarkable hesitation in his
manner,

The Owl of the Remove rolled up to the door of the
shop—stopped, and rolled away again. . Billy Bunter's
inner man was struggling with his- conscience. The
strugele was keen; but the inner man apparently got the

THe MacneT Lisnary.—No. 387.
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best of it, for the fat junior rolled up to the acorway
again, This time he rolled m.

Mrs. Mimble, who was behind her little counter, gave
him an inquiring 1ook: - Slre was prepared-to serve Bunter
if- Bunter wuas provided with ready-cash. Otherwise,
decidedly not. } |

“I say, Mrs. Mimble, I'm expecting a postal-order,”
Bunter remarked, in a casual way. “I suppose you'd have
no obiection—"

“1 should ! said Mrs. Mimble grimly; withoit waiting
for him to finish.

Bunter coughed.

“It's sure to come, yon know,” he remarked.. “ My
pater’s been making heaps of money lately. He sgells
things to the War Office.”

Mrs. Mimble polished a tumbler and remained nunmoved.
Even the news that Bunter's pater was in possession of
that source of unlimited wealth did not move her.

“I—I suy, those tarts do look ripping!” exclaimed
Bunter hungrily. “I—T—I think I'll have some.”

“You can have them all if you pay for them, Master
Bunter,” said Mrs. Mimble stolidly. “ You know I never
give credit.”

Buater's fat hand came out of his pocket. A shilling
cach from the Famous Five, twopence from Bulstrode,

“THE MYSTERY OF THE CGABLESI” Agmangtorg, Oopniste Story of Harry
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sixpence from Tom Brown, and threepence from Peter
Todd, made up a sum of five shillings and elevenpence,
I'he amount of tuck that could he obtained for five
shillings a2nd elevenpence was too strong a temptation for
the Owl of the Remove.

“It’s all right.,” he murmured. * When my postal-
order comes—that’s ten bob—I'll stand four and & penny
myself, and the rest will make this up exactly. That will
he quite square. Even those beasts can’t grumble at that,
(imme those tarts. And some dough-nuis. And some
ginger-pop. And that cake.” . _

Billy Bunter’s jaws were soon working away busily.
He wag hungry—it was more than half an hour since
dinner. And Billy Bunter’s jaws did not cease working
until he had consumed tuck to the exact value of five
shillings and elevenpence. Ifis conscience was clear—his
postal order was coming! He had simply lLorrowed
Private Chirpey’s little subscription for a few hours.
Nothing could be simpler! But whether Private Chirpey,
far off in the muddy trenches of Beigium, was ever
Likely to he comforted by those smokes for which the
juniors had subscribed, was extremely doubtful—or
rather, there was no doubt about it at all.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Terrors of the Law!

" OME on, Toddy!”
The Famous Five kicked open the door of No, 7
Study, and looked in. Peter Todd was seated at
his study table, with {hree immense volumes
before him. The chums of the Remove looked 2t him in
amazement. Peter Todd was a hard worker, but it was
not like him to “swot” on a half-holiday.

“Come on!” repeated Bob Cherry.

Todd looked up with a wrinkle in his brow.

“ Bugzz off, kids!” he said,

“ Ain’t you coming out?”

“Can’t!”

“We're going for a spin, and tea at Redelyffe hunshop
before, we come back,” said Harry Wharton. *Come
along, Toddy!”

“1’d like to,” admitted Peter Todd.
this afternoon.”

“ Oh, rats!” -

4 The ratfulness is terrifie, my esteemed Todd. Come
alongfully !” +

Peoter Todd shook his head. _ *

“My pater’'s sent me these }Jﬂﬂkﬂ,,ﬂﬂd T'm mt_rg_gmg
through them,” he said. “You krow, my pater’s a
solicitor, and I’m going to be the same when I grow up.
'The pater thinks I ought to he imbibing a knowledge of
the law—teaching the young idea how to shoot, you know.
It’s a good idea, you know. With a thorough knowledge
of the law, you can get anybody’s money off him before
a chap can say knife.” "

“You ass!” said Wharton, *Chuck it, and come out!

“Can’t be did! Do you know, I've thought of a
vipping wheeze,” said Peter Todd. *“I’ve made up my
mind to be an honest lawyer. Novelties catch on, you
know, and I shall bag all the business—what®”

“ Tet’s chuck his silly law-books in the fireplace, and
;_umk him -gqut by his ears,” said Bob Cherry. * Coine on,
I'oddy IV _ _
~ But Peter Todd was firm. He had determined to spend
that afternoon mugging up law, and he was not to be

rsuaded. -

“ You run away and play,” he said. “It may be useful
to you some day to have a lawyer in the Form—when you
get taken up for stealing apples, or when P.-c. lozer runs
you in for pea-shooting him. Run away, and leave me to
exercise my mighty brain. Bhut the deor after you.”

“ Pathead !” said the Famous Five, with one voice; and
they departed, and left Peter Todd to his tremendous
volumes. )

The juniors made their way to the bicycle-shed. It was
a sunny, spring afternoon, and ripping weather for a
eycle spin. They wheeled out their machines in great
spirits. As they were wheeling down towards the gates
Billy Bunter came rolling out of the tuckshop. The short-
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sighted Owl of the Remove did not see them, and he bore
down upon them on his way to the School House. He lad
his notebook and pencil in his fat haunds again. Bob
Cherry burst into a chuckle.

“The subscripticns have heea disposed of,” he re-
marked. “I shan’t have to send that telegram of coz-
gratiulation to Private Chirpey after all.”

Harry Wharton frowned, while the other fellows
chuckled. They had expected it of Bunter, but they were
not pleased.

“Dash it all!” growled Wharton. “It’s all very well
the fat rotter squeezing money out of fellows with any
other kind of dodge, but he’s no right to use that dedge.
It’s a swindle. Bunter!”

“1 say, vou fellows,” said Bunter, perceiving the
Famous Five at last. “ Would you like me to put your
names down agaln—second list?”

“What have you done with the subscriptionst”

“I—I haven’t enough yet to—to send, you know.”

“You mean yoir've blued it in the tuckshop:r™

““ Nothing of the sort,” said Bunter, with diguity. “I
trust you don’t imagine that I should spend money sub-
scribed for a soldier at the fromt.”

“Then you've still got it about you?” demanded Squifl.

“Ahem!”

“Have you got 1t*” roared Wharton.

“N-n-not exactly in cash, you kunow,” stammered-
Bunter. “I've got it, hut not in cash. It’s the same
thing."”

“ How have you still got it, if you've spent it?"

“T’'m expecting a postal-order——"

“What?” yelled the juniors.

They had heard of that postal-order before; many a
iime and oft.

“0f course, it’s exactly the same thing, if T use my
rostal-order 1o buy the smokes for Private Chirpey,” said

unter.

“You fat spoofer!”

The juniors leaned their bikes up against the cims, and
surrounded Bunter. _

Billy Bunter blinked at them in alarm.

“1 say, you fellows, it’s all right, you know. My
postal-order’s sure to come, and I'm going to make a
whacking contribution myseli——"

it Bump hl]]'l 1!]

“Oh, really, you know I say, you fellows, just
think a minute—it’s exactly the same thing. My postal
order A

“ Let's take him in to Toddy !” said Bob Cherry, with a
chnekle. “Toddy’s a lawyer, and he can judge him.”

“Ha, ha! Good egg'”

“Here, I say—I say, you know, Toddy wouldn’t under-
stand. You see, you fellows know just how it was, but
Toddy Legpo, you heasts! I say Yaroooch !”

Five pairs of hands grasped the Owl of the Remove, and
he was rushed across the Close at a speed that took his
breath away. Five shillings and elevenpence-worth of
tuck had some effect. even on Billy Bunter, and he was
very short of breath and very shiny in the face.

He gasped spasmodically as he was rushed into the
house. He had a rooted objection to facing his study-
mate, Peter Todd. Peter was liable to come down very
heavy. Peter Todd’s declared intention of making a man
of Bunter, unless he—Bunter—perished in the attempt,
had often caused anguish to the fat junior. But Billy
Bunter’s objections did not count. He was rushed towards

the stairs, gasping aund puffing.

“Leggo, you heasts! 1 =ay, old chaps! Oh, you
rotters! Yow " :
Billy Bunter clung to the hanisters. But Bob Cherry

pulled him upstairs by his fat ears, and he decided to
let go. He was rushed along the Remove passage, and
humped against the door of No. 7 Study. The door flew
open, and Bunter rolled into the room, and collapsed on
the caroet, '

Peter Todd jumpued up in surprise.

“You duffers! What the dickens——"

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow ! stuttered Bunter. * Oh, you beasts!
Youw've broken my backbone in four places—yow !—and
sprained my spinal column, too. Yow!” “
“T’11 sprain your neck if you don’t shut up that row,
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said Peter Todd. * What have you rolled that porpotze 1n
hete for, when I want to work®” :

“He's brought up for judgment,” explained DBob
Cherry. “You cau find out from those whacking books
what the punishment is.. Bunter has been-embezzling.

“I ain’t!” velled Bunter. ‘ _

“Caught in the act!” said Squiff. “ Bunter has raised
a fund to send smokes to a man at the f{fromt, and
sgnandered it in tuck.”

“YWhat " roared Peter Todd.
pence towards that fund .” )

“I haven't:!” fasped Bunter. “I—I've borrowed it.
I'm going to make 1t up out of my postal-order.”

“&hut the door:"” said Peter Todd. ~I've got it all
here in these bLooks. and I'll look it out. I'm afraid we
shall have to call in the police.”

Bunter scrambled up.

“Toddy—I #ay. Toddy—=—""

“Zilence!” said Peter Todd, opening one of the big
volumes. “Keep him there, vou chaps—don’t let him
bolt!" DBunter ﬁad made a sudden break for the door,
but Bob Cherry interposed a large boeot, and Bunter
retreated. * You know the number of the police-station
at Friardale, Wharton* Would von mind 'phoning:"

“I—I say, vou fellows, d-d-don’t—I d-d-didn’t mean to
embezzle ! groaned Bunter.

He blinked beseechingly at the juniors. Dut their faces
were hard as iron. Their impression was that Biliy
Bunter required a lesson, to keep him from sliding into
the paths of dishonesty, and thex also had the impression
that he was going to have it. A half-holiday could not
be Letter spent than in impressing the laws of morality
upon Billy Bunter's shifty mind. _

“I—I know von're only j-j-joking,” mumbled Bunter.

“ You'll find that the law is no joke,” said Todd grimly.
*“There never was a man who came in contact with the
law withont wishing that he hadn't. What vou've done
is embezzlement, and if we kept it dark, it would be
confounding a felonv—I mean, compounding a feloay.
We should all be liable to imprisonment as much as you.”

“Q0h, dear " groaned Bunter. “I didn’t mean—— I—I
say, Toddy, my postal-order's really coming this time!
My pater deals with the War Office, vou know, and he
doea 'em brown!"’

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“This is not a langhing matter!” thundered Peter Todd.
“Cherry, I am surprised at you. Bunter, vour father’s
crimes are no excuse for yours, excepting insofar and
inasmuch as you can prove, to the satisfaction of the
jury, that vour crime is due to the maleficent results of
a pernicions home influence. Wharton, this matter is
too serious for us to deal with. Will you oblige me by
]f]qtchjng in a policeman* Take this note and give it to

im.

Peter Todd seribbled a few words on a sheet of impot
paper, and handed it to Wharton. Wharton nodded, and

uitted the study. In the passage he read Todd’s note.

t ran:.

“Tell Wib to shove on his bobby clobber and come
here.”

Wharton chuckled. He hurried down the passage to
Wibley’s study. Wibley, the great and shining light to
the Remove Dramatic Society, was in his study, Ex_peri-
menting with make-up. Wibley often spent kis leisurs
moments that way. Wibley was a vouth with marvellous
histrionic abilities. He turned a face towards Wharton
as he came in that made the captain of the Remove jump.
It was a little startling to see a bearded face of sixty-
five on a junior in Etons.

“My hat!” ejaculated Wharton.
ass! I suppose that is you, Wib:" +

Wibley grinned. He was quite unrecognisable.

“Well, when I look in the glass, I have my doubts,”
he replied. “Isn’t it topping? This is my make-up for
our next play ‘ The Wicked Uncle." "

“Never mind the wicked uncle now. We want you to
| ﬂealﬂ with a wicked porpoise. Got your bobby clobber

andy?
= Y)es, in the property-box. What's the little game?”

"Wharton expiained.

“I'm on!" said Wibley at once.
bobby’s coming in ten minutes.”

Wharton, chuckling, hurried back to Ne. 7 Study; and
Wibley, still keeping the bearded countenance he had
designed for the character of the Wicked Uncle, preceeded
to don the imitation. uniform,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Arrest of Billy Bunter! .

ARRY WHARTON composed his face to an exprez=on
of deadly seriousness as he entered No. 7 Study.
He found Billy Buntec blinking bescechingly at
Peter Todd, and all the Co. lanﬁing as solemn as
owlz, Bunter was getting a valuable lesson in kegping to
the straight path of virtue. It had never occurred to him
that what he had done was what is legally called
embezzlement, and Peter Todd intended to impress that -
fact upon his mind, before he was done with him, as a
warning for the future. Peter Todd wore a sad and
sorrowful expression as he gazed at Bunfer. He scemed
to recard him more in sorrow tham in anger. But he
was jmmovable. Bunter's beseeching looks might as

well have been bent upon the study table.

“Well*” said Todd, 23 Wharton came in.

“I've done it,” said Harry.

“He's coming:"

“Yes.”

Billv Bunter gave a velp of terror.

“I—T say, vou fellows, d-d-don’t be beasts, you know!
I—I didn't really mean to embezzle, you know. I was
going to make it up out of my postal-order, really.”

“IWhat vou ware going to do isan't evidence,” said
Peter Todd, with a shake of the head. *I'm sorry for
vou, Bunter. I'm willing to believe that you are more
fool than rogne. But the law’s the law. Let’s have thia
plain. You fellows are witnesses that he raised a certain
sum of monev, pretending that it was to purchase com-
forts for his Majesty's troops ou active servicer”

“1e did

“ He used the name of Private Chirpey, now a membes
of the armed forees of his blessed Majesty, King George
the liifth:"

" He did "

“Then he spent the meney for his own perscnal ends.”

“He did ™

“Then the case is clear.” DPeter Todd took up his
book and read aloud, or seemed to read aloud. * Here
it is—Snooks upon Littleton, Cap. 1. 1If any person, hold-
ing in his charge money that is not his ‘own personal
possession, shall convert the said money, cash, tin,
spondulicks, or rhino to lis own perscnal uses, he is
guilty of embezzlement within the meaning of the aet,
and it is not held an excuse in law if the said person
shall have had the intention afterwards to replace the
said money, cash, tin, spondulicks, or rhino.”

“That's clear enough,” said Squiff, with a shake of
the head.

“I—I know you're only r-r-rotting,” stuttered Bunter.
“1 d-don’t b-believe there's a bobby coming at all.”

“And if the said person,” read on Peter Todd, “shall
use the name of his Majesty or of the armed forces of
the Crown for the purpose of obtaining money, tin, cash,
spondulicks, or rhino, and shall afterwards, inasmuch and
heretofore, convert the money, tin, cash, spondulicks, or
rhino to his own use. he shall be adjudged guilty of
lese-majeste and high treason, without the ﬂptinn of a
fine, and deprived of the benefit of the doubt.”

“0Oh, dear!”

“Clear as mud !” said Bob Cherry,

“The clearfulness is terrifie,” said Murree Jamsetslam
Singh sadly. *“But what is the punishfulness of the
embezzleful Bunter:"

“That depends. He may be dealt with lightly om
account of his vouth, sud so he may be let off with
fifteen vears penal servitude.”

“Owl”

“0Of course, being war-time, he may be shot!”

11 IO“‘ :""

“It depends uvpon whether he’s tried by the Court of
Uncommon Pleas, or by a court-martial,” explained Peter
Todd.

“Oh, dear'!” groaned Bunter. “I—I sav, you fellows,
I—I didn't know it was emberzling—I didn’t, reclly.
Look here, vou keep it dark—"

“That's likelv!” said Peter Todd. “ Listen to this:
“ Anyone having knowledge of a crime, and not impartin
the same to the officers of the law, is guilty of compound-
ing a felony and the longer they withhold information,

-
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the more the felony mounts up at compound interest.’
Isn’t that clear enough:” :

The juniors agreed that it was.
looks m‘]; Bunter,

““You—-yon rotters!” groaned the Owl of the Remove,
“ I—I know you're only spoofing. I don’t believe there’s
a policeman coming at all.”

nock !

Bugter's jaw dropped. Wharton opened the door. At
the sight of a short, stout, bearded man in uniform and
helmet Billy Bunter gave a howl of terror, and dived
under the table.. The constable touched his helmet,

“I'm wanted ’ere, voung gents:” he asked.

“Yes, officer,” gaid Todd. *It’s a very serious case—
smbezzlement of public funds, mixed up with high

They cast pitying

‘reason, not to mention an attempt to induce witnesses.

io compound a felony.” - _

“Where's the prisoner:” demanded the %ﬂllt’:eman:
jingling a bunch of keys in his pocket. “I'd better put
the bracelets on at once. This 'ere is a serious case.

“Come out, Bunter!”

“EKim outf, you young villain!” shouted the ﬂfﬁcer 'of
“the law, seizing Bunter by a fat ankle and dragging lum
out on the carpet. *Stand up! I ’ereby takes you in
.custody, and I warns you that anythink you say will he
took down to be used in evidence agin yer.”

“Ow! Yow! I—I won't go! Toddy—I say, you
fellows—yow !”

“Take him away, officer I”

“ Good-bye, Bunter!” said Bob Cherry, with a look of
commiseration. “Do let this he a warning to you, old
chap.”

“ Keep your esteemed hands from the pickfulness and
the stealfulness, my esteemed and venerable Bunter,”
murmured Hurree Singh, wiping away a tear.

“Har vou coming?” demanded the officer of the law.
“If you resists, I s'pose you know that it’s piracy and
murder on the ’igh seas?!

Billy Bunter fell upon his fat knees.

“Ow! Merey! Lemme off this time!
again! Yow-ow-ow!"

“Too late !”

“The too-latefulness is

“Terrific!” said Bob Cherry solemnly.

“Yow! Make him gerraway!” wailed Bunter. "I
“won't go! Toddy, you heast I say, you fellows, 1ip
him, and make him go! Ow-yow!” L

“It’s impossible to tip a policeman, Bunter,” said
Harry Wharton, shaking his head. *Such a thing is
unheard-of.”

“Har you coming?” '

“Yow! I won’t come!” roared Bunter, d{:dgmg
round the table. * Keep him off, Toddy! Yow-ow!”

Police-constable Wibley rushed "in pursuit. Bunter

I won't do it

7

'|'I"

dashed to the door, but the Famous Five were in the.

way, and he dodged round the table again, with the
myrmidon of the law on his track. The Removites were
nearly suffocating with suppressed merriment. But
Billy' Bunter was not feeling merry. He was quaking
with terror; it seemed that the punishment of his ghifti-
ness had come at last; the chopper had fairly come down,

“T takes you gents to witness as this ’'ere desprit
character is resisting arrest!” panted the constable.
“Which it amounts in law to burglary and piracy to
refist a hofficer in the execootion of his dooty, This will
be took down to be used in evidence.”

“1 say, you fellows " .

“ Better co quietly, Bunter,’
“The officer is only doing his duty.
you are in chokey.” o

“Remember us when vou're picking cakum, Bunter,
old chap!” _

“(Oh, you rotters!” groaned Bunter. *It—it was all
a mistake! I—I'm going to send Chirpey his smokes
out of my postal-order; you know, my pater’s got lots
of money now he's selling things to the War Office—"

“ Har you coming, or har you not? Gents, I'm serry,
but I shall ’ave to put the darbies on.” The bunch of
keys rattled again, and the clink of metal made Bunter
oasp with affright. Already he scemed to feel the cold
contact of the handeuffs upon his fat wrists, He saw
himself, in his mind’s eye, led away handcuffed, through
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a mocking crowd. Never had a shifty young rascal
so sincerely vepented of his shiftiness as William George
Bunter did at that moment.

There was a thump at the door, and Tom Brown and
Hazeldene and several other fellows looked in. The
howls of Billy Bunter could be heard all along the
Remove passage. .

“What the thunder’s the matter?” exclaimed Tom
Brown, staring at the man in blue. *What's a police-
man doing here:” L

Peter Todd closed one eye at the New Zealand junior:

“He’s come for Bunter,” he said sorrowfully. *“I'm
afraid this is the finish for Bunter, He's found out at
last.”

The juniors crowded into the study, grinning. Some
of them had recognised the policeman’s uniform as one
of the latest purc%aﬁes of the Remove Dramatic Society,"
and they guessed who the comstable was, though they
could not recognise him. Billy Bunter blinked beseech-
inely at them.

