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ANOTHER FIVE-POUND NOTE MUST BE WON! SEE BELOW! B

HIB iz a competition in which every one of you can
join You are ‘all familiar with the Cross Words
that fly between schoolboys, and you are all famibiar

. with the time honoured Limerick.

For the benefit of those unacquainted with complefing an
unfinished Limeriek T will give you a few hints that may be
igund helpful, Now, suppose you were required lo completo
the following verse

Said Brown to Bully Bilvasier
In tones that courted disaster
“Yalr, go and eat coke

Hit some other bloke ™
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You taust make your last line scan with the firsl two.
That's the mest nuportant thing to remember in completing
a Limerick.

For instance, such & line as;
“TPhen Drown ran—bat Siivaszter was the fasier.™

i1 obviously far too long. A moro suitable last line would

“Wow Drown's requiving sonie plaster.”

I don’t zay ihat this iz a clever line, but it fullils the re-
aquirements of a Limerick and seans covrectly with the first
twa lines. )

Another point is, don'i try to be too elever, A simple but
forgeful line 15 what i3 wanted—a line that rhymes and
seans with the first twa, . 4

Now that you have goi the hang of the thing, fll in the
coupan below.

To the sonder of the “last line,” which n the Editor’s
opinion is the best, will be awarded the handsome money
prize of FIVE POUNDS. To the 12 next best, Conselation
Prizes of SPLENDID POCKET-ENIVERS will be swarded.

_——

DIRECTIONS,

When you have thought out a really good last line fll
the coupon below, taking care to write your name and
address clearly IN INK, and post it to:—

“Crozs Words * Limerick Competition, No. T.

¢/o Maexner, Gough House,
Gongh Square, Londen, E.C. 4,

so as to reach that address not later than March 10th, 1925.

Vou may send in ns many attempls as you 1_1|Iu:, but all
efferts must be written on the proper Entrance Form,

H Iz a distinet condition of cntry that the Editor's decision
must be regarded as final,
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H"BUNTER, THE PROPHET!"
oy rrank Achares.

E have secn Billy Bumter of the @reyfrizrs Romove 1n
W maby ol but up te the present he bas ziven ihe

fortune-telling business a miss. In this coming itory,

however, the egregions Buuter reatly thinks a deal of his
chanees ag 4 seer. Quite o wave of “magic " sweepa over (rsy.
frinms, and several of the gullible folk are veady to helieve that
Billy Bunter possesaes the rare gift of prophecy,

THE OUTWARD AND VISIBLE SIGN!

_Now, Binoter believea in deing a thing properly if there's unything
to be poined frooe ib, A fortune-teller must look the part. Thus
we get a glimpse of Booter’s ample flgure swathed in a gown
plentifully decorated with black cats, ete. Do his learned, prophetic
head reposcs: o couical-2he bat. Ba far ro good, Bubier hemns
to realise that a fortupe-tetler muat tefl fortunmes; it founy how
long he takes to think that out. And a fortune-tellee, if he's
at the gamre, must sometimes hit upon the
trath. There's the rub. Bueter really has about as mueh et
shght ** as the Eilcheo cat, even alhoogh he does wears '.E-[lffi..
it there is atwayps the keyhole! Bunter bas found it conveniént
on innumerable occasions to tic up bia shoelace outaide the dowr
of a master’a study. In such a position it is an easy matter Tor
. Tellow of the Owl's capahilities to' streteh hiz ear oo a line
with the keyhole of the (E:mr, and thos learn “whal thie Tuture

Toalads, ™
LODER OF THE  SIXTH

plays a big part in thizs coming story, and hetwesn the unpopular
sixth Form prefect and the fatwous 9wl of the Hemove the
Fgracle 7§z worked. - Hoster actually dees forecash ihe troth.
What the outcome of 2 this Is I'IF leave yom ta discovee for
yowracives. But make no mistake aboubt it, chums, you’ll enjoy
every lime of - Bunter fhe Prophet !

There will, af eourze, e another bumorsus Supplement Trom
the wimhle pens of Harry Wharton & Co. This time the Greylriars
journalizta have concentrated uEm'! singing, 2

They have a deal to aay on thiz subject, for there ore all kinds
of singing aml songsters.” You'll be singing wilhi glee by the time
Yol 'h;wc road Gheiv efforts, though, so look out for thia special
LR FRERR AT

"THE DEPUTY DETECTIVE!"™

The curtain ringz down on Jack Drake's fieat eaze In next week's
ipstalment of thiz popular yare. That onr youbhfel detective does
the work he haz set ond to do goes without saying. IHe has been
s ear success in the past that it Is only wight and proper he
should win through after fehbing aghinst a whole series of mis-
fortyncs,  But ibere's & bhig -surprise at the end of the story,
erpecially for the rascally Dr. Fourstastoo, which ropnds off the
varn, and leaves that miogled focling of pleagure and regret with
the reader that the author has writtew * Finis " to his work. But
the next par containg a pood plece of mews that will console my
chums who are keem on the adventures of Ferrera Locke pnd his
plucky bhoy assistant.

fTHE GOLDEN PYRAMID !V

I made mention in a previons Chat of thiz coming attraction.
My chumi can look {orward to the upemu%-uhapmru in bwo weeks'
rimie. This pew serial is going to score a bullseye, 1 feel perlectly
confident. Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake have to hiandle as inbri-
cate a eaze as it has been their lot to come up against in the
course of a thrilling and adventuorous Hfetime. That they tackle
it with their usnal vim and cleverngse goes without saylng. Ferrers
Taocke iz a man in a thousand, whilst Drake—to apporbion the
praise cvenly—is o boy in a thowsand., Look out for the start
of lhis superstary, hoys. THE EDITOR.

“CROSS WORDS ™
LIMERICK COMPETITION.

“1 guess I'd knock spots off you, Frv,”
aid Fishy, his pluck running high.
“Yon're a swanking galoot
Who conld do with a boot—
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THE AGE OF MIRACLES ! iy Biunter {5 in funds.

wwhat wou think of --
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Eunter Butis In!

11 OTTEN! Somg fellows have all
R the blessed luck! Here's
chaos like Mauly and Smithy
fairly rolling in cash, and 1'in
alvays beastly hard-up—can’t even get
enocugh to eat! HRotten! It's not fpict™
Billy Bunter mumbled the remarks o
himzalf tn deep disgust. They expressed
his views on the state of affairs in
general, and on the sad stato of his own
financtal rescurces in particular.

The fat member of the Remove Form
at  Greyfriars was, standing  ountside
“Unecle Clepg's ' shop in Friardale High
Street. Ilis fat little nose was glued to
the small window of the villuge tuck-
shop, and his eves were fixed longingly
on the contenis of the window,

To anyone wae was in the slighfest
degree fastidioas the contentz of [Tucle
Clegg's window wounld not have beon at
all inviting.  The jat-tarts were de-
cidedly stale—likewize the cream-buns
and rock-cakes and custard-tarts, Thi,}:,.'
were oalso distinetly dosty—indeed, tiey
wore, 5o to speals, of the earth, carthy,
and of the grub, grabby.

Yot to Billy Bunter sl thal moment
they were food fit for the pods,

Billy Dunter wa-. |huengry—very
hungry.

Unfortunately, he was also stony—at
least, a mmere three-halfpence scparvated
him from i{hat hapless ztate. And
three-hallpence  was  the price of one
stale rock-cake,

One serap of pastry!  And Blliv
Bunter felt ¢qual te polisling off the
whaole window stock !

“*Retten ! vepeated the fat vouth,
decp  disgust, “It'l have to be a
measly rock-cake, I suppose; that'll fill
up better than a tart or a blessed cream-
bun. anyway. Ilera moes !

With a pathetic =igh of resignation
Eally Bunter enfered the shop, Lo the
accompaniment of the jangling of the
doorbell.

Unele Clepg was nol visible in the
Iittle shop: bt a givl war behind the
connter, and DBunter rolled ap to her.

k|
or
3

A whole bunch of ©* repected V' postal-orders turns up !
aned fifly shilling poatal orders is on entirely differcnt Bunter from the podgy impecunious youth of old.

Dunlcr
b T

A magnificent new long complete

& Y d- tale of Harry Wharton & Co., the

% = "E Chums ol Greylriars, with Billy

i Bunter, the Iattest and Tunniest

) T aschoolboy in the world in the
limelight.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Fiven as he fished in his pockei Tor Ths
theee-halfpence, however, he paused, his
bng spectacles turned on the foner door
of the shop.

HEJ.’[I:I'IEI the door was a Little room
where feus were sevved; it was a room
oftets patvonised by Orrevfriars follows.
Bunter could nol see inside. Lt he
conld hear the hum of cheery voices—
familiar voices.

“0Oh, good ! murmured Bunter, My
hat ! What luck ™

Ignoring the givl, Bonter pushed open
the door and rolled inside. At two of
the small tables five juniors were zeatad.
They were Harry Wharton & Ce., and
they looked up ar Bunter's entrance,

Bunter beamed round at them with a
genial smilp.

“Hallo, you fellows!” he remarked.
“Fancy finding you chaps here! I zay,
this iz ripping

“Halle, halle, hallo!” eaxelaimed DBob
Chervy, with a prean,  * Bunter !”

There was nothing cordial in Bob
Cherry’s gresting, nor was there any-
thing cordial in the locks of anyvone of
the little tea-party.

“Gret out, vou fat clam ™ suid Jehany
Bull grimir,

“Yes, play at trains, old fat pippin,
and shunt!” added Frank Nogent.

“0Oh, really, Nogenf——""

“Holl away, Bunter!™ said Tlavry
Wharton., “We see enough of vou ar
Grovirars 1™

“ More than encugh ! grunted Johnny
Bull. " How the fat bounder manages
te track nis down beats me! Take yvour
fat face away, Punter! It worries mo !

Bunter rolled up fo the tables.

“Oh, really, vou fallows!” he said

athetically.  “TI've as mueh right in

ere az yvou. I just dropped in for some
tea, you know., Not guite my skvle, this
polty little show: but one can’t expect

much in & beastly little village, of
courge,”

“Look heve, Bunter——-:1

“"Thosa cakes look jolly  good.
though,” went on Bunter. I sav, 1

think I'll :Enirt vau if yonr don’t mind.”
And. without waiting for approval,
Billy Buonter dropped into a cobaiv at

Harry Wharton's  table, Then  le
stretehod out a fat hand and helped him-
self to a cream-bun.

“Well, my  hat!” Harry
Wharton.

Though they were used (o Bunlei's
little wayz, the Famous Five wera stapg-
pered nt this latest exhibition of s
“nerve,” They were still staring when
Bunter finished the eake ho had taken
and started on another. The cakes were
fresh—unlike those in the window—and
Bunter evidently found them good,

“These cakes are prime, you fellowa!™
he remarked, with his moutl full. I
say, pile in, ¥ou chaps; don't let me stop
o 1M
~ The juniors had ne intention of allow.
ing Bunter to step them. Buat they in-
tended to stop Bunter.

“Well, you fat burglar!”
Harry Wharton, * Why, ﬁ']l—-"

“Oh, really, Whartan, don't he mcan,

gasped

pozpe
a

you know!” mumbled Bunter. 1
say——"
"Bling  the burghog rolicr oud!”

;‘E_tared Johnny Ball weathully, * Collar
PR p——Tt

“Ilere, hold on!" gasped Bunter,
wmping up, in alarm,  YIs all right,
vou fellows!? I'm gowng toe pay my
whack, you know—when my postal
ovder comes, I'm oxpecting one by to-
pight's post. T'I1 give i1—"

As one man the Famous Five roso
from the tables; and, withont fintshing,
Bunter grabbed a chocolate eclaice and
leaped wildly for the door.

He waz a trifle too late, however.
Boly Cherry grabbed him by the collar
pnd vanked him back, Grasping the fal
hand which held  the eclaire, Nob
jamimed it upwards into Bunter's face,

“"Yarrough! Grough!” howled Bun-
ter,  “(h, vou beast, Cherry! Ow!
Oh crumbs ™

Wrenching the door open again, Bob
planied o hefty boot behind Bonter’s i
prerson, and he wont through the door-
way, lowlng, T was guite plain that
Bunter's: kind offer to  sland  his
“whaok ¥ out of the coming postal-
ovder didd not interest Harry Whartan

Tre MAgveT LipRamy.—DMNo. B91.
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& Co. Perhaps they had heard of that
expectod postal-order hefope !

Out in the lirtle shop Bunter steod
inking wrathfully at the closed door.
'Then he stooped and shouted, ““Yah!
Beasts ¥ through the kevhole.  Alier
which ke inrned away, rubbing the mess
of confectionery from his fat features.

The juniors imsicde the room heard
hint move away, and they seated them-
eclves again, chuckling, and went on
with ther refreshments.

“That fai poacher beats the band
grinned Tob Cherry. Y Blessed if I
know where he gets his perve from ™

“Postal-order—eh ™’ chuckled Frank
Nugent. **That postal-order’s been com-
ing since Bunter came to Greylriars.
It'll ba wearing a grey beard when it
does come ™

* Ha, ha, ha!"

The Famous Five soon finished. They
had been to see the Courtfield Ramblers
play foothall, and they had merely catled
m at Uncle Clegg’s for a little “snack ™
before returning to Greviviars for a
more sabstantial tea,

Harry Wharton rang the hell on his
table, and a moment ?atﬂr the girl en-
teved, IHarry asked her for the bill

The girl counted the cakes on 1he
dishes and made a swift mental calcula-
tion.

“Ten-and-six, please,” she said,

“ Eh—what?" ecjaculated Harry., * But
—but we've only had tea and one or two

cokea, miss.™
“Two  eakes  ecach,” added Trank
MNugent.  “And Bunter had tvwo—or,

rather, three,”

The juniors stared et the girl,
vas looking a trifle vneasy.

* But—but the other young gentleman
—the stont one wearing glasses ' she ex-
laimed. “Ile had a doren cream-buns,
% dozen custard-taris, and 2 dozen jam-
tarts, hesides the chocolnte and toifec.
He took them with him, saying you
would pay for them."

“Wha-a.at i

Harry Wharton & Co. Llinked oghast
at the girl

She

T

“He—he zaid wed pay, miss?
gasped Cherey,
“Yes,. Why, I do lope it is all

vight,” murmured ibe girl rather [ear
filly.

“Well, my only hat !"

“The—the fat frand !

“The blewsed burglar ™

The juniorvs could have danced with
vwrath. They swnderstood now. Find-
ing he could net wedge himself into the
party for a free fea, Bunter had tried
w get a free feed another way-—and
suceeeded,

“Well, that fat heast iz the it ™
snovted Johnny DBull. = You ought te
have asked us before lewting him have
them, miss™

“I-1 ihonght he was going to pay
for them,” stammerad the girl, T put
the things in a b:ni:,', and he picked the
hag up, sayving ibe voung gentlemen
inside would pay. Then he walked out
before I eould ray anything.”

“Great Scott Y

CIv's no geod, vou chiaps,” sand Harry
Wharion, with a rucful laugh. “We'll
have to wettle up, and we'll setile up
with that {at veiter later! Who's got
any cashi”

MHarry took oub all ihe cazh he had
s=ieven-and-six—and hetween them they
made up the required amoont, greatly
1o the girl's velicf.  Alter all, as the
juniors conbd see, it was scarcely the
girtl's fault.  She was Uncle Clegg's
mece, who was looking afier her unele's
shop  duritig  his  iHness, and she

FaE Macxer TipRiry.—No. §91,

obviously did not Lknow Billy Bunter.
It could never have happened had
Unele Clegg been prezent, ncle Clegg
knew DBunter enly too well, and hbe
always demanded a sight of Bunter's
money before taking anv orders from
hint.

It couldn’t he helped; the Famous
Five could only pay up. 8o they con-
trotled their wrath and paid up, and
left the shop. But out in the sireet
Harry Wharton almost exploded with
concentrated rage,

“Come on, you fellows!” he said,
through his teeth, “This is the limit,
even for Bunter. The fat thief can't
have got far. He'll be scoffing those
dazhed tarts and things as he goes
along. We'll catch him up and give
him the hiding of his life.”

“My hat! Yes, rather !”

Headed by Harry Wharton, the
angry juntors started off towards Grey-
friars, on DBunter's track. It was not
the first time, by any means, that Billy
Bunter had transgressed, but they felt
he had gone beyond thé limit this time.
And they infended to teach him a
severe lesson when they caught him.

THE SECOND CHAFPTER,
Treasure Trove !

il HERE he goes ™
"Tallyho! Yoicks!®
chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Don't  shewt!”  warned

Harry Wharton. “If the fat worm
spots us he'll give us the ship.”

It was Frnrri Nugent who spotted the
fat form of Dilly Bunter rolling on
ahead of the jumiors in the Friardale
Lane, CApparently DBilly Banter had
not considered the possibility of pursuit,
for he was rolling along quite comn-
fortably. And even at that diztance
the juniors could see that he was busy
consuming the contents of the big paper
bag he carried.

The =ight inereazed the juniors’
wrath, though Bob Cherry persizted in
troaling the matter hwmorously, az was
hiz wont in most matters, It also
cansed them to inerease theiy pace from
a brisk trot to a run.

“Run on the prass
Nugent breathlessly,
us coming then”

It was a good idea. They knew what
n shippery customner the Owl of the
Remove could be when cornered. Run-
ning softly on the grass bordering the
lane, they rapidly everteck the ambling
fipure of Billy DBunter.

They approached to within a few
vards, and then Bunier looked round

L]

*suggested Frank
“IHe won't hear

suddenly. He had no chance to fiy,
howevor.

“Collar him!™? vodated Harry
Wharton.

“Oh, crumbs ! gasped Bunter,

With a eustard-tart half-eaten in his
fat fist, Bunter stopped, with a gasp of
dismay, as Harry Wharton & Co. came
up with a rush and sorroonded him.

“Now, you fat ratter!” roared Bob
Cherry.

“1—[ sus-say, von fellows—-"

The grasp of Harry' Wharton and

Bob Cherry fell upen the fat junior,
and he blinked round at the avengers
in great alarm,
C X zay, you fellows,” be gasped, “it—
it's all right, you know. I'H square up,
honour bright ! It—it was only a lark.
I'l pay you back out of my next postal-
order. Tt's for ten hob—— Yarrongh !
Ow ! Lepgo!”

Harry Wharton shook the fat junior
unti! his spectacles fairly vattled on his
fat little nose,

L

“You fat swindler I he pantedwrath-
fully., “We'll teach vou to play rotfen
tricks like that on ust”

“Ow! TLeggo, will you? roared
Bunter.  “"Wharrer you chaking me
for “I'den't know what you're talking
about. Yow! You'll have my pglasses
falling off ! If they break—"

“We're talking about these ! snapped
Wharton, wrenching the bag of food-
stuffs from Bunter's grip. “You fat
spoofer—"

“Yow! Don’ I tell you it was only
8 lark I yelled Bunter. *1I tell you
I'm going to stump up, don’t 1, out of
my next ?ustal-wderi Gimmge my
tarts back I’

“Your tarta! I like that!”

“Of coursa they're mine!” hooted
Bunter indignantly. “If you think
thet'ro from Uncle Clegg’s you're mas-
taken! Not at all! I bought these in
—in Courtheld [

“You fat fikber!”

“It's & fact! T say, if vou don't let
me go I'll tell Quelchy—-"

“Why, you fat rotter'" pasped
Wharton. * You got these from Uncle
Clegg's and left us-to pay for them, you
swindling little worm !”

“1 didn't, I tell Fﬂu ! Besides, they'ro
only a few measly tarts and cakes!
Don't be so beastly mean, you fellows!
Tt was only a lark. TI'll stump up when
my postal-order——  Yarrough !’

Bunter let out o wild howl as [larry
and Bob sat him down with a bump on
the hard roadway.

““MNow give him the bumping of his
lifo 1" szand Harry Wharton sulphur.
ausly. “A dozen bumps for playing
this litile trick, and another dozen for
trotling out his postal-order fable”

“0h, really, you [ellows—— Yar-
rough !

I 'Jﬂlrl [Jj

Bunter descended to earth with a

resounding bump.  But just at that
moment Fate inlervened to save the fat
junior from farther punishment,

As they lifled Bunter’s bolky form a
second time, Harry Wharton gave a
sudden yell:

* Look out!”

The yell of warning waz followed
instantly by the mad ringing of a
evele-bell, and the next moment &
rough-looking wyouth swept round the
corner amid a swish of cyele-tvres.

What followed happencd too sud-
denly to be seen clearly.

Though the youth had clapped on his
bralkes instantly, he was travelling ioo
swiftly 10 avoid a collision. And before
the juniors could seramble for safety he
wasz upon them.

Crash | Clatter, clotter! Croash'!

“Oh, my hat!”

“¥Yarrough !

In a flash the group of juniors and
the eyelist were mixed up in a sprawl-
ing, yelling heap in the centre of the
lane,

The eyelist's front wheel had sent
Bunter rolling over and over, and the
cychist himself deseribed a somersaunlt
through the air and landed yards away
on hand: and knees.

From hiz yells he was obviously mora
than a little hart, but for all lirmi'. ha
was up on his feet again in a moment,
And he was also exceedingly angry,

“You careless little ‘ounds!” he
howled. * Messing about in the middle
of the lane like that ilieve! What you
plavin' at—hey ¥

Harry Wharton scrambled to his feaf,
gasping.

“Horry ! he exclaimed breathlessly.
“It was partly our fault, I suppose—-""

“Of course it was your fault!”
hooted the vouth, s features red with
rage, “‘Look at we "ands and me face!



EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE,

T might lave broken me neck, ico!
Wiy, I'Il bloomin® well kneck your
little heads off " 1

Bo saving the red-faced vouth aimed
a blow at Harry's face, It was a hefty
blow, and it was swift and unexpected.
Harry took it on the temaple, and went
spinning across the lane.

“Here, you rotter, none of that!”
shouted Bob Cherry. ]

He sprang forward—just in tune {o
take the pugnacious
nose. Dol Cherry howled and reeled
back, clasping his injured nasal organ
fraptically.

Ounly I'U::- a brief second, though! Tho
next instant Bob'z -E-.'],'-.'*E flashed with the
light of battle, and he sailed in with a
rush. Boly was the best-tempered chap
in the world; but thar punch on the
nose was too much for him.

“Leave the cad to me, Bob!” called
Harry Wharton, scranbling up, hiz eyes
gleaming.

“Not much, old top!” sang oot Bob

uite cheerily., “1 faney I can manage
this merchant all serenc.”

There was little deubt about that, ns
was very soon ovident,  Bob had met
won the title of the best fighting man
in the Remove for nothing,  Alier con-
tenting himself with defenve against the

youth’s  bulldike rushes for a brief
time, Bob took the offensive in fine
style,

Backwards and forwards across the
muddy lane the twe tramped, fighting
like wildeats. ‘Ihe youth was far bigger
and strenger than Hob, and Bel's chums
had thought more than once of intee-
fering.

But they saw there was no need to
do that now, Dob bad already taken
the measnre of his appopent, and his
seience amnd skill easily overcame  the
clumsy and brutal rushes of the red-
faced youth., He very soon had ™ bel-
lowz to mend,” and the end came
guicker than any of the juniors had an-
Licipated.

Without worning, the yvooth suddenly
flucked away, and made 2 ljlmlp far his
bike. The juniors could have stopped
him, but thev were too astonished to
try had they wanted to,

Grabhing the marhine, he wrenched:

it upright and sprang into the saddle
It proved to be wdamaged from  tho
smash, for the next mwoment the burly
vouth was pedalling away furtously,
shouting imprecations over hiz shoulder
as he went,

Bob Cherry, with his Gtz at his sides,
Blinked after him in amazetnent,

“Well, my hat!” he panted. “Jas
the fathead had enough, theo?”
“Looks hike 18! prinned Harey.

“My bat! What a bad-teiwpered brute !
It serves him jolly well right to get a
hicking !

“It wus more our foult than his,
though,” grinvned Frank Nugent. " Any-
way, he asked for a licking; and he
pot it, Good man, Toh !

Bob Cherry ﬁirimwd rocfully as he
stroked n rapidly swelling nose, like-
wise a rapidly swelling eye.

*Blow the chap!” he grumbled. * My

hat! Ile's got a punch like the kick of
B |!nnh;~.! Tialle! Where's the Bunter
Loieed 777

There wasz no sign of Billy Dunter—
or the bag of confectionery, either!
Billy Bunter had evidently " made hav
while the sun shone,”

“Well, the fat tond's done ws, after
all ! snorted IHarry VWharton, “I was
going to collar the rest of those cakes
and things after we'd bumped the
rotter. Tlow it !"

