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SOME LOAD!

The porters in the market of
Stamboul, Turkey, are noted for
the exceptionally {u:m' loads they
carry on their shoulders. The
photo on the left shows one of
these porters cariying a load of
vegetables weighing umpteen hun-
dredweights, to the market place.

HEROES OF THE

LIFEBOAT SERVICE!

Three hardy and plucky life-
boatmen, in full kit, to each of
whom the Prince of Wales pre-
sented the Royal National Lifeboat
Institution's gold medal for
gallantry in saving lives of ship-
wrecked mariners. From left ta
right :  Captain  Jones, William
Roberts, and Henry Bloge.
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UNDERBAN,
POWNCES

METHODS !
n it like o hungry

dog ponmces on a Hone.

Give Ponsonby of Higheliffe. a chance of scoring off his rivals at Greyfriars. and he
Rut Pon's not feo particular in his methods, ond when he

orersteps the bounds of decency his own schoolfellores chip in, with the resull that Pon's trivvmph is shorl-lived?

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Sticking to It !

T UNTER!"
B Billy
vielently.
He -was. a& it were, caught

in the act.

Really, Bunter could have sworn that
Mr. Quelch's eye was not upon him-—
that the Remove master had, in fact,
forgotten his existence, important as it
WEE.

Second lesson in the Remove Form
room st Grevfriars was drawing to &
close.

Properly speaking, it should have
drawn to a close alreadv. At eleven
o'vlack the Lower Fourth should have
been dismissed for break. Now it was
five minutes past eleven,

Manv longing glances had turned on
the Form-room clock.

Mre. Quelch, however, seemed to have
forgotton time and space.

Five extra minutes to a lesson werg,
in Lthe opinion of the Remove, a serious
matter, especially when the lesson dealt
with Latin grammar. ) .

Few of the Remove liked Latin
grLIAMmAr. )

It was onc of those unpleasant things
that had to be borne, like a Head's in-
spection, or an examination, or rain on
a half-holiday, or any other unkind
visitation of relentless Fate.

Mr. Queleh, in handing out an extra
five minutes, was encroaching upon his
own leisurs as well as upon morning
break, Nobody in the Remove was

rateful: Enough was as good as a
east, the Removites thought, and they
wished that Quelchy would " chuck " it.

Mr. Quelch had, unfortunately, got on
the zubject of the ablative absolute, On
thiz entrancing subject Henry Samuel
Quelch could have talked till his vouce
became husky. IHis Form would have
been. contented with a small—a very
small—allowance of the ablative abso-
lute. Mr, Quelch was giving them, not
only a_full allowance, but a little over.
Fellows who had been yearning for
eleven o'clock were dismaved to see the

Punter started
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big hand crawling onward on the clock-
face, and Mr. Quelch still going strong.

Skinner ventured to cough., Bob
Cherry shuffled his feet. Johnuy Bull
dropped a pencil. These sounds must
have been heard by their Form master.
But if heard, they were not heeded. The
ablative absolute had, so to speak, taken
the bit in its teeth, and waos galloping
oft with Mrc. Quelch. .

Bunter felt that it was too thick.

In Billy Bunter's pocket was a large
chunk of toffee.

Bunter had resisted the temptation of
that toffee all through second lesson,
aware that Mr. Quelech had a gimlet
eve, and that he was ruthlessly severe
upon follows who brought tuck into the
Form-roorm.

Bunter was longing for morning
break, not only to escape the ablative
absolute, but to devour the toffee.

At eleven o'clock Bunter had reached
the limit of human endurance.

Instead of being dismissed, as they
should have been, the Remove had to
sit in their places, with the ablative
absolute droning in their ears like the
hum of an acroplane.

Bunter, with infinite caulion, ex-
tractked the toffee from his pockel.
After eleven he was entitled to devour
that toffec: nevertheless. as he was still
in the Form-room, it behoved him to
devour it warily. There was thiz to be
zaid, at least, for the ablative absolute
—that when Mr. Quelch was [fairly
mounted upoa so enthralling a fopic, he
was much less watchful than usual; =
fellow had a chance to escape his cagle
eve, Billy Bunier risked it.

Cauntiously, carefully, Bunter conveyed
that chunk of toffee to his capacious
mouth. g

His intention was to bLite off half the
chunk. Tt was rather too large to be
taken aboard in bulk. _ .

With his head bent a little, passing
kit hand over his mouth, as it were,
carelessly, as if to brush off the first
Ay of summer, Bunter placed the chunk
between his tecth,

His teeth met on it. :

That chunk was thick and substantial.

Several caubtious bites were required to
dismember it.

But—just as if Mr. Quelch had been
waiting for the psychological moment—
he “ chucked ” the ablative absolute just
as Bunter's teeth were gripping the
toffee.

He realised that time was up.

His voice consed from f{roubling, and
the weary were at rest.

And then he rapped out quite unex-
pectedly :

“ Bunter "

It was just as if—asz Bunter said after-
wards—the beast had been waiting for
& chance to pounce on him.

Bunter gasped.

His mutﬁ were in the tolfee, but thero
was no time now for the cantious series
of bites he had planned. He bl
through the chunk with desperats
energy to get clear of it.

"Fhat was his undoing.

Had he paused to refleck—thongh
truly there was little time for reflection
—Bunter would never have nttampl?d
to get through that hefty chunk of toffee
with one bite,

His teeth sank, deep into the toffee.

They remained there.

With an effort that made his jaw
ache Bunter strove to draw them out.
He strove in vain.

“ Bunter I

William George Bunter did not
ANEWEE.
He couldn't!

fellow was bound to answer

promptly when hiz Form master ealled
to him, but no fellow could perform
impossibilities.

With *his teeth fastened together as
if in & vice, Billy Bunter was incapable
of speech,

“Bunter ! repeated Mr. Quelch.

Many of the fellows glanced round
af Bunter in surprise and indignation.
Mr. Queleh evidently was .about to dis-
miss the class. but %ur some redason ho
desired to speak to Bunter speciull
before the Remove were dismisse
Bunter was delaying him. Seconds were

recious now, in the opinion of

emove, After so large a doso of the
Tae Maoner Lineary,—No. 1,057,
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ablative absolute, they could not get out
100 soon. And Bunter was delaying dis-
missal,

Mr. Quelch stered across at Bunter
in surprise. Bunter had one fat hand
over his mouth to conceal the portion
of the big chunk that projected there.

“Bunter, why do you not answer me?"
oxclaimed Mr. Quelch.

Bunter blinked at him weefully
through his big spectacles, He would
have anewered willingly had he been
able. But he wasn't able. The terrific
exertion he made to extract his teeth
from the toffee brought the erimson into
his fat face and caused beads of per-
spiration to roll down his podgy cheeks.
OUne or two fellows wondered if Bunter
was going to barst, He looked remark-
nl:-'l,v[iika it.

“Bless my soul! What is the matter
with you, Bunter?” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, quite alarmed. **Are you ill?"

His impression was that Bunier was

going to have a fit.
*Groooogh 1
Bunter made an effort to speak.

That was the result!

“ Are you ill, Bunter 7

“* Qoooogocoooocooogh 1™

“Bunter——-"

“Mooooocooooooh !

“Bless my soul! The boy seems o
be in a ft!" exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
really alarmed now; and he burried
round td Bunter.