“1 eay, Enu fellows, you back me up, you know TYou
hold that beastly bobby while I get away!”

“Neo fear!” said Bulstrode promptly. *“WWe're not
getting mixed up in your crimes, Bunter.”

“You can't expect it, Bunty,” said Tom Brown,

“I haven't committed any ecrimes!” walled Bunfer,
“It was all a mistake—a matter of five and eleven-
pence.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“This isn't a larfin’ matter,” said the policeman
sternly. “Now, I ain’t wasting any more time of that
there desprit young rascal. He’'s resistin’ the lor., I
calls on you young gents to ’elp me in the execootion of
my dooty!”

“That’s the law,” said Peter Todd, nodding. “ You're
bound to help when called upon by a constable—ahem !—
in uniform.” _

“Pile in,” said Bob Cherry.
It’s your own fault, Bunter,
to thank. Collar himI”

“Yow-ow-ow !”

Billy Bunter was promptly collared by half a dozen
pairs of hands, and delivered to the limb of the law.
Police-constable Wibley's prasp closed upon his collar,
and his knuckles ground into Bunter’'s fat neck.

“Got ’'im!” eaid the policeman, “Open the door,
young gents, and I'll take ’im away !"

“It can’'t be helped,
You've only got yourself

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Bailed Qut!

ILLY BUNTER wriggled spacmedically in the grasp
B of the stout constable.
He blinked imploringly at ome face after
another, but there was mno help for him. The
juniors all shook their heads seriously.

“Get it over,” said Bob Cherry. * Good-bye, Bunter!
I'll let you off the three bob you owe me.”

“We’ll see if we can bail you cut later,” said Nugent.

“Hold on,” said Peter Todd, opening his huge volume
again, “It’s possible—barely pessible—that it might
be arranged. Do you mind waiting a few minutes,
officer 7’

* Buttingly, sir!”

Bunter’s face brightened up.

“1 say, Toddy——" he began.

“I'm not sure,” said Peter Todd. " But, lemme see,
Yes. here it is. Vie IV., Cap. 1, Sec. 39. Precedent,
cnse of Hooker v. Snooker and Others, tried in the Court
of Uncemmon [Pleas, before J ust:im?ﬁ Mugg and Slugg.
Listen to thie.” Billy Bunter fairly hung upon Todd’s
words as he read on: '* “ If the accused shall write out
4 free and full confession, and shall find six respectable
persons to go bail fer his appearance if called upon, he
may be left in enjoyment of a restricted liberty—e.g., he
may remain within his own house, or in case of a
wchoolboy, within the walls of his own study. If he
<hall transgress these limits he shall be entitled to
cummary execution as a deserter.” That's clear
enough.” '

' The clearfulness is terrifie.”
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“Are you willing to confess, Bunter?" -

“*T'll do anything you like!” groaned Bunter.

“Then there's a question of finding bail,” said Todd.
*Who’s willing to go bail for Bunter?”

“Rather a risky business,” said Tom Brown, with a
shake of the head. *“ Bunter's such a slippery customer.
Leave me out.”

“0Oh, really, Browne

“Leave me out, too,” said Nugzent. “I couldn’t answer
for Bunter. I've got a conscientious objection.”

“I say, Nugent—"

* Let's see the confession first,” said Wharton.

" VYery well. Take that pen, Bunter.”

Bunter took the pen.

“Now write as I dictate,” said Todd. * Mind, if you
den’t make a full confession. you are liable to im-
risonment as a prevaricator, without the option of a
ne. ‘ Now, I hereby and-herewith coafess that I got

the fellows to hand me cash, legally termed spondulicks.’
Got—that?” |

“Yow! VYes!” mumbled Bunter, as his pen scratched
over the impot paper.

“?Under pretence of sendin
Chirpey, now doing his duty to
trenches.” Got that?”

“ YVeg " _

“"With the intention of blowing it in guzzling in the
tuckehop, whigh I have accordingly done, thereby and
therewith committing the crime of embezzlement and
high treason.’™ '

“0Oh, dear!”

“Got that down?”

“Yow-ow! Yes!"”

“ *For which I now repent sincerely, as witness mv
signature hereinunder appended.” Now sign!”

Bunter signed.

“That’s all right,” said Peter Todd, scanning the
valuable document. “This document will be sent fo the
proper quarter, and I hope that Lord Kitchener may
take a lenient view of the matter. Now about bail."”

“I say, you fellows——"" pleaded Bunter,

“We’ll risk it,” said Bob Cherry generously,
bail for Bunter.”

“Oh, thanks, Bob, old man! You're a good sort!”
said Bunter, grateful for once in his life. “I really
- didn’t mean, you know P

“Put me down, too,” said Wharton. “I’ll chance it.”

*I will also chancefully bail the esteemed Bunter.”

“And I suppose I ought too, as he’s in my study,” said
Todd. *“That’s four. Two more required. Hazel—"

“ Oh, put me down !"” said Hazeldene,

“And you can have my name,” said Squiff, in a burst
of generosity. “ We'll do our best for Bunter.”

“That’s eettled, then,” said Peter Todd. “All the re-
quirements of the law have been fulfilied. Officer, you
can leave Bunter here. He undertakes to remain within
the walls of the study until called upen to appear in the
Military Division of the Court of Uncommon Pleas.
Isn’t that so, Bunter?®”

3

amokes to Private
ing and country in the

“I'll go

“Yow! Yes!”
“Werry well, young gents. But mind, Master
Bunter,” said the constable sternly. “I shall keep my

hﬁ'}*e on you. Good-arternoon, gentlemen !"”

* Good-afternoon, officer!”

The policeman left the study with his heavy tread.

“I say, he hasn’t taken the econfession,” said Bunter
eagerly. “ We—we can tear it up now, you fellows.”

“Breaking the law again already!” roared Peter
Todd.

“0Oh, I say—"

“I'm taking care of this confession. Gentlemen, the
seance is over, DBunter is imprisoned in this study till
further notice. We’ll let him have it to himself.”

Eeeping their faces solemn, though with great and
heroic efforts, the juniors filed out of the study, and Billy
Bunter was left alone. The fat junior collapsed into the
armchair and gasped with relief. He felt that he had had
a terribly narrow escape, and that only Toddy’s intimate
knowledge of the intricacies of the law had saved him.

He started as he heard a sound from the passage—a
sound that was not in keeping with the solemnity of the
proceedings. It was a roar of laughter.

Billy Bunter started up.

“Ha, ha, ha, ha!”
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“(Oh, the beasts—they’re cackling over it, as if it
wasn’t a serious matter !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

“Oh, the rotters—the beasts—they’ve been spoofing
me "

Bunter rolled to the door and opened it, and blinked
out into the passage, The Removites were doubled up
with laughter, and among the hilarious juniors was the
policeman, with his helmet and beard off now, and
recognisable as Wibley of the Remove. Billy Bunter's
eyes almost started through his spectacles.

* Wibley—vyou beast —"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You've been spoofing me, you rotters!” yelled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* You—you—you " Bunter spluttered with wrath,
“Toddy, you beast—Bob Cherry, you rotter—"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that your gratitude for heing
bailed out?” demanded Bob Cherry.

The juniors yelled.

“0Oh, you rotters—oh, you spoofers—I knew it wasn't
high treason all the time!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

“Take him into custody, Wibley!” roared Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter, crimson with rage, brandished his fists
at the juniors as they Btaﬁgemd away almost in hysterics.
There was only one consclation for the Owl of the Bemove
—the terrible prospect of having to appear’in the Court
of Uncommon Pleas had faded away. But he thought of
another consolation a little later; and half an hour after
the * bailing out ¥ in No. 7 Study, William George Bunter
was busy once more with the notebook and the pencil,
seeking subscriptions to provide Private Chirpey with
“smokes.” '

Harry Wharton & Co. wheeled out their bicycles ia
great spirits, Peter Todd had brought out his bike, too
—his legal studies being finished for the afternoon. The
legal proceedings concerning Billy Bunter had taken ap
most of the time the juniors had intended for their spin;
but they felt that the lesson Bunter had received was
worth it. Bunter’s free and full confession was in Peter
Todd’s pocket—to be produced in public next time
Bunter started a subscription for Private Chirpey. The
juniors pedalled away, still chuckling, and Billy Bunter
shook a fat fist after them. And even Peter Todd, with
all his legal acumen, did not guess that even while the
party were cycling down to Friardale the Owl of the
Remove was once more making free usz of the name of
Private Chirpey.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Champlons of the Qppressed!

& ALLO, hallo, hallo! Looks like a row !’
J—] h':'i’t do—it does,” agreed Nugent. “Hold on a
it !

... The six juniors were pedalling through Friar-
dale wvillage when they came upon the “row” that
attracted their attention. They had to slacken down, for
there was a crowd gathered in the street—half Friardale

seemed to be there, and the road was blocked by a big
furniture-van,

The furniture-van was drawn up before one of the little
old-fashioned cottages in the ancient High Strect. Upon
the van large letters in gold leaf announced that it was
the EruP-EI'tjr of the Courtfield General Benefit Hire-
Purchase Company. It was evidently a removal that was
going on; but an unusual sort of removal to have such a

crowd. Some of the omlookers were hissing, and some
were yelling “ Shame !"

The juniors jumped off their machines. They knew that
cottage; it had -been the dwelling of Mr. Chirpey, the
local plumber, before Mr. Chirpey enlisted in Kitchener's
Army and went to Flanders to ficht the Germans. Mrs.
Chirpey was standing in the little porch—a plump little
woman in an apron and with her sleeves rolled up—
apparently having been surprisad at the “ washing " by
the visit of the furniture removers. - ¥

Tvwo children were clinging to her skirts, and as Mrs.
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Chirpey was crying the two little “nippers ™ were wailing
too to keep her company.

A fat man with a very flowery waistcoat and a silk hat
and a pointed shiny nose was superintending the removal.
A little cottage piano was being carried out of the house
by two rough-looking men, and in the little garden were
standing chairs and ether articles of furmiture walting
their turn to be put into the van.

“I say, this 13 rotten!” murmured Bob Cherry, his
rugged, good-natured face clouding over. “Theyre
lxing sold up, I suEpase.”

Harry Wharton knitted his brows. |

“ While the husband’s away at the war,” he exclaimed,
“it’'s disgusting ! It ought to he stopped ” _

The Friardale folk were evidently of the same opinion.
They howled “Shame!” at the top of their voices, and
the shiny pentleman in the silk hat was in danger of
being hustled.

“The disgust{ulness of these honouralile proceedings iz
terrific!” said Hurree Singh. * The chip-infulness wouid
be a wheezy good idea.”

“Let’s see if anything can he done,” said Nugent, "1
suppose the poor woman owes Nosey Parker some money.”

-ll)‘ie shiny gentleman, whom XNugent alluded to dis-
respectfully as Nosey Parker, heard the remark and
frowned. As he was evidently in charge of the proceed-
ings, Harry Wharton walked up to him. _ _

“May I ask what you are taking away Mrs. Chirpeys
things fort” he asked, as politely as he could.

“T am removing thé property of the Courtficld General
Benefit HEIE-PHISIB.SE Company,” said the shiny gentle-
man. “I am acting under instructions from the
company.”

“He's the company ’isself!” pgrowled onc of the
spectators. * Which his name is Jacobs, though he calls
hisself Gordon."”

Mr. Gordon scowled. Mr. Gordon’s features, as well
s hia conduct, showed that he did not belong to thc
variety of Gordon that hails from Bonnie Scotland.

“ But what's the matter?” persisted Wharton. * Why
are the things being taken?”

“The instalments are unpaid.”

*““Is there much owing:”

“That does not concern you.”

Wharton flushed. _ _

“1 was thinking the money might be paid,” he said.
“Jf it is not a large amount, we could raiee it.”

“You have nothing to do with the matter,” said Mr.
(iordomn; and he turned his back on the captain of the
Ilemove, _

Ha,rrg Wharton came very near to flattening Mr.
Gordon’s silk hat over his head, but he restrained him-
solf.

“ Will you tell me how much is dver” he exciaimed.

“T will tell you nothing.”

“Which he don’t want to be paid.” went cun the man
who had spoken before. “ The things is nearly paid for,
and he wanta to take ’em away.”

“That's it!” chimed in another voice. *“ Which he
sells the same lot hover and hover agin, and collars ‘em
back hevery time.”

Mr. Gordon scowled furiously, and moved away. He
rgpped out orders to his two assistants to hurry wup.
Harry Wharton exchanged a glance with his chums,
Pater Todd seemed, to be buried in thought; but the
other fellows were quivering with indignation. They
were quite prepared to seize Mr. Gorden and bump him
in the nearest puddle at a word from their leader.

“We're not gﬂinEatu allow this,” said Harry Wharton.
“ You fellows will back me up#”

“You bet!”

“The back-upfulness will bo terrific! ILet us collar-
fully bump that esteemed Nosey Parker in the mud!”

Wharton ste Ed into the gateway through which
the two assistanls were about to drag the little pianoc.
Wharton’s back was up, and he meant business.

“ Stop!” he said.

(13 Eh T¥

“Put that piano dowa!”

“What?”

“You're not going to move any of these things till
we've inquired into the matter,” said Wharton coolly.
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* My heye!”

The two men looked inquiringly at their employer.
Mr. Gordon’s face became inflamed with rage. The
crowd gave Harry Wharton a cheer. Whether he had
anv right to “chip in,” in that somewhat high-handed
manner was perhaps doubtful; but there was no doubt
that his action was popular.

" Stand out of the way!” shouted the shiny gentleman,
“How dare you interfere!”

The two men set down the pilano, however, The
Famous Five were all in the gatewar, and they wero
ready to use force. And 1t was quite clear that two men
could not carry a piano and fight five schoolboys at the
tame time.

Wkarten turned on the shiny gentleman,

* Look here, Nosey Parker &

“ My name is Gordon !” roared the shiny gentleman.
"1 don’t believe your name is Gordon,” said Wharton.
Tou ean call yourself what you like until they bring in
a law to stop skunke from horrowing honest men’s
names.

“What—what !” The shiny gentleman raised his cane,
which had a heavy gilded head, but he lowered 1t again,
“ ¥You—you insolent young raseal !”

“ Better language, please!” said Harry, with a glint
in his eyes. ‘““For two pins we’d send you flying into the
muid. You shall @ot touch this poor woman’s things if
we can prevent you. If you weren't a disgusting beast,
vou'd let her alone while her husband is away at the
Wwar.”

“That is no business of mine.”

“It iz your business. What would become of your
shop if the Germans came herer”

“l do not intend to argue with vou.
the way.”

“Mr. Chirpey is away defending your shop,” went on
Wharton calmly. “It’s up to you to treat his family
decently.”

“1Vill you move:”

2] H!} :J-‘

“I shall eall a policeman!”

“{zll away! This matter is going to be arranged.”

“If you do not move this instant, I shall use violence |”
<hguted the shiny pentleman,

“Go ahead ™

Mr. Gordon looked as if he would keep his word for
a moment. But he did not quite like the look of the
Famous Five. e raised his gilded cane, and lowered
it again, and spluttered with rage.

“Now, Mr. Parker——"

“My name is Gordon!” shrieked the shiny gentleman,

“I prefer to call you Nosey Parker, and it’s a free
country. How much does Mrs. Chirpey owe youfr”

“That i1s my business.”

“Then I'll ask Mrs, Chirpey.”

“You will not prevent my employees from doing their
"“.’['rrk. ray

Stand out of

¥

Men, put that piano in the van at once!

“Move that plano, and we’ll smash you!” said Bob
Cherry, doubling his big fists.

The two men hesitated. They were rough-loocking cus-
temers, but probably their hearts were not in their work,

Harry W]I:ertnn passed them, and approached the
cottage porch, and raised his cap to Mrs., Chirpey. The
poor woman looked at him teartfully.

“Please excuse me for interfering, Mrs. Chirpey,” said
Harry. “You don’t want those things taken away, of
courser”

“Indeed, no, sir!” said Mrs. Chirpeyr. “Only they
must go, sir. I haven’t been able to keep up the instal-
ments sinee my Jack went away. Jack always had good
meney, sir, and we never thought about it when he
‘listed. There ought to be a law to protect poor women
whose ‘usbands go to the war,” said poor Mrs, Chirpey.

“T.et us help you out,” said Harry.

“ But—but—"

“\We'lve eot some tin,” said Wharton. ** Now, let us
arrange this for you, there’s a good soul. It would be
rotten for cold Chirpey’s family to suffer because he’s
doing his duty for the King. Now, how much is it#”

“You see, if the instalments are not paid, all the rest
becomes due at once,” said Mrs., Chirpey. ‘“There’s two
weeks in arrear—that’s fourteen shillings—but the resb
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The subscribers to the Bunter Patriotic Fund gathered round the Owl of the Remove, and Billy Bunter blinked at
them in dismay. (S:e Chapter 7.)

of the instaliments becoming due, that makes four pounds.
And we've paid sixteen pounds already,” said DMrs.
Chirvey, sobbing, “and all that will be lost.”

“Four quid!” said Harry, wrinkling his brows.

“You couldn’t pay that,” said Mrs. Chirpey, smiling
faintly through her tears. “You are very kind, Master
Wharton, but I shall ’ave to let my little home go.
And what poor Jack will think when he comes back, I
don’t know.”

“They sha’n’t take the things, that’s settled,” said

(3 1]

Harry. “Leave it to me, Mrs. Ehirp(*]r-.

“Oh, Master Wharton, if you only could—"

“It will be all right.”

Wharton returned to the gate. Mr. Gordon, who was
almost in a state of anplexjr by this time, was urging
his men to get on with the moving., But the chums of
Greyfriars barred the way, and showed no intention of
budging.

“It seems that there's only fourteen shillings in
arrears,” said Harry, addressing the shiny gentleman.
“We can raise that easily enough., Will you take the
fourteen shillings, and let the things stay Lere?”

“No, I will not.”

“It would be only decent, you know.”
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“And who is to pay for the expense of bringing the van
from Courtfield?”

“We'll pay that, too.” )

“I decline to have anything to do with you,” sai
Mr. Gordon. “Unless you let my men do their work,
shall call the police.”

“Very well,” said Harry. “It appears that you have
a eaddish agreement with this poor woman, which gives
you the right to claim all the instalments if there are
any arrears. You want four pounds before you'll let
the things alone. I suppose you chaps haven’t got that
sum about you:”

“Ahem! We could raise a quid or so,” said Squifl.

“Turn out your pockets.”

“I refuse to have any dealings wilh.you!” thundered
Lthe shiny gentleman.

“You can’t refuse, if Mrs. Chirpey offers you the money
due,” said Wharton <oolly. “Now, how much can you
fellows raise?”

The chums of the Remove turned out their pockets at
once. DBob Cherry produced a shilling, Nugent a half-
crown, Squiff five shillings, and Hurree Singh two half-
sovereigns. Wharlon added eight shillings.

“One pound sixteen-and-six,” said Wharton. “How
much can you stand, Toddy?”

A Grand, Lon

Comploto 8
Wharten & 5 » tory of Harry

o By FRANX RICHARDS.
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“Sixpence !” said Peter cheerfully.

“Ahem! That's one pound seventeen., Mr.—ahem —
Gordon, will you accept one pound seventeen, and my
promise to send the rest this evening by postt”

“Certainly not!” )

“Very well! You can wait a bit, while we raise the
tin. You cut off to the school, Bob, and borrow some
tin from Smithy and Mauly. They’ll lend it to you like
a shot.” :

“Right-ho!” said Bob. “I’ll be back in half an hour,
Nosey Parker. You can wait till then.”

“I will not wait one minute !” shouted the shiny gen-
tleman. “Hooks, go and fetch a policenan at once.”

“Hold on, Bob!” said Peter Todd. Peter Todd had
been poing through his pockets, apparently in search of
Hﬁmet’iing.

“Found some quids?” asked Wharton, greatly relieved.

Peter Todd grinmed. .

* I'm not & millionaire like Mauly,” he replied. “I
do &t find quids I've forgotten in my pockets. But I've
fou..d my notes.”

“Banknotes?” asked Squiff.

“Just as good as banknotes in this case,” said Todd
cheerfully. “Notes I've been making in my legal
studies.”

“Oh, blow your legal studies!” growled Bob Cherry,
disappointed.

“Wait a bit till you see my notes,” said Todd. “You
can leave this matter to me. I'll deal with Nosey
Parker.” Peter Todd strode towards the shiny gentle-
mman. “Mr. Parker——"

“My name is Gordon!”

“Mr. Parker, you have some of Mrs. Chirpey’s property
in that van. Take it out immediately and replace it in
Mrs. Chirpey’s house, or I’ll call a policeman and have

you arreste L

on a charge of house-Lreaking'

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Good Law!
ETER TODD'S voice rang out sharply as he uttered
P. that astoundine threat. Mr. Gordon stared at
him blankly. His chums stared, too. For the
moment they thought that PFeter Todd wasy
“spoofing ¥ Mr. Nosey Parker in the same way that he
had spoofed Billy Bunter in No. 7 Study. DBut Mr.
Nosey Parker did not look as if he would be spoofed so

easily as the Owl of the Remove.

