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FROM NORTH, SO0UTH, EAST and WEST—EVERYONE S5AYS THE MAGNET’S BEST!

Riie: from his
I of the

Street,

Your Editor is always

[ ¥ Mﬂgﬂﬂt-.“
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
London,

pleased to hear
Write to him: Editor
The Amalgamated

readers.

E.C4. A stamped,

addressed envelope will ensure a reply.

on your nerves, churng 1 1 know
it does on mine. As I sit down to
write this Chat the wind is blowing
at force and the rain is teeming down
by the bucketful!

DDE'EH "I this éhangeable weathor got

wa were in for a fmﬂg’eﬂm day. Now

Never mind, lot the weather change as
it may. Ti;-a MAiGNET nover Fhangm,
anyway | The OQld DPapor i golng
stronger than over thess days, and overy
week new. readers are joining tho hoppy
band of ** Maguetites." They all geam to
writo and tell me how pleased they are to
read tho ripping yarns of Harry Wharton
& Co., of Grayfriars. Boys and girls know
a good paper when they sce it—what ! It
iz for the specini bonefit of these new
veaders that I am printing on !.-ht:dpaga &
list of the uges, heéights, weights and study
numbere” of tho juniors in the Greyiriars
Romove. I advise you all to keep this list
by vou for future referonce, Y ou will find
it very useful when roading eubsequent
yvarns of Harry Wharton & Co.

Telking of subsequent yurns reminds
me of the did treat in store for you
all next w m:

“ THE HEAVY HAKD I ™
By Frank Richards,

the next yar in our present popular sonca
featuring Harry Whaerton & Co, and Frank
(ourtonay & Co., of Highelille, Ponsouby,
ilw cad of the Highelifio Fourth, is trying
hig very hordest to bring about trouble
batween the two Co.'s. neeesd has not
wttended his efforts so far, however.
\Whether or ne he will suceced in lLis
raseally vonture romaing to bo seen. Any-
way, the mysterious disappearance of Mr.
thucleh’s gold wateh-chain is still tho topie
of conversation o} Croyiviors.

Horaeo Cokor, especially, takes a very
arrioug view of tho matter, and vesolves to
logk into it and ot things right. Minding
hig own busigess has nover bocn ong o0
(‘okor'alwbitz.  But onee the t Horace
rota going ihere's no holding hin,  High.
handed as his mathods are, however, they
provo fraitful, ag you will learn for your-
solves when you read the final yarn in this
romarkable series noxt Saturday,

* Tho Groyfriars Herald * ia better than
nver.  You con count on @ real good lough
i tho noxt n]i})imdu of Dieky Nugent's
iasterpicee. octor Birchemall's o cute
ard=—what ?

Donald Ogilvy is the subject chosen hy
aur elever Groyfrinrs Rbyimester in his
ynvies of poema.  De sure aud owder this
Lumpor number, won't you, clinnz ?

ET’ER licard of
JACK-IN-THE-BOX ISLARD,

climms T I muast confess T liadn's until
ona of my Australian  ceaders, Hoary
Fronks, of Melhourne, told mo aboub it.
This curicus island makes o hobit of
hobbing up in Lake Victoria, in tho south-
’l‘uh:'ihﬂxﬂ Liseany.—No. 1,520,

A few moments ago,’
the sun was shining and it looked aa though

in. It was firet seen in 18
which it eunk, reappeared later, and then
vaniched apgam under a foot of watef.
Some time ago it suddenly bobbed up
ogain threo and a half feet out of the
water and, strange to say, it was twios ns
large az it was before. No one knows why
it behaves in this peculiar manner. Theie
is & theory that it is forced up by petralenin
gas, but no one can get evidence that this
i8 #0. The mystery still remaing.

Here's o rathor curious  paragraph

concerning

THE HORSE WITH SIX SHELETONS !

Mot quite fifty years ago, 8 famous British
racchorse died, It was called Eclipar,
owing to the fact that it wag born just
after an eclipse had taken place. Ecli
won 80 many vietories on the Turf that
whenever it ran the other horses never had
& look-in, and Eclipse rau off with all the
stakes and prizes. The curious thing iz
that, remarkable ag the horss had been
during its lifetime, Eclipse was even more
ramarkable after it died! The reason !
Wall, thore hap to bo six completo
skealetons in England to-day, each one of
which is claimed to be the * authentie ™
skeloton of this wonder horso !

Yovery now amd again, along cOmes a
story which proves that there is still

HIDDEN TREASURE IN ENGLAND !

A builder’s labourer in Dorchester has just
pliruck s windinll by unearthing some.
While digging, he lound a number of coins
whirh proved to be two.denarit picces,
duting hack to the third contury. Theasa
proved to be tho first of a buried honrd
of 22,000, All the coing have a hoavy
silver coating, and they have beon declared
to be * treasure trove.” This means that
the Tucky finder will got tho full value of
every coit 8old, and those which are not
gold will o returned to him,

A CORONATION SQUVENIR.

lere is an iden for your collection of
Coronation Souvenirs. A handsomo casket
and medal combined is offored free in
exchange for coupons from both Rown-
tren's Cocon and Table Jelliea.  Tho motal
easlint, which is packed with two layers of
Rowntreo's delicious choeolates and con-
fectionery, iz beautilully shaped and

rinted in fine colours. A roceased eircle
in il contee of thoe Ll contains & mag-
nificent Coronation medal, marle of gold-
eoloured metal, with a portrait of their
Majestics pmbosscd on ono mide and
commeniorative wonding on the olher
Actually, the medal 8 an sdditional @i,
ai it 15 Jotachablo feom the lik,. When it e

removed, another portrait of the King and
Ducen 15 rovealed, Send to Rowntres &

weat of that state, and then diaﬂ; :;ﬁng

Co., Ltd, Casket Department, York,
mentioning Maawer, for a new illustrated
list of thia and other gifta.

OW for a few

N RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to queriea sent in by various readera ¢

Is Gold the Waorld’s Most Valuable
Metal? (3. B., of Brixton) No.
Platinum is much more valusble then gold.
Russia a the largest platititm
. deposits in the world.

g Wid Cats Still Exist in Briiain ?
(** Naturalist,” of Oxford). Yes, mainly
in Scotland. A wild cat weighing 10 Ih,
waa captured alive recently by & gane.
keeper in Suthorlandahice.

ﬁﬁlﬂh Europeant Ruler has been Longest
on the Throna ? (* Inguirer,” of Tavi-
stock). Quesn Wilhelming, of Holland.
the has reigned for forty-seven ycars.

. Is There an Animal with Three Eyes ®
(John Harrison, of Tynemouth). Yos,.
the tuatara, of New Zealand, which is half-
lizard and half-erocodile has threo eves
But the third eye iz aightless,

Before winding up thus Chat let mo
remind you that there is a powerlul story
of your old favourites Harry Wharton &
Co. in our companion paper—tho " Gem.”’
The titla is: “EL‘II:;E MYSTERY
RAIDER | " and deals with the amazing
cocapades of & midunight marauder who
comrnits a daring robbery. It's & Removo

junior, but who-—well, that's for you 1o
find out yourself, Ask for the * Cem,”
on sale now, 2d.
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Billy Bunier, of Greyfriars, Is not enjoying life these days ! He’s played a practical joke on his

Form-master—and now he's suffering the consequences !
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A Supcr Long Story of Schoolboy Adventure, featuring HARRY WHARTON & CO,, of GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Short and Sweet !

ks I, good!” pgasped Billy
Bunter.
It was morning break at

Greylriars School.

Billy Bunter was blinking up at the
letter rack with an eager blink through
his big spectacles, _

And at the sight of a letter there
fddressed to himself, his fat face was
irradiated by a happy grin of satis
faction.

Heo grabbed that letter with an eager,
fat hand. .

A dozen fellows glanced ab i, and
most of them grinned.

That letter was addressed to the Owl
of the Remove, in the hand of hi:
father, Mr. William Samuel Bunter,
Billy Bunter's look indicated that le
expected to find something of a very
gratifying nature therein.

- Billy Bunter had a hopeful nature.
Lvery time he received a letter from
home he hoped to find in it the postal
order hic had long been expecting.

This time, however, he scemed more
hopeful than usual, He seemcd to have
no doubts. o .

“I say, you fellows, this is all right !
he remarked, as he jabbed a podgy and
rather grubby thumb inte the envelopo.
“The pater's answered by return of
post. All right, what?"

“Ripping—if there's anything in it "
grinned Skinpcr.

“If 1” chuckled Smithy.

“0Oh, I fancy it's all rlght, afier the
way I put it to the pater ™ said Bunter
confidently. “1 explained to him that
I simply had to have thirty bob. If ile

stal order isn't hers, I=—I'll ecat the

ctter 1

4“Ha, ha, ha ”

“¥You'll see,” said Bunter.

He drew the lefter out of the
envelope.

Quite a nnber of fellows regarded
him with interest.

If Billy Bunter's colebrated postal
order had, at long last, arrived, it was
undoubtedly a8 great occasion. It was,
as Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh
remarked,. a day worthy to be marked
with a white stone. ‘

Under many eyes, Billy
unfolded the letter.

He blinked at it _

A change came over his fat face.

. He blinked—and blinked apgain—and

yeb again!  His jaw dropped! And

Bunter

T N N N N Y v AT A"

Billy Bunter’s fatuous folly has

led him into some wild eseapades.

But never before has the Owl

of the Greyiriars Remove been in

such a pickle as he finds himself
in this week !

T W W T W N W W e M T N T T W W W W W

there was a chuckle among the
Removites. Thia did not look as if the
postal order had materialized.

“Oh erilkey ! gasped Bunter.

Astonishment, as well as dismay, was
writ large in his fat face. Tho other
juniors saw nothing st which to bo
astonished. Billy Bunter was the only
fellow who expected that postal order
to arrive.

“Hard cheese, old man!” said Bob

Cherry, with a grin. .
“But, I—1 say, vou fellows, 1 can't

understand  this?™ gasped Bunter.

“What does it mean? It's my own

lettor——"
“What "
“The pater's sent my own letter back

fo me!” said the bewildered Owl,
“What can he have done that fort
Just loak at it 1*

Bunter held up the lelter.

The Remove fellows looked at 1%,
grinning. Heally, it was worth looking
at. It ran:

“Deer Father,—Will vou plesze send
mo therly shilings by retern of poast?
It is verry important, bekawse I may
get into pheerful trubble if I don’t get
it. I ecan't ckeplain eksacktly, but it
13 fritefully important for me to have
therty shilings at wunce.

“Yore affectionate Suon,
“WiLram.¥

“P.8.—I am relying on this to =save a
pheerful lot of trubble,

“N.B.—PFPleeze anser Lkwickly by
relern of poast.™

On tho margin of that uwrgent letter
was written, in pencil, evidently in the
parental] hand:

¥ MNonsense [

That was Ale. Bunter's reply—short,
if not sweet! Instead of sending the
thirty shillinge so urgently requested,
Mr., Bunter had not even tehken the
trouble to_write & rofusal. He
simply endorzed Billy's letter with the
expressive  word, ¢ Nonsenze,” and
returned it to him.

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Removites,
as they read.

“Paor old Bunter!” sald Irank
Nugent.

iHa, ha, ha!”

“But I-—I—I say, wsou fcllows”
gasped Billy Bunter, “I—I—I =zay.

d-d-do you think that means that the
pater's not going to send the money ™
“Sart of I" said Harry Wharton,
laughing.
“Homething to that effect, T should
TaE MaoNeT Lisgary.—No. 1,520.
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think i retmerked Johony Ball, ©Tt
gives n chayp that sort of impression,
anyhow. "

“Ha, ha, ha 1"
_ “ But—but—but—" stuttered Bunter,
in dismay. “But—I say, you fellows—
but—but—>

“The butfulness ia terrifio I remarked
ITurres Jamset Ram Singh.

" But—but—but I—I—I must have it,
vou know I gasped Bunter, I suy,
you fellows, yon—yon really think that
nieans that I ain't gpetting 1t 7"

““Ha, ha, ha ” yelled the juniors,

M. Bunter's brief reply left no doubt
i any mind—unless it was Billy
Bunter’s owi. It was reslly hardly
passible to mistake Mr, Bunter's mean-
mg. But the dismayed fat junior
secmed clinging to & lingering hope.

“0Oh crikey "' he mumblad. * Oh lor!
(M1 dear! Oh scissors P

Harry Wharton & Co. loocked rather
ctiviously at the fat Owl.

hg number of times Billy Bunter
had been disappointed about a postal
vrder ¢ould not have been computed
without going into very high figures.

Ho, really, there seemed no occasion,
{his' time, for such overwhelming
Jizsmay,

‘But Bunter, evidently, was uftexly
dismayed and overwhelmed.

“Brace up, old fat bean ! =aid Bob
Cherry. "“It's happened hefore, you
fenow ™

#0Oh! Yesl But—"

“Many a time and oft!” remarked
Skinner.

“Yeg—but—-=" Bunter pgroaned.
“Oh lox' ¥

Lord Mauleverer tapped him gontly
an & fat arm.  Mauly generally gmave
the Owl of the Remove as wide a becth
as practicable. But it was only neces-
sary for a fellow to be down on his luck
For Mauly’'s kindness of heart to banish
all other eorsideiations,

“Cheerio, old ° bean,™ mmrmurad
}.qulj;;' “If five bob would be any use

“0Oh dear!” proened Bunter. “No
usa &t all [*

i Eh?"

“What 7"

af M}I’ hﬂ'-tl 1:u

Bunter's reply astonished the natives.
sor & fellow whose chief occupation
was borrowing shillings and sixpences
np and down the Remove, te say that
five bob was of no use to him was
vather astounding.

““Oh crikey I¥ groaned Bunter. “Oh
lor* | Oh dear

He rolled dismelly away.

“Well, bepad1” said the astonished
‘AMauly, staring after him,

“*What the dickens iz the matier with
the .fat duffer?” asked Peater Todd.
“What the dickens dees he want thirty
hob for, &ll of a sudden? Can't be
tuck, or he'd have jumped at Mauly's
five bob 1"

" Goodness knows,” said Bob Cherry,
“Ho locks ss if he wants it—bad! I'd
lend it to him moyself if it would come
out of fourpence! But it won't!”

It was quite mysterious,

Billy Bunter, apparently, was up
against trouble, which could only be
barred off by the sum of thirty shillings.
It was not, apparently, tuck—and Billy
Bunter was not generally supposed to
he interested in anything else.

But, whatever might be the “{eacful
trouble ¥ referred to so feelingly in
Bunter’s letter home, it was clear that
he was not gomng to be saved thereirom
hy any remittance from- Bunter Court.

THE Maexer LiBEARY —No. 1,520,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bumps for Bunter !

i HAT the thuimmp's gomg 1o be
donal"

“Goodness knows!®

Harry Wharton asked the
question ; Bob Cherry made the answer.
And the other three members of the
famous Co. shook their heads.

After dinner, the Famous Five had
adjourned to Study No. 1 in the Remove
for a consultation, It was Wednesday,
a half-holiday at Greyfriars; and on a
half-holiday, the chums of the Remove
wera generally merry and bright. On
this especial afternoon, bright spring-
time Bs it was, they were very thought-
ful, worried, and clouded—guita &
contrast to the cheery sunshine that
streamed in at the study window.

Wharton sat in the window seat,
facing his friends. They could only
shake their heads in responso to his in-
quiry, They, ne more than the captain
of the Remove, knew what the thump
was going to be done, in the peculiar
circumetances,

From the study window, they could eee
My Quelch, their Form-master, walking
in the . guadrangle. Queleh’s face,
always sovere, wWas very grim.

That grim cxpresaion had hardly left
it, s0 far as his pupils bad cbserved,
ever since the mysterious happening in
hiz study a weck ago—a mystery that
waa yel to be solved.

“Queleh  looks shurty,” remarked
Jokinny Bull, glancing down at thae
Remove master. 1 dare say he's think-
ing about it now.” :

*The thinkfulness is probably terri-
fie,"”” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“It 13 a Fre;m‘stﬂrcrus' worry io ' the
abesurd Quelch.™ ;

“It was Bunter did it, of coursel”
satd Harry. “I heven’t the slightest
cdotbt about that! But——"

“But——" murmured Frenk MNugent.

“He won't own up, the fat frogl”
Wharton knifted his brows. “And 1%
looks now as if he mave't be spotted !
S0 what's going to be done! Now that
Courtenay’s nams has been dragged into
%, it’s usimpljf got to he clearved up.

=

“Well, if Bunter pinched that dashed
watch-chain from Queleh's study, ho
won't own up,” said Bob. * It's the sack
if ke does?

“Hut this can’t go on!” said Harry.

“It can’t ' agreed Bob,  But—looks
az though it muetl It's clese on the
end of the termm now, snd if it isn't
cleared up, before we brezk up for
Easter, most likely it never will be. Wo
can't go to Quelch and tell him it was
Bunter—even if we were sure—"

“I'm sure enough!” grunted
captain of the Remove,

“Well, yes, but there’s no proof, It's
a putrid problem,” said Bob, wrinkling
his brows. * Mauly said from the stark
that Bunter never pinched that ¢hain—
and 1 can't quite think that he did!
But if ho togk it for any other reason
to pay Queich out for whopping him,
what's become of it? Even if he chucked
it away, and he's fool enough, ho
would know where he chuocked 1% and
would try to get it back. I can’t make
it out.'

“I supposa we can't boot him _into
awning u}l) * remarked Johnny Bull,
thoughtfully.

" Well, hardly,” said Bob, with a grin,
# aepecially as he may net have done it,

after all’?
didn"t, did ™

the

“If Bunter
demanded Wharton.
“QOh, ask me another! It was fright.

who

fully unlucky that ITighelilfe man being
over here last Wednesday, missing us
and waiting an hour til} we came in, A
rotten coincidence - like that is bound
to make follows talk.”

“Skinner's making the most of that "
growled Wharton, “He would—as
Courtenay is a friend of ours.”

“:Well_. yes:; but lots of fellows are
saying the sama thing. The fact is,”
said Bob, “I should rather agrce with
Skinner, if—"

“If what 1" asked Wharton sharply.

“1f it had been anybedy but
Courtenay,” said Bob. “Thera are a
lot of ehady rottera at Higheliffe. If
it had been Papsonby, for instance, who
was hanging ut the place that afters
noon, I'd jolly well rather think he
did it, than a Groyfriars man—even
Buntor,”

“But it wasn't Ponsenby—it was
Courtenay—so you're talking rot!”

" Thanks|” said Bob,

And there was a silence

It was brekem by a fat voice, as o
plump face and & large paoir of
spectacles glimmered  in at the study
doorway. '

“1 say, you fellows!?

The Famous Five glared round at
Bunter,

Harry Wharton was assured, and his
friendzs had little doubt, that Billy
Bunter wasa the delinquent. Every man
in the Remove had believed so, at first;
until the name of Frank Courtenay, the
captain of the Fourth Forni ﬂ.f‘r‘ulgli'l;
EJ;‘_EF. came to be mixed up In &
affnir.

“You fat_ villain[* said Harry
Wharton, “ When are you geing to own
up fI'lIJ'

“Ent Own unp to what?’ asked
Bunter. " I1f Coker’s been saving any-

thing about his tarts, I never had them.
I hope I'm not the fellow to touch a
fellow’s tarts,”

“¥ou frabjous freg!” roared Bob
Cherry. “ Do you think we're bothering

about tarts?™
“Well, if you mean the pig—=2
“h, kill him, somebody—"

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"
*Quelch’s beastly watch-chain, you

fat villain ! hooted the captain of the

Remove. .

“Oh, that?” -esaid Bunter. *“That's
just what I've come here to speak to
vou fellows about I'

“Oh ! said tha Famous Five, all
together. -

They gave Bunter their concentrated
attention, at that statement. So far,
Billy Bunter had denied, eategorically
and emphatically, knowing anything
whatever about the missing gold chain.
If he was going to tell the truth, at
last, the Famous Five were more than
glad to give him & hearing.

"Go it, old fat man!’ said Bob
Cherry, “I feel sure you never meant
to pinch it1 But what did you do with
it

“Th? Nothing!"

“ Look here, you frabjous owl—->"

“Well, you look here,”’ satd Bunter,
firmly “I want it clearly understocd,
in tha first place, that I never touched
that chain. Never cven saw it, 0O
Quelch hadn’t got it in his hand, in two

ieces, looking at the broken link, when
PI) went to his study that Wednesday—"

“ Oh crum o

“ And he mever put it in his table
drawer, when he waa going to whop
me,” went on Bunter. “ Besides, he
whopped me for nothing—making out I
waa uniruthful, you know. Naot that I
thought of hiding his woateh-chain, or
anything of the kind, because he

h_s 1.1:



whopped me, The ides never entered

m'?;l" ead," . ]
he Famous Five gazed at him.
“And how was I to know, when he
mizsed it, that ho would think it had
been  pinched " demanded Buonter,
“ Beastly suspicious, if you ask me IV
“What else was he to think, you
blithering ow!, when a gold chain worth
twenty or thirty pounds was mssing |V
exclaimed the captain of the Bemove,
“ What did you do with it, anyhow?”
“I never touched it, old chap! I
want to make that clear, first po. My
mind 15 an absolute blank on the subject
of that watch-chain,’”’ said the fat Owl,
impressively. “If you think I'm goin
to ask for the sack, you're jolly wel
mistaken | ?uek:h has said, tﬂ.:litﬁ plain,
that the fellow who took that watch-
chain out of his table drawer, is going
to be taken straight to the Head, to bo
expelled. Think T want that#?
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Smack ! Ponsonby reeled under the open palm

Courtenay, his eyes flashing.

fast enough ! ™

“You pernicious porpoise!” said Bob
Cherry. " If we can pet the chain back,
it will be all right. We shan't mention
you. Where iz it¥

“How should I know? demanded
Bunter, 1 haven't seen it since last
Wednesday, and to tell the exact trutl,
I never saw it then."

“Oh erikey 1

“Hunter, vyou awful ass!™ said Iarry
Wharton, speaking as patiently as lLe
could. “ Do try to have a little sensel
We're willing to believe that you never
pinched that chain, but took it for
some silly fatheaded reason, like the
blithering idiot you are. But you know
what's become of it—"

“0Oh, no! Not at all {™

“And you know that Highcliffa chap,
Courtenay, wae here that Woednesday,

- waiting for us, and a lot of fools have
raixed his name up with what happened,
Ponsonby's got hold of the story, and
spread it all over Highelife—making it

: | I :!{ilf'-!r”"'! M
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out as bad as he possibly can, €Can't
you eee the harm you've done
Courtenay '’

“I rather like that chap,” eaid

Bunter, “He chipped in when that cad
Ponsonby was ragging me the other
day, and made him chuck it.”

“Well, if you like him, you fathead,
do you want & rotten story like this to
be hanging on to him?”

“Certainly mnot!"” said Bunter, at
once. Y1 can tell you, 1t's worried me
a lot. That's why I'm going to clear it
all up.™

“It can be clemred up by the chain
being found I” said Bob.

*That's it!" said Bunter. He nodded,
and grinned. “It's going to be found
ell right! I mean to say, suppose
guelﬁh found it in his study table

rawer, afier sll, he would think he'd
overlooked it, what?”

“ He-~he might |” murmured Bob.

‘ |I r.f'r

I

——

“The mightfulness is terrific 1"

“You're going to find the chain—and
you expect us to believe that you never
snaffled it?"” asked Johnony Bull.

“Exactly, old chap! I expect my
pals to take my word, of course.”

“0Oh, scissors '

“Well, never mind all that, so long
as it's found, and given back to
Quelch ! gaid Harry Wharton. * That
will elear Courtenay all right—even that
enr Ponsonby couldn’s keep it up, after
that, Get on with it. for goodness’
sake.”

“I'm poing to—this very afternoon !
said Bunter. * DBut ithero's one thing—
you saw me open that letter in break
this morning 7*°

“What about that, fathead?"

“I mean, I've been disappointed
about a postal order—*

“What " roared the Famous Five.
“Ion't yell at a chap,” said Bunter

5

ovishly, “it makes a fellow jump.
‘ou ste, I wrote to my E,mtar, telling
him that I wanted thirty bob specially,
and, for some reason, I can't under-
stond, he hasn’t sent 1t. He can't have
understood how awfully important it
was. If you fellows can let ine have
thirty shillings—*"

“You—you——" gasped Wharton.
“¥You needn't stutter at & chap.
I've come here to do you & good turn,”
sald Bunter warmlr., “0ld Queleh is
like a bear with a sore head about that
rotten chain, and making wus sit up in

Form. And your pal Courtenay, over
at Higheliffie, is supposed to have
pinched it, and I'm going to set the

matter right, and, I should think it was
worth thirty beb. And I can jolly
well say—— Wow |

Bump i

The Famous Five scemed
paticnen all of & sudden.

to lose

that smacked across his face. ** Call me a thie!, would you ¥ ** exelaimed
** Any other man here golng to repeat that eur®s words—I'"ll knock them back down his neck
There was no answer fo the challenge.

Billy Bunter had raised their hopes.
And then the whole thing had boiled
down, apparently, to a request that
his celebrated postal order should be

cashed—and for an_ unusnally large
amount.  They grabbed Billy Bunter,
heaved him off his feet, anﬂv bumped
him on the stedy floor.

“Wow I’  roared Bunter. “Ow!
Wow [

“Cive him another ™

Bump !

“ Yarooh "

" And one more—-"

Bump |

“Yoo-hoop! I say, yon fellows———
Yow-ow-onw-ow-0w " rogred Bunter,

I'ecling & little better, Harry Whar.
ton & Co. walked out of the study, and

left him to roar. Which Billy Bunter
did for guite o considerabla tino.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Big ldea!
“ ODDY, old chap!”
“Shut up I said Toddy old
chap.

“Buat I say, Poter—"

“Yines!" yapped Peter. “Chuck it
Shut up! _(;ut off ! Go and boil your
head ! Get out! Buzz!

Disappear |™
Billy' Bunter, thus nﬂjured} by his
studyimmate in Study No. 7, did none
of these things, He stood blinking at
Peter Todd through his big spectacles,
asping & little as he blinked. The
Elwl nf the Remove was always rather
short of wind, and the bumping in
Study No. 1 had left him shorter.

““Tt's rather important Toddy,” he
urged. o 1

““ As umportant as getting this impot
done, and getting out on & hali-holi-
:lu‘; "' hooted: Peter
"~ *More, old chap—ever so much
more ' assured Bunter,

Peter gave hiin a glare, and reached
for the inkpot. However, he needed
ihe ink for his lines, so he refrained
from whizzing it at Bunter. He dipped
ais pen instead and scribbled.

On & fine, bright sunny half-holiday
no fellow liked grinding at lines, in-
stead of getting out into the open
spaces. Peter was slmost sorry that
he had dropped a Latin grammar from
his study window on the head of Carne
of the Sixth. It had led to lines from
Quelch. Carne's hpad did not matter,
but two hundred Latin wverzes from
“Virgil * did—a lot,

" Oh, ali right|” said Bunter bitéerly. .