The fat junior made an agonised
effort to get rid of the sticky toffee.
His face became the colour of a freshly
hoiled beetroot; water ran from his
eyes. A horrid mooing sound, like the
sigh of an unusually melancholy cow,
came from his lips. All the Remove
stared at him:. Mr. Ich weached
him, full of concern. Then, as Bunter
involuntarily backed away, his fat hand
moved, revealing his mouth—and the
chunk of toffee projecting therefrom.
And at the szight of that chunk of
toffee there was an irresistible howl
from ihe Remove.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. 't}ue]eh gazed at the toffee, az if
the sight of it. like a glance from the
fzbled Gorgon, petrified him.

 Bilence " he hooted.

Mr. Quelch's gimlet eve swept aver
the class, and the merriment died away

wite suddenly. Then the gimlet eye

zed on Bunter, and seemed -almost to
bore into him.

“Bunter! Yon—you—you are devour-
ing swobimeats in clasa! How dare you,
Bunter! I repeat, how dare youl!”

It was all very well for Mr. Quelch to
fepant lt his qlﬁshu?, hl_;t. Buntir W?JH
utterly mncapable of explaining how he
dared. .

He “mooed " again, in a bovine way,
and that was all.

“"Bunter!” thundered Mr. Quelch,

" Mooooooh!”

"Take that taffes from your mouth at
QHWI;" h l

“Urrrrr L

“Do Fﬂugﬁﬁr me, Bunteri”

“Grrereregrgrgh ™

Bunter would have been glad enough
to take the toffee from hiz mouth. Ha
would have rejoiced to do so. But he
couldn't.

He blinked in enguish at bis Form-
rmaster, perspiring with exertion, his
face lika unto & ny.

“Wharton " rapped Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! Yee =ir!” gasped the captain
of the Remove.

“PBring the canc from my desk !

Harry Wharton hesitated. He, if not
the Iﬁmnum J’l:tﬂ.sﬂ:m.'.1 could age the l::ai.uﬂc
of Bunter's guggling and guggling
instend of replf:ing.
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“If yom please, sir, I think—"
began Harry.

“I did not ask you to think, Whar-
fon—I told you lo hand me the cane
from my desk!” rapped the Remove
master,

“Oh! Very well, sie”

Wharton fetched the cane from ihe
Form master's desk. He fetched 16 very
slowly. (n his way back he dropped it
and had to pick it up again, He wanted
to give the unfortumate Owl of the
Remove a chance.

Perhaps the approach of the cane
spurredd Bunter on to greater cfforts,
With a long pull, & strong pull, and =
pull all together, so to speak, hie teeth
went throungh the toffec. It paried.
Bunter's fat jaw was free again, Twa
lumps of toffee dropped to the floor of
the Form-room—a waste of luscious
provender which Bunter was teo terri-
Hed to regret at the moment. Ho could
speak agaln now. .

“Oh, sir! I--I-I—"

"“(Zive me that cane, Wharton !

“I—I—I couldn't help it sir
gasped Bunter. * My teeth were stuck
1n the toffee, sir. I couldn't open my
maouth, sirl”

“Yon grecdy young rascal!” snapped
Mr, Quelch. "I am shocked—disgusted !
How dare you bring sweetmeats into the
Form-room ¥

“It—it happened to be in my pocket,
sir " gaspcdp unter. “I—I'd forgotten
it was there, sir.”

“That iz no excusc for devouring
toffes in class, Bunter! Wharton, why
do you not bring me that cane?™

“Here it 13, sir!” salid Harry at last.

He really could not linger it out any
longer. Mr. Quelch grasped the cane.

“0h, sir, I—I wasn't devouring—
mean, eating—toffee 1n class, sic!™
gasped Bunter. “It—it it's morning
break now, sic.”

“What? thundered Mr. Quelch.

Bunter pointed a trembling fat [ore-
bnger at the Form-room elock. The big
hand was on two. It was ten minutes
past cleven.

Bunter was within his rights. M.
Quelch's grasp on the canc was almost
convulsive. Bunter shrivelled up under
his glare.

But the Form master's thunderouns
frown relaxed. Mr. Quelch was a just
man. Morning break began at eleven,
in the Form-room or out of it. Mr.
Quelch had kept his class beyond their
time., Certainly, he had been under the
extraordinary delusion that they had
been following his exposition of tie
ablative abszolute with entranced atten.
tion.  Still, facts were facts. He
lowered the cane.

“Quita =0, Bunter,” he said=" quite
so! In the circumstances, I excuse

Fﬂu-“
Bunter gasped with relief. Like the
schoolmaster in  the old stpry, Mr.

Queleh way a beast, but a just besst.

" Bunter 1" continued Mr. Queleh. 1
addressed wyou, before dismissing the
Form, to tell you that a registered
letter for you was in my study, and that
vou could come to my study to take it
after leaving the Form-room.”

“Oh! Yes, sir! gasped Bunter,

His fat faco brightened wonderfully.

He had wondered why Mr. l.'.i,‘unlﬂh
had called to him: and now he knew.
Ordinary letters for the jumiors wero
Eﬂ: up in the rack to be taken in break.

egistered letters were handed aver per.
sonally to the Form master. Registered
letters were few and far betweon—and
a registered letter could scarcely mean
a.nf‘t ing but a remittance.

t really looked as if Billy Bunter's

?e;:;zi!}ra.t& postal-order had comea at long
a

Bunter's fat face beamed like unto the

Jhad

sun at midday. Dut it clonded over
again as Mr. Quelch went on.

“¥ou have waslted my time, Bunterl
I have no time to atlend to the matter
now. You may comne Lo my study for
the letter after third lesson.™

“(h, really, sir i3

“Rilenco! The class iz dismissed ™
said Mr. Quelch.

And the Remove, greatly to their
relief, escaped from the Form-room.

[

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
S0 Near and Yet so Far!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H walked out cheerily into the
quad,

. Morning break was likely to be
brief that morning. Ten minutes of it
had already elapsed; but Mr. Quelch, no
deubt, would expect his class to turn up
promptly for third lessen. Still, every
minute out of the Form-room was so
much to the good, and they were dono
with the ablative absolute, anvhow, 8o
the Famous Five were quite cheery.

Billy Bunter was still more cheery.

He had to wait till after third lesson
for his registered letter. But the
registered letter weas there! Nobody
would register & letter unless it con-
tained something of value. That stood
to reason. ' Bunter's fat imagination
revelled in the contents of that letter.
It might contain a postal-order—though
really the postal-order which Bunter
been expecting for whole terms
might as well have been sent in an
ordinary letter. More likely it was
currency-notes! Possibly banknotes! At

[ the thought of banknotes, Billy Bunter's

fat visago was ircadiated,

Sometimes Mr. Bunter, who was on
the Stock Exchange, had a good time
among the bulls and bears and stags,
and other fearsomo beasts of that weird
region. 'The mysterious process of sell-
ing what one did not possess, and buy-
ing what one could never possibly pay
for, sometimes resulted n losses and
sometimes in profits,

Bunter remembered a time when his
father had been a bull—whatever a
bull was—and his bullish operations had
brought o great—-if brief—prosperity lo
the tribe of Bunter.

Afterwards, he had heard Mr. Bunter
remark sadly that he had bulled cortain
shares too long, and that he ought to
have become a bear in time--whatever
& bear was.  Slill, during that brief

ericd when Mr. William Samucl

unter had been a prosperous bull, his
sons at Groevfriars had basked in tho
sunshine of his pood fortune. For a
brief, brief period Bunter had possessed
real banknotes,

He wondered whether his father had
become a bull again, and got away with
it, 50 to speak.