“The little rascal's made o cause

vouth's fist on his.

at too great a speed to avol
safely he was upon them. Crash !

Though the youth on the hic‘;l'ﬂ!a ciapped on his brakes instantly he was iravaliing
a mlilpsgom

Clatter !
The group of juniors and the cyelist were mixed up in a sprawling, yelling .
{See Chapter 2.)

Eefore the juniors could scramble to
“QOh,myhat ! " * Yarcooough!”

trouble 1" grinned  Jobmny Rull.
“MNever mind; we'll get him at Grey-
friara, ™

It was some consolation—though the
juniars were not a httle wrathy about
the confectionery. IE was exasperating
to think that Bunter would have them
after all, They might get him at Grey-
friara—they most certainly  wonld—but
they knew they were not likely to see
that bag of confectionery again,

After Bob had put iia clothing to
vights, and done what he could to hide
the bruises on hiz heated featurea, the
juniors skaried for Greyfriara again.
They went with all speed, naturally
supposing that illy Dunter had gone
on towards the school, and hoping they
might have the luck to cateh the fast
junior up.

They vanishod ronnd a bend in the
lanie, and as they did so a fat  figure
sqneeged through a hole in the hedge
and blinked after them.

It was Dilly DBumter, and his
wore a fat grin of satisfaction. In his
hand was the big bag of pastry, and
e was munching cheerinlly as he
watched the distant bond where Harey
Wharton & Co, had vanished.

HReasta I he  mumbled, with =
chiekle, “Mean boasts ! T}]t)u ghl
they'd de me after all, did they? He,
he, he! Lucky 1 bolted when 1 did!
My hat! T believe the rotters would
have had the cheek to take thiz grub
from—"

Billy Bunter paused in his musings.
His little round eves had fallen upon
i-c:me.thing on the grassy side of the
ane,

faro ]

L

It looked like o bundle of papers, and
Litily picked it up cosuzally.

“Wonder what—— Oh crumbs !

Bunter jumped as ho saw what the
Iandle really was. Tt was a bundle of
new posital-orders, fastened together
with a rubber band.

Bunter fairly blinked at them. Ile
stuffetl the paper bag under his arm
and cxamined them. They were postal.
orders for the sum of one shilling each.

“Mum-my hat!"  pasped unter,
“Great pip!  There must be fifiy of
them here. Phew ! Wonder where the
blessed things came from ?”

With the bundle in hia fat hand,
Bunter pondered the problem. They
were quite clean, and obviously quite
new,  And none of them bore the stamp
of the office of issue—though Bunter
was far too unobservant to notice that
significant fact.

“My hat!” breathed Runter, his cyes
gleaming with excitement behind  his
spectacles, I do believe that beastly,
low-down rotter who ran into us jusi
now has :Ir-:-Fpl'*d "em.  Phew! If
they'd been lying there long they'd be
wet amd muddy, I bet., What the
dickens shall T do with them ¥

Dunter stood pondering that guestion
next.

“Fifty one-shilling postal-orderz ! he
murmured, iz eyes  beginning Lo
aparkle., “That’s fifty bob! My hat!
Perhaps that chap dide’t drop them;
after all, they dou't really belong to
anyboldy now.”

Bunter grinned a irifle; he seomod lo
find great satisfaction in that thought.
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“ Exeept me, that ia!” he went on re

floctively.  “ After all, the blessad
thiggs ave lost, They're nobody’s pro
perty  really, And—and fnding’s
keeping I

Bunter slowly stuffed the packet of
postal-orders in his pocket.  Bunter
rarely spent much time fghting tempta-
tionn. He had & most accommodalin
conscience, being more of a fat foo
than a rogué. Ho found all sorts of
veasons why he was doing the vight and
proper thing in sticking to the postal-
orders now he had found them. The
more he turned over the matter in his

fatuons wmind the more entitled he
thought himself to keep tha postal-
orders,

He rolled along towards Greyiriars,
his mind busy evolving new excuses to
account for the postal-orders. Ewven
Funter had a conscience—of sorts—and
he needed excuses to satisfy it

It did not teke him long to  find
plenty. And by the time Greyinars
was i sight Billy Bunter had arrived
at the view also that be was doing =2
public serviee in collaring the postal-
orders for his own use.

‘“After all, that beast—if he did drop
ihem: though I don't believe ha did—
iay have stolen them, and he may
come back to laok for ‘emy. Wedl, 1t
wouldn't be right for the awiul rotler
to find them. Besides,” argued the fat

junior  virtuounsly, “‘some other dis-
honest chap might easily have [lound
them and stuck to them.”

As  this was just preeisely what

Bunter was doing it was rather remark-
able how he found this argument of use
fo support his intontion. .

Bunter was beaming with satisfac-
tion as he rolled in under the old gate-
way of Grevfriars that afterncon. He
stopped suddenly, however, az a rather
unpleasant thought strock  him. Tt
oceurred to him that it was more than
possible that Harry Wharton & Co.
would be on the look-out for him.

“Beasts |7 gronted. Bunter. “They’ll
want to lick me—just over a few measly
vakes and tarts! I'd better keep out of
the—— My hat! [Fve got it! Tl
pay up out of my postal-orders. That
ought to satisfy "em. IHe, he, he! The
heasta wouldn't believe me when T told
'eém & poatal-order was coming for me.
I'll show the rotters!™

With a fat chuckle, Bunter rolled on
—not towarda the School House but to-
wards the tuchkshop under the old elms.

Bunter had only juit disposed of
several shillings’-worth of “tuck,” but
he was guite ready for more, And when
hae left Mes. Mimble’s shop a few
minutes later Bunter's face was
adorned: with a fat grin of satisfaction
—in addition to crumbs of pastry and
smears of jam and custard.

In Mre. Mimble's til} repogsed three of
ihe shilling postal-orders. Billy Buntér
Wwas B.-EJ'-EII.EI making good—or, rather,
bad—use of them.

Billy Bunter very often sailed very
closa tn the wind; there was every
prospect of the obtuse fat youth finding
serious trouble before long. But Billy
Bunter did pot realise that—or if he
did be ignored i,

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

Postal Orders Galore !
RAY, you fellows 5

&
I “Well, my only hat!™
“Bunter "
“ Here's the rotter 1
1tarry Wharton & Co. fairly blinked
#t Boenter, .a3 that junior’s spectacles
THE Macxer Lisranry.—No. 801,

zleamed in through
Study Na. 1.

The juntors had heen back some time,
and they were just fmshing tea when
Dunter looked in. Harry Wharton &
Co. wore not a little astonished to see
him. They had naturally supposed
that, after what had taken placa that
afternoon, Billy Bunter would give them
g very wide berth indeed.

Yet, here ha wasz as large as life—and
{-qua]fy' as cool and collested.

“1 =ay, you fellows!" he repeated,
roliing inside the room and blinking at
the juniors with lofty dignity. * You've
ne need to look at me hke that, you
know. I'm not after tea, if you ihink I
am. HRlow your measly tea!”

“Lireat pip !

“¥You-—you're not aftor
peatcd Dob Cherry blankly,

“Lertainly pot!  Keep your tea!™
said Duanter, with a prooounced sniff,
“T'we como ta settle up a little ag of
business between us,”

“Oh, my hat!”

The juniors stared blankly at INlly
Bunter. What the far junior was driv-
ing at they could not imagine. O
Dunter's entrance they had started ta
ihetr fect with the intention of collaring
him before be could bolt again. Bui
they sat down agaim and. stared at him
now,

“What on earth are you gassing
:ﬂbﬂllt, Bunter 7" demanded Harry Whar-

It

For answer Billy Bunter threw four
pieces  of lgapt.-r on the table—paper
printed in blue ink. They were postal-
orders for one shilling each.

The jumiors gasped aloud and stared
at them as if mesmerised,

“There you are!™ said Bunter, with
a careless wave of his fat band, *1I
beliove T owe you fellows a trifling sum
for some tarts and cakes this afternoon,
That's ta pay for 'em. I think I tald

tea ™ re-

yvou fellows I was oxpecting a postal-
ordoer this afternoon., Well, it's come.”
45 “'!..EL?.'H .

It was a shout. _

“There you are!" snoried DBunter.
“You fellows wouldn't believe me—you
vnever will heliove me. You jolly well
think nobody elsa but your Sﬂ.ﬂhed
selves ean -have remittances sent to

thern, Well, there you are! My re
mittance was for a quid. My uncle—
mir Rufus Bunter—sent it me. He sent
it in shilling postal-orders, though.

Goodness knows why, but———  Why,
what—whasat's the matter with you?”

sSonething, apparently, very serious
was the matter with Harry Wharton &
Co. One by one they had eollapsed into
their chaire—seemingly in a dead faint.
Ecb Cherry bad oven slid down on to
the carpect, where he lay like & log.

Dunter stared at them, iz mounth
opening and closing in his agitation.
He supposed hizs school-fallows had sud-
denly been taken serionsly ill.

“(Oh—oh crombs!™ gasped DBunter.

He hblinked in great zlarm at the
sitent forms, and then he rushed to the
door, yelling :

“Help, help! I szay, you fellows—

guick!  Whartons ill—so’s Cherty, and
Nugent, and Singh, and Bull! T say,
you fallows, come guickly 17

There were several fellows passing
glong the passape at the time—VYernon-
Smith and Redwing, and Skinner, Stott,
and Snoop. Several other fellows had
their study doors opes, and they came
rushing out on hearing Bunter’s wild

velling.
“What the ithwmp-—" began the
Bounder, staring al Boanier, " What's

batien the fal asa?”

the doorway of.

“Come on—quick !” velled Bunter, in
great  excitcinent. “It's  potmain
poisomneg, I expect

“Ha, ha, ha !

“{h, my hat!”

The Owl rushed bzek into Study No,
1, and the crowd of alarmed juniors
followed him., ‘They stared at sight of
the still forms of Harry Wharion & Co.
Vernon-Smith saddeniy grinned, how-
ever, as he glimpsed & shight bwitehing
of Bob Cherrv's evelid. 1t was sus-
piciously like a wink.

skinner's sharp eyes =zaw it also, and
he turned in well-feigned oxeitement Lo
Bunter.

“Feteh Quelehy, Bunter 1™ hie gasped,
g:-asping Bunter and ruﬁ-hirlg hity to the
door. “ Feteh him=—guick, von assl”

H{Jh d*_’-‘ﬂl"!”

Bunter hesitated a brief instant, and
then he rolled away at top speed, Tairly
trembiing with exeftemeni. He roshed
away sa guickly, indecd, that he aunile
failed to hear a sudden vell from Haery
Wharton—or the chorus of chuckles that
went np as he left the reom.

For even as he went, Harry Whartan
lcaped te lis feet, and his action was
followed instaotly by the rest of his

LR
d

chums,
“"¥You—vou burbling ass, Skinner !
snorted  Harry  Wharten  wrathifully.

" Has the hm'lﬂirig chump pone ™

"Why 7" asked Skinner innoccently.
“Aren’t you chaps ill after all ¥

“¥ou Lknow jolly well we were only
pulling the fat idiot's leg " was Harry's
angry retort. " Now you've sent him
tor Quelchy, and there'll be trouble.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

The rest of the juniors «did not under-
stand the joke, but they roared at the
E‘I-B-l'm on the faces of Harry Wharton &

0.

Harry Wharton ran to the deor and
looked out. There was no sipn of Bun-
ter, however., The little joke had coma
“off *—and it looked like coming off
only too well!

“Well, you burbling rotter, Skinner!”
hooted l‘farry Wharton. “Now we're
going to get it from Quelchy !
we dashed well explain¥
fellows, get out, quick 1™

“* But—"

“Clear1” snapped Harry Wharton.
“You can come back afier CQuelchy's
gone, and we'll explain, Go on, you
dummies !V

How can
Here, vou

The Bounder and the others grinned,
and slipped out of the study., Skinner
did not seem to want to 8 8p-
parently wished to witness the discom-
fiture of the Famous Five. But Harry

Wharton placed a boot behind him and
fairly lifted the practical joker through
the doorway.

Then Harry closed the door.

“Go on with tea, you fellows, for
goodness” sake!” he gasped. “We'll
have to bluff it out! Old Quelehy will
rave at being made a parly to a blessed
joke.”

“Yeg, rather!™

The junicrs seated themselves at the
table in great haste, They had already
firnshed tea, but they started again now
for the sake of realism.

They had scarcely deone so when the
door was Aung epen, and Mr. Quelch,
the master of the Remove, rushed in,
with Billy Bunter at his heels.

The master stopped dead and stared
at zight of the Famous Five calmly get-
ting on with their tea. Iilly Bunter
himsalf almost collapzed at the peaceinl
siprht.

arry Wharton lowered lns eap, and
rose politely to s feel—as did the resh
of his chums.
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“I5 anvthing the matter, sir ha
msleed.

Me. Queleh secmed at a loss for words
for & moment. Then he turned a glit-
tering eve upon the astounded Billy
Buntar,

“Bunier!” he thundered. “You told
me that these boys had been taken snd-
denly ill—were unconsecious, in fact?"”

*]—I—J-—— 0Oh dear!”

That was all Bunter could say at the
moment. He was staggered st the
sight of the Famous Five calmly getiing
their tea as if nothing had happened.

“*You—yon young rascall” thumderod
the master angrily. *“ You—you havo
had the effrontery—the audaecity to
bring me here on & fool's errand! You
have actuslly played a stupid practical
joeke upon your Form master, Bunter ™

“Nun-not at all!” gasped the hapless
Bunter, “I—I say, sir, it wasn’t my

feult! They were lying ill, sirl
Honour bright! Wharton—"

“Do wou dare to persist in  this
foolery, boy!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

"Very well, Bunter. You will follow
me to my study.”

“th, reslly, sir——"

“Excuse me, sir,” excluimed Harry
Wharton hurriedly,  “It swasn’t Bun-
ter’s fault. It was—ahem [—our faulf,
really.”

“0h, indesd, Wharton 1"

Mr. Quelch's tone was like ice,

“It—it was only a joke, sir,” faltered
Ilarry Wharton. " You—you sec, we
never expeeled Bunter Lo rush off ana
brine you. We were just pulling his
leg ; pretending we were il for a—a lark,
Lir.

“Wharton——"

“We're awfully sorry, sir!” gasped
Harry.

“Yery zovry indeed, siv!®
Bol: Cherry.

“Oh ! exelaimed Mr. Quelch angrily.
“Then you were playing a jokeé upon
Bunter? ¥You bad no itention of
bringing your Form master into if,
Wharton?”

“Oh, na, sip !l

“Not at all, siv

"¥ery well!” Mr, Queleh’s tone was
grim, though his mouth twitched o trifie.
1 will accept your statement, Whartomn.
Tt was a very stupid and thoughtless
joke to play. Did I believe you had
any inlention of caustng me this frouble
and unnccessary agitation I should cane
you very severely indeed. As it 15, you
will cach do me two hundred lines.”

"That deosn™ mean me of course,
sic?” prumbled Bunter. 1 was tho—
the vickini, you know: It wasn't noy
faulk ™

“¥es, it certainly does include you,
Bunter!™ snappesd the Bemove master.
“¥ou desorve that and more for being
so ineredibly stupid as to believe these
boys -ill when they were nof 1™

“But—but, sir "

Mr., Quelch did not wait  to  hear
Bunter's protests. Tle was feeling some
little loss of dignity, and he roalisnd
there was o crowd of grinning juniors
hovering round the dearway.

He vamshed along the passape; and
Hunter turned unpon Harry Wharlon &
Co. with a growl of wrath.

“"You rotten beasts!™ he hooted.
“What d'you want to play a trick on a
frilow like that for?”

“Yes, what's the idea of the joke®”
grinned Vernon-Bmith., " Dlessed if ]
can see k!

“Nor me!” grinned Skinner, *“Trot
ont the merry old point, Wharton !

“They're jolly well potiy!” snoried
Buanter, in great wrath. “Two handeed
fines (hey've Jlanded me with Yo
beasta! Yah! 1t ain't fair!”

mirrnred

“hut it was your own fauli, iatt?*!
We'll de the lines for yow, though;
don't warry sheut them, Bunter. Dut
vou can't deny it was your own fault.”

“Th? HMow was it my fanit?" howled
Bunter.

Hiving us s=uch a frightful zhoek!”
sald Harry Blawdly., “ You ought to
huve had :ome consideration for cur
hearts and nerves and sinews, Bunrer.
We're only flesh and bloed, you know.
You sprung that sheck on us without

warning——" :
“What shock?" roared Bunter, in |
great  exasperabtion.  “ Wharrer yon

mean,, vou ass

Harry Wharton picked up the four
postal-orders from the table and held
tham up before the assembly.

“You fellows ! he said in the tone of
one ghout to make an amazing and an
extremely 1nmportent announcement,
Y Prepare for a stunning shoek! You've
all heard, of course, about Bunter's
famous postal-order—the one that's been
coming since before the fcod?”

“Ha, ha! Yes!”

“Onee or bwice '

i Just & littla I

“1 thinlk 1 have heard Bunter mention
such a thange” said Skinner reflectively.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Oy, really, yvou fellow =

HEhut up. Bunter ! roared [arry
Wharton., " Do try to be modest and re-
tiring in the hour of your preatost

triumph.  Well. you fellows, if you're
all reads for the shock, here it is, You
see those four postal-orderst”
“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!™
Ii
dalF 4
& 5 k
[ ]
!
I—ﬂl‘.:
A
i 1)
i
8 [

“Well,” said Harry slowly and dise
tinctly, *“these posial-orders come this
afternoon—and they're for Billy Bunter
of the Remove.”

“¥What "

* (xreat Seott 1

“Billy Bunter's postal-order’s come af
lazt,” went on Harry. “In fact, there
are four here—four--for a hob each!
And, aceording to Bunter, he's got heaps
more. His uncle, Sir Hookey Walker,
the Roag-snd-Bone King, has sent him
twenty, I beligve”

“Threc cheers 1"

‘“Ha, ha, hat* :

The juniors cheered amid roars of
ironical laughter.

“0Oh, really, Wharton, vou benst—"

“Now, you fellows will understand,”
wont ~ op Harrv, ignoring Bunter's
wrathful cutburst, *why the shock of
being handed those four postal-ordera

(R

proved too much for us!

““Ha, ha, ha!" :

“In fact” procecded Harrv, shaking
his head, “it was a double shock. Not
only did Bunter break the news that his
postal-order had come at last, but he
actually came straight here to pay us
back some money he swindled us out of.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter's eyes fairly glittered
with wrath as he glared through his big
spectacies at the laughing juniors,

“You cackling dummies!" he roared.
“Wharrer vou laughing at? Can't o
fellow have a blessed remittance without
all this silly fusz? Rotters! Beasta!
Yabh! Co and eal coke [

“ There you are,'”” said Bunier, with a careless wave ol his iat hand. **1I believe
I owe you fellows a tritfling sum for some taris and cakes I had this afiernoon.
These four postal-orders will pay for them.”
Cherry faintly, The Co. collapsed In their chairs seemingly

Bob Cherry dropped to the carpet and lay like a log.

** Oh—oh, my hat ! *’ gasped Bob
in & dead faint, and
{See Chapler 3.)
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“Ha, ha, ha'” ¢ oo

Bunter's fury anade ithe junops roar
mere than ever, :

“Xt fsn't ally  fuss, Punter,” said
Tarry Wharion blandly., “That's your
wistake. The point’s this, you feliows—
Bunter's -poetal-order’s come at last!
1le's. borrowed money right and left for
terms on ihe Hf-l‘ﬁl‘t%‘ﬂl of it. He's bor-
rowed cash galore from every fellow in
the school practicaily.  And now it's
come at last—in fact, quite a number’s
come,  So now Dunter’s going to pay
Wp—-=
*Oh, really, Wharton-—*
“lHe's turning over a new leaf and
poing to pay his debts. He's actuelly
waid s fowr bob of what he owes us!
That's & geod start. Now, we'll have
the rest if Bunter doesn’t mind I

The lock on Bunter's face mada the
juniors yell. His wrath had suddenly
wiven place to utter dismay.

“I1—I say, you fellows!” he gaspod.
“lt—it i=n't true, you know! Certainly

wot! My pdstal-order hasn't come at
ajt!”
“What 7

“1t's all rot!"™ gasped Bunter de-
sperately. My postal-order hasn't come
at all, I tell you! Wharton, yon beast
Y ——

Bunter pavsed and hia eves gleamed.
Wharion ﬁ:d carclessly laid the f-?l'rl'
postal-orders on the table again, Quick
as thought, before anyone realised his
intention, the fat youth suddenly grasped
ithem and leaped for the door.

But Beb Cherry was just a shade too
goick for him.  His grasp fell an Bun-
ter's _.*;l'muh-!ur, and he had the wriggling
Bunter hack, and snatched the orders
from lrim.

“No,. vou don't, wmy pippin!® he
rrinned. “We don't want to losc
those, We're.going to have "em framed
and hung up in this study! This is a
great occasion, and wo are gpoing o
niake tha most of it. We're going to
issne & special edition of the ° Grevfriars
Ilerald,” toa, 1 vote—"

Cheiry pansed, ss et that moment
another junior squeezed into the crowded
sidy, It was Fisher T. Fish, the
American junior,

Fizhy waz looking greatly excited—his
syes were glistening greedily,

“Look hyer!"™ he exclaimed eagerly.
“T rechonr T'm on to this—some! Is it
'he goods that Benter's postal-grder has
wroved ™

“Ha, ha' True enough, Fishy !

“Postal-orders galove, in  fact!™
~hunckled Bob Cherry,

“Waal, T swow!" ejaculated Fishy.
T guess that’s the chippiest hit of noos
['ve  heard for  days. Jerusalem
“rickets! I reckon I've been left thinkin'
the fat galoot never really expected one.™

Ie turned gaite genially to the quak-
ing William Gem'ﬁe Bunter and held ous
a hony, grasping hand.

“Pay up—right now " he sand,

“Oh, but really, Fishy, 1t ain't true!”
howled Bunter,

“Yeou den't pull the wool over this
Iiver goy's peepers,” said Fishy, wink-
me.  ““Pay up, fativ! | guess you've
mwed me =ix holy siuce my first term.
T reckon I never expected to see it See
hyer! I'm hyer for the spondulicks—
jest o few 1 1

=¥ tell vou
haooted Buuter.

“ Aw, shoeks ' growled Fishy, “Don't
keep a guy waiting. Pay up!”

Y won't, vou heast '™

“Eh—what's that?" wnovted Ficher T.
Fish.
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haven't any  cash ™

He shoved a bony fist under Bunier's
nose. . Apparently Fishy had heard that
Bunter was paving oul, and he was de-
termined to get his six shillings before
all the cash went.

“Pay up, you fat galoot,” he roared,
“ar, hy jemima, I'll make shavings of
your fat carcase!”

“Yes, pay up, Bunter I” came a laugh-
ing chorus, “Pay up, you fat rotier!™

* He's no excuse now [” yelled Skinner.
“His postal-order’s come, and he's got
to shell out. He's owed me two bob
for two terms. Turn the {al rotter's
pockets out 1™

“Hear, hear!”

The juniors were far from heing
seriona—nab leazt, most of rhem were—
but Bunter imapgined they were, and
he blinked round in great alarm. He
wished from the bottomn of his heart
that he had not been quite 0 free with
the postal-orders. Ho had brought the
four to the Famous Five, partly to save
himself from the cxpected licking,
partly to swank with a trivmphant “1
told you s0!™ He had not dreamed that
it would raise thiz commotion—ihat now
the real postai-ordera had “arrived " &t
last, the fellowa who had lemt him
money on the strengih of imaginary
ones would expect him to “pay wp”

He blinked round him like a hwmted
animgl, ‘The bundle of forty-odd postal-
ordars wera in his trousers pocket, and
he began to have grave fears for their
safety.

" Look here, you fellows!"” he gasped.
“It's all right, I mean lo pay up. af
eourse, I hope you fellows don’t think
'm so dishonourable as to neglect te
pay my creditors.™

(b, my hat!"”

“If you do,” said Bunter, “then I
refuse to discuss the matter with yow
I've already paid sompe of my creditors,
1 fullﬂr intend’ to pay the rest——"

“0 R |2

a Ha-, &, hu_-!n

“Three cheers!” ‘

“1 reckon that's good enough—-"

“Out of my next postal-order,”
finished Bunter calmly. “I'm expecting
one in the morning. It's coming fram
a diztant relation of mine—an admiral.
It's for & quid, I expect—perhaps more.
If ‘you fellows can’t wait, then you—you
can go and eat coke !