“0Oh, chuck it, Toddy:.” said lob Cherry.

“Rats!” said Peter. _

“But look here ” hegan Squifl.

Peter Todd smiffed.

“ I kaow what I'm talking about! What’s the gocd
of having a pater a solicitor if you don’t know anything
about the law? Nosey Parker is breaking the law.”

“But—but not really——" exclaimed Wharton.

“Yes, ass, really!” said Todd. *°I1 stake my reputa-
tion as a lawyer upon it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My professional reputation is at stake,” said Peter
Todd loftily. ‘You hear me, Mr. Parker?”
“You—you—you young scoundrel!”

Gordon.

Peter Todd wagged an irritating forefinger at the
infuriated shiny gentleman.

“You’re breaking the law, Mr. Parker, and you know
it, or you ought to know it. Mre.  Chirpey!”

““Yes, Master Todd.”
~ “That man has no right to touch your furniture,
whether the instalments are paid or not, until the end
_of the war.”

“Oh, Master Todd!” pasped Mrs. Chirpey.

“You remarked just now,” went on Peter, “that there
cught to be a law to protect soldiers’ wives whilg their
husbands arve away at the war. Well, madam, our
respected House of Commons is quite in agreement with
you. In spite of the heavy vocal labours they have to
ro through, the honourable members have found time
fo pass a law on that very subject. Your property is
uyuite safe until the end of the war, and Mr. Nosey
Parker has no more vight to touch it than I have, Tf
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he chould remove a single article from your house, you
have a right to take legal proceedings against him.”

“0Oh, Aaster Todd ¥

“But—but is that so, Toddy?” gasped Bob Cherry.

“That is so, my son,” said Peter Todd. “I stake my
professional reputation upon it, my infant. To enlighten
Mr. Parker, who does not seem to know -the law so well
a8 a professional burglar ought to know it, I will read
it out from my notes.” And Peter Todd read out
cheerfully, with the whole crowd listening with great
eagerness and satisfaction: *** Courts Emergency Act,
1914, Geods held under hire and purchase agreements
cannot be seized Ly the owner where paymeuts have
fallen in arrear, if the holder can show that the default
is due to the war.” Is that plain enoughr”

“Plain as your face, Toddy !” =aid Bob Cherry joyfully.
“How do you like that, N{;sey Parker:”

“Hurrah '™

“ Mrs. Chirpey can show that the falling
is due to the war,” grinned Peter Todd.
g0, Mrs. Chirpey”

“Yes, indeed, Master Todd. It’s because my poor hus-
band joined the Army, and the allowance is only half
what he would be earning.”

The shiny gentleman’s face was a study. It was very
probable that he knew the law on the subject quite as
well as Peter Todd, if not better, but he had chosen to
take advantage of the poor woman’s ignorance of that
wise provision made by Parliament for the protection of
soldiers’ dependents.

“Now, Nosey Parker, you touch Mrs. Chirpey’s pro-
perty at your peril,” said Peter Todd. “In taking these
goods without Mrs. Chirpey’s permission, you are house-
breaking., You know it as well as I do.”

“You—you—you 42

“Mrs. Chirpey, this man has no right to touch your
property, He breaks the law in entering your house
without your permission. You have nothing whatever
to be afraid of till the end of the war, and then I hope
old Chirpey will be back safe and sound. Would you
like your prnperti replaced in your house, Mrs. Chirpey?
We’ll all lend a hand.”

“Oh, Master Todd, are you sure

“Quite sure, ma’'am., Mqr father's a solicitor, and I'm
studying the law,” said Peter Todd. *“Nosey Parker
knows it as well as I do—look at his face—I suppose he
calls it a facel”

“Shove the things back !” sheuted Bob Cherry.

“And if you interfere, Nosey Parker, we’ll shove you
into the nearest puddle,” said Peter Todd.

“I will accept the four pounds—I will wait half an
hour ! said the shiny gentleman, choking back his rage.

“You won't do anything of the sort,” said Todd.
“Yon can ¢laim the instalments at the end of the war.”

“J—I am wiiline to forego the claim if the instal-
ments due are paid up—fourteen shillings——"

“Nothing whatever will be paid up,” said Peter Todd
calmly. “Not a stiver, Mr. Parker. You can’t eclaim
anything in law, so long as Mrs. Chirpey’s inability to
pay is due to the war; and you know it.”

The shiny gentleman almost danced with rage. It was
irue, and he did know 1t. '

“And vou ought to be pleased,” said Peter Todd
severely, “as a patriot, you ought to be glad of it,
Think of the efiort it must have keen to the Honourable
Members to leave off gassing for ten minutes and pass
a really useful law like that! You ought to be proud
of the House of Commons, Mr. Parker.”

“Youn—you—you ” Mr. Gordon seemed on the
“Don’t you dore to touch those

into arrcars
“Isn’'t that

LE

things !

“Rats! Take 'em ount of the van, you fellows !”

The juniors did not need a second bidding. They piled
in, and soon had the articles out of the van. Then they
proceeded to carry Mr. Chirpey’s property back into the
vottage. Mrs. Chirpey was weeping with joy now. Mr,
Gorden looked as if he would like to commilf six cases
of manslaughter on the spot. Chairs and tables were
rushed back into the house, and then the juniors laid
Lhands on the little piano. The lwo men blinked in-
quiringly at their employer, ‘but Mr. Gordon made mo
; He was heaten, and he knew it

E1IL.
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The Famous Five rushed the little piano into the house
again, amid loud cheers from the- villagers.

“It’s all right, Mr. Parker,” said Peter Todd comfort-
ingly. “If you're not satisfied, there’s the County Court,
you know. There’s lots of law in this muntry-—hgags
of it—too much, in fact. You can apply for a writ if
you're not satisfied. But I warn you that Mrs. Chirpey
will have a first-class solicitor. I shall make my pater
take her case without fees. And we'll get damages out
of you, Mr. Parker; vou look as if you could afford to
pay damages,” said Peter, squinting at Mr. Gorden 1n
guite a professional maniuer. ‘

“ You—you—von " stuttered the shiny gentleman.

“My hat ! said Peter, as if struck by a sudden roflec-
tion. “I’ll get my pater to take it up anyway. and bring
an action for wrongful distraint. You wouldn’t have
a leg to stand on—we should win hands down, and Mrs.
Chirpey would get damages—" '

The shiny gentleman looked quite sickly.

Without a word more, he turned and walked away, and
his two men, grinning—apparently not at all displeased
by the defeat of Mr. Gordon—mounted into the van and
drove off. The crowd of villagers followed Mr. Gerdon
down the street, hissing and booing, til] he dodeed into
the railway-station and escaped them.

“Jolly good afterncon’s work,” said Bob Cherry, as
the jumiors came out of the cottage. “We've lost our
little spin, but it was worth it."”

“We're learning a lot of law,” grinned Squiff. *Who'd
have thought the House of Commons would have so much
sense’ I shall tell them about this in New South Wales
when I go home.”

“Ha, Tm, ha!”

“ rood-bye, Mrs. Chirpey!”

Mra, Chirpev’s plump face was all amiles now.

“I don't know how to thank wou, woung

L]

aeutle-
men——

“0Oh, don’'t mench!™

“Jack will be so glad when I write and tell him,” said
Mrs. Chirpey. “He'd have felt so bad, out there in the
trenches, if I'd ‘ad to tell him as his little home was
broke up. You dear, good boys—"

“And vou remember, Mrs, Chirper, that if that man
comes along again, shut your door nnd send one of the
nippers for a policeman,” said Peter Todd.

“T'll remember, Master Todd !”

“And if you're in trouble again, vow let me know,”
went on Peter Todd. “I'm geing to be a lawyer, you
know, and I know all about these things. If your land-
lord bothers you, f'rimstance, you let me know. I'll
bottle him up. Now promise me.” ,

“Indeed I will, Master Teodd:” said Mrs. Chirpey
gratefully. “I'll let you know at once.”

“That’s right! Good-bye, Mrs. Chirpey "

And the chums of the Remove returned to their bicyeles
exceedingly satisfied with their afternoon’s work.

Billy Bunter brightened up.

III

after Bunter’s “bailing out ” in No. 7 Study—
and the Owl of the Remove was at work again on tho
Chirpey subscription. Bumter had had so much suceess
that he was quite encouraged. While Harry “Wharlon
& Co. were dealing with the shiuﬂ gentleman, and ares-
cuing Mrs. Chirpey’s little home, Billy Bunter had been
going round with his notebook and peneil raising sub-
gcriptions for ““smokes ” for Private Chirpey.

The subscriptions had all found their way to the tuck-
shop. Bunter salving his conscience with the reflection
that he was going to make it up out of his postal-order
—when it ecame. It had not cowe yet.

There seemed to be l.]llitﬁ a lot of Patrintisnl in the
Remove lying about unused, so to speak. William
George Bunter had made quite a good thing out of it
so far. Indeed, by this time he had come to look upon
Private Chirpey and his alleged need of smokes as a
regular source of income.

Most of the Remove had handed out something, and
some of the Fourth, and the fellows were beginning to
inquire when the smokes were to be despatched to
Private Chirpey. :
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A Gild-Edged Stunt!

GUESS that’s a ripping stunt !”
Thus Fisher T. Fish,
It swas the day
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Bunter svas so0 much encouriged that after leasons

on tnis special afternoon, he ventured to tackle Fisher
T. Fizh. the American junior. To get any money out of
Fisher T. Fish would have been a thirteenth task for
Hereules, which would lhave put the original twelve quite
i the shade. But Bunter, having squeezed the rest of the
Porm dry, so to speak, made the attempt. And Fisher
T. Fizh's remark seemed to promise success.

" A regular top-notch stunt:™ repeated Fisher T. Fish
enthusiastically, “Blessed if I know how a galoot like

ips

vou came to think of it, Bunter!

“I'm a patriot, of course,” explained Bunter. “There's
lots of people who just vell * Rule, Britannia!’ and keep
their money in their trousers’-pocket. I ain't one of
that sort. I'believe in locking after the soldiers.”

“How much are vou making out of it:” asked Fisher
T. Fish, in his business-like way,

**Oh, really, Fishy ”

“It's a gilt-edged stunt !” said IMizh.

“Well, I thought it was a good idea,” assented Bunter.
“How much are you going to subscribe, Fishy:”

“Bubscribe! Nix, I guess!”

“Now, look here, Fishy, you said yourself it was a
good idea ”

“So it 1s,” said Fish, “I'm on to this, you bet!”

:‘E’ell, then, how much are you going to hand outr”,

i "ixl!u-

“I put it to you as a patriot—

“Rats! I'm a neutral!”

“sStill, you ought to hand out something, you know,”
argued Bunter. “If the Germans should lick us, they'll
o for the United States mext, you know, and mop up
the ground with you Yankees'” '

“I guess I know that. That's where our cuteness
comes in,” explained Fisher T. Fish. “We're letting
John Bull do the business for us, and saving the money—
see? I guess Uncle Sam is cute, sonny. DBut to come ta
Susiness, how much are you making out of this stunt?”

“I'm not making anything,” said Bunter indignantly.

“Oh, come off I" said Fish. * People don't raise fun
for nothing.* :

) "I'm going to send smokes to the soldiers, you
L

“Bow-wow ! When I want to stand a soldier a smoke
I zuess I'll find the soidier, and hand it to him per-
senally,” said Fish. “ There's too many galoots on the
make to suit me, Bunty., Not that I want to hand out
anything.  No fear! Look here, what are the profits
so far:™”

“There ain’t any profitz!’ roared Bunter. “I've
raised twelve beb so far, and I'm going to send it in
amokes to Chirpey.” .

“Twelve bob!" said Fish thoughtfully. *“ Well, that
ain't bad. You're doing prettv well, I guegss.”

“ It ain't mine, vou fathead!” 3

“I guess it's mere yours than Mr. Chirpey's”
chuckled Fisher T. Fish. "It's simply a stunt—a eilt-
edged stunt. I wonder I never thought of it before, I
vitess I'm on to this—just a few !

r

urged Bunter.

“Why, you—you rotter!” ejaculated Bunter, as
Fmail;p;ﬁ idea dawned upon him. “What are you going
to do?”

"I guess I'm going to raise a subscription for soldiers'
smokes!” chuckled Fisher T. Fish.

* Why, you spoefing rotter—"

Fisher T. Fish hurried away It was really an ex-
cellent “stunt,” as he ealled it in his native lancuace,
If Bunter had made twelve shilliags there was no reason
why Fish, with his superior business abilities, should
not make twelve pounds. Fisher T. Fish hurried to his
study in n state of great glee. He did not intend to
“mooch ” about cadging for tanners in the Lower
Fourth. His idea was to place all Greyfriars under con-
tribution. The business-man of the move gave the
matter a great deal of thought, and the more he thoueht
ﬂl]!}llt-tit- the more satisfied he was with that excellent
“stunt.” :

Fisher T. Fish had often schemed little schemes for
making money, but he had generally found a difficulty
in raising the capital necessary to his little enterprises.
But this “stunt” did not require any capital. It was

11
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the best “stunt ’ Fisher T. Fish had ever thought of,
and he was greatly oblized to Billy Bunter for putting
that valuable idea into his businesslike head.

Bunter stood blinking with dismay and wrath. There
was to be a rival in the field, and contributions would
certainly fall off. The Owl of the Remove was indignant.
It was his idea, and Fisher T. Fish was collaring it in
the most barefaced way. Besides, Billy DBunter was
chocked at Fish’s unscrupulousness. Fish was evidently
on the make. And Bunter’'s intentions, at least, were
eood; he fully meant to despatch those smokes to
I’'rivate Chirpey when his postal-crder came,

“The awful rotter!” murmured Bunter. “Fancy
wanting to make money out of a patriotic fund! I mever
heard of anything quite so low down as that. The beast
will get in subscriptions that really belong to me—to my
fund, I mean. The mean beast!”

And Billy Bunter resolved to make a desperate effort
to raise some more subscriptions before Fisher T. Fish
eould get to work. He rolled inte the common-room,
where he found most of the Remove, Harry Wharton &
Co. were discussing an aﬁprnaching cricket match with
Rookwood School, when Buntsr came up, notebook and

ncil in hand. o ) ‘

“I say, you fellows, my subseription will be closing
soon,” said Bunter. “I suppos:z you are going to whack
out a little more?”

“What 1

“T want to make it up to an even quid,” gaid Bunter
firmly. "

“So you're at it again!” demanded Harry Wharton,

“You remember the narrow escape you had yester-
day,” said Sguiﬁ sternly. ‘' You remember we had to
bail you out.’ ;

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“Took here, how much are you going to eubscribe?”
asked Bunter, unheeding. ‘ That cad Fishy is going to
start a fund.”

“ Another giddy - Richmond in the field!” grinned
Squiff. “This seems to be catching.” : _

“If vou fellows will make up eight bob that will
make tie quid—" _

“You fat rotter!” eaid Peter Todd. " Give me that

notebook !”
- “Wha-a-at for?”

“To put in the fire!” o e

“ But—but it’s got all the subscriptions down in it.

“ And where's the money ?”

“Ahem! When the time comes to send the smokes to
Private Chirpey that will be all right. You have the
guarantece of my word for that!” said Bunter, with
dignity. _

“Fat lot of good that is,” said Peter Todd. “ Gentle-
men, will you do me the favour fo cast your eyes upen
this document?” .

Peter Todd took a sheet of impot paper from his
pocket. Billy Bunter gave a yell as he recognised his
confession.

“You beast, Toddy! Give it to me!” he shouted.

Peter Todd pinned the paper on the wall, out of the
recach of the fat junior. The Removites gathered round
to read it with great curiosity. It was a very interest-
ing document, somewhat original orthographically.

“T hearby and hearwith confess that I got the fellows
to hand me cash, legaly turmed spondulicks, under the
retence of sending smoaks to Privit Chirpey, now doing
Eiﬁ dewty to king and country in the trenches, with the
intenshun of blowing it in gussling in the tuckshop, wich
1 have akordingly dunm, thereby and therewith comiting
the crime of embezlement and high treason, for wich I
now reppent sincearly, as witness my eignature here-
. inunder apended. Wirriam Grors: BuxTrm,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You rotter! (limme that paper!” yelled Bunter.
“ Gentlernen, this eonfession was written out and signed
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oy William George Bunter, in the presence of Polices
constable Wiblev, of the Femove——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And now you know where your money goes when
vou subscribe to Bunter’s fund.”

“The fat rotter!” roared Bolsover major, “He’s had
ninepence out of me. Where’s my ninepence, Bunter?”

“Where’s my tuppence?” demanded Micky Dezmond.

“Where's my tanner?”

“ Where's my bol:”

The subscribers to the Bunter patriotic fund gathered
threateningly round the Owl of the Remove. Bunter
hlinked at them in dismay. -

“I—I say, you fellows, it’s all right,” he stammered.
“I—I'm going to make it up out of my postal-order,
you know.”

“Collar him!”

“Now-ow-ow! Leggo!”

“Shove that notebecok in the fire,” gaid Bolsover
major. “ He's swindled us, and we sha’n’t see the money
again. We'll give him smokes for soldiers! We'll give
him the frog's march round the Ciose!”

“Hear, hear'!”

“0Oh, I say—I say, you fellows! Mum-mum-mume-
my puﬁtal-nré’ler’ﬁ coming this evening, and—and I'm
going to blue it on old Chirpey, you know—all of it!

Yow-ow! Leggzo my ear, Bulstrode! TYou beast!
Yarooooh! Oh, erumhbs!”

“Bring his along !”

“Ow-vow! Help!”

Billy Bunter was rushed out of the commen-room in
the midst of a swarm of indignant juniors. They’rushed

him into the Close, and then the patriot of the Remove

was  whipped wup, and frog's-marched round the
quadrang e.

Bump! Bump! Bump! Bump!

“Yaroooh! Help! Fire! Murder! Ow!”

Bump! Bump! Bump! Bump!

“0Oh, crumbs! Chuck it! Leggo! I—I won't do it

L1

any more!” wailed Bunter. say, you fellows—I

Yaroocoop [”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

When the frog’s march was over, William George
Bunter was left on the ground, trying to get his second
wind, And to judge by his wild pgurglings and
gugelings it was a long time before ke got it. E

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

_ Smokes for Mr, Chirpeyl
HE next day Billy Bunter's notice had disappeafed
T from the board. The Owl of the Remove was fed
up with patrictic funds, He anmounced that the
Army in Flandere could gn and eat coke, so far as
he was concerned. But though Bunter’s notice was gone
there was another pinned up in its place, which the
Remove fellows read with great interest. It was in the

“fist ” of Fisher Tarleton Fish.

“NOTICE! .
“Grand patriotic meeting will be held in the Ra
after lessons! All true patriots sre requested to attend!

England expects every maa to do his duty.
° a 4 “F. T. Fisu.”

®here was 2 buzz of comment over that extraordinary
notice. The general opinion was that Tishy was “on
the make " again., True, Fisher T. Fish was a great
patriot, but his patriotism was of the star-spangled
variety, naturally, and was confined to the great
Yew-nited States, as he ealled his native land. The
juniors agreed that it was like Fishy's cheek fo call a
patriotic meeting at all.

“We'll go,” said Bob Cherry.
and rag him for his cheek!” _

“ The beast’s on the make!” growled Billy Bunter.
“ He’s borrowed my idea—only he’'s going to keep the

money ) ;
"A:Ld what did you do with it?” demanded Squaff,

s . o 1

“I'm going to make it up out of my 11n:-ptlhl.]”—nrdfr,

said Bunter leftily. “I'm cxpecting a postal-order
ehortly.”

“WWe'll jolly well go
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“And I'll tell you what,” eaid Bolsover major

emphatically. “ When you do get a remittance, Bunter,
you're going to do it, too. You do get some money
now sometimes, now your pater's swindling the War
Office.”
“Ha, ha, ha!” |
“ And the next cash you get goes to Private Chirpey,”
eaid Bolsover. “ We’ll all see to.that!” _
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s the postman!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry.
Billy Bunter’s face was a study. In point of fact, he
was really expecting a remittance at last. It is an ill
wind that blows nobody good, and the war had brought
profit to Bunter-senior, and Billy had benefited by it.
The juniors surrounded old Blagg in the Close.
“1Is there a letter for Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton,
laughing.
es, sir.”
“ Hooray !”
“I say, you fellows——
“Hand it out!” said Peter Todd. “ As Bunter’s legal
representative, I take charge of his correspondence.””
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Toddy, you beast, gimme my letter !” yelled Bunter.
“ Here you are, my son! Come on, and we’ll all help
you open it!”
“I don’t want you to help me. I—I—7
“’Tain’t a question of what you want, but what you're
going to get,” explained Peter. “Open that letter!”
“ Look here——"
“Open it, or we’ll jolly well open it for you!” roared
Bolsover major.
“1 say, you fellowe——""
“Bump him!”
“Yow! Leggo! I'm opening it, ain’t-I17" yelled
Bunter, digging his fat thumb into the envelope.
A ten-shilling currency note came into view as Billy
Bunter opened the letter. It was a remittance at last.
“Good!" said Peter Todd. “ Bunter owes Private
Chirpey twelve shillings, and I'll tell you what. We'll
»lend him two, and make it up.”
“ Hear, hear!”
“(Come on, Bunter! We'll come with you and get
thn things sent off,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“ Look here——"'
“Yank him along ! .
“I say, yvou fellows, this isn’t a postal-order, you
know. This—this is a curreney note!” howled Bunter.