The registered letter looked like it.

Bunter longed to open that registered
letter., He really did not sce why he
could not walk into Mr. Quelch's study
and take it, without the presence or
assistence of his Form master.  DBut
there was, of course, somo supervision
in these matters at Greyfriare. Fellows
could not corrvespond how they liked
and with whom they liked. Registered
letters had to be opened in the presence
of & Form master. Reckless tips from
unthinking relatives were not in accord-
ance with the rules. Bunter was quite
willing to dispense with all this super-
fluous supervision. Mr. Queleh was not.
B0 the Owl of the Remove had to
watt,

It was particularly annoying, becauso
Bunter was absolutely *stony” at
the present timeo—not an unaccustomod
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“‘ Oh, sir !

i Ji—it—it’s morning break now, sir!™
forefinger at the Form-room clock.

state for Bunter to be in. The tuckshop
wag open in break, and when Bunter was
in funds he was the very best customoer
at that establishment. e would have
been the best customer there at all times
had Mrs., Mimble understood the
advantages of running a more extensive
business on lines of unlimited credit.
But Mrs. Mimble didn't. .

It was quite & long time since Billy
Bunter had enjoyed a spread at the
school-shop—not, in fact, since the great
oocasion when he had sold a bicyele to
Fisher 1'. Fish of the Remove.

Even then his joy had been short-
lived, owing to the extremely peculiar
circumstances in which that bike had
come into his possession. He had had to
refund the cash received from Fisher T.
Fish—with the exception of thae amount
already expended, which was gone
tevond recovery, But if the registered
letter contained banknotes, there was no
doubt that William George Buntor
would make up for lost time.

In the meantime, the tuckshep was
open, the registered letter was still in
the drawor of Mr. Quelch's tabla, and
Bunter, hopelessly impecunious, blinked
in at Mrs, Mimble's 1.'.'{1:{1&-.1& like a

dgy Peri at the gate of Paradise,
F":}]-?Em:I thought of Eir:e!!ing Mrs. Mimble
that there was a registered leiter wait.
ing for him, and explaining that credit
in this instance would be for a brick
period only—very brief.

But from of old he knew that Mrs,
Mimble was deaf to the voice of the
charmor.

Bo littla reliance did she place upon
the fellow who would gladly have been
her best customer at all times, that she
would cortainly refuse to supply him
with a single jam-tart, a paltry ginﬁer-
PE'g, oxcept for hard cash on the nail.

uch want of faith shocked
grieved Bunter. But there it was!

and
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He blinked longingly at the good
things that were so tempting to the view,
and turned away and rolled off to seek
the Famous Five. Even those beasts,
Bunter considered, could scarcely refuse
kim a small loan, with the Tﬂ'giﬂti‘.l‘i‘d
letter actually waiting to be claimed in
BMr. Queleh's study.

“1 say, you fellows!"

“Congratters, old bean!” grinned
Bgl? Cherry. *“It's come at last, has
it ¥

“Gratters!” chuckled Johnny Bull,
"Look hore, Bunter, we'll have a whip
round and buy a gilt frame {for it.
Now that postal order’s come it ought to
bo. framed and hung up in the REemove
passage.”

“*Ha, ha, ha "

“The gratterfulness is terrific, my
esteermnad and ridiculous Bunter,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, ““This is
truly a day worthy to be marked with
a white stone,"

“1 say, sou fellows, don't rot,” said
Bunter peevishly, *“We shan't be long
out of the Form room, you know, owin
to old Quelchy prosing on so long.
can’t get my registered letter till after
Hxird esso1, end me a few pounds

“0h, my hat! Only a few!"” ejacu-
lated Frank Nugent.

“Is the postal-order for pounds now
it's come, Bunter?' asked Harry
Wharton, l'aughing,

“1 think it's banknotes,” cxplained
Bunter. "My pater wouldn't register &

pstal-order. My postel-orders, you

now, come by the ordinary post, when
they come."

“When!"” murmured Bob Cherry.

“The whenfulness is terrifie.”

*1t's banknotes this time, you know,™
sald Bunter. *“1 fancy my pater's been
a bull again, A fiver at least—probably
a tenrier. A couple of tenners very likely,

I—I wasn’'t devouring—I mean, eating—toffee in class, sir ! ** gasped Bunier, eyeing Mr. Quelch nervously.
“ What ? " thundered the Remove master.
¢ It's ten minutes past eleven, sir!™

Bunter pointed & irembling fad
(See Chapler 1.)

or three or four!™ Bunter's [ancy was
soaring. “'It's a bit thick, you know, a
Ferm master butting into a fellnw’s
private correspondence like this. I
thore's twenty pounds he won't let me
have it all in & lump! He stopped a
whacking tip that came for S8mithy once.
Cheek, you know! But there it 1a! 3tdll,
!i:ﬂ:’! bound to let me have a fiver out of
1%,

“1f apny!" murmured Nugent.

“¥ou see, I shall explain to him that
I've got to get my bike repaired.” said
Bunter. *That will cost two-ten,”

“ About time it was repaired,” agreed
Bob.
“Woell, I shan't exactly got it dome—
that's for Quelchy, you know,” said
Bunter, ‘"Must tell him something.”

“You fat a’weuﬁl”

“Oh, roally, Cherry! Look here, lend

me & quid, you fellows—that will see me
throu until I pget my registorad
latter."’

“And suppose there 13n't a quid in
tho lotter?"

“0Oh, rot! Man wouldn't register a
letter for less—stands to reason. My
own opinion is that it's a jolly hi
whacking remittance,” said Bunter, his
little round eyes glistenin huhiud_ his
spectacles. “If it is, I shall stand a
feed to the whele Form in the Rag, and
ask you fellows. I dare say you'll
glad to come along and mop up tho
crumbs from the rich man's table—
what? He, he, he!"

“Fathead !"

“0h, roally, Wharton! Look here,
make it ten bob!™ urged Bunter. *I
dare say you haven't much tin about
you—your people don't send you whack
mghremit.tumes like mine. Ten bob will

i Oh, hyer you are, you fat clam! 1
guess I've been lookiog for you!" Figher
Tag MacxeEr Lisrary.—No. 1,057,
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THANKS!

T. Fish of the Romove came up, his
bony face keen and eager, “You owe
me twenty-five bob, Bunter, I guess I'm
going to be on hand when you open that
registered letter.”

Bunter gave the American junior &
disdainful blink.

“You bony ass! I don't owe you any-
Ahing !" he snorted. “You clear off.”

“T guess I'll make potato-scrapings of
you if you don’t shell out when you get
that registerad letter | exclaimed Fisher
y o Fisﬁ hotly. *“You owe me twenty-
fiva bob on that deal in bikes.”

IﬂR‘tall'
“Look hyer, Wharton, it's up to you

to chip in hyer, as captain of the Form |+
exclaimed Fishy excitedly. “It's no
good going to Quelchy—he's down on a
aloot. 1 guess it's up to you to see
f&ir play. ou know how the matter
stands.”

“Bow-wow |"”" was Wharton's reply.

“Well, I'll tell & man!” exclaimed
Fishor T. Fifh. *Look hyer, you know
1 gave Bunter five pounds for a Moon-
beam bike, don't yout™

The Famous Five chuckled. Only too
woll they rememberad that trensaction
in which the cute and spry American
junior had over-reached himself with his
remarkable cuteness and spryness.