“If you're going to ba a beast like
thoas other beasts, all right! Let
Quelech go on raising Cain about his

rotten  watchchain! I don't care!
Yah |#

THE MAGNET

Peter Todd arrested hLis busy pen.
Peter shared tha atmng" susi;;ic]f:-n of the
Famans. Five—that B:ll anter knew
more than any other fellow about that
missing chain. It was very urgent to
get thosa lines done, and get out; buk
if Bunter was going to let in light on
that troublesome mystery, even the
lines could wait.

“What's that?" asked Toddy, “If
you're going to own u e

“th. don't be an ass!” said Bunter.
“How can I own np, when I know
absolutely nothing about it? "Tam't
that! - Wouldn't it be all right if
suelch got his chain back, Toddy?
Suppose he found it in_ his table
drawer, where he put it last week—
what #*

“Then yvou've pot it?”

“MWo " roared Bunter.

“Then what do you mean, you bur-
bling bloater?®”

“TIl tell yow, Teddy, if you'll keep

it dark. T was going to tell those
beasts in Study Neo. 1, but they got
waxy Ffor some reason, and prtched

into & chap.”

Billy Bunter shut the door of Study
No. 7 cautiously. Then he came back
to the table, across which DPeter was
staring at him.

“I say, Peter!” Bunter whispered,
with great caution. “I say, you've
seen  that rvotten old watch-chain of
Quelch's, haven't youl"

“About a thowsand times, as he wore
it every day, till it busted a link,”'
answered Peter. “I should know i%
again if you've got it, if that's what
vou mean.”

“(Oh, don't be an ass, Peter! Lock
here, that chain's gone! But suppose
Queleh found one exactly like it in his
table drawer?' breathed Bunter,

£ Eh?l‘!
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* Exactly the mamo to look at—scel
He would think it was the same chain,
and leave off kicking up a fuss—seo®™

Peter Todd could only stare at
Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove leaned over

the table, blinking at him cagerly.
Evidently Bunter was greatly taken
with this big idea.
_ “I've seen one in old Lazerus' shop
in Courtfield,” he went on. * Exactly
the same as Quelch’s—big, thick, old-
fashioned gold weatch-chain, If I'd
seen them together, 1 shouldn't know
the difference. Quelech won't either—
Seo 1"

“Oh erikey "' gasped Peter., |

“Ho fGnds it in that drawer, thinks
it's the same chain, and there's the
whole thing, finished and done with,”
soidd Bunter. ““The other fellows won't
ba able to make out that there's a
pincher in the Remova after that.
And that ead Ponsonby, at IHigheliffe,
will have to shut up about Courtenay.
The whole thing comes to an cnd af
Queleh thinks he's got his chain back1”

“You—vyou—yon bloasted bander-
gnatch !”  gasped Peter. “Quelch’s
chain was worth twenly or thirty

pounds—solid gold. Have you got
twenty or thirty pounds to buy the
ona at Lezerus'—even if it would doi"

“I've only got tuppence,” confessed
Bunter.

“Ara you going to offer old Lazarus
itwopenco for it 1" inguired Ieter, with
deep sarcasmn. “I can see him jump-
ing at the offer with both fect ™

“Dao let o chap speak, Peter. I can
get that chain for thirty bob.”

“0Oh I" gasped Peter.

He understood now why the sum of
thirty shillings was o sorely nceded
by the fat Onwl

“Ti's secound-hand,’® explained Bunter,
“and it's exactly like Queleh's—same
size, same desigp—everything. I could
nip off two or three links at the end,
and make it look broken like Quelch’s
—aca 1"

“Oh scissoral® gasped Peter. “ And
what's it made of " i

“Fh? Gold—same as Quelch’s,™

“You fr ul idiot—="

“Dh; ropl T Pet:er_-"-'

“Queleh’™s chain is worth o lot of
money, fathead, because gold’s ﬁcma u
in price, idiot, and it would fete
meney by weight, ass, And if that
chain at Lazarus' was the same as
Quelch's, it would be worth the same
amount of mooey, dunmnyl Got
that 1" '

“¥You keep on jawing,” said Bunter
peevishlv,  *I don't suppose Quelch

would notice that it was rolled gold.”
“Rolled gold ™ shricked Peter.

“Well, of course, you couldn’t expect
a great, big heavy watch-chain to be
made of solid gold for thirty bob,”
said Bunter. “Have a littlo zensel”

“Oh erikey |” :

“Quelelh would never notice——"

“(Oh crumbs* ]

“And once he got his beastly chaip

ack, or—or thought he bhad, he
would leave off glaring at a fﬂ}lnw
as if he fancied a fellow was a thief,”
nrged Bunter.  “1 den’t believe he
thinks that Higheliffe chap had it, you
know. I can't help thinking he's got
an eye on me, Peter. Mind, I'm not
thinking of myself in this matter dt

all. Veu know I never do. I'm think-
ing entirely of that chap Courtenay it
Higheliffe. I don’t want to

Queleh quict beconse I'm afraid ‘ho
may spot me, Poter.

Nothing of that
sort I’

“Ha, ha, hal" yelled Peter.
“Blessed if 1 sco anything to cackle



at 1" hooted Bunter. “Mind you keep
this dark. don't want Quelch fo
hear anything sbout a rolled-gold
chain, you know. It might make him
suspicions when he found it.”

“He, ha, hal"

“Oh, shut up!” roared Bunier.
#Took here, the point is this—will you
lend mo tho thirty bob? I've asked

old Lazarus to let me have it on tick,
and he refused. I don't know why,
He actually grinned when I asked him.

Cheeky old bemst, you know! You
lend me thirty bob, Feter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” bawled Detcy,

“You silly ass! What are you

eniggering at?’ exclaimed the exas-
perated Owl. “Don't you think it's a
jolly pood idea, Peter? Bet you you'd
never have thought of a dodge like
that for keeping old Quelech quiet!”

“No!" gasped Peter; * hardly ™

“Well, I've got the braing, you
know,” said Bunter. “As soon as I
gaw that chain in old Lazarus' window,
at Courtficld, I thought of the ides.
Just braina, vou know," i

“Yes, that's your sort of brains!”
gasped Peter.  “0Oh  erikey!  Oh
erumbs!  Oh, jumping Jchoshaphat|
Ha, ha, ha!® He wiped his eyes
“That's the big idea, 'is 1t? Obh, fan
me ! Ha, ha, haI”

“You cackling ass, will E:m lend me
thirty bob?” roared Billy Bunter.

“¥es, 1f you'll take 1t out of half-a-
Crow ="

“What 1"

“"And give me two-and-six change.”

“Fou silly chump I¥ howled Buanter.
*Look here, Toddy=——"

“Chuck it!” f;asped Toddy. “You're
ewfully, fearfully, funny, old fat man,
but I've got thesa lines to do. You've

done your funny turn—eut [

“But look here, you silly beast—I
mean dear old chap——"

“Where will you have it?"” asked
Peter, picking up the inkpot.

“Beast 1" roared Bunter. )

Judging by the haste with which
Bunter rolled out of Study No. 7, he
did not want it anywhere !

The dowr slammed. Peter Todd,
chortling, resumed his lines.

Billy Bunter, snorting, rolled away,
disappointed for the second time, but
still in hopeful search of the sum neces-
gary for carrying out that big idea |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Pon Asks for It!

4 OURTENAY
Mr. Mobbs, master of the
Fourth IForm &t Highcliffe,
rapped out that name from
his study window.

Twa juniors who had come out of the
House glanced round at him. They
were Frank Courtenay, captain of the
Highcliffe I'ourth, and hiz pal Rupert
da Courcy, otherwise, the ¥ Caterpillar.”

“Yea, sir! answered Courtenay, and
he crossed to Mr. Mobbs' study window,
his lips fightening a little.

The Caterpillar lounged after him.

Mr. Mobbs had s frown onshis thin,
meagre fade.

He did not like that particular
member of his Form—partly, perhaps
because & mean, nagging natore could
wob like & hﬂa]tfly, wholesome one. But
Ahe- chief reason was that Ponsonby of
the Highclifie Fourth was * Snobby
Mobby's ¥ special favourite—and Pon
was Frank Courtenay's enempy.

My. Mobbs did not, perhaps, realise
that he liked Pon mainly because his
father was & baronet and his uncle a
marguis; and he did not even guess
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that Pon & Co. called him “8nobby
Mobby,” PBut he knew that there was
often trouble between Pon and Courte-
nay, and 08 1k was practically impos-
gible for s baronet's son and 8 marguis’
nephew to do wrong in Mobby's eyes,
he naturally laid most of the blame on
the captain of the Fourth.

“You are going oul,
said Mr. Mobbs acidly.

“We're allowed to trickle out of gatea
on a hali-holiday, sir!* remarked the
Caterpillar.

“If yvou are thinking of going to
Greyiriars, Courtenay——"

“1 was not, sir.”

“Vory good!” said Alr, Maebbs, “I
gm sorry to see, Courtenay, thatl you
appear to desire to keep up your friend-
ship with certain Greyfriars boys, in
spite of the fact that a disgraceful
aecusation has been made against you
at that school.”

Courtenay’s eyes gleamed.

“Wharton &and his friends have
nothing to do with that, sir,” he
answared, “and nothing will make any
difference to my friendship with them.”

“1 am shocked to hear you suf 50,
Courtenay! Dr. Voysey has placed
Greyfriare out of bounds for all High-
ciffe hﬂiya. in_consequence of that dis-
graceful and miguitous accusation ¢

“No accusation has been made, sic (™
sald Courtenay, guietly. “There has
been some tattle, because 1 happencd
to be over there, waiting for my friends
to come in, on the day it is supposed
that mmeti:ing was taken from Or.
Qualch's study. My friends will hava
nothing to do with if,”

“That will do, Courtenay I snapped
Mr. Mobbs, *If vou should disregard
the order placing Greyfriars School out
of bounda, I shall deal with you very
severgly.”

“1 was not thinking of disregarding
1f, sir. Bo long as that order is in force
I shall gu nowhere near Greviriars.”

“No doubt—no doubt,” said Mr.
Mobbs. “But as it is o half-holiday
at Greyiriars, as well as at Highcliffe,
doubtless yvou will expect to fall in with
some of the Greviriars boys whom you
persist in calling your friends.”

Courtenay did not answer that.

Mr. Mobbs wagged a bony finger at
him from the study window.

“Take warning, Courtenay! ¥You nro
to avoid all Greyfriars boys, as well as
their school. If I find that vou have
heen in communication with any of
them I shall take a very sericus view
of the matter. I should be glad,
Courtenay, to see vou ecndeavour to
niodel vour conduct on that of Ponsonbry,
whose wviews in this matter are com-
pletely in aceordance with my own.”

Mr. Mobbs withdrew hia head, and
hia acid face; and Courtenay, in zilence,
turned away from the window,

His brow was knitted as he walked
down to the gates with his friend, while
the Caterpillar smiled faintly.

The chums of the Highcliffe Fourth
were walking down to Courtfield that
afternoon, and cevtainly, a mecting with
their Greyiriars friends would not have
been unwelcome. Neithor were they
Eke’g‘r to avoid one, in spite of Mr.

a,

A proup of Fourth Form fellows stood
near the gates as they came slonp—
Porsonby, Monson, Drury, Gadsby and
Vavasour. They were talking together,
and as the captain of the Fourth came
up they all glanced at him, one or two
of them ‘grinned, and Vavasour
shrugged his narrow shoulders. Courte-
nnk clearly, was the subject of their
ta

“ Hold on & minute, Courtenay |" said
Pon, stepping into the way.

Courtenay !

Courtenay stopped—impatiently,

“Well, what?‘E he snapped. “If
ou're looking for more. trouble,
ansonby, you won't have to ask twice.
I'm fed wp ™ ]

Pon's eyes glinted for 2 moment. His
nose was atill & little swollen from the
punches Courtenay had landed there
a fow days ago. A faint dark shade
still lingered under one of his eyes.

If Pon was looking for more trouble

it was not in the Geticel line. Hp had
had more than enougl.of that. . :
“ Mothin' of the sort,” lLe said

blandly, * I've been standin’ up for you
against those Greyfriars cads, as one
Iﬁghcliﬁ'& man should’ for ancther.
When 1 hesrd that they were accusin’
you of stealin’-="’

" Nobody has accused me of anything
of the kind, and I will not ellow you to
say zol Stop it, here and now 1" esid
Courtenay, with gleaming eyes, “ You
know as well as I do that nothing’s been
said, except tattle among some fellows
who hardly know me over there. And

not & word would have been heard of 1t

here if you hadn't brought it over and
spread it about Highcliffe.”

“That's hardly fair, is it?" zaid Pon.
“1 got it from some Remove men over
there, and I certainly thonght that
Mopby ought to know, and put his foot
do%n on it at once.”

Courtenay was silent. He had an un-
suspicious mind, and he did not want
to bo unjust, even to a bitter and
unserupalous enemy like Ponsonby.

“Wall, if you'd said nothing, nothing
would have Dbeen heard here, at any
rato,” he said at Jast

“Pon wasn't goin' to keep it dark”
smiled the Caterpillar. “Not Pon! It
was ten gpood o chance to be lost—what?
Didn't you know that Mobby would go
off at the deep end and hike over to
Groeviriars, an’ make himself dJashed
unpleasant, and add fuel to the jolly old
fre—what "

“1 suppose that wns
Courtenay contemptuousiy,

“You can think =0 1f vou like, of
course I said Pon airily. Az soon as
I heard 1t I 2aid at once that von'd had
no hand in it—all the fellows heard me.
I've said so sgain and again”™

“Keepin® the joliy old topic alive—
what 7" asked the Caterpillar. ™ This is
_m;hnr a windfall for vou, Pon, isn't
lt IH' 5

*“What the dickens do von mean?"
“Well, look at it ! argued the Cater-
illar. “You've been tryin' asll you
now how to meaeke trouble with the
Greyfriars chaps. IPranky gave you =
hidin', an' stopped vou—how's your nose
gettin' on, Pon? 8o vou chucked that
—and now this turns up and does the
trick for voul Terrific row goin’ on
batween the two schools, looking like
gettin' worse, instead of better! Huits
vour book fine, old bean! One ecould
almost imagine that vou wangled that
pinchin' at Greyfriars—it suits your
game o well.”

Ponzonby laughed,

“1've stood up for Courtenay all the
tim&a, anvhow, since this started.” Lo
said.

“Well, don't 1" said Courtenay curtly.
“Look here, if gou've. got anything to
say, say it—Il'm going out 1"

“1 was goin’ to ask you sometlin’,”
said Ponsonby. “You needn't answer,
if you don't ¢hoose, of course. You went
over to Greyfriars the day the pinchin’
sgems  to {awz happened, and the
fellows the#e are makin' out that you
hung about the place a jolly long time.
Well. 1 don't suppose you really did—
I dare say it's all Greyfriars lies! ¥You
weren't haphging about the show a long
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time on your own—I fesl sure of that.”
-Monson snd the rpsk looked veiy
koenly  and curiously at. .Courtensy.
That, it -seemed, was the matter they
had bad under discussion.
Y au weren't really
asked Monson.

“And you weren't alone there 7 asked
Drury. _

“Theai's what they seem to be makin'
ouk ! said Pun&m_‘tg,@f. “A word from
you will knock 1t on the
Courtenay—this end, at any rate.”
fever 1 grinned the Caterpillar,
“You know perfectly well, Pon, that
Franky bad to hang sbout at Greyinara
that u-.g{ a3 "his friends were out of
gates, x

there long?”

head,

ke the most of it.”
]':'"1 know nothin’ about if, of courss

“ Gammon '

“If you don’s know, I'll tell you,”
said = Frank rtenay coolly  and
soornfully. ““Wharton and his friends

wera out of gates, and 1 waited over an
hour 1a the visitors” room till they came
in. A Remove follow—¥ernon-S8mith—
lent me s book to réad, and after thsi
I wasz alone in the room till my friends
cama in, It was only a step from that
reom to Mr. Quelch’s study, and I could
have gone aleng and rooted through his
things i I'd wanted to; there waa
hardly anybedy about the House, a3 it
was & half-holiday. They know all that
at Greyiriars—and 1 haven't the slight-
cat obhjection to all Higheliffe Enowing
ik, too.'?

“0Oh gad I said Ponsonby,

* Phew " mourmured Monson.

The Highclife knuts exchanged
glances,

“Is thers anvihing more you'd Like to
ask, Ponzonby 1 said the captain of tha
Fourth in the same scornful tone.
“Make the most of it while it lasts;
it can only last till they find out the
thief at Greylriays.” .

The Caterpillar noted the peculiar
gleam that came into Ponsonby's ryes
gs Cowrtensy spoke. It made him
wonder. Pon did not expect tha thief
to be found out at Greyviniars, Why !

“Well,” zaid Ponsonby slowly, “that
altera the caze a lot, Courtenay. We've
all been thinkin' that thiz was ziniply =
Greyfriars slander; but from what you
admit, it looks as if tfl:te¥ had something
to go o, Dash it sll ! If somethin® was
pinched here while a Greyiriars man
was hanging sbow the plaee I shouldn’t
say it was o Highcliffe man did it,”

*“That's #0,” agroed Monson. * And
e beaks over there refused to do any-
thing when Mobby put it to them.
Looks as if the beaks think the same as
the fellows.”

“ Abzolutely ' said Vavasour,

“Oh, come on, Rupert!” snid
Courtenay impatiently: and a: Pon-
sontby did not move out of s way he

gave him a push and moved him.

The twe chums walked on to the gates,
]ea.\ring Pon tettering from the push,

Pon's wvoice, in rather raised tones,
was heard as they went gut.

“By gadl hat do veu follows
think? It wounld be pretty ratten for
us if it turned out, after all, that those
(ireyfriars eads were right and it was
a Higheliffe man did the pinchin’. Tt
Leging to look like it."

Frank Courtenay otopped in the gate-
WARY. His eyes burned az he heard
those words from the cad of Highchiffe.

“Heold en, Franky!” murmured the
Caterptllar " Mobby's stickin® at his
E'tu% window, yaou know——>*

“Hang Mobbyt Do you think I'm

ing to et that cur—"  Without

nizthing the sentence. Frank Courtenay
strode back at the group of knuts.
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Ponsonhy  breathed  rather  hawd,
Mare than s dozen fellows had heard
his words—and Frapk Courtenay. had
heard them, as he inmtended., But he

rather wished thet he had not uttered
them a5 the captain of the Fourth cams.

striding beck with sot lips and glinting
ayes,

“What did you say, Ponsonby?”
gnsl-:ed Frank Courtenay in a low, tense

TFEx.

“Eind out1"” said Ponsonby sulleniy.

“Well, I heard what you said. You
won't sy anything hke that without
answering for ik DPut up your hands!”

Ponsonby jumped back.

“Keop. off, you cadi” ho snarhed.
“I've scrapped with you once and
fave vou bosb, Keep your paws to
yourself | -

“When you keep vour lying tongue
to yourself—not till thent"' exclaimed
Courtenay, and he followed up the re-
treating dandy of Highchiffo.

“¥ou rotter!” panted Ponsonby.
“¥Youg——— Oh!"

Smack }

Ponsonby reeled under the open palm
that sgmuii:g across his ]f:u.w dwﬁg
rage, e maede a spmng, but stopped an
backed again. ﬁﬁnmﬁ & Co. made &
move forward, and  Courtenay's eyes
fAashed roend at them.

“Any man here going to repeat that
cur's words ! he exclaimed. "Get on

with it; I'll knock them back down his
fieck fast enough I

There was no sgnswer to that challenge,
Neither did Ponsonby coms on again;
he stoed with his hend to his face, pant-
ing, his eyes burning with hatred, but
his courage failing, Once more the cad
of Highehiffe had asked for tronble that
he could not bandle when it eame.

Courtenay waited a long moment;
then, with o curling lip, he turned
way, rejoined the éa.terpiilar at the
ates, and they went out together.

e e T

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunier in Search of Bobs!

i SAY, you fellows, seen Mauly ¥
The Bounder chuckled and
Tom Redwing =miled.
“{one :}ur.%;’ answered Smithy.
“Oh crikey 1" gnid Bunter dismally,
Bunter could have groaned.
Lord Maunleverer was often Bunter's

resource when he had been disap-
pointed about a postal order. Mau
was not o good arithmetician, but h

he been ever so good he could hardly
have counted the mumber of . chillings
and half-crowns that the fat Owl boz-
rowed of him during a tarm.

Clertainly it was not shillings or hali-
erowns that Bunter wanted now it was
the rather unusuel sum of thirty “ bob®
He hoped that the long-suffering Mauly
might exude that sum.

But alaa for Bunter! Whila he had
been trying his luck in Study Ne. 1,
and then in Study No. T, the bivd, as it
were,, had flown., He wished now that
ha had tackled Alauly firet, but it was
too late to wish that He blinked dis
mally at Vernon-Smith and Redwing
through his big spectacles.

“I—71 say, Smithy, if you've pot thivty
bob you don't want—"

“Ha, ha. ha!” roared the Bounder.

“Well, you're always splashin

your
m:::uld; monoey about I'' vapped Bunter
“You'va got lota, and you're always

showing it off. I say, Sniithy, let me
have thirty bob—only til]l I get a postal
order,”

“You fat fool—"

“Beast! T say, Redwing, can you let
me have it? I've been pretty decent to

u, you know—tireatin as an
xuﬂirﬂﬂd all thnt,.thmlg% :mjiﬁur father’s
Mo Heamik tasad ot b, Tangnes.

o1 wing stared at him, laughe
and walked on with Vernon-8mith,

“Beasts ! groaned Bunter,

_ Postibly Bunter's tactful way of ask-
ing for a loan did not make for success,
Anyhow, there was evidently no hope
from Bmithy or Redwing,

The fat junior rolled back to the
House—dismal, but still hopeful. He
was greatl taken with his big ides for
“keeping Quelch quiet.”

The -outward appearanco of that
roHed-gold chein in the window of Mr,
Lazarus’ shop. at Courtheld, wes pre-
eiscly that of Quelch's lost watch-chain,
Bugter had little doubt—ér rione—that
if ‘Quelch found that chpin in his atudy
e would think he had recovered his
property, and all would be calm and
bright.

It was simply sickening that a fellow
with _se masterly a scheme on hand
should be bung up for want of a paltry
sum hke thirty shillings |

Mr. Quelch.came out of the House as
Bunter was going in.

--His gimlet-eye turned on -the fat
junior. _ :

Bunter felt . ik, rather than saw ib

Quelch had 3u&atianed him once oun tha
sabject, and had not been wholly
satigfied.

Bunter, he-knew, had seen that chain
in his hand, seen him put it inte the
table drawer. Nobody elee, so far as
Mr. Quelch knew, had known anything
about it. He did not exactly suspect
Bunter, but certainly he gave gim'mnra
thought than any other wve fellow
in_this connection.

The fat Owl's podgy heart beat un-
pleasantly as he E-:ssed his Form-
master, dreading to be called back.

However, Mr. Quelch did not call
him back.

“Oh lor’ 1" breathed Bunter, as he
eseaped. _

With a deadly seeret on his mind,
Bunter trembled under Quelch's gimlet-
eye, and as he was-in Queglch's Form
e came very often uynder that gimlets
T¥e. :

Every time that eve turned on him—
ag 1t often did—the fat jumeor guaked.

Bunter was not enjoying life thesa
days. If at timea he forgot the wor
on hizs fat mind the sight of Mr, Quelzg.
would recall it at once. He had never
enjoyed classes in the Remove-room,
but now they wero a long-drawn-out
terror to him.

From the bottom of his fat heart he
repented that he had snaffled that
broken watch-chain from Quelch’s table
drawer. .

Wat for a moment had he fareseen the
awful consequences. He hod never even
supposed that Queleh would think that
the chain had been stolen.

He had taken it for & jape on Queleh
—tao hide in his Sunday hat.  Quelch,
unacguainted with Bunter’s extraordin-
ary ideas of & practical joke, was not
likely to guess that one.

Too late Bunter realised that even
had he carried out that wonderful japn
Quelch would not have suppozed that
it was a jape: he would have been much
more likely to soppose that tho thief
had become frightened and dared not
keap his loot. :

Mot that that mattered, as Bunter had
net been able to carry 1t ont ewing to
the loss of that wretehed chain. .

The fat junior rolled into the Rag.
Ile found Bkinner and BSnoop and
Bolsover major and Fisher T. Fish
loafing and frowsting there,

They were discussing what was neav
8 vory live fopic inm  thoe TRemove—
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at his writing-desk, * Oh !
the Form-master.

nhether - that I[i§h¢1iﬁ'ﬂ man, Courte-
nay, had mpinche Quelch’s chain the
day he was hanging about af Grey-
friars.

Bolsover major took the view that a
fellow was bound to stick up for his
school.  Sticking up for his school
meant, to Bolsover, that he wasn't
going to believe the thief a Greyfriars
man, if it could possibly be a High-
cliffe 1man. So he plunped, as it were,
for Courtenay

Blkinner was still keener on it. Being
up againgt Harry Wharton & Co., he
found it amusing to take the view that
their friend from Highcliffie was a
deubiful character.

Billy Bunter blinked at them. His
conscience was not very tender; but he
did feel a pang of remorse whenever he
heard Courtenay’s name mentioned in
such & connection. Bunter had the
best of reasons for Enowing that Frank
Courtenay had never even seen that
mizerable chain. And Courtenay had
Ghi?i}ed in to save him from Ponsonby’s
bullying, gnly & few days ago, which
waas rather decent of the chap!

“That Highcliffe man is the chap, all
right I Bkinner was saying. * Wharton
CaTl ﬁﬂ'as ratty as he likes about it—
but that's my opinion.”

“Mine, too ! said Bolsover major.

“I—1 say, vou fellows——"" stam-
mered Bunter. “I—I wouldn't say that,
if I weve you! That chap Courtenay is
all right.,”

“I puess it was Courtenay, if it
wasn't Bunter |” remarked Fisher T.
I'ish. " But I'll say I ain’t plumb sure
that it wasn't Bunfer.”

“We all thought so at first ¥ prinned
Soncop. “Wharton still thinks so—*

“He says ho does!” sneered Skinner.
“He knows jolly well what it looks
like, all the same. Was it you,
Buuter

" No, you beast I'" hootod Bunter. “1

-n-pothing, sir ! ** stammered Bunter.
*Oh, no, sir ! " groaned the fat junfor.
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don’t know anvthine about it, of course.
But I Lkpow that Courtenay never
touched it."

“How do you kngw that, if you don't
know anything about it¥” grinnod
Snoop.

“Beast| I—I mean, I—I say, you
fellows, c-c-c-can you let me have thirty
bob? I'll setile to-morrow ouf of a
postal order I'm expecting.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Skinner & Co.

“Blessed if I seo anything to cackle
at!” howled Bunter. ‘What are you,
smg%er “%. at, you silly idiots?” :

" Your little joke ! chuckled Skinner,
-1 wasn't joking, you ass——'

“You were, old man—one of your
best I assured Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Beast [

Billy Bunter rolled out of the Rag
again. Hope springs eternal in the
human breast; but. even the hopeful
Owl was getting rather hopeless now.
His search for “hobs™ wns very dis-
couraging,

““That beast Pon!” groaned Bunter.
“Oh, the beast! Wouldn't I like to
punch him! Wouldn't I like 1o bung
up his eye !V

As he thought of Pon, another ides
came into lis mind. He started for
Mr., Quelch's study. Quelch had gone
out, and a fellow conld get at his tele-
phone.