~ “T told you plainly that I was going to take it out of my

postal-order—when it comes.”

“Bring him along!”

“Look here, you rotters—— Yow!
Oh, crumbs! Oh! Ah! Yah!”

The grinning crowd hustled the Owl of the Remove
down to the gates. They were grinning, but they were

;in deadly carnest.  DBunter had raised the fund for
Private Chirpey, and Private Chirpey was going to have
tho benefit of it.

“Just time to get down to I'riardale and send off the
smokes, and get back to dinner,” said Bob. “We shall
have to run all the way. Put it on, Bunter.”

“Yow! I c-c-can’t!” :

“Oh, buck up! Remember this is your own idea, and
wo're helping you carry it out. Desides, 1t’s patriotic,
and you're nuts on patriotism.”

“You beast!”

“Haf ba, ha! Help him along !”

Billy Bunter was helped along the lane. e had a
strong objection to running all the way to the village;
but with Bolsover major behind him, dribhling him like
.a foothall, he decided to run. Puffing and panting like
a pair of very old bellows, the Owl of the Remove
charged along the lane, letting out a wild yelp whenever
he received assistance from a friendly boot,

He was gasping spasmodically, and streaming with
perspiration, by the time he reached the village
tobacconist’s. The crowd of juniors marched him into
the little shop. The astonished tobacconist at first
declined to serve them, but, on Bob Cherry explaining
that the required smokes were for Mr. Chirpey, he handed
out his goods. Bolsover major fastened a thumb and
finger that felt like a vice upon Billy Bunter’s fat ear,
and procceded to apply pressure at the first hint of
objection from DBunter. :{]uuter made only one attempt to
object; then ha wailed with anguish, and gave 1t up.
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Smokes to the value of twelve shillings were made u
into a neat little bundle, and were paid for with Bunter’s
ten-ghilling note, and two shillings generously subscribed
by the juniore. Then the parcel was handed to Bunter.

The fat junior gasped with wrath as he was-marched
out of the shop. That remittance was to have provided
him with a first-class feed, and now the feed was gone
from his gaze like a heautiful dream. His feelings were
almost too deep for words. - 4 3

Straight to the post-office his unmerciful comrades
marched him, and there the parcel was addressed to
* Private J. Chirpey, 1331, 1st Batt. Loamshire Regiment,
British Expeditionary Force, France.” Billy DBunter
groaned as it was passed over the counter,

“Better register it, Bunter,” said Nugent. “It's
safer.”

“Ounly cost you fifteenpence,” said Bob Cherry.

“1 haven’t got fifteenpence!” howled Bunter. “I'm

stony !I” _

“Well, T'll lend it to you,” said Peter Todd. * But,
mind, I shall expect it out of your next remittance.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The fifteenpence was duly paid, and the parcel regis-
tered to Private Chirpey. Then the juniors quitted: the
post-office, chuckling.

“Just time to get in, if we put it on!” said Bob Cherry,
“Run for-it!”

“Come on, Bunter!”

“Yow! You rotters! I'm tired!”
“All gerene! We’'ll help you! Take his other ecar,
Franky !” |

“Yarooooop! Leggo!”

“Stuff! We're not lﬁning to let you be late for dinner,
and get ragged by old Quelch,” said Bob. “After the
noble way you've raised a patriotic fund we're going
to look after you, Bunter.” .

“Oh, you rotter! Ow! Leggo my car! I’ll be late!
I won’t run! Yah! I'm not coming! Beast!” :

“ Well, your ear’s coming,” said Bob. -“I'm taking that
w1tth“ me, anyway. You can do as you like about the
rest.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry started off at a rum, with an iron grip on
Bunter’s fat ear. Bunter’s car went with him, and,
needless to say, Bunter. went, too. The juniors did not
slacken down till they reached the school, where they
were just in time to hear the bell ring for dinner. Billy
Bunter dropped into his seat at the Remove table, with
:. gasp that was like air escaping from a badly-punctured

yre,

It was a good five minutes before he could start on
his dinner. Still, when he did start, he soon-made up
for lost time. When the Removites came out of the
dining-room after dinner Bob Cherry tapped Bunter
affectionately on the shoulder.

“Ripping good ideas of yours, raising these . funds,
Bunter!” he said affably. “I’ll tell you what—we’ll
help you as much as you like after this. Whenever you
rnﬁsi any subscriptions we'll see that you send them off—
what?"

Billy Bunter replied only with a enort. Tha.lasl; had
been heard of the Bunter Patriotic Fund.

— —

THE .NINTH CHAPTER,
Square as a Die!

R. QUELCH, the master of the Remove, looked
'M surprised. :
There had been a knock at his study door, and,
in response to his “Come in!” Fisher T. Fish had
entered, carryiug in one hand a notebook, and in the other
a large biscuit-tin. Mr. Quelch’s surprised glance rested
on the biscuit-tin. Why the Yankee junior should present
himself in his FPorm-master’s study with a biscuit-tin was
a mystery.
“Well, Fish?” eaid the Remove master inquiringly.
“I hope I'm not interrupting vou, sir?”
“As a matter of fact, you are. However, what is it?"”
*“I-guess it’s something I want to ask your approval of;
13
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pir. A good idea came into my head—a first-class idea,
sir, and very patriotic—but T wanted to submit it to your
judgment before carrying it out.”

“Indeed! You may go on.”

“You see, sir,” rattled on Tish glibly, “as a citizen of
the Yewnited States, I gucss I'm a ne autral in this war.
But my idea is, sir, that a citizen of the Yewnited States
18 bound to back up the Oid Country—as the soug says,
sir:

“ ¢ Motherland—2Motherland,
See thy children band-in-hand!"”

“Really, Fish,” said the puzzled Form-master, “I do
not quite understand vou.”

“I guess I'll explain, sir.
my popper——"

“Your what?”

“ My popper, sir, in Noo York.”

“May I ask what a popper is, Fish?”

Fisher 'I'. Fish  with difficulty repressed a smort of
disgust. That a man who had the cheek to e a Form-
master in a public school should be so densely ignorant
as not to knew what a papper was made him tived.

T

~ mean my father, -u
“Oh, I see! " But
“My popper has remitied me a first.chop tip,”

Fish, “and myv idea lﬁ, to use it up,

chocolate to the troops.”

“My dear Fish, that is a very generous resolution!
-c:x:.l.mnf:d My, L,}ueifh grmtlg, surprised. IHe had nover
suspected Fisher T. Fish of being generous. * You
certainly have my 1]:~prm.1l

“Ahem! That isn’é all, sir. T guess I want to make
a big order of it. And my idea is to raise an equal
amount among the fellows.”

“ Certainly, that is not a bad idea, Fish, though you
must not. press boys for subesriptions. Everything that
is given should be freely offercd.”

“ Oh, qmte so, sir! I really think it is a gilt-edged
::nuni air.

“ A—a—a what?”

“A ripping wheecze, T mean, sir. We say stunt in
the Yewnited States. May I put a notice on the collect-
ing-box, sir, that I have your approval#”

* Certainly, IFish!”

“And perhaps yon would be kind enough to start the

I've had a remittance from

said
sir, in sending

I!'I'

sir! I'm putting your name down to head the list. My,
Quelch, 1wo-and-six,” =aid IPish, making an eniry in hkis
kook. “'This is very kind of you, sir. Chocolate i~ an
awfully good thing for soldiers on the march, especially
when they run short of grab. Thank you very much,
sir 17

“Not at all, Fish.”

Fisher T. Fish left the study in a state of great satis-
faction,  His subscription had started well——under the
auspices of the Form-master. The sugeestion Mr. Queleh
had made amounted to a cnmnnn{!, and Fish conld not
venture to disregard it, in casc-of mquiry afterward by
Mr. Quelch. But Fish {]u] not intend to have any senior
prefeets meddling with his fund. Iie prided himself upoi
the fact that he was quite deep enough to deal with Mr.
Quelch, He had vndertaken to form a committee of nt{!vr
beys than himself. Mr. Quelel: understood, by that,
committee of seniovs. But there were older Dovs ‘“h"ll.
Fish in the Remove. TFishy intended to carry out the
letter of his promise, and leave ihe spirit of it to take
care of itself,

There was a crowd in the IL‘IH waiting fer Fisher T.
IFish. They had come there with the intention of 1 aggine
the enterprizing Yankece—cencluding =t once |:"lt his
“Grand Datriotic Meeting 7 was a mew “stunt ™ for
squeczing money oul of his schoolfellows, and :ticking
to it. Prebably Fisher T. Fish had forescen that. But
the juniors could hardly rag a movement that had
received the benediction of their Form-master.

“Here he is!” exclaimed a dozen voices, as the Yankee
junior came into the Rag with the biscuit-tin under his
arm,

“What’s the swindle this time, Fishy?"

“Who are you spocfing #”

isher 1. Fish slammed the bisenit-iin down c¢n the
table, and pointed to it with 2 bony ferelinger.

“Look at that!” he said.

The juniors looked at it.
in large letters:

On the tin was an inscription

“GREYFRIARS BSOLDIERS’ CHOCOLATE TFUXD,
UNDER THE PATRONAGE OF MR. QUELCIL.”

“ Gentlemen—"" began Fish,

“You spoofer!” cxelaimed Bob Clmlr_f, “Yaou've no

subseription?” sug- ight to use
gested Fish, Ly Ul Q'H'-Ithj, s name !
TR, i = - T - a - AP Y “- * r'.
ey good i ) .k S bl s £
Fish, I suggest, NEXT WEEH$ i as taken the func

GRAND STORY , f

however, that you Ml.
should mot ecarry {iy Tl R
this matter . " ol
through by your- '.;ll[_
self: It would be  §iy [(IRERI ==
mere  satisfactory ‘ﬂlﬂﬂﬂ m =
to place it in !1&]111 (gl
hands of an older T & |
boy—one of the E[Em‘ﬂli
prefects for
instance.’ .
“I guess I could
handle it all right,
gir. But if yom
think best, sir, I'll
form a committee
of older fellows
than myself to sce
‘it throueh.”
“Yes, that will
ecriainly be more
gatisfactory.”
Fisher 'I. Fish
put the bisenit-tim
on the table; and
Mr. Quelch, vnder-
stunding now what
it was for, dropped
a half-crown into
it.
“Thank yonu, & :
Tur Magyxrr LIBRARY.—No. 387,
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under his patron-
age,” said Fish
loftily. *“He has
subseribed the first
half-erown.
There's the half-
erown, and here’s
the Fntr:,f in the
book.”

"My hat1?
“The hatfulness
is terrific! Fishy
must be playing
gamefully this
time !  exclaimed
Hurree Singh.
“Our venerated
Formmaster
would not payfully
subecribe - to  a
Fishy swindle.”
B Harry Wharton
W o & . Co. were
g A P puzzléd. The rag-
ging did not begin,
The Removites
decided to |hear
what Fisher T.
Fish had to =ay
first.
“Gentlemen,

OF TRE



EVERY
MONDAY,

The “ Magnet”

LIERARY,

45 i 7, S
= A%
|
iyl
T I =
m_ i | = E =
HEIEE
7]
i
o )
=
e
= --T1 ::'-'_1:'
= \
. .
Ij i |
| /l I
i
i
Y
s
e e e S e,
;.,r__ e DA e :: _‘:‘1_:_:‘;‘:“- .'_:L ﬂ."'u_.lh"h.
P L U

e
e T g

" Are not these boys to be punished for their insolence ? " stuttcred Mr. Grubb. “1 should hardly be likely to
l punish my boys for generously defending a poor woman against an extremely heartless and unscrupulous man,

i his eyes.

sir! " said the Head, with a flash i
. this man out at once.”

He touched a bell, and Troiter appeared.

‘* Trotter, kindly show
(See Chapter 14.)

allow me to explain, My popper in Noo York has sent
me a remittance. I guess I'm whacking it out. Gentle-
men, every subseription made to my chocelate fund will
be added to by me, out of my own dollars., Get that?”

“Gammon!”

“ At Mr. Quelech’s sugmestion, I am forming a committee
to administer the fund——"

“Oh 1™

“1 hereby call upon three fellows to volunteer to act
on the committee——" _

“I'm your man!” exclaimed Billy Bunter promptly.
“I'll take charge of the money, Fishy.”

“Keep your fat paws off that biscuit-tin I roared Fisher
T. Fish. *“I guess I want three fellows older than myself,
Whe's older than I am?”

“1 am,” said Peter Todd.
a thousand years in brains.”

THE MaGNET LiBRraRY.—No. 387,

“Three months in time, and

like Bunter?

“You'll do, Teddy. Mauleverer, too

“Begad!” said Lord Mauleverer.

“ And Wharton, you've only two days oider than I am.”

“All serene,” said Harry. “Bul I warn you that if
I';m cn the committee, this 1s going to be a fair deal.”

“Yaas, berad,” said Lord Mauleverer. " Nene of your
larks, Fishy.”

“I'Nl sce to that,” said Peter Todd. * You can regard
me as the selicitor to the fund. Get on; Fishy.”

“Of course, it's a square deal!” exelaimed Fisher 'T.
Fish indignantly. “ Do you think I'm a swindling spoofer
The committee will see that the money 1s
expended in chocolate of the first quality, and despatched
to Kitchener’s Army. It will be up to them to see 1t
done.”

“Well, that looks square.enough,” said Bob Cherry,
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“I guess it's square as a die.”

“ But if it's square, what have you got a hand in it for,
Fishy?”

“I guess I'm not hyer to answer goat questions,” said
Iish loftily. * Listen to me! Every suhbscription to the
fund increzsed by ten per cent. by me personally, Every
fellow who puts up half-a-quid, f'rinstance, will know that
I put a shilling to it. And I guess you can see me do it."

“(reat Scott!”

“The great-Scottfulness is simpl;; terrific.
turning over an esteemed new leaf.’

“ Well, this beats the band!”

The juniors were gimply astounded. They had taken
it for granted that Fisher T. Fish was on the make again.
But this seemed amazingly square. If Fisher T. “Fish
added ten per cent. to the subscription, and the
administration of the fund was in the hands of a
committee of three fellows who were known to be above
suspicion, it did not seem possible even for the cute and
businesslike Fishy to “ make " anything. Look at it how
they would, the jumiors could not see a hole for the
husiness-man of the Bemove to creep out of. Fish would
be out of pocket to the extent of ten per cent. of the total
amount of the fund; there  did not seem to be the
sliphtest doubt about that,

It was incredible, but there it was. Harry Wharton
& Co. hegan to feel that they had done Fishy an injustice.
They had believed that it was impossible for the cute
business-man of the Remove to be “square.” But this
scheme was, as Bob Cherry remarked, perfectly
quadrilateral.

“T puess I've surpried you, what?” remarked Fish.

“You have!” gasped Wharton, *“So far as 1 can see,
this isn’t a swindle at all.”

“Of course it isn't, you jay.
under the patronage of Mr. Quelch. T guess I'll show you
I mean business from the word go. There's half-a-crown
in the tin. Ten per cent. of half-a-crown 1s threcpence.
There’s the three D."

Fish clinked three pennies into the tin.

“ Iishy, old man,” said Bob Cherry, “I Lez your pardon,
Here's a bob from me.”

“ And another from me."”

“ Here's another !

“Hear, hear!” said I'ish. *“Gimme time to put my
little bit in. No deception, gentlemen. I shove in ten
per cent. along with the sub; and you all see me do it,
and every amount is entered in this book under your eyes.
I guess nothing could be squarer than that.”

And, to the amazement of the jumiors, Fisher T. Fish
kept his word. He cven erred on the side of generosity
when the sum went into fractions. For instance, ten per
cent, of a shilling was a penny and a fraction; and I'ish
made it three-halfpence. Lord Mauleverer, who rolled in
filthy lucre, dropped a sovereign into the tin, and Fish

romptly backed it up with a two-shilling piece. The
%ﬂunder handed out two sovereigns, with rather a
flourish, and Fish added four shillings. Hurree .Singh
contributed half-a-quid, and Fish put a shilling to 1t.

Evidently the thing was “square.” For every sub was
entered immediately into the book, and every_sum was on
record, for reference; and the committee of three could
be trusted to see that the accounts were not cooked.

The subscription was a tremendous success. Every
fellow in the Hag shoved in something, excepting Billy
Bunter. Bunter couldn’t, having been disappointed about
a postal-order. Snoop put in a penny, and grinned as he
waited for I'ish to add ten per cent. of that. Fish made
it a halfpenny, proudly anmouncing that he was going
up to fifty per cent. on small contributions.
~ “Well, this is a wheecze,” said Bob Cherry. “If you

keep this up, Fishy, you'll be standing more than any-
body else.”

“T guess that's the stunt; that’s what T mean to do,”
said Fish loftily. “Now, then, any more contributions?
You can all begin over again if you like.”

“I guess we're done,” grinned Peter Todd.
gee how miich there i3, and—"

“The subscription isn't closed yet,” said Fish. “I'm
taking this tin round fer a bit., 'The Third and the
Fourth and the Shell ought to have a chance. The sub-
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scription closes to-morrow evening, when I shall expect
the committee in my study to make up the accounts, and
take charge*of the money. The adminisiration of the
fund is wholly in the hands of the conmittee; I guess 1
shall wash my hands of it when I’ve finishéd collecting.”

And Fisher T. Fish walked away with the clinking
hiscuit-tin, leaving his Form-fellows overcome with
astonishment,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Balance-Sheet!

HE next day Fisher T. Fish’'s chocnlate fund was
T poing very strong.”
Some of the fellows put in contributions for the
mere sake of making Fishy shell-out. But Fishy
took it quite cheerfully. For every sub, he made an entry
in his little book, and clinked ten per cent. into the
biscuit-tin,

The juniors had not recovered from their amazement.

Harry Wharton and Mauleverer and Todd, the com-
mittee, meant to see that the money was expended for the
purpose for which it was raised; there wasn’t going to he
the slightest doubt about that. If the cute Yankee had
any “stunt " up his zleeve for “ freezing " to the fund, or
any part of it, they were quite prepared to deal with him
in the most drastic manner, by “ methods of barbarism "
if necessary.

As Fisher T. Fish could not fail to be aware of that,
they concluded that, for once, F. T. Fish was acting on -
the sauare.

The hiscuit-tin occupied a prominent place on the table
in No, 14 that day, and a good many fellows came along
with contributions. After morning lessons, Temple,
Dabney & Co. of the Fourth dropped in. They were very
suspicious—they knew Fishy. Fisher T. Fish, with un-
tiring patience, esplained the whole scheme to them, and
cheerfully showed his account-book with the entries
marked in it.

“ Blessed if I can understand it,” said Temple. “ This’ll
cost you two or three pounds, if it's all square.”

“I puess I’m prepared for that!”

“ And you're shelling out the ten per cent. every time?”
demanded Fry.

“Yep! You can see me do it."”

“ And Wharton and Todd and Mauleverer dispose of the
fund *”

* Surel”

“Well, that’s squara enough. There's five bob.”

Fisher T. Tish added sixpence at once.

“ Oh, rather !” said Dabney. * And there’s a boblat.”

Fish clinked three-halfpence into the tin.

“Well, this beats me,” said Temple. ° But it must be
square—Wharton wouldn’t have a hand in a swindle, I
wish you luck, Fishy!”

“Thanks!”

Temple, Dabney & Co. departed convinced, but very
muech puzzled. Coker of the Fifth came along later.
Coker, too, wanted convincing, but he was open to con-
viction, and he put in a half-sovercign. Coker had an
uncle in the war, so he was naturally interested in war
funds. Coker watched Fish make the entry in the book
and add a shilling to the half-sovereign,

‘“ Well, this takes fhe cake,” said Coker. “I tuke back
some of the things I've thought about you, Fish¥”

“Dh, that’s all right,” said Tish airily. * You can
always depend on me for a square deal. That’s where I
live, sir.” .

During tlhe day the fund under the patronage of Mr.
Quelch progressed remarkably. After lessons Fisher 'T.
Fish, who was blessed with any amount of nerve, made a
round of the masters’ studies, and “squeezed” contribu-
tions from Mr. Prout, and Mr. Capper, and Mr. Blaine,
and Mr. Twigg. He tried the Sixth Form passage, and,
after due explanation, several of the seniors " whacked
out” contributions. Fisher T. Fish scemed likely to
raise enough cash to purchase chocolate erough for hals
the New Army. _ .