“And it turned out,” continued Fishy,
“that Bunter had bought that bike from
a tramp cheap, instead of its being a
presont from his unecle, as he made out.”

“0Oh, really, Fishy—"

“*And then it was found out that the
tramp had pinched it, and that it be-
longed to that ass De Uourcy, over at
Higheliffe !” went on Fisher 'T. Fish
oxcitedly, “When I tried to sell it in

Courtfield they neiled me, and T had to
give it up.”

“Ha, ha, ha'™

“You can cackle!” hooted Fisher T,
“Quelchy made Bunter hand me

Fish.

life, feat

L
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back the dust, but he'd blued twenty-
five bob on tuck. I lost twenty-five
shillings on that deal!” : :
“Good!” said the Famous Five with
ondé volce. '

“If Bunter's in iunds he's got to.

square ! roared Fisher T. Fish. "1
1wess I want my durocks. You pet me?
lock to you, Wharton, as captain of

the Form, to see that I get my due!

Savvy "

Harry Wharton glanced at his com-
radeas.

“Shall we zee that Fishy getz his due,
you men?"” he asked.

YLet's!" agreed Bob Cherry.

“ Sure you want your due, Fishy !

" eﬁ! Sure! Just & few "
“Collar him, then.”

“Hyer, what's this stunt?” roared
Fisher T. Fish, as the Famous Five
collared him. *“Let up! Leggo!

Yarocooh! I guess—yoop!"

“Yon'ro going to have your due,” ex-
plained the captain of the Remove. A
jolly good bumping 15 due to a fellow
who does Unecle Shylock stunts at Groy-
friars! Bump him!™

“Whoooooop ¥

Fisher T. Fish, getting his due in
this unexpected and undesired manner,
sat down on the quadrangle—hard! He
roared as he sat.

Harry Wharton & Co., having given
Fisher Tarleton Fish his due, walked
gway smiling, leaving Fishy to roar.

“1 say, you fellows—" yelled Bunter.

Heo rolled hurriedly after the Famous
Five. Tha most important matter
within the wide limits of the universe at
that moment was a small loan for
Bunter, to enable him to take advantage
of the fact thet the school shop was open
in break. Important as that matter
was, the Famous Five seemed to have
forgotten it completely.

Bunter rolled in hurried pursuit.
he did so a bell clanged.

As

IN EACH OF THESE SPLENDID
VOLUMES.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY

No. 141.—THE FOOTBALL PR
of Close-asason SOOCCLET.

No 142 —SONS OF THE MEN OF MONS. A Stunning
Story of War Thrills,

No. 143—CAPTAIN MOONLIGHT. A Thrilling Tala
of Adventnre. By FRANCIS WARWICK.

No. 144, —CHUMS OF THE CIRCUS. A Stiring Yarmn of
EBoxing and Circus Life, By WALTER EDWARDS,

THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN 4d. LIBRARY.

75.—TAMING A BULLY. A Roualng Story of School
Mo, urlog arton & &
By FREANK RICHARIS, i E
—THE FIGHTING FORM-M R. Topping
No. TE'E-.:‘hml Tale, !.'larrlrlr_FEthe t.:llﬂery?:]%al Rmk&ﬁad.
By OWEN CONQ

CE. A Corking Yamn
By ROBERT MURRAY,

By ALFRED EDGAR.

- md I A2 5 1
RS

Harry Wh of Greyfriars,

[+

3T.

T
ey

THE SEXTON BLAKE 4d. LIBRARY. i

Ne. 141.—THE MYSTERY OF MITCHAM COMMON. Sexton Blake, J&

Tinker, and Splash Page In & thrilling detective novel, i

Ne. 142—THE ADVENTURE OF SPEED-MAD CAMDEN. A grip- ]
ping mixture of detective work and motor racing. ff

No. l-l:.—'l?ﬁ RIDDLE OF THE PHANTOM PLAGUE. Afascloating K§
tale o ng nystery, o
No. 144.—THE CASE OF THE BOGUS MONK. Further daring g3
escapades of George Plummer and his partner Vali Mata-Vall, ‘r

b S BRI i

] B i = o '#ﬁ:'

“0h erumbs ! Oh dear! Oh, rotten!™
gaspod Bunter,

It was the bell for third lesson,
William George Bunter had to roll dis-
consolately to the Form-room after the
rest of the Remove—his inner Bunter
uncomforted by tuck, and an aching
void in the place where at least a dozen
jam-tarts should have reposed. And all
the time a registered letter was waiting
for him in Mr, Quelch’s study. Every
lesson always seemed long to Bunter,
but third lesson that morning seemed to
him to drag its weary length endlessly,

= ]

THE THIRID) CHAPTER.
Trouble at Highelifle !

UPERT DE COURCY, more
familiarly knewn as the Cater-
pillar, luunﬁ!inﬁ under the oaks
at Higheliffe 8chool, smiled.

The Caterpillar, from his coign of van-
tage under the shady oaks, watched
alternately two objects in the quadrangle
in different quarters. Both of them,
apparently, contributed to the Cater-
pillar's lazy amusement.

First, there was s group of extremely
clegant  juniors—Ponsonby, Gadsby,
Monson, and Vavasour of the Fourth
Form. Those cheery youths standing in
an elegant group, were chatting on some
subject that abviouvsly afforded them
entertainmaont.

Becondly, there was Frank Courtenay,
the captain of the Highcliffe Fourth, and
the Caterpillar’s particular chum.
Courtenay, generally a very good-
tempered fellow, was frowning darkly.
His eyes, as well as the Caterpillar’s,
turned on the group of elegant nuts.
P&nscm_hjy & Co., who were causing the
Caterpillar to smile, caused his chum to
frown,

Frank Courtenay, after looking at the
group of nuts for some moments, started
towards them.

Upon which, the Caterpillar emerged
from under the shady oaks and ‘eut
across to intercept him.

“Franky, old fruit!™

Courtenay, intercepted a dozen feet or
more from his objective, stopped. He
still frowned.

“What is it, Caterpillar #** he asked.
“I was just going to speak to those
fallows.™

I know,” assented De Courey,
“That's why I butted in. Speak to me
mstead.”

“What do vou mean 1™

“I'm ever so much nicer to speak to,”
explained the Caterpillar, *“Cut above
Pon and his friends in every wary.
Nicer mannerz, nicer eclothes, nicer to
look at—quite a superior article! Stick
to me, old bean.”

Courtenay laughed, but a little im-
patiently.

I've been watchin' you,” the Cater-
pillar went on. I zaw vou scowlin',
old fellow, right across the quad.”

“1 wasn't aware that I was scowling.”

“¥ou're aware now I've told you.
Chase away that aspect stern, let the
merry smile return ! pleaded the Cater-
pillar. " What's the good of rowin’, old
pippin? Let "em rip!™

“Thoze cads——"

“After gll, Pon's & relative of yours,
Franky.”

“I'm not proud of the relationship,”
grunted Courtenay.

“5till, let him rip! What's the good
of rowin"{"

“ Look here, you ass, I've got to speak
to those cads,” said the captain of the
Higheliffe Fourth. “They're wangling
trouble between us and the Greylriars
men, and I'm going to put a stop to it
You can keep out.”

The Caterpillar sighed.
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“I'm not keepin’ out, Franky. If
yvou're determined on & rag, I'm with
vou up to the neck. I'll come zlong
with vou. If it comes to a scrap, leave
Monson to me—I loathe him "

“What has Monson done?"