It was possible to mng up Higheliffe.
Mr. Mobbs allowed his dear Ponsonby
to use his felephons, as if it were his
oW .

Hopeful once more, Billy Bunter shut
the study door, rolled across to the tele-
phone, and rang np Higheliffe School.

That unspeakalie beast, Ponsonby,
had taken the chain from him, and
refused to give it back. It had dropped
from Bunter's pocket when FPon and
Gadsby were ragging him, and theo

““Bunter ! 'What are you dolng here ? ** asked Mr. Quelch, as he swliched on the light and saw the fat Removite fumb

** You have opened one of the drawers ! * sa
““I found it open, sir ! *

awful rotter had pouwced on it—and
kept it !

Why, Bunter could hardly tell, unloss
the brute found amusement in keeping
him in a state of terror and torment—
it was rather like Ponsonby to play with
a victim, like a ecat with a2 mouze

Instead of giving him Quelch's chain,
at Bunter’s earnest and almost tearful
request, Pon had only given lim a
booting !

The fat Owls only consplation waa
that Pon had, for some reason of his
own, no intention of letting BMr. Quelch
know that he had found the chain on
Bunter.

He would gladly have made another
appeal to Pon; but he did not want
to risk another booting! DBut Pon
could not boot him along a tolephono
wire ! If only that indescribable beast
would let him hava the chain back !
He had kept it for a week—and he

could not intend to keep it perma.-
nentlv,
“Hallo " eame through the tele-
phone.
It was the squeaky woice of Mr.

Mobbs, master of the Fourih at TTigh-
cliffe.

“I—I say, c-ccan I egpeal to Pon-
sonby 7' gasped Bunter,

“Who is speaking 2"

“ B-bub-Bunter.”

“Banter I" repeated Mr. Mobbs, "I
think I have heard that name. I3 it a
Greyfriars boy speaking §

I; L :;iE'e&* , you sce—il's ralber impor-
an .

“Is it possible that, in the present
circumstances, any Groyfriars boy has
the audacity—the insolence—the unex.
ampled impudence—to ring up this
school 1" yapped Mr. Mobbs.

“0Oh erikey.!”

“You impertinent young raseal—=""

“Oh ler’ I = _
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“I ghall complain of this to your
headmaster—"

“Oh crumba ™ :

- Billy Bunter jammed the receiver
back on tho hooks, Ho did not want
any more ol this : gonial conversation
from Mr. Mobbe.  Evidently he was not
going to get thro to Ponsonby |

“Beaat I hissed Bunter.

Ha rolled out of Mr  Quelch’s study.
There was nothing doing—either in the
way of getting back the real chain, or
raising the necessary sum to replsce it
with the relled d chain' fromt Mr.
Lazarus’l .

Billy Bunter gave it up. On & dismal
horigon, there was'oply one gleam of
light—very hkely that beast Mauleverer
hed gone to tea st the bunshop’ in
Courtfeld, and it might bo possible to
catch him thero—and that would mean
tea, at loast.

That bope comferted Bunter as he
rolled away over the common to Uourt-
field. And when be reached the bun-
shop, snd discovered that Lord Maule-
verer was not thero, no words in any
hnown could have exprosscd
Bunter's feclings §

e ———

TRE AMIATH CHAPTER.
A Discovery !

13 AT sboui
Fichars1"
“ Eh1”

“0r the Cross Keys | said

the Caterpillar imperturbably.
Frank Courtonay stared at his chum.
He had been walking for some time,
with bis hands .driven deep into his
kets, his ayes on the ground, in a
ﬁ'ﬁp raverie. De Courcy glanced at
him =everal times, smiling whimsically
but not speaking. Courtonay seemed to
hava forgotten that his friend was with
him, in that mood of deep and troubled

thonght. .

But the Caterpillar spoke at last as
they were coming into Courtfield; and
what he said was quite sufficient to

tha Threa

make the captain of the Highclhiffe
Fourth [ix _attention on him,
“The Threa TFishers!” repeoatoed

Courtenay. “'The Cross Keysl”

"Yes, old bean, whichever you like!
illar amiably. “Pon
Eequenta both—the
chiefly for billiards and glove-fights;
the Cross Keys mainlg for banker and
nap with v and his aristocratic
cirele. Like either?”

“Ta that o joke?” acked Courtenay,
mystified.

iz pal eould hardly be suppozing,

eericusly, that Courtenay could, or
would, Jmp into any of the low resorta

tha neighbourhcod, which ware
ronised by Pon & Co.; but he

ed quite grave, )
“Not at ail, old bean! Didn't yon
hear what Mobby said at his window?
Ian’t it our duty to follow the jolly old
precepts of our jolly old beak 1™

e ﬂaﬁ did he say, fathead ”

"Didn't he warn vou to madel your
conduet on Ponsonby's?”  asked ‘tho
Caterpllar. “Well, Mobby's advice
mtg;ht. tv ba good! Let’'s! What? If
we'ra takin’. Pon for & model, '3
cither the Three Fishers or tho Cross
Keys, on a half-hol—unless you'd liko
a car out and = trip to the Jolly Bird
at Lantham ¥’

Frank Courtenay laughed.

“Mobby doesn’t know Pon as weo do 1*
4n remarked.

“He doesn’t choose to, at all evonta 1
gaid the Caterpillar shrewdly, *“If FPeon
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T uwnderstand,
rea Fishers

i

Got any preference i” asked tho Cater--
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was sacked, Mobby wouldn't be able to
brag in Common-reom any longer that
a marguis hed given him three fingera
to shake in the hols. Or-is it two that
Pon's uncle gives him when he barges in
there? ¥ went home with dedr old
Pon once, ¥
pened, old bean, and saw the perform-
ance. Can't remember whether it was
two or three fingers that the marquis
ﬁava Mobby. ut I know he could

ardly lot them go again, he was so
bucked ] No, ke will never seo any-
thin" to report to the Big Besk ashout
jolly old Pon1”

The Ca illar chuckled.

* Bnobby little beast, ain’t ha?” ho
remarked. " If Pon’s uncle the marguis
kicked him, Franky, I believe he would
never change his trousers aiterwards—
he would be to proud of them!” ]

Courtenay amiled,  but it was a brief
smile. To his thoughtful and serious
nature, & Form-master whom he could
not respect did not scerm amusing, &3 to
the airy and cynical Caterpillar.

They had an easier time in the High-
clife Fourth than 1o the Greyiriars
Remove; but Courtenay would gladly
have exchanged “8nobby Mobby ¥ for
Mr. Quelch, severe and rather grim as
he wasa. -

“ However,” drawled the Caterpillar,
“1 pgather that you're not aectin’ on
Mobby's o=xcallent advice — 20 that
washes out the Three Fishers and the
Cross Keyal What about droppin’ in
at the bunshop for a’ ginger-pop, io
wash the tasto of Pon out of our
mounth 1™

- Courtenay nodded, and they walked
intg the High Bireet of rtheld.
There, the ocaptain of tha Tourth

glancad about the street, and De Courey
srnilid, :

“Lookin’ for Greyfriara chaps?” lwe
askedl.

“Well, I'd be Cglnd to fall in with our
friends,” =aid Courtenay. " DEwven if
tareviriars had not been put out of
bounds, I shouldn’t care to butt in thero
as matters stand. But Wharton .and
hiz friends have nothing to do with that
silly yarn, and 1 shouldn't like them to
ihink I had mg back up, as far aa
the;."rc concerned.”

The Caterpillar grinned.

“Well, if vou want a Greyfriara man,
there's & happy specimen!” heo
remarked, with a nod towards the bun-
Elm;%, which they had nearly reached.

“That fat duffer |” said Courtenay,

smiling. ;

Outside the bunshop was a big tree,
and under its branches were littlo
tables. Close by them stood a fat figure

ve—ang a fat face adorned by a big pair
of spectacles, met the view of the two

H'ﬁ:mlilﬁs juniors, as they came up.

illy Bunter, like Moses of old, was
looking this way and that way, appar-
ently in the hope of spotting somcbody.

Ile had, as & mattor of fact, rootod
through the bLunshop, and discovered
that Lord Mauwleverer was not thero.
Ho would gladly have romained ns o
cuzstomer—hut without Mauly to see him
through that was impracticable. Bo
thero was the fat Owl, blinking to and
fro, 1n thoe fammt, lingering hopo of spot-

ting his lordship somewhers in the
High Street.
The Caterpillar slowed down.
“There's a proverb, Franky, that

second thoughts are best,™ he remarled.
“On second thoughts, don’t let's drop
in for that ginger. T can do without
guite a lob of that fat” chap Dunter’s
conversation.” .

Butt.i.lt' néq.a- tﬂﬂhl&te.-h 'Il;?m ]itﬂedtqu_nd
JYen, INnK:r tht 1@ rounda i
tacles, had spotted thewn. pee

on know, befors you hap-

thEm? Bunter rolled at once to greet
QI ;

“Cut across, Franky I” murmured the
Caterpillar. “Let's go into tho bank,
what "

“What tho dickens for{™ :

“Any port in a storm|” explained
the Caterpillar. A

“Fathead I” anawered Courtenay.

“l say, you fellowe!” squeaked
Bunter. He rolled up, beaming..
“Hallol Fancy meatin’ you, old .

boan!” said the Caterpillar. “This is
an unexpected plessure—all the greater
for bein' so unoxpected I From which,
o brighter fellow than Bunter would
hardly have essed that, a few
moments ago, the Caterpillar had pro-

osed to dodge into the bank to eludo

iim, :

“Jolly glad to sea you, old chaps!”
ssid Bunter affably. “I don't think
mﬂcil:ihcgjﬂzghthﬁe men, as a4 rule—"

“ But g:.-u two are all right I said the

fatuous Owl, “VYou can’t help being at
a rotten school, can youl"
) “ By gum, Franky, dotan't Bunter put
it well? maid the Cnterpillar. * They
must use some sort of patent polish, or
somethin’, for menners, at Greyfriars,
But I've uoticed before that jolly old
Chesterfield had nothin’ on Bunter.,”

" Well, I:Hamf at & decent school
makes o lot of difference to a chap,”
said Bunter, on whemn sarcasm was a
sheer waste. “But, 1 say, old ::‘h-n]‘:&,
come and have & ginger. My treat!

Courtenay looked a littla restive. He
had declined to dodge Bunter, as the
Caterpillar would haxve "done, but he
did not seem to derive entertainment
from him, as De Courcy did. '

“We'd beiter get on, I think,” said
Conrienay. ' .
_“Oh, "rot!" said the mischievous
Caterpillar. “Can't refuse a kind invi-
tation like that! Take a pew I '

‘“iHere you are!” smid Bunter, and
tha three sat down at ohe of the Jittle
iablea under the trea.  “Call * the
waiter, I say, what about some of
thoso iced cakes? And a doughnut or
two? Whati#”

“You're full of good ideas this after-
noon, Bunter,” ‘zaid the Catcrpillar
119 I—lﬂt’,s- IIJ : .

Billy Bunter blinked at the two High-
cliffiana & little dubicusly for a moment.

Had thoy been Greyiriars fellows, ho
would not have hesitated to order tuck
right and left, and to discover—when
the bill came slong—that he had laft his
money in his study. But even DBunter
hesitated to play that little game on
fellows from another school. Ho could
not feel guite suro how they would take
it

But it is well said that e who hesi-
tates 15 lost. The lure of tuck was too
strong for Iiill{! Bunter to resist,.  Hao
hesitated—hut his hesitation was briof,

(zinger-pop, iced cakes, and dough-
nuts were soon hefora Bunter, %In
tucked in, and trusted to luck—which
waz one of his happy ways.

The Catorpiller watched him, with n
smiling faco. He found the fat Owl
entertnining, in his way; and certainly
his smiling face did not reveal that he
regarded him as a particularly objre-
tinnalle fat bounder.

“Any mnews from Greyiviars?™
diawled the Caterpillar, as Bunier
munched., “Have they found that jolly
old chain yet?” '

Billy Bunter gave him a quick blink,

“Oh, no! don't know anvthing
nbont i, of courae™ he said hastily.
“If that azs Wharton has been talking
any rot; don't you fellows take ady

notica of it | ]
‘Courtenay  looked at him.  The



Caterpillar’s sleepy eyes grew very
keen.

“"Wharton mentioned that the man
may be spotted any old minute”
remarked Do Courey. " He seemed to
have an idea who it was”

“That's only his silly rot ! explained
Bunter. “If he mentioned me, he was
eimply talking out of his hat! He's
rather a foul, you know 1™

00

“The faet is, I've never even: seen
that robten wateh-chain,” said Bunter.
“And, as it happens, 1 wasn't in
Queleh's study that afternoon at all. 1
never went in to take my lines, .and
?uelch hadn't gone to the Head when

went in, either.”

“0Oh, my hat!” murimured the Cater-

pillar,
“8o, you see, I know absolutely
nothing about it! said Bunter, ©

say, these are jolly good doughnuts,
ain't theyi”

“IFina " agreed the Caterpillar.

Hea closed one eve at Frank Cour-
tenay. The latter wae staring at Billy
Bunter blankly, ) ;

The same thought was in both their
ntinds—that the unknown fellow who
had pinched the missing chain was
o longer unknown—that he was, in
fact, sitting there in front of them,
gurgling pingec-beer and guzeling
douglus !

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Luck at Last!
BILLY BUNTER finished the

doughnuts. He startcd immedi-
ately on the iced cakes. He did
not need an interval for rest

I'vank Courtenay was silent, his eyes
on the fat face. The Caterpillar’s cyes
were gleaming.

Bunter's words revealed that he was
suspected by H.n.rrjjﬂ Wharton & Co.
Neaither of the Higheliffe Eallows
doubted that that suspreion was well
founded.

The fat Owl, quite unaware of the
train of thought he had starvted in their
minds, puszled cake with preat relish.

“1 say, you fellows, don't you think
that I'm one of the chaps that think
Courtenay did it,” he went on. “I
know that's all rot, of course.™

“0Oh, you know that's all rot, de
you I said the Caterpillar. Ie did naot
doubk that DBunter had the best of
reasons for knowing.

“Of course, he wouldn't!” said
Bunter. “ Any more than I would, in
fact! It was that cad Bkinner started
i, you know. He did it chiefly to rag
Wharton, I believe. He thought of it
all of a sndden. Nobody seemed to
remember about Courtenay being at
Greyfriars that day, £ill Skinner did—I
remember he came into the Rag, after
seeing Ponsonby off, and——"
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“Yes. Pon came over and tea'd with
Bkinner in his study. Skinner went
down to the gates with him, and when
he ¢ame in, he started talking in the
Rag. He was full of it.™

The Catorpillar gave his chum o look.

“80 Pon was there—just before
Bkinner suddenly remembered abous
Courtenay, mnd started this jolly old
story 1  murmured the Caterpillay.
“Dear old Pon! Go on, Bunter—
you're frightfully interestin’.”

*“Of course, a lot of fellows jumped at
the ides,” said Bunter. * It seems more
natural, if there's any dirty trick, to
think of s Higheliffe man than a Grey-
friars man, doesn't 1£?"
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“Oh!” gasped the Qaterpillar. “0Oh!
Yes! Quite 1 ?

“ 5tili, 1t jolly well wasn't Courtenay,
ell the same 1" said Bunter. “1I say, do
you_want that last cake?”

“Leave it to vou, parfner.”

Bunter guzzled the last cake.

“But it's fearfully rotten for Cour-
tenay,” he weut on, “I'm really sorry
about that! That's really why I've
thought of an idea for keeping Quelch
quiet—not because I think Queleh sus-

pects me, you know—nothing of the
kind—but entirely on Courtenay's
aceonnt,

UThat's like vou, Bunter,” said the
Caterpillar blandly. *“ Your penerous
nature—what " -

“Well, T always was gonerons!”
admitted Bunter. * Kindest friend and
noblest foe, and all that, you know.”

“Oh gad! I—I wmean, ves, quite!”

Y You ses “—Bunter gave the High-
cliffe fellows a hopeful, ecalenlating
blink—" Quelch would chuck the whole
thing if he got his chain back, I mean
to say, he would have to. He couldg't
make out that it was pinched if !im
found it in the same drawer in ‘his
study table, could he!”

“EHardly I agreed the Gater;l:;illar.

“That would see Courtenay absolutely
clear [ explainad Bunter. * Nobody
could fancy that Lo had got into
Greyfriars somehow and pub it back—
what 1"

“Counldn't possibly 1"

“And even if he went on thinking
that it was me there wounld be the
rotten thing, anyhow ! argned Bunter.
“Not that I'm thinking of myself in

the matter at all, you know! I nover
do 1
“You wouldn't!” assented the

Eau;;r H!ar. ; ;
“Well, supposa I counld man it?"
said Hu_ntar?p “I'm not m_u;inaglﬁ can,
and I'm not saying I can't—but sup-
ose I eould? The actual fact is that
it's & matter of thivky bob.”
“0Oh crumbs [ said the Caterpillar,

“dJust that trifling amount!™ said
Bunter. “Nothing to me, really—but
the uufortunate part is that I've been
disappointed about & tal order.
And—youw'd hardly believe it—but
Wharton refused to lend me the thirty
bob, and so did Toddy—after all I'vo
done for them, you know.™

“You don’t say sol” ejamulated the
Caterpillar.

#1 do " said Bunter sadly. **They're
mean, you know! I could knock the
whole thing right on the head if I could
walk into old Lazarns' with thirty bob
in my poclet.”

Courtenay ppened his lips—and closed
them again. The Caterpillar gave him
a ﬁemlu winlk,

_ Bunter’s words gave both of them the
impression—which it counld hardly fail
to do—that he had pinched that chain,
parted with it, and could get it back for
thirty shillings,

As Mr. Lazarus was & pawnbroker,
among his many “other activities, the
thing seomed clear enough.

Bunter could hardly have sold =
valuable geld chain for thivty shillings,
and, if he had, he cortainly could not
heve repurchased it for the ssme sum.

If he had pawned if, however, the
recovery  was  easy~-he had only to
;jntum the sum lent on it, and that was

1at.

Neither of the Higheliffe juniors had
the slightest doubt now that that was
what Bunter had done.

It was difficult. for Frank Courtenay
to restrain his angry disgust; but the
Caterpillar was smiling more urbanely
than ever.

Billy Bunter, utterly unconscious of

what-they were thinking—what, indeed,
ﬂmﬂ could rot help thinking sfter what
he had said—blinked at them hopefully.

“If a fellow lent me thirty bob,” he
remarked, "1 could square to-morrow—
I'm expecting & postal order from one
of my titled relations.”

Clourtenay rose from his scat.

o1 say, Jﬂn*t go ! axclaimed Bunter,
in alerm, “I—I say, the bill's not paid
J.'Eat;i ﬂnd:and I—1 left my money i my
study—

The captain of the Higheliffe Fourth
gave him a lock. .

“I'll go and see 1he waiter.” he said,
““Ready to move on, Rupert

“My dear man, wvou buzz off and
make- yourself useful, and leave me to
E‘njﬂé uni:,er"s conversation,” answered
the Caterpitiar,

Courtenay geve an irvitated shrog
and moved away.

Billy Bunter blinked after lLim, and
then blinked at the Caterpillar.

“I—I—1 sav,” mumbled Bunter—%1
—1 eay, old chap, 1f—if you had thirty
bob vou didn’t want—*

“Pleasure 1” smiled Do Conurey.

The Owl of the Remove fairly jumped
as a pound note and a ten-shilling nete
were pushed across the table, He could
scarcely believe in his good luck.

“Oh1” he gasped, “I-—1 say, yon're
a brick, old chap! T'll settle this to-
morrow, of course—out of my postal

order—"

“Happy to oblige!” murmured the
Eat-arp:l?nr.
Bunter tucked the two notes into his
ket and rose. His eyes were almost
ancing behind his spectacles. At last—
at long last—he had the wherewithal to
carry out that great scheme—and keep
Quelch quiet ]

“1—1 say, I'll ent off if son don't
mind I he gasped. “I—T'4 like to_get
te Lazarus' guick, you know. I—I

jr
'

mean—that 15— (Good-bye, old cha

Bunter volled away down tho l:lligh
Street, ‘ _ '

The Caterpillar, prinning, rejoined
his chum. They walked down the
strect together—Bunter's fal figure roll-
ing on shead.

Courtenay cast a frowning glance
after that fat figure. :

“Not much doubt abont 1t now,
Franky—what 7 nmrmured the Cater-
pillar,

“No, I suppose not,”

“Don't be foo fearinlly contempivons,
old bean! That fat idiot is such a fosl
that I really hardly think he knows
right from wrong! DMustn't judge a
born fool too hard—temper the wind to
the shorn lamb, you know.”

“The young vascall If what he eaid
meant anyihing at all ha has pinched
that chain, and pawned it with
Lazoerus !  Courtenny drew  a deep
breath. “We can't say anything—
by

“No need ™ smiled fhe Catarpillar,
“Ile'a gone to dig that chain out, old
hean—it was worth thirly bob, I
faney 1

“You've given him—"

“0f course, assl I'd have given him
twice as much, or twico that, to get
that putrid chain parked whera it
belongs in old Queleld's stndv | Faney
dear old Pon's face when he heavs that
the jolly old chain Las been found

The Caterpillar chuckled: but his
friend did not smile.

% don’t like having a hand in it¥
growled Courtenay.

“Well, you heven't had a hand in it!
I have!l  But then, I'm less particular
drawled the Caterpillar, * Hallo, there
he goea |V

Ahead of them, Billy Dunter turned
inko Mr, ILazarus" establishment, owver
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the doorway of which gleamed threo
'E}i?m halls. He disoppeared from sight
o that establishment, . K
““Thet's that 1" said the Caterpillar.
And they walked on—Courtenay
irowning and the Caterpillar smiling.
They took dificrent views of the matter
—but neither of them doubted -that
Bunter had gome ‘into the pawnbroker's
ko redeem the - chain’ that. was mssing
froin Mr. Quelch’s study at Greyfriavs !
Neither, certainly, had the remotest
idca of the amazing scheme that was
w- rking in Billy Bunter's {at brain!
Toac ' Billy Bunter was s lool, they

keew—that fast leaped to the eye! But

they were guite unacquainted with tho
fhjjm:}ni m?r] iIlh'ni::EIe ﬁc'i;tt-h.'!- of l;iu
olly.

s

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Al Serene !

Ll ALLD, hetlo, hallo ! roared
Bob Cherry.

Five juniors, on the. road

geer  Courtheld Common,

waved their hands and guickened thewr

Face. :
_ Harry Wharton & Co. were sauntri-
ing 10 the direction of Courtfield—with

the idea in their minds that their
friends at Highelilfe might bo doing the
sanie on that sunny hali-holiday, They

were in sight of

the town when Lht;y
rpotted two 5

fellows coming towart
them-—which evoked Bob Cherry's
cheery rosr.

Frank Courtenay’s face brightonod af
the sight of the Famous Five, The
Caterpillar gave them a ned and a

Eheenﬁ: Erin.

B partics wern glad of the meet-
mg. Both wero anxious that the present
awkward statc of affairs should make
no difference to their friendship.

“Glad to aee you fellows™ said
Courtenay, with & smile. “I1 rather
thought we might fall in with you.™

“Just what we were thinking,” said
Harry Wharton.

“Just the same 1" said Nugent.

“The samefulness was ferrifie, my
esteemed and abaurd Courtenay ™ said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The glad-
fulness to see your idiotic face is
B terous.”

“Lucky we've met on the safo side of
Uourtfield I” remarked the Catervpillar,
“Mobby's given uwa stern instructions
not. to speak to you bad boys. We're
givin’ his ingrnctions & miss |V

“Meobby’s an sss!” grunted Frauk

rm?h L] - - -

"“You sen, there’s difficultics in taking
all Mobhy's tips!” explained the Cater-
pillar gravely, “He's been edvisin'
us to model ourselvas on dear old Pon!
I've no great objection, but Franky
has. He's ref to either to the
Three Fishers or to the
Ho what’s a fellow to dei”

The Famous Five chuckled.

“Fs youwr beak an shirty as Littls
Mobby 7 asked the Caterpillar. “Has
he ferociously commande ign.r.n [rass
us by on the ether side of jolly old
-:ﬂ{'}f

way B

“Oh, nol™ answered Harry.
rourse, it's beaxtly awhward—but Quelch
is no fool. You fellows nnderstand, of
conrse, that only o few silly asses and
one or kwo joticra arc talking that
pifile—fellows who don't know yom,
Courtenay. All tho same, it's o robten
shamo for your name to be mixed u
3 a thmg, and we're all

m -1
2
";E:; sorrowfuhiess is tremendous, ™

“It's simply putrid 17 growled Johuny
Bull. “That worm Bkinner started it—
end I banged his head on the wall in

Tar Maoxer Lismany.—Ne. 1,520,
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the. Remove passage, 1f that's any
eotnfort.” i
“You banﬁad the wrong head 1" said
the Caterpillar. “Don’t you fellows
worry—that rot didn’t start at Gr
frisrs, it was started by s Higheliffio
man. Wa've seen your prize porpoise
in Courteld this afterncon, and he
mentioned—among his other conversa-
tional delights—that Pon called on
Skinner at your school just hefore the
dear man gob going op this story.”

“Oh! exclsimed Wharton, with &
start. “I rememhber now! Ponsouby
came to ser Bkinner—~"

“And put the ides into his Dheoad !
saidd Courtenay, knitting his  brows.
“‘We might have guessed that, really.
It's hike hiw"

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob. “So T'an
was the mgger in the woodpile, all the
timo ! Well, I'm jolly glad to hear it !
We've been feoling mumply rotten over
such & yarn starting ot Greyiriars,
Nobody thought . of it last week 5

“ And noliody woulll have thought of
it at all, if Ponsonby hadn't butted in,”
kaid Courtenzy. “1 am gquite sure of
that.” ;

“Dear old Pon s makin’ the most
of this™ ‘drawled the Caterpillar.
“(Touldn’t havoe happened hbetter for
Pon. Hsa seta the tale goin' at Grey-
frinrs, apd then spouts out at Iligh-
cliffe that Greyfriars men ave callin® a
Higheliffe man a thief! It's all hap-
pened go nicely for Pon that I hegan 1o
suspect that he did the thievin® in tho
tirst place 1

i crumbs !"

“PBut I sappose that really was only
a stroke of luck for Pon,” remarked rho
Caterpillar,  * Pon’s capable of most
things, but he couldn't have made 2
long arm and reached over to frey-
friars for that blessed chaip—"

“Ha, ha! Not auite™ :

“The fact i3, we all helieve 18 was
Bunter,” said l'llart'}u *We don't think
the fat idint pinched the rotten thing—
we can’t=— it welra pretty sure that he
enooped it from Quelch’s study.”

“¥ gathered at muech, from his hright
an’ genial convervsation,” assented the
Caterpiliar.,

“*You see, he's fool enough for any-
thing,” said Mugent. “ Quelch whopped
him, and he mmght have chucked the
chain away to pay him out—mot under-
standing how valuable it was, When a
follow’s an absolute fool—"

“Yes, ho's not struck me as one of
those brilliant  intellectunal  johinmies™
ngrfe:l De Courey. “¥You think ho had
it?