Fishy gave a yell, and his bony
fingers gripped Bunter's jacket.

“1 s I'm not wairting—not mueir !
he yelled. “You fat jay! I guess Pm
heving my six now! Tarn his

pockets out 1™

“ Hear, hear !

There was a movement towards Iall
Bunter, and the fat junior gave a howl.
Then he suddenly ducked, and rannmed
his head into Fisher T. Fish's waistcoat,

“¥Yarrough 1™

Tishy howled fiendishly, and rol.
lapsed into the study fender wiith a
terrific clatter. Billy Buoter made s
wild jump for the door. His fat form
went through the deoorway, and van-
ished down the passage at a tervific rate,

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

The jumiors roared with laughter,
Fishy rosred with pain, and staggered
to his feet, gasping.

“Wasal, I swow! Ow-wow!'"™ he
gasped. “That fat jav! Why, ¥l
make shavings—— 1'll make mboce-
meat of his hide! Yow! I zuess he's
busted me ! Where—"

Finding Bunter had vanished, fhe
transatlantic juntor wenk throwvgh the
door after him with o rush. Qnite a
pumber of the laughing juniors followed
~not in the hope of secing Bunter pay-

g up, but in the hope of seeing more
fun. The rest dispersed, chuckling.. Thev
had not expected Bunter to pay wp, and
80 they were not disappeinted,

T =<

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Suspiclous !

i UNTER,” remarked Boly Chevry,
“iz & public benefactor. If Lo
doesn't add to the joy of
nationg, he adds to the joy of

Greyiriars. He's a tonie for the health,

too. I don't think I should ever find =

smile at Greyiviars if it wasn't for

Bunter.”

The door had just closed on the last
of the visitors when Bob Cherry made
that observation.

Harry Wharton grinned.

“He's the absolute liout!” he ex-
claimed. “Fancy his coming snd pay-
ing up like that! Four bob, too! Who
anys the age of miracles is past i

1 expect the fat swizzler did it to
save his fat hide,” grinned Dob Cherry.
“"But—but it's rather s goecer buriness,
isn't it? 1 don't suppose the blessed
postal-orders are really from an uncle
at all. 1 expect his pater sent them.”

“It's queer, &g i)ﬂ:n.ax sy, though,” said
Harry t i:mg!htfu lz. He was oniy
swanking, of course, about having a
guid's worth sent him. But even if he
anly had four sent him, it's queer. Why
should his pater send him {our separate
shilling orders?”

“The queerfulness is terrifie, my
chums ™ apreed Hurree Singh. *“Are
you quite sure they are the gepurnelul
caper, thoughi™

“My hat!™

“Let’s have a squint at them, Beb,”
demanded Harry suddenly.

Bobh withdrew the four famous postsl
orders from his pocket, and the five
moars examined them.

“My hot!"” gasped Harry Wharton,
eveing them keenly.

i 'ﬁ:rE]l?u

“Hee wnything wrong, von chapsi”
wand on Wharton, 1n some slarn:.
~“Why=—no!” said IDob  Cherrg
“Thev're not made out to Buanter; buag
that's nothing to go by.”

“Of course not! Bot what about iLhe
stamp ¥ demanded Harry. “ Every
postal-order issuwed is supposed fo hear
the stamp of the post-office that issues
it—a round stamp, showing the Juto
also"

“areat pip!"?

“There's nona on any of these,™ =aid
Harry grimly. ““And that's not all
Every posial-order 1zsund is supposed 10
Bear the initials of the postal official
who' iszues it. There's no initial on any
of the four, either.”

“Phoaw ™

“Well my lat!"? g‘aﬁilf}r] Boh Eimrr:\'
blankly. “What does it mean, then?
That fat rascal ecan’t have robbed a
hlessed post-office surely 7

“1 hope neot,” said Harrv, with -
smitie. Y Puat i’z fishy for all that., ¥
wonder if he's pot any more of the
Llessed things 7

“ Better see the fat idiot,” said Frank
MNugent, i glarm. "“The slly ass wall
land In guodd yet.”

“They're genuine enough—no  doubt
about that,” said Harry. TAnd yet
how on earth could the {at rotter have
got hold of them i they've never heen
1saned by a post-oflice 77

“Ask me another!™ grinned Doh.
“Who can fathom the thoughtz and
doings of Bunter 1

“It's serious, vou ass! Come on—
ler’s go and see Toddy about this,”

“Yes, rather|"
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Poter Todd was Billy Dueter's sbndy-
mate—inteh te Toddy's sorcow—and he
usnally knew guite a great deal coupern-
ing Buoter's affairs, In fact, vealising
the  fat  junior's  obitaseness, Toddy
deemed it his duty to keep a very close
eve on Billy Bunter.

Ho the juniors went akﬂ:i{ to  see
Toddy. They found a crowd of grin-
ning Retnovites congregaled round a
notiee pirned to the door of Study
~No T

** Hallog !
Harry. ]

Ho pushed biz way to the front with
his chums at his hecls. Then he blinked
at the notice. It was in Peter Todd's
hawdwyriting ; and it read as follows:

“GRAND EXHIBITION.

“WNOTICE s herehy piven that a
rrand exhibition will be hebld in Stody
No. T this l.“l'EIlIILF aftoer prep, when
vertain  objects of unigue and  un-
paralleled interest will be shown for the
very first time to the general public—
objects which will, to Greylviars, un-
doubtedly constituie one of the SEVEN
WONDERS OF THE WORLD, The
old saving that the age of miracles ia
past has heen given the kyvbosh.  An
cvent long chronicled and forciold atd
prophesied by our own schoollellow, mmd
fellow Removite, Willlam George Bus-
ter, has comme to pass The long-cx-
pected event has materialised.  Scoffers
and wnbelhievers will now find it neces.
sary to hide their dimioatshed Leads,
By this afyernoon’s post there arvived ab
Crreviriars THREE POSTAL-QEDERR
FOR BILLY BUNTER., These have

What's this®" cxcelsimed

now passed into the hands of the whder- .

sighed, and they will be exhibited as

stated above, free, gratis, and for wix.

“ Peren ToDi,
“PR~—In ease any musguided credi-
tors of Williamn (eorge Bunter should
entertain hopos that the numerous debls
of W. 0 I3 owill now be pand as g
vatural conseguence, Lhey are herehy
solemnly warned that such hopes are

doomed lo disappotctment.
2 ol b

Harry Wharton & Co. Llinked af that
extraordinary nolice.  The rest of the
juniors present roared at the expression
on their faces.

“Mum-my  hat!”  stattered
Wharton.  “Then—then Toddy
have got some, too?"

“Looks like it! Phew!"”

“Looks as if Toddy doesn’'t know
weve gob some of the postal-orders™
went on Harry blankly, “ My hat ! This
looks like sertous business,”™

He turned the handle of the dobr and
rmearched iu with his chums at his heels.
Toddy was busy wrniting at the table,
and he waved his hand, without leoking
Hp.

“Mo gpood, you [ellows!" he called ot
promptly. “The exhibition's after prep,
and nobody’s seommg  the postal-orders
wtikil then, After the exhibition £
going to hand them over to the :chool
mzenm,

“Ha, ha! You =silly as=s

“Lio away,” said Toddy. “I'ns Lasw,
I'm just writing & special account of the
arvival of the stal-orders for  fhe
fleveyiviars Hecald." 1 shall expect
ctonble rates for the article, Wharien. T
sippose you'll publish a special postal.
ovder edition—-""

“ There's something wrong with vour
supposer, then, Toddy,” grivned Harey
Wharton.
Plrveyfciar:  Herald!
with whiskers on 1t.™

“Eh, what ?" said Toddv.

“Look at these,” said Harry,

et

b )

not =tale pews

Ifarry

“"We want fresh news for the.

shillings' worth of silver.

good as another.

Billy Bunter fook Ifrom the cash-box a ten-shilling note and counted out ften
i “ That's that !’ he chuckled.
the beasts twenty of my shilling pﬁm}l—ariars;. 1 After all, one lot ol money is as

“Now I'll leave

(See Chapler B.)

He theew ihe four postal-orders on
the table, Peter picked them up and
whistled,

“Phew ] Yere—vou don't mean to say
theso camo Tor Bunter!™ he ejaculated.

“Ha, ha, ha'”

There was & voar from the fellows in
the doorway.

“Yes; they cume for Bunter, and he
hantded ‘o to us—tn save himself a
Leking,"” explained Harey, * Ave they
the sawie az vours, Toddwe 3"

Toddy looked at them blankly and
Lodded.

“Tust the same, They were for a bob
caclt. I gave the fat raseal three shil-
ings in exchange, I wish I'd been sen-
siblo  enough to pocket 'em withowt
goving the fal burglar change, He owes
e quisels and quids, I =uppose.”

““I'hat’s not the point, Toddy,™
Ilarry, hecowing grave,
eXanined Hallo '

They were interrupted just then by a

sa i
“Have you

Ccomtnutlon 1n tl_u: doorway, ']."I'n-r:m.pi;h
the crowd of grinning juniors came the
fat form of Dillv Dumter He was

praniing ol zaspinge.

"1 say, Toddy old fellow,” he pasped
pathereally, “that beea Fizshy's HP:.-I-
oer,  ecp bim off, will you? QOw!
Here he is1"™

Fishee T, IFizh, al:o looking lheated
and  breathless,  pushed through the
crowd and entercd the study. He was
lenliing oeinn ana business-hike,

Lle jcade a rusl at Bunter, bul Peter
Toad logdod Ly off,

“Held  vooe hurrs,
fricnd,” said  Teger
Bualer cone T

American

“What's

Ty
coolly,

“1 puesz I'll 20on put you wize to
that !* snoried Fizhy, “This hyer guy
owes me six bob—six silver shilling: -
ot that” Well, he promised 1o pay
up when s postel-order came.  Thar's
ferms suo, ¥ oreckon yew've heard the
noos, Toddy ¥ Hiz postal-order’s come--
spondulicks  galore, I've heard.,  Thy
swizzling Jay s got the dorocks now, and
L guess D' alter my little old share.

mop

"L osee” sald Toeddy., “"XNew I'in
going 1o ask you  anctber gquestion,
Fishy.,  Where were vou brought un,
e pppint”

“IehY Whyo I reckon I was rateed 1o
litele old Noo Yark—and I inight nen-
tion that 1've rot iy eve-teeth skinned.
frierwd Toddy., 11 chat jay, Dunter——
Yorrough ! Liwpol \\'{ny. I'll make
potato-shavings Leggo ™

int Toddy didn's *legge.”

“You can now go back to oo Yark.
Fishy."” he saul, tighteaing his grip an
Fishy's neck. “and ask ‘em  there 1o
teach vou to koock beforve endtering a

55

eentleman's roone Gob that @ Well,
then=—=out vou go!”
With that e bumeorons Peler ran

the astonishwd Fisliy te the door, anpd
plonted a hefry kick beliind hin, Fish
howled fewdishiy and shol forvard oa
hands and Lkoee- o the passaze,

“TIa, ha, ha'l™

The wembdu!  American  Juunios
seratpbled to lis feer and was about fo
cliarge at Moddy  when he  enddorly

spotted the fornn of M Quelch  ags
proaching along the passage,
“Ow ! eroaped  Tishy, 0y

jemima
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Changing his intentions, the Ameri-
can junior départed hurriedly, and the
vest of the' erowd did likewize.

Peter Todd re-entercd the study and
faced the grinning Bunter.

“Good man, Peter I grinned Bunber
approvingly.

Fgetar Etcz;i: Bunter by the ear, and
led him to the table.

“You're just the chap we want to
see, ‘Billy,” he szaid. " We want you fo
tell us where you pinched these postal-
orders {rom¥"

“0Oh, really, Toddy—— Ow! Leggo!
Yow " )

“Half & minute, Toddy ! excloimed
Herry grimly. "I fancy there’s some-
thing - you haven't seen yet. Have you
examined these dashed poetal-orders?
Thévy'se never been izsued officially
from-any post-office.”

an Wh&*Tu

“Laook at them. They ve neither got
the office date-stamp nor the postal
official’s initials,”

“0h, really, Wharton, you beast—"

“Dry up, Bunter! "We'll talk ip you
presently, What do yon make of the
business, Toddy

“{rreat Scotg !

Peter Todd blinked in great alarm
at the postalorders. Hae tock threo
other postal-orders from an o inside
pocket and  compared them. All were
thoa same—all weore without stamp or
initial,

“So—so the fat burglar must really
have pioched 'em " he gasped. “G-goo-
gracious! T suppose he's either reided
& post-office or burgled one! You fel-
lows heard of a local imrglnr;,-?”

“"Y¥ou milly ass, Peter!” lowled
Bunter  wrathfully. “{Of course I
haven't pinched them! Didn't T tell
you 1 had them soent me by an aunt?
She's tha wife of x bichop, and—-"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“The fat fibber fold us his uncle had
sent him them,” said Harry, grinning,
despite his uncasiness. I think it's
pretty  plain  there something wrong
with them.”

"Moo doubt about that.”

"1 tell .you it's zll right!™ almost
shricked Billy Bunter. “Don't T keep
telling vou my Uncle James sent ‘em

me—he's a Governor-general In the
MNavy, He sent me two gquids' worth,
and—-"

“Thought it was one guid’'s worth "
said Frank Nugent.

“1 mean ko say a guid’s worth,” cor
rected Bunter.” I tell you it's genuine
enough. Honour bright I

“But  your hopour  sn’t bright,
Bunter,” said  Harry gently, “I's
thundering muddy ! Think we swallow
those silly warms, you ass?  Nobody
would send you twenty separate postal-
orderg—-—"

"It's a fact, T tell you! T suppose
he—he—1 mean, she—meant me to unse
ona every week, of course. - Jolly good
idea, I think. That’s just what my
uncle—I mean, my sunt’'s sent ‘em like
that for, Bhe—she's concentric, you
know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cackling dummies—"

“He means eccentrie, I suppose,”
grinned Harry. “But, look here,
Bunter, for goodness’ sake tre to ander-
stand what youw're doing, wvon thick-
meaded idiot! These pdstal-orders have
heen pinched or something—must have
'LEEM Where on earth did you got
them 77

Bunter blinked loftily at Wharton.

“That's my Dbusiness, Wharton,” be
eaitd, with dignity.

Tee Maoxer Linrary.—No. 891,

“But, you silly ass, vou'll he getting
vintg trouble!  ¥You'll be finding your-
self in chokey, if you aren't careful,
Bunter! Can’t you see these dashed
orders aren't-——"

“Rot! Bosh!” snorted Bunter indig-
nently. “I'm blest if 1 can see how it
concerns  you, Wharton. . I decline 1o
discuss the matior further. Besides, 1
want to sec Mprs. Mimblo before the
tuckshop closes. Yali!*

And with that far from elegant re-
joinder Billy Bunter rolled out—appar-
ently en route ‘for Mrs, Mimble's tuek-
5

[ “Wall, the burbling idiot | grinned.

Bob Cherry. “Talk abount fopls walking
where angels fear to tread! Shal! I jun
after the ass, Harry?”

“Oh, let-him. rip.!” sniffed Peter Todd
carelessly. “I'm about fed-up with the
silly chump!  Let him rip! He's
bound to end in qued sconer or later,
ge. what’s the use of worrying !

- With that, Peter seated himself at the
table again. And as, for the moment,
at all events, Halry Wharton & Co.
wera also “fed-up " with Bunter, they,
too, decided not to worry. They went
back to Btudy No. 1 to clear away the
tea-thinge, and for the nonce Rilly
Bunter and his postal-orders were for.

gotten,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Cashing ihe P.0.'s.

HAT evening the majoriiv of the
fellows at Greyfriars had heard
that Billy Bunter's long-delayed
?ustpi-ﬂrder—m', rather, nrrglwet

—had “arrived " at last.  And they
heard the astounding news amid much
hilarity on the gubject. Those fellows
whao had not been present in Study No,
1 or Study No. T fAatly refused o credit
ib—until they bhad seen some of the
orders with their own eves,

Under the wery suspivious clreum-

stances’ Peter Todd had deécided not to
hold his great ““exhibition,” after all.

it was “goff "—why, he refusod Lo ex-
plain.

And, in like manner, Harry Wharton
also refuzed te show anyone the postal-
orders they possessed, Like ihe keen-
witted Peter, the Famou: Five were
really very much crowbled over the
strange affair, and they were very con.
cerned on Bunter's bhehalf.  They de-
cided that the less fuss made about the
business, the better—for Billy Bunter.

But Billy Bunter, apparventily, had no
qualms whatever regarding the postal-
ordors, He was seen by very few
fellows that evening—until bed-time,
Like Brer Rabbit, he “lay low.” This
was very necessary, from Bonter's point
of view, for guite a mumber of fellows
were looking for DBunter that night.
Bome of them—like Fisher T. Figl—'
really hoped to get their long-oulstand-
ing debte paid; and others—like Skinner
& Co.—hunted-for the fat junior for the
sele purposs of japing hin,

Yot, for all that, Billvy Bunter
managed to dispose of several of lus
orders, The ﬁuilic!t-rss Alonzo Todd
cashed twa for hime, as did Tour Dutton
and Tom Brown, Lord Muauleverer,
wakened from sleep, handed over five
shillings, apd pronmtly fell asleep again
without noting the fact that Bunter had
walked out without Fanding over the
five postal-ordera. Bunter then tackled
Bolsover and Bulstrgde ; but here he was
not so lucky. Both Bolsover and Bul-

strode pocketed the shilling orders, but

He took down the notice from hiz door, |
ard  announced to all and” smindry that

they Ratly refused to hand over any cash
in ‘retarn. They told Bunter lhey ac-
oepted iho orders as a little “on ac-
count "’ of what he owed them; and
when Bunter protested they kicked him,

In the Upper Fourth Bunter also had
a bit of juck by dizposing of four of his
orders to fellows who had not troubled
ta examine them. At all events, even
the doubting Thomases soon bad clear
proof that the varn - about Bunier's
postal-orders having arrived was trie
enough,

But, though he had met with some
success, Billy Bunter was none too cheery
when he went to bed that night. THe
began io see that it" was going to be
harder than he had supposed to disposze
of the rest of the fifty. He made no
further attempts to get nﬂﬁ' of hiz Form-
fellows to cash any. s eXDerienco
with Bulstrode and Bolsover had madoe
him wary. To get only kicks in ex-
change for the posial-orders was nob
good business.

The next morning the fab junior had
further preoof that it wons going to le
a little troublezome to get rid of them,

Opening-Lime found DBunter on the
doorstep of the tuckshop; Lut when the
fat youth started to give his orders Mrs,
Mimble eyed him suspictonsly.

“Very pood, Master Bunter!” she
satd grimly.- " But I'd like to see your
maney firat ™

“Well, 1 like that!™
indignantly. “IDido’t 1 spend fen bob
here yesterday, Mra. Mimbla? It looks
#2 me as if vou don’t trust me, ma’am.”

“I pertainly don't, Master Bunter,”
said the old deme flatly. I know you,
Master Buanter !

Bunter grunted and fished ouvt from his
{i-ocket three postal-orders ‘for one =hil-
Ying each.

“There you are, Mrs Mimble,” he

Fumb]ed Buni ey

snarted.  *'Perhaps that will  satisly
you?"
Mrs, Mimble eyed the postal-ordess
and =niffed in rather an  unladylike
MmAanner,

“I'd rather have eash if you don't
mind, Master Bunter,” she said.

“Rat an't that cash?? hoolod Bunter.

“You took ten from me vesterday, Mra
Mimbie.”

“That's just it, Master Bunter. 1%
rather not take any more until 1 knows
where vou got "em from, Master Bunter,
Ten postal-orders in one day is suspici-
s, I'm not a2 woman as takez any
risks. You can pay eash or po without,
Master Bunter.'

“Master Bunter” blinked at her, his
eyes glittering behind s spectacles
with wrath and indignation.

“Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble!™ he splut.
tered,  “ Do you actually mean to sug-
gest that these postal-ovders aren’t on
the square? I must say I'm surprised—
disgusted! I don't kndw what the lowey
clagses are coming to.”

Mrs. Mimble ' tosse her bead and
suifled,

“I'm honest, if I'm nothing clse,
Master Dunter,” she retorted tartly,
“And that's more than T can say of
some people, Take that as you likes!™

“0Oh, really, Mvs. Mimble——"

Bunter pawvsed and proaned. Timea
was passing, and he was hungryr. Ho
decided not to argue the matter funther.
With a grunt he placed a handful of
shillingz on the counter,

“That's better, Master Bunter!” aaid
Mrs, Mimble.

The old dame's face changed af once,
and the next moment she was bosthng
about attending to the wants of Billy
Bunter,
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Those wanls wera many; and when
Bunter left the tuckshop the bell for
morning classes was ringing, and Bun-
ter's pockets were lghter by a goodly
number of stlver zhillings.

Billy Bunter was the object of o great
geal of attention in the Form-room that
OOrning. Grinnimg  glances  were
directed at him from every part of the

room,  But Bunter scarcely  noticed
them. He was ubsorbed in  déep
thought, And what occupied @ his

thoughts was the deep problem of how
fo dispose of the rest of his “"Treasure
Trove,” Now Mrs. Mimbie had failed
bim it looked like being a difficult pro-
blem to aolve,

More than once his abstraction
brought down the wrath of Mr., Quelch
upon hiz head. When asked what were
the chief exports of Belgium, DBunter
answered Y Postal-orders M—an anawor
that brought a roar of laughter [rom the
Bemove and an imposition of ocne hun-
dred lines from Mre. Quelch., By the
time morning lessons were cnded the
one hundred lincs had been increased to
three hundred, while the fat junior had
Lwen canad thres bimes in m:I:iJ':!inn.

Bunter rolled out of the Form-room in
a [ar from happy mood. Things were
not going quite as he had expected. He
was also heginning to feel just s trifle
uneasy. Mrs. Mimble was already sus-
picious about the postal-orders. Other
people mipht alse get suspicious if he
wasit'b vory wary,

Skinner, Stott, and Snoop met him
the passage, and Shinner stopped hum.

“8till qualifying for a broad-arrow
suit, Bunter?” azked Skinner casually.

“Eh?* What d'you meant" snapped
Fonter peevishly.

30l coshing  postalorders ™ | ex-
platned Skinner blandly, “That's what
[ mieant, Bunter. You'd look jolly well
in a hroad-arrow zuit, old cliap! I'm
afraid you wouldn't like the skilly for
grel, thougn.”

Stotk znd Snoop chockled,

“You silly ass, Skinner!” mumbled
Punter.  “What are vou gassing about?
More likely it's vou that'll be wanting a
Licised broad-arrow suit, vou rotker !

“Nobt al all,” said Skiener sweetly.
“1 ioughi I'd give you a word of warn-
ing, Bunter. I've seen eone of your
ypstul-orders—Baolsover showed me one,
It's got no daie stamp on, nor initials.
That shows 11's never beon issued in the
ardinary way. It's hoen pinched [rom o
post-office, T expect.”

“Wha-at do vou
stammerad Bunter,

“"What T zay, old chap.  It's pretiy
clear how you pot them, Billy., You've
either ruided or burgled & post-office I

" You—you silly ass—-"

" ¥You're the sally ass!” grinned
Skinner. *I shouldn't be surprized to
sce a bobby here after you at any
toment, Duntey ™

“Oh dear "

Skinner & Co. strolled on, leaving
Buonter transfixed,

“That's put the wind up the fat ass!”
murmured Skinner. “It's truo enough,
of course. T'he burbling idiot is looking
for trouble. We're gomg to help him
find ir!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There's & bobby's uniforimn in the
Remova  Amateur Dramatic  Society’s
properiyv-box,”  said | Skinner thought-
fully. "I think it will fit we all right;
i1 fitted old Wibley at the last do we
had, anyway, VYou fellews game to
pive Dunter & Irighti”

“If you'll do the bobbying,
chuckled Siott, And Sooep
pgreetnent.

mean, Skinper?"

yeg "

nodded

"Right " grinned Skinner. *Come
on, then!”

And Bkinoer burried on  with  has
chums towards the spare class-room,

where the Ilemove property-box was

kept,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Change !