“Look at hiz tiel” said the Cater-
pillar gravely, “Look at the pink spots
on it! It's & revoltin' tie! If I come
to scrappin’ with Monson, I ghall wreck
that tie!"

 Asg "

“But I'm goin' to keep the peace if I
can,” said the Caterpillar. * Blessed
aro the peace-makors, you know. Come
on! The weather's gettin' much too
warm for scrappin’ and raggin’. If
Pon & Co. want to rag with the Grey-
friars men, why can't you let them get
on with it, if it makes them happy?
Thoze {'hIr.PS can take care of themselves,
as o rule™ A

“TI known,” said Courtenay 18-
patiently. “DBut this isn't a ra
they've got a rotten scheme on, and I'm
going to stop it."”

The captain of the Higheliffc Fourth
strode on, and the Caterpillar sighed
and sauntered after him. Donsonby &
Co. exchanged grins as they came up.
They had had an eye on the captain of
their Forn [or some time.

“ Look here, Ponsonby Courtenay
said abruptly, as he came up to the
group of nuts.

“Lookin' 1" said Ponsonby politely.

“You're raking up that affair of the
pinching of I Courcy's bike” said
Courtenay. “ You know as well as 1 do
that that bike was stolen by a lramp—a
man named Jobson—who sold it to
Bunter of the Greyfriars Romove. ‘That
was how that American chap came to be
solling it at Stubbs’, in Courtfield. He
bought it from Bunter. You know all
this quite well™

Ponsonby raised his eyebrows.

“Sure you've got it right?” he asked,

“You know that's right!” snapped
Courtenay. “I've told vou so before!”

“[s that a proof that it's right ¥

Clourtenay’s eyes gleamed.

“If vou mean that yon doubt my
word, Ponsonby—-"

“Not at all,” said Ponsonby airily.
“Wouldn't think of it for a minute.
But surcly a chap may have his own
opinion? IM'rinstance, .you've told ws
that a tramp pinched the Caterpillar’s
bike. Where's the tramp? Man who
pinches a bike ought to be handed over
ta tie police.”

“We gave the fellow a licking with a
fives bat, and let him run.”

T Ah!'  That was a mistake!" said
Ponsanby, with a serious shake of the
head. “That leaves it open 10 doubt
whether the man really did 1t, you see.
Of course, nobody here doubts your
word, I think all the gentlemen present
agreo to that?” Ton glanced round
tnquiringly at his friends.

*Clertainly 1Y grinned Gadsby.

* Absolutely ' said Vavasour.

“PBut you may have made a mistake,™

F¥

continued on, in his airy way., “We
arc all liable to make mistakes. The
man may have locked a suspicious
vharacter. but he may have BN
innocent.

“ He owned up to 16"

“Well, that may have been done
under pressure,” argued Ponsonby.

“dfan might own up to almost anythin'
when he's bein' thrashed with a fives
liat. I were gettin' & dozen from a
fives bat, I'd ewn up to havin' been the
vhap who started the Great Fire of
London—to get out of a second dozen.
Se0f What a man says under the per-
suasion of a fives bat isn't evidence.”
The Caterpillar smiled., Courtenay

and

frowned still more darkly. Cecil Pon-
sonby ran on cheerily

“You see, we're dealing with facts!"”

“0Oh, gad!" murmured the Cater-
pillar. “ When did you begin to deal in

acts, Pon? This is rather a sudden
whange, isn't it 1"

Ponsonby did not heed that guestion.

“All we actually know,” he went on,
“is thiz: IDle Courey’s bike was stolen,
it was recovered through bein’
offered for sale at a eyele shop in Court-
ficld by a Greyfriars man., That's cer-
tain, and the rest scoms at least donbt.
ful. You're welcome to your opinion,
of course. My own opinion is that when
a stolen bike iz offered for sale, the odds
are on the seller bein' the man whe
pinched it—what 1"

“ Absolutely ' said Vavasour.

“Pinchin®  bikes,” went on TPon
gravely, “is a jolly serious thing. Can't
make too much fuss about such rascaliy
doin’s. Fellow can’t be always watchin’
his jigger. Sneakin’ cad comes along
and pinches it. It's sickenin'. Why, 1t
might have been iny own bike that those
Greyfriars men pinched.”

“Or mine,” said Gadshy. “I'm not
lookin' for a row with the Greyfriars
chaps, but I draw a line at lettin® them
pinch my bike.” j

“Man must bar that sort of thing,”
said Monson., “If we rub this well in,
vou know, they may chuck up doin' that
soft of thing, It's really for their own
good that we're makit' a bit of a fuss
about 14"

“ Abeolutely 1" grioned Vavasour.

“You  mean,”  said  Courtenay
abruptly, “that though you know per-
fectly well that the bike was stolen by n
tramp, you're going to make capital oat
of it happening to fall into a Grevfriars
man's hands. You're going to use this
ageinst my friends at Greyfriars, to
make trouble all round.™

“Plain English 1" said the Caterpillar.
“You can alwavs rely on Franky for
plain Englizh !

Ponsonby winked at his comrades.

"“"That's a rather rotten way of puttin’
it, Conrtenay,” he said. “T can't say 1
like that way of puttin’ it at all. Of
course, we're nol thinkin® of anythin’ of
the kind. It doesn't scom quite clear
which of the Greyfriars men stele that
jigger.”

“Yeou knew perfectly well that no
Greyfriars  man  stole 18! said
Courtenay, his voice rising in his anger,

S Don't shout, old bean!” chided
Tonsonby. " What's the good of losin
vour temper about 1t? I don't object to
your keepin' to your opinien, if yon
really belicve in that tramp you told us
about. I'm keepin’ to mine. As far as
T can make out, it was that fat fellow,
Bunter, who actually took the stolen
bike inte Greyiviars. It was a f[ellow
named (Jndfish, or somethin’, who triod
to sell 1t. Whethor your [ronds,
Wharton and hiz mob, were mixed up
in it or not I don't know.™

it Whﬂt g4 ,

“I'm not sayin® they were. I simply
say 1 don't know," said Pmlﬂ-ﬂll‘b
calmly. “I've had a lot of rows wit
Wharten and his gang, but TI'm not
projudiced—I  believe 1n givin' even
those outsiders fair play. Which of the
Greyfriars mob actually pinched the
bike is & mystery. I'm not sayin' it was
any particular chap. I only say it was
one of them."

“You know it was not.”

“Yeou're doubting my word now”
said Ponsonby reproachfully. “That’s
hardly ecivil, after I've assured you that
I don't doubt vours.”

“Thia has got
Counrtenay savagely. ) i

“I agrce—in fact, my object is to put

ta stop!” said

a stop to this sneakin' of fellows® jiggers
when they happen to bo left around—""

“I don’t mean that, and you know it.
'This dirty game of yours haz got to
stop. You're out to make trouble with
Creyfrtars, and T won't have it 1™ said
the captain of the Higheliffe Fourth.
* You're tryiug this on, because you got
licked whenever vou rag with those
fellows., 'They'd be glad to let you alone
if you'd let them alone, But you'recsiot
satisfied with that; yvou're always trying
on some trickery, and you always get
the worst of it. That's why you're
taking up this underhand stunt. VYon
think sou’ve got s chance in this to
make them sic up without getting your
nose punched for it. You can rag with
them as much as you like, so long as

vou play the game. This isn't the
gauie,”

“3o glad to hear your opinion,”™ said
Ponsonby affably.  “Tell us some
more. We're all attention.”