“We foal pretty cortain of that.”

“ And you dow't think he pinched it #*

“Well, we can's!”

“Popped it, porhaps, to raisa the
wind 7

“(h, no ! said e Famous Tive, all
at ofce,

“ Not possible—what ¥

“Quite impossible 1 said  Harrey
Wharton docidedly. “Bunter’s the last
word in idiets, but ho's no thief.”

The Caterpillar gave his chum a droll
look. and Courtenay reddencd wncom-
fortahly. .

They were thinking of the fat Owl
rolling inte My, Lazarus' shop, with the
Caterpillar's  thirty shillings in  |his
pocket. They were nof likely to mention
that to the Greyfriars fellows; but they
could not help drawing their own
couclusiona.

“Tt's quite likely.” went on Harry,
“ihat the fet ass hid it somewhoere,, aned
17 afraid to own up now it's supposed
to be a theft. OF course, it may have
got lost—atherwise, I can’t understand
why he hasn't put it back. I quire

Grey-

eortain, gt ADy rate, that he never had
any idea of sticking to ib.” .
CAfter: al)l this fuss ho would Rut it
back, if ho could!” remarked .Po
Courey, with & solgmn nod. . "“And, to
tell you fellows the truth, I helieve that
that's just what hé's going to do, Ho
gave mo that impression, talkin' in that
briglit and bonny way of his. Ilo you
krow,” I shouldn’t wonder if Quelch
sgpfs that jolly old article in his study
this very ovemn'.” )

“I hope.so!” said Harry. " That will
clear aiy Higheliffe man of having had
s hand in it, apyhow™

“Queleh  doesan’t  think—"" began
Courtenay, . _
“Not! Oh, na! I'm sure not ¥ zaid

Havry, colouring. " ¥You bee, ho gob
rather shirty when Mohby came over,

'rﬁlufj;gr.iﬂg. Alobbs pur his, back up.
nt——
“Talk of giddy angels,” mmrmured

tha Caterpitiar, “and you hear tho
rustle: of their wings. Here comes tho
jally old bied

From the divection nf Greyfriara
Echool a tall and rathér dngular figure
came striding up the road.

“Oh, my hat 1 said Bob, “Queleh }”

The grenp of jubiors staod etlent amd
rather. uncomiortable, a3 the Remove
MAstor cama up. .

Colirtenay eampressod his lips o little,
He' conld dguite understand that Mr
Queleh migfll-:t, have heen irritated hy
Alobbs’ hiusrer, into expressing opinion<
mmnmrlirrjemnry to Highelilfe, If that
was all, it mattered nothing, But if
that was not all—

_Mr. Queleh stopped as he reached the
group by the roadside. They capped
hima respectfully, in silenee.

“Courtenay, I think!” said Mr.
Queleh, his gimlet-eyes bxing on 1the
captain of the Higheliffo Fourth.

“Nop,  gir!”  answered Usurtanay
guintly.

“I am rlad I have met you, wny hoy I
anid the Remove master. 1 regret
very much that vour name hag broen
coupled with an unfortunate recent hap-
pening at Grepfriars. 1 desire to
assure vou that wo responsible persow
supposes, for one mement, that any
suspicion in that unfortunate matter
attaches to you.”

Frank Courtenay's face eleared,

“Thank you, sir1” he answered,

With a nod, AMr. elch passed on,
The Famous Fivo exe nnpiﬂd glances af
satisfacrion. The Caterpillar grinned..

“Wizo old bird, Queleh!” he rg-
marked. “I faney, from hiz heamin’
countenanee, that he's a tougher pra-
position in the Form-room than our
Alobby—but 1'd be rather glad to swap
Mobhy for him, all the same.*

“MNo swap, thanks1? ehuckled Tiob.

Mr. Queleh  disappeared  in the
distaner.  The juniors strolled, at a
more leisurely ace, in the samao
direction, They %ad the pleasuro—or

otherwise—of spotting o fat figure @
fow muinutes later. Billy Bunter, on his

homeward way, wore s fat pgrin of
happy satisfaction on  his  plomp
featiures, Bvidently tho Owl of 1he

Remove was feeling bucked.

“1 sav, you fellows——" ho snquraked.

“ Ol soat I growled Johnny Ball.

“1 zay, DI've just passed Quelel ™
grinned  Buntor.  “Lueky he  dida’$
happen to pass me in the High Strogt—

“Why, fatheac .

7 i}h,} nothing I zaid DBunter, T
winsn kb cnming out of Lazarug’, yoi
koow. Still, 'm glad be didn't sce mo
coming ot "

"Iﬁm'ns  repeated Harty., * What
ihe thumyp have vou been doing there i

= Nolhing, akd rhap! I haven't been
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Frank Courtenay and De Courcy stopped at the door of their study and read the inscription chalked thereon. ** This,"
remarked the Caterplllar, quietly, ** is the jolly old limit ! ** Courtenay sStood staring at the chalked lotters, too enraged |

there | DBut, I say, vou fellows, it's all
sorene now | Don’t you worre, Courte-
nay, old man—I"mn geaing you through

Frank Courtenay made no reply o
that. The Caterpillar grinned; and the
Fawaous Five looked ab Bunter 1o blank
amazement,

“What does that fat ass mean, if he
means anvihing 7™ asked Bob.

“TEh? I mean what I say,” answered
Bunter. *“Tt's all serene! Take my
word for it! I Lnow how to Lkeep
Quelch quiet! Leave 18 {0 mo. You
can take it from we that it’s all serene !”

Billy Bunter rolled on his way—still
grinmng, and greatly bucked. The
juniors stared after him—five of them
at a complate losz to understand what
the fat Owl meant, and the other two
under a complete misapprehension as
fo his meaning ! Tt remained to be seen
whether it was “ all serene.”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Caught in the Act!

R. QUELCEH staved.
He frowned.
Elis lips set.

It was evening at Cirey-

friavs: and all Greviriars fellows were

—gr were supposed 1o be—in their
atuclies, at prep.
Qo Mr. Quelch, sz he turned the

corner from Clommon-room into Masters'
Passage, was surprised, and not pleased,
‘to catel sight of a member of his Form.

e halied=—staring !

Billy DBuntor should have been in
Stady No. 7, in the Remove, at that
moment, <deep in preparation. Instead
of which, he was creeping cautiously
np Masters' Passage, heading for his
Form-master’s study! ;

His manner was esceedingle cautions
=in fact, atcalthy!

to speak.
He trod on tipioe, and blinked rewnd
him, walchfully, throngh Ilns big

spectacles |

Unfortunately, hizs vision was limited,
aeven with the aid of those big spectacles,
and did not reveal the surprised face of
his IMorm-master, staring at him from
the upper end of the ﬁassamu .

Happily wnaware that those gimlet-
cyes were fixed on him  frow’ lhe
distance, the fat Owl tiptoed on.

Mr. Quelch’s lips st hard!
fancied he understood!

_Bunter had some secref and surrepti-
tious reason for visiting his Form-
master's study., FHo had chiosen the thno
when prep was on, amd all the fellows
i the studies, amd the passapges
deserted. What wad his reason ¥

Possibly, to ploy somne disrespeelful
pratk ! But a darker suspicion than
that forced itself inte the Hemove
master’s mind,

Already lus  suspicions  resled on
Bunier, in the matter of the missing
watch-chain. Now he beliold Bunter
creaping softly and stealthily “to his
study. Did this mean that the voung
rascal, encounraged by impunity, was
about to repeat an act of dishonesty ¥

It looked like it—terribly like 1!

Mr. Quelel, standing and watching
the fat junier, looked grimmer and
grimmer s he watched. Iiis face
seemed moulded 1n 1ron.

Bunter reached the door of Lis Form-
mazter's study. There he pansed. 1le
did not knoek, and he did nol enter.
No doubt he sopposed, or hoped, thal
Mr. Queleh was tn Common-rooni. Dul
ha was moing to make snre.

He stooped and applied an evo o the
keyhole !

Certainly, ho could not soo dulo ihe
study, as no hight was on theve, in Me
Quaelch's absence. But the foct 1hat the
study was dark assnved the fut Oul thet
the room: was unoccupiod.

Ho

That was enough for Bunicr!

He turned the door-hamdle, opened
the door, and stepped quickly in. The
toor wos shut again immediatelw,

Mr. Queleli breathed hard and deep.

“Upon my word ! he murnmred,

ITe walked down the passage. There
was no  dould now—and  Bunter was
fairly eaught in the ack.

Mr. Quelch turned the door-handle
in his turn, threw the door wide apen,
anil switched on tho eleetvie light.

“ Qooogh 1" came a startbed gosp.

Bunter bounded

Eut the Remova masier, in the doors
way, saw how ho was oceupicd.

Yielore he bornded, Bonter had been
stooping  at  the wriling-table.  Oue
drawer was open—the one  that  had
contained the missing chain. Buntee
Iiad beon at that drawer in the glinneer
of the fire.

_ Now, suddenly revealed by the faxh-
ing on of the electrie light, tho fat
]]uumr bounded away like a vory active
iamlza roo, and stood staving ar AMe
Queleh, bLis mouth open, his eves alnost
popping through his spectacles,

“Ugogh ™ repeated  Dawoler,
breathless gasp.

Ale. Queleh sbopped inlo 1he shady.
The exprossion on his face might Lave
made the fabled Gorgon envious.

“Bunter, what are von doing horp 7

Quelch's voice was tiot lowd, bal deep
—very deejt.

in

“Oh, nonnotling, =il stammersd
Banter.

Me. Quelch closed  the door  and
slepped  fowards  Tiis  table. Bitly

Bunler watehe& him in horear. e
was epnghl—fairly eaughi-und his fa
hemd was almost spianing.

“You have opeard that drawer in
my table, Bunter!”

{Continwed on page 10.)
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(Continued from page 13.}

l'!it.

*(Oh, no, sirl” s
1

groaned Bunier.
—it was open, sirl I—I-—I found
—it—open—"

“What have you taken from that
drawer . ,

“Eh? Oh, nn-nothing, sir.”

Mr. %u-elch gave him a look. There
was nothing of value in that drawer but

pers—valuablo only to Mr. Quelch.

ut it .was the drawer from which the
chain had been taken. It looked—
plainly it looked-—as if the thief had
returned to it, in the hope of finding
more plunder there,

“J—J—I didn’t come hera to take
anything, sir!" groamsd Bunter. 3

“VYou will hardly expeet ma 1o
believe that statement, Bunter [ said
the Remove master coldly., “What
have you—" _ R

He broke off as he glanced into the
open drawer. A gleam of gold met his

startled eyes.

Mr. &ue]uh jumnped—he  almost
bounded, as Bunter had done |

“What—" he gasped.

Ho stared into the drawer. Under
Bhis eyes lay & .gold weich-chain—a
massive, old-fashioned, gold watch-
chain, broken at the end. If it was not
the missing chain, it was so exactly like
it that Blr. 311&1::]3 was hardly likely
io detect the difference at the moment.

“Upon my ward!” he gasped.

#0Oh lor’ 1" breathed Bunier. )

He had intended to conceal that chain
under the papers, in the happy
that Quelch, finding it there, would
believe that he had somehow overlocked
it in his previous search.

Then 1t would have been *all
sorens "—as Bunter had assured the
Reniove fellows that it would be.

Obviously, it was not all serene now.
Quéleh had not only found the chain
—staring him in the face from the open
drawer—bmt he had found Bunter—
caught himn in the very sct of putting
it thero!

Quceh was the outcome of the masterly
schheme evolved by Dilly Bunter's
remarkable inlellect.

“That,"” said Mr Quelch, “is the
missing .chain, Bunter! You have re-
slaced it in the drawer from which you

ad taken it 1"

“0Oh, no!™ gasped Bunter. “Nob at
all, siv! I—I1 nmever knew it was there,
gir! I=—I've never seen it before!™

*Bov ¥

“Jerl—1 mnean, I—I—1 thought it
might be there, sir, and I—I came io
—to Jook ! stammered the haplesa Owl.
“ And—and I—I found it there, siv!
W.n-wasn't that hucky, sip?”?

¢ Buanter 1

“J—I—1 told the fellows, sir, that
you—you might have overlooked it. siv,
and—and it was thera all the time !
caspetd  Bunter. * You—you see, sir,
that—that's how it was! You™vou
overlooked it, sir! I—I1 said to Toddy
only to-day that—ihat you might have
overlooked it there, sir—old people do
sneli tlungs——"

“What ™
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“"My—mr grandiather is—is always
losing and nissing ‘things, sir, just like
BS yOu, sir—
he's only sixty——"

Alr. Quelch was Aftv—oand certainly
not old-—merely fifty, and, in his own
Lelicl, at least, unusually yvoung for his
age, looking ouly about forty, Bunter’s
happy remarks did not have the effect

o of pouring o1l on the troubled waters.

. " Buniey “ roared Mr. Quelch.

“Oh!  Yes. sir!” groaned Bunter,
“I—I—I fomul it there, sir—— I—I
—I'tn 5o gig-gig-glad I've found vour
chain for vou, sir—" .

" How care yvou utter these palpable
untrutha, you  young rascal!” thuu-
dered Mr aelch, " “You have ro-
placed the stolen artiels under my very
eyes! It was, as T suspected, you who
purloined it in the first place. Other-
wige it could not have been in your
possession. I an “glad, at least, that
you have dope this, Bunter—but it can-
not save you, from the penalty of dis-
hbnesty | I shall now take you to your
headmaster—" : '

“(h ui‘ik_&ﬁ‘_!”
“You will be expelled from  Grey-
friars this very heliv—"

sl 0 ; ;
“ ¥ou will be sent home this evening,
Bunter—this very evening—"

“Dw 1" _

#You will now come with me to Dr.
Lockal” }

Billy Bunfer toltered. His fat brain
WaS sWimming.

He had planmed to replace the miss-
ing chain with the “dud * chain from
Lazarus'—nothing doubting that Quelch
would suppose that it was tha same
chain, He had got away with that—
ao far—but it. was, unfortunately, the
very worst thing that could have hap-
pefied for him. Believing that it was
the same chain, Mr. Quelch could not,
of course, doubt that Bunter had taken
it in the first place.

But ihere was one gleam of hope for
Buntey!

He had banked on Quelch believing
that it was the same chain. Now_ he
hoped to convinco him otherwiss. TFor
if Quelch went on believing that it
was the same chain, Bunter was booked
for the boot right on the spot!

“Come [ thundered Mr. Quelch.

“[—1 say, vir—" gasped Bunter.

“¥You need say nothing. I shall take
you immediately to Dr. Locke, to be
expelled for theft.™

“But I didn't—I—1 wasn't—I—I—I
never ¥ babbled Bunter. * Thal—that
ain't vour chain, sir!®

*What ™

“'Tain’t, siv—"tain’t at =ll}
crikoy | It=—it's mine, sir! Oh lor® I

Mr. Quelch pgazed at him. That
astounding statement made him wondey
for & moment whether the fat junior
waa in his right senses.

“¥ours!” he stuttered.

“Ye-ees, sir! I bought it to-day X

“Bilence! Iow dare yon make such
a statement ™ almest  shrieked Rl
Quelelh. “No more-—not another word
—not another srilable! I ghall take
vou—and this chain—to the headmaster.
Come "
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master.

With his right hand lje canght up the
gold chain from the drawer. With his
]Efﬁ' he grabbed Billy Bunter by the
collar.

Ho marched the Yat junior oul of the
studv—and DBillv Buuter's fat knees
knocked together ns he tottered awav
with Mr. Queleh to see his head-
master |

Oh

roared the Iemore

THE TENTH CHAPTEH.
All That Glitiets Is Not Gold!

R. LOCKE luid down his pen—

and lifted his evebrows.
He gazed at Mr. Quelch.
Beldom, or never, did that
member of his staff present an aspect
other than one of calm, cold composure.

Calmness and composure were con-
g:cunnq by itheir absence now from M

uelch’s speéaking countenance.

Like the Alpine young man in the
poer, his brow was set, his eye benesth
flashed like a falchion from its sheath !

Obviously, he wns very angry. It

was surprising to see lim march a
member of his Form into his Chief's
study by the collar.  Still more sui-
prising was it to sce lin carrying a
heavy gold wateh-chain in his other
hand.
Quite astonished, the ¥ead gazed at
the Remove master as he rustled in,
with a fat Owl in one hand and a gold
chain in the other.

“"Mr Quelch!” murmured Dr. Locke,
Cf8ic!” smid Mr. Quelch, Ile made
an effort to speak calmly. “This boy
—this—this Bunler—has Leen caught in
the veéry mect of rephelng the stolen
\?atcil-chairg_ Iy stucdy !

“Ohl” ejaculated the Head,

¥ That, sir, is the chain ! Mr. Quelch
dropped it, with a clink, on the Head's
table. . “TUnder my eyes, sir, ha reo-
placed it in the drawer from which it
was purleined. " No further doubt
remains, sir, a3 to the identity of the
wretched boy who has yielded to dis-
honesty | No doubt, sir, vou will expel
thia boy from the schocl without an
hour's g&lay."‘

““ Most assuredly ! said the Head.

“Oh lor' 1" gasped BPunter,

“If you, sir, actually saw this boy
with the chain—"

“With my own eyes, sii!” said Mr.
Quelch emphatically. “Wilth my own
ey+s, sir!” Really, Quelch seemed to
£anci that the Head might supposze that
he had scen Bunter with eomebody
else’s eyes, Anyhow, mads 1t
empllmtma]]y clear that it was with his
Wi

“Then the matter ia beyond dispute
or investigation,” said D gle, “I
sm glad it has been cleared up, thou
gneved to learn that there iz & ddis-

onest boy at Greviviars. Buuler, vou
will leave the school this evening—"

“Oh, ceally, sir—"

“Yon are expelled [or dishonesiy!™
said the Head sternly,

11 didn't—I=—I wasn't—=—" wailed
Bunter. “I never did, sivr! Tt wasn's
me! Oh crikey !”

“You mneed say nothing, Buonier!
Your guilt is cleay, if this chain has
Leen in vour hands sinee it was taken
from vour Form-master's stndv.™

“Oh dear! It hasn't, sir ™

“Bunter " said Me. Quelch, in a
deep voice. “ How dare vonr prevaricate
to vouie headmaster? How dare vou®

“I—I—I ain't !’ wailed Bunter, *1
wasn't! I dide't! I wouldw't! X
never Y

“I will hear vou, Bunter ! said Dr
Locke. * Answer me divectly ! Do you
deny that you took this chain from your
Form-master’s siudy one day last
week

“*Yes, sir, rather ! gasped Bunter.

“Then how did it come into your
hands? Your Form-master found this
chain in your hands. Bunter.”

“ He—~he didn't, sir!™

Mr. Qualeh gazped.

“Is it possible,” he stutfered, “that
the miserable bhoy is sceking to cast
doubt upon my stalement?”



“Lpescible Y said e Head.
“Buntes, i you dare—"

“Oh! Yes, sir? ¥ mean, no, sirl
Ho didn't find it in my hands,” wailed
Bunter, “ K t2]l you he didn’t, sir] Hao
ffmﬂfi it in tha drawer of iho table,
ENr

“Yon utteriy stapid boy!l You had
placed it thera! It was in your hands
when you enteyed Mr. Quelch's study.”

"I wasn't, siv ' gasped Bunter.

“Then where was it§i” demanded the
Head.

“In my trousors pocket, sie®

“ Bless miy soul i said Dr. Locke. Ha
gazed at Bunter, while My, Queleh gave
a snort tike & warhorse. “This boy
appears extraordinarily  stupid, Mr.
‘i)uelr:!h Bunter, attend io mal When

sy that tha cfmin wWag i your hq.nd:h
I mean that it was in your posspssion.”

“Oh! Yaa, girl Oh lor" !

“You deny having taken it from the
study last week ¥ y

“0Oh crmnbal Yes, sie” ‘

“Then where did you obiain ib5"

*In Courtfield, sir,”” groaned Buntov,
“I—1 bought it at My, Lavarus’, s
Ik gave thirly bob for it”

“ You—yon—you did what?" gasped
ihe Head. I3 this boy insane? What
lo you mean, Bunter? Explain yourself
at once !

“*Pain't the same chain, sir 1" ga=ped

nrer

“Whea.a-t 7

“It's ouite Jifferoni, siv!” %‘l:ﬂanr:-]
Bunter. “¥You con’t feil by looking at
it, sir, hecaunse 11's the sume—I mean it

ll}ﬂ-il_:st th E:ame.--hut_ it's a different
chain, sir. Oh dear }?
“xfe.  Queleh, s it possible—or

even remotely possible—~>

“It ia mnot, mrl” exclaimed BMr.
Quelch, with a devastating glare at tha
unhappy Owl  “I know my own watch-
vhain by sight, siy, after having worn ik
for thirty waars] Moveover, its value,
as metal, s moro than twenty pounds,
aned probably nearer thirty, and Bunter
eould not possibly have purchased such
n chain for the sum hae nanwes A
vockless nrovarication——>=>"

“It's  rallad  pold, =ip¢i”
Bnter.

“Reolled gold ¥ repoated the Head

"Yes sit: rolled gold—tiaurty bob, ab
old Lazarus,*” groaned Bunter.

Dr. Locke gazed at him fixedly for a
LTI T

“ Pleasa examine the chain closely,
Mr. Quelch,” he said. " This statement,
ainazing as it 1z, nmsi be ipvestigated,™

“Vovy well, ziry but there i3 no
doubt——"

Mr. Queleh broke off as he picked up
the watch-chain and began w =can it
with cave.

Clertzinly, at a glance, it was the
replice of tho chain ha had lost.

{dn a clezer inspection, however, thero
was a very considerable difference.
{"losa inspection revealed the fact that
tho chain was not made of gold. It
was mado to look like gold: but, as the
ancient proverb states, all i3 not gold
rhat glitéers | An extraordinary cxpres-
sion came over the faca of Henory
Lnelch. ] =

fa starad at that chain!
at it! He gurgled!

Dyr. Locke loeked at him inguiringly.

TWell, s1x7? he adked.

“It—it—it—" Mr. Quelch soemad
to ba allicted with an wnpediment in
bfa speach, ' Theejte—jbe——**

“It—" ropeated tho Head,

TTt—t—-it 8 pat  tha game chain,
giv . gacpaed Me Quolsh,

gazped

Hea glarad

EVERY SATURDAY

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Not Guilty !

ILLY BUNTER breathed more
troely.
There was o long moment of
silence in the study. )

The Head's eycbrows were raised
expressively, Mr. Quelch was red with
confusion and vexation, ;

“MNot the same cham I rvepeated Dr.
Locke. ,

* N-no, sirl®

“Did you not say, Mr. Quelch, that
ou would know the chain which you

ad worn, I think you zsid, for thirty
wears IV

Mr. Queleh gasped.

“I—I certainly said so, sirl I—I
was dececived by the resemblance | The
design of this chain i3 not by any means
uncommon. No doubty there are many
other chains in  existence precisely
sinular 1w appearance. But 1 could
not imagine, str, that such a chain was
in the possesmion of a boy of my Form ]
Meither can 1 guess why Bunter placed
it in my study.” :

“That is truly extraordinary ! sad
)¢ Locke. ™ Your misapprehension was
a very natural omne, Mr. Quelch, if the
chaiis are indeed so similar—"

“ Ezactly sinular, sir; but on examina-
tion, I can, of course, sce that this chain
15 not mede of the genuine metal.”

" Bunter 1V

“Ohl Yes, sirl
L] e

“"¥aou may nob go, Bunter ! You state
that you purchased this  article of
spurious jewellery in Courtheld for the
sum of thirty shillings?"

“ ¥Yes, sir. Old Lazarus will tell yon,
if yvou ask him.”

“And why did you place it in Mr.
Qu:::llth'a study 7

C-c-can I po now,

“1 caught him, sir, the moment he
had placed the chaipn in the drawer,
from which my own chain was taken
last woek, sir!” sgaid Mr. Quelch, "It
was Iying there in full view, and Bunter
wasg—-"

“That wasn't my fault, sir,” gasped
Bunter, “1 wos gomg to hide it under
e - papers, srl” i

“And why?” exclaimed the Head.
“Explain yourselr i

“To—to—to keep Mr. Quelch quict,
siv ¥ groaned Bunter.

“Ta keep Mr. Quelch quiet?”
repeated the Head, like 8 man in a
dream, while Mr, Quelch, locking far
from quiet. looked a2 if he would have
liked to bite Dunter.

“Yes, sir. You—you sce, there's been
suclhh o row about  that rotten chain™
mumbled  Buniey “Some of the
fellows think I snooped it, sir—and, of
conrsa, I never did—and some of them
think that Highcliffe chap, Courtenay,
had it: and I jolly wel know he didn’t,
and—and—and T thought Mr. Quelch
would be satisfied, siv. if—if he found
his chain again in the drawer——"

M Buat it 13 not laa chain | gasped the
[Iead.

“I—I—I thought he would think it
wasz, sir, and—and keep quict I groaned
Bunter. “I=I =saw it in Lazarus
windew, the afher day. =ir. and it
looked exactlv like Mr, Quelch’s chain,
s0 I=—1 thovght I—I'd buy it sir, and
=and put it in his study, and==and it
vould be all serene, sir.”

“Upan myy word ¥ gasped Mr. QGueleh.
“Ta it possible. Mr. Quelch, that this
Loy of vour Form isz. sn. utterly, in-
crediblv, and mooneetvably stupid ¥
azkod the Head.

“T fear, zir, that thera ia no himit to
hiz erass stupidity 1" said the Removo
mastar.
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" Oh, rcﬁ'ily:i‘. sir! I—F thought it-a
pretty good ides——"

“Did you think, Buunler, that Mr.
Quelch could be permanently imposed
an by such a transparent triek 7

A =] wasn't g-::riug' 1o imposc on him,
gir! T—I wouldn't! I wes only geing
to_make him think he'd got his chain
baeck."

“Dear me ' said the Head, gazing at
the fat'Owl. He was beginning to feel
that that member of Quelch’s Form was
rather too much for him. “Buch an
act, Bunter, whatever youy motives, was
an act of deceit!”

“W-w-was it. sir?"

“Do you not understand that it was,
Baunter i

*No, sir!
gir }" )

“Dear me 1" said the Head again,

He glanced at Me. Quelch., . Thunder
wig fading from thatygentleman's brow,
He no longer looked disposed 1o bite
Bunter, ;

“Asz -it i3 not the same chain, Mr,
Qualch——" The Head coughed,

“Tt certainly is not !™

“Then tt cannot be taken as evidence
that Bunter was concerned in the pur

Yes, sir! T mean, no

loining of your chain last week.”
“ Obviously no, sir.” )
“The' maller, then, rests where it

did#*

* Precisely, sir”

" This boy appears enly 1o have acted
with extiaordinary stapidity—"

“Such stupidity, sir, ia _amazin
almast unnerving ! eald Mr. Quelch.
“Io appears to have belicved that I
should suppese this chain to be my own.
Naturally, I was deceived at the first
glance: but I should, of ecourse, have
detected the imposture as soon as I gave
1t attention.”