As the time drew near for the committee meeting in
Fish’s study, there was considerable excitement 1in the

Remove on the subject.
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It was zll square—square as a die, apparently; but the
juniors knew their Fish so well that there was a lingering
doubt in some minds—in the back of their minds, as 1t
were. :

Some of the fellows could not help thinking that Fishy
had some sort of a scheme for sticking lo some of the
cash, Otherwise, what had he doune it for? The gentle
Alonzo Todd suggested that Fishy had seen tlie error ef
his ways, aud had turned over a new leaf, and resolved
to be a model character, and it really looked as if Alonzo
was right. And Fish was gratified with the assurance
that Alonzo’s celebrated Uncle Benjamin would highly
approve of his conduct.

At seven o'clock—the hour fized for the committee
meeting to take over the fund—quite a little army
marched to Fish’s studys DBut the Yankee junior was on
guard at the door,

“No admittance except on business?
“Members of the committee, this way, please!
galoots not admritted.”

Wharton and Peter Todd and Lord Mauleverer came in.
They were ready for business. Fisher T. Fish unmerci-
fully closed the door on the vest, and locked it.

“ 8it down, gentlemen,” szid Fisher T. Fish. “I guess
we're going to have this in order—all fair and square.”

“I guess we are,” said Peter Todd, with emphasis,

“Where's the cash?” asked Harry Wharton,

*Ahem !"

“Begad, I don’t see the bisenit-tin!” remarked Lord
Mauleverer, blinking round in his sleepy way. " What
have yvon done with the eash, Fishy "

“I1 guess the durocks will be produced at the right
moment,” said Fisher T. Fish. “I want you to go over
the accounts first. I've got ’em all written out, fair and
square. If there’s anything you don’t understand, just
point it out, and I shall be pleased to explain. We're
running this thing on business lines—pure business lines.”

. The committee began to leok suspicious. The absence
of the cash, and the mention of * business "—which, with
Fisher T. Fish, covered a multitude of sins—made them
g0. Was it possible, after all, that the “slim ” Fishy was
“ringing in a cold deal on them,” as he would have
expressed it in the American language.

“Not so much gas,” said Peter Todd; “let’s see the
money.”

“All in good time. In the first place, it’s understood
that the committee give their services free of charge?”

“Eh?"

“I mean, you galoots don’t put in a claim for expenses
on the fundr”

The juniors stared.

“Of course we don’t,” said Wharton angrily. “ Do you
think we're on the maker”

“ All serene—keep your wocl on! Nothing like having
everything out plain, in business matters,” gaid Fish
smoothly. *“ That’s settled, then.”

“Begad!” remarked ILord Mauleverer, who had
apparently been thinking—an unaccustomed exercise with
Mauly. “It looks to me, you kmnow, as if Fishy is a
jolly long time producing that cash, my dear fellows.”

“He's going to produce it,” said Peter Todd grimly,
“ and we're not going to wait much longer, either.”

Fisher T. ¥ish coughed. - +

“T guess the cash is here,” he said. “But I want you
galoots to go over the statement first, and see that all’s
square.” _

“Well, hand cut the statement.”

Fisher T. Fish produced a sheet of impot paper, nicely
ruled and made up. He laid it on the table before the
committee with a flourish.

“There you are!” he said.
And the committee gazed upon the statement of

accounts, their cyes growing wider and wider as they
gazed., For the statement rau:

F. T. FISH CHOCOLATE FUND.

' lie apnounced.

Other

£ =8 d.

Total contributions 11. 0 0
Ten per cent. bonus ... ... 1 2 0
Total 12 2 0
Personal expenses ... 50 0
Net ... T 20
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While the committee stared blankly at that business-
like statement, Fisher T. Fish laid upon the table the
sum of seven pounds two shillings.

“Count that!” he said briskly.

o o “I reckon you’ll find
1at correet [”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER:
Legal Proc2edings !

ISHER T. FISH rubbed his hands with an air of
satisfaction. The committee stared at the state-
ment of accounts, then they stared at the seven
]immd:a two shillings, and then they stared at Fisher

1. Fish.

t'lgm{.emﬂd hardly believe their eyes and their ears
at fivst.

" Better count the money,” said Fish. “I believe in
having matters of this sort on a husiness feoting, You
can’'t be too careful in financial matters. That sum—
seven. pounds two shillings—is in your hands—you’re
responsible for it. You are to see it spent on chocolate,
and forwarded to the TFront. My part of the business
ends here.”

" Does 1t?” gasped Pefer Todd.
Where's the rest of the money:"

“Eh? What money?”

. There's five pounds missing,”

Fisher T. Fish looked tired.

“I guess that statement accounts for every penny,” he
said. * Here's the account-book with the list of contri-
butions. If you go over 'em carefully, you'll see that the
exact amount is eleven pounds. To that is added a ten
per cent. bonus, subscribed by me out of my own pocket.
That makes twelve pounds two shillings, Deducting five
pounds for personal expenses, that leaves a net result of
seven pouud two. I don’t reckon anything could be
clearer than that.”

*“ P-p-personal expenses!” ejaculated Wharton, finding
his voice at last,

LT YE’P !!!‘

“Begad! We ought to have known he was swindling,”
sald Lord Mauleverer, with a shake of the head. *“He's
spoofed us often enough, my dear fellows.”

“Who's swindling?” demanded Fish hotly.

“You are, dear boy.”

“That is a libellous statement, Mauleverer. If you can
find anything wrong in the accounts, you’re welcome to
point it out.”

“I'll do that,” said Peter Todd; “I'm lawyer for the
fund. It was not stated there would be any deduction for
personal expenses.” b

“If you know anything about the law, yon know that
that’s not essential,” said Fish. ' Nobody ever states that
in advance. Why, in every street in London thgre are
cadgers with collecting-boxes, making collections the
same lines. So long as a certain proportion of the money
ﬁ}l]cci’:,e& is devoted to the fund. the law can’t touch

1em.

“It can’t be so,” said Wharton.

“ Ask Toddy—he knows all about the law, I guess.”

Peter nodded.

“It's so,” he said. “ Lots of thieves are making money
out of the war like that, and they can’t be fouched.
Everybody ought to be careful that he only gives money
to a bona-fide fund, of course.”

*1 guess this is all square,” said Fish. “ There’s a giddy
lawyer’s opinion on it. I calculate you don’t want more
than that.”

“Yes—we want a little more,” said Wharton, “We
want another five quid.”

“1 guess you can want.”

“You've whacked out one-poupd-two in bonuses, and
you've collared five pounds,” said Wharton, looking at
the statement again. *So you make a eclear profit out
PE,,EhE fund of three pounds cighteen shillings, Ia that
ite”

“Not profit—expenses.”

“What expenscs have yon been put tof”

*I guess 1 provided the collecting-box.”

R
TSRy

“Not quite, I think.
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“The use of it,” said Todd

“Exactly. I can charge what I like for the use of my
collecting-box for two days, unless there is a speeial
agreement to the contrary. But that’s only an item.
There's my time.”

“Your time!" ejaculated Wharton.

“Sure! I calculate—I've got it down in black and
white—I've put in ten hours solid work for this fund.
At merely ten shillings an hour that would work-out at
five pounds for time alone.  But I guess I'm letting the
fund offlightly. I'm not on the make. I'm out for
philanthropy this time.”

“You spoofing thief—"

“Hyer, draw 1t mild! T guess I ean't give my valuable
time for nix!” ;

“You'll be doing time egomme day,” said Todd; “and
you won't be doing it for nix—jyou'll be doing it for
stealing.”

7] I E'IIEEE——-" _

Harry Wharton rose to his feet.

“Where's the five pounds?” he asked.

“I guess my money’s in a safe place.”

* %ra you going to produce 1t?”

£ ﬂ'PE-” i

“Then yvou're going to be hammered until you do.”

“ Lok ﬁ}rer, that isn't business!”

“You thieving rotter!”

“XKeep off, you jay! I guess if I get my mad up, I'll
mop up the study with you. And I calculate that if you
hammer me black and blue and pink, you won’t eatch
sight of my five pounds. I know how to look after my
money, sir. You hear me?” -

“Hold on!"” said Peter Todd. * There's plenty of time
for hammering. We'll settle this matter legally—quite
according to law. Hold on, Wharton I

“ Look here——" roared Wharton.

“Shush! Let's be legal,” said Peter Todd. * Fishy
has acted legally—he’s as legal a thief as you could find
outside prison. Now we're going to nail him legally, and
Fishy will be satisfied. Let the other fellows in.”

“I guess—"

Wharton opened the door. He was willing to let the
‘lawyer of the Remove take the matter in hand; but
upen one point he was resolved—that the schemer should
hand over the whole amount of the money.

The crowd in the passage came swarming in. They
were eager to know how the committee was getting on.
They had heard Wharton’s raised voice, and guessed that
all was not goiflg smootlily. And they were prepared
to make mincemeat of Fisher T. Fish, if nceded.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the row?"’ Bob Cherry
inquirei 1

“ Fishy stealing again®” asked Squifi.

Wharton held up the balance-sheet,

‘There was a roar of wrath at once. Tisher T. Fish
dodged round the table. He was getting alarmed. It
was always a difficulty in his little schemes that the other
fellows had no understanding of business as understood
in “Noo" York. 3 '

“Why, that beats DBunter!” exclaimed Nugent.
“ Bunter’'s a model of henesty compared with that!
Coliar him!”
 “Sgueceze the quids out of him !” shouted Tom Brown,

“Order "’ rapped out Peter Todd. * Gentlemen, calm-
ness, I beg! Close the door; and calm yourselves! This
matter cannot be settled in a temper. It must be settled
by legal proceedings.” . "

“I guess that’s correct,” gasped Fisher T. ish. “You
hear that, you jays? Toddy knows all about the law.
He knows that balance-sheet is all right.”

“We all know that you're not sticking to any of the
money, yvou thafe of the world,” said Micky Desmond.
“ That's settled.” o )

“Qh, bump him, and go through his peckets!” said
Bolsover major impatiently.

“ Qrder—order!”’

“ Give Toddy his head,” said Bob Cherry. *Toddy will
gettle him. We can bump him after he’s been condemned
according to law.”

“Go it, Toddy ! gE N

“ Gentlemen, although there is no doubt that Fish is
an unscrupulous raseal, he has kept within the law in
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picking our pockets in this especial manner. There are
two ways of picking pockets—one you can be sent to
prison for, and one you can't be sent to prison for. This
18 the latter kind. However, there are ways and means
of dealing with rogues of this description.”

113 L_ﬂﬂk ].'l}"EI',. Fﬂ“ jajr_-__n

“Anyone found in the act of collecting money, unless
officially authorised, may be {reated as a vagrani, a
rogue, and a vagabond. I call upon Fish to produce his
authorisation from any public bedy in this realm.”

“I—I guess—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” . o

“The accused cannot produce any official authorisation
for making a public collection of money,” said Peter Todd.
“The accused is therefore liable to be dealt with as a
rogue and a vagabond.”

“I calculate——" .

“ According to the ancient law of England, rogues and
vagabonds shall be confined in the stocks for the space
of three days, and may be fined at the discretion of the
court. I suggest five pounds as a suitable fine for this
rogue and vagabond.”

*Hear, hear!”

“This rogue is, therefore, sentenced to a fine of five

ounds, and detention in the stecks for the space of three

ays.”

: Bravo ™

“Hold on!” roared Fisher T. Fish. “That ain't legal.
This isn’t a court. I protest against these proceedings.
There’s no jurisdiction.” '

“If the accused. is not satisfied with the jurisdiction
under which he is tried, it is open to him to .appeal to
the Court of the King's Bench,” said Peter Todd calmly.
“His legal advisers will doubtless take the necessary
steps.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ Look hyer——""

“ Collar him !”

“T order the sentence of the court to be carried out at
once,” said Peter Todd. *The accused is not allowed to
raise any ¢question of jurisdiction. I am prepared to
consider any objection made in writing by his counsel.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Where’s your counsel, Fishy "

* You—you jays——"

“ Kindly place the accused under arrest.”

“You bet!I"”

Tisher T. I'ish was placed under arrest immediately. A
dozen hands grasped him, and he was yanked out from
behind the table. And to judge by the wild howls that
proceeded from the accused he found being placed under
arrest a very painful process.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
In the Stocks!

“ RISONER—"
P “0Oh, you jay!"”
*“ Are you prepared to pay the amount of the
fine?” '
“Nope!” yelled Fisher T. Fish. _
“Then you will be placed in the stocks until the fine
the prisoner;
that is not legal. Bumping is not one of the punishments
vecognised by law, Place the prisoner in the stocks.”

“But where are the giddy stocks?”

“We shall have to make some. Xeep the vagabond
secure—see that he don’t bolt. We can soon make some
stocks, Where’s your tcol-chest, Squiff?”

“ Here you are " grinned Squiff.

“This desk belongs to Fishy. Pitch it over se——"

Crash !

“ Now saw two big holes in the Iid large enough for the
prisoner’s le%s to pass through.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

“You—don't you dare to saw heles in my desk!™
shrieked Fish. :

“Silence in court!”’

“J tell you, I—I guess, you jays, you mugwumps—you
—groocoocoh ! _

A cushion was jammed over Fish's head, and he
spluttered into silence.
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Squiff, who was an amateur carpenter among his other
Fifts, got to work on the spot. e lid of the desk was
arge Eﬂﬂll%‘)h for the purpose. In next to no time Squiff’s
brace and bit bored two holes in it, and then he started
with a saw., The crowd in the study looked on with great
interest, some of them sitting on the prisoner to mdke
gure that he did not escape.

When Squiff had sawed two huge circular holes in the
lid of the desk, Fisher T. Fish's long, thin legs were
thrust through them. The Removites were quite
enjoying the legal proceedings now. Tish's necktie and
braces were used to bind ‘his legs in position in the
improvised stocks. The big desk lay on its side, with its
contents streaming over the floor, recklessly trampled on
by many feet. Fisher T. Fish's legs nassed throngh the
holes in the lid, and were firmly secured there. The
Yankee junior sat on the floor and simply spluttered
with wrath. He made a cluteh at the bonds, to untie
them, but his hands were promptly seized and tied behind
his back.

“Gentlemen, the proceedings are now at an end,” said
Peter Todd. *“The prisoner will remain in the stocks
for three day

i Hﬂe, hﬂ,

“Clear the court!”

With howls of laughter the Removites streamed out
of the study, leaving Fisher T. Fish in the stocks. Fish

lared after them with a homicidal expression on his
ace,

“Lemme outer this!” he yelled.

“Good-bye, Fishy!”

“Yow! I'm getting the cram

“You're welcome to it! No charge!”

“You heard the sentence of the court!” said Peter
Tn%d}s‘h:-rn]f. “You remain in the stocks till the fine is

aid.”

P Oh, you jay!

“The fine, when paid, will be handed over to the
chocolate fund.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“TI guess I'll yaup for help,

“Yaup away!” said Peter cheerfully;
the door of the study, leaving Fisher ’1;'
as much as he liked.

The unhappy business-man of the Remove wriggled in
his bonds. But he could not get loose. Harry Wharton
& Co. were Boy Scouts, and they knew how to tie knots.
And their knots were altogether too much for Fishy.
If the stocks had heen real stocks of the old-fashioned
kind he could not have been held more securely.

“Oh, Jerusalem!” groaned Fisher T. Fish. " What a
go! The jays! The rotters! As if a galoot wasn't
entitled to his expenses—all my valuable time, too!
What the thunder do they think galoots raise funds for,
except to get their expenses out of them? The blithering
jays! Oh, yow!”

For some time Fishy hoped that the juniors would
return., But they did not return. The committee had
carried off the seven pounds two shillings with them.
Squiff, who shared that study with Fisher T. Fish, went
into No. 1 to do his preparation with Wharton and
Nugent, so as to leave the prisoner in the stocks on his
“lonely own.”

Fish thought of yelling for help. But he refrained.
Certainly if a master had found him in the stocks thero
would have been trouble for the cheerful youths who
had inflicted upon him those legal proceedings. But then
the whole story would have come out. Fisher T. Fish
might, or might not, feel easy in his conscience about
keeping five pounds from the fund under the head cf
cxpenses. His conscience was a remarkably easy-going
one. But he knew that Mr. Queleh would not he satisfied
—indeed, that he would be terribly angry if he discovercd
the use Fish had put his name to. Fisher T. Fizh would
rather have remained in the stocks all night, then have
explained to Mr. Quelch how he had * worked” the
“ gilt-edged stunt ” to his own advantage.

“0Qh, the jays—the Thuge—the wasters!” groaned
Fish. “How long is this hyer going on? Oh, Jerusalem!”

It secmed to be going en permanently. Sometimes
I'ishy heard the sound of laughter in the passage, but
no oite cante to the study. It was past the time for Fish
to begin his prep, and if he did not do his preparation
it meant trouble in the Form-room the next day. But
he certainly could not do his prep while he was in the
stocks.
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His faint hope that the juniors would relent soon died
away. They meant business, and Fishy, as a business-
man, ought to have approved of that. But he didn’t.

Two hours passed, and then the Yankee junior ﬂn'ulf:l
stand it no longer. It would be bed-time soom, and if
he was not released he would be looked for and found—
and then it would all come out! And, whatever
happened, one thing was quite certain—Mr. Queleh would
not allow him to keep that five pounds for expenses. It
was quite probable that he would ke flogged. Fisher T.
Fish velled at last:

“ Come hyer, you galoots!”

There was no reply, and he yelled away. The study
door was opened at last Ly Peter Todd. He looked in
inquirinf]y.

“Ready to pay your fine:” he asked.

“Lock hrver, Toddy !”

“Yes or no:”

“Nope !” said Fish desperately.

Slam! The door closed again. Ficher T. Fish howled
to Tedd to come back, but it was ten minutes before that
judge reappeared.

“It’s getting near Led-time!” groaned Fish. “I guess
I've got the cramp! Look hver! I'll go halves! I’ll
have two pound ten exes——"

“ Good-byve !”

“Oh, Jerusalem! You’ve got me by the short hairs!”
gasped Fish. “ Lemme out of this, and I guess I'll give
! TI’'ll only keep the amount of the bonus.”

“You won't,” said Todd coolly. “You offered that
honus of your own free will, my tulip, and that bonus
has been paid, and can’t be withdrawn. Five pounds
wanted, please!” ’

“Why, you—you jay!"” shricked Fisher T. Fish. "“A#t
that rate I shall be one pound two out of pocket.”

“That’s your whack in the chocolate fund.”

“Blow the checolate fund!” howled Fish.

“You don’t seem to think very much of vour own
fund,” said Todd, in surprise. “Only a few hours ago
vou were calling it a gilt-edged stunt.”

“Will you lemme out, you mugwump?”

“Certainly; when you've paid your fine.”

“I say, Toddy, old man, lemme keep the bonus,”
pleaded Fisher T. Fish pathetically.

“Not a stiver.”

“I—I can’t lose money over the deal, you know,” said
Fish, with a groan of heart-felt anguish at the thought.

“Looks to me as if you must,” said Tedd, *“ But
please yourself.”
li{_;‘!;f;.nuk at my desk, too—that’ll cost ten bhob for a new
id ! .

“More than that, I should think,” said Peter calmly,

“0Oh, you jay, lemme out!”

“Hallo, bed-time,” said Peter Todd, looking at his
wateh. “I'm afraid I must love you and leave you,
Fishyv. Good-night!”

“Hold on—lemme out—I'll pay the quids!”

“Wait till I call the rest of the committee, then.”

“Lemme out—I'm cramped, you slabsided jay!”

Peter Tedd called the other members of the committee,
'.[;1]155 came, smiling, with most of the Remove after
them.

" “"gha prisoner has decided to pay the fine,” said Peter
add.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Where's the cash, Fishy*”
~ “Yow-ow!” groamed IFishy. “Ii's in the crayon-box
1{:} tl}ﬁ drawer of the desk—hidden under the crayons!

oWl

“Ma, ha, ha!”

Peter Todd extracted the five “quids” from their
hiding-place. They were added to the seven pounds
two shillings amid general satisfaction. Then Fisher T.
Fish was rveleased from the stocks, and the Removites
crowded off to their dormitory, chuckling. The rapacious
business-man of the Remove had over-reached himself
once morc. \When lhe came inte the dormitory, lookin
as if he found life a weary hurden, he was greeted witﬁ
a howl of langhtesr. '

FEH]EL"}.‘ T. Fish turned in without a word. He was too
dispivited to talk. There was a buzz of talk for a long
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time on the subject of the chocolate fund all directed
at Fisher T. Fish. But Fish was not to be df®wn. He
lay in glum silence. And when the rest of the Remove
had dropped off to sleep, Fisher T. Fish still lay awake
. in & most unhappy mood. His gilt-edged stunt had
worked out in the loss of one pound two shillings in
cash, two hours in the stocks, and ten shillings’ worth
of damage to his property—which could not be called

a howling success.