“Will you drop it?” demanded
Courtenay,

“Drop what?" asked Pon, with a
puzzled look. “I don't pinch bLikes—I
can't drop thar! It's the Groyfriars
men who pinch bikes, and I want them
to drop it, I assure you. I think that
Ly rubbin’ this well in we shall make
them drop it, in fact. If they keep on

pinchin' = bikes, they may take to
pinchin’  other  things, and land in
chokey in the long run. They'ro

friends of youwrs, so I should be sorry
to seo them sent to Borstal”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Ponsonby's
chums, quite entertained by the idea
of Harry Wharten & Co., of Groyfriars,
being sent to Boratal.
- “Huszh, hush!” said Pon. “Thias
isn't & laughin’ matter, you men. This
1= serious, Look at Courtenay; you can
see he takes it very seriously, He's
quite worried about hiz Greyfriars pals
Lein” taken off to Borstal.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

; F:innk Courtenay clenched his hands
TRLER.

“That's enough, Ponsonby,” he said.
“I #ee it's no uso to appeal to your
decency. as you haven't any. But I
tell you plainly that this got to
stﬂp, and I'm going 10 stop it."”

“And how?” inquired Pon politely.

“If there's ne other way, by giving
you o jolly good hiding!” exclaimed
Courtenay, his anger blazing out.

* "Bhush " murmured the Catespillar,
tonching his chum gently on the arm.
“There's Mobby comin' along &ho
parh.”

Courtenay did not heed the warning
or the appronch of Mr. Mobbs, the
master of the Fourth., His eyes wers
fixed on Clecil Ponsonby. Beldom or
never had the junior captain of High-
eliffe been so (gwply enraged. All his
offorts to puz an end the feud
Letween the two schools had  been
defeated by Ponsonby & Co., and tho
present stunt of those cheery youths
was likely ro make & breach that might
never be bridged.

Ponsonby's eyes gleamad.
quite aware ﬂfy the rmtimit{l of the
master of the Higlmliﬁ'ﬂ Fourth, having
had his eye upon Mr, Mobbs' somewhat
ungraceful figure for somo time:

“8o it's to be a Gght, is. " asked
Ponsonby, raizing his voice so that it

Ha was

would carry as far as Mr. Mobbe “I
hope you'll think better of il
Courtenay. You're my relative, you
know, and I don’t want to scrap with
‘o

“Will vou chuck up this rotten

hen ou cad ™
EE“O;:' grhut up, you meddlin' fooll”
said Ponsonby, this time in & voico
Tae MagxEr Lisrary.—No. 1,057,
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that did not carry so far az Mr. Mobbs.
“Mind you own business, you cheeky,
meddlin’ rottex! Tell your friends at
Greyfriars 10 leave off stealin’ bikes,
instead of talkin' to me. And now,
hold your tongue!”

That was rather too much for Frank
Courtenay, with his temper already at
boiling point. He fairly jumped at
Ponsonby, whose hands went up fast
enough. A second more and they wera
fighting furiously, and Myr. Mobbs waz

running up with whisking gown and
startled [ace.

“Courtenay! Ponsonby!  Separate
at once!” shrieked Mr. Mobbs 1n
horrified anger. “How dare you—how
dare you! command youl”

Ponsonby jumped away prompily.

The captain of the Fourth very unwil-

lingly dropped his hands and stood
]:n&:l?‘ti};g. The Caterpillar sighed. Tis
chum had declined to listen to his

sage counsel, and had placed himself
l._lc:pa[:lasly in the ‘.":'ICIII%. .

*Borry, sir,” said Ponsonby—" very
sorry, sir! Buv I had to defend
myself.”

‘] am awara of that Ponsonby. I
heard what you zaid to Courtenay, and
do not blame you in the very least,
Ponsonby. Courtenay, how dare yon
attack ";‘nuﬂnnhy in this ruffianly
manner

“Ha knows,” muttered Courtenay.

“What is the cause of this quarrel ?”
demanded Mr. Mobbs. “You have
forced a quarrel upen Ponsonby., What
does it mean " S L

“It's o difference of opinen, sir,
said Ponsonby softly., “It's about De
Courey’s bike that was stolen by a
Greyfriars chap.” S .

“ A moss disgraceful incident,” said
Mr. Mobbs. : ;

“ My friends and I think, sir, that as
the stolen bike was sold by a Grey-
feiars man, it was most likely stolen
by & Greyfriars man. Courtenay says
we're not to think =o0,” said Ponsonby
blandly, “Chap can't alier his opinion,
can he, sir??

Mr. Mobbs gave Cowrrenay a grim
look.

“The affair of that bicyele i3 very
far from explained,” said Mr. Mobbs.
“(Certainly it was stolen, and after-
wards offared for zale by a Greyfriars
boy. That circumstance may speak for
itsell, or it may not, but undoubtedly
it looks suspicious—very suspiclous. I
have no very high opinion of the boys
of Greyfriars 8chool. Courtenay, you
have acted in & very high-handed and
utterly inexcusable way in attacking
Ponsonby for expressing a very reason-
shle opinion. You will take five
hundred lines™ ]

Courtenay’s eyes ghttered at Pon-
sonby, but he did not speak.

“1 can rely on Ponsonby to keep the
poace,” went on Mr, Maobbs, “To you,
Clouzrtenay, I give this warning—if
there 15 any repetition of this rufhan-
ism I shall report you to your head-
master immediately. If you do not
care to hear Ponsonby's opinion on
this matter you need not discuss it with
him. I saw you deliberately approach
him, sir. Y{}u should be ashamed of
yourself, Courtenay. Go away at once.
And, mind, let there be no repetition
of this ™ s

Mr. Mobbs dismissed Courtenay with
& wave of a bony hand.

Tha captain of the Fourth walked
AWLY, witg tha Cetorpillar, upon whose
face thers lurked a whimsical smile.

“Firet round to Pon!" murmured
the Caterpillar, when they were out of
hearin Mr. Mebbs,  “You really
asked for it, Franky. You ain't up to

Tae Maaner Lisrary.—No. 1,067,

Pon’s weight when iv comes to trickery
an' cunning.”

Courtenay breathed hard.

T stop the cad somehow, all the
same,” he said between his teeth. “ The
fallow's an utter rascal.”

“That's no news, old bean. Buy, for
the sake of peace an' & guist life, can’t
you let him rip?"

I Nao!" snapped Courtenay.

The Caterpillar sighed.

& ‘m"i"::ﬂi1 don’t bite off an old pal's
napper,” he pleaded. ¥ 1 ain’t eallin’
the Greyfriars blokes thieves, you
know., I like them immensely, and the
lezs T zeo them the better I like thém.”

“(Oh, rats!™

“Look here, Frenky,” said the Cater-

illar quietly, “you'ra not goin' for
]f'c-n again. It means goin’ up before
the Head, and still leavin’ malters

where they were. Chuck 1t!"

To which Frank Courtenay made no
reply. He left the Caterpillar, and
walked away to the House with o dark
brow. The Caterpillar looked after
him and sighed once more. There was
trouble on the tapis, and the Caterpillar
hatgd trouble; he hiked coxistence to
glide by smoothly in smooth waters.
But unﬁuubtm’lly there was trouble to
COhe,

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
At Last!

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
W gasped with relief.