“Oh 1Y gazped Bunter,

That, evidently, had not ocenrrved to
Billy Bunter's powerful intellect.

A faint smile flickered aver the head-
master's face. There was an element of
the comic in the monumenial ochtuseness
of the fal Owl, '

“This extraordinary boy, Quelch—"
He paused.  Perhaps you would prefer
to deal with him.”

“Very good, sir!” zaid Mr, Ei,ut:lc.-h.

He signed to Bunter to follow him
from the study, takivg the chain in
s hand,

Dr. Locke smaled when
closed after them.

Billy Bunter’s schemo for “keeping
Queleh quiet,” as he expressed ib, wos
really enough to make o stone image
smtile,

“I—I say, cccan I go now, sivi”
mumbled Bunter, in the corridor.

“¥You may follow me to my study,
Bunter.”

“I—I—I'd like to—to get back to
{Amp. gir, if—if you don’t mind! I-—

'm rather keen on prep——"

' Follow me 1*

“Oh enkey! T mean, ig;ns. sir.™

Bunter tralled dismally after Mr,
GQuelch to the Remove master’s study.
There Quelch fixed him with a gimlet-
cye, :

“ Bunter, did you make this ridienlous
attempt to deceive me in order to cover
up your own guilt I rapped the Remove
master.

113 Gh=
please you—

“Ta please me i

“Yo-ea, sir | I—I thought you'd Lo o
glad to—to get wour chain back, sir.”
said Bunter hopefully, “I-—1 didn't
veally mean that it was to keep you
quiet, sir. It wasn't hecaunse you've
been shirty over sinea that moualdy—I
moean, that valuable chain was loet,

E] l"_
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" Bunter I*

““Yes, sir] C.c-can 1 go now?!”

“I shall punish you with the
greatest severity, Bunter, for this

attempted deception if 1 did not feel
bound to make allowances for your
crass stupidity !” said Mr. Quelch, “ As
it-18, I shall simply give you eix strokes
with the cane.”

“Oh scissors ™

“You may take that chain, Bunter, as
it in your property! Now you will
bend over that chair " said Mr. Quelch,
taking up a cane from the table,

"D'h ]cr} '!Jl;

Bnlli,r Bunter bent over the chsir. Ha
wriggled in horrid anticipstion! Then
he wriggled 1n anguish.

Whack, whack, whack !

0w ! Wow ! Yow 1" bellowed
Bunter.

Whack, whack, whack 1

€5 lrl-_l"l:l_-ﬂﬂ{}ﬂl] tu.

“You may leave my study, Bunter !

“Ow ow! Yowl"

Billy Bunter wriggled out of the
a%ugg;- He wriggled back to the
Remiove passage and into Study No. 7.
But he did not bother about prep. He

was too busy wriggling like a fat eel to
think about prep.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Asking for Trouble !

HE Caterpillar whistled.
Frank Courtenay’s brow grew
B3 black as midmght.

They had come up to prep at
Highcliffe, In the doorway of gcm
sonby's study Pon & Co, were lounging
in B grinnsisg %muﬁ,_ Courtenay gave
them no heed—>but his chum glanced at
them curiously a.lcmf the Fourth Form
passage, The Highcliffe knuts winked at

one enother and grinned, as if in
ession of some good joke. Only
radaby in the knutty group did not grin.

Hea was silent, and looked uneasy. DBut
the rest seemed in high feather.

The chums of the Highcliffe Fourth
knew the remson when t ey stopped at
the door of their study, No. & in the
Fourth.

On that door an inscription had been
chalked. In large capital letters it
stared at them:

“BEWARE OF PICEKPOCKETS "

“This,” remarked the Caterpillar
quietly, “ia the jolly old limit!”

Courtenay did not speak,

For & long minute he stood staring at
the chalked lettera on the cak. He
seemed too enraged to speak. Hisz face
flushed crimson, and then paled.

Still without speaking, he walked up
the passage to Pon's study. De Courcy,
a little alarmed by the look on his face,
followed him to Btudy Ne. 5.

“Frank, old bean—" he murmured.

Courtenay did not heed him. His
face was so ;ﬁasaiunat-e]x angry that the
Ermmn in the knutty circle died off the

nutty faces,

Vavasour EtEEePEd back into the study
and Drury backed a little,

Ponsonby, setting his lips, stood hias
ground.

“That is your work, Ponsonby !”
said the captain of the Fourth, his voice
coming low and clear batween his teeth,
. :‘“Eh 1 drawled Ponsonby, *'What
is ]

study

“You've chalked
dﬂﬂr_ﬂ
::gat ?it all 1" i
ou deny ik, you cur
“ Oh, quita [V
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The Caterpillar touched his friend's
elbow,

“Keep cool, old bean 1" he murmured.
““Easy does it. Pon’s not the only dirty
dog al Highcliffe ] #

“Don't be an ass!” said Courtenay.
* Either Ponsenby did it or put another
cur up ¥ doing it | It comes from him |
Who set that rotten story going at Grey-
friars, and then brought it over here
and spread it over Higheliffe? Whether
Ponsonby chalked up that insolence or
not, he's responsible——?"

“Koep your distance ! said Ponsonby
savagely., “I'm prepared to tell Mobbs
that I never touched youwr rotten study
door—and if you begin any hooligan
game I'm poin’ to caﬁ him up.”

“ Who did, then?”

“Find out!”
L M:ght have been anvbody ! re-
marked Monson casually. **From what

I hear there seems to. be s sort of
Een&u-lr:mprpamnq that that Greyfriars

eak rrnsi:ht- find his missing watch-chain
if he looked in a Higheliffe study.”

Bmack !

The back of Frank Courtenay’s hand
fairly crashed on Monsen's face, and he
staggered along the passage. ]

“That's for you!” said the captain of
the Fourth. )

“0Oh gad!” breathed the Caterpillar.

Menson stumbled agsinst the wall,
and then, with a roar of rage, hurled
himself at Courtenay, hitting out
furiously.

Tiwe captain of the Fourth met him
with left and right. Pon & Co. made a
forward movement—and the Caterpillay
stepped between.

“Fair phﬁ, old beans!” drawled De
Courcy. “Man to man, you know [*

Five or mx Fourth Formers came out
of the studies. They were prompt to
ather round to see foir play. Pon &

a. decided not to intervene.

A minute more, and it was too late,
Monson, knocked spinning by the
captain of the Fourth, went down with
& crash. He stayed down.

Courtenay, breathing hard, turned
back to the group of Lknuts in Pon's
dnr:r;wa.;ru : :

“Is sanyone here going to repeat what
Maonson said 7 he asked savagely.

There was no reply to that.

Frank - Courtenay advanced on the
dandy of Higheliffe, and Pon, panting,
Lacked into his study.

“Hands off 1" he hissed. *'I fell you
l;lmt—:--"

“You can tell me anything you like,
vou curl!l Whether you did 1t, or

another rotter like vou, I don't care a
bean! You're going to take tha
conseqguences i
“Hands off [ screamed Ponsonby, as
tho captain of the Fourth grazped him.
In that muscular

1 grasp  he was
whirled out of the study into the
passage.

“Look here——" gasped Drury,

“I—I say—" stammered {iagish:.n

Canrtenay gave them no heed. IHis
grﬂsp was like iron on the back of

on's colldar, his knuckles grinding into
the back of Pon's neck.

Etru%ghng vainly, Ponsonby was
:'iragfe headlong along the passage to
the door of Study No. 3.

The whole crowd of juniors followed
in breathless excitcment. What Frank
Courtenay was going to do was not
clear for the moment; but it was soon
nlEar: :

angmg Pon by the back of the
neck, he shoved his face against the
oak door of Biundy No. 3, end rubbed
1t there,

“0h, my hat!” gasped the Cater-
pillar, Ho grinned,

uctenay was rubbing out the

chalked inscription, with Ponsenby's
face as a duster.

-Heo: rubbed and roubbed. The dandy
of Higheliffe, crimson with rage and
humiliation, struggled frantically, and
kicked and yelled. But theie was neo
help for Pon.

The chalked letters dissppeared from
the cak, one by one, as hiz face rubbed
them awey. Onece mora Pon had asked
for mora than he could handle, His
face grew grubby amd chalky, and he
undoubtedly had a pain in his features.
He yelled and raved and spluttered.

“Look here—" gasped Daiury,

“Keep baclk, old bean!” smiled the

Caterpillar.  “Pon's asked for this
He's always ashkin' for somethin' he
doesn’t want. Think there'll be any

more chalkin' on our study door after
this, you men "

“Hardly,"” chovtled Smithszon,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let go !’ raved Pongonby. " Qooghl
You rotter! Grooogh! Ocoococh!”

His struggles were fierco and frantio.
But the grip on the back of his neck
never relaxed for a second. Without
a word, guietly, grimly, Courtenay set
himself to his task, and he did not
cegse tiill the last challied leiter was
rubbed out—by Ponsonby’s face.

Then, with & swing of his arm, he
sent the dandy of the Fourth sprawling
in the passage.

The knutty group locked on in
silence; the vest of the juniors
chuckling.

Ponsonby sat up, erimson glowing
through the gruobbiness on his face.
He staggered to his fect.

This bitter humiliation was too much,
aven for Pousonby. Iury supplied the
place of pluck, and ho hurled himself
at Courtenay, panting, mad with rage.

“Go it, Ponl” gasped Monson, dab-
bing his own streaming nose with a
handkerchief.

“(Give the cad beans, old man!” ex-
claimed Drury.

F Absolutely ¥ elurruped Vavasour,

Pon was doing his best. A week ago
fie had scropped with the captain of
the Fourth, and shown the white
feather. Now he was going all out.

For geveral long minutez the fight
raged, and, with on in that unusual
“‘-ﬁ.!‘lli‘[ﬁ temper, the captain of the
Fourth had his hands full. Hard
knocks were exchanged with the bare
knuckles, and both loocked badly dam-
aged. The Higheliffa juniors looked
on breathlessly. Pon had never been
sean to put up a fHight like this before,

But it booted not. Courtenay took
punishment without Hinching; but
there was a vellow streak in Ponsonby,
and as the hard knocks came home
again and again, le fAinched and
queiled and backed, and as the cap-
tain of the Fourth followed him up,
he leaped back suddenly into his study.

“Go it, Pon " shouted Monson.

“You're not licked wvet, old beant"
urged the Caterpillar. * Come out an’
mop up the peassage with Tranky,
He's waitin’ to be mopped [

Courtenay stood in the doorway.
He looked strongly inclined to follow
Ponsonby in; then, with a contemptu-
ous shrug of the shoulders, he turned
away, and went to his-own study.

The Caterpillar chuckled as he
sorted out books in Btudy No. 3.

“Think it was Pon, old man?” ha
asked.

“1 don't care who 1t was: 1t cama
from him,’’ answered Courtenay. “I
don't think it will happen again,
anyhow.”

- “MNot if vou nse jolly old Pon's face
for a dustcr every time,” grinned the
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Fluials!

Billy Bunter grabbed iha envelope with a fat hand and opened it. Next moment he gave a jump. There were ng currency
notes In the envelope—only a slip of paper bearing the words : “ FIRST OF ﬂPRILi“ The fat Removita's eyes almont
popped through h!sspactactmﬂﬂghtnflt

Caterpillar. “I think that will make
the dear man tired of leavin' his mes-
sages about on ether fellows® doors.
No; I don't think it will happen
agatn

Courtenay’s face was grim and
frownipg as l:e sat over his books, But
the - Caterpillar  punctuated prep that
ovening with clurchles, e if he found
samething amusng in i

THE TEIHTE!;HTH CHAPTER.
Boot for Bunter !

E:!.'i' vou fellows 1
Ha, ha, hal™?
Famous Five
It was the follow:ing morming
—a bright and sunny April morning,
tho first of that merry month,

Billy Bunter, as ho rolled in the
quad, l;l d nok look as tmoerry and bright
as the April morn. Other {ellows,
however, seemed quite hilariovs—and
the fat Owl of the Remove was the
cansn of the hilavity.

Harry Wharton & Co., of lete, had

iven Buinter grim looka whenever they
ﬁnd ancountered him. Having no
doubt that Benter was the *snooper ™
of the missing chain, they regarded
him as the c¢ause of all the trouble.
On the present ﬂﬂcﬂﬂml, imwﬂmr, the
did not look grim when thr Entr 0 %
rolled up to them in the guad in morn-
ing break. They roared.

That moermng the  mere sight of
Bunter seemed enough to maeke any
fellow yell. The story of lLis amazing
sfunt with the “dud ™ chain was all
over the Form now, and it made the
fellows chuckle and chortle, #ll 1t
seemad to Bunter that they would
never leavo off chuckling and chorthing,
That Bunter had even th t of such
& stunt was remarkable, That -he had

roared the

supposed for one moment that lie could

get away with it, was more remark-
able =till,

“I say, do stopr cackling 1* hooted
Bunter. “I don't sea an:.'l;hing to
cackle at, you cackiing dummies |

“You're the only chap that doesn't,”
chortled Beb Cherry.. " You frabjous

asat DHd vau reslly fanecy you could
make Quﬁlj} believe that o rofled gold
chain from Lazarus’ was the jolly old

heirloom he had inherited ' from his
grandfather 1"

#\Wall, ;t looked just like it,” said
Euntﬁh “That was what put the idea
into my head, you know. And he jolly
well thought it was at first P

‘*Ha, ha, hal

“If he hadn't copped me in his
ﬁtudj*-, 1 faney it would have been all

vight,” said Dunter "Unly then, you
know, I h&d’ ta tell him that it wesn't
his chain.™

“¥Yon blitherin h&.ndmnatnh]' said
Harry Wharton, %&ughmg: Ho would
have spotted that it wasn’t hia chain
the BRrst time he locked at ot

“0Oh, 1 don’t suppose o ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“0Oh, do_shut up cackling! I say,
vou fellows, it's pretity serrous, as ik
turns ~out,” said Bunier, blinking &t
the gnnmng Junmrs through his big
spectacles, “You see, T expected a
::ratai nr-‘ler tlm morning, and—and it
gan’t come,’

“Go hon
cnstzr:allj..
“We've heard that one,” said Nugent.
“What T mean is, that chain cost
thirty bob,”* zaid Bunter, =~ “As the
stunt never worked, you know, I've got
it left on my honds. And T owe thirty

]!i

said Johuny Bull sar-

bob on it
“That needn’t worry yow,' grinned
Bob., “Mauly can’t have ex you

to square, s8 you never do.”

.ﬁ]{i"q"ﬁ ia A58 - afou

“It wasn't Mauly lent mo the thirty
boeb, Fou ass|™

“Rot! No other fellow in the Re-
Ty Mar,
ing. * No other fellow.at Greyfriars, i
you come to that. What do you
mesn i Lo

“You -gee, it wasn't a Grevyiriara
chap st all,” explained Bunter. *“I
barrgwed it of a Highcliffe man in
Courtfield yesterday.”

The Famous Five ceased to display
marriment. They looked at Billy
Euntar as if they ecould have bitten
1m,

“¥ou fot rascal I'" exclaimed Harry
Whartan. “¥You've berrowed money
of a fellow at another school that you
cau't pay?’"

“Well, I could have paid it all
right if my postal order had come this
morning. But—but it hasn't. And I
told Do Courey I'd squarc to-day, It's
rather awkward, ian't it %"

“You — you ~— you " Wharton
gasped, * You touched the Caterpillar
for t-hwt-,'l.r Lbob v

“Well, 1t was really for his pal's
sake, {m know,” explained Bunter.
“If i1t had worked, Quelch would hava
fancied he'd pgot hiz chain back, and
that would have seen Courtenay elear.
I sup you don’t think I wes think-
ing gbout myself in thoe matter at all?
Do I ever?™

“Ye gods1” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Tt's uwhwa.lﬂ owing a ng‘iwhﬁn
man m::rn-:sj' went on Bunter, *I
S8, -.ta a jol f.' good chain! Buppose
one’ of you fellows gave me thirty bob
for it? Then I'd settle with De
Courey.™

"“You blithering idiot—"

“T'll let you have it for the same as
I gave for it," offered Bunter, I
don't want to make a profit hike Fiﬂhr.
Nothing mean about me, I hope,”
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“Da you think anybody wants a
epoof  watch-chain, you fat Owl?”
roared Johnny Bull _

“Well, it's real gold, you know—real
rolled gold I” urged Bunter. I say,
you fellows, do you think Lazarus
would buy it back at the same figure?”

“The thinkfulness is not terrific 1"
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Klore likely offer you three bob
than thirty, you frabjous - frump,”
growled Johony Bull "1 don't sup-
pase it's worth anything at all.”

“Wall, look here, lend me the ihiriy
bob, then,” sugpested Bunter. 1 can’t
go on owing money to a chap at another
school! You fellows mightn't mind—
but I'm a bit more particular about such
things." |

“h, kill himI*

*1 say, you fellows—"

“@Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,’
paid Dob Cherry. “That fat villain
borrows money up and down Greyfriars,
and never squares—but he can’t cerry
on that gpame at another schogl. The
first time has got to be the last.”

“Hear, hear!” agreed the Co,

“1 vote for kicking him for borrowing
money off a Hi%hclii'fa man, amd i-:ml-:;
ir;g} him regularly till he squares—"

“zood egel”

“Turn round, Bunter!™

*0Oh, really, é’h-&tr:;'l I'll settle with
Dz Courcy to-day, as I promised, if
you'll lend me the thirty bob—"

“Blew him round !

“I—1 say, you fellows, don’t play the
goat!” howled Bunter. “Think I'm
going to leave a debt unpaid, you
beasts? Would that be like me?™

T 0Oh erikey 1V

“Keep your hoofs away, Bob Cherry,
ou beastl I'm going to settle up with
1{35 Courcy to<day! 1f my postal order
comes this afternoon, it will be all right.
1 fancy it's pretty certain—I'm cxpeot-
ing it from one of my titled relations,
yvou know—— Keop off, you beasts!”

Bunter dodged.

“Gerraway " he gasped. “Y gay, if
my postal order doesn't come, Tl lat
D &umg have the chain—see? That
will be just as good! I—I think ver
likely he'll bp g ad to have ithat hand-
some watch-chain [

“Oh crumba !

The idea of Rupert de Courcy, tho
most expensive and fastidious fellow at
HigthiEa School, sporting a rolled gold
watch.chain, made the Famous Five
gesp. But Billy Bunter seemed to think
it quite s good ides,

“That will ba all right,” he said.
“1'll let him have the chain! The only
difficulty is, that I can't go over to
Higheliffe, because: of the row ihat's
going on! Think I could send it by
ost 7

“You Trightful chump I roared Bob.

“I wish you wouldn't yell at & chap!
I say, lend me a bob to register ik in
the post, and I'll let Do Courey have it!
I mean it!"

“Bunter's got to learn not te bilk
fellows in another school ! said the
captain of the Remove. * Now, under-
stand thiz, Bunter—you'va gobt to pay
De Courcy that thirty shillings! You're
Eﬂil&h be kicked till you do.”

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“Lvery time we see you, we're going
to boot vou, if you haven't squarcd that
Hi hﬂ“%& chap, seel” :

Beast [ ’

“And we're going to begin now ¥

i ?ﬂl’ﬂﬂﬂﬂh [t

Billy Bunter dodged and fled. Aftor
him Hew the Famous Five. There was
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a serics of fearful yolls from Bunter,
a5 he was dribbled across the quad.

The next few minutes were quite
exciting for the Owl of the Remove. He
was quite breathless when he dodged
into the House at last, dnd cscaped.

In the third school that morning,
Billy Bunter sat rather uncomfortably
on his form. And when the Hemove
were dismissed, he dodged away in
hasto.

If he was going to be booted till he
settled his account with the Caterpillar,
it was, so to speak, & bootiful prospect
for Bunter. is cash resources were
limited to fourpence; and the arrival of
his postal order was, to say the least,
uncertain. It looked as if Bunter was
il::m:--:nl:«:-l,::l for booting till the end of the
erm !

——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Sold !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE, of
the Fourth, grinned, and winked
at Dabney and Fry, of that
Form. Dab and Fry grinned

also.

“There he 15! murmured Temple.

“He” was Billy Bunter, of the Re-
move, After third schoal, the fat Owl
was “mooching " under the elms, with
g dismal and disgruntled expression on
his face.

He had, in his pocket, a rolled gold
watch-chain which had ecost him—or
rather, the Caterpillar—thirey shallings;
if that waz any comfort. But it did not
scem to alferd him much.,. He had
offered it for sale up and down the
Remove, a good many times already—
but no fellow seemed to want it. Only
Fisher T. Fish had made him an offer
for it; and Fishy's offer being only
ninepence, Bunter had refused it with
EOOTIN.

Before Bunter stretched an endless
and disheartening vista of booting, and
his fat mind dwelt on it unhappily.

Ifo blinked dismally at the three
Fourth Formers, as they bore down on
him with smiling faces.

“0Oh, here wyou are!" said Ceeil
Reginald, affably. *“ Looking for wyouy,
old man! I hear you've got a watch-
chain to sell.”

Billy Bunfor's fat face brightened up
abk once,

“¥Yes, rather, old chap!" he said
ecagerly. “I say, it's a ripping chain-—
first-class article of je'.m{'ler:.ri Fish¥y
wanted to buy it, but he wouldn't go
over twenty-nine shillings, and I—I said

1

“Oh gum'!” gasped Fry. “Tishy
offered vou twenty-nine bob, did he?”

“He wouldn't go higher than that!"
satd Bunter; which was guite a truthful
statement. Fishy had gone considerably
lower than that,

“Well, let's look at it !? said Temple,
closing one eye at his friends. I
couldn't go over two pounds——*

“0Oh crikey! I—I mean, I'll let you
have it for two pounds, Temple,” gasped
Bunter. His lLittle round eves danced
behind his big round spectacles. “Here
it is—just look!"

The chain was extracted from Bunter’s
trousers pocket, and he held it up for
inspection.  The rolled gold glimmered
in the April sunshine.

“It’s broken, though I'* said TFry.

Ol rather 1" said Dabnev,

“I've got the other bit!” zaid Danter,
eagerly. * You see, I had to snap it at
the end, to make it look like Quelch’s
chain—it was broken, you know—->"

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Just look at it," wrged Bunier.
“Exactly like that chain that Quelch
lost, and the fellows say that was worth
aver twenty pounds. Just look [V

Temple & Co. looked! ‘There was no
doubt that that massive chain appeared
very valuable, at the firet casual glance.
Clozer examination revealed that ap-
pearances were deceptive.

“MNobody would guess it was rolled
gold, seeing ib on you, Templa!1” eaid the
fat Owl, “[ellows are used to sesing
you swank about with jewellery——**

“Wh-what 1V

“I mean, look at that diamond pin of
yours,” said Bunter. “I dare say it’s
only paste, but fellows don't know, do

they i _

5@1’1 Reginald Temple ceased to smile.
Dabney and Fry, on the other hand,
smiled more expansively that before.

“You cheeky fat frog—" began
Temple.

“0Oh, really, Temple—-"

Cecil Reginald controlled his impulse
to kick Bunter. That would have
spoiled his little jest on the fat Owl of

a Remove.

“Make it iwo pounds, and it's yours 1"
sald Bunter. * Mind, it's going dirt
cheap at that!™

“What do you fellows thinl?” asked
1lﬂm£[Er looking at his Eriends.

“Well, I wouldn't pgo over
pounds ! said Fry.

“No, not over!” agresed Dabney.

“That's all right!” said DBunter.
“Make it two pounds, old chap! T'm
not asking you to go over that.”

Cecil Reginald appeared to make up

two

his mind. He slid his hand into hia
pocket, and Billy Bunter's eyes
glistened.

He could hardly believe in his good
luck. After all his efforts to gell that
chain at thirty shillings, getting two
pounds for 1t seemed rcally to be ioo
good to Le troe. As a matter of fact,
it was! )

Temple's hand came out of his pocket
——pmpriy |

“Where did I leave that dashed en-
velope ! he asked.

“You left one on your study table,™

answered Fry.

“id I[?7 Then that must be it
Bother ! said Temple. “I don’t want
to fag up to the study now! Look hore,
Bunter, vou take that chain up fo my
study. and take what's in the envelope
on the table, will you? If you'ra
satisfied—"

“0Oh, yes, rather

“Well, if vou're satisfied, leave the
¢hain in the table drawer, and it's a
trade ! said Temple.

“What-ho!" gasped Bunier.
pounds—""

“I anid not over two pounds!™
“That comes to the same
doesn't it?” : ;

“All- right, then, it's a go!” said
Temple.

Billy Bunter volled off joyfully to tha
House, Temple & Co. gazed afier him,
as he went, with grinning faces,

“ Now watider,”  said  Termple,
thoughtiully, “whether that fat nass
thinks I'm goin' to give him twao
pounds for that dud watelh-chain! Think
he does?"’

“Ha, ha, hat” chortled Fry.
of 1"

“Two

thing,

*Hort

“*I never said z0,” argued Temple. “I
gald I wouldn't give more than two
pounds. And I jolly well wouldn't I

“Ha, ha, ha !

“In fact, I wouldn't give him two-
pence |¥ yawned Temple. “I wouldn't
take the thing at a gift! I fancy Bun-
ter's misunderelood t



“fa, ha, ha!® ;

Eilly Bunter, nothing doubting, relled
mto the. House, and trudgied up the
staira, Stairs did not appeal to Bunter
—he had too much weight to carry up.
But he would have negotiated any
number of stairs to colle®t two pounds
for that watch-chain.

Ho puffed and blew up the stairs, and
imnt&d into the Fourth Formx age.

e rolled breathlessly mto Temple's
study.

On the study table lny an envelope.

. Bunter grabbed it up with an eager,
fat hand. Ha wasz ready, moro than
ready, to leave that chain in the table
drawor, in exchange for two- pound
notes from that envelope. Eagerly ho
opened the envelope,

Then he jumped, )

There were no currency nobes in that
envelope. Thera was a slip of paper.
Buntar blinked at it. O that ship waa
in;*riifimy, in Cecil Reginald’s clegant

and :

“FIRST OF ATPRIL ™

Billy Bunter's eoyea alinost pﬂpEml
through his spectacles at it. He had
not Elﬂllgllh of the date that day.
Temple of the Fourth evidently had!
S0k 1 gasped Bunter, * Beast ™

That chain was not sold! It was
Billy Bunter who was “z0ld '™ ;
“ Beast I hissed Bunter. " Pulling a

fellow’s leg! Beast I

Bunter egid not leave-the rolled gold
watch-chain in the table dvawer. It was
still in hia trouwsers pocket when ho
rolled out of Temple's study. And the
AXPression on hie fat face was positively
ferocions,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Bolts the Bait!

! ETTER tell  DBunier!” said
200,

' “I'm naob going to hant for

the fot wss]”  answered

a
Bkinner. “I'll tell him if ¥ see him,"

“Well, if that chap Do Courcy wants
him——?"