For quite a long time Fisher T. Fish lay thinking of
the one pound two, and when he dropped off to sleep at
last he dreamed of it. In the morning he looked-woeful
and dispirited. Like Rachel of old, Fisher T. Fish
mourned for that which  was lost, and would not be

comforted.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Legal Aszsistance Required!
“ ALLD, hallo, hallo! That’s a little Chirpey!”

j—] It was Wednesday afternocon in the following

week. The Famous Iive of the Remove were

about to leave the gateway for an afternocon’s
expedition when a little “nipper” of about cight eame
up: - The chums of the Remove recognised him as one of
the olive-branches of the Chirpey household.

They stopped at once. They could sece that the little
chap was coming into the school, and there were signs
of woe in his chubby face.

“ Hallo, kid,"” said Harry Wharton kindly. “Coming to
pay us a vieit—what*:"

A chubby fist was introduced into a moist eve.

“Boo-hoo !” said Master Chirpey.

* Hdllo, ballo, hallo! What's the water-works about®"”
asked Bol Cherry. “ What's the matter, kidlet:”

“ Boo-hoo !"

“Something wrong at home, T suppose,” said Wharton,
with a frown. * That cad Nosey Parker worrying them
again, perhaps.” He patted the little fellow on his head.
* Now, then, kid, tell us what’s the row. We’'ll see yon
through,”

“It'll be right as rain,” urged Squiff. “Now, out with
it, kiddy!”

" Muvver wants Master Todd."

“Our blessed lawyer wanted,” grinned Nugent, *All
gerene, kid—muvver shall have Todd. Come in with us
and we’ll take you to him.”

The Famous Five marched Master Chirpey in. They
had+ been about to start om a ramble over the cliffs,
ending up with tea at Cliff House. But they were quite
willing to put off their ramble to serve the interests of
the Chirpey household. They flattered themselves that
they would be able to deal with Mr. Nosey Parker again
and finish with him before the hour at which Marjorie
and Clara expected them at CLiff House Scheol.

Peter Todd was in his study, devoting his time onco
more to “mugging " up the fearsome contents cf the
law-books his thoughtful parent had sent him. Those
books made the other fellows’ heads ache simply to look
at them; but Peter Todd seemed to thrive on them.
They had other uses, too, for which their learned com-
pilers had never intended them. With the heaviest
volume Peter Todd had dealt with Fisher T. Fish, when
that cheerless person came in inquiring whether Todd
meant to pay anything towards the mending of his desk.
Fisher T. Fish had begun by declaring that he wasn’t
gmng to pay the cabinet-maker’s bill. By the time Peter

ad landed two or three swipes with that legal volume,
Fish felt that he was likely to have to pav a doctor’s
bill as well as a eabinet-malter’s bill. In eed, if he had
not fled from the study without standing upon the order
of his going, there might have been a coffin-malker’s bill
to pay, too!

Peter Todd, much pleased with that legal victory, was
settling down to study, when Billy Bunter came in.
Bunter had barely time to state that it was up to Toddy
to lend him half-a-crown, after the way he had whacked
out his currency note for the Chirpey fund. Then the
legal volume was brought into play again, and Billy
Bunter rolled out of the study at a terrific rate. The
cheerful Peter chuckled, and settled down to work, feel-
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ing reasonably secure from any further visits from
William Georze Bunter or Fisher T. Fish,

But he had barely concentrated his mighty brain upon
Rex V. Hooker, Wooker, and Others, when the door
was kicked open with a bang, and Bob Cherry came
in, followed by his chums and Master Chirpey. Peter
Todd gave a howl of wrath. . : _

“You thundering duffers! I'm swotting! Gerrout!”

“You're wanted—here—hallo, hallo, hallo! Wharrer
you at?” roared Bob, as Peter swung the fearsome volume
aloft. “Here, hold on——"

Ffﬂutﬂidﬂ ].l.l

“Lawyer wanted!" shouted Wharton.
for legal advice, Toddy !

Peter Todd lowered the volume.

“Oh, that alters the case!” he said. “Always cpen
to give legal advice to young innocents. Hallo, what is
that kid doing here®” '
““He's the client!” grinned Squiff.

““Boo-hoooh " said the client,

“Oh, good!” said Peter Todd. “Don’t howl, young
un. Nothing to howl about when you come to see your
legal adviser. Give him some toffee, somebody.”

-Master Chirpey was provided with a chunk of toffecr,
and he ceased to boo-hooh. His chubby face brightened
up very considerably.

“Your mater sent you:" asked Todd.

“Muvver zent me to see Mister Todd.”

“Good! What’s the trouble:”

“Please Mr. Grubb is putting a man in!”

“Putting -a man in*” said Peter.- “My hat!
we’'ll just come along
Grubb—landlord?”

“Man muvver pays six shillings every Saturday.”

“That must be the landlord,” remarked Nugent.

*Although not a legal definition, undoubtedly it meana
the landleord,” said Peter Todd loftily. “So’s he’s .put-
ting a man in, 1s he? Is the man there yet:”

““Please lhe’s coming this afternoon.”

“SBo are we—you chaps coming to help?” asked Peter.

“Yes, rather!” ;

““The helpfulness will e terrific. Shall we take some
cricketful-stumps, my esteemed Toddy, in case there
should be some scrapfulness?”

“There won't be any scrap. There's an institution in
this country called the law,” said Peter Todd. “We'll
give old Grubb law. He knows the law as well as I
do, but, of course, he knows Mrs. Chirpey doesn’'t. Kim
Dn !]J

“I say, can you really stop him, Toddy:>" dsked Squiff,
in great admiration.

Peter gave n snort.

“Stop him! You’ll jolly well see!”

Peter Todd reached for his cap, and started out of the
study. The Famous Five followed him, keenly
interested. Bob Cherry led Master Chirpey by one
chubby and somewhat sticky hand—the other chubby
hand, which was still more sticky, was lholding the toffee.
A considerable amount of toffee was spread over the
chubby face, too, and Master Chirpey had forgotten his
woes.

The chums of the Remove walked down to Friardale
at a good rate. When Master Chirpey’s little legs wera
tired, Bob hoisted him on his shoulder. By the time
they reached the little cottage in the village, there waa
as much toffee in Bob Cherry’s hair as there was upon
Master Chirpey’s face.

They found Mrs. Chirpey in the cottage-porech, with
two or three sympathetic neighbours. The juniors
saluted Mrs. Chirpey very politely.

“Now, what’s the trouble, ma'am?"’ asked Peter Todd,
in his business-like way.

Mrs. Chirpey wiped her eyes.

“I sent Jacky to tell you, Master Todd, because you
made me promise to fell you if I was in trouble again.”

“Quite so—that's what I wanted. And depend on it,
we'll see you through,” said Peter. “What is it—rent?”

“Yes, Master Todd; but I don't want you to give me
any money. It isn’t that—I couldn’t take it. Dut see-
ing as you know so much about the law—and the way
you stopped them taking my bits of things last
week——"

“Client come

L
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“Exactly! I'm your man!” said Peter.

“Because I thought it over, and I said to Mrs. Blookey,
that if there was a law to keep Mr. Gordon from taking
my things, there might be a law to keep Mr. Grubb from
taking them,” explained Mrs, Chirpey. “Didn’t I, Mrs.
Blookeyr”

“Which you did, Mrs. Chirpey!” corroborated Mrs,
Blookey. .

“ 8o I thought I would send Jacky to speak to you,sir,
and ask you——" _ ]

“Best thing you ever did in your life,” said FPeter

Todd. .“I'm just the man you want. Who's Mr.
Grubbr” ' _
“He’s the bailiff and rent-collector, and he owns these
’ouses,” explained Mrs. Chirpey, “and when my Jack
was at home, we always paid up every Saturday regular,
and Mrs. Blookey knows it.”

“Well I knows it,” assented Mrs. Blookey.

“But what with the hire-purchase, and little Jacky
havin’ been ill, and my father being out of work,” said
Mrs. Chirpey, “and the allowance being only half what
we used to have when my husband was at home, I haven’t
been able to keep it up, and I've fried hard enough—
Mrs. Blookey knows that !”

“Goodness knows you ’ave, Mary Jane!” said Mrs.
Blookey.

“And there’s four weeks owing,” said Mrs. Chirpey
tearfully, “and Mr. Grubb has been threatening, and
now he’s going to distrain.”

“The rotter!” murmured Bob Cherry. “While old
Chirpey is away fighting for him!”

“The rotterfulness of the esteemed Grubb is shockful.
It was a mistake not to bring a cricket-stump.”

“Mr. Grubb’s been round,” pursued Mrs. Chirpey,
“and he said, said he, that if I didn’t pay him to-day,
he was coming at three o’'clock with his man to distrain.”

“We're here first,” remarked Harry Wharton. “It’s
close on three. What are we going to do, Toddy?”

“We're going to keep Mr. Grubb’s hand from picking
and stealing,” said Peter Todd. “I understand that the
rent of your house is less than fifty pounds a year, Mrs.
Chirpey ¥

“Bless you, sir, yes—six shillings a week.”

“Then you're as safe as houses,” said Peter Todd.
“Your sticks are as safe as if you had them in the Bank
of England. I'll talk to the Grubb-bird!”

““Oh, Master Todd——"

“Cheer up!” said Bob Cherry. “Toddy’s our tame
lawyer, you kmow, and he knows all about it. He’ll
simply eat Grubh.”

“Is that the man, Mrs. Chirpey?” asled Peter, as a
tall, thin, miserable-looking man in rusty black caine
in at the gate.

Mrs. Chirpey wiped her eyes with her apron. In spite
of Peter Todd’s assurance, the sight of the cadaverous
gentleman filled her with terror. Mrs. Blookey, how-
ever, shook a large fist at the rusty man as he came up
to the door, with a seedy-looking man at his heels.

“That’s him, Master Todd,” murmured .Mrs. Chirpey.

“Leave him to me.”

And Peter Todd swung round and faced the man in
black, while the Famous Five lined up in the little
porch. If Toddy's legal arguments failed, they were
prepared to pitch Mr. Grubb out on his neck if he
attempted to enter the cottage. Whether that proceed-
ing would be quite legal they did not stop to think.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Serenel

B. GRUBD stared at the Greyfriars fellows,
They returned his stare cheerfully.
Peter Todd raised his cap with exceeding
politeness, Peter Todd preferred to do things
politely; it was more legal.

“(tood-afternoon, sir!” he said, in a honeyed voice.

“(ood-afternoon!” snapped Mr. Grubb, very shortly.

“%i[r, Grubb, I understand?”

“Yeg. Please stand aside; I want to speak to this
woman !

“As Mrs. Chirpey’s legal adviser, I request you to
address your observations to me,” said Peter Todd, with
a manner that his pafer, the solicitor, could not possibly
have improved upon. The look that came over Mr,
Grubl’s cadaverous face made the juniors chuckle. He
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had not been prepared to find Mrs. Chirpey in possession
of a legal adviser at all—and certainly not a legal
adviser of fifteen, in etons. He stared, as well he might.

“What's that?” snapped Mr. Grubb.

“You are afflicted with deafness?” asked Todd
urbanely. “Very well, I will raise my voice.”

“I am net——"

“I don't mind a bit; I have a deaf study-mate, and
I'm quite used to it.”

“I am not deaf!” roared Mr. Grubb.

““Dear me! Then surely you must have heard me state
that I am Mrs. Chirpey’s legal adviser, and that L
request you to address your observations to me? |

Mr. Grubb seemed to experience some difficulty 1y
breathing. Apparently there was something about Peter
Todd that annoyed him. :

“I did not come here to bandy words with a parcel of
schoolboys !” jerked out Mr. Grubb at last. “I am here
to distrain for four weeks’' rent, Mrs. Chirpey. You have
been given every opportunity to pay——"

“’Ow can I pay the rent regler when my man’s away
at the war?’ eaid Mrs. Chirpey, in tears . again.
“There’s only ‘arf as much money coming in, and there’s
only one less mouth to feed, sir.” _

“That is no business of mine. I have to live, my
oood woman., I did not invest in these buildings with
the object of letting them rent free?r”

“What would become of them if the Germans got
here?” demanded Bob Cherry.

“ Don't address me !”

“What would you do if Chirpey and Chirpey’s chuma
weren’t over there fighting for you, you ungrateful
beast?” demanded Squaff.

Mr. Grubb turned purple.

“You insolent young rascal! Mrs. Chirpey, I ask you
for the last time, will you pay your remt, or will you
not pay your rent?”

“’Ow can I when I haven't th: money, sir?" said Mrs.
ﬂhirpe%r wretchedly. “ There’'s Mr. Gordon ‘as teok all
I had.”

“You see, you're not the only vulture in the place,”
explained Peter Todd.

“ What!”

“I mean, there are other rascals of your kidney play=
ing the same rotten game!”

“You—you " stuttered Mr. Grubb, almost beside
himsell. “I will complain to your headmaster of this
insolence! I know you are Greyfriars boys. I will go
up to the school. Judkine, is that van coming?”

“ Coming, sir,” sald the seedy man.

“The van won't be wanted,” said Peter Todd coolly.
“Mlﬁ Gll*uhh, you are a scoundrel !”

13 {}F ‘IF

“You are breaking the law, depending upon this poor
woman’s ignoranece of it to escape punishment,” pursued
Peter Todd. “Luckily, Mrs. Chirpey has had legal
advice. Allow me to recall fo your memory, Mr
Snubb——" |

“My name is Grubb, you insolent young rascall

“What's in a name®” said Peter, ¢ The matter before
the court is not your name, but your game, and that
game is going to be nip in the bud, Mr. Hubp
Allow me to recall your recollection, as I was remark-
ing when you interrupted me so rudely, that there is
in thiz country an institution known as the House of
Commons. Well, sir, in the midst of the usual escape
the gas in that historic place, the honourable members
}f,:a found time to pass the Courts Emergency Powers

U .

Mr. Grubb started. .

“Under that Act,” continued Peter Todd ecalmly,
“execution cannot be levied on rents below fifty pﬂungﬂ'
a year!” |

*You—you——" _

“If the tenmant can show that inability to pay is due
to the war,” added Peter Todd. “In this case there is
no shadow of doubt on-that point.” |

Mr. Grubb almost choked. The Friardale bailiff was
in the habit of carrying matters with a high hand amon
the poor folk of Friardale, and it was probable that he
broke the law every other day, safe in the ignorance
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and poverty of his vietims. But in the schoolboy
IBW¥T of Greyfriars he had met his match.

“You will proceed to distrain upon Mrs. Chirpey’s
property at your peril,” said Peter Todd. “You know
all about the new Act as much as I do, but you knew
that Mrs. Chirpey didn’t, and you were going to take a
scoundrelly advantage of it.”

1] I_._I._a_. ¥ i

“8So long as Mrs., Chirpey’s inability to pay is due to
the war you cannot levy exzcution for remt, and you
know it, and if the war should last ten years you will
be bottled up for exactly ten years,” said Peter Todd.
“In those circumstances you may be driven to the awful
resource of doing "honest work for a living. I am
sorry for you. I know it would give you a pain to be
honest. But the law must take its course.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Grubb’s seed
hand. Mr. Grubb

apoplexy coming on. ) .
“Mrs. Chirpey,” said Peter, “if this man should

attempt to enter your house, lock the deor and send for
a policeman, the same as in the case of Nosey Parker.
If they should take you by surprise-and collar your
things, I promise you that my pater will take up the
‘case, and bring an action for illegal distraint, and get
damages out of that skunk!”

Mr. Grubb’s seedy man gurgled, and turned away
uickly to escape his master’s fiery eye. Mr. Grubb
glem:h«ed his fists, and glared at Peter Todd. Peter put
uite close to Mr. Grubb.
it me?” he said sweetly. “ Hit away!
I warn you that it will cost you a
tulip! My pater isn’t a
don't you hit?  There's

follower was grinning behind his
ooked as if he had an attack of

his smiling face

“You'd like to
There's my chivvy!
pretty penny, my grubb
solicitor for nothing. Why
quite an army of witnesses, and you couldn’t find a
better occasion. I won't hit back. Honour bright.
Punch ‘away! I'll go for your pocket in return.”

Mr. Grubb lowered his raised hand.

“I shall complain to your headmaster of your
insolence !" he snorted. And he turned and strode away,
signing to his seedy man to follow.

“Is—isn't he going to take
Mra. Chirpey, scarcely able to
fortune.

v “No fear!” grinned Peter Todd. “Your furniture's
quite safe, ma’am. If he bothers you again you let me
know. We’'ll simply squash him. Wijr, if he took
our things we could squeeze damayes out of the beast.
{[}r pater would take 1t up ﬂim}:ly for his costs. Grubby
would have to pay the costs. It's all eerene.”

Mrs. Chirpey surprised Peter Todd by suddenly kiss-
iug him. Mrs. Blookey kissed him on the other cheek.

FEL

my furniture:” gasped
gelieve in her 'g:md

*Ob, my hat!” ejaculated Peter., * What would
Chirpey say?”
. i a, hﬂ, ha "

“You dear, dear, dear boy!” sobbed Mrs. Chirpey.
“You kind, clever boy—"

“Oh, pile it on!” said Peter. “ Good-bye! Kcep your

pecker up !”
And the chums of the Remove beat a retreat, leaving

Mrs, Chirpey and Mrs. Blookey mingling happy tears.

“Well, you bounders,” said Peter, as they marched
victoriously down the High Street in great glee, “it’s
worth while mugging up the law sometimes—what?”

“ What-ho!” said Bob Cherry. “But you're not going
to mug up any more law this afternoon. You've given
Grubby and Noscy Parker emough law to go on with.
You're coming with us to Cliff House, and we'll tell
Marjorie and Clara about it.”

“(Oh, all right!” said Peter.
find Grubby at Greyfriars whan
going to worry the Head.”

“May mean a row,” said Nugent.

“Who cares?”’

“ Nobody !’ chuckled Squiff. “ Hooray for us and our
giddy tame lawyer!”

“ Hooray "

The chums of the Remove thoroughly enjoyed their
‘afternoon. The squelching of Mr. Grubb kad put them
mito the highest spirits. And when they arrived at
Clif House to tea the story was related to Marjorie and
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Clara, and they overwhelmed Peter with.compliments,
But when Harry Wharton & Co. reached Greyfriars
their exuberant spirits received a check as they met
Wingate in the hall. The captain of Greyfriars in-
formed them that they were to go to the Head’s study
immediately, adding that Mr. Grubb was there.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry. “That means
a TOW.

“Rats!” said Peter Todd. “We've only explained the
law to Grubby. He’s got nothing to complain about.
The Head will see that.

“I hope he will,” murmured Wharton.
vwe've got to go. Come on!”

They presented themselves meekly in the Head’s study.

Dr. Locke was looking a little worried. Mr. Grubb
was there, and he started up as the juniors came in.

“These are the boys!” he exclaimed.

“Boys, Mr. Grubb has complained to me that you
treated him with impertinence in the village.”

“ Insplence, sir!” exclaimed Mr. Grubb.

“ Mr. Grubb is quite mistaken, sir,” said Peter Todd.
“We are sorry this unscrupulous man should have come
here and troubled you, sir.”

(13 Tﬂ'&;d !!l

“You hear him?” roared Mr. Grubb.

“Moderate your voice, please, Mr. Grubb,” said the
Head sharply. *“Todd, you should not allude to Mr.
Grubb in such terms—'

“Excuse me, sir,” said Peter. “If you.saw a man
breaking the law to take advantage. of a poor woman
whose husband was away at the war, wouldn’t you call
him unscrupulous, sir?”

* Certainly. But—"

“Well, sir, that’s what Grubb was doing, and we

“ Anyway,

stopped him!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. “We didn’t
touch him, sir. We would have liked to, but we didn’t.”
“It was all quite legal,” murmured Squiff.

;{hf legality of the proceedings was terrific, honoured
sahib.

“Tell me all that occurred, please,” said the Head.

“I have already told you what occurred, sir!”
shouted Mr. Grubb.

*1 prefer to hear both sides, Mr. Grubb. Now,
Todd !

Peter Todd explained at full length. The Head
listened with growing indignation, but his anger was
not directed against the juniors. When Peter had
finished Dr. Locke turned a glance upon Mr. Grubb,
which made that gentleman flush.

“Now I understand,” said the Head. “Todd, you
have acted quite rightly, and I compliment you upon
the knowledge of the law, which enabled you to rescue
a poor woman, the wife of one of our brave defenders,
from the clutches of this unscrupulous man!”

“8Sir!” roared Mr. Grubb.

“As for you, sir, I bid you good-evening!” said the
Head ieily.

“Are not these boys to be punished for their in-
solence?” stuttered Mr. Grubb.

“I should hardly be likely to pumish my boys for
generously defending a poor woman against an ex-

tremely heartless and unscrupulous man, sir!” said the

Head, with a flash in his eyes. He touched a bell, and
Trotter appeared. “Trotter, kindly show this man out
at onee.”