ILLY BUNTER rolled on towards
B Study No. 7 when Skinner & Co,
had left him, and his face was &
dismay.

picture of alarm . and
”[.H.II;

Undoubtedly Skinper’s words had
the wind vwp ™ him,

If he had been uneasy before, he wus
ten timoes more so now, Mrs. Mimble
rad suspected something wrong—us bud
Foter Todd and Harry Wharton & Co.
And now Skinver & Co. suspected; and
apparently they had good grounds for
their sespicion.

To hizs relief, Bunter found Peter
Todd and Tom Dutton out: and, after
carefully closing the door, Banter took
out his depleted bundle of postal-orders
and Winked closely at them.

He scon saw what SBkinner had evi
dently noticed=—and what e himself had
failed to notice. It was pretty clear
also that Mrs. Mimble had fatled to
notice it, either; she was almost as
short-sighted as the Owl]l himself, As
Bunter blinked at the blank spaces
where the Stum? and initials sheould
have been he paled and trembled.

“Oly dear!” e murmured dismally.

r
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“Every one of the blessed thiugs the
same, too! T shall have to get rid of
them gquickly now., How the dicken= am
I poing to do it, thowgh?™

That was the guestton. Bunter
realised that to keep them much longer
might be running grave visks, Of
course, he himself had done nothing
wrong! Not at all!  They couldn't
blame hini. Everybody knew that find.
ings were keepings, If they didn't, ther
they ought to know, and it wasn't his
fault,

‘That was how Bunter looked af the
matter. He quite failed to see that he
had siready run more risks than was
good for his health, s0 to speak,

“I'Ml try Mauly again, I think,” he
murmured. “He forked out gquickly
encugh last ui_gh'ﬁ'. No good tryin
Feter or those beasts in Study No. 1.
They're so jolly suspicious, the rotters!”

Bunter rolled ont again, after cram-
miug the bundle into his trouser pocket,
and went along to Lord Mauleverer's

stiedy. The schoolbor earl was reclin.
ing gracefully on his expenzive Chéster.
ﬂr.%d, and he groaned on sighting
Bunter.

“T say, Mauly, old fellow-—-—" began
DBunder alfectionately.

Mauly waved a delicate hand.

“ Please go away, dear boy,” he mur-
mured. [ really couldn’t stand you
now, Bunter,”

“0h, really, you know, Mauly-—"

“Go away!” groaned his lordship
wearily, “Jimmy, old top, will vou de

me a favourt”

*'Stop *im !* bellowed P.-c. Tozer wrathiully,
Ciegg. Fisher T, Fish sireaked down the village street llke the wind, with the
shopkeeper, his assistant, and the constable in chase.

erackers ! ' panted Fishy.

“* Stop™hief " roared Uncle

*“ 0b, jumping Jerusalem
(See Chapter T.)
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Sir Jimmy Vivian, who was sitbing on
ihe table, grinned and nodded,

“MName 1t!Y he said.

“Kick old DBunter out!™ sard Mauly.

“What-ho ! grinned Bir Jimmy cheer-
fallv,, * Like & shot!”

O, really, you—— Yarrough !*

Bunter leaped for the door, and Bir
Jimmy's boot missed him by inches only.

“Yah! Beasts!" reoared Bunter over
his shoulder.

He realised it was no pood itryving
Mauly after all. He rolled along to the
study occupied by Temple, Dabney, &
Co., of the Upper Fourth. He found the
lofty Temple and his lofty chums at
home, and Bunter rolled inside,

He rolled out again much guicker than
he hgd rolled in, however—with three
El;:ucrts and a couple of vushions behind

1

“Beasts ! roared DBunter.

He picked himself up and wanderod
on to the Fifth Form passage. It struck
him that the Fifth might not yvet have
heard any suspicious rumours aboul his
postal-orders,

“oker's the man 1™ he muitered with
sudden inspiration. * He's a beast, like
the rost of the beasts, but he's got lots
of tin to chuck away. Here goos!”

Tiunter rolled into Coker's study, being
careful to kinock beforshand this time
It had dawned wpon himm that some
people made & fuss about “such potty
Iitrle things.”

Colker was scated on the table chat.
ting with his chums, Potter and Greéne.
He stared rather curiously at Bunter,

“Halle, you [at little beast!” he ex-
claimed. ‘“What do you want here—ch
Llelt out 1"

t was not a very promisin reeting.
Bunter hoped for the hust,g Elu.l prg-
ceeded with his errand.

“Oh, really, Coker, old chap,™ he said
harnbly. ”I}:}nl_y- came to ask a favour
of yoyu——->"

“1E s anviling to do with dashed
postal-orders-—-—-"" %egnn Coker darkly.

“Ahem! As a matier of fact,” said
Bunter cauntionsly, it does happﬂn o
he that, but not what you think, old
man! I'm not come (o asik you to cash
a postal-order that’s eoming, but eue
that’s come,™

Potter and Greene chuckied, and
Coker gol slowly off the table.
“Ho that's it 1™ he ejaculated, Y 1've

heard something -about your postal
orders, Bunter.,  You want me to cash
one or two, I supposct”

“That's it,” said Bunter genially.
fuite {ﬂllmi to see the danger-sipnals
that would have been plain enough tc
anyone lese obtuse than he. * Knowing
what a 1=~:‘:|I|!3.r considerate and poodl-
natured chap you are, Coker—— Hore
wharrer you at? Yarrough!” ’

Funter velled as a grip of iron closed

on his collar. He velied still more as
(‘oker started to lift his boot vigorously
up and down, at each upward lift cateh-
mgiB'lllg.."H fut person with his toc vigor-
ously,
" You [at litile worm !™ raared Coker.
I'll teach you to come here trying to
bamboozle us into cashing vour dashed
shacdy postal-orders. You pinched 'em,
I suppose? I've heard all about 1t, Cut
you go, you fat little burglarp!”

He gave Buuster's person a final 1ift—
a kick that almost carried the hapless
Junior out inte 1he passage. Bunter
flew for his life, ynliiug,

Coker was no good, that was only too
plain.  Evidently he had heard rumours
alter all
_Bunter decided not to try any more
¥Fifth Formers at all events. But though
rather dispiritdd now, he had no inien-
tion of giving it up by any means, He
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etliing desperate, also be was get-
carfully hungry. And all lis ready
had nearly gone. He foelt very
bitter indecd against Mrs. Mimble, and
hee suspicion: nature.

* Blessed if 1 don't try old Prouty,”
he muttered, stopping outside the Fifth
Form master's door, *‘He's soft enough
to change "em without asking questions.
Better pot try him with more than two,
though.™

Buunter knocked on the door, ana Mr.
Prout's deep wvoice bade him enter.
There was no doubt about it, Billy Dun-
ter certainly “had a nerve,” and he was
a sticker !

He was inside the Fifth Form master’s
study barely a minuie, and when he
emorged again he was grinning, as he
rattled two silver coins in his pocket,

“Meover even looked at the blessed
things, or asked a question,” he mur-
mured, “Good! That's two mora, any-
way ! Aly hat! Blessed if I don't try
those beasts in Study No. 1 after ali.
i'll tell "em Prouty cashed two, and por-
}:ﬁtpﬂ they'll not funk the blessed things
then,™

It was rather a forlorn hope, bul Buan-
ter was feeling a bit more optimistic
now, He rolled along to Study No. 1
without further ado. e looked into the
study, and grunted as he noled that the
root was cmpty.  Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent were out.

“Blow 1t!"” growled the fat youth.
U Mever——  Mum-my hat "

Bunter's eyes gleamed as they fell
wpon something standing on  Harry
Wharton's desk in the far corner of the
roony,. It was a large metal cash-box,
painted black,

Dunter knew what it contained. Harry
Wharton was the treasurer of the junior
footer ciub, and that box contained the
footer funds.

“Wheat luck ! breathed Bunter, **I—I
waonder 1f it's open.”

Ho tiptoed across the room, after
carefully closing the door. To his jov
ihe key was in the lock of tha cash-box.

“Well, the careless dummy!” mur-
[“:I.I.["l:'!d I;-i]]a" Bu:]i-i:r, h[:i]'ll'lill I"ﬂ"nhi_‘.'l"
hositatingly at the box. “'l-"'l.’ﬁ:,.', SOITIE
dizhonest chap might easily come along
and open the box. I wonder——"

Bunter's hesitation was brief. With
aars alert for the slightest sound in the
passage outside, Billy Bunter fumbled
with the key, and opened the box
vautiously,

*0Oh, good ! he murmured. **It serves
the careless beast night, anyway., It's
net as if I was going to pinch the blessed
money,  Here goes!”

Ile took from the hox a ten-shilling
wite  and counted oub ten shillings
worth of silver. The note and the silver
he shoved in hiz pocket with a soft
chuckle.

“That's that!” he murmured,  “Now
for the postal-orders! My hat! This
s a jo good wny of gefting 'em
cashed ! They won't be found for days,
I -::-:!:uf-rrt.. And 1 can easily swear it
wasn'L me, They can't prove I changed
the blessed money. Besides, what does
it matter? One lot of money's as good
as another 1"

And, having satisfied himself on that
seore, Billy Bunter took out hiz bundle
of postal-orders. Ile counted out twenty
and placed them into the box. Then he
closed and locked the box, with a soft
chuckle,
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Thiz done he huarvied aeross to the
door and slipped out—straight into the
armz of Harry Wharton & Co!

“Hallo, ha}ilq, halle! The Bunter
bird ! exclaimed Bob Cherry, " Now,
what's the fat peacher been up to in
vour study, Ilarry %"

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

Bunter tried to shp past, but Harry
Wharton was too quick for him. He
hooked his fingers mmto the squirming
fat junior's jacket collar and hauled him
hacl![ into Study No. 1

“We'll soon see what he's been up to,”
he said greimly. " Look in the cupboard,
Franky. There was a cake there when
we went out three or four minutes ago.
See if 1it's there now.”

“Leggo, vou beasts ! roared Dunter.
“T haven't touched your nicasly cake!
I didn't even know there was one there !
If I had koown—1 mean, I don't care
twopence if you have a cake or not!

Leming go |

“The ecake's here, all sereng,” an-
nounced Nugent after an nspection,
“ Mothing eclse gone, either. What's the
fat ass been up tol”

“Out  with it, DBunter!" snapped
llarry. “What— Hallo! What ass
has knocked the ink over on my desk?
Great pip! I left the key in the cash-
biox! 1las that fat toad been at if, I
wonder ¥

“1 haven't touched the bLlessed cash-

box ! roared Bunter in sudden alarm.
“Besides, you shouldn't have left the
key in 1t, Wharton! Jolly careless of
you, I think! Lemme gol™ )
" Bunter started to struggle frantically,
but the juniors’ suepicions were fairly
roused now. Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull held the wrigghng Duntel, and
Harry unlocked the cash-box and peered
inside.

He zaw the postal-orders at once, and
Eave a roar.

“Well, 1I'm hanged !
fellows I

He held up the little roll of postal-
orders. The Famous Five blinked at
them in astonishment.

“Bo that was the game!” ejaculated
Harry. *“'The fat toad's changed them
for cash out of the box. Well, of «ll the
dashed nerve! Bunter, you great fat
burglar——"

"1 say, you fellows, it was only a
lark ! gasped Bunter, blinking at Harry
Wharton pathetically. ™ Besides, what
does it matter? Ib's cash, ain’t it? I
say, Harry, it won't be so much to yank
about, you know. Easier to carry, too.
And besides-——— Yarrough !

Dunter ended with & wild hawl, as
Harry Wharton stuffed ithe wad of
postal-orders dowa the back of his neck,

“Now, Bunter, my pippin,” he ex-
claimed grimly, "“you've passed the
limit, you checky rotier! and over
thet quid you've taken '™

“(h, really, Wharton, what does it
malior=——*

“Hand it aver V' roaved Harry Whar-
ton furionsly,  ** Haold the et cad, you
chaps - =

“It's all vight—T'll hand them over !
howled Dunter, fearful of the juniors
searching  his  pockets, " Leggo my
wrist, Cherry, vou beast !

Bob Cherry grinned, and released one
of Bunter's fat wrists, Buanter jammed
hiz hand inte his pocket and produced
the ten shillings in silver, then the ten-
shilling note,

He hauded them to Harry Wharton
with a groan, Iarry's face went grim,
and ho put ihe TGRS zafaly 1 tho cash-
box, After locking it hoe placed the ey
m his pocket.

Then e crossed the room and logk a
cricket-stump from among some lumber
at the boltom of the lower cupboard.

Look here, vou
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Bunter watched in no litéle trepida-
t:on. He had no illusions as to ity
purpose,

I say, yvou fellows!” he stam.
mered. “You might let &8 chap oftf!
Don’t T tell you it wasz only a lark—just
a joke, you know !

“8o's this—for us!" satd Harry
grimly, showing Bunter the cricket-
stump. “Bend him across the table,
you fellows !

“¥Yarrough! Oh crumbs !

Bunter howled in fearful anticipation
ns Bob Cherry and the others lifted him
and placed him in a suitable position
ncross the table, He howled still more—
in fact, wvery much more the next
moment,

Whack, whack, whack !

“Yarrough! Ow] Murder!
do it- again, T tell you! ¥aoooup!
crumbs I Yarrough 17

Whael, whack, whack !

A dozen times Harry brought the
stump down across DBunter's tightiy-
stretched trowsers, and the study re-
sounded with Bunter’s wild howls.

“Better take it quietly ! advised
Harry grimly, i Quelchy cotnes slong
he'll want to know the why and the
wherefore,”

“Crrough !

Tha warning had
Bunter’s yells eceased.
gmm::m . when
ropped Lhe stump,

“Lat that be a lesson to you, Bunter,”
said Harry, "I didn't lay it on as hard
a3 you deserved, yoir fat idiot! Now
get out!  And if you'll take onr tip
vou'll take those dashed postal-orders
back to where they belong—befere it's

too late !
Grough !

I won't
Oh

its effect, and
Hoe collapsed,
Harry  Wharton

“Ow! Yow.wow! :
Bunter's reply was unintelligible, He
rolled out of the study, groaning and
rubbing himself dismally. He was find-
it decidedly painful, as well as diffi-
cult, to dispose of his postal-orders,

THE 3EVENTH CHAPTER.
A Splendid Ofer !
SKTNZ@ER & CO., greatly to their

disappointment, werc unable to
carry ount their little plot against
Bunter—that noon at all events,

On  entering room  whera the
amateur theatrical properkies were
stored  they found Mr. Capper, the
master of the Upper Tourth, in pos-
spssior there, He was going through
sona old execcise books aﬁparentty, and
he looked like staving there for some
time. 3o Bkinner & Co. had to post
pone the idea until after afterncon
classes,

In class that afterncon Billy Bunter
came 1a for still more attention from the
Remove in genaral, Most of themm had
heard all about what had taken place
in Study No. 1 over the footer funds,
and the story had enhanced DBunter's
reputation as a “nervy bounder ¥ not a
littla,

The affair of Bunter's postal-orders
was bammmﬁ the favourite tppic of
conversation by this time, and specula-
tion was rife as 1o how it would all end.
The general view was thot Billy Bunter
himself would end up by finding himself
. guod.

Bunter himself did not seem bo trouble |

much what Ehe rest of the Remove
thought. He declined to diseuss the
malter at all, and he made no cfforts to
persusde any more of the Remove to
cash any postal-orders, Derhaps this
was because he knew perfectly well that
none of them would touch one of the
somewhat notorious postal-orders with a
bargepole—to use Skianer's phrase.

Strangely eunough, however, Bunber
found he wos wrong there. As he came
out of the Form-roomm at the end of
afternoon class, Fisher T. Tish tapped
him on the arm.

“I guess I want g word with you, Bun-
ter,” said Fishy, somewhat mysterionsly.
“Come along to some guiet spof, Bun-
ter, old man, somewhere where we can
spill the chin-music unheard. Get me?”

Bunter blinked at him morozely. Ha
was not a little astonished, Fishy had
been heunting him sinee the previous
evening, and only the fear of Peter
Todd's fists had prevented the trans-
atlantic junior from carrying out his
threat of making * potato scrapings * of
Bunter,

And now, here Fishy was, whispering
bo him like an old pal with a scoret to
divualge.

*1f it's about that blessed six bolh—*
began Bunter sulkily.

I zeckon you're off your hoss there
Billy,” grinned Fisher I, Fish.  “I
kinder reckon and calculate that T've
Elren up that hank for a bit, though it's
usiness I'm after, jost a few, I guess
Look hyer, Bunter! Is it the straight
goods that Prouty cashed one of those
postal-orders ™

Bunter ?Eﬂ"ﬂ a feeble grin.

“Two of 'em,” he said, nodding. * Bat
I['va spent the two bob, if that's what
vou'rn after, Fishy—»

“Nix on that!"” grinned Fishy., *I
guess I'm not haonkering after small fr
like that. I reckon i? Prouty cashe
some of those postal-orders, then there's
nix against me dotn' it—sce ¥

Bunter's face cleared, and he grinned.

“You want to cash some of them,
giﬂilj 7 he said eagerly. * Mum-my hat |

sort,

"

knew you weren't really a ba
Fishy, though you are & beastly Ameri-
can skinflint—"
“Look hyer, yvou galost—"
“Coma round by the cloisters, we can
talk there,” interrupted Dunter hur-
riedly. I don't mind telling you, Fishy,

orders I want cazhing. My aunt-I
mean my uncle—that iz to say, my pater
sent me & whole heap—bob ones.  He
saya I'm to spend one every day, no
more, "’

“0Oh, jemima !

“That's all rot, of eourse,” said Bun-
ter, ﬁllakin% hia head. “Fapey spend-
ing only a bob a day! Bosh, 1 eall 1t!
Anyway-—"

Aw, shucks on that stuff!™ grinned
IPishy. “1 reckon i've got my eye testh
cut, Buntor. Aw! Cut that out! I
reckon 1 den’t care a dime where you
got 'om from.*

“Oh, really, Fighy——"

“If there's nothing wrong in old
I-"mutf cashing the pesky postal-orders,
then [ reckon there ain't much mmiss
with this ga._'.r doing likewise,” prinned
Fishy, with a wink. *“SBay, what about
moseying on ¥

Bunter nodded, and the two conspira-
tors made their wav out of the School
Houze. In the shelter of the shadowy
cloisters Fishy stopped.

" Now, Bunter, I reckon we kin get
vight down to business, How many of
the pesky orders have vew gol*”

“How many do you want to cash
demanded DBunter cautiously, his eyes
gleaming.

“I guess I ken take all vou've got,
Bunter !

“Cash down?” inguired Dunter.

“Yep! Well, how many #*

HThirty,” said Dunter, after a pause.
“That's thirty bob, Let's
blessed moncey fiest, Fishy ; I know you !

“Aw! Don't get on the hustle stunt,

| Bunter. I reckon I for
that I'm not on the philagthropy stunt

that I've got a fair number of postal.

8

?ﬁ! :

—not much, sie-r-r! -This hyer's busi-
ness. I'm offering yew eightponce each

for the greenbacks—cash down, and no

receipt given

" h ™ gasp&d Bunter.
PO LB 1 ——

“Take it or leave it, Bunler I’ grinned
Fishy, *“I hkinder reckon yoiw'll find
it dilficult to dizpose of the pesky things
to any other puy. I guess I've got to
make a profit on the deal—just a few "

Bunter's face fell. DBut  after a
moment's reflection he decided to close.
After all, a gquid was o guid, and he
sew no other prospect of changing the

stal-orders any other way.

“Hand the guid over!” he grunted,

“ Let's see the greenbacks first!”

“Look here, Fishy——"

“Look hyer, Bunter——""

They argued for & moment, and then
they compromised-—cach bonding over
his part of the bargain at the sameo
moment.

* Look here, Fishy,” said Bunter euri-
ously, aa he pocketed the pound-note
with a chuckle, * what are you going to
da with the postal-orders? You won't
meq’tinn you got ‘em from me, will
sou "

“"Aw'! Don't ask E&bk;f guestions:,"
grinned Fishy, I revkon I wasn't boen
vesterday. ou wor't cateh this hver
guy mentioning anything or anyvbody
over this deal. Yep. ve got to be
skedaddling now, I rechon.”

With that the American junior left
Billy Bunter apd trotted away. And a
few minutes later Fisher T. Fish was
cycling hard for Rylcombe.

In Eia pocket were a number of the
postal-orders; the rest were hidden away
i the American junior's locker. Fishy
wag too cute a business man to attempt
to cash too many at once. He meant to
do that, like the immortal Eric, little
by little. At such & profit he could afford
to wait to cash the rest.

When nearly into the village Iishy
jumped from his machine, and, after n
quick glance round, he siippm.l behind
a hedge. Taking his cap off, be crammed
it into his pocket and jammed another
cap on his head—a rough, twced cap,
From another pocket he took a pair of
horn-rimmed spectacles and slipped them
on. Then he turnod his coat collar up.

"I guess that's the peods,” he mur-
mured with a chuckle. “ [ reckon there's
no guy emart enough in this hyer sleepy
old village to spot whe I am. And if
there's trouble, it won't. be this guy to
get it. [ took "em from Bunter inno-
cently—just like Prout and the rest of
‘'em did. I guess 'l try the procevy
store first. I rather fancy some of our
galoots will be in Uncle Clegg's."”

And with another chuckle Fisher T.
Fish mounted his bike and rode into
the village. At Chunkley's Stores he
dismounted and entered,

“Box of matches I guess 1 want™
seid Fishy to the assistank. "1 rockon

ou wan't mind cashing a postal-order
or o bob?"

“Certainly not, sir,” said the assistant,

“Perhaps you wouldn't mind cashing
" suggested Fishy

“"Whx, you

these other two, also’
carelessly, shoving another couple of
postal-orders on the counter.

“4Not at all, sie™

The American junior Yook Lis matches,
and the aszistant looked rather hard at
Fishy, and then he went to the till with
tho postal-orderz. It was rather unuaunal
to got strangers in Friardale, cspecially

strangers who wanted to cash postal-
-grders threo at a time.

sge . your p

t to mention |

At the till the assistant looked care-
fully at the pestal-orders, and ho noticed

{Continued on pase 16
Tuae Maaxer Liseary.—MNo, 501,
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Qur Contributors give us their
opinions—some valuable,
others priceless !—in rhyme!

BILLY LBUNTER:

'Frue happiness, I always think, konsists
of lotz o eat and drink, You can't have
(ezeure wnulloyed, when you poszess s
aching wold, For when you're fammished
and wnfed, you often wish that yon were
ilend. good sgquare meal of Mimbie's

Farts, Lru-: happiness amd joy Mmparts.  And
when you're cating ecurrent buns, vour
thoughta-and looks are happy ones! There

ia a twinkle in your eve, when tueking into
ealbit-pic. Those choklit. fingers—ealled
eclarez—make you forget your woes and

pares,  If happincsa and joy yoo needd, the
lessiny™s & harly feed!

LORD MATULEVERER:

I think true happiness, begad, depemds on
hwow much sleep you've hnd, You con’t be
happ¥, blithe, and gay, unless you snaoze
i hours & day.  You can't start danciog
with delight, when you have spent a sleep-
l=zs might., The finest thing ta make yaop
happy is forty winks—god'-ni’, old chappio !

PETER TODD:

True happiness depends on heaitli; not, as
apanee people think, on wealth, How can you
laugh your wuay through 1ife, when pains

uttack you like a knife? When you have
pangs of indigestion good spirits are heyond
the ation.  But when you're feeling well
and fit, with shypulders squared anrd oimseles

knit— then happiness is bound to follow.
imps of Care are bewalen hotlow !

WILLTAM GOSLING:

I dou’t helieve in appiness, but surliness
#n' snuppineds.  You can't ludulge in larfin®
tacties, when you are smitten with rheu-
maties ! The optimistic fellers EAY, " A merry
Part goes all the day.” Bub it's a kuotty
problem, wery, to cultivate an “eart wobs
merry!  When sharp vheumatic pains gocs
throngh me, I can't ‘elp. feehin® glum an’
giromy, .ﬁ.n if an optimistic feller suffered
1iu: same, I bet “¢"d beler!

JOBR CHERRY:

“Wark while vouw work, and play while
you play: that i3 the wuy to be h:lpp:.r and
pay s solid philmr_rphv apyway !

ROLSOVER MATOL :

A slogging contenst in thic gym will kecp you
soind bn owind and limb.,  And knocking other
fellows out promotes froe happiness, no
«doubt., But when YOIT are the vietim—well,
then there’s azpother tile Lo tell!

HORACE COEER:

Mere with a motor-bike (it's wmy best pal),

A cap of oil, ap iron nerve—Jave, how

b5l snap my fiogers al the hﬂhhles,

I'r blnighwa are bubt ppizabees,—§ Bow.wow
w=ladd,)
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The

EDITORIAL'!