“1 den't see why I zhould take a lof
of trouble to ohlige Do Courey—I
hardly know the chap”

“I'vo heard that he stands jolly good
spreads, Bunter wouldn't like to miss
it, if he knew.” e

“Mo bizney of nupet I'll tell ham i
Y zee him V" yawned Skinner. “I'm not

ing all ever Greyiriara looking for

aim, I know that,™
- Billy Bunter blinked round thrangh
hiz big spectacies,

Fle waa leaning on one of the old
elins, after clazs that dav, in far from
a merry mood,

After class, the Famons Tive. had
stiguired whether he had taken any
steps towards liguidating that debt to a
Higheliffe man., And, 23 16 was evident
that Bunter hadn't, they dutifully
booted hinn

They were guile in ecarnest about it
Bunter’'s manners and castoms t:'.-ﬁlllt’l ha
tolerated, with more or less patience, in
the Hemove, When ho earrvied them
outside Groyiviars, 36 was tme to put
the stopper on. " Bilking ¥ a [ellow at
another zchwool let Creyiriars down—
and it was altogether too thick.

Bunter was leaping on the clm, s
fat mind dwelling disaally o0 an end-
less prospect of bootings, when Skinner
and Svoop passed.

They were dawdling along, in their
wsual slack way, and did not zeems fo
sce hun ihara,
~Bunter would hardly have noticed

(Centinged en bert pagel)
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(1)

Bob Cherry of the sunny smile
And curly head of halr

Who speaks in Bull of Bashan style
And never seoms to care,

Is known to readers far and wide,
Their frlendship [s his boast,

He lives in modest siyloe beside
Tha peaceful Dorset eoast,

(3}
The house Is built of old grey stones,
They're '* Cherry stones ! " (Applauss!)
And lichen adds Its mellow fones
Of colouring, becausa
The house has stood for many years
In storm and rain and sun,
And though so ancient, it appears
As stropg as il begun.

(6)
Now Major Cherty loves the place,
Though he s rathar fleres 1
He has a grim and ruogged face,
His seorching eye could pierce
A slab of three-inch boiler-plate,
His voles roars like the sea |
Upon the whole, 'm bound to state
He puts the wind up me !

{7)
He grinds his teeth and says : ** What,
what 1™
I back away in Irizht,
Quite ready to vacate the spot,
1L he should start to bits !
Bui that*s his way of being kind
And when you're used to if,
You like him, and you do not mind
Hils ** soldier tones ** a blt !

{9}

And ithen I canght the swinging hoom
And vanished overboard !

I thought I'd zone to meet my doom
And, Golly, how I roared 1

But Gherry brought the eatter round
Aund grabbed me by the ear !

I don’t know why I wasn't drowned—
{Who was it eried : ** Hear, hear 1 ''?)

Next Week:

-.
it
2

 If you don’t feel bright and merry, try a holiday with- Cherry | Z
advises our long-haired poet.

i
A
|. ot -
[, L o 3
J'.".i ) ¥ &

(2

The winding lanes of Dorseishirs
Are peaceful and serene,

For hiking you could not desire,
A more enchanting seane.

The hills are old, yet ever new,
The woods are sheer duu?ht,

And there the sea 15 very blue,
The cliffs are very white |

(%)
# Far from the madding crowd *' fe-doy
It.stands in silence wrapped,
And that quoiaiion, by the way,
Is really very api,
For one of Hardy’s finest 1ales
Has those words for [is name §
He wrote of Dorset’s hills and vales,
And won a world-wide fame.

(6}
Whenever 1 go home with Bob
He glares and grips my fn,
The pressure makes my muscles throby
He bawls at ma : **Come In 1"
His voles Is like & eannon’s roar,
And when I hear that shout,
I make & movement to the door,
As though he'd sald : " Goout 1"

(8)
I Bad a ripping holiday
At Cherry Placa. Not half !
Witk Bob I went oul ln the bay
And shared In many a laugh.
Weo salled hls little half-decked yacki,
Bermuda-rigged and fast !
I fied the sail in sueh & knot
We couldn’t move the mast 1

{10}
Yes, I enjoyed myself, you bel |
And If you want Lo spend
A holiday you won't regref—
Well, I can recommend
Beb Cherry's place. 8o gultivate
His [riendship right away,
Or else, Lke Bunter, shance your fate
And go thers anyway !

DON DGILYY AT HAME.
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them, but the words they utiered, as
thay passed, onaturally drew  his
attention, . 1

He gave Skinner an indignans.blink.

If De Courcy had met Skinner -and
given him & message for Bunter, Bunter
naturally wanted it. It was just like
that cad Skinner to neglect to deliver
the messago to save "humself a little
trouble.

“I say, wou fellows!” squeaked
Bunter.:

Skinner and Snoop looked round.

%(dh, therea he isl” oxclaimed
Bkinner.

Bunter detached himself from the
elm. He gave Bkinner an eager blink
thtough his big spectacles. The men-

tion of a spread in’ the Caterpillar’s
study " at Higheliffie banished Bunter's
troubles from his fat mind..

He knew those spreads. More than
once he had butted in on them, without
bothering about the formality of an
vitation, If De Courcy had sent him
a special invitation, however; it was all
ta the good. Even Bunter preferred an
invitation, though he could do quite
well without one.

I say, what did De Courcy sayi” he
asked. " “You've seen him?*

“0Oh, hers you ara!” said Shkinner.

was going to look round for you,
Bunte :

“Yes, I know just how much yon
were going to look round for me!l”
grunted Bunter. “I heard what you
said to Snoopl! Look herel What's
that message from Do Courcy?”

“Tea in his study, if you like to go
over ¥ answered Skinner. * DBlessed 1f
I know why he wants you I :

“We're friends!” said Bunter, with
dignity. “I met him yesterday in
Courtfield, and stood trest in the bun-

shop. We're great friends.”
¢ RBlessed 1f I knew itl  Well, that's
the lot,” said Skinner. “I said I'd

tell you—-~" o
“You jolly well wouldn't have, if it
bad been any trouble [ yapped Bunter.
CWell, I've told you nowl Go end
eat coke I ‘
Bkinner walked on with Bnoop.

Not till they were at a safe distance
frqm Billy Bunter did they exchange &

LI

E"Swalluwed it whole!” murmured
Bkinner,

“Like a eream puff!” chuckled
Snoop.

“Queer ! remarked Bkinner, (“If

I'd gone to him, and $old him, he would
have remembered that it was the first of
April. Therc are ways of doing these
things, Snoopey IV

“Ea enough to pull that {fat
idiot’s leg! I say, what do you think
will happen to him at Higheliffe !

“Well, in the present state of affairs,
I rather think he won't reach Do
Courcy’s study alive. I dare say ho
will remember the date when he gets
there.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Skinner glanced round. He spotted
s fat figure heading for the gates.

“He's going 1" he murmured.

“Oh crumbs [*

“Of all the howling idiots—"

“0 all the blithering asses—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

Skinner and Snoop strolled in the
quad, chortling. The first of April
gave Bkinner many opportunities for
cexercising his peculiar sense of humour.
But certainly no fellow had fallen so
egregiously to his trickery as Billy
Buntar,

. 'The fat Ow] rolled down to the gates
in gquite a cheery mood.
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A Bgread in the Caterpillar’s study
drew him like a magnet. But that was
aot all, He wanted to see the Cater-

illar particularly. He nourizshed a

ope that the Caterpillar might take
that chain off his hands, in settlement
of the debt of thirty shillings.

For once in his faft eareer, Billy
Bunter was anxious to settle a debt.

Such trifles did not often worry him.
But this was an cxceptional caze. He
was going to be booted, continuously
and painfully, until he had sgquared this

articnlar debt. He had neo use for the

azarus watch-chain!  If the Cater-
pillar had, it was all right.

Having—as he happily supposed-—
overheard Bkinner and Bnoop by acci-
dent, he had ne doubt about tho
genuineness of the message.

Neither was it surprising to Bunter.
He had met tho Caterpillar and his
chum the previous day, and had a very
Elammut talk with them. De Courey

ad been very genial—he had seemed
fairly to hang on Bunter's words in
fact. It was not surprising that he
wanted to sec a really apreeable and
nice-mannered fellow like Bunter again.
It was not surprising, at all events, to
Bunter !

There was only one fly in the oint-
ment that Bunter could see, as he rolled
brightly up the Courtfield road to cateix
the motor-bus.

In the present state of fecling between
the two echools, a Creyfriars fellow
going into Highelifo might meet =
hostile reception there.

That bullying beast, Ponsonby, would
rag him, if he got a chance, at any
time. It was owing to Pon rapgging
him, that Queleh’s chain had fallen nto
the hands of the dandy of Highelific.
But now feeling was running high, tho
sight of & Greyfriars cap might evoke
hostility from any Higheliffe man.

Still, as the Caterpillar had asked
him to tea, the Caterpillar would see
him through, semchow, Bunter con-
sidered.

Anyhow, he was going—and he went.

His final fourpence got him a lift on
the motor-bus to the Highcliffe side of
Courtlield. After which, Bunter walked
—with eves apd spectacles on the alert
for an enemy. :

He rather expected to see De Courey
waiting for him at the gates when he
got to Higheliffe., Had that invitation
been genuine, no doubt it would have
been so—for certainly it was risky, just
then, for any Greyfriars fellow to walk
in without a convoy.

At the Higheliffe pates, howaver,
Billy Bunter, blinking in through his
big spectacles, saw nothing of the Cater-
pillar, and nothing of Courtenay.

Much less welcome to his sight, he
saw DMonson,  Unfortunately, Monson
saw him also. With a grin of anticipa-
tion on his face, Monson came sprinting
to grect him.

Bunter did not wait.

It was only too plain what Monson
intended to do when he reached him.
Bunter travelled !

He travelled fast; Monson travelled
faster. Bunter was only & dozen yards
from the gates when a boot landed on
his tight trousers.

“Yarocoh!” roared DBunter
fAew.

“Ha, ha, ha!"" roared Monson.

“Ow! DBeast!™ PBunter stumbled,
rolled, and sat up. blinking, “I—I say,
vau beast, I've come to see Do Courey.
Ow! I say——" :

“No Greyiriars cads wanted hera!l”
said Monson. “Taks thatl”

“Yarooh |

“And that 1"

as he

“Yoo-hoop !
~ Billy Bunter scrambled uwp and fed.
Monson landed two more before he de-
sisted {iom pursuit, and welked back,
lzmg;hi-ng},3 into the Hirheliffe gateway. -

Billy Buuter leaned on the paddock
fence atbt a distapce and gasped for

reath.

He was still in the happy belief. that
& gorgeous spread awailted him in Study
No in the Higheliffe Fourth if he
could get there, but the most gorgeous
of spreads would not have tempted him
i &t the school gates again.

Unless the Caterpillar came out to

ok for him, it looked as if Bunter was
going to miss the spread, after all—and,
in the cireumstances of the case, the
Caterpillar was not likely to come,
Billy Bunter was not, so far, enjoying
the first sunny day of the mercy month
of April.

—_———

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,

Black Treachery !

ECIL PONSONBY glanced in at
the window of the Fourth Form
Room at Highelitfe with a black
and hitter look.

In thar Form-room two juniors sat at
their desks after school, Courteuay and
De Courcy were in detention,

That was the result of the row in the
Fourth Form Easﬁ&ge the previous even.
ing. Mr. Mobbs had come down heavy,

Pon's face in Torm that morning had
shown only too many signs of his hand-
ling by the captain of the Fourth., My,
Maobbs had noticed them with a shocked
and horrified eve.

There were marks on Frank Courte:
nay's face also; Dut not, it was irue, so
severe, ahd not, in any case, of an
consequence, from the pomnt of view o
*8Bnaobby Mobby™ The vials of his
wrath had been poured on Courtenay
in the shape of two hours' deteubion a.m:i
a diffieult Latin paper. - The Caterpillar
had been awarded the aame for his

share in the “disturbance,” as Mr
Mobbs called it. - .
B0 now they sat in  delention—

Courtenay with a knitted brow; the
Caterpillar with his usual expression of
whimsical good-humour,

Ponzonby, losking in from the quad,
seowled at them and passed on.

It was, no doubt, a eatisfnction to
him to see the two chums in detention,
but that was not the reason why he had
lopked in on them; there were olher
and darker thoughts in Pon's mind.

He lounged away to the Houze door-
way and made o sign to Gadsby, whe
rather unwillingly followed him up to
the study.

In that study, Ponsonby closed the
door carefully, Gadsby standing and
watching him uneasily. It was casy for
Fon's pal to see that he waz in a hjter,
evil mood, and he did not like Pon's
loolk at all.

“Well, what 13 it, DPon?” asked
Gadzby ruffiy. “Look here, old man,
I don't like the look in your eye.

You've had somethin’ on yvour mind all
day, and I can tell you I don't want a
hand in it."”

“Who's  askin'  you?”  sncered
Fonzonby. ,

Gadsby looked relieved. ;

“0Oh, all right, then!" he =aid.

“Teave moe out of i, whalever it is.
When vour temper pgets out of hand
you're liable Lo go too far, Pon. You've
done it before, and you look like doing
it again. I'd rather steer clear™

“That cad Courtenay—=" began Pon
hetween his teeth.

“Oh, wash it out !’ muttered Gadaby.
“Teave the chap alone, I know you
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* Well, ¥1l leave you to settle the matter of the pound noie between you ! ** said Bob Cherry, with a smile,

I move my boot ! Heregoes 1™

never chalked that rot on his door; byt
you put up that fool Vav to do 1,
nndm.'u‘

“¥ou saw what he didi™ .

“You jolly well asked for it!” =aid
Gadsby sullenly. *“Yow've mada all the
fellows think he may have pinched that
vrotten chain the day ne was over at
Greyfriars. ¥You know better than any-
body else that he didu't, as ﬁr:-u bagged
it off Bunter, and you've still got it

“They're nos only goin’ to think it;
they're goin’ to know it."

“{Oh, don't be an asa! How can they
Know it when it isn't sof I can tell

ou you've made AMobby suspicious of
ﬁim sinee he was told of that rot chalked
on his door this mern.n’. It's too thick
when you've got the chain  yourseld.
You omght to have given it back to that
- fool Bunter."

. “That's what I'm comin' to," said
Pousonby. “Nobody but yon knows
that I got that chain 1?1'13111 that fat fool.
He's keeping it dark: he dare not let
his beak know that he pinched it. No
danger 1n that quarter. After what
Mobby's heard Lie wouldn't be surprised
Lo ﬁruSIr that chain in Clourtenay's study.”

Gradshy gave a violent starh

“Pon, you fool—you madman!™ hae
said  huskily. “You couldn’t—you
wonldn' t——

“Couldw’t T9? said Ponsonhy., Ide
passed his hand over his damaged face.
“Wouldn't E7 You saw how he handled
!“F:H’““ night?  Llasn’'t he asked for
iL?

Gadsby’s face was white.

“If—if it was found—" he faltered.

“Tt's goin’ to be found.”

“You can’t do it, Pon! Tt's risky,
z0a ! Bunter eould give the whele show
uwey if he lthed—7

“And get himself sacked? Think it's
fikely 77

“Well, no, but—"

“1 fancy that fat fool will be jolly

And he lifted his boot and drew It away. Gosling and Bunter grabbed together.
There were howls of pain as their heads mei ! But there was no

glad to seo it landed on & Higheliffo
man " egncered Ponronby. “They sus-
peet him in his own Form over at Grey-
friars, I should be jolly glad, in lis
place, to see it landed somewhere elze.”

" Yes, very hikely. but—"

“I'm not askin' you to help,” sncerved
Ponsonby; “I'm askin® you to keep
your mouth shut. I shouldn’t say a
word about it ta you, you white-faced
nincompeoop, only you were with me
when I got the chain from Bunter, You
know—and you've .ot to keep dark
what you know.”

“J—I ecan't—not if you do that, Pon,"”
muttered Gadsby. “1t's outside the
limit, It—it's vile! It's awiul! You
can't do it! You wouldn't think of 1t
if you were cool—even youl”

“I thought of it before that chain had
been in my hands a day,” said Pon-
sonby in a low, tense vowce. U1 was
keepin® it, at first, to frighten that fat
idiot and keep him on the jump; then
I thought of this, but——" )

“Put you weren't rotter enough, Fon,
and you won't—"

“But I waited to sce whather anythin’®
came out at Greyfriars,” =zaid Pon
coolly. “ Nothin'z como out; only they've
got it into their heade that Courtenay
inay have snaflled the thing tho day he
was over there., Even Wharton and hia
crew will have to believe 1t when the
chain's found here, hidden in the ead’s

atudy.”
“You ecan't—you shaw't! I tell
you—" (Gadsby's veice was chinll

pL]

“¥You can't do such a foul thin

* Quiet, vou fool ! breathed Pon.

There was & sound of a footstep in
the passage outside,

Gaodshy broke off.

They stood silent, and the footstep
was not heard again; it had not come
a3 far as Study No. b

Ponsonby went on in & low volce:

*You've going to say nothin'. Nobedy
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sign of a pound note !

knowa but you, and you're goin' o
forget it. IKeep clear of the whola
thing."

“I ecan't let you do a thing hike that,
Pon. 1 should bo as bad a3z you if—
—" Gadsby stammered,

“If vou lot me down, lock out for
vourself, Roggic Gadsbhy ! said Pon.
sonby in a low, bitter tone of menace.
*“We've beon friends, bunt——"

“Weo're friends now, but I can't—I
can't have a hand in such a lhomg .
muttered Gadsby.

“Nobody askes you to! You know
nothin® about it, that's all. Alind, T'm
roin’ on with it, whether you hold your
tongue or not. If you howl out what
you know you won't be believed; but
if you are, it's the long jump for me—
and I'll see that you get yours at the
same  time!"” snid Ponsonby savagely.
“We've been in a good many things
together, Gaddy, and if I go, ['ll open
my mouth wide cnough to make sure
that you catch the same train home.™

Gadsby pulped.

“I—1 shawn’t givo you away, of—of
COUrse. But—but don't do it, Pon—
don’t do it ! You’ll be sorry later—I tell
vou you'll bo sorr I

“That's enough, you chicken-hearted
fooll I've warned you fo keep guiet!
Now, steer as clear as you like and leave
me to carry on.’’

“Oh, you rotier!” breathed Gadshr.

“Ten to one you'll bo copped! If they
spot you in thelr study——"
“Mobhy's come in  useful therd !

They’'re both in delention till six o'clock
It’s hardly five yet. How are they goin
fo spot me

“ i some fellow saw you—

“MNo fellow's poin’ to sco  mef
Nobody's goin’ to know anythin' fil)
Maobby gets a tip to look in Conrtenay’t
study, and finds the loot there."

“Oh, vou villain 1" groaned Gadshy.
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“Pack that up!? said Ponsonby con-
tom tgﬂusly. h"ﬂnmn onf i the:re’g
anyvbo in tha sage, wa stop an
chl;ltr a,jfm-.- m[nufg: 1_.E,nr Study No. 3
till the coast’s clear; if not, I whip in
at once. Come on 17

“Pon, I wish you wouldn’t—=""

“Comeg on, you weal-kneed aszs '™

Ponsonby opened the study door; he
lounged out, and Gadsby tried to pui
himself together as he followed.

Bmithson of the Fourth was going
down the passage. Ponsonby and
(iadsby moved along to the door of
Study No. 3. They loitered there till
Smithzon went down the stairs without
aven looking at them.  And Gadshy
gave his pal a last beseeching lock—in
vain—as Pon's hana was placed on the
door-handle of Frank Courtenay’s study.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
What Bunter Saw !

] EAST [ breathed Billy Bunter.

He was not thinking of

Monson, whe had kicked him

along the road. He was, Sad

to relate, thinking of the Caterpillar,

who had—as he fancied—invited him io

tea and then, apparently, forgotten his
existence. '

Leaning on the paddock fence, the
fat Owl i@E:rlin_lv.'.e':!; along the road again
gnd again, in the hope of seeing the
Caterpilar.

But Rupert de Courcy did not
emerge. And time was passing. Unless
under convey of the Caterpillar,

Bunter dared not roll in at the gates.
Ta return to Greyfriars, minus that
gorgeous spread was hardly to be
thought of. Morecver, Bunter had de-
ended on “touching * his Highcliffe
riend for the return bus fare. Other-
wise, thera was a long, long walk
shead of Bunter. ]
Really, it was o very difficult
position for a hungry, fat Owl. Banter
was not feelin ha,p?y. Probably, he
would have felt still less happy Lad
it dawned on his fat brain that he was
the wictim of & First-of-April trick
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on the part of the playful Skinner,
But that awful thought, fortunately,
did not ocecur to him.

He shifted at last. [t was useless to
wait there longer, impossible to run the
gauntlet at the gates, and still more
impossible to go home unfed and on
shanks' pony.  Billy Bunter stepped
through the gap in the paddock fence
and rolled aeross the paddock.

It adjoined the ancicnt part of the
Ilighchffe buildings known as  the
“old courts.” Bunter had heard that
Pon & Co. used that way for gelting
out of bounds, A way out was o way
in—Butter hoped. He had been over
the ground before, and knew his way.

Ha blinked over a low wall. Neo one
was in sight, and he clambered over
it. He knew the wa$ to the High-
cliffa quad—and did not go that way.
Once he got as far as the Caterpillar’s

study it would be all right. The
question was to geb there, without
being spotted and kicked by Monson
or Ponsonby, or any other Hipheliffe

beast ™

He was inside the place pow, at any
rate!

With great caution he moved along a
laurel-lined peth at the side "of the
House, hoping to spot an open door,

Instead of which he spotted an open
window, and, standing &t that window,
logking out, was Mr. DMobbs, the
master of the Higheliffe Fourth.

“0Oh erikey 1" gasped Bunter.

#Is—is—ia that & Greyfriars boy "
ajaculated Mr. Mobbs, * Is—is—is that

Bunter? Upon my word !”
“I—I—F =ay, sir!” stammered
Bunter. *I—I've come to see a High-

glifa chap—"

“How dare you, Bunter? I do not
believe Ponsonby would ask any Grey-
frinra boy here—though you had the
audacity to ask for him on my tele-
phone yesterday! I shall see vou off

[LE]

these premises, Bunter!
Mr. Mobbs dizappeared from the
window.
“0Oh lor' !" breathed Banter, ‘
Obviously, Mr. Mobbs was heading
for tho nearest door, to come out to

IEANAEEESAARNESAN i AS SRR Ed AR REE RERAE AR Ed RN NSNS AR RN PR RS RN PR R A

=

T

Buy your
Copy
Today!

STANDING BY
THEIR SKIPPER!

Is Kildare, the popular captain of St. Jim's,
taking the downward path? That's how it
appears to Tom Merry & Co. when, much
to their amazement, they see him breaking
bounds after lights out !
arc nothing if not loyal to their skipper, and
they determine to stand by him . . . with
starthng results.

Here is a powerful school story of fun and
adventure that every Magnet reader will
find just to his liking. It's appearing now in

" GEM

Now on sale at all Newsagents.

But the juniors

24

Every Wednesday

|

him. DBunter's little fat legs almost
flew, of their own accord |

But he paused. Mobby, cvidentls,
did not want to seo Grayfriars fellows at
Higheliffe; but Mobby was s beast,
and Dunter was not going to miss the
Caterpillar's spread to please Mobby.

He jumped for the window from
which Mobbs had disappeared.

1t was a case of any port 1 & $100m.
He clambered in. By the time the
angry Mr. Mobbs emerged from a
doorway, Bunter had disappeaved in at
the window.

Bat he did not' linger. He Found
himself in a corridor, and le scuttled
along that corridor, and turncd the
first corner. Mr. Mobbs, [ailing to
see him, would no doubt suppose that
e had gone. Heo was more than wel-
come to suppose so.

Bunter had done the trick. Having

turned a corner, he was in sight of
the staircaso.
"He loat no time in negotiating that
staircase. Breathlesa, he arrived on
the landing at the end of the Fourth
Form passage.

The Caterpillar's study was the third
up that passage, and Bunter fairly
bolted for 1t. No one, at the mowent,
was about—after class, on a fino after
noon, the Higheliffe juniors were,
naturally, mostly out of the House.

In a split second, almost, Bunter had
opened the doov of Study No. 3 and
bolted in.

“1 zav, vou fellows——" he gasped.
Then he broke off. The study was
arpty

* Beast 1" breathed Bunter.

Neither Courtenay nor De Courcy
was in fhe study. Neithor was there

any sign of a spread.  Really, it
looked =3 if the Caterpillar, after
giving Slkinner that message for him,
had forgotten all about him !

In other circumstances Bunter would
have gone out of the study to inquire
for his host. In the present circum-
siunces, ne didn't. He had had tho
good fortune to reach that study un-
geen, but any minute Pon or some of
his friends might hate appeared in the
DASSAEe.

Bunter shut the door.

It was tea-time, and the chuma of
Study MNo. 3 were bound to come up to
tea—espocially as ono of them had

asked s guest. )
e had only to wait.
He sat down in the Caterpillar's

luxurious armchair—to wait,

Foolsteps possed the study.

Bunter sat up, prepared to turn on
a frniendly grin, if the door openad.
But the %mhteps passed on. It was,
if Bunter had known 1t. 8mithson of the
Fourth going along to the staira.

He grunted, and sprawled back again
on soft leather,

Footsteps again!

This titne they stopped at the door,

Bunier rose from the armehoir, and
turned on tho friendly grin, all ready
for Courtenay and tlwe Caterpillar! He
could hear that there were two fellows
outside the door!

Then, through the door, a whisper-
ing voico reached him—which bhe recog-
nised ns Gadsbhy's,

“Pon. old man, don't--take my tip,
and don't !

Billy Bunter gave a jump. It was
Fon and Gaddy outside the study.  And
Bunter knew what to expect from those
cheery youths, if they caught him, witk-
ont protection at hand.

“Oh ertkey I breathed the fat Owl,

“ Zhut wp, you fool ¥ he heard Pon-
sonby's mutlering veige. “Clear off, if
you waoant to keep cleag |®



“TI'm neot tha fool—you're tha fool
and a dashed rotter, too | Keep clear o
that study, Pon. I tell you r

“8hut up, and get ont 1

Billy Bunter hardly breathed. Pon
was coining into that study. Thers was
& sound of a hand on the deor-handle.

“Pon, old manl” came Gadshy's
wlhisper again.

“Leave me alone, you fool 1

Billy Bunter, for a moment, stood
transhixed. Where Courtenay and

Courcy were, he had no idea; but it
was plain that they were not at hand
if Pon was coming into their study |
- Obvigusly, from Gadsby’s husky
whispers, Pon was going to play some
rotten trick in that study, while its
owners wera away. Thera was no help
for Bunter if Pon spotted him thers |

Only for a moment he stood—in
torror. Then, swiftly, he hunted cover.
The Caterpillar's handsome soreen stood
across the corner of the room by the
window. Bunter backed inte the corner
behind that screen.

The door opened. 2

“Pon——" cume the husky whisper
agsin,

The door shut.

Ponsonby was in the study.

What he was up to there, Bunler
could not guess, except that 1t was some
hostile wct., He scarcely breathed.
behind the screen., He hardly dared to
think ot what would happen if Pon-
sonby spotted him. Why did not those
beasts come up?  Asking a fellow to
tea, and landing him like this!

Ponsonby was moving about the
study. He did not approach the screen
in the corner.