The longest lesson Bunter

had  ever  cxperienced—at

loast, it scemed thoe longost—was over.

Third lesson, in the Remove-room
at Greyfriavs, had come to an cnd.

Mr. Quelch dismissed his class, and

Billy Bunter rolled joyfully out of the

Form-room. He was free at last to
claim that registered leiter. Whether
it contained a postal-order, or cur-

rency notes, or banknotes, was to be
discovered at last. Whatever 1t con-
tained, Bunter was going to be In
funds. On thas point William George
Bunter had not a shadow of u doubt.
Indeed, it seemed ccrtain enpugh to
other fellows as well as Bunter himseli.
Fisher T. Fisher haunted Bunter like
a shadow, still nourishing the hope of
recovering & EE'[,IEI!IQ]_}’ bad debt as
soon as Bunter was in funds.  Skinner
and Snoop and Stott joined Bunter
with very friendly logks. These three
always had friendly looks for any fellow
who was in funds. Bo William George
had an escort when he rolled a.waf to
the Remove master's study to clammn
that famous letter.
“We'll wait for you, Dunter, old

chap! said Skinner cordially. “Nip

in and get it, old fellow.,”
“Lucky bargee, getting registored

letters,” remarked Snoop. " These

things only happen to Bunter.™” )

“ You sen, Bunter's people are rolling
in it,” . said Skinner, with a wink at his
comrades unperceived by the Owl of
the Remove. “Wao all know about
Bunter Court and Bunter’'s rich rela-
tions.”

“We do,” agreed Stort. “ Bunter's
told us. here, what are youm
hariging about for, Fishy? You're no
pal of Bunter's.” X

“Oh, can it!” gruwlﬁ:i Fisher T.
Fish. *“I guess I'm going to bo on
hand, just o few, when -that letter’s
opened.  Bunter owes me six dollars
and & quarter.”

“QOh, really, Fishy-—"

“Rot!"” said Skinner. “ Bunter owes
vou nothing. You chiselled that hike off
him, Fishy, and you deserved what you
gok. You buzz off "

“T may, vou fellows, clear that cad

off, you know,"” said Punter., “J don'$
want anything to do with him. He
swindled me owver that bike, and it
served him jolly well =mght when it
turned out to be De Courcy’s, and he
had to hand i1t over., Clear him off !
gay, when I get my registered lotter I'm
going to stand a spread at the tuck-
shop. You fellows come!”

“What-ho!"” agreed Bkinner.

“Pleased " murmurcd Snoop.

“HRely on us, old chap!™ Eﬂ-iﬁ Btott,

“1 puess—=""

“I'm not asking wou, Fishy," said
Bunter loftily. “1'my rather particular
whom I feed with. ¥ou're a rotter,
Fishy, and I don't want anything to
do with you. SBeei”

“You owe ma six dollars—'

“Here, you zhut up!" said Skinner.
“We're not having you rong Bunter,
Fizhy. Go and talk timugh YOUT nose
somewheors else,™

E'llﬂ-ﬂﬂ-_"

“Bhilt him !” eaid Snoop.

“Hyer, hands off, you scallywags'!™
roared Fisher T. Fisi;, as Skinner & Co.
collared him,

Billy Bunter grinned. Fisher T. Fish
was the sha . cutest, and most keen
and businesslike youth that had ever
struck Greyfriars School. DBut he was
not much of a fighting-man. Had he
been one, Skinner & Co. would not
have displayed their friendship for
Bunter in that manner at all. As he was
not, Skinner & Co. were quite willing

to oblige Bunter by clearing him off,

The ‘I'ransatlantic junior was cleared
off in the most effpctive way. With
three pairs of hands upon him, Fisher T.
Fish was whirled along the passage and
bumped down hard, Stayving only to
bang Fishy's businesslike head on the
floor, Bkinner & Co. returned to join
Bunter. Fisher Tarleton Fish was left
sitting in a breathless state, gasping,
and rubbing his  head—too much
ocoupied, for the momoeont, with his
personal damages to think, even, about
the six dollars and a guarter which had
gone from his gaze, like six and =
quarter beautiful dreams,

Having thus disposed of the obtrusive
Fishy, Skinner & Co. walked to the
Form maszter’s study with Bunter.

Bunter was strutting considerably.

It was quite rare for Dunter to be
accompanied, in his pereginations, by
affectionate and admiring friends. The
oceasions when such things happened
wers ag rare as his remiitances,

All the more because of their rariby,
perhaps, Bunter prized such friendly
attentions. He was fm’:liﬂg quite bucked
by the kind regords of Skinner & Co.
Bunter liked being popular. Indecd, he
suffercd from the delusion that ho
actually was popular. Still, it was
pleasant to have it demonstrated in
thiz way. Three fellows wore hanging
on his words as if they were pearls of
wisdom falling from his lips; and thera
was no doubt that his popularity would
grow and extend if that registered
lotter turned up trmml::a, Skinner & Co.
were not the only fellows at Greyiriars
who were on the “ make.” 4

“Hang on a minute or two, while I
get my piettmr, vou men!"” said DBunter
affably, as they arrived at Br. lelﬂ]"!'s
door. “Quelchy will want to open it,
vou know, or to see me open it. Checky,
but thera you are! I don’t suppose he'll
let me have more than a fiver out of 1t

at onoe,” _ .
“ Rotten !" smiled Skinner. ;
A series of free feeds unrolled in

prospect before Harold Bkinner's eyes
at the idea of William George Bunter
with & fiver in his possession. It was
casy for any fellow, who was not too
particular, to share in Bunter's pros-
perity by the simple process of buttering
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more, and they were fighting furiously.

with whisking gown and startled face.

Bunter, Skinner was prepared to keep
up the buttering process so long as
Buntoer's prosperity lasted—just so long,
and no longer.

“We'll wait, old chap,"” said Snoop.
“Don't let Quelchy keep you a long

time, Remember, your friends are
waiting for you.”

“Right-ho, old beans!" grinned
Bunter.

And he tapped at Mr. Quelch's door
and entered the study.

The Roemove master, who seemed to
have forgotten about Bunter and his
registered letter, stared at bim inguir-
ingly. Mr. Quelch had sab down to a
pile of Latin papers, and omitted to
remember a matter that was, of course,
of much greater importance.

“What 1s 1t, DBunter®"

“My latter, sir!” )

“Vour letter? Oh! Yes quite so!l”

Mr. Quelech opened a drawer in his
teble and took out a registered letter.
Bunter's eves glistened through his
big -spectacles at the sight of it. A
spaled registered letter, addressed to
W. G. Bunter, did not often delight
tha Owl of the Remove. He stretched
out a fat hand.

“ You may take tho letter, Bunter.”

“Thank vou, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“Yan will open ib in my presence,”
gaid Mr. Quelch.

*Yes, sir.”
Bunter slit the eond of the long
envelope  with a  fat  thumb  that

trembled with eagerness.

Somewhat to his surprise, the en-
velope was not at all bulﬁ:;. Obviously,
it was not ecrammed with notes,

By the feel of it, it might have con-
tained only a letter—merely that, and
nothing more.

Still, it was absurd to suppose that
anyone would have registered a letter
that contained nothing of value. Bunter
decided thut it probably contained a

* Courtenay !
“ How dare you !

single. banknote of a high denomination.
A twenty-pound note was a3 pood as
four fveus,

He drew out o folded sheet of paper.

Then he blinked into the skilf
envelope.

It was empty now.