By Harry Wharton,

SN e e e e

13 maneged, once upon o time,
W to print an issue wll in vhyme.
Clan we achieve the feat again?
HMere is our answer, cleay and

prlaiil, :

Thiz week we've blossomed into verse.
(T'm thankful we feel none the worse!)
It menst an overdose of toil, burning
the merey midnight oil.  Yor versifying,

oodness koows, 19 much mare diffienlk
than proze. DBut we've succeeded, ail
sorene ; contributors were mustard keer.
They diligently made =& start by
practising the rhyming art, They found
that **fun * would rhyme with “'sun";
that *“bun * would I'i"l:]lih'.} with “ Sally
Lunn 3 ithat “pain* 1.1.-::-11!:'] hiarmonise
with ““cane”; that ”hmm would go
well with ™insane.” And so they
managaed, bit by bit, to make their
chymes and jingles fit,

Wa trust that our poetic labours will
please you and your friends and neigh-
bours, There's verse by Bunter, Smithy,
Toddy--in [act, there's verse h.'_.,r BYETY-
hody. Iliven young Nugent of the
Second, although a brainless imp he's
lm_.l:nnml has given us & varn in rhyvme,
He'll be o S8hakespeare yet—in time !

I must buek np end finich now, and

termipate this brief “‘pow-wow.™ Not
that I'm lazy; bub the fact is, T'm
wanted «down at  footer practice,

Whoerever there

1z any sport on, youw'll
find yours troly,

ITanmpy WHARTON.

KEEP SMILING!

By our Dusky Optimist, Hurree Singh.

When yon have gob the humplulness,
and feel down in the dumpfulness;
when troubles on your trackfulness are
hike 2 wall of blackfulness; when eall
your gay aid jolly dayes have turndd to
melancholy days; it's no use saying
irownfully, * The world iz upside-down-
fally I Tackle your froubles manfully,
A% !amlg. as you canfully; and they
will bid good-byefulness in twinkling o
ait evelulness. o carthly use repining,
boys, for there's a silver himing, hoys,

behind the dark elowd slining, boys.
Away with gloom and tearfulness ! Keep
smiling, foll of cheerfulness!  These

worels are written inkfally, for you to
ponder thinkfully, A merry heart and
g&:r{u]neis will take you all the wayful-
neas ! So mind you grin the grinfulness ;
then you will win the winfulness !

It Is
ek sunomy

QOTER'S the order of Lhe day.

at  Grevfriars, anyway!

ar in frosty woeuather, we love to

vhase the bounding leather. But on
the wet and fopey dayvs, we have the Cross
Waord Puzzle craze (0 oecupy oo’ hours of
Ieisure. They are a source of hkeenesl plea-
sure.  Lots of the fellows, it is plain, have
Cross Word Puzzles om the hrain!

wWE 1}]1»13;! a footer meateh losl weel with
Coker awd his Fifth Form cligue. The game
waa wabched by hadl dhie zehwool, and Coker
made o fine *Tony Fool™ He blundered
here, e stumbled there, barging and charg-
jme everywhere!  We won the matel by two
to nil. The Fifth feel sore about it still.
I rather pity them, poor =onl:, You sed,
ald Coker scored our goels!

TO-DAY we exercisged owr limbs sgainst the
sportsmen of 5t Jim's.  They have a smark
and skilful shfe—a fact which cannot be
dlenfad, Tom Mevry is o vipping leader; his
fumie iz Enown to every reader, T woaz o
keen and thrilline tussle.  We battled hard

with brain and wmuscle, and gained the
verdiet by o goal; then heard the showls
like thumder roli? “%ell played, yon

fellows ! came o roar. " You've put the
Baints fo rount once marel!™

Elaaes =

ONE day we Dliad a papei-chase. TE proved
v far Irom thrilling race. Yoo zee, old
Munly was the hare, (The stacker drives
me to despair?) We followed hot upon fhe
trall, and  found his lerdcship, puffed and
pale, rechiniig on A Masbic seat. He'd searcely
ran & dozen feet! Iie eaid to usz, in tones
appealiug T Begad! 've goh that a‘retpy
feeling! This puperclmgﬁ- 1A too much T
Therg’'s no mora papgér in my bog “Fe-
heuled the rlacker to Lizs feet, then hmu.t-r-rj
him aeroas Lhe seat, and Inmmed bim with
a erjcket-stump. 1t zérved him right, tha
lagy champ!

[ S

AT Grevivlars School i: oflen heard the
shrill volee af the Buntek-hird, 1 say,
¥ou feliows! You'll agree there’s not a finer
man than me, Lo skipper the Bemove Eleven.
I learnt to play when I was seven. My
passing iz & work of art; my shooting, too,
iz jolly smart. In fact, m} charming enusin
Elsie declares 1'll one day play for Chelsea,
S0 make me kipper with despateh; lthen wo
shan't lose a singic mateh Suel geniti-
menta are tommy-rot. I'm pretty sure we'd
loze the loi!

WRITING thiz colufan sl in rhyme has
taken rae o fearful time. I wish ¥ h..ui Bick
Penfold's Kuaek of muaking ** foreard ' thyma
with “bBack,”™ To lnm it's just like shelling
pena. He writes with flueney and eage. To
me ik s a fearsome task, "Tis done! Defora

-the fire I'll bask!

Supplemcnl g
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HERE =
kitehen

with the
Jack  Jolly

Eruhble
=tafl,”
mattered, with a larf.

“T
“What

ventnred Merry,

“ . is a serions hizziness—veopy [

“Why larf about i, then? asked
Bright. “You've simply crowing with
dehte ™

Jack Jolly chnekiod morve and more.
Ile larfed until his ribhs were sore.

“The cooks have gone on strike,” he
sanl.  “Thev've bheen offended by the
Head, ©Old Birchemall has heen kowm-
plaining; he says the kitehen staff want
Beaining ! * The masters’ foad is simply
hateful ! T will not ent another plateful !
The way they wndercook the meat makes
it impossibul to eat.  The way they
wake their rabbit-pies Lrings tears of
sorro to my eves. Lhe bovs are fed in
proper stybe: the masters' food is worse

1 rfa

than vile!

“The Head delites io let off steam,”
sard Merry, " He's a perfect shream 7

“He's made wook ratty,” Jolly said.
“She's simply furious with the Head!
She's coming out on strike to-day. The
kitchen's lovked up, anyway ! She told
the Head: ' You'll get no pies ov stews
tH] vou appologise! I will not cook
ansther meal, so savvidge and annoyed
g !-'m':!!, ’E'H neither bake, nor roast, nor
[ e

Oft ernmbs 17 said Merey, with a sigh.
“YThat means no grubb for all the
R!’!]i?ﬂ]’] Why are vou larfing, Jack, vou
o] 77

It dugzent worey me,” said Jolly, "1
see 1o nead for mellavkolly™

cried RBright

AVe'i wll be famniashed by

of  trubble

L8 N

“DBut we shall staree ™
in hiorror,
to-morrer

Jack Jolly smiled a sueny smile, ITe's
always grinning—ihat’s his stile.  Said
he: "My dear old Auntie Prue has sent
me five whole guids to blue, Down i
the vithdge we will scamper, and pur-
chass a tremendus hamper, Paoodin
wied pies ang cakes and buong will i'urrif;
thoe fammished onez, A mddnite foest
we'll have tomita ”

“Oh, what a *Jolly ® wheeze ! said
Bright.

And so they planned o feed the Farm,
when modnite soanded e the dorg,

Meenwhile, the lightuing strike of
canks kept the whole zchool on (entler-
hooks.

Mo dinner and no tea was served, The
Head grew restless and wnnerved,

“TPhose wretched strikers, | could kick
Yem ! he said, addressing Mr. Lickham.
“They've ecab off evervhody’s  dict,
There's pretty sure to bo a rioc!™

“Po think,” said Mre, Lickham zadly,
“the kitchen staff should act 20 madhy !
I'm rvaveniuz, and so are you, giv, ]
gee vour helt 13 getting loozer.”

“The 1lead lacked savvidge as he
felt,  Baid he: "1 do not wear a belt I

“Proy dor't be angry, I bezeeclr! But
nray egﬁﬂnuﬁa— rny hasty apeech. T icant
to say that lack of dinvoy is making vour

1i8

proporiions thinner !
Supplement 1)

orr——

!

i

1 IE:TI'
i

il

“3?1".‘-.\1*

~A €} Fory

T]F'I'_:‘ ]:Tl"ﬂd I'Hli.":"l._ll “EJ -I'il]'l:ll [llﬂ'l'l']'t ]:liE
stady, Ilis countenance with wrath was
ruddy,

“T won't give in " he Nazhed, red-liot.
“Appolegize? 'l sack the jot !

And so the kilchen strike proscoded.
The Head's fooren throotz went all wun-
heeded., The cepok was obstinate and
firmi. "Twaz the sensation of the term !

But Jolly and hiz chums that night
weire Jollv, Merry, also BDright ! They
had no reczon to be sad, bekawse their
leader—lueky  lad !—possessed o five-
pound note to bBlue,  He felt olated—
wouldu't vou ¥

The hamper was of such & size to

ladden any glutton’s eyes. And Tubby

wrrell said with glee: ““Oh, what a
stunning spread "twill be !

“It wiil be simply grate ! said Bright.
“Wao'll pather round by candle-lite, and
feed on cake: and tarts and skones, till
we kollapze with parnefnl grones !

The ehaps were hunery oz canld be.
They'd had no dinner and no tea. Awnd
when tive mmidnite chimes rang out, Juck
Jally gave an cager shout.

“Bring forth the hamper!” he ox-
claimed, leaping from bed with choeks
inflamed.

Candles were lighted here and there,
angd in the brite and glittering glare, 'the
fellows sqputaticd on the finor, dovouring
pastries by the score.

“Pour out the good old jingor-wine !
said Tubby Barrell, *This is fine

' Puss the doe-nntts, if yvou please——"

“1*ass the sandwiches and cheese——"

“Uarve a alwe of ourrent cake -

“Phis is prowe, and no nustake |

The feest  proseeded  merrily—a
topn spread,  yea,  verily! Pt
suddenly there come g hmzh, On Jolly's
face appeared & hlush. Vaor in the door
way of ihe room, the feesters saw a
figgeor lonm !

“I0s Mr. Lickham I mutterad Bright.
“Quick !  Shove the hamper out of
shghit 1"

“Tog Jute, too late!” arose the erv.

For My, Lackbam®s eager eye hod seen
the ehicken and the ham, the gorgon-
zolor and the jam, e gazed npon the
fastive seene. | Y Bovs, whal does this
eotnmabion necan $°

Jack Jolly tried in vain to speak. He
simply gave a feebie squeak. The others
moved towards iheir beds, with drooping
shoulders and bowed heads,

e S SR S R R e —

“COME SING TO ME—"

Next Monday there will be, dear
boys, a ** SINGING ™ number, in
which the joy: and other sides of
such a pastime are well deseribed

—but NOT in rhyme.

Now don’t wou misz thiz ™ pocal ™ freal,
' Singing " frem wy iz hard 1o beat ;
We've " warbled ™ in pour ear before,
Stand by then, chums, for o groad
eRCare,
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of St. _Q‘-:rm'-r; in riyyme .
“Di-:h::,i“ excele himself this Time .|

]

|

The master of the Fourih siood ihere,
and ran his fingers through his hair.
At sight of that abtractive spread, the
wielched master lost his head., With
huuger e was pail apd lean; he had a
hagrard, carewarn mean.

“Jolly,™ he said, in feeble tanes, “T'm
nothing but a bag of bonos ! 1've hwd no
dinner and no tea——a skoilington I soon
shall be! If only T may taste your fare,
[ won't report this conduet—there 7

“Pile in!” was Jolly’s cheerfal
answer. ' Eat all the doe-nuits that you
can, sr *

2o Lickham laid aside his gown, and
on the floor he sguatted down., In
wonderment the fellows eyed him, and
some of them sat down beside b,
They gasped to sce his molars munch-
g ; 16 was just like a lion lunching !

“My boys,” he blurted out al last,
“this 15 an eggsellent repast ! For many
moons I have not tasted such goodly
fare. Lot nane ba wasted 17

Then Mr., Lickbam, as
turned purple and began w  choke.
Thern came the rvssle of a gown, The
Head stepped i, with learsome [rown,
“Why, TLickham, bless my sole ™ =aid
he, “What means this merryvinent and
rlen ® Whj.Erﬂ yomk Hiiﬁng an the foor,
devouring cakes and buns galere? Your
indigestion will be croonick ! Mothinks
you will require a tonnick ¥

(Nd Lickham blinked up at the [ead.
"1 felt 5o faint and guecr,” he sand, 1
simply had to have a feed. Pardon this
gluttony and greod 1

There waz a long and awiul paws—
tha IHead's exproszion was the raws,

he spoke,

What would he Jdo to Mre Lickham?
.-";:ul? to the fellowz¥ Would he Lick
ey ?

Hool his expression prew less tragie,
and his frown went as if by magie. He
gazed wpon that tempting tuck, sud
slinply didn’t have the pluck Lo frample
down the keen iemptation to join that
schoolboy zellyvbration !

“You are forgiven, bovs." he said,
“provided you go back to bed.  Lick-
ham, 1 pardon you aa well. New, kindly
icave me for a spell ¥

When Lickham shuflled to the door,
the ead sat down upon the Hoor, no

donger  looking feerre and  vieions.
“These tarts,” ke mermered, “are
delicious!  Whoever  organismd  this

spread had lots of wisdom i his hesd.”

Jack Jollv woas the person weant. He
chuckled at the mmnﬁimmt.

The Head enjoved a gond tuck-in,
“MThat's foe ™™ he mnttored, with a grin,
“Jolly, yvouw've saved ine from starvaiion,
and filled my sole with jewhilation !
Good-night, wy dear young fricuds—
rond-might '

“Why, he can havdly walk ™ pasped
Bright,

Wext morning there was rippin
The hkitchen staff had changed their
views., Tley all retnrned to work once
more, conkitig the dinners as of yore
Their hightmng strike, vou may depend.
will never be forgot,
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(Continued from page 13.)
what was wrong with them at once. At
the same moment he seeméd to remem-
ber something. :

Callimg the errand-boy to him, the
assistant whispered somcthing, and the
boy rushed out of the shop. Fishv
stared after him.

“Had to send himt out for change,”
lied the shop-assistant glibly. “*You
don't mind waiting, sr*”

1 guesz T don't.™

Ho Fishy waited, and he was still wait-
ing—though very impatiently—some four
ot five minntes later when the errand-
bov returned, grinning all aver his face.
Behind hiny was a burly, familiar figure
in bhie,

It was P.-¢c. Tozer, the Frinrdale con-
stable, Fisher T. Fizsh blinked at him.

“Waal, I swow!"” he gasped mn alarm.
“I—1 kinder reckon——"

“That's him!” announced the assist-
ant, Lfromt.ing at the American junior.
“And these are the postal-orders,” he
tdded, handing them over to the podgy
ggunrdmu of the law. "VYou'll notice
they're not stemped or nitialed, and
thevy're for a bob each. Waan't there
some bob postal-grders among that lot
as was pinched from Fegg post-office?”

P..c. Tezer consulted his pockei-book
with portly dignity, and with one cye
on Fishy.

“It's a catel ! he said, nodding.
“Tifty of "em there was—{fiflty new, un-
issued postal-orders, You'll come along
with mn, voung feller.”

Fishy stood trensfzed, until the con-
stable rolled towards him, and then he
scted desperately. Butting the constable
i the nbs, he jumped for the doorway.

“Grough ! gasped P.-¢. Tozer.

He doubled up like & punctured bal-
lpon, and sat down in an opened sack
of Bour behind him. Fishy was through
the doorway and Aving down the street
nexk moment.

“Hatop "im ! bellowed the furious con-
stable, scrambling with difficulty out of
the sack of flour. _

He rushed out of the general store
with tho assistant and the errand-boy at
hiz heels. All thres weant down tha vil-
lage street sfter the fying American
juntor, yelling as they went.

“Stop 'im! Hey! %tﬂ'{'} that faller!”

“0Oh, jumping Jerusslem crackers!™ |

panted Fishy.

~He had been in teo big & hurry to
bother about his bike, but he wished
he had stopped for it now. Thera ware
a fair number of people in the High
Htreet, and they stared at the chase,
fortunately for Fishy, not having the
-Eu.ﬁfh to attempt to stop him until too
ate.

But just before he reached Uncle
f’?lﬂgﬁﬂ shop five juniors came out of
the shop to where their bikes were stand-
g at the kerb.

Ther were Harry Wharton & Co., and
they stared round on hearing the com-
1ot ian,

“ Hallo. what the thump—->"

“Stop thief ! Hey ! Btop that feller!”

“My hat! It's a guddy thief !” gasped
Bob Cherry, “Look at old Tozer! 1
saln.v. tir.‘-:r;, up- to us to collar the mer-
chant,™

Tue Macxer Lipramy.—No, 891,
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M YXes, ralber !

The juniors jumped into the rondway
on the instanl, anxious only to do their
duly by awding the police. Fishy yelled
and awerved 1o dedge them, but Bob
{‘herry collared him low and brought
bim crashing down.
“Yarrough!” roared the American
juntor, his spectacles flying yards awey.
“You silly E{f."]m“"‘ lemme go! Can't
you kea I'm Fishy, vou idiots?”

“Fishy "

“(sreat Scoti!™ gasped Bob Cherry,

“It ia Fishv ™ said Harey Whar-
ton, in smazemdént, “Oh, great pip!
Let him go, vou asses! Fizhy, wou
dommy, collar mv bike—quick !

Fishy waz already on his feet, and he
fairly wrenched the bievele from Harrv's
eager hands, He leaped inte the saddle
just as the crowd came {-hargilrg up.

“No, you don't, me lad!" panted
P.-e. Tozer.

The conatable’s hand just missed the
saddle of Harry's bike, and the next
moment Fisher T. Fish was racing away
down the village street, the pedals
frirly whirling round under his feot.

“Well, my bat! cjaculated Harry
Wharton, siarving  after him blenkly.
“What on earih can have happened, you
fellows®™

“Blessed il T can guess!” grinned
Bob Cherry. "1 say, the bobby didn't
spot anything. What aboul pretending
to go in chase of Fighy?”

“Good wheere! Let me ride on vour
back step, Bob.”

The juniors mountsd withont delar.
F.-e. Tozer and the rest of the villagers
had given up the chaze for the moment
as hopeleaz and were returning.

Tn a flash the juniors were mounted
and riding hard on the treil of the hap-
less Fishy, Harry Wharton standing on
the back step of Bob's machine. They
flashed past the disgusted constable and
the villagers, and soon they were in
the Friardale Lewne, racing hard after
Fishy.

It was not until they were almost al
the gates of Greyfriars that they canght
Fishy up, however. As the Famous
Fivo rode alonpgside him  Bishy eved

them dismally,

“Ave they alter me?" he panted.
“(Geewhiz! T reckon that was a narrow
shave for this guy! Ob, jemima ™

“You're safe enough now, Fishy"
grinned Bob Cherry.

“Lel’s have my bike! called Tlarry
Wharton.

The juniors dismounted. znd after 2
sharp look behind him YTisher T. Fish
did likewise, and hanided the machine
over to Hirry Wharton.

g ess that old gridiron saved this
guy's bacon, Wharton!" he gasped, “1
guess I've been a poldarned fool to
shove my oar into this hyer pesky postal-
order business. Yep! I zes it now !

" Postal-order | echoed Harry
Wharton.

"Ha, ha, ha! roarad Bob Cherry.
“We might have gueszed Bunter was
at the bottomn of this. What's hap-
pened, Fishy?"

“1 guese thera ain’t nothing to laugh
at " grouned Fishy dismally, "1 guess
this guv’s had a narrow escape. And,
oh, Jernsalem crickets, I've left v
pesky bike behind!™

Figher T. Fish fairly wrung his hands
and almost wept with dismay.

Y My goldarned gridivon ! he moaned,
“And three bob pone, toof Threa
silver shillingz! Oh jemimat! T guoess
I'll make sppleshavings of that paloot
Bunter for lettmg me in for this!
Theee hob and a bike! X guess I've gol

e

to get that  hike back
though "

“What on carih has happoened, von
ass?" demanded Harry Wharton.

Fishy groaned again hollowly, and
then he explained.

“1 reckoned I was on to a snip,” be
groaned. "I reckoned the risk wasn't
worth 4 dime. I reckon I was wrong.
1 reckoned because old Prouty had
cashed some of that pesky fat galoot'-
poatal-ordars that [ showld be safe
enongh fo de hikewise. I reckoned on
clearing some spondulicks aver it.  Oh.
great jumping Jerusalem cvackers!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton guite fatled io Ffud
any a}mpathy for the crafty American
junior. They roarved with laughter:
they could not help it

“I guess you jays meedn't do the hee-
haw stunt!” snarled Fishy bitterly. 1
gues: 1t's no  cackling  imatter! My
bike. My thres bob! And, oh, my
hat! How'm I goin' to get my durocks
back on the quid I've handed over to
that fat clam Bunter? I puess I'm alter
that fat swindler before ha shoots it ail
into Myrs, Mimble's til! Oh, jumping
snakes !

As the thought struck ihe American
junior he rushed away throngh the
catos like a streak of lightning.

“Hsz, ha, ha!™

Harry Wharton & Co. roarad,

“Well, my hat! What a screxw!”

nted Bob Cherry.  * Poor old Fishy:
{'s not often the crafty old Shylock 12
laft, Dhut it looks a2 il he's heen bad.
left this time!”

“Berves him jollv well right, ino!”
grinned Johnny i'inll.

That was the opinion of the Famous
Five as a whole. In his efforts to get
something for nothing the trapsatlantic
junior had over-reached himsell  this
timme. And there was a plentiful lack of
sympathy emong Harry Wharton & Clo.

“1t's pot finished with yet, though—
you mark my words!" said Harry sert
cusly, as they walked their Inkes acroes
to the cycle-shed. *“They've got Fishy's
bike, and they'll trace ils owner saon
enough, There's troubla ahead for
Bunter, as well as Fishy "

And Harry Wharton was right (heee.

sompliow,

THE EIGETH CHAPTER.
An Arresting Ineident !

ii ALLO! Great pp! What the
Harry Wharton stopped,

with a gasp—as did iz four
chums, They had just housed their
machines in the c¢yele-shed, aund were
wending their way round to the School
House, when their eyes beheld rather a
remarkable sight. .

Just as they were possing the ol
woodshed near the chapel they saw a
figure emerge from the gloomy interior,
It was the form of an exceeding podgy
policeman, and he came slinking out in
an exceedingly suspicious manner,

“Well, my hat!” cjacolated Bob
Cherry. " ld Tozer! What on earih
15'-'—'-'”

“It looks like- Tozer,” began Harey
Wharton, staring hard at the familar
form in blue: ““‘and vet it doesn't seemn
like him zomehow. Halla!™

Harry gave a sudden ery of bewilder.
ment. Ilard on the heels of P.-v. Tozes
—if it could he that official of the law—
came 2 little crowd of grinning junio:r-
The jumors recognised Stott and Snoop
and Bolsover and Bulstrode and quite o

number of Remove fellows.
“Wonder what's on?” mutteved Ilntry,



RVERY
MONDAY.

e

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

rw?n?h!nl- 17

“Clome on, vou fellows, we mustn't mizs
this 1™

“ Rather not !

The puzzled juwniors raced forward
and tacked thomselves on to the chort-
ling procession.

“What the thomp's this pame, Bul-

strode®”  demanded  Harry  Whartaon.
“What's old Tozer after?”
“ Bunter IV explained Bulstrode

cheerfully., “The fat ass haa been sail
ing pretty close to the wind for a good
bit now., He's overdone it over this
postal-order business, though. Skinner
—I mean, old Tozer—is going Lo arvest
him 1"

“Oh ! pasped the juniors.

They understood now, and delightod
gring came over themr faces,

“Bo—so that's Skinner ! ejnenlated
Harry, nodding io the fhigure in blae.
“AMy hat! 1 can see it now, of course.
Whew ! - What a wheooze I

“TDo the fat ass good to give lum a
fright ! chuckled DBob Chervy. * It
perhaps make him pull up before i¥'s
ioo late znd he does actually land in
¢lhink.™

“Ha, ha! Yes'l”

The fgure in blue looked ronnd sud-
denky,

“Burve the fat burglay is in the tuek-

shop ¥ he exclatmed in deep, gruff
LTI TLE S

“Abgolndely  sore!”  chortled Bul
strode,  *Where on carih e¢lse do you

expect to find him 7

“1ia, ha, ha!”