Bunter realised that he was safe. The
cad of Higheliffa had not the faintest
idea that he' was thero—or that any-
body was there.

Part of the screem was of carved
filigrea work., To that part Bunter
applied his eyes, and his spectacles.
Hea watched Pon ecuriously.

The look on Ponsonby's face startled
him It was pale and set, and ex-
pressed such bitter evil that it fright-
‘ened Bunter. Ha was looking aboub
the study—for what, Bunter could not
guess

Bunter watched him, in sheer amazo-
ment, What Ponsonby could possibly
ba op to was an utter mystevy to him.

Ha could searcely suppress s sequeak
of astonishment as Ponsonby thrust his
hand into & pocket and drew out some-
thing that elinked faintly, and glittered
in the light from the window.

It was tha chain he had taken from
Tunter a week ago—3Mr. Quelch's
missing watch-chain |}

Bunter wondered whether he was
dreaming =s Ponsonby stood there,
with the glimmeriog gold chain in his
hand.

why, in the name of wonder, had
T'on brought that gold chain to the
Caterpillar's study in_that stealthy and
surreptitions way? What was he going
io do with it?

For a long minute DIonzonby stood,
tho gold chain shining in his hand
looking round the study. He Etﬂppﬂ(j
‘at last to the mantelpiece.

On  the mantelpiece stood a small

Chinese jar—a very hand:ome jar, one
of Rupert de Courcy’s expensive posses-
Eions,
-Bunter had visited that study a dozen
Winies before, and had seen the jar, and
finew that it was the Caterpillar’s. As
Pon lifted it from the mantelpiece, ha
wondered whether the 1dea was to drop
#t and break it.

Put that was not Pon’s intentian,
Thera was a bunch of dried lavender
eluck in the jar. Tonszouby removed if,
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dropped the chain in and replaced the

lavender. Then he replaced the jar on
the muntel?iece.

Bunter, lost in amazement, goggled
behind the screen.  This was utterly
heiy:rnd kis comprehension.

on's  work, it scemed, was done
now. Ho turned swiftly to the door

That, at least, was a relief to the
anxious Owl.

The dandy of Higheliffe opaned the
door a fow inches and peered out. Ik
seamed that the coast was clear; for he
stepped quickly into the passage and
shut the deor after him.

Billy Bunter was aleno in the study
again.

“Oh erikey ' gasped Bunter,

[T

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
April Fool!l
BILLY BUNTER did not stir for

Eﬂ"r‘ﬂ'fﬂ‘rl FEYIEIND KavA,
Ho dreaded that Ponsonby
might return. Why he had
coina to the study at sll, why he had
hidden Mr, %ueich‘a chain there, was a
mysmlg to Bunter. But if he cane
back, Bunter did not want to be scen.
But Pon did not come back.

From where he stood, Bunter had a
glimpse of the guadrangle below 1ihe
window, and sfter & few minutes he
eaught sight of Ponsonby there—stroll-
m% with Monson and Vavasour.

vidently, the dandy of Highcliffo
was finished in Study No. 3. Bunter
emerged from his cover at last.

“Oh erumbs!” ha hreathed,

Amazed as he was, puzzled and per-
plexed as he was by Ponsonby’s extra-
crdinary action, one happy thought
dominated the fat mind of the Owl of
the Remove., Queleh™s chain, which
Pon had taken from him ond refnsed to
return, was within reach of his fat
fingers!

He had enly to take it eut of the
Chineze jar! Whatever Pon's mysto-
rions motive might be, nothing could
have happened wore fortunately for the
fot Owl,

On¢a in his possession again, that
wretched ehain could ba returned to
Mr., Quelch’s study, and the whele spot
of bother would be wiped out!

Assured now that Ponsonby was not
coming back, Billy Bunter stepped to
the mantelpiece, and lifted down the
littla jor.

Hea 100k out the bunch of lavender
and grabhed out the watch-chsin., Ile
fairly gasped with relief at getting
hold of it again. He slipped it into a
pocket, and put the jar back in iis
place

“By gum ! murmured Bunter.

Iis fat brain did not penctrate
Pon's motive m hiding the chain in
tho Chinese jar. Hoe surmiszed that

orhiapa Pon was afraid to keep it in
hiz gwn honds, and wanted to find a
safe hiding-place for it.

Certainly, that hiding-place was safe
enough, had rot there been & witnesa
to tho transaction. Under the lavender
in the jar the chain might have lain
unsuspected for weeks. WNWeither of tho
fellowa who used the study was likely
to dream that it was there.

That so far a3 Bunter could see, was
Pon's game. If it was, Bunter had put
paid to 1t!

That chain was 1n his pecket now and
going back to Quelch.

Billy Bunter grinned with satisface

tiom.
Thrs was luck! .
However, {he fat junior's thoughts
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camne back to ¢ven mors Lmpartant
mattera. It was long pa:t tea-timne.
He was lhungry. Thare was still uo
sign of the Caterpillar ov his study-
mnate,

Bunter sat down in the armehair
again to wait.

But he did not st thero long. Ie
was hungry, he was impetient, wul he
wag getting more wld more anneyed and
indignant.

‘This was 2 volten way to ireat a
fellow who had beeh apecially asked to
tea. A blink into the study cupboard
rovealed nothivg of an edible pature
thore.

Had the spread been on the spot,
Billy Bunter would not have hesitared
to begin, But there was no sproad on
tha spot—there was absolutely notling !

*Beast ™ murnered Bunter.

Ho approached the door at last.

He dared not venture out, But this
was getting altogether ‘too thick! 1Me
could not wait in the Catarpillar’s study
for ever!

He ::-Ipunml the door about an bwh
and blinked out through his, big
spectacles. A glimpse of Ponsonby,
Muonson, Gadsby, or any of Pon's ser,
would have caused him to sliut the daorv
again promptly.

But thers was no ono to bo secn in
the passago
1Ie blinked out, in the hopo of spot-
ting the Cuaterpillar or I'rank Conrte-
nay, or at least one of their fricids,

MNo one was to be seen |

Dunter breathed indigpant wrath.

A junior cwine up the stairs, and an
uneasy blink showed him that it was
Yatas of theo Fourth, whom hie know by
sight. Yates was & momber of Conrte-
nay’s eleven, und a staunch suppurier of-
the captain of the Fourth. Irom lLim
the fut - Owl had nothing te fear—he
was no friend of Ponsonby'a

Bo as Yates camo by, Bunter oponel
ihe Idnc-r a little farther and squeaked :

B 5& 1§

Yatex starod at him.

“Hallo ! he suid.
get nto that study @™

. | say, I came here lo =es e
Courcy 1 said Bunter. “ He asled me
over to tea. Know whero he i7"

“Did he? said Yales, .staviee.
“Iie's in detention till six o'clock, with
Courtenay, Thoy've been in a row
with Maobby,"”

“0Oh erikevy!  But he asked net'™
gaspod Bunter., ™ Ho told Skinner (his
afternoon to tell me %

"Gmnlmml 1" apid Yates,

“He jolly well did ¥ howled Bunler,
“I tell you Bkivner said he’d msecn Do

“How Jid you

-Cﬂur{'-jfL and le asked lim 1o well

L]

% Oh, don't bo an ass 17 said the ITeh-
chilfe junior. "“The Caterpillars been
in detention sinco class, so how could
he have seen 8 Grevfriars wman? If
Skinner told you that, ho was pulling
your atlly log! First of &pril—whati”

Yates walked on, laughing.

Billy Bunter blinked after bim, shut
the study door. iu case Pon should como
glong, apnd stood breathing fury.

It dawned on his fat brain now that
his podgy leg had been pulled. He
remembercd 1%."r:mmznlvf::’su littlo joke—and
the dato!

“0Oh, tho beasst!” groancd Bunter.
“Ob lov’l First of April—pulling wy
Iu;} all the time! Ob crikey!”

t was & crushing blow! ]

Clearly, if Do Courcy had Dbeen in
detention since class, ho could not havo
scen Skinner, and e messape  counld
ltave been zent by that youth invitog
Bunter to tea at '}{ighuli o, That talic
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he Lad heard Detween Skinner and
Suoop, had, of ecourse, bren intended
for his fat cars—to convince him that
the message was genuine, and to make

an April Fool <f him!
Dilly Dunter’s eyes gleamed with
rage behind bLis spectacles.
here was wno invitation to  fea—

there was no ten—ho had rugp sll the
risk of penetrating into Higheliffe, and
had still the risk of getting out to run—
all to gratify Earold S8kivner's peculiar
sense of honour !

Ho Ilinked at the clock on ihe
mantelpicee. It still wanted & quarter
to six. The Caterpillar was m deten-
lion fov another quarter of an hour—
and ha hiad, cvidently, not the romotess
idea that Billy Bunter was coming over
that afternoon at all.

Bunter decided to wait (hat other
quarter of an howr. They would come
up to the study wheno reloased from
detention, and all would be, after all,
calin and beight. No doubt they would
be astonished to sec him thore—but that
did pot matter.  Ilo could explain.
Moveover, ho could hand the Cater-
pillar tho Lazarus chain, in settlement
of that liitle debt of thirty shillings!
There was no reason why they shouldn’d
b pleased to seo hime !

The fat Owl rolled to the window
and stood looking out, waiting wearily
for eix to etrike!

Heldom had a quaeler of en hour
scemed so long to hin.

Dut six chimed out at last.

Buutor had been  counting  the

minitez—now le counted the secconds,
Sull Courtenay and the Caterpillar did
not come up lo the study.

“Oh erikey !® ejaculated Bunter sud-
denly.

Below, in thoe guadeangle from the
window, he glimpsed two figures. Iu
utter  dismay  and  consternation, he
blinked at IFrauk Courtenay snd the
Caterpillar waolking down to the gates.

They were not coming up to the
study, now they wers oub of detention!?

Cloavly, they were ot coming up to
a lale tea. DPossibly they had tea'd in
Hall befove going into detention, Any-
how, they were going ont of gates now
—utierly nnawave of a fat Owl waiting
for them in Study No, 2.

YO lor' 1" groaned Bunter,

This pul the lid on,

Dismally he wateched Courlenay and
biz cloun disappear out of gates,

They were gone. No doubb they
fancicd a walk aftor hours of detention
mn thoe Iorme-room. DBub itk was wvery
unfortunate for Billy Bunter., As likeli(
a3 not they would uob come in till call-
mmover. Bunter certainly could not
walt 11H then. He had calliog-over ab
Greviriars to think of !

With foclings too decp for words, the
fat junior turned from the window., Ile
had to go—and van the gauutlel of
Fon & Co. as he went, Thero had becn
no spread, and he was feariully hungrs,
He Lad not even been able to liguidate
s debt to De Courcy by handing over
the Lazavus chain. Bootings awaited
hitn  at Greyfriars. Really, 1t was
awful! The only conscolation was {hot
he had recaptured Quelch’s chain, But
lie was not 1 & mood to think much of
that vonselation. Ilis mood wos abso-
lutely pessimistic.

Ife was not going to see De Courcy
at all now, that was clear, 5till, it
pecurred to him that he could leave the
tivty-shulling chsin for lum when ho
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that prossing debt and save him from
further bootings!

He extracted it from his pocket and
considered where to leave 1t It had to
bo left in a safo place. There was ne
safor place than the Chinese jar where
Pon had hidden Quelch’s chain,

That was it )

Easy enough to dmﬁ De Courey o line
explaining that the chain had been left
in scttlement of the thirty *'bol,” and
telling him where it wast It was, in
fact, casior to explain by letter than by
word of mouth—for De Courcy would
not be in a  position to decline if dis-
posad so to dal

Billy Bunter jorked out the bunch of
lavonder once more, slid the chain, he
had bought from Lazarus inte the
Chineze jar, and replaced the lavender,

That was all right !

Now he bad to think of escape. Ilo
opened the door and peered nto the
passage. By pgreal good fortune there
was still ne one in sight.

Hea hesitated to take the plange. But
it had evidently to bo taken. Heo rolled
out of the study aund scudded along to
the stairs, If only he got out unsecn—
as e had gol in!

But that really was too nmuch luck to
hope for. Fortune, that had hitherto
bofriended Billy Bunter, ot this point
let him down with & bump |

At the foot of the stairs five or six
sucprised pairs of eyea turncd on him.
Ameng them were thoe small, narrow,
unpleasant eves of Mr., Mobbs )

“Upon my ward 1" ejaculated DMy,
Moblbs, “A Greylriars boy hero!
U;:rcrn my word | Bunter [V

TI—I—I say—" gasped Bunler.

“"How dare you come herel” ox-
claimed Mv. Mobbs, “"How dare yvon
enter this house? Upon my weord ™

£ O | *  gtuttered the hapless
Owl, *“I—1 say—- Ieggo! I-—I'm
going=—I—I"m just gig-gig-poing—

Leggo oy collarl Ow 1

Mr, Mobbs' bony fingers gripped his
collar.

Fa had been under the impression,
till that moment, that Bunter had
clearcd off. Mo was astonished and
cxasperated to spot him in the House,
Having the fat Owl safa by the collar,
he was not likely to let go.

“You vyoun rascal 1"  sald Mr.
Mobbz, “You have ontered this build-
ing surrephitiously! ¥ shall see you
sately off theze premiszes, and I shall
chastise you before you depart 1”

“Oh erikey! I—I say—"

“{lome I snappod Mr. Mobbe

He led Bunter out of the Flouse by
the «collar. Tifty grinning faces
watehed tho hapless fat Owl as Me.
Mobbs led him down to the gates.

“That's DBunter!” esaid Gadsbr,
“What the dooee is he doin’ here #

“The fat ass [ said Ponsonby,

“1 spotted him at the gates hours
aro, and kicked him ! ssid Monzon.
“ How the dickens did he get int”

“And what thoe thump did he want ¥
azked Deary.

Ponsenby chackled.

“ Whatever he wanted, it'a pob what
he's goin’ to get, to judge by Mobby's
look 1 he remarked.

“ Abzolutely 1" chirruped Vavazour.

And Pon & Co. watched, with great
cutertainment, as Mre, Mobbs, having
lacd Lis prisoner down to the gafes,
boxed his fat ears soundly before twirl-
ing him out into_the maﬁ.

It was a pasping and unhappy Owl
that went tollering down the road=—and
I'en & Co. were left grinning.  Thougl

had he had the rersolest idea of what
had happened during Billy Bunter's uns
expected visit to Higheliffe !

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Whose Pound Note ?

o T TALLD, hallo, hallo !
“ Bunicer looks tived 1V

“Muzt  bave walled
hundrved vards or move I

“Fa, La, La!” -

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
gateway of Greyfriars when o weary,
fat figure came plodding  disinally
throngh the falling spring dusk,

Thev smiled ab the sight of the
returning Cwl

Bunter undoubtedly looked tired, He
looked as if hie could hardly drag one
fat leg oafter another. He was dusty,
and perspiralion bedewed his plump
fratures. )

It was lock-up, ond Gosling had come
down to shut the gates, The I'amous
Five, who had come in from Eriardale,
had come in on time. Dut at the sight
of Billy Bunier rolling wearily home
from ,the direction of Courtficld
lingered in the gateway, with the kin
intention of keeping the gates open till

]

the fat Owl arvived. Late for gates
meant lines from Queleh.

“Buck up, Bunter!” roarcd Bob
Cherry. .

Bunler was still ot o distunce! He
hieard Bob's stentorian roar, and gave

him o lack-lusire blink through his hiq
spectacles.  But he did not buck up!

e was past bucking up. He cravwled.

“'Ere, you stand oul of that there
pateway ! eaid Gosling. “You going
hin or poing hont ¥

“Hin, old bean,” answered Bob
Chierry affably. *'Hoo late to go hout "

“The hinfulness,” said Ilurvee Jamseb
Ram Singh solemnly, *ia terrific, my
esteemed and absurd Gosling.” ;

Gosling grasped the gate to shut it
It was rather difficult to shut that gate
with five juniors bunched in the way,
Giosling glared. He had no objection Lo
the chums of the Remove stepping out—
in which casc they would have been
tate for lock-up, and Gosling would
have repovted them when he let them in
—a Juty Gosling always performed with
pleasure. But they were in—and could
not be shut out—and at the same time
they prevented the gate {rom closing.

“Wot I =zays i3 this 'era,” grunted
Gosling.  *You stand out of the way of
this 'ere E[&l:-ﬁ[ You 'eart”

YiEar, 'ear ! agrecd Bob.,

“Which I'll report yor—"

“llold on a tick, Gesling!™ said
Havry Wharton, laughing. Bunter’s
just ocutside—give & man a chance! Be
& sport, old bean [*

“My horders,” said Gosling stolidly,
“i5s to shut this "ere pate on time,
and horders is horders. says to r}‘{:u.
and I saye it agin, vou stand out of the
way of this ‘ere gate, or 'll report
"'I-'{."r |_Jl:l
T Y (Come on, Bunter " shouted Frank
Wugent,

“PBeast I came [aintly beek from
Bunter. Dul hoe did not agcelerate. The
fatigued fat Owl was on his last Iﬂtf.
If Mr. Queleh himself had stood in the
gatewsy, brandishing his cane, Dunier
could not have hurvied. . _

“MNow then 1* said Gosling., “ TFor the
larst tiine I says—"

“Did vou drop & pound note,
Wharton ** exclaimed Bob Cherry. o
made a jump and planted his foot

pas

came in.  That would, at least, scttlo Pon, certainly, would not have grinned,
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heavily in the gateway. “Thore—ib
won't blow away pow !l Did vou diep
onao

“Eh?* No!" answered Harry.

“Which of you fellows dropped a
pound note i

Four heads were shaken. None of
the Ca. had dropped & pound note. If
{herea was o currency note, saved hy
Bob'a foot from floating away on the
breczes of spring, 16 did not belong to
any of the Famous Five.

* Well, there’s nobody else here,” said
Boly, "1 suppose Goshng didn’t drop a
pound note! Did yvouw, Gossy I

i | nfﬁght *ave ¥ said gﬂﬂi“g;] “Yi
Ity OF you young genla dro ik, it
looks az 1f T must Envul Dﬂlﬁ?t let it
h|=h_1-' away, Master Choerey™

1t won't blow away ¥ assurcd Bel.
*1 say, sure none of you men dreoppe:d
a pound nolo hepe ¥4

s

T ASTER comes but ones a year,
which is once » year more than
Bunter's postal-order,  In spito

of the faet that at Bunter Court royalty
migl nobility fight each other to do
Bunter honour, our famous Owl doea
not yearn for his ancestral home. Tlo
trics dosperately to bag an invitation
from some other fellow.

Week in, week out, from morn io
night, ho tries; ond tellows fly from
Dunter as from o grisly spectin. How o
Laflle Bunier is o scerious problem ; hn
won't tuke ** Wo "' for an answer. DBut,
ab lasty Poler Todd bas shown ug the
Wiy !

Just before the Kaater hols.,, Bunter
rollod up to Toddy in the Rag. 'Toddy
wag & lust vesourcee. DBunter did not

‘pine to spend Easter with Toddy's
solicitor futher in Bloomsbury, but nhat
wiag o fellow to do ¥

Ad it happencd, Toddy apoke first,

“ I say, old fellow,” smid he, " 'what
about coming home with me for the
vae 7"
~ Bunier stared af Toddy dumh.
founded, He waos preparvod to deol with
cxenses—oven 1o dodge o bool—but to
bo actually invited te Toddy’s homo
tuok away his breath.

“ Do oo, old chep,” wont on Petor.
“ Yeou'll enjoy it no cud abk Todd Conrt.,
Plenty of huniin’ and shootin' and
fishin® and all that, Rather a catch for
o measly stockbroker's son, what ¥ He,
he, ha ' But, dash it all, old fellow, F'm
ne znob ! I'd really like you to come,
old chap ™

e e e el P e

e P o ol bbb P o o T P
H

Cute sare
“The surefuluess 1s terrife.™

“AJust  have Dbeen Goshing”  said
Tharry Wharlon., *It's certainly not
onrs, Gosling had betler take charge of
it onyhow,”

“Tf vou think it's yours, Qossy——

“Well, T think it must be, as i ain't
aty of yourn * said Gosling,

e quite forgot, for the imomment, 1liat
nrders woere orders, and that be had to
ik that gate on finwe. Shatting out
Uiy friavs fellows wos one thing—shut-
ting out a  stray  pound wvole  was
anictier,

*Don'l von move vour hoot, Masier
Checry, 1ill 1 et 'old of it in this ‘ere
kel

Leaving the gate, Gosling  toddled
it ihe gateway, “That Lricf delay waa
ciotighy for Billy Bunler, e rolled
wearily .

“T zaw, wsou fellows —*
Bunter hreathlesly,

“Now you movae your boot, Master
Uherey,” said Cosling, stooping. <1711
et it oll wieht now ! Thie a pore mamn,

bt ]

mnenihled
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and con't afford to let a pound ucte
Mow away.™

“Yon're sure you dropped a pound
node, Gozey " asked Balb, dlosing . one
Fya oat his comrades over the porler’s
hent head, ] ‘

“Pretty sure I did, siv,"” zaid Gos-
ling, “You jest move your boot, and
'l grab it afore this bleeming wind
shifis it 1*

“I say, vou fcllows, iz that a pound
note T exclaimed DBunter, Up to ithat
moment the fat Owl had scomed too
weary anid worn to think of anything
Lt getiing 1, and rosting his weary
lege, DBut at the mention of a pound
note Iving about, he seemed to revive.
“I say, 1 faney that's mine !

“Youra ! cjaculated Bel: Cherry.

*Yesz:; I ithink=in fact, I'm certain,
I dropped a pound note hern az I wend
oitt, I remember heaving it fall—7"
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BUNTER COURT

A Short, Short Story
By
FRANK NUGENT.
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“ Ha, ha, ha!™ weo roarved, eatching
on {o the gome. 1t was rich to hear
Bunter's own defightful style parodied
lika Lhat,

“Are you pulling my les 27 siat-
{rred Bunter.

" Oh, really, Dunter—-

* Ha, ha, ha1 ™

* Look here, lot’a tallz it over in tho
tuckahop, old cheap. My trest, you
know 1™

Bunter’s face brightencd,

* Yes, rather, old chap!™

* This way, old fellow,” snid Toddy.
“ Aa it happons, ['ve been disappointed
alout a postal ordep—"*

“* Wha-a-at t "

* From ono of my Litled relations

* (Oh crikey '™

* But you ecnn pay tomporarily, old
fellow., ©Ounly temporarily, of econrse.
L't hand it fo you when my postal ovider
comes, oo T And, by the way, 1'vo just
remembered that we have the brokers
in at Todd Court, go we'll have to wash
it out., I'll eomo with yon instead, old
man! It's all tho game, ag long as we
alick together, what § 7

i

“{h crikey I

“Now don’t vou talk nonsense,
Master PBuanter rxclaimed  Gosling
warady., Still stoeping, he glared up
at Bunder, 1 seo yon pgo out jest
aftey class, awd if vou'd deopped n
pound note then i would "ave blowed
away loug ago. Don't that stand to
reason, young pentlemen?”

“T shonld jolly  well
sail ol

“ Oy, really, Cherpy—'

112

fhiink s=al™

*

*Beat, yon fat spoofer!” exclaimed®

Johinay Bull, *

“I say, you fellows, that's my pound
nole 1 hooted Bonter. "I tell you it
dropped just o3 I went out. I—1 waa
in & hurry, and I never stopped. [
jolly well know it was mine [V

“IWat I =aya is this 'ere, that pound
note ain't yours, Master Dunter, and
rant' t possildy be 1™ exclaimed (iosling.
“*Youn move your hoot, Master Cherry,
ami ek o man pick up his pound note.”*

“T1 say, you lot ma pick up my pound
nofa I gasped Doanler, and ha slooped
on thr aoiher sule of DBob's baot. "1

21

keap on telling you 1's miue, I'm
surprised at you, Goshing, making ont
{hat my pound note 13 yowrs. Ii's
dishonest.””

“0Oh, my hat!"” gasped Paoln “Well,
I'll leave vou to seitle it belween you,
Grabh when I move my boot[®

"Logk here, Goshing—"

“You lock 'ore, Mazter Bunter——"

“Hern poos 1 seid Dol “{irnbh "
Aud he lfted his bont, and drew {6
AWLY.

Gosling and Bunter grabbed togedilier,
and the next moment there was o hoof
of wrath from QGosling, and a squeak
of annoyance from Bunter ns  their
heads met. Bub thero was no pound
note to be seen.

“11a, ha, ha! yolled the Famous
Five,

Gingline siaved, and Bunler hlinked
al the spot where Bob Cherry's boot

Dunter gasped,  Heally it was hared
to have his own petent mothod of atiack
turned pgainst him, There seemed to bo
N0 ANRWoY.

*Beast. ! he rearved, oml turned
away in disgust,

He oncountered  TTarold  Skinner.
Fvon Bunter had bot fow hopes of
Skinner, but he was growing desperata,

“I—=I say, Skinner, old follow, .

* My «lear old ¢hap,” eried Ekinner
ponially, * yon'ro just the man 1 want
toace ! 1 want vou to corno home with
mao to Bkinner Court, Bunter "

*“Ha, ha, ha '

" No end of huntin' and fishin' and all
that——-"

T 0Oh erikey ! gronned Dunier, and
ho rolled nwny Lo speak to Oyilvy.

“It'a dear obd Banter 'Y oxclaimed
Ogilvy joylully. " I say, old fellow, U'vo
heen poin' to ask you to eome homo
with mie to Ogilvy e

“* Oh lor* 1V

“Rata!'" eried Wibley.,  “ Buntor's
coming with me to Wibley Court!
Aren’t you, Bunter §7

"1 say, you fellows, I want Bunter to
cowne to Penlold Court—"

"1 paess Dunter's coming to Fish
Court——""

Thero was a general choras,  1illy
DBunter stoppod  his ears aod  rolled
hurricdly over ta the deor,

“ Beasts ! " ho roared, amd aliammod
the door belind hin.

Anit no moras waa heard of Boanter
Court that ovening, thanks to Toddy.

OUrt——e
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had been firaly planted. The sarfacns
nf the solid globa was all that el their
view., Thera was no jood pobe—tio,
the ghost of one!

The ancient Groylriars porler roze fa
his foet, with a very expressive oxpires-
sion on his puarled countenaner, 1o
realisnd  now  that  tha  now-exisient
ponned note was a little trick to makn
hime  keep tho pate open Ll Bally
Duuter rolled in. .

“Dd you think there was a ponmd
note there, Goshing 7™ asked Hob ionae-
cently, while his comvades yelled.

“You sad there was, you youns
rii}i“ growled Gosling, . _

T i 1" oxclaimed Bob, i surprse,
“Did T =ay anything of the sort, you
men

“No fear! chueklesd Nusent, ™ YVon
asked vs if wo had dropped one—aguite
a different thing!™

“That’s ell,” agreed Dob, ™ Might
have asked any chap a civil question
lika that—""

“Ifa, ha, ha!”
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“You said it wouldn't blow away
with your foot there!” hooted _Gua!mg.

“Well, so it wouldnt,” seid Bob.
*How could it blow sway when it
wasn't there?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

And the chuins of the Remove went
on their way, laughing; while William
Gosling closed the gate, with a clang
that woke nearly every echo of Grey-
friars School.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
A Little Misapprehenslon !