" Yessir 1" said Trotter.

Mr. Grubb, in a gasping condition, was shown out by
Trotter. Dr. Locke gave Peter Todd a few more com-
plimentary words, and dismissed the juniors.

The chums of the Remove came out of the study
amiling. Mr. Grubb had -disappeared. Harry Wharton
& Co. looked at one another, and smiled serenely.

“The Head's a brick!” said Harry.

“ Hear, hear!”

The Co. were immediately surrounded by a erowd of
Removites, eager for information. And when the story
was told there were three cheers for the Schoolboy

Lawyer,
THE END,

(Next Monday's Magnificent Story of Harry
Wharton & Co., Is entjtied, ¥ The Mystery of thn
Gabies,” Order Now!l)
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- The Opening Chapters of a Magnificent New
Serial .Adventure Story.

By T. C. BRIDGES.
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THE FIRST INSTALMENTS.

Dick Damer, in consequence of an offer received from his
uncle, goes out to Australia to live with him. On arriving
he hears of his uncle's death from a man named Wesley
Crane, his uncle's former partner. _

Wesley Crane, in furtherance of a scheme best known to
himself, has Dick drugged and smuggled aboard the Rainbow,
a small schooner commanded by Captain Cripps, and bound
for an unknown destination, ) _

On the fourth day out a derelict is sighted. Captain Cripps
and Dick go aboard, and discover a boy, who has been left
behind; overpowered hy gas-fumes, _

Dick and the eastaway, Barry Freeland, reach the Rainbow
in safetv, but Captain Cripps, who stayed longer on the
derelict, is drowned owing to a storm rising, which causes
the vessel to founder. 1

Barry Freeland takes charge of the Rainbow, and among the
late captain’s papers finds a letter from Wesley Crane, hinting
at a shady transaction, and also a chart showing a mysterious
island.

Dick and Barry determine to trace this island and obtain
the pearls which are supposed to have been hidden there, as
it is diseovered that Dick, as his unele’s next-of-kin, 13 entitled
to them. ) .

They reach the mysterions island. and discover there a
man named Captain Kempster, who informs them that he is
the sole survivor of the Stella, a vessel commissioned by
Dick’s unele to recover the pearls. The Btella was attacked
by the Brant, a vessel captained by a notorious scoundrel
named Burke, and the pearls are stolen.

While on the way . to the Solomon Islands—where they
pelieve Burke to be Eiding-—the comrades on the Rambow
pick up three shipwrecked men. These prove to be some of
Burke’s colleagues, and one of them—DBarstow—on certain
terms, guides the comrades to a pit on the island, San
Cristobal, where Burke has hidden the pearls.

Barstow, going inte the pit, is later scen with two bags
which presumably contain the pearls. ] .

Barry Freeland, thinking that Barstow intends _Fhi,um;..r
them false by making off with the pearls, makes a wild dash
after him, and deals Dick a heavy blow for trying to divest
him from his purpose.

{Now go on with the story.)

Dick Plays a Lone Hand! |

Dick struggled to a sitting position.  His nose was bleeding
badly, and he fumbled for a handkerchief. .

He looked round. The pit was empty. The moonlight
silvered the black rocks, but there was no one in sight. No
sound broke the stillness of the tropical night except the
tinkle of the brook in the hollow far below,
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For the moment he could net think what had happened,
but as his head cleared, he remembered Barry's blow, and
such a spasm of ragp as he had never felt before shook him.

He had saved Barry's life at the risk of his own, and this
was his reward. At that moment, if Barry had been before
him, Dick would have gone for him like a fury.

But Barry was gone—gone in pursuit of Barstow, and,
apparently, he had taken Chang with him, for there was no
sl wf fﬁi} Chinaman. So Dick was deserted, left to shift
for himself. He was so angry that he forgot all about the
pearls. His one idea for the moment was to find Barry and
have it out with him, and he sprang to his feet, determined
fo zo after him.

But before he reached the ruin of the erater hie began to
realise that he was bound on a regular wild-goose chase. He
had not the faintest idea in which direction Barry had goné
Ho pansed and considered & moment, and then it came to
bim that by far the best thing he counld do would pe id
go straight back to the boat. .

Seoner or later Barrv must come back to the beach.

Then he remembered what Chang had said—that he had
heard someone among the trees. Burke’s crowd apparvently
were aroused, and if he was not careful he would only run
straight into their arms. Then he would probably nevér set
eves on Barry again. .

The thought brought caution, and he lifted his head, and
had a good look round before climbing over the edge.
Nothing in sight, so he pulled himself up and set off down
the hill towards wie stream. But he took pains to show hini<
self as Vttle as possible, and kept well in the shelter of the
boulders which strewed the slope. .

Lucky for him that he did, for the sound of a twig crack-~
ng h'l:*lmight him up short, and he ducked behind a rock, and
walted.

The belt of timber which lay between him and the brook
was not more than thirty yards away. Out of the thick
shadow a man stepped softly into the moonlight, and stood
looking about. He was z0 near that Dick could actnally see
the whites of his eves as he glanced round in every direction.

Dick dropped lower stiil, and crouched, motionless, hardly
daring to breathe. He had never seen the man before, =o
took 1t that he must be one of the pirates. Whoever he was,
lie was not nice to look at.

He was short and stout, and was ‘dressed in a pair of
ragred, blue-serge trousers, and a dirty undervest. Dick
could distinetly hear his lieavy breathing, and even see the
sweat-drops ghstening on his flabby chiecks. His eves, small,
like those of a piz, scemed sunk in fat, he had no eyebrows
at all, and the whole of hiz large, dirty-white face was .as
srhooth as if newly-shaven,

One other thing about him impressed itself upon Dick’s
notice. Thiz was a large diamond-ring which he wore on
the fourth finger of lus left hand. The stone glistened in the
moonlight, throwing out many coloured ravs. It seemed 4o
Dick the oddest thing that o man whose clothes would not

have fefehed a shilling from a rag-and-bone merchant, should

Wer a ring‘ w-lii{-]]_. if ;rt'l'ltiim‘, must be worth some hundreds
of pounds.

Half a minute passed, then the fat man suddenly moved
forward again. To Dick if seemed as though he were going
to walk mght over him, and he sank down flat behind his
rocle, making himself as small as possible,

But the steps passed a few }'artrs to his left, and went on
towards the gas-pit, and presently Dick dared to turn his head
and take another look, _

The stranger lad reached the edge of the gas-pit, and,
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#fter staring down into it for a moment, began to coast around
tho edge.

Dick, muech interested, came out of his hiding-place, and
started to créep very -softly up-hill again. He had to go
slowly, and by the-time that he had. gained the edge. of the
crater, the fat man was on the far side. Dick dropped into
cover again, and watched him:

The fat man came to a spot exactly above the cache where
the pearls had been hidden, and once more had a good
look round. Thon he dropped down over the edge, and made
straight for the hole. _ '

Dick drew a long breath. He had realised all of a sudden

that this fat, insignificant-looking person could be no other
than Rolf Burke, notoriously the most bloodthirsty and un-
serupulous scoundrel who sailed the South Seus. Barstow
had declared that no ong else but Burke and himself knew
of the hiding-place. If that had been the truth, there was no
voubt but that this was Burke himself,
. Just as Barstow had done, Burke spread himself flat upon
the slope, and thrust his arm to its full length ‘into the hole.
He groped for several seconds, then drew out his arm, and
Dick, waiting breathlessly, distinctly heard the low-voiced, yot
savage imprecation which escaped his lips.

Burke sprang to his feet, and shook his fist furiously. Then,
seeming to realise that this was no way to recover his spoil,
he scrambled rapidly back to the top of the bank, and, drop-
ping on hands and knees, began examining the ground, snilf-
ing around like some great, ungainly dog.

Another mninute, and he was on his feet-again, and questing
onwards among the rocks and serub.

Dick forgot all about the way in which Barry had treated
him, - He realised that this piratical brute was on .Barry's
track, and that Barry himself was in deadly danger. If
Burke could trail him over ground like this, it was quite clear
that, onee in the woods, he would be able to run him down
like a bloodhound. And from what he had seen of Burke's

work on INameless Island, he had a pretty good idea of the

Yate that was awailting Barry.

He flung up his rifle. In the brilliant moonlight Burke's
thick, Eﬂlig figure made a mark that he could not have missed
'if he had tried.

His firger quivered on the trigger. Yet he did not pull
The fact was that he could not bring himself to shoot the
man- in cold blood.

Barry, he knew, would jeer at such scruples, and Dick
himself had more than a suspicion that he was acting very
foolishly. The atrocities Burke had committed left -him no
more cﬁtim fo consideration than a tiger.

Yet he could not do it. That was all there was about it,
and after a full twenty seconds’ indecision, he slowly.lowered
his rifle again.

At the same time it was out of the question to leave Burke
to work his wicked will on Barry.. Caught between Burke
and Barstow, Barry's chance would be that of a snowflake in
a furnace, There was only one thing to do—to follow Burke,
and hope to cat in in time to save Barry.

90 Dick set himsell to the task, and went creeping away
around the gas-pit. He was no woodsman, and he found it
back-breaking work. Fortunately, Burke was moving slowly.
The trail could hardly be easy to follow across the steny
ground. and this gave Dick _time to eatch np

Soon ne saw that Burke was turning to the lett in a haif-
circle, and coming down hill again towards the brook. So
Barstow had gone that way. Dick wondered greatly what
Barstow had been making for. It was most unlikely that he
would have ventured back to the pirate camp. He thought it
moro probable that he had gone for the boat. If he could
reach the boat before Barry, he would be able to get safe
away, pearla and all.

But Dick had not mueh time for thenght. Tt took all his
energies to keep Burke in sight, and at the same time pre-
vent Burke [rom seeing or hearing him—the latter in par-
ticular.

Tho night was deadly still and calm, anu every time that a
}Jﬂbhlﬂ moved under his foot, it sent a horrid throb all through
1ia body.

Burke reached the belt of timber above the brook, and
vanished.  Dick, in a panic for fear he might lose him,
quickenwd his pace and gained the trees only a few yards
bahind Darke,

It was very dark under the thick branches, but though he
conld no longer see the other, at any rate he could hear him,

It gecurred to him with a nasty shoelk that, if he could hear
Burke, Burke would most certainly be able to hear him, and
he beran to ereep along with even more cantion than before.

Even so, he cculd not help treadinﬁ on a dey stick, the
snap of which sounded to him as loud as a pistol-chet. In
fresh pinie, he stopped. short ahd crouched behind a tree-
trunle.

lLis,i;q:-m'.ng hard, he canght the sound of Burke moving for-
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wards. DBut the steps were growing fainter every moment,
and, noise or no noise, there was nothing for it but to Eﬂ-
gahead. Once-he lost Burke, Dick knew very well that he
would never find him again. -

Tt was.a nightmare, that prowl through the bush. It had
been bad enough before, when he had had Barstow to find the
way; now-it was ten times worse. The shadow was so dense
that he could hardly see a yard in front., Trailing creepers,
some covered with thorns as sharp as steel fish-hooks, caught
him every moment. Under foot the ground was soft and
soggy, and strange, unsecn creatures rushed away through the
thick undergrowth, The hot air -was thick with rank smells of
decaying vegetation, and, to make matters worse, swarnis of
hungry mosquitoes rose at every step, covering his face and
ﬂam s and driving him nearly frantic with their venomous

1tes.

On and on he went, making a great dea: more noise than he
liked. Kach time he trod on a stick, or stumbled over a vine,
he stopped in fresh panic; then, as Burke's footsteps died
away in the distance, he hurrie/l reclklessly on again.

By this time he had lost all sense of direction, and could: no
longer even hear the stream, Al he knew was that he had not
crossed it yet,

At last, to his immense relief. he came out on a piece of
sloping ground where the bush was not quite so thick. He
stopped again to listen for Burke,

To his alarm, he could hear nothing

He waited and waited, but the footsteps had
altogether.

Never in.all his life had he been in such a state of anxicty.
He could actually hear his own heart thumping. In his
mind’'s eye he pictured Barry lying on bis face somewhere in
the ghastly forest, with Burke's knife sticking between his
shoulderblades,  He had difficulty in checking a frantic
impulse to shout cut loud.

After o bit he realised {that it was no use staying where he
was. He must push on and try to get somewhere, IPush on
he did, and, forcing his way through a screen of tangled
bushes, got a fresh and most unpleasant surprise,

“ He found himself on the edge of a ravine.

The ravine was too wide to jump, and seemeod to be
{remendously deep. The sides, draped with a matted tanglo
of vegetation, dropped down as sheer as the walls of a house.
Out of the black depths below came a thin tinkle of running
water.,

He looked to right and to left, but there was no way of
crossing. The ravine ran like a great gash through the forest,
forming a barrier that nothing kut a bird could crosa,

“There must be some way across !” mutiered Dick in sheer
desperation. * Burke must have crossed !

“*Burke didn't eross.” _

The words, spoken in a voice so low it was little iore than
a whisper, came from just behind Dick’s rhoulder, and gave
him such a shock that his knees shoolk under him and all the
strength seemed to go out of him. ' _

“No, my young friend, he didn’t cross,” came the voice
again, and Dick, with an effort that brought the sweat rolling
down his face, managed to turn round. .

Burle stood there. A shaft of moonlight striking through
the laced branches overhead fell full upon his great, smooth
face, and showed his lips parted in a grin which was the
cruellest thing that Dick had ever seen.

coasoed

Burke Calls Up Relniorcements.

“ And why did you think I was across—ch, sonny?
did vou think I was across?” ‘ J ) _

His voice was thick, and soft, and oily, like himself, and all
the time he showed his large front teeth in the same grin.  He
was not in the least fornudable in outward appearanze, and
vet—yet there was something about the man whizh made
Dick’s blood run ¢old in his veins. _

Dick still had his rifle in his hands, yet it never even
accurred to him to use it. He was paralysed az a bird 1s when
fixed by the glittering eves of a coiled snake. _

“You ain't dumb, are you, sonny !"” went on Burke in the
same thick whisper. ‘“Don’t say you're dumb, for there’s a
whole lot T want vou to tell me. Just for instance, I'd like to
know what made you trail me all along through these here
woods? Was you playing scout, now? I do hear as that’s
guite & game in the old country,”

Dicle hardly heard the last words.
thing only.

“Where is Freeland ?

nded.
dﬂﬂigrke's smile broadened. o ]

i Frecland-—ch ? 8o that's his name, 1s it? Well, sonngy,
to sav truth, T ain't set eyes on *he gent yet. But I'm hoping
to. ©Oh, I'm hoping.”

Why

His mind was full of cno

What have vou done with him?" he
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“Shoot him! Shoot him!" yelled Barry frantically.

Yet even then Dick shrank from Killing the man.

Instead, he grasped the pistol by the barrel, and
brought the butt end down upon Burke.

Dick realised suddenly what a fool he had been to speal as
he had. He bit his lip fiercely.

" And who is Mr. Freeland?” continued Burke in his
hidecusly soft voice.

Dick had got some sort of grip on himself. Ie faced the
man boldly.

“T'm not going to tell you,” he answered shortly.

“mTehk! Tehk!” Burke made a queer clicking sound of
pretended annoyance, *‘Say, sonny, but it's not polite to talk
that way. Here am I, pleasant and polite as can be, and you
won't answer a civil question. Will ye tell me what your
name is?"

“No!" snid Dick curtly.

“Say, but thal’s too bad! Rude, I ecall it—real rude!”

With a motion so startlingly rapid that it caught Dick quite
unprepared, he suddenly seized Dick’s rifle and wrested it out
of his hands,

“ Jost by way of precaution,” he said, without the slightest
change of voice or expression, and still with the same grin on
his face. ‘Jest to make things safe, so to speak. No,
sonny,” as Dick’s fists clenched and a flush of rage made his
cheeks burn, ““don’t you go a-trying to hit me. There’s others
has scied that little game, but I guess there ain't many left
alive to t=lk about it afterwards.”

“ And now, if you please,” he continued, “I’ll just ask you
to move along with me. P’r'aps by the time I've took you
home you'll have changed your mind and opened your mouth.”™

Soft as ever his tone was, yet there was a deadly menace
underneath.

“Thiz way, if you please, sonny,” said Burke, with cruel
politeness, as he turned to the left. “Therc is a way across
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the gulch, as I'll show ve presently. And maybe we'll meet
your Mr. Freeland somewhere in this directi-m.’>

““ And maybe you won’t.”

The voice, loud and sharp, camme apparently from the other
side of the ravine, and, like a flash, Burke flung Dick’s rifle to
his shoulder, at the same time stepping behind the shelter of a
tree-trunk. .

His eves were off Dick. The spell was broken, and without
a moment’s hesitation Dick leaped at Burke,

For once in his life Burke was taken unawares. The fact
was that he had never for one moment dreamed that the boy
had it in him. He would not have been more surprised if he
had been attacked by a guinea-pig.

Dick landed fair and square 'cm Burke's back, and Burke
pitched down head foremost, with the rifle underncath him.
The shock knocked the wind out of his fat body, and for the
moment he lay guiet.

Dicl, who had learnt by bitter experienze not to let go too
soon, shifted his grip to the nape of the man’s neck, and
held on like grim death.

Next moment Burke, recovering himself, got his hands
against the ground, and gave a great heave, nearly unseating
Dick. He was twice the boy's weight, and, in spite of his
fat, enormously strong. ;

“The pistol, you ass! Use your pistol!” came Barry's
voice fromn the far side of the ravine

Dick had clean forgotten the revolver which Barry h
given him. He thrust his hand into the pocket of his
dungaree jacket, and ‘snatched it out.

Burke, too, had heard Barry’s warning. He was struggling
furiously. And Dick, with only one hand to hold him, was
fast losing his grip.

“Shoot him! BShoot him!"” yelled Barry frantically.

Yet even then Dick shrank from killing the man, - Instead,
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ho grasped the pistol by the barrel, and bronzht the bure
down hard on the top of Burke's biy head.

With a gasp, Burke fell forward and lay stiil.

“Shoot him !" roared Barry again,

“Ican’t! I won't!” retorted Dick, as he sprang to his feet,

“Idiot!” growled Barry. *'Then get your gvn, and come
on, Sharp, I tell you! We'll have the whole hornet's nest
about our cars in about two two's!”

“This way!" he added, wurning down-hill along the ravine,
“It runs into the brook. You can cross at the bottom.”

It waa not so far to the brook as Dick had thought, but it
was the very vilest going, and by the time he had reached
the brook, his clothes were in rags, and he was dripping "at
every pore.

“Hero, over this log ! sail Barry,
you been doing all this time®”

Dick turned on him in a blaze of anger.

“What have I been doing® You have the check to ask
me that when you knocked me down yourself, and lefo me
lying there in that beastly pit to be collared by Burke, or any-
one ¢lse who cams: along ™

I'or once Barry was taken aback.

“Did I hit vou®* By Jove, I'd clean forgotien! Tell you
the truth, T was =0 excited about those blessed peariz, [ never
thought what I was doing. D'in seery, old chap! I rezliy
am. And, anyway, 1 came back for you.”

Dick’s anger vanished as guickly as it bad risen.

U [t—it's all right,” he stammered,  © D-don’t say anything
moro about gt.”

Barry locked at hitn a moment.

“You're a decent smt, kid. I'm not fond of apologising,
but I do honestly this time. I suppose I was a bit loony with
that gas. Fact i3, I don’t remember a thing that happened
until [ caught up with DBarstow.” ) _

“You caught him*” cxclaimed Dick, *“What did you do
with him—kill him*"

Barry gave a short laugh,

“Kill him! What for’”

“ For stealing the pear!s, of courze,”

“ Ho didn't. He bolted back to the edgoe of the woed, and
hid tho pearls, and was eoming back again when I et him.
You seo, Chang had said that Burke's crowd were on our
track, so he Lhought he'd make things safe.”

“And where is he now?”

“Pown by the stream, bathing his fcot. He's had the
deuce of a tumble, and sprained lis ankle.”

“ And Changz—where i3 he?”

“I've sent him down to the boat to keep an cye on it."”

“ And who's got the pl;'?a.rls 1ow **

“T have, but I sha’n’t have em much longer if we stick
here yarning all night. Come on! The sooner we're back
at the boat and off to the ship. the better,”

He turned and plunged rapidly through the bush, and Dick
followed. ; _ :

Fifty yards farther down, in a little opening, they found
Barstow sitting on a rock. His left boot was cff, and his
foot dangling in the running water.

“How is 1t?" asked Barry.

“What in thunder have
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“Rotren ! growled Barswow,
like a bladder!
a white man!”