“Bure the coast iz clear i demanded
ithe ' constable ” azain.

“AHl serene,” called out Bolsover.

“Good ! Here goes then, Back up,
you fellows ¥

“What-ho ™

The voice was Skinver's own  this

bhne, and as he left the shelter of the

chapel wall the rest of the procession
followed him. It was not a leng dis
tance to the fuckshop nestling beneath
the old olins, and in less than a minutc
the form in blue had crossed the inter.
vening space in safoby,

When he reached the doorway of the
tuckshop the whole crowd of cager
juniors were at his heels, They were
frantically keen to 2ee the "arrest ™ of
Thilly DBunter.

As  they blinked over Skinner's
shoulder nlo the tuckshop Ihﬂ}' £ A
lly Punter as ence—and thl:;.? heard
him, too. e was with Fisher T. Fish.
And Fish had Billy Bunter’s head in
chaneery, and was punching away ot
Bunter's face as if for a2 wager, {o the
accompaniment of  terrific yells {from
Billy DBunter.

P, Bkinner took a pair of handeufls
from his pocket and entered the shap,
jingling them in his hands.

“'Lre, "erc! What's all thiz?" he
exclaimed  in deep, official  tones.
“Fighting, hey? I'll have to arrest

vou twice over then, Master Bunter.”
<At the sound of the heavy tramp of
Skinner's No. 11 boots Fighy had
dAropped Dunter and  looked round. As
he beheld the ominous figure in blue he
fatrly shook from head o toe.
“Oh, great jumping snakes !
groaned. " Ow! Oh jemnma !
Bunter alse looked reund, and as he
boheld the man in blie hia wild howls

he

veased, and, like Fishy, he fairly
shook.

“Oh lor’ ! he groaned. " Oh dear !
It was only too clear that Dboth

Bunter and Fishy had
sUlenges.

Mrs, Mimble, who was looking much
apitated, pave a pasp.
"G-gm}d g’ruuiﬁuﬁ,
gasped, "What ever

guilty con-

Mye, Tozer ! she
iz the matter?

“ Matter 7 was tho graff reply, “This
‘ere 15 4 case of recetving stolen pro-
perty, Mrs, Mimble, T'm szorry to
have to harrest Master Dunter; but
dooty 13 dooty 1"

i w []l

Bunter gave & yelp, Fisher 71, Fish
gasped aloud with deep relief,” To his
utter amazement, the constable did not
address ham, nor did he even glance at
him. Bkinner's clover make-up had
completely deceived him, and he had
imagined the village constable had fol-
lowed him from the village.

He knew dilferent  mnow,
And, watching his chanee,
slipped round the podgy official
bolted through the doorway.

But the hapless DBunter had mo
chonece to do likewise, P..e. Skinnet's
hand fell en his shoulder,

“1 harrest you, Master Duuter!™ he
exclaimed in  deep, impressive  lones.
“For a receiving of stolen postal-orders
which ia the property of 'is Majesty.”

“Owl Oh dear! It's all a mistakel”
howled Bunter frantically., “Tt wasn't

however.
Fishy
and

me ! I don't know auything about any
postal-orders, Ow!  Never cven secn
one! Ow! Beswles, I found ‘em—you

can't deny that !”

“Ha, Iha, ha !

“L warng you afore you goea any
farther,” sgid the disguized Bhkioner,
“that anything. you sez will be thunder-
ing whoppers—1 mean, will be used

against you at your (inel, Masler
DBunier,™
“Ow! Oh dear! I zay, vou fellows,

go for him! Knock old Tozer down
while I get away. Ow! Feich Qoelehy
somrenne

“Ha, ha, ha!™

The jumora roared, but Tunier was
too terrified gpven to notice that fact,
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" Now. then, let's have the darbies
nn IF!

“Oa ! Yarrough '™
“Reswene, vou fellows !
Whartonn I Oh, help ™

Bunter yelled frantically as Skinner
pwisted  his wrists-and slipped, on  the
handewffs: There was & snap and it was
Uane. _

The lLapless PBilly Bunter stood,
almost  weeping with  horror, wiih
“Tezer's " hand on his shoulder, and the
steel Bracelets on his wrists,

Y*Ha, ha, ha!”

His schoolfellows heartless
almost madethe fat junior
with indignation and emotion.

“YWou heariless beasts!” he shrieked,
zlaring at them bitterly -through his
big spectacles. “Why don't you help a
chap® Don't let this beast take me
away, Wharton,  ¥arrough !” _

Bunter yelled as Skinner grasped him
and yvanked him towards the door

“Kim on!” he said grufily, *1 ‘opes
this *ere will be a lastin' lesson to all
these other young himps! Kim onl”

* Grough 17

There was no help for it—Bunter had
te -gpo,  Had the practical joking
Skinner been. wise he would have been
satisfied with his success. But Ekinner
was not wise——or satisfied. He wanted
to march the aguirming Bunter through
the gate: badly. So he dragged Bunter
out of the tuckshop, and there was a
roar as the two emerged into the open.

“The =silly idiot!” grinned Harry
Wharton. “That's just Skinner all
over-—he always overdoes things, Ile'll
be spotted },;,- Quelchy or someone as

sure as fate,"

But apparently Skinner did not think
so—or if he did so he -was heedless in
the elation of his success as an imperso-
-nator, Followed -by. the laughing
orowid=—a crowd which grew bigger
overy second=—he marched the almost
hysterieal Billy Bunter towards the
gates. He had almest resched them
awhen a ligure in cap and gown came
througlh the gates, It wag Mr. Prout,
who had just shipped out to post a
letter in the wall pillar-box.

“Oh,  great Scott!” gasped Bob
Cherry: " That's done it !®

Ii had indecd! Mr. Prout stopped
dead and staved, transiixed, db the
sieht of Bunter, handcuffed and being
fed -away by & constable.

“G-good gracious ! he ejaculated in
horrified alarm.  “ Bub-Bunter, my
dear boy—constable, my dear man—
Good gracious !

“Btop  hun Y
fully, "Ow !
away. Yow!

"“"Bless m
Prout, hlitﬂun%

Bunter.
Boeseue,

roaraed
You !

hilarity
cxplode

howled Bunter fear.
Don’t let him take me
Rescue 1™
soul!"”  ejaculated Mr.
from the consitable (o
iz prisoner. *'1 am amazed, aztounded !
A Greyiriars boy—under arrestt Good
gracious ! Conutable, what does this
mean i

Bkinner released his grasp on Billy
Bunter,. and trembled., He wished fron
the bottormn of his heart that he had not
been quite s0 zealous in. carrying oul
hix duty as a *‘constable ** now.

A e[ d——"" he gasped.

“[a, ha, hal"”

The crowd-—or, rather, those “in the
know "—roared at the el:iclpreemion of dis-
wiay and indecision on Harold Skinner's

face,

Be. Prowt looked round him in
seandalised anger,

"Bilence,  bovs!”  he  thundered,

“How- dare you give rein to hilarity at
such e time. Constable, is Dr. Locke
aware of this—this amazing situation

THe MaGxer Lisrary.—No, §91.
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Skinner did vot reply fo that, e

felt a  dismal premoniliton that Dir,
Locke would wvery seon know pow in
any caze.
. There was a stiv in the crowd, and
Wingate, the captain of Grevirars,
came closer. There was a grim expros-
ston on Wingate's face aa he ﬂare(;} for
a raoment at " P.-o, Tozer”

M Excuse me, sie—"" he waz begin-
ning, when at that wmoment a dramatic
infcreuplion oceurred.

’ Thfﬁligh the gates before them
loomed a  burly form in the blue
uniform of the police foree. It was
Police-conztably  Torer—the real one

this bime !

Mr. Prout almost veblled; he blinked
at the man ix blue as if he were petui-
fied. Bo alse did Bunter, and tho rest
of the crowd who were not in the joke

“Blesz my soul!™  ejaculated " Mr
Prout, putting hiz haod to his head
“What—what o

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

At that moment the veal P.-e. Tozer
saw the False one, and the expression an
his face was too much for the Removites,
They roared.

“"Hre—"cre I ejaculated the constable,
starin _ﬂghnﬂ. at his double. * Why,
blewed if it ain'i me! My heye !” )

“Ha, ha, ha !

Wingate,” gasped Mr. Prout, “I—

“I think it #s preity clear what this

means, sir,” smiled Wingate. “ This is
an imposter ! [ie 1z a praciieal joker, 1
fancy. From his size I shopld sav——"
_ Az he spoke Wingate made a sudden
Jjump forward. and hiz grasp closed on
one of Skinner's side-whiskers, It came
sway in Wingate's hand.”

“{rreat Scotrt !

“Stop him ! roared Wingate.

For even "as Bkinner's clean shaven
cheek was revealed that luckless joler
made & fiving jump, and wert streaking
across the (lose,

Thﬂugh Wingate's act had rovealed a
boyish tace neither 3fr. Prout nor Win-
gate had recoguised him, and Wingute,
af all events, was determined (o discover
his identity.

He was off after Skinoer with a rush.

“My heye [ ejaculated the
scandalised P.e. Tower,  ““Aw hin-
postor, hes ? T'Ml zoon teach 'im to play
tricks with the Force !™

And Tozer also went after Skinner.
Ile was followed by the crowd in one
headlong rush, most of the juniors vell-
ing with launghter,

“Here I™ howled :H-”.::.' Phinier, gtaring
after them. with his manacicd hands
outstreteched. * Take these things off !
Oh crumbs ! Come back '™

But nobody heeded Billy Bunter,

Skinuner had made a beeline for the
wood-shed;  but Wingatle seemied to
guess his ohjective, for he shot across
“E:tiu_ the speed of the wind to cut Lin
L.

Skinncer saw this L}lr-l::-ugh the corner
of h'lﬂ eye, and he turned l‘IE."S]:.‘rEI:‘HfEEj'
and made for the Bchosl House door-
Way.

“Stop Lim !

A proup of three seniors were coming
down the steps into tho quad, and they
were Cloker, -Polter. and Greene.

LS Gk‘l:_r&[‘. p!';‘.l " ejacalated Coker as he
saw the racing figure in blue with the
crowd streaming on his track., “ MMumn-
my hat! I sav, stop this merchant, vou
chaps '™

“What-leo |

The three seniors spread out
waited for the bapless Skinner.

* Lemme go.!” howled Skinoer,

He chose Coker as being the less
daogerous of the three. and, ducking
his head, he charged fodl-tilk st him,

anl

l ftBop the joung  raseall”  rearcd
Wingate,

Coker did his manial best te obey,
He grabbed at Skinner, who ducked and
butted him below the chest,  As Ekinner
was going al a good speed i was ne
light matter.

“Dw! Yarooooop !

Coker gave a choking »ell and col
lapsed, roanng.  Skisner dodged under
Potter's outstretched arm, and, leaping
up the Behool House stepz, he vanished
through the doorwsy into the House,

But Wingate was hard on his heels
now, and Skinner knew it would he
touch and go. e raced across the Hall
and fairly Aew up the stairs. Reaching
the top he raced for the Nemove
passage, I he could only reach his own

study he felt he would be safe,

But, alas! for hkis hopes. As lLie en-
tered the passage he ran full-tilt into
somenne coming aiong from the opposile
dircetion. It was Mr, Quelch, and the
colltsion was  terrific.  The Homove
master recled backwards and sat down
with a gasp resembling the cscape of
air from a punctured balloon,

“Ow ! panted Bkinner., “0h dear?”

The junior realized he had “done it ™
now with a vengeance, and he lost his
head completely. At all costs he nust
hnd  sanctuarr—somewhere  where he
could shed the merininating rarvments,

In sheer desperation Skinner raced ou
and dived through the ncarest eopen
door. It proved to be the doorway of
Lord Maoleverer's study, and, onee in-
side, Bkinugr slammed the deor and
grabbed for the key,

Then he groancd alowd @ the kevy wa=
rmissimgg from the lock !

“Oh, my hat ! proancd Skinner,

At his wits' end, the junior locked
wildly about him. He conld heay thw
tramp of feet in the passape, and Me
Queleh™s  angry voice.  And in the
monent  of  sheer desperation the
practical joker reniembered something,

Dashing to the window he flung up
the sash.  Ouiside the window was &
spreading elin. two of the branches of
which aluost seraped the window itself,
Skinner remembered that Sir Jioem
Vivian had bragged that he had maode
his way to the quad below by wmeans ol
the tree more than onee,

But dare Ie attempt it *

At any other Uiine Skitner wonld
never Bave dreeatoed of attempling the
task. Dut the cound of the door-Loal
rattliong just then scttled the matier for
Skinner,

With a pasp of alarm he sermaliled
theough ou to the stone ledge helow the
window., - Ther be reached out  and

rasped the nearest bough, which was
ust about hiz height from anothor thick

ough below it.

A moment later b was working his
way along 1t with nis feet veshing on the
bough below.

To an agile and cool-beaded Loy the
rask was casy enough and presented
littla danger. Tiut Skinner was by nn
weans cool-headed just then, and hefore
he had taken & dozen sido-sieps along
the boughs he met with dizaster.

As he neared the trunk the two bougle
ran closer  together. and  suddenly
Skiuner’s tunic caught in a projecting
spike, pulling ki up shost.

The unexpected jovk cauwsed Skinner’s
trembling feet to slip, and with a vell
of fear Skinner fell, his weight dragging
hiz hands from their hold on the thick
bough.

But he did wnot fall far. There fol.
lowed a sudden tearieg of oloth, and
Skinner felt a sudden toreilic jerk at his
back.

The next momoent he was hanging sus.
pended from the lower bough by his
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helt and tunic, which had caught on a
jutting spike of broken bough.

F.-e. Tozer and Mr. FProuf, who were
below, ctopped dead with amazement.

At the same moment Wingate and
Mr. Quelch appeared at the window.
They stared in great alarm at the help-
lese figure of Skinner below them.

“Good heavens!” gasped. Mr. Quelch
in an agitated voice. " The man will
he—— Bless my soul, it is a boy ! It s
Alinner of my Form ™

“I'he hapless Skinner could be recog-
mised eastly encugh now, His helmeot
had gone, likewise his false hair and
evebrows,

“Blezg my sgoul! This—this 15 too
much ! exelaimed Mr. Quelch, his eyes
gleaming with anger. " The boy must

:_:I-q I'ﬂi-l:.ll.lﬂd, however., At any moment
E_'-:

“I'H see to him, eir!” said Wingate
grimly,

He ran from the rgom, sending the
staring crowd in t]m%mrwny flying to
right and left. Mr. Quelch hurried out-
of-doors after Iim, followed by the
excited spoctators,

When the Remove master reached the
spot below the tree ha [ound Wingate
and Walker of the S8ixth clambering up
the tree towards the luckless Skinner,
who was yelling wildly for help, but 'not
daring to move.

The erowd and Mre, Queleh watchedd
breathlessly as Wingate slipped along
the -bough and hizs grasp closed on the
belt round Skinner's waist,

" Keep quick, you youn
Wingate, " We'll soon
sprene 1™

“Hurry up ! wailed Bkinner. “Yow!
I'm falling, I think!™

“Rot!” grunted Wingate. “Grab
hald of the bough when I [ift, you young
idiot 1™

Wingate hauled, and a moment later
Skinner’s trembling hands had gripped
the bough, and the rest was easy, With
the help of the captain and Walker,
Bkinner reached the ground in safety.

A lond cheer with mora than a trace
of irony in 1t grected him.

“Bkinner " exclpimed™Mr. Quelch, his
eves glittering with wrath,  *“ Skinner,
you utterly foolish boy, what does this
absurd masquerade mean "

“Ow! Oh dear!” panied Skinner. |
“It—it was only & joke, sir 1™

Mr. Queleh Iooked Skinner over
sternly. The resk of the crowd loaked at
him with broad grinz. 'The haplesa
practical joker lonked a sight. © His
funturt-nhwereddﬂmen]r&% ‘?'itl Erense.
paint, the padding had shpped down
Fi*mn"huhﬁwphin Ll:ﬁic, and he looked a
very wochegone picture,

“Unly a joke!"™ echoed the Remove
master grimiv. “You have cavsed me
grievous bodily injury, and I under-
stand you have played a foolizh and
ridiculous joke upon Bunter, Tt 12 a
Lﬂhl} for which you will pay dearly,
Skinner I”

" Tt==it was only a lark, sir ! groaned
Skinner. "I only meant to give Bunter
g [right!™

“Very well, Skinner, You will follow
me to my stiudy. One momient, though "
aelded Mr, Quelch. “There is one thing
I do not understand. Why are you here,
constable 7

As he spoke, Mr. Quelch turned to
Police-constable Tozer, and that worthy
gavo & dignilied grunt,

“*Which T'm ‘ere on dooty, sir,” he
smid, glaring at Skinner. “ And what
this ere voung himﬁ-'s dein’ dressed up
ag me, beats me holler. 1 jest come to
50 ﬂm ‘cadmister on important busi-
ness.

ass V" called
ave you all

*1f 1t 18 anything I can deal with—-"
began Mr. Quelch,

f;fff 2

i|1

Oh dear ! * groaned Bunter.
‘him down while 1 get away !

“1 warns you afore you goes any further,’’ said the disgulsed Skinner, ** {hat
anything you sez will be used aﬁn%n;f tﬂ::.l]: rt your trial, Master Bunter.”
‘““Hs, -h-n, ha ! ** roared the juniors In the door-
way. (See Chapter 8.)

111 u‘. !
1 say, you fellows, go for him—knoek

“Which 1t's a werry serious malter,
sir,” anid P..e. Toser darkly., “Case
of receiving stolen property, if it ain't
somethin® worse. I come to see the 'Ead
abvout & young geot name of Fish, He
was caught a-trying to change some
postal-orders in the village—postal-or-
ders what's bin stolen from the Pegg
post-olfice. ™

*G-good
Queleh.

There was & buzz of astonishment.

gracions ™  gasped M.

LR _ N ____]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Bunter !

1 REAT Scott!"
" PPostal-orders ¥
" Bunter's, ' pet !

The very mention of postal-
orders was enough for the juniors, and
a chorus of exclamations and comments
wenk up at once. “Harry Wharton &
Ca., of course, had heard what had hap-
pened in the village, and they were not
surprised.

“Phew! Fishy's for it now!” muz-
mured Harry Whartan.
“8o0's  Bunter ! romarked TFrank

Mugent. *If'll all come ont now. My
hat®  Look at Fishy's face!™

All eves were upon Fisher, T. Fish,
That sharp youth was looking the pic
turs of dismay.

“Fish!" gasped Mr. Quelch. *“Can
this be true, boy? Is it possible that
yau  were  diseovered attempting o
change stolen postal-gvders?™

Fishy licked his dry lips and groaned.

“I guesa it's all a mstake, zir!™ he
mumbled. *“I guess some galoot’s been
wsing my name—"

-doubt that the person was vou,
that

[ fear.

e waiark

“Which thore ain’t no mistake, sir!™
grunted P..e. Tozer. " Which this ‘era
young gent was the feller, right encugh.
‘I was a skinny chap, with a face like a
"awk-—jest lika thizs young gent. And
ha talked like an American, too, 1 un-
derstands. ' ot away, but he left "5
hike behind, which "ad "is name on the
saddlo.”

“Bless my

soul ™ exclaimed Ale

?guelﬂh. eyeing the wretched Fisher T.

“There seems to be no
Fish.
Your guilty face slone satisfies me upon
oint, Fish,"
Fishy's face was almost green wilh
He realized there was no help
for it now.
“1 guess it waen't my fault,” ho
groaned. I guesa I'm the innocens
on this hyer stunt. T reckon I

mh stecnly.

2u
-ms-‘rhed.thuﬁe postal-orders for Bunter,

not knowing the pesky things wero
stolen, sir.”

“Bunter!” ejaculated Mr. Quelch.
* Bo—so Bunter is involved in this amaz-
ing aflair?”

“¥ep, sir. I guess he's been cashing
thesa postal-orders right and left, sir. I
guess I got thﬂ-Peskj things from him,
and 1 guess I only did what others have
done, DMr. Prout will tell you he cashed
one for the fat clam.™

“wod gracious !

It was Mr. Prout this time. He had
arrived on the scene just in time to hear
P.-¢, Tozer's charge, and his faco was

pink,
“Good heavens!™ he gasped. " The
aar Queleh, 1

bay is quite right, my
certainly did cash two postal-orders for
Bunter. Is it possible that they were
stolen ones 7Y
“1f you 'sppen to ‘ave ‘em with you,
TreeE Maasrr Lipeasy.—Ng, 801,
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siv. F can soon tell you that,” said P.-c
Lozer pompously. “Theore was fifty bob
onbes s ain't mever bin issued.  They
ot no stump on, nor no hinitials.”

Ae Prout fumbled inside his wallet in
grear agitation, and after a moment he
produced two postal-orders. He blinked
at them and jump{-d.

“They are undoubtedly stolen ones!”
he ejaculated, handing themm to Mr,
thueleh, “Good gractous! This is bee-
vible, my dear Quelch! That wicked
|.-|f:|1'l."1 Bt pgr——v""

*Where 12 Bunter?" demanded Mr.
Cneleh, glaring sbout him.  Wingate
spp——"

“Ho was here a moment ago, sir,”
said Wingate.

“He 15 not here now, however,” said
Ale, Quelech grimly, “ Wharton, do vou
konow where the wretched boy is ¥

“Alwm! I—I faney he went round
by the chapel a few moments ago, sir1”
srammercd Harry.

“Yery good! Will you fnd him,
Wharton, and bring him to Dr. Locke's
study without delay? Mr. Prout, this
matter 13 most serious, and must be
looked 10to without delay.™

“Outrageous ! puffed Mr.  Prout
angrily, **That wretched boy dared to
comne to me-—-"

"The maetter must bé pltaced before
D, Locke,” -said BMr. Quelch. ™ Con-
stabde, will vou accompany me® And™
went on the Remove master, fixing his
eves grimaly on Fisher T. Fish and gkiu
uer, “you two boys will also accompany
mr.

“Oh, dear!”

“Q0b, jemima !*

Looking far from hapﬁ, Skinner and
I'ish followed Mr. Quelch, Mr. Prout,
and P.-o. Torer indoors. Harry Whar-
ton nodded to his chums, and hurried
away in search of Bunter, leaving the
rest of the crowd in an excited burz.

" Well, my owly. hat!” gasped Dob
Cherry, as the Famous Five hurried
away together. “This looks hike the
sack for DBuanter at last!®

It serves the fat ass vight, blessed if
it doesn’t!" grunted Harcy., “*We
varned him, and Toddy warned him!”

“Wonder where on earth the fat ass
ot them fromn ¥

“(roodness knows ! Anywavw, let’s find
the Fat &ss! 1 spoited him sneakiong
away just after Tozer said what hu’:}
come about,”

The juniors hurried round by the
chapel, their eves keenly on the alert for
BLilly Bunter. They guessed the hapless
fat junior was hiding somewhere at the
Lack of the school.

He was nowhere round the chapel,
Lowever, and the juniors were sbout to
ke for the cloisters when the sound
of a voice pulled them wup short.

1 say, vou fellows—""

It was DBunter's voiee, and it zeemed
to eome from the bowels of the earth.

“What the thump!" ¢jaculated Bob
Clerry, blinking round in amazement.
“That was Bunter's—"

“[ say, vou fellows, has that awiul
beast Tozer gone#*

This time the startled juniors located
the voice, and they gasped as they saw
where it came from.  As they gazed
sankly about them Frank Nugent's
sharp eves caught sight of a gleaming
rair of spectacles showing through a
grating in the school basement,

“Here he 15! yelled Frank, % In
tie blessed coal-cellar!  Great Scott!”

“{—T =av, vou feliows—-="

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors reared as they saw Dun-
fers face pressed against the iron bars
Tur Macxer Liswagy,.—No. £91.

of the grating. The fat junior had evi-
dently deemned the senool coalcellar a
safe hiding-place.

He blinked appealingly at the juniors,
hiz fat face smudged with coal dust, his
hands, which wera still handeuifed,
clutching the bars of the prating.

“1 say, you fellows!" he gasped
p&thati{ru”y+ L | A I!E}E-:El-l.:ll;g to hulgi'r
about, you beasts! Has that awfu!
beast Tozer gone vet?"