“ LEASE, sir—"
“What is it, Bunter?”
“May I fetch my map, sir”

_ It was the following morn-
ing in Form. First lesson that morming

was geography, for which the Remove wMg

follows had been told to bring in maps.
Mr, Quelch glared at Billy Bunter.
“Have you forgotten your
Bunter 7"

“Yes, sir, I—"

“You will take a hundred . lines,
Bunter. And you may look at Todd's
mﬂp."

*“0Oh lor" 1M

Mr. Queleh frowned, and the Remove
follows smiled. Every fellow near

Bupter had scen him slip a map under
his desk before making that request
to the Hemove master.

Bunter evidently was not in want of
a map, but of an excuse for getting
cut of the Form-rodm.

he juniors goessed that  much,
though fortunately Mr. Quelch did not.
But they were very far from guessing
the reason, Not & man 1, the Re-
move  dreamed  that Qua!ﬂ_t'u- E.‘ur!d
chamm, so long missing, was now ip
Billy Bunter's troueers pocket, and
that he was feverishly anxious for a
chance to get rid of at. _ .

While Quelch was busy with his
Form, it was an excellent opportunity
to replace it in -Quelch’s stu.dt_—!f
DBunter eould have got out. Unluckily,
bhe couldn't.

He waited till break, 1n the hope that
during that interval, ilﬂ_ﬂ'ﬂllldr nd an
opportunity of popping into his Form-
manter's study untioticed, _

At the end of thé lesson Wharton,
ax head boy, colleoted the Latin papers,
and piled them on the ‘Form-master’s
desk, when the Hemove ‘were dismissed.

Billy Bunter lingered in -the Form.
roots door, hia eyes and his apectacles
anxiously ov Quelch. ‘

Sometimes Quelch stayed at his desk
in the Form-roow to look at the papers
Sonatinies he carried them to his study.
Bunter whs anxious to know what he
was going to do now. :

If he staved in the Form-room, the
coast was clear in” his study. It would
not take more than 4 minate or twe to
drop that beastly chain into the table
drawer in his study, shove some papers
over it, and leave it for Quelch to dis
cover later—when, Bunter hoped, he
would fancy that he hpd overlooked 1t

map,

- trick I thundered br.
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all the time. But if he went to his
study, Bunter had to postpone the rosti-
tuttzon of the missing article. Natur.
ally, he wanted to know.
[r. Qusleh sat down om the high
chair at his desk, But as he did so, he
lanced at tha fat figure lingering in

@ doorway. ]

As the gimlet-eyes fixed on him,
Bunter bolted after the other fellows.
He was unaware of the extremely sus-
picious ghot that tame into those gimlet-
eyes, &3 hia back was turned. Neither

ldhhﬂ know that Quelch rose from his
50

It was all right now. Quelch was

going through those papers in the Form-
room. The coast was olear.
_ While the rest of the Remove ran out
into the E.Fr:] sunshine with a cheery
whoop, Billy Bunter rolled away to
stors’ Passage.

He cut into Mr, Quelch’s study, shut
the door after him, and hurvied across
to the- writing-table. Bwiftly he opened
the well-known drawer with one hand—
with the other jerking the gold chain
from his trousers pooket.

5 And as the drawer opened, so did the
ook,

Mr. Queleh atepped in.

Bunter had been happily unaware
that his Form-master pgas followed
almost on his heels to the study. He
beoame aware of it now; with atartling
suddennass,

“"Oh!"™ gurgled Bunter. “O0Oh
crikey [

For the second time, he was caught
stooping at that drawer, with a gald
chain in his possession! But this time
it was the real chain, and Bunter's fat
heart, almost died within him with
terror.

“Oh, jimuny!” groaned Bunter.

Me. Qualch ntepxed towards him.

*Upon my word,” he said, in a deep
voice, “this passes all ‘belief | Buntoer,
&BTa You in yoﬁr right scnses?”

Oh, sir] No, erl I—I mean, yoes,
sir 1" groaned Bunter. .

“*The 'Eaf' before yeatqrdag“’ said Mr.

eleh, “1 caught you in this study, in
the act of placing that spurious watch:
chain in my table drawer, in the absurd,
the ridiculous, the insgmsate hope that
I should imagine that it was my own™

HEh lljll.li

“Buch stupidity, such obtusenoss,
sach crass. want - common  intelli-
gence,” .continued Mr Quelck, *"is
amazing, even in 30 incredibly etupid a
boy as yourself, Bunter,

act of playing the same foolish, dbsurd
grick over again "

“Oh %ﬂﬂpﬁd Buntar,

“ After 1 had been.made aware that
that chain was a spurious imitation,
after I have caned you for your folly,
it appears that you still entertain a
hope of succeeding in that insensata

%E]Ch.
“0th erikey I gurgled Bunter.

He realised how the matter stood.

On the former occasion, BMr. Quelch
had taken the dud chain for the resl

‘ing at him.

Yot you have-
‘surpassed even that!l T find vou in the

ene. Now he was taking the real one
for the dud onel

It was a natural mistake on Quelch's
art. From a little distance the chaina
ooked exactly the same. His impres-
sion was that Bunter, with unexampled
stupidity, waas playing the same trick
over again, with the same chain,

“Have wou no common sense what-
ever, Bunter?” exclaimed the Remove

master. *Are you utterly without
ordinary intelligence?”

“Oh! Yes sir! No, eir! Oh, sir!
Oh orikey "

“Ja it possible, Bunter, that

Em&gim:- that, if you had concealed that
chain in my table drawer, I should have
supposed, for one moment, that 1t was
the genuine article?” thundersd Mr.
Quelch. _

“0Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter.

Really, Bunter had the best of reasons
for supposing so—this time.

He wos not going to explain those
ressons to Mr. Quelch, however. [Ha
lat the chain slip baek into his pocket,
gla.fd to get it out of Mr. (ﬁuul-ch * view

ora the Remove master had a chance
to detect that it was the ﬁenuma article.

*“You mctually mﬁicae so, Bunter?™

- oxclaimed My, Que

“Yes, eir,” murhbled Bunter.

“Incredible " said Mr, Quelch, star-
- “Amazing! Such
stupidity is beyond my comprehension,
In tho first instance, perhaps, so etupid
a. boy might have supposed that there
was3, & ?maihi!ity of imposing on me.
But after I  have become fully
acquainted with your absurd trickery,
it i3 almost inconceivable that you

should suppose sc! Buntor, can you-—
even you—be eo impenetrably 'a{'.u!)iﬂ"?“
¥ h, yes, sir! I mean, oo, dirl I—
I—* '
“Tt appears,” said Mr. Quelch,
“hopaless to make any appeal to your
intelligenes, Bunter]! But 1 can. at

lenst, make it ‘clear to you that you
must not play absurd and foolish tricks
in your Form-master’s study!l 1 shall
cane you—* .

“Oh lor' ¥ _

“Roverely. Bond over that chair,
Bunter " '

What followed waas painful. It was
quite psinful. But it was not so bad
as being taken to the Head for the
sack, so Billy Bunter was glad to leave
Mr. Quelch in his errdr, .

When the Reniove- went into third
school, the chain was still in Bunter's
pocket,

It veally seomed as if he was never

ing to get rid of that wretched chain,
ﬁj ve him a feeling like a gangster
with & body to dispose of. Rachel. of
old, mourned for that which was lost,
and could not he comforted—hut Billy
Bunter was mourning over that which
was found, and had still lesz comfort.

THE END.

(On no ascount mis the final yarn in
this grand seriea, chums It's entitled;
«“THE HEAVY HAND!” You'll find
it Brimful of fun and exciifng wilua
tionsl)
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JACK JOLLY’S RUSE!

Ansther Spasmy of Dicky Nugent's Laughable
Serial :

“THE ST.SAM'S TREZZURE HUNT!™

IN DURAXNCE VILE ¢

“ Ji's rotten * '’

U Hera, hera ¥

 It'n sbaskstely yobten ! ™7
aaid Jack Jolty of the 8t
Sam's Foarth, with & wye,

th recilensdy ab  the
eraol mifs that emelreled |
his wristz, '* Here we aro

in duranece vie—wvikions of
tha vandals who are venting
their villany om ust” :
“* Prisoners of a plawsible
ir of plottera!™ eried
{:f:-\-ank Fearleas. “It's a
towl bizeiness | "

““Fowl® s right!”
snorted Merry. * We're
trussed up lilko chickens ;

and we're 1n o deserted wing,
I should feel hoapless, if 1
weren's such a plucked "un 1™

* Louk hers, you chaps,”
wailed Tubby Barrell, from
hia corner of the room whero
the kidnapped skoolboys
had been dumped. * LI'm
hungry !

“ Well, that's your faule,
Tubby !  grinned Jolly.
“ With my foet just by your
month, you can easily do as
the aretie eppsplorers do and
vit a little shoe-leather !V

“ Ha, ha, ha ! *

“ Daghed if I know what
thera is to larf at ! " enorted
Tubby Barrell. " What [
want to know i, how are we
poing to get out of thia 7 "

“Ah! That's egga-
actly what we'd all like
to konw,” sawd Boight,
rewivilly.  * If we conld
only get our handa {ree,
we could set about our

GRE

- — ™
=]
-

h.

S———

-
=

No. 234.

YFRIAE

-

— a

EDITED BY HARR}’ WHARTON.

S HE

April 3rd, 1937,

{1 i_%

time.

captor when he hbrings

ng our b."

# Tﬂug:lu‘lﬁﬂu I ho brings
-us eur grub, don’t youw, okd
chap "' asked Feorless,

“Ho's boand to turn up
goon,”” mermered Bright.

“*And we'ro ‘ hound ' to
‘prevent us from turning on
vim | " chuckled Jack Jolly.
“Tied np a8 wo are, it's
rather a knotty problem ! ™

“ Liseen ! wisperoal
Merry. :

The chums of the Fourth
lissened. Their harts beat
fuster, as they heard tho
hovvy clumping of hob-
nailed boots on tho base
boards outside the room.

“ The Head ! muttered
Jolly., “ I'd rcekerniso his
footprints anywhore 1 I
'Eknuw all along that he waa
the culprit 1 ¥

“The old raskal caght to
ha ashamed of himsolf, kid-
napping us liko this so ps to
wet us out of the way while
he and Scrownger win the
Gouty Greybeard Trezzuro
Hunt ! " said Fearless, in-
dignantly. 3 shall toll
| him sa, toa ! ™

=

A moment later, the door
waa flang oprm. A hearded

mr. wonring o mask,
o into the room. The
vong prisoners Dbrightened
up » Ettle as they zaw that
he was carrying a tray con-
taining dosnutia and jam.-
tarts and bottles of gminger-
PO

¥ithout saying a word,
the man in tho mask walked
in and placed the tray on a
table. Then ho  started
feeding his prisomers. The
juniors kept as mmm as
oyaters till he had finished.

Then thny atarted in coris.

“ Yon
rottor ! *

* We'll put the perlice on
vour track when we got [ree
again !

“ Wao know who yon arn!
Yon're TDoetor Birchemall,
and it's no uso denying it.”

The last remark, from
Trank Fearlesa, scomed to go
home, for the man in the
mask broke hiz silence at
last.

“Don't tolk slly!™ he

heestly old

HE DIDN'T TAKE
A CHANCE!

Strange Story of

All through the winter
Gioaling has nursed o accret.

You vcould tell by the look
ol him that he had something
on his mind. There was a
twinkle in his eye and at odd
maments he would utter a
=ly chusakle,

But whnt the secret was
nohody seemed able to guess,

Now and again, he'd stand
ontzido hia lodge and pufi
away reflectively at his pipe,
till something seemed to
atrilka  him, Then hao'd
bring out a grimy notebook,
link a stub of & peneil, and
1hen [aboriously write a note
i the book.

Fellowa beeamne intrigued.
What on earth was Gossy up
10, thoy wandercd,

Gossy wounldn't teil, When
asked point-blank abont it,
Lietd snswer ; Y Wot I says

iz this 'ere : hask no gues-
tions an” [ wou't tell po
lica ! Thers was no draw.

ing him—till 8mithy got to
work just before breaking-
up.

Smithy happaned to
rlooss juat the beet time—
whan Goaay had beon
wminallawed by govergl

School Porter

glagses of higuor out of
o mysterious hottle ho
keeps in o cuphoard in
hia lodge. After o
little homming  and
hawing, Gossy et him
mto the accret.,

* It's tike this 'ore,
Master Smith,” he
anid, “ Arter wot [
went through on tha
First of April last year,
with all tho young
himps leadin® me a dog’s life
of it, I mado up me mind 1
wouldn't "ave no more of it ;
sea T

“Se I astartad mokin
notez of all the April Fool
jokaa [ ever "ad played on me
at this ere school as far bacl
as I can remembor—ijust so0
[l bo on me puard, like.
Wot I says s this wre: o
man wants to get roady lorn
day lilo April tho First an’

then e won't bo eaught
nappin’ !
*They won't catch mo

nappin’ this year, I ean tall
you! I bean slwdyin’ me
notes for weols an’® wecks
an’ thero isn't a joka or a
japo I shan't se0 o mile off !
'y ready for anythink they
like to got ready for mo !

* It's been 2 "ard job for a

man. But it'a been worth
it, 'cos why % "Cos they
won't be able to ecatch me
nappin’ this year, see Y
S0 now wyou know tho
garmat  that fGosline has

=

nursed through the winier !

Ha might have saved him.
self all that trouble if he'd
looked at tho ecalondar
boforehnnd,

THE POOR QLT CITAD
NEARLY WENT MAD
WITH BEAGE VWHEN
SAMITHY DPOINTED OUT
THAT OGN APRIL. THE
FIRST THIS YEAR WE
SHALL ALL Bl IN THLE
MIDDLE OF OUR
EAATER HOLIDAYS L

% | & chaneo, he thanght to himn.

rza

sail, m A Jdisggnised voice.
“ ' not Doetor Bircheamadil,
even if wvou thoik E am,

Fearlaag ! ™
“* Ratta ! "
“* What 1"

“ Ratts sand many of
‘e ! " sald Fearless, ecl:-
lesgly, “You'ro Doctor
Birchemall right enuff—an!
vou wen't half get into
trubbla for this when we get
ot "

That remark soomaed to
infewriate ithe Head. He
arabbed a half-full battle of
“ pop " and stc]_':pﬂd forward
with the intention of poring
its econtenta over thoe bold

Fourth Former. 3

It. was o fatal move for the
Head, if he had only known
it In stepping forwanrd, hin
tripped over Mervy's loga ancd
dirl o summorsalt ; and n
doing n summersalt, ho
axxidentally shot all the
contents of his pockets over
the flonr. :

Amongst thocontents
wore an unposted lettor and
a pencil. And, hy sheer
crhanee, they both happencd
to fall near Jack Jolly.

Not ona follow in A
thowsand would have con.
ecoved the iden that eame to
the kaptin of the Fourth
soon after.  But Jolly did.

While the Head lny flat on
his hack, enmpletely winded,
Jack Jolly moved Jus head
forward, seewed the poneil in
hia mouth aned started writ-
ing o messidge on the back
of the c_-m-'e!npnr, whicl wnos
nppermost. Thers wos just

gelf, that the Head mite post
tho letter without notissing,
and the person who reeeavod
the letter mite put the per-
lier an the track.

“* HELP ! WIi ARE
FRIBONERE1T

Thia was ihe mrssidgo
that Jdolly  auxzxecdsd in
writing hofora Boctor Bireh-
emall got  his ﬁuﬂ‘ haeck.
Then he savw the Head make
aomovo to rise again and ho
hastily let tho peneil drop.

“Ow! Huostyou! You
naocked the paff right out of
mo  that timn ! ™ pantad
Daoetar Birchemall. ™ You
wait  till  anather  time,
though t ™

With thesa woeds, he
grabhed tha letter and ihe
ather fmllen  articles  and
dashed cnt, leekine tho daoor
hehind him anil leaving tho
prisoners from S5t Sam's to
liasen to Jdack Jolly's eaper
tale of tha msa ho had
adopted and to dislouss the
ehanesa that it wonld bring

themy freedaom L

BIRCHY PUTS
INIT

“ Any news, rir T

Quita o erowd of Foarth
Ferm fellowe aeked that
question, 03 Mr. Lickham
walked into thoe din'rg-hall
for breklker.

The Fourth Form naster,
who was carrving a lejter in
his hand, smiled f-infly.

"I presoar Vol Ane re-
ferring  to Jolly ang the
other hova,” b remacked.
“If 8o, the answer is, yes.
I have jnst had a lette: from
#71  ANOVYIROUS  CETD R -
dent annowneing theat 0l tho
misging juniors seo-min nnd
gound.”

“Oh, good !

" Well, it's pond i 5 way,
of corse,” apid Me. Lichhmn,
dewbiously. ' On thoy other
hand, this letter may reerly
have been sent to alwi; our
fears. I am afraid fivself
that they have been kid-
napped by somo  desprig,
dastardly, dubble-d=-e%f de-
cerver who has dons the
dirty deed in order to Jdiddle
their doting cdear one! into
dubbing up dibs ™

“ Oh erums 17

“ At tho prescnt =aoment,

a8 like a3 nog” soid Mre
Lickham, ** your unlinppy
shoolmates aro wnde going
Ehineiﬂu tm:her in:il Eﬂfﬂﬂ
arstly undergrowug  den
Erhe:my their rg:h of
aggorny will never retson the
outside world. Hpwever,"”
ha added, with r slite
shudder, ** wo will fodzt it
aond got on with our break-
fast.”

Al Alr. Lickham: eat
down in hia seat ot the head
of the table and clappad his
handz for b3 epgs and bocon.

But the master of the
Fommrth waz not allowed ta
get far with hiz meal o
takt, ho bard hardly started,
before Binding, tho page,
emtrred  tho din{i‘rg-‘*ﬁﬁl 117
the dubhle.

“Call for wou -n the
teflylone, air ! 7" he toxl Mr,
Liekhoma,

“laal il ! Tell ot om to
ring up laier ! ™

“ Pleagn, sir, e
sgyA i'a important,”
Binding, * e so. 4
you it'a Mr, Smith, &~
Grayboard’s seeretne.

“Oh, all wight, 1hon,™
syerl. Mr. Lickham, rising
reluctantly from the {ahbla.
“ 1 suppose Mr. Bnuth must
ba treatead with defepenee.
Alter ail,” Sivr Cloutyliz o
Guvvornoer of thoe skool and
the donor of the Gty pounds
prizo for the prate te%ure

vy « LRE

ritller

sl
‘o tell
ANty

hwnt 3 anad Mr, Siuth'is his

| of

official representaiibva while
Lo ia abroad.

And My, Lickhany went to
tho tellyfona in his study.

It Mp. Lickihamm had beon
awara that ** Mr. Smith ™
waa in reality Doctor Alfred
Dirchemall, the fowgitive
Head of St. Sam's, in dis-
guize, he wounld not have
been 80 anxiond &0 troat him
wilth deferenes,  But he hed
no idea that this was the
caszo, 80 his  voies was
awlully  respoetful, sa hs
spoka into the reeeever.

e

" Gaood | Then I will
send & servant along with
full details.”

“ Mr. Smith " want off tha
wire; and Mr. Lickham
replaced the receever and
returned to hia hreakfast,
looking quite fummoxed.

A RACE AGAINST TIME §
The 5t. Sam's fallows had

a rars saﬁr'ﬁca thut moming,
whenn Mr., Lickhsm an-
nowneed aftor breakfast that
ng classes ware to be held.
They wero more serprized

“ This 13 Lickham, sir.
What ecau I have Lthe

plezzure of doing for you 1

" ¥ou can soopervise the
remgining  rounds of the
trezzare hunt, Liekham,'
was the reply rrom Sir Gouty
Greybeard’s recretary.
TO-DAY LT

Mr. Lickham atarted.

Y To-day 1 he echoed.
“Buout I understood that
thovw were to be contestad in
the Tuture, aa in the past, at
intorvals of one weel.”

“ Never nund what you
nnderstood ! retaortad
“* Mr, Bmith,” unplezzantly.
* The rest of the rounds are
to bo contestod to-day, at
intervala  of  half-an-hour.

Sea ™

“ Ahem ! I se0, Mr.
SEmith, of carze. Buat—huat
witl  thiz mest with  the
approval of Hir Gouty ¢

* Bir Gouty lefs tha trez.

gura hunt in my hoands
entirely,” suorted Y Mr.
Smith.” ' And for ¢ortauin

private reazons, [ wish to ses
the thinge sottled and the
prive-muiny handad over o
tho winner,  The prize wil]
bo paid to the winnor by tho
bank on site of a certilicate
signed by me and you, 1
think wo should be abia to
finish tho hont and sign the
certilicata before the bank
cloges toqday, Jon’t you 'Y
* 1 wilt help all T ean, gir,

vorae,”  mormoered  Mr,
Lickham 3 and there was
vyunt of aatafaction from
the giher end,

still when he told thom the
reason — that S3ir Gouty
Groeybeard™s Trezzure Hunt
waa to he finished by the
atternoon.

There was one in their
ranks, however, who felt no
parprize whatever at the
unegrapected desision.
Serownger of the Fourth
moerly grinned whon hl}ﬂ
heard it.

““Ha, ha, ha! I bet the
Head is going to tum up
trumps for me this time "
hie muttered to bhimself,

Sorownger waa vight, Just
belura ten o'clock, when the
[ellows wers dow Lo assombul
in Big Hall for the start of
the remaining rounds of the
Hunt, he happened to be
passing the gardener’s shed
near the pates when there
was a low wisele, and, loolk-
ing vound, he saw Doctor
Birchemall,

Tho Hoad was still dia-
guise:d as Sir Gouty's seerc-
tory. His beard had besn
soaked in blue-black ink and

he wore & pair of spectacles :
but Serownger bad seen him
hefore in this rig-out and

reckernised him at oneo.

“1 aggspected you, xir,”
he grinned. “ fv BUPpOR0
yvou'ya comea o help me to
win tha Hunt.”

“ Right on the wicket,
Scrownger 1M ebuckied the
Head, ** Further delay is
dangeroge—I ean rfoo that.
I'va got Jolty and the others
n my power, but the pros.

peot of leeping them as
prizoners whila &m trezzure
hunt drags out its dreary
axwtence at the rate of one
round per weel is too much
for me! We've got to win
that prize—and we've got to
win it to-day before the bank
closes ! Thon I shall vanish
—or rather, ‘Mr. Smith '’
will vanish 1"

" And Doctor Birchemall
will  reappear ¥  ashked
Sorownger.

“ Epgeactly 1 #

- " But Doctor Birchemall
18 & * wanted * man } ** eried
BErownger. “ Az soon ag
you turn up again as your.
self, the perlice will arrest
you for that old erimo “of
stealing a perlice helmet—
not to mention the addi-
tiomal  offence  of  jail-
Lreaking ! "'
The Head larfed.

M With  several
notes in my
Berownger, those di
will take on a difforent
aapect to me. I should be
able to sguare the perlice
easily with a fiver, shall
then tako u¥ my ofd position
as Head of 8t Sam’s and
yuile s welthy man! But
enuff of this idle talk, Take
this suit-caan,”

“ What's inside it, sir £ "

Mt AlY that you require to
win the remaining rounds of
tho trozzure hunt ! ** grinned
the Head. “Thero's a
door-nocker in the shape of a
lion’s head, a jar of tai,;;ai‘és,
a Christmae cerd {very raro
nt thig time of the year!)
and a bow-and.arrow,  All
vou have to do is to fetch
ench of these articlés as the
annowneement i3 made,
Mind you don'’t waste time.
Thera is bound to be a lot of
deiay over gotbting the boys
back atter cach ronnd—and
we must win the prizo before
the bank shuls this after-
noon ! ¥

*My hat!” grianod
ferownger, ' It's going to
be a regular race aganst
time Y

¥ Brasuotly ! And if you
inan thizs time,” said the
Head, with a glove, ** T shall
tick you off ! Now buzz,
Serowngar ! M

Berownger nodded  and
buzzed-—earrying with him
the trezzures that eould not
possibly fail to win the
Gouty Graybeard prize that
day !

russling
ockoet,
enlties

(Wil the schomars  De
stccessful  Youw'll get the
anawor in neit acel’s instal-
ment 7

EASTER HOLS. GIVE
FILLIP TO COLLECTORS

Says DICK RAKE

Chaps who don't have time during term to indulge in
the collecting mania come into their own in holidsy
From inquiries I've been making, I i
that collectors will be working overtimme
Pater Todd, who collects fossils, intends to look
out [er some really eurious old fossils this time, T hear
that he's takiog his couvsin Alonzo with him, zo he
won't have far to look for the first one, anyway !

imagine

15 vac.

Skinner tolla mo that ha haa becomo very
kern on collecting cigaretto-pieturer. He'll
do almost anything to get them. You can
tell that, when you see his pasty [aco and
hear his nasty "acking cough !

Bunter will spend his hols. eolleeting any-
thing that's going free, Banknotes, foods
gr invitations out aro all weleome, so far as
Bunter's concerned—he collecta the ot !
He tried to collect a loan from me, when I
interviewed him, but he only collected a
thick ear !

Lord Maulevorer has an idea he might go
in for collecting butterfliea this vac, When X
told him there would be nothing doing at
thia time of the year he said that was just
the sort of hobby he'd been lookin' for,
begad §

rown, I find, has a quecr hobby—he
collects ugly mugg He's spending part of
his holidays with Bulstrode and Bolsover, ao
hg shouldn’t find it difheult !

LINLEY LONGED FO
A LONELY LIFE!

But Longing Was
Short-Lived !

Mark Linley vowed he'd spend the Easter
vae, 83 & kind of hermit. o waa tired, ha
said. of ncise and speed and meaningless
chatter, Likoe the celebrated fihn-star, he
“ wahntied to be alorn ™ |

So he started the vac. in a tent—on a
moor—ahout ten milea from anywhers,

The first five minutes was good.

Then he found he necded a tin-opener,
And some matches. And zome apirit tor his
cocking-stove. And a patch for his tent
when the rain showed up o lcak. And a
pewspaper to read the foothall results, And
& lot of other things.

S0 he moved-—reluctantly-—to a field near
# villape. Here he was regerded as o bit of
a curiosity. Village folk came to look at
him and telk to him.  One or two of them
hinted at calling o doctor.

Maorky began to get a little alarmed.

In the prey light of dawn, ho packed up
his tent aud silently went away.

He went right back to his nomy native
town in Lancashire, talked to everybody,
went for bus.rides and also went to the
pictures,

Somehow ho no longer wanted to be o
hermit. Ho didn't know why.

Freviously he had felt the call of the wild,

Qur suggestion is that he'd no aoconer
anewered it than he folt the cail of the tama
again |

GYMNASIUM GOSSIP!

Lord Manleveror ia strongly of the opinion
that the Groyfriars Gymnesium should be
converted into a dormitory—a sort of roste
room [or fellowswho haoppen to feel tired in
the dayvtime. DMauly deslarea that there
would bo room to swing about twenty ham-
mocks, DBut Groyfriars has gol no room
for hammock swingers — or, for *f Jead
swingera '’ |}