“Don’t matier what sort of a man you walk like 30 long
a3 you pet to the beach,” returned Barry, ““Diek here baa
knocked out Burke with a whack over the head with a
piztol, but he wouldn’t shoot him as I told him, and the
place ain’t going to be preeiseiv a health rosort when that fat
blighter gets on our trail again!®

“Snakes, Damer, y¢'d ought ta ha' made a job of it!”
said Barstow reproachfully. “ There'il sure be trouble when
he wakes up again. Wal, I guess we'd better be moving 1™

He scrambled up, but when he took his fost out of the
witer Dick saw at once that he could never get his boot on
agam. The ankle was puffed up like a football,

“We'll have to carry him,” he said to Barry.

“Guess you'll find that a mighty touzh contract.” reo-
marked Barstow. *“I ain't what you might call far, but I
welgns a hundrod and fifty, stripped.” )

“Don't jaw! Come along!" said Barry curtly. * Dick,
you go one side; I'll go the other, Now, Barstow, you
kr:r_-p-”ll':at foot off the ground, and your weight on us. Go
casy .

LEnsy they bad to go, there was o question about that.
It was not as thourh they had an upen path back to the
beach, It was all through the thickest kind of scrub, whers
tihere was often not room for one, jet alone for three
ubroast,

Neither Barry or Tdick were feeling any too fresh after
all they had done that night already. and progress grew
slower and slower, till it was a regular snail’s crawl.

Barstow, too, was in great pain. Though he was plucky
enough, mow and then a groan or an oath was wrenched
from him, and when a shaft of moonlight struck down through
the trees on to his face, it showed it white and twisted with
agony.

“Say, boys, I'll have to rest a minute,” he said at last.

Burry grunted impatiently as Barstow dropped down on a
fallen tree, and took his damaged faot in both hands.

“T'll bandage it,”’ said Dick, as he pulled out his hardker-
chief, and ripped it in four.  He knotted the pieeecs together,
rolled them up like a bandage, and was. just setting to work
when a distant shot came echoing down tjm valloy.

“(Gosh, that’'s Burke!” exclaiined Bavry sharply. “He's
coma round!”

“That's right, My, Freelond. It's Burke [or a dollar, and
getbing mighty agitated, too, or he wouldn't be burning

wder all on his lonesome up thero in the serub! Reckon
1e's a-calling up his reserves, so to speak.”

“You mean he'll have the whole cabocdle down on us?™

“He will that, if he gets his niggers out. They kin track
like bloodhounds!"

“Then come on, for any sake! I don’t mind a scrap, but
I bar losing thoze pearls!”

Barstow glanced up.

“Say, you chaps have treated me white.
shove alongz and leave me right here. Gimme a gun and
I'il look after myself, T can’t bring myself to walk nohow.™

“Rats!" snapped back Barry. “Come wlong. We haven't
e great way to go!™

“ﬁi‘ar enough to lose them pearls, I rockon,” replied Barstow
coolly.

i There came another shot, and it was much closer than the
rst,

“That's some o' them answering him from the camp,”
said Barstow. “1I tell you right now, you'd best shove along.
Get the pearls off to the ship. Then if you wants to, you
kin come along back fer me. I'm right smart as a gun-man,
I am, and ef I kin hold them off, I'll maybe get along down
to the beach afore morning.” _

It was Barry who, with s customary directness, cut in and
golved the difficaity.

“Dick, you take the pearls, o along down to the boat,
and vou and Chang pull out to the schooner, and leave 'em
with Captain Kempster. Then get two more of the Chinks,
and come back for Barstow and me. . I'm going to stay along
with Barstow.”

Dick gasped. ,

“PBut Burke. Suppose he gefa all his crowd together?
What chance will you have then?"

“Same as we've got now, I guess!” snapped back Darry.
“ And, anyway, if the pearls are safe aboard the Rainbow,
Burke won't get ‘em.”

As he spoke, he pulled the two bags of pearls out of his

ckets, and handed them to Dick.

Dick still hesitated.

4 (3it ! said Barry curtly. " I'm going to carry Barstow up
into them rocks "—pointing to a huddle of crags on the hill-
side to the left. * We've got plenty o' cartridges, and if they

rsu “The derned thing's sweiled
I guess 10l be a weel afore I kin walk liko

I jraess vou'd best
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do ﬁrui]_ us, we'll make one or two sorry before wo' get
through I”

It was clear that Barry meant what he said, and Dick very
reluctantly stowed the pearls in his side-pockets

““You know the way ?” said Barry. -

“Oh, ves, I know the way now,” Dick answered.

“Then hurry. No one won’t interfere with you, for this is
the only way down to the cove, and ”"—with a grim set of his
lips—* there won’t be no one get by so long as we can hold

a gun,

Dick had felt badly enough when he was hunting Burke
through the bush, but that was nothing to his present feelings
as he started away down the gorge, leaving Barry and
Barstow behind.

For the first time since he and Barry had been on the track
of the pearls he had them in his own keeping, and realised
their enormous value. The responsibility made him so
nervous that the merest rustle of a leaf or the click of a
pebble under foot brought his heart inte his mouth.

And all the time his ears were straining for th= sound of
Burke's people, and in his mind’s eye he scemed to see the
fat man with his terrible smile creeping down the valley with
his ¢rew of cut-throats behind him on the trail of Bayrry and
Barstow,

But he heard nothing. There were no more shots, The
stillness of the sultry night was unbroken, except by the
strcam as it poured down its roeky channel on the night.

At last the trees broke away, and he gol a glimpse of the
bay sleeping peacefully in thé moonlicht. Reaching the ed

i
of the bush, he dmpril;:d down and peered out on to the bem:lfl;

He felt he could not be too cautious. It was just possible that
some of Burke's people had got ahead of him and might be
waiting for him,

But all was quiet, and he began to push on towards the
rocks behind which the boat was hidden.  Then, to his
immense relief, he caught sight of Chang’s blue blouse as its
owner sat coolly on a rock close by the boal.

“Chang !” Dick called softly.

The Chinaman was on his feet in a flash.

““Dat vou, Mistel Damel £7

Dick came forward quickly.

*““Chang, you and I have got to go back to the schooner as
qeickly as we can and get help. Barstow is -hurt, and Mr:
Freeland is looking after him. They are among some rocks
about half-way up the hill.” o

Dick did not mention the pearls. Though he had no reason
to mistrust Chang, he had begun to acguire a certain amount
of worldly wisdom, and to realise clearly what an enormous
temptation such a gigantic fortune must be.

“Welly well,” Chang answered simply, and moved towards
the boat, which he had already got afloat.

Diek was following, when all of a sudden the sharp erack of
a rifle broke the stillness of the silent forest, and was cchoad
back from the tall cliff on the far side of the bay.

“That's Barry ! said Dick, pulling :{E) sharply.

“Me tink dem pletty close,” observed Chang.

Next moment there burst out a regnlar volley—eight or ten
ehots in quick succession, ] .

“They're tﬂ.ultlin%' Mr. Freeland, Chang !’ exclaimed Dick.
“I can’t stand this! I must go back and lml]? 1

““Me come along, too,” said _Uh;mg coolly. *Me help
Mistel Fleeland kill one piecee pilate !’

““Good man, Chang! But have you a gun?”

“One piecee lifle left in boat. Me gettum,” said Chang.

At that moment Dick remeémbered the pearls, There was
not only the danger of getting caught with them in his pos-
session.and losing them, but also they were a very considerable
weight,

e made up his mind quickly. He must hidé them.

He looked round. Rocks fallen from the clifi above littered
the foreshore, One; he noticed, had fallen against another,
leaving a deep crévice between them. That was the place, and
he ran towards it.

4
Then he remembered that he must not leave tracks, and he.
from one to

sprang on the nearest rock and began jumpin
wnother. In this wav he reached the epot without touching
foot to the sand, and, taking the two bags from his pockets,
pushed them into the crevice as far as he ecould veach, and
wedged them fast. As he turned to come back, a fresh volley
rang through the timber above.

He thrust a clip of cartridges into the magazine, and, with
Chang at his heels, ran hard up the brookside. ;

There were no more volleys, but cvery now and then a
single shot, the sound of which served to guide them to the
secne of the fighting. Soon they were so near that they could
sce the flashes from the muzzles. .

Dick pulled up. :

“Mr. Freeland is up in those rocks on ihe hillside,” he
explained to Chang. “I can’t see where the others are,”

““Me tink dem pretty close down below,” Chang answered.
“Me tinkum bettel wait. one piccee minute. See where dem
pilates lie, den shoot stlait at dem.”
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Chang’s advice seemed sound, and he and Dick stood side
by side, waiting breathlessly for the next outburst of firing.

But the firing seemed to have ceased, and all was as ati.% as
though there was not.a human being within miles,

“Can’t make it out!” muttered Dick. *‘ What the mischief
are they up to?™

As il‘y in answer to his question, there came one sghof from
up amnng the rocks, then shouts and the sound of a furious
scuiie, - 5

Dick started forward, then stopped. IIe was half frantic
with anxiety, yet did not know what to do,

h"What are they at, Chang? They must have crept in on
them.” .

" “Me tinkum pilates elawl in flom behind,” said Chang
gagely. ‘‘8’pose we climb up topside, den we sec bettel 77

" Dick nodded, and started up the hillside at the rate of
snots,

He had to force his way through a lot of thick brush before
he could get a clear sight of the rocks from among which came
the snung of the strugele. But he was so excited that ho
hardly noticed the thorns that ripped his remaining clothes-to
ribands or the branches that switched his face.

Panting with exertion, he at last broke his way into the
apen, and found himself on the edge of a big strip of bare
hillside so thickly covered with loose stones that nothing.grew’
except a few stunted shrubs. _

A groan of dismay burst from his lips,

Haﬁf-way down the slope he saw DBarry Freeland and
Barstow, each in the erip of a couple of ugly-looking natives,
who were dragging them down towards the brook.

It was clear enough what had happencd. While sume of the
rest of Burke's croew had kept up a fusillade from below, the
nigzers had stolen round and swooped down on the clump of
rocks from the rear.

Dick turned to Chang with a gesture of despair.

“Too late!” he muttered. * We're just too late!”

Not a musele of Chang's face moved,

“Me no tinkum too late, What for you shoot dem bottle
if vou no ean shoot dem black niggels?™

Dick started,

“You mean I'm to shoot the men who arc holding them?
But it’s an awful risk. I might kill Barry.”

“If you no shoot nigeel, Burke he shoot Mistel Ileeland
plenty klick,” was the stolid answer, and Dick realised that
Chang probably spoke the truth,

Burke, indeed, would probably not be content with mere
shooting. Dick’s flesh crawled as he thought of the fate that
was most likely in store for his friend. It was up to him to
shoot, and he dropped flat on the ground and rested his rifle .
on a rock in front of him.

[Te was shaky with the hurried rush up the hillside, the
light of the moon was new to him for shooting, and the niggers
bobbed up and down as they dragged their captives over the
rough, stony ground.

" There was no time to waste. The men were getting terribly
near to the trees at the bottom of the baye patch. He drew a
bead on the nearest man, who was on the left-haad side of
Barstow, and, with a silent prayer'that he might not miss,
pulled the trigger.

With the flash and erack the burly black brute !eaped three
feet into the air, and pitched headlong down the hill.

“Me tinkum topzide shot!” came Chang’s voice close
alongside. * Now shootee klick again.”

At Diek’s successful shot, the seccond nigger who was lmldinF
Barstow, dropped him like a hot coal and bolted down hill.
He had not gone ten steps before Barstow drew a.pistol and
brought him down. Barry’s niggers, hoywever, were evidently
made of sterner stuff. They hung on and rapidly dragged

- Barry towards the frees.

Dick took careful aim at the nearest of them, and was in
the act of pulling the trigger, when a rifle barked from near
the brook, and the bullet whined just over hiz head. le
started ever so slightly, vet enough to jerk his muzzle an inch
or so. The result was a clean miss,

At the same moment, Barstow, who was lying in- among the
slones, took o snap at Barry’s captors. DBut he, tco, missed.

“Sharp, now!” came a shout from one of Burke's men
below. *““ A bottle o' gin apiece if you get him in safe.”

The natives swung Barry clear off -his feet, and ran him
down the hill at a furious pace, They were not twenty yards
froin the {rees as Dick sighted again,

- It was neck or nothing this time, and he knew it. If he
missed again it was all up with Barry.

rAnother - splendid, long instalment of this fine
serial story next Monday. Orcer your copy early.)

A Orand, Long, Completo Story of
Wharton & O By FRANK R n:m ;E..r
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By FRANK RICHARDS.

Such is.the title which has been conferred upon next weck's
magnificent, long, complete story of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars. Through the caddishuess of Ponsonby and his
follow “nuts,” Frank Nugent meets with a nasty cycle
zceident, and he and his chums are compelled to seck aid ab
the nearest house, a somewhat mysterious place known as the
Cuables. They are treated in an extraordinary manner by the
irate tenant, who seems fearful that the Greyfriars hoys will
discover the seeret which he undoubtedly possesses.  Harry
Wharton & Co. do discover it, too!  But stirring sreenes and
strange adventures fall' to their lot ere

“THE MYSTERY OF THE GABLES"

14 a mystery no longer.

¥

FROM. A YERY PEEVISH READER.

If ever [ were granted sufficient leisure to sit down and
write 2 work on “ What an Editor has to Put Up With,"” 1
feel sure it would run into several volumes., Slanged wirthout
merey by disappointed readers, and called over the coals by
sepiring eritics, an cditor’s lot in oo wise resembles the pro-
verhial bed of roses,  Those individuals who sec the controller
of the companion papers—-in imagination—lounging in a cool,
charming sanctum, and fanned vigorously by divers office.
boys, the while he imbibes lemonad: through a straw, may
dismiss their dream at once. The work of editing a boys'
yaper—io say nothing of editing half a dozen—can only be
escribod as strenuous

Of rourse, there is a bright side to it all. Rather! And
it is the bright side which I usually endeavour to show in
these confidentinl little chats with my chums. Buot, as I
have just pointed out, the scamy side is there, too.

That's why it is 30 unfair for a reader to get up on his hind
legga and how) out frenzied abuse at his poor Editor, whose
hair already threatews to become an art shade in grey  The
young genfleman below does so, however, and this is the
letter bo sends me:

“Dear Sir,—I have written to yoa twice to answer me a
guestion, but you did not. T will ask you for the last time, anc
if you don’t give me an answer in next week's ““ Magnet "' or
“Gem,” I will stop buying the “ Magnet,” “Gem,” * Penny
Populae,” ‘" Boys' IFriend,” and * Chuckles ""—in fact, any
paper controlled by you. I will also stop everybody else from
reacding your papers, so please answer.ne, as I don’t see it
fair you should answer others but not me, after me buying all
your books for over two years.

“1 remain, yours truly,
“J. 8. 8. K.

Poor old J. 8. 8. K.! It cuts me to the heart to find you
go upset, MY editorial knees knock together at your threats,
and I throw myself npon your mercy. Whatever will become
of the ‘*Magnet,”s the ““Gem,” and their companion papers
after you have discontinued reading them? If doesn’t bear
thinking of ! _ ¥

Seriously, though, J. 8. 8. K., I must say your attitude is
a vory silly one. True, you have written to me on two
previous occasions, but it is a sheer impossibility to give you
a reply at such short notice as that mentioned in your letter.
The “ Magnet " Library goes to press three weoks in advance,
and even then there are such a number of readers’ queries to
answer, that a good many of my chums are kept waiting five
or six woeeks. : :

If you consider this an interminable delay, then you should
sond your full name, together with a stamped addressed

The Editor ia always pleased tohear from his chums, at home or abroad,
and is only too wiiling to give his best advice to them if the .
difficulty or in trouble. . . . Whom to write to : Editor, The “ lafn!t
Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.

are in

5 .’

envelope, when a reply will 2%
ba sent through the post. Z
This is fuir dealing, and if "2
every  paper studied  its
readers to the same extent
as the “Magnet " Library,
there would never be anw
discontent, o

It iz an.open boast of
ming that every boy, girl, or pgrent who writes to me i3
replied to in one form or another—either through the medinm
of one of my papers, or through the post. J. 8. 85 K.'a
remark that some readers are favoured with replies and others
rgnored s an entirely foolish and unfounded aceusation.,  As
t-y his threat to stop purchasing the compunion papers, he
car, of eourse, please himself. To my mind, the boy who can
give up such periodicals as the “ Magnet ” and “Gem ' at a
moment’s notice cannot ba a very keen reader of them,
neither can he be a disciple of such straightforward fellows
#5 Hurry Wharton & Co., or he would try to live up to their
principles o little move.

REPLIES

Walter Rougvie (Fife).
and Toyalty.

B. Prime (Highgate).—Glad to hear the “ Magnet ™ ranks
50 high in your estimation. _

[:r:lﬂrnthy Beswick (Hendon).—Thanks for vour cheery posat-
card,

AL W, Bitton (Transvaal).—The "enlistment of a boy of
sixteen depernds mainly upon his stature. Application may
be made at uny of his Majesty’s recruiting-offices.

Mrs, Lillian Carlton (Belfast)—I am decply grateful to
¥ou for your many kind sugzestions relating to the welfare
of this paper.

* A Loyal Roader” {Belfast).—You must let Nature take
her course. i
; “A Bookworm' (Trowhridge).—Loder is still
riars, :

5. B. (Manchester) and others.—I greatly regret the error
which you have been good c¢nough to point out.

““A High Wycombe Reader."”—The idea vou sent me was
excellent, and I shall be pleased to reocive further sug-
restions from you,

IF. F. (Chiswick).—More fine yarns dealing with Fisher
T. Fish will appear shortlv.

Leslie MeMahon (Tooting).-—-No hard-and-fast rule can ba
laid down as to the time a bov of sixteen should go to bed
or get up. I should say that if he retired at ten, and rose at
seven, his health ought not to suffer. Many thanks for your
loyalty to my journals.

“ A Staffs Lad"” (Wednesbury).—Many thanks for your
long letter and staunch support. I well remember the story
you mention. It was probably the most touching tale Frank
Richards has ever written. With regard to the final pare-

IN BRIEF.

Thanks very much for yousr letter

at Grey-

-graph of your letter, I have rothing but admiration for the

Staffordshire lads now fighting at the front.

E. Bramall {Leicester).—[ will bear your suggestion in
mind. The age of the gentleman vou.mention is uncertain,

1. D. (Manchester).—Bhanipur is a small State 1n India.

G. B. (Birmingham).—You have my full permission to use
the characters you mention in your magazine., It will not
be necessary to have your journal registered at Stationers’
Hall.

A. Short (Battersea)..—Write for the book referred to
to Messrs. Glaisher & Co. Charing Cross Road, W.C.

John Horne [Southampton}).—Squiff is no longer a member
of the Famous Five. He merely stepped into the breach
while Johnny Pull was away [rom Greyfriars.
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MULTI-PLATE
FREE ENGINE
CLUTCH
PEDAL ENGINE
STARTER
MULTI-SPEED
GEAR
- v FULL EQUIPMENT
This may be YOUR PRIZE,

GREAT NEW _
COMPETITION ]

FOR ALL BRITISH BOYS.

5,000
PRIZES

FIRST PRIZE: A GRAND NEwW MOTOR BICYCLE.
THE BIGGEST LIST OF PRIZES EVER OFFERED.

EHOWYW "TO WInN "TEEENRT,
LIST OF pHIZES: All you have to do is to intreduce “* THE MAGNET “

FIRST PRIZE : A magnilicent new LIBRARY to your chums. Show this copy to them\a{_nd
ou

let themreadit. Then get them to sign their names,
M 0 T 0 R B l K_ E - can rule a cheet of paper in the manner shown below, and

the readers who send in the largest list of names will win

BRAND NEW
31 HORSE POWER

RUDGE
MULTI

3, r

and 4.999 other prizes these magnificent prizes. This Competition is being run
' R together with our companion pagers, *‘ The Union Jack,™
consisting of “*Boys’ Friend,”” **Boys’ Realm,”” ** Marvel,”” **MNelson

RUDGE-WHITWORTH BICYCLES, Lee Library,”" ““Gem,”” “‘Pluck,”” and *P2nny Popular.”

It must be understood that this is one Competition, and

RADIUM WATCHES, CAMERAS,  that the decision of the Editor of the ‘* NELSON LEE
BOXING GLOVES. FOOTBALLS LIBRARY " must be accepted as final and binding in all

matters concerning the contest. It does not matter which, or

FOUNTAIN PENS. how many of these you get your chums toread. VVhile one
ROLLER SKATES chum is reading the ** NELSON LEE LIBRARY," get

another to read the ‘*Boys’ Friend,” and so on, Keep

POCKET KNIVES, ETC., ETC., ETC your lisis by you until we announce the date for sendingin,
WRITE YOUR SHEET OUT IN THIS FORM.
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have shown the papers mentioned to my chums, who have signed their
names on my list, and | have got them to read them,

Let your chums sign their names and addresses Name of paper which they have read,
on one side of the column, like this.

lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

THE JUDGE:

The Decision of the EDITOR of the “NELSON LEE LIBRARY"
must be accepted as ABSOLUTELY FINAL.
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