“He's gone to the Head,” said Harry

rimty. " And you've got to go to the

{ead, too, DBunter™

“Oh deaw! I say, vou fellows, I'm not
coming, you know. Tozer's after me—
I know he 15!" groaned DBunter. 1
say, tell him I've gone away—tell him
I've gone to—to Courtfield, will you?*"

“No, we won't, Billyi” snapped
Harry., " We've been sent to fetch you,
Bunter, and you're coming. Come o,
gut of that!”

“Oh, really, Wharton, vou heartless
beast! I'm not coming! That Llessed
bobby wants to arrest me! I'm not
blessed well com Yarrough! Here,
leggo, you beasts!”

ut the “beasts " did not let go. They
grasped. the bars of the loose gratin
and hauled at it. Bunter yvelled an
clung on to the bars grimly, but against
the five his efforts were unavailing. The
jumors were sorry for the fat vouth.
but they meant to carry out their orders,
for all that.

With Bunter still hanging on grimly
to the grating, the juniors dragged it
up, and then they dragged hold of the
yelling Bunter.

At that moment Wingate came run-
ning up, and he sto $E{I and gasped at
sight of Bunter, };}'ith his manacled
hands, his dirty facc, and still dictier
clothing, Billy Buster looked & sight
for the gods. :

Ylagood o' 1Y pasped  Wingate.
:: You've found the fat idiok then, Whar.
Qrn .pn

“Here he is!” grinned Harey.,

“I'm not comng, [ won't come!™
hovled Bunter dismally, “I say——="

“Aven't you!" remarked Wingate
grimly,

He grasped Bunber by the collar, and
planted a hefty boot behind the fat
junior.

“Get moving 1™ he s:mr.-ilwd, “unless
vou want me to boot you a -

| the way!
“Ow! Yarreugh! Bcasts!™
Bunter “‘pot  moviog "—there was
little else for him to do. And there was
a yvell as the little party approached the
Schoot House steps, where a2 crowd was
gathercd, waiting,
“lrreat pip, here he comes!”
“Poor old Bunter!” *

SOLUTION OF CROSS WORD
PUZZLE No. 4.
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“I knew it would come to this some
dav!” said Dulstroede sadly. “This
menns guod and skilly for Bunter,™

“Ha, ha. ha!”

There was a plentiful lack of sympaliy
for Dilly Dunter, apparently.

But DBunter scarcely noticed the
crowd. With Wingate's hand on his
collar, he was marched up the steps and
along to the Head's study.

As they approached the deor, it
opened, and Skinner of the Remove
emerged. He was almost doubled up,
and he was groaning and gasping like
a cheap gramophone running down.
Fvidently v, Locke had started pro-
ceedings by disposing of Skinner's case
first of all.

Skinner staggerad away, and Wingate
knocked on the Head's door and
marched the hapless Dunter inside.

“Bless my sounl!”

The Head, who was seated at his
desk with IFisher T. Fish standing before
him, fairly Faspetl as his eyes fell upon
the dismal figure of Billy Bunter.

“ Here is Banter, sir,” exclaimed Win-
gate, his mouth twirching, " He was
found hiding in the coal-cellar, sir.™

“(ood gracious!” gasped Dr. Locke,
fairly blinking at DBunter. * Why, the
boy 15 still wearing handcuffs!  DBless
my soul!  Constable, have you—can
ra—"

“Which T'll soon ‘ave “em off, sir”™
said P'.-c. Tozer.

Luckily the handcufis, though the

roperty  of the Remove Dramatic

ociety, were of the regelation pattern,

and getting out his kev, P.-e. Torer
soon had them off. Tiunter fairly gaspoed
aloud with relief.

“ MNow, Bunter,” rumbled the Head,
“we may now have an opportunity of
gotting to the botiow of this astounding:
aflair. Fish, you state that you pur-
chased thirty postal-orders for one shil-
ling each from Buntor?’

*Yop, sir iz

“Fish " thundered the Head anpgrile.
*Will you speak in English, and desist
from wsing thoste abominable American
slang words in iy presence "

“Ow! Yep—I mean, ves, sir!” gasped
Fishy. 1 guess—1 mean, I bought
them in all good faith, sir—"

“That iz nonsense, Fish!™ thundersd
the Head again, * The very fact that
you disguised yourself when you visited
the village is proof that you knew, or
suspected, that there was szomething
wrong with them. Did you pay Bunter
the full face value for the orders, Fish

Fishy groaned.

*1 guess—I mean, n-no, sir. I paid
him esightpence each for them—a pound,
cash down. It was a business deal-—-""

“That iz enough, Fish!" snapped the
Head, his brow thunderous. " Your part
in this amazing affair is now perfectly
clear to me, Now, Bunter, I will deal
with you.”

L1} D_“. .!J':"

Bunter's legs fairly trembled beneath
him as the Head fizxed his glance upon

him,
“Bunler!”  exclaimed  the Head
sternly, “First of all, T demand to be

told how and from where you obtained
those wretched postal-orders "

“Ow?! I say, sir, it's all a mistake!
There—lthere never were any postal-
prders at all.”

i{"""hat -E!J-

“’'m oguite innocent, sie, innocent as
a newlyv-born baby, sir!  I've never
even sccn any postal-orders.  Fishy's
telling fbs, sir—awful whoppers! He's
dotog it to save s own skin, sir. Ho
~he alwavs was & fibber!™

LEE

“Waal, [ swow!
(Contfinsed on puge 2i.}
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Just when success stares Jack Drake in the face a cruel fate decrees that Dy, Fourstanton, the chicf

of the motor bendits, should clude the nel and Hve to give the plucky boy slenth ** another run for his money.”’

A Thrilling Detective Story Featuring JACK DRAKE, Ferrers Locke's Plucky Boy Assistant.

The Gelaway !

o TOP him ! Jack Drake ran to
the door and tugged furiously
at the handle,
But the door was locked.

With a bitter exclamation the boy
sleuth turned to see the extent of the
damage the bandit chiel had done to
Walter Braithwaite,

“roosough 7

The Fourth-Former was staggering to
lhis feet, his right hand tenderly caress-
ing & swelling on has cheek.

“We've let him go ! exclaimed Drake
hittpr*g. “Fool that T am ! He's locked
us m !

“The window ! pasped Draithwaite.
“You can climb down the water -spout
and hop back into the House,”

“Good for you '™ said Drake,

And without waiting to see whether
the Fourth-Former intended to follow,
the boy slenth raized the sash of the
window and clambered astride the sill.
His outstretched hand felt {for and
caught hold of the waler spoul that ran
down the face of the wall, Little the
boy sleuth cared that a slip meant cer-
tain death, Little did he know that he
was perched perilousty forty feet above
the gravel drive. His attention was on
the water spout,

His quarry had escaped him, had
Leaten him. But there was o bare
chance thet he might retrieve bhis mis
tako.

Two seconds later Drake was swarm-
ing hand under hand down the water
spout,  He did not sce Braithwaite's
shrinking face peer anxiously at hLim
{rom the open window above, did not
lwear the junior’s shout 1o him to be
careful.

Dirake's fect touched the ground at
lase, With an ejaculation of triwinph
he raced round the gravel drive aud mto
the house., During his descent via the
spout the sleuth had kept a vigilant
watch on the big gates of the school.
No one hed left, That meant Dr, Four-
stantomn was still in the House.

Ay he ran Drake felt for his revolver.
It gave him a certain amount of com-
fort and confidence to bnd it in his
pocket. So eager was he to {orestall
the Head's chances of escape that he
fatled to remember the extraordinary
ppectacle he presented. He was clothed

s THE DEPUTY t
DETECTIVE !~

By Hedley Scott.

in a pair of morning trousers, frock-
coat: his patent leather shoes were
clothed in white spats. His face, how-
ever, was ont of all keeping with such
elderly attire, for he had plucked away
hiz disguise when he had named Dr.
Fourstanton as the chicf of the bandits.

Tweo or three jeniors lounging about
in the passage turned and stared at the
extraordinary sight of 'a boy in a frock-
coat and striped trousers running amok
with a revolver in his hand.

A fag in the Becond Form lel owl a
howl of terror as Drake bore down upon
him, and fAed for his life.

Smiling grimly, Drake sped on. He
realised now the weird and wonderful
A T—— e O e T S S —

COHARACTERS YOU WILL MEET.

JACK DRAKE, g boy of filteen with a giit
for detective work, the assistunt of
Ferrers Locke, the world-famous scien-
tifte investigator,

INSPECTOR PYECROFT, of the CIT. nt
Seotland Yard, a friend of Locke nmd

Irrake’s. )
THE CHIEF, a mysterious person who directs
the coups of the polorions motor

bandits, snd of whosze identity notling
is known to the police,

L] " L - L

While Locke fs away on the Continent
Drake is given the opportunity of handling
bis first case, his iastructions bhelng o luy
the rascally motor baodits by the heels,

He sonon dizcovers that the chief of the
motor bandits 13 in some way consected with
a school,

After & whole heap of exciting adventures,
in whicth Drake has many DErmow escapos
fram death, the boy slenth traces his man
o Huratleigh College, Dispuised as ab unele
of Walter Braithwaite—sn juminr bhoy st the
rchicol who hias heen let inteo fhie secret—
Firauke has tea with Dr. Foursitanton,

In Dr. Fourstanton Deake identifies the
master-mind at the bead of the motor-handit
arganisation. Whipping off his facial dis
gulse, the boy sleuth clinllenges the Head
with hia dowble life, keeping him eovered
mennwhile with a loaded revolver

Walter Beoalthwakte is walking to the tele-
phone prior to phoning for the police when,
with o suddennezs bore of despair Dr. Four
slanton soalches hold of a cup of scalding-
hot tea and sends the ot clattering juto
Drake's Tace.

Braithwaite springs ot hiz headmasier as
he bolts for the door, He regeives a hiow
full i Lhe [ace which stretehes him on the
proutd. Next moment the Heod bes fed
from the room, sinmming aod locking ihe
door on bis would-be captors.

{Now read an.)

~

..J"

Lo Y

picture he presented. At the trot he
turned inte the Sixth Form passage.

Then he stopped.

At the end of the passage, outside the
door of & room marked “ Private,” was
a group of Hurstleigh juniors and
seniors, all talking and yelling excitedly,
In their midst wes the tall figure of Dr.
Fourstanton. His face was pale, his
eves continually roved towards the door
marked private—the door of his own
TOOTT.

“He's mad ! Drake heard him say
to the jumiors clustered around lim.
" He tried to kill me !

“We'll collar him ! chirroped one
junior  boy. " Cheek! Braithwaire
ought to know befter than to bring &
madman into the school, Why—"

The boy broke off suddenly as he
caught sight of Drake coming along the
passage. With wildly staring eyes, that
shifted alternately from the revolver the
sleuth carrted to his youthinl face,
despite the odd pencilled lines, he shook
a trembling finger in the lad's direction.

In & moment the crowd was in an up-
roar. All faces turned towards Jack
Dirake.

“"There he is " muttercd the TTead in
a parched whisper. “He means to le-kill
mie I

“ Him ' zaid Spell of the Filth con-
temptuonsly. Snell was a fighting man
of repute. ** Why, that little worm
counldn’t kill buttercups. You leave him
te me, sir

“ But be careful, Snell,” said the Head,
his eyes darting hither and thither,
soeking & way of escape. " He is armed
—he iz danperous ™ !
“T'il Lrouble you to put up your

hands ! snapped Dreke, pointing his
weapon et Dr.  Fourstanton's  head.
“This game isn't going 1o lest any
longer, ™

“Collar him ! shrilled one voice from
the erawd., *“Why, he's not a man as
all! He's only & kid ¥

A gasp of amazement went wp when
that startling fact was {vlly recogniszed,

“He's mad!™ muttered the Head,
“ Keep hm away, boys!”

“&tand where vou are, yon fellowst™
Dirake's voice was monacingz, "1 want
Pir, Fourstanton! I want the chief of
the motor-bandits, and Dr. Foorstanton
iz that man !?

THE MaigxET LiprRaRY.—No. B0D,
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GRAND NEW SERIAL STARTS IN A FORTMIGHT'S TIME'!

“Of his rocker!
whispor passed round the crowd.

“I know it wants &
went on Drake. “Bui a court of law
wil prove all that, Meantime I must
put the bracelets on that scoundrel !

“You founny idiot!" snecred Snell,
alvancing 8 pace. * What the thump is
this game? You ought to bo in Coloey
Hatoh, woungster.

“You'll be in kingdom come, if vou
don't stay where you are,” wapped
Drake, for the burly Fifth-Former was
moving directly in front of Dy,  Four-
stanton, which meant that the boy sleuth
no longer had him. under observation.

“Collar him ! A subducd voice came
from amidst the crowd of juniors and
seniora. “He wouldn't fire that blessed
gun at us, He'd swing for 16 if he did.”

Only one brain had reasoned the situa-
tion out on those lines, but the notion
caught on at ones,  Bitterly Drake
realized that he was beaten sgain. He
could not possibly Rre at the erowd.

No one knew better than himself the
game of bluff he had played with the
revolver,

“Zecure him ! rapped Dr. Fourstan-
ton, who had now recovered his compo-
sure, “and I will go for the police.”

“ At him ¥

Snell of the Fifth advanced trucu-
tently. His approach was only & ruse,
however, for creeping up behind Drake
were two burly seniors, At a nod from
the Head the two hurled themselves
npon the boy slenth, bringing him to
the ground in a stru g‘!in%‘ heap. His
revolver was plucked from his hand and
thrown out of the landing window. Next
moment the whole erowd of scholars was
descending on top of him,

Fighting like & wild cat, for Drake
knew that his quarry would escape him
vot again if he sto and “acted like
& gentleman,” the boy sleuth managed
to strugele to his feet. Only for a
moment, However, was he allowed this
restricted freedom,  Dorens of hands
grablbed at him, and down he weob again.
Before his head dizappeared beneath a
heap of struggling boys Drake caught
sight of Dr, Fourstanton's mocking face.
When next he was able to view the pas
sage, directly before tha door marked
* Private,” Dr. Fourstanton had gone !

“ You fools ! exclaimed Drake angrily.
“You meddling idiots ! I—— Yaroooh !

A stray elbow jabbed him in the eye
painfully, stroy boots, too, were using
him a3 a doormat, the breath was
knocked and squeered from his body.

Gasping and spluttering, his face crim-
son with pain and anger, Drake was
haulad to his feet. On each. side of him
stood two  helty Sixth-Formers, both
showing signs of wear amd tear.

“MNow, you young wild cat,” grunted
the taler of the two, * you'll be able to
finish your little game in a padded eell.
Hang on to his arm, Matthews., He's
abnormaliy strong.”

*T'il heang on* grunted Matthews.
“ Hallo, where's the Head 7

“He's gone to fotel the volice,” volun.
teered one small fag. ““He told me teo
tell you."

“Good I gronted Makthews.

“He's nol gone to feteh the polies !
ghrieked Drske. “He's escaping while
wou are all telking like a lot of fatheads.
He's the bandit chief, I tell you 1"

“IWe've heard all that before,” growled
Matthews., “And who are you—Cock
Raohin #*

“He, ha, ha!™

A laugh wenbk up from the boys at
Matthews' retort, 1t goaded Deake inlo
a lury. For five minutes he loshed ihe
whole crowd of them with his longue,
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That was the]
bit of believing,”

He struggled afresh, but he was helpless
in the grasp of so many.

“Wish the Head would fetch that
policeman along quick,” grunted Snell,
fingering a swollen nose tenderly.

"He's nob gone for the police,” re-
peated Drake. ™ Why the thump should
he go for the police when he's got a
phm}e i his room? I'm not mad, I tell
oue [
£ For the first time the Hurstleigh
fellows bepan to wonder  whethor they
had made a mistake. The Head had
been gone over ften minotes now, And
why hadn’t he phoned for the police 7

“Where's  Braithwaite?"”  suddenly
asked Drake. “Find him, quick! He'll
prove what T say, He was in the Head's
roorn when I saw him last. T dop't
think he followed me out of the
window.”

A junior boy raced towards the deor
marked * Privote.” From within came
the sound of blows; someone was thump-
ing heavily upon the panels.

“Who's there?" called out Matthews.

The thumping ccased,

“ Braithwaite ™ camt  the reply
through the pancls of the door. “ You
meddling fatheads! I've been thump-
ing on this rotten door for over ten
minutes' Lek me out! And don't let

| the Head get away, you chaps!”

The crowd of juniors and seniors
looked sheepizhly at Drake. It roaliy
seemed as if there was truth in what he
had said.

“Open that  door!™
Matthews of the Sixth. .

Matthews was & prefect, and his order
was obeyed on the instant. Five or six
jurdors began to hurl themselves at the
stout oak panels. Drake smiled sardonic-
ally as he listened to the din., What
did it matter now?  Dr. Fourstanton
had got o fftcen minute start of him.
He could be cight miles or more uwai
from Hurstleigh by this time if he too
to his car.

Crash!

At last the lock gave way under the
strain. The door flew open. In the
aperture  siood  Braithwaite of the
Fourth, o dark bruwise on his check just
below the eye. His face fell when he
saw Drake a prisoner between the two
Sixth-Foriners.

“Messed the whale thing up!™ said
Drake. “These futheaded chumps want
talking to, Braithwaite. FPerbaps you'l
convinee them that I am not mad! Per-

cornmanded

e

THRILLING NEW SERIAL
sy THE
G2 AR TR Y

haps you will tell themm what passed
between Dr. Fourstanton and I in that
room yonder twenty minubes ago®”

Thereupon DBraithwaite eoxplained fo
an amazed and  half inecredulous
audience. But he was believed at the
finish—so much pointed to the truth of
his statement.

“Well, I'm hanged!” gasped Mal-
thews, as the Fourth-Former concluded.
“Who ever would have thought that the
Beak was the bandit chief? There's no
doubt ahout it now, though,” he added.
“He's been pone twenty minntes or
more to fetch a policeman.”

IFE}I“ my hat I

“The villain!™

“*The blessed rogue !

That was how the junior members of
the crowd expressed themselves when
Braithwaiie had finished. o

Meantime, Drake wazs explaimng
affairs fo two or three of the masters
who had hastened to the b to find
out what all the din was about. They
listened to his stery in horrified amaze-
ment.,

“And now, if you have no objection,
rentlemen,” zaid Dreke ironically, “T'll
take my departure. Months of work
have heen wasted over this regrettable
fistake; D'va jolly well got to-start all
over apgain.’’

The Hurstleigh fellows were profuse
in their apsologies, hut the damage had
been done. Upon questioning the gate-
keeper it was discovered thar the Head
had driven out of the school 1n his car
ancd had taken the road to London,

The obvious course, Drake reflocted,
would be to phone all the police-
stations along the route Dr. Fourstanion
intended to follow. A striet wakch
could then be kept for the number of

his car.

Drake was about fo adopt that
measare, when he remembored the
automatic number-plate the chief's car
carried. Theére was not much use in
giving the Head's official car number in
the cireumsianees.  And his car was like
hundreds of others on  the roatl—a

Dannler, painfed dark hlue.

“Which uz "ow he seemed in a fright-
ful state of perterbation!’ grunted the
porter. “Flow through the gates bike a
reg'lar Jehu, he did! Thoughr he was
going o pile up his car on the corner
p{:“ﬂtﬁ [-n
“London,” said Drake thonghtiully,
“Well, that's something! I—7

He broke off as the village postman
hove in sight.  Drake  watched the
letters change hands as the gatekeeper
shipfBed townrds the man.

“1 guppose you haven't any letters for
Dr. Fougstanton? guericd Drake, not
knowing quite what prompted him to
ask.

;- "fhic'h
galekoopor, .

Diake oxchanged glances with . Mr.
Mitchell, the master of the Fifth Form,

“Would you objecl to my opening
that letter 1n wour presence, sirl

there’s one.” granted the

WMe.,  Mitchell  eonsidered  for  a
moment,  Then—— ]
“In the cirewmetances, T think ven

are justified in opening that letter,” he
saicl. " But what infermotion do you
hope to obfain?"

“That | can’t say,” said Drake, with
a smile. “Instinet prompts me to rend
it. that is all. In my profession, sir,
instingt plavs a very impovtant part.”

Mr. Muchell himself  opened the
letter, vead the contentz, and handed the
missive to Drake,

"MNothing to be gained from that,” was
hiz remark.

Aud 50 thought Dreakie for o micment.
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At & nod from the Head two burly seniors hurled themselves upon Jack Drake. The boy sleuth’s revolver was plucked
from his grasp. Next moment the whole cvowd of scholars was descending on top of him. Fighting like a wild cat, Drake
iried to seramble free, but the odds were agaimst him. (See page I2.)

The compmnieatic:n was the confirmarion
of & confract hetween a Bem of ‘Phames
wotoriney mud Jhe Foarstanion. 11
Fan

“*Sie,—1 <hall e pleased io aecent
VOUR coMMpEssion af e Hgeore yon quots,
My ftug wall be 10 readiness ot Wap-
ping, where, 1 understand, the cargo is
e be taken on hboard at zevon-ihieiy
.o, Wednesday,

"I shall be there in uerson
Vi,

Fiy et

N anks E..Jil.'i'rll"rl.”}',
“WiLLrax Snanvpiva”
“1lum ! Droke rvegarded ibe lettow
thoughtfnily., Then e torped to Mr,
Mitchell, = Do you happen o hnow
what all this micans? Jap't it vather un-
nsital for a headmaster 10 have dealhings
‘I.‘]l.t'j'l 1 nl.'lrl uf '_rt'l:l FLEEY %% :I‘ll.,’.l":l“ﬂ“ ?”
“ It conveys noithing o me,” answered
the Form master.

Drake was silent far a woment,  And
then—— )

“Joeve!” he exclaimaed, “1've got
ik

Hiz eyes sparkled with o wew light.
Tt hin exvberance he had the utmost
cifficulty to refrain {rom thumping a
lenrned Form masier's hack,

“William: Sharpling,”  he muticrod
haif to himgeif. " The Tin Lizzie! Oh,
groat Scotland Yard 17

“YWha-at?” pgasped  ¥Me.  Mitchell.
“What did yvou say? VYou've got :t?
GGot what®™

“The mummps'™ sanl Drake, with a
sran g amd, to the astonishent of Alv,
Mitchell and a groap of scholars, he
vaced for the pates and disappeared mito
ihe rombway beyond.

That was almost the last Iurstleigh

gaw of Jack Drake. YWhen the cario-
sity ongers  reached the gates and
peered out inio the road they ecanghi
sight of o youthiul figure garbed in
fvock-coat, morning (rouserz, and while
spate clamboring on the tilbeard of a
carrier’s  oar  whichh was  speeding
Londonwards.

The Harstteighites besan (o wonder,
after all, wheither Drake was sane. They
azed at the rverrearing car aud its poci-
bar “load” on the pilboavd in doamb-
fonnded smazement.  Then they looked
at each other blankly ard noeereneed
“Well, I'm hlessad 1™

So Near and Yel——

ACK DRAEKLE settled hun=ed o

J romforiably az he condd on the

tailboard of the car amd lwgan o

think things ont,  That leiter he

hat requesied o read had gpencd np a
fresh trail for him,

“What the thamp is the corgo the
Head of o respectable sehool wants shifi-
gt he mused.  "In this case o ap-
pears preiiy obvious to be the oo from
some of the recent burglaries, And
Wiltham Bharpling——" Ile chockied.
YO hlessed 12 oA memoey ! William
Sharpling s none other than Wil Sharp-
ling, the skipper and owner of the Tin
Lavzie! e will be pleased to see pa!™

The boy slenth allowed his mund to
revert 1o the itme when Bill, the skipper
of tha Tin Lizzie, and hiz first
mate and man-of-all-work, had rescued
hin from the packing-case, e
clhmckled.

“Fourstanton hasn't rex kaned on my
reroiving this little note, 'l wager !
he muttersd. ““Lemme see, tha Jetter
says seven-thirry, Wednesday—that's to-

nighi. T wager iy repultation Foor-
stanton visits old Bill Sharpling before
he makes a break fo get ont of the
country."’

For a long while Dirske sal miasing on
the tailboard. At [ast he made up ins
mimed vs to the best method of proccilnre,
Hae wounld telephone Tnspecior Freoraft

at the first opportuniy  that  availed
itself,

His chanee came  sconer than he
imagined.  The carrier's ear was near-

i o town,  Drake’s buamp of incahty
wasz very pronounced,

Godalming. v recopuisad the nairaw
Fligh Btrect immediatedy.

To the amusemenit of zevers] posaoe:-
by, a frock-coated youh dropped Bpivniy
from the tailboard of the van amnd hees
ried into the local post-offiee.

Ten minutes later ihe oy sleith wis
through on a kol 1o Beatbad
Y nrd,

As ek woald have if, Pyecrofl bin-
ol answered the Phnm-. Fii= vore vas
vibrant with excitement whon  Thaie
had concladed hia story.

“Gemd  lad ™ exclaimed
man., Y Good lad! 10
woll, T jippercd !
Hurstletgh School 17

" Burprises your—what "

the (1
Fourstauton=-
Headmmpstre  of

“Gee! Reckon 'l get on o whern
Sharpling picks up that cargo at Woap-
pITE. here are n whole heap of

wharves there, my lad. I the cargo s
what von surmise it to be, Fourstomton
s pretty cortain to be on the spot belore
he hops it for good !

The C.1.D. man rang ofi; and Drake
walked out of the post-office. He almast
collided with a fall, militavy-looking
gentleman who was coming in.
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“ Whut-——  Bless me if it isn't | Rolls-Royee was a Daunler car also | were those of Iis companion, for the pur-
Dirake! 1low are you, my lad? And | travelling at a good speed.  Suddenly, | pose of giving evidence at the 1T,

Thunder! What on earth are you
doinz in that eig-outi” .
Itrake folt his hand pumped vigor-
onsly. Looking up, he saw the hronzed
features of Major Carslairs—an  old
friend of hiz and Ferrers Locke,
“This iz o bit of luck and no mistake,”

——

said the lad, with & smile, “ How are
you, siet” - :
“Bonny ' boomed the major, still
mmp-handling  Drake's avn, " But,
less me——=" i
He pazed quizzically at the boy's
attire, )

The bey sleuth laughed, Then he
explained.

 And von've found out who the rascal
is—eh i asked the major, “bplendid,
wy =on! Splendid :

“I"m off to town now to catch up with
Mr. Fourstanton,” said Drake cheerfully.

“Then you're coming along with rae in
the car. I'm bound for London!"
boomed the major, taking the lad by the
arnt.  “Jdust hold on a minute while I
got some shamps !

This was luck indeed. Major Carstairs
was 1t noted offender where speed limits
were converned. The boy sleuth fer-
vontly hoped that his idcas of specd had
suffercd nochange, for he was anxious o
get back to town as guickly as possible.

He had no cause for doubt really.
Major {‘arstair: entered into the spirit
of the thing, His powerful Rolls-Royce
car sitnply Hashed along the London road
nt a pace well in exeess of the speed
limit.

“Let her rip, my boy, that's my
motto,” came the major's voice above
the rush of the wind. “ Providing vour
driver iz a driver, fet hor vip ™

“You're letting her rip right enough.”
chuckled the boy, who was thoroughly
enjoying himsalf, “ We're touching sixty
miJ]e.ﬂ' an hour!"

The miles were eaten up under that
high-powored car. E‘rignimﬁt.s flashed by
at every few mioutes. The outskirts of
London were reached without a hitch,
without encountering a  too  zealous
officer of the law.

But at Richmond Major Carstairs was
.quri:ed te slow down. Lucky for him he

ul,

About thirty wards in front of the

sent in lias been awarded to :—

for the following :—

B, GLOVER, 7, Woodsle
V. GREG, 18, Dillwyn

LESLIE LOGAN, 41, Welleslo
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KENT READER WINS A “FIVER”!

————— e o

RESULT OF “ CROSS WORDS LIMERICK " COMPETITION No. 1.
In this competition THE FIRST PRIZE OF £5 for the best “last line ”

JOY AMATEON,

“Full marks ™ you shall get—on vour back.

TIIE TWELVE CONSOLATION PRIZES OF POCKET-KENIVES for the
twelve next best bave been ewarded to the [ollowing competitors: —

CLIFFORD ALBRECHT, 2, Oak Avenue, Heaton Moor, near Stockport.
S ARMITAGE, 18, Manor Stroet, King's Mill Lane, Huddersfeld,

J. BEDFORTY, 19, Grove Streot, Wantape, Berks.

L. BENNETT, 35, Blackburn Road, Darwen, Lanes.

WILLIAM DUMBRECK, 2, Union Road, Linlithgow,

Terrace, Clarendon Road, Leeds,

gad, Lower Bydenham, London, S.E. 25
FRANEK GRIFFITHS, 4, I'miar Street,
Road, Cunnersbury, London, N.W,
FRED MATHER, 8, Stover Place, Exctor, Dovon,

HARRY NEWEY, 38, Victovia Btreat, Small Heath, Birmingham.
NELLIE SHEOLL, 41, 5t. Albans Road, London, N.W. 5.

without warning, o lorry pulled out of
a sicle turning just abead {5fpthﬁ Daimler,
almost filling the entire widith of the
road,

The deiver of the Daimler saw his peril
and jammed on the brakes. They
sgreéchoed out an unpleasant note nnder
the sudden strain, but still the car went
0n.

“Look out!” pedestrians were yelling
at the top of thetr lunga.

“ He'll be into the lorrm ™

The driver of the Daimler pulled hard
on the steering-wheel in an endeavour
to mount the pevement and clear the ob-
struction in fromt. Dut the speed al
which he was travelling was too danger-
ous for sauch an experiment.

The offside whesls came off the
ground in a shower of dust, the car tilted
perilously on its side. Then——

Crazh!

The offside of the Daimler struck the
bonunet of the motor lorry’ with a sicken-
ing crash, ‘There was o rending of wood-
work, and the jingle of broken glass,
mingiing weirdly enough with the roar-
mg and spluttering of the engine. Then
through the air shot o human figure—
the driver of the Daimler.

He landed with a dull thud en the
pevement and lay ominously still. A
moment later the wrecked car toppled
over completely, coming Eo vest within
a fow in{:]?eg of hiz prostrate form,

“Good heavens!”  exelaimed Major
Clarstairs in horror, and Drake echoed
hia zentiment.

The Rolls-Hoyes came to a standstill
slmost within it= own length, and Drake
and the major alighted, ]

By the time they had pushed their
way through the crowd that had socon
colleeted,  the local ambulance h{:!.:l
grrived. The injured man was lifted in
strong arms and swiftly taken iote the
amibulance. Another two minutes and
the ambulance was tearing at break-
neck speed to the hospital,

“ Jolly smart work that,” said Drake
“Wonder who the chap was

Naturally no one in the crowd knew,
neither did the constable. The identity
of the injurcd man would be establishod
at the hospital.

Major Carstairs’ name and address
wore taken by the policeman, as also

Elmdene,
Horns Cross,

Greconhithe, Kent,

verton, Liverpool,

Considerably sobered in spirig, Dirake
and the major re-entered the Rolls-Royep
and dreve ot a slowor [rafe to Wesk-
mminster. There Dreake 'I:aﬂ:ml from his
old friend, avd made hizs way to Baker
Strect for a change of clothing.

“Now for the endd of the chase,” he
muttered as he stepped eut of the house
in Baker BStreet, arttired in  ordinary
elothe:. “Pyecroft will bo waiting to
rope in that Fourstanton merchant by
pow, I'l]l wager! Hiz number’s up ™

But Dreke was wrong., Had he known
how nesr he himself had been to the
rascally motor-bandit during that brasing
drive from Godalming, he wonld have
kicked himself, for the driver of the
Daimler ear was Iv.  Fourstanion,
although no papers found upon his per-
son eztablished him in that i&nl’it}f[

And Dr. Fourstanton, hia  heul
swathed in bandages, was lying unegyv-
serons i Richmond Iefirmary, causinyg
great nn!ietﬁ' to a tric of painstakisg
surgeons who were endeavouring
bring him round.

1t really looked as if the leader of tha
notorions gang of thieves would cheat
the law at the last moment, for he
showed no signg of retarning conscious-
ness.

But of this, naturally, although un-
fortunately, Drake knew nothing.

Trapped !

"NSPECTOR PYECROFT lost no
tune in setbing the aspnave [or the
chief of the motor-bandits, Within
ten minutea of receiving Thake's

telephone message, the C.LIN man was
woceeding  towards the East End of

nden. His cuter atbire spoke elo-
quankly of the leafer—the out-of-work
scafaring man,  His straggling  beard,
unkempt hair, and weather-beaten face,
gave considerable strength to the impos-
ture; the short, blackened clay pipe that

deepped from his lips threw off the
noxious odour of & cheap shag,
With the habitval swaying of rhe

shoulders, that proelaims a man born and
bred to tho sea, Pyvecroft lurched in at
the door of the Swinging Lantern at
Fﬁr‘apping at exactly five minutes past
ive,

Behind him, acting independently,
were two other CLLI. men, ready to lend
a hand in any proceedings that might
evantiiate.

They lounged against a eorner of this
disreputable riverside tavoern and scemed
to be embroiled in some deep argament,
Their eves, however, were keenly wateh.
ing the swing door of the tavern through
which their superior officer hud passed.

Pyeeroft liwvehed wp to the counter,
anl in a thick, busky voice, bellowed for
some Tefreshment.

The Hibernian bar-tender hastencd fo
ohey, although his cunning cyes were
scrutinising  this fresh  patron te the
Bwinging Lantern, end summing him
up.

IHE apparently seemed sattalicd that in
the C.LT). man thera was nothing more
vicious than an overpowering desire to
shift as many glasses of liquor as he
could,

“Azk 'emn to "ave s drink,” boomed
Pyecraft, indicating with a zweeping
movement of the hand the other occu-
pants of the bar. “Ask "em all -don't
standd there like a mummy. man, or Tl
put a belayin' pin about you !

There was & rough cheer from the
shady-looking habitues of the place at
Pyecroft's words, These derelict speci-
mensz of humanity were guite prepared o
acclaim this thirsty seaman a good frllow
providing he kept their glasses filled
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Crash ! The offside of the Daimler siruck the bonnet of {he motor lorry with a sickening crash, There was a rending

of woodwork and the jingle of broken glass, mingling weirdly enongh with the roaring of the engine,

Then through the

air shot 8 human figure—the driver of the Daimnler, (See page 24.)

The bar-tender, luo, was prepared to
put up with a deat of “ cheek "' from him
providing he spent his money hberally.

Fi o few moments the bar respunded to
a reries of outhursts of coarse laughter,
of “pood ‘ealth’s,” and “"mine’s a-—
thanky, maie ™

To do the CLD. men justice, he
played his part to perfection. His object
i visiting the Bwinging. Lantern was to
obtain, [ possible, news of the Tin Lizzie
and where the " cargo ™ was likely to be
picked up. )

B Just 'ome, mate " askod one grimy-
looking fellow, with a shaky hand, whom
Pyeoroft at once recognized as one of the
cevereat eracksmen in London.

“Jest ! bellowed Fyeeroft. “ And
right glad 1 am, messmate, to tread old
Loudon again !’

Thereafter, Pyecroft regaled his com-
panions with hetitious accounts of his
ndveniuves on the high seas and thought-
fully saw to it that their glasses were
kept filled. Bit by bit he worked the
souversation Tound to riverside 5h1;?m .
antil one of the company mentioned Pall
Bharpling’s name,

“Bill Hharpling." muttered Pyecroft
thoughtfully. " Swap me—old Hillt 1
wonder now if he's the boy 1 know- Bally
Mharpling 1™

= Ie's the owner of & ziink fug, make,”
<atd another of the crowd. *The
bloowin” Tin Lizzie, 1 believe ™

“Yer don't say #

Vs, Wot's more, T bebieve he'll he
down this way to-night,” said the talka-
“tive member of the crowd belpfully.
“He's putting in at Jepson’s Wharl for
a cargol” . .

Pyeeroft could harvdly contgin lus
satisinetion at this piece of news. He
made a mental pote of Jepson's Wha!.
That was the key to his plan.

Befoie setting out for Wapping the
L, man bhad paid a visit te  Bill
sharpling’s office in Leadenhall Street,

Toe Maexer Lispany.—No, §91.

with the intention of finding out where

the “cargo®™ for v Fourstanton was
Likely io %}c picked wp. The only clerk
the office boasted informed Pyecroft

that Lhe "guv'nor zlways kept his busi-
ness to himself.” 'The cleik knew there
was a cargo to he taken up that even-
mg—and that was all. AMorecover, Mr.
SBharpling, he informed the C. LD man,
was “on oo job,” and that he hadie't
been into the oflice all day,

Jepzan's Wharf ! Pyecrolt hegan to
show signs of having *carried * more
fiquor than was good for him as the
best possible means of parling with his
companiens of the Swinging Lanlern.
He carried out this performance so well
that he was allowed to lurch out of the
swing door after he had paid three
more Toundz of refreshment,

But the moment he was onlside a
shinmy-faced youth, who as:zisied behind
the bar, drew his emplover em one side
and whisperad in his ear.

The proprietor of this dingy establish-
ment was quick te act, for the vouth
assisting him had an uncanny knaek of
“apotting " & “split ™ or a cop.

“Youre sure, Skeloton ™ demanded
the proprictor, seizing the thin, pale
youth by the arm. “VYou're suref®

“T'd siake my week's woges on it !
satd the other whiningly.

“Wall, you wouldn't lose much i you
lost "

The proprietor flung ihe yowshh awaw
brutally, and spoke in low tones to a
patron on the ofher side of the counter.

“That’'s why he's so keen on Sharp-
ling's whoreabowts,”  said this -Fncﬁ
vidial when the Trishman hed fimshed,
“Btrewth, youw make me go hot and
rowld ail over! I don't like being entoe-
tained by & Seotland Yarder '™

"Il me a faveur,” gronted the pre-
prictor in a ione ihat conveyed mote
command than reguest, " Nip reund
the corner and phone Jepson's Wharl,

| the trail,

The boya are there. Yer eee, I happen
te know something about that ecarge
Will Sharpling’s picking up—more
than Bill does ‘Imself, I'll wager !

"1 get you !

“Phone the bows there's a tec on
"Bpect he's gob zome pals
with him, teo,” added the proprietor of
the Bwinging Lentern. “The bors’ll
know what to do with 'em!”

The messenger draimed his glass of
Hauor and Jurched out of the bar, his
exit cxciting little comment H.l'.l’lm'lf-‘;t
the others, it being the custom of this
individual to make himself scarce after
“free drinks.”

Meanwhile, Pyecroft rolled iowards
the docks in an unsteady series of evolu-
tione thet drew humorous comments
from the passcrsby. A guarter of en
hour after him came the other iwo
(LI men.

It was in another place of refrosh-
ment Lhat the Lweo forees joined up—
Pyccroft tecing in his two colleagues
g couple of old pals whom he hadn’t
met for years, and acting aceordingiy.
Evervone in the bar must have known
that here was an okl salt making a
spree of it and having the good fortine
io run into o couple of messmates, by

{he way he wrung their bands and
greeted them. _
But once the crowd in the bar had

allowed Pyocroft and his friends lo sink
into the background, as it weve, the
senior C.1.D. man became frighrfully
sarioug and considevably less hoisteradns,

In low lones he passed on the infor
métion he had gleancd in the Swinging
Lantern, aud a: :oftly gave his orders.

Helf an hour later three “old sakhs,”
arm-in-arm, were heoading for Jepson's
Wharf, singing uproariously at the t1op
of their yoices.

“'Fra we are, my hearties!” roarad
Pyecroft as the trio came upon a dirty

TrE Magxgr Limrart.—XNo, 825,
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sumble of brick buildings that [aced the
i‘ll.ftl'. "1 *spect old Eiﬁ will bo pleased
ter see his old messmate.”

Pyecroft's ruse was to get inside the
wharf theds and await erents. Know-
ing that Bill Sharpling wouldn't be in
the district until nearing seven o'clock,
it was safe for him to claim Bill as an
old friend and express a desite to seo
him.

The rusc appearsd to satisfy the
single watechman at the wharf when he
mitercepted the trio.

“Bill will be along about hali-past
sin,” he said. "He's got a cargo here
to shift o Gravesend., Yon kin wait if
vau like o you kin come back,” he
added. i

"0, we'll wait, my buck " zaid Pye-
croft boisterously.

“Then vou'd better find & seat. "Ere
—eome into the warm.”

The watchman moved off in the direc-
tion of the nearest shed and swung open
the heavy door. He switched on the
single electric light the shed comtained,
and invited the trio of C.LD. men to
enler.

Warily Pyecroft & Co,

S —

watked in.

All three of them noted the packing:
cases neatly stacked in a wow ai the far
ond of the shed and labelled " Graves-
end.””

“This ‘ere the cargof" demandod
Pyccroit. _
“It is,” came the answer. " Chap's

vacht bein' rivitted down ek Graves
end. I think this is all tinned stuf"

“Oh '™ murmuted Pyecrofs.

He had n fair idea that the “iinned
stuff ™ would, on inzpection, prove to ki
valuable gold and silver plate.

The watchman mched awsy
the door.

“*Sense me, mates!” he said.
must keep an eye on the place—"

“Stay where you are!” said Pyccroft
sharply. “ Weo want to talk te yvou—"

His words trailed off into a well of
alarm as the watchman made a sudden
bolt for the door, seized a long, narrow
bar of steel and wrenched at it,

In a moment the major portion of the
floor—that part, at least, upon which the
Scotland Yarders were standing—
divided into two parts that hinged
downwards like the doors of & cupboard
viewed from a horizontal! position.

towards
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The CILD. men felr  themselves
sliding towards the gap thus cveated,
antd wers unable to hift a fioger Lo stay
their progress, )

The floor swung downwards sl in-
wards until the two sides came to rest
vortically with the Urick walls of the
collar below,

Pyecroft and his companions woent
headlong to the bottorn of the cellar, a
drop of ten feet or =0, in an amazed
and damaged heap. Pyecroft was the
only one of the trio who got off merely
with 2 nasty bumping. His two col-
leagues struck their heads on the stone
flooring and lay sprawled upon the flag-
stones, uneonscious.

And as Pyecroft, with something like
despair in hiz heart, glanced upwards,
he saw the false floor of the shed swing
back into its normal position. Then
the cellar was plunged into stvgian
darkness.

Prvacroft's hand strayed to lus
revolver, He wondered what chance
he had of attracting attention if he fred
the weapon et the Hloor above his head.
He doubted whether a bullet wonld
pass through the four-inch timber—he
had obseeved the thickness of it as he
hurtled downwards.

And while he stood there undecided,
severely shaken wp and wondering what
fate awaited hun and his two uncon-
sclous  companions, & sadden  hissing
sound procecding from  somewhere  to
his left meade him dart back in horvror.
Next momen:t he was feeling his wap
along the wall of the cellar—damp
walls, mildewed walls, slimy to the
tonch.,

In a Aash the heorrible realisaiion of
what was happeinng, of what terrible
fate awalted him and his colleagues
came to his agitated mind. The hiss-
ing sound was prowing in volume with
every pasting secoad,

Vater was pouring into the celiar!

With an cjaculation of horror, the
CLLD, man traced the spot where the
water gushed in, He found a sluice-
gate, about a foob square, on a level
with the stone flooring, throngh which
a mighty volume of water was now
SLECATINg.

The river tide was in; he realised that
ag he glanced feverishly at the [uminous
chal of his watch.

Every sccond gallons of water were
pu:rurmg into the cellar via the sluice-
gate. The fate that had been prepared
for him sent a cold shudder down his
spine.

He was to die by drovning ~a hinger-
g death, for the cellar would take
some considerable time to il And
his companions weee BWNCOUSCIONS |

“Good heavens ™

The ojaculation came from parched
lips a5 Pyccroft gazed wildly about him

Then, with a hoarse ery, the CLD.
man sprang to the open sluice-gate,
felt the duncensions of 16, and sat down
on the sione flooring, over which was
rapidly spreatdling a stream of water, ia
an endeavour to hicek the iulet,

I'or ten minntes he sat  there, his
back filling the greater portion of that
open sluice-gate, and thus stermming the
inrush of water. Dut those ton minotes
nearly killed him.  is back museles
wore soon rumbed with the cold, his
toeth were beginoing  to chattor, the
pressure of tho water was increasing
with every second.

And the floor of the cellar
already six inches nnder water.

(Continued on page 28.)
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(Continwcd  frone. prege 20.)

dimilence ' thundered  the

] 1 Head.
“ Bunter, yon utterly stupid and un-

Lruthfnl hoy-—"

“Ti's o fact, sir!™ gasped Bunter, 1
never found any postal-orders at all, and
I never cashed any. Certainly not, sir!
Besides; it's all Mo Mimble's 'fanlt
A "

“Mrs. Mimble—"

“That's it, sir. IH—if Mrs. Mimble
hadn't refused to cash any more of the
postal-orders for me, this wouldn't have
happened. I should never have had to
zell them to Iishy, and he never would
have been caught, would he, sir?”

“ Bless my soul ! Bunter, you——-""

“Ho you see, it's all a—a mistake,
sir,”. pasped Euntﬁr_dﬂsperatel;r. “1I'm
perfectly innocent, sir! Fishy savs
I sold him them for a quid, he's telling
whoppera, sir. Besides, he swore he
wth;:"_t. tell anvane about it, sir, the
awful beasi!™

“* Xy heye!” gasped P.-c. Tozer, star-
ing as if fascinated at Dunter. .

“And as for me fAnding the postal-
orders,” went on DBunter, blinking at
the Head. *'That's quite a mistake,
too! Porhaps Fishy found them in
Friardale Lane; but T didn’t!" T sap-
pose he thought that findings were keep-
immgs, the awfel rotber!™

“'Bonter

Binter jumyped.

“Bunter, you. utterly obtuse and
stupid boy !” thundered Dr. Locke. “ Do

vou not realise that vou have already

told us whera you found the postal-
arders ¥ So you found them in Friardale
Lang——" :

“Eh? Not at all, siv—certainly not!
I know nathing about them. Quite a
nustake.™

Pr. Locke walked to his desk and fook
therefrom a cane., He rapped it on the
desk sharply, afd Bunter almost leaped
into the air.

““Now, Bunter,” said the Head in a
quiet, ominous tone. “There seems to
be only one way of obtaining a truth-
ful story from you. Unless you tell me
all. vou know of this astounding and dis-
graceful affair without further quibbling
and falschood, I shall cane you severely
until you do.”™

“Owl Oh dear?” :

Bunter did not hesitate long after
that. Within five minutes he had told
the Head all—truthfully this time.

He fnished tearfully at last, and the
Head gazed at him more in sorrow than
I Anger.

“ Bless my .soul, Bunter!”™ he . ex-
claimed faintly., “I=—I really do not
know how to deal with you, ou have

acted dispracefully, and yet it is plain to

me that vou did not realise the serious-
ness of your actions. But for that fact,
I should certainly consider the guestion
of allowing you to remain at this school,
Both you and Fish have, however, acted
inn an abominable manner, and 1 propose
to administer a severe Hogging to you
both.”

“(h, great snakes!™ '

“Oh dear! ¥I—I say, sy, T'd much
prefor to llet the matber drop, sy
really I would!” groaned Bunter,

But the Head, strangely enough,
spemed annoyed by that " genevous ™

statement. He whispercd to Wingate,
Wingete hurried out for Goshing, who

-usunally ofticiated in such matters sz a

flogging, and & few minutes laier a loud
swishing sound and sundry howls were
floating out from the Head's siudy, tell-
ing all and sundry that Billy Bunter and
Fisher T. Fish were suffering for their
misdeeds,

Al Greyfriars knew the (ull story that
avening, and all Greyfviars roaved over
ik, 'Tgtl'i}_ﬁ'ﬂﬁ uo sympathy for either
Fishy or Bunter; "and all agreed that
they had only got what they desecved. It
was known that the Head had heen on
the telephone in communication” with
Inspector Grimes, of Courtlicld, and it
was generslly sopposed that he had
“rguared ¥ mallera with him. TE was
supposed, from the fect that P..c. Tozer
was smiling beamingly when® he left
Giroyfriars -tﬁmb evening, ‘that the Head
had “ squared ™ matters with that portly
individual also.

But before the: Friardale constable
left the achool, he had a c¢hat with Harry
Wharten & Ue., and from them he got
B good descripbtion of the youth who had

E fought with Beb Cherry that afternoon,

and who Bunter believed had dvopped
the wad of postal-orders. And Duiter
proved to be ecorrect; for by means of
the description the police traced the
youth, and succeeded in recovering the
vest of the stolen money. For all of
which—greatly to the hilarity of the
jmlim-s;—BEIlj.r Bunter had the astound-
wng “nerve” to.claim the eredit,

Thus ended thoe Great Postal-Ordep

 Mystery !
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