Bunter blinked, and blinked again.
He could not understand it. He did not
unfold the letter. It was a single shoek,
folded onece, and plainly contaimng
nothing.

Where was the money?

U Weall, DBunter, what does the letter
contain?"  asked Mr. Quelch im-
patiently. “If it contains a larger sum
than it is judicious for a junior boy to
possess it will be my duty to retamn a
portion of the amount, or to return it
to the sender.”

i ijﬂl

Mr. Quelch stared at him,

“Poes not the envelops econtain
money, Bunter?”

“Ow! No!"” groaned Bunter,

“Dear me! It 13 very odd that a

rogistered letter should be sent to you
containing only a written note,” sald
the Remove master. "I think that noto
had better be examined in my prescnce.
You may look at it™

Bunter's fat fingers unfolded the note.
His fat face was so woebegone and
lugubrious that Mr, Quelch stared at
him, and then smiled. Evidently the
fat junior had expected a whacking re-
mittance in that letter. And there was
only & written note—of no interest to
Bunter, Punter did not care a single

solitary straw what was written there,

or from whom it came. Whatever it

was, it evidently had no cash wvalue.
But he started as he unfclded the

paper and blinked at it. A single line

was written on it, in large capital
letters:
“WHO 8T0OLE THE BIKE?®

His temper at boiling point, Frank Courtenay fairly jumped at Ponsonby, whose hands went up fast-enocugh. A second

Ponsonby ! Separate at once ! "' shrieked Mr. Mobbs, running up
How dare you!l™

(See Chapler 3.)

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not 2 Bank Nota ]

r wr 7 HO stole the bike?
Ve Bunter stared at it.

Some unknown COLTa8-
poadent had written that im-

ertinent guestion, and registered the
etter ! The correspondent desired to
remfain unknown, too—that was clear,
from capitals having heen used in the
extraordinary communication,

Who stole the bike?

That question—just that! No signa-
ture, no clue to the identity of the
sender. Worst of all, no cash! Not a
vestige of cash!

Bunter gazed at the paper with his
littla, round oyes salmost bulging
through hiz glasses.

“Well ?* rapped Mr, Quelch. *“What
is it, Bunter? If it is a letter from
some relative I do not desire to see it

“ Wunno, sir!"”

“Then what—" znapped the Form
master. He stared harder at Bunter.
“Your look is so very extraordinary,
Bunter, that I think 1 had better see
that note. Hand it to mel”

Bunter had no objection to make. He
was quite willing to give Mr. Quelch
that note as a free gift. It was not the
kind of note he had hoped to find in his
registercd letter,

Mr. Quelch took the note and gazed
at it. Then he adjusted a pair of pince-
nez, which he kept for special occasions,
and gazed at the note again. Blank
astonishment was in his face.

“Who stole the bike?” ho read out.
“Rless my soul! What does this mean,
Buunter

“I—I don’t know, sic” _

“Homo person has sent you a regis-
tered letter, containing only thess
words ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch, “ There
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must be some explanation. You sup-
posed that the letter contained some
money, Banter I

“Dwl” groaned Bunter., " Yes”

“"From whom does this letter come,
Bunter .

“I don't know, sir,” ;

“What iz the bicycle to which it
reférs}” demanded Mr. Quelch. " Does
1t mean that some person is scocusing
you, & Creyfriars bgy, of stealing =
bicycle? Is Lhat the meanimg of this
very  extraordinary communication "

" The beast]” gasped Bunter.

“What " <

“It's one of those Higheliffe cads,
gir,"” mumbled Buntor. “%t— must be—
making out that I stole that bike, sir.”

“What bicycle!” rapped Mr. Quelch.

The incident of the Caterpillar’s bike
had faded from Mr. Quelch's mind. It
was 8 week since it had happened.
Mr. Quelch had cancd Bunter for buy-
ifig & bike from a tramp; and cancd
Fisher T. Fish for his sharp practice in
getting it away fromm Bunter at =2
quarter its wvalue, Then he had dis-
missed the matter from his mind. Cer-
tainly, he had never expected it to crop
up again in this way.

“Ie Courcy's bike, sir,”  mumbled
Bunter. “The one I bought from that
beast Jobson, sir—"

Mr. Quelch frowned portentously.

“That matter was fully explained at
Highcliffe School, Bunter. Neo one
_there can posuibly imagine that the
bicycle was taken, in the first place, by
a Grayiriars boy."

“F—I know, sir! DBut those cads
would say anything to get in ona
against {’;m}'friars, 1 szuppose 1t's
Ponsonby.”

“"Upon my word!”

This was rather a revelation to Mr.
Quelch, He sat szilent for some
moments, staring at DBunter, hiz brow
growing darker and darker.

“Give me the envelope, Bunter,” he
said at last.

Hao examined the envelope.

“It 1s stamped with the stamp of
Courtfield post-office,” he said. * Conrt-
field iz undoubtedly the post-office for
Highcliffe. Have you any reason, be-
yond bare suspicion, to suppose that
Ponsonby sent you this lettar "

i suppose 1t was Pon—
that's ;

“The matter will be investigated!™
sald Mr. Quelch, sharply and savagely.
““No boy will be allowed to bring such
an accusation against a Greyiriars bov
with impunity. Give me the letter.
shall take thiz meatter up personally,
Bunter. You may go.”

Billy Bunter left the study.

He had ontered the room as if he
were walking on air. He crawled out
of it locking as if he found life scarcely
worth living.

But at the sight of Skinner & Co. in
the corridor, Billy Bunter pulled himi-
g6l together.

The registered letter was a fraud—

ero wus no temittance! No bank-
notes—no currency notes—not even a
postal-order. Billy Bunter cared little
or nothing for the taunt from HiEh-
cliffe—it was the disappeintment that
troubled him. Bunter’s fat brain
seldom worked quickly—indeed, there
wero fellows in the Remove who said
thet it never worked at all. But at
times it could be active—any prospect
of tuck on the horizon, for instance, sct
it going to full capacity.

There was ne remittance in  the
letter. But Skinner & Co. believed
that there wasx a remittanece in the
letter.

The best thing poing was to have
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e¢ash., But the next best thing was to
have credit. .

Cash there was none! But in Skinner-
& Co.'s belief in the cash there
existed a possibility of credit. That
flashed at once into Bunter's fat brain
a3 he met the eager looks of his threo
friends.

“YVou don't lock very chippy about
it," remarked Skinner, eyeing Bunter
rather suspiciously.

"“"Where's the letter ' asked Snoop.

“Quelchy’s keeping it,” said Bunter.
“He—he wou't let me bave it. He—
he said that a fellow mustn’t have more
pocket money than 18 judigious—his
vary words,”

“That sounds like Quelchy!" agreed
Skinner.  “But, loock here, he's not
keeping back all the remittance,
surely 1

“It was one note—all in one noto,”
explained Bunter, feeling that thiz was
the truth, whatever impression Skinner,
& Co. might. draw from his statemont.
"1 hoped 1t would be a bunch of fivers,
you know; but it came in a single note,
Quelchy told me to give it to him.™

" Rotten shame ¥ said Stott. !

“But he's bound to let you have some’
of 1it," =aid B8Skinner. “Look here,
Bunter, you azk him to let you have it
to change, and ask him how much of it
you may keep. Beal?”

Bunter grinned faintly. Ha really
did not want that note or any part of
it. A note from Highcliffe, asking who
had stolen the bike, was of no uze lo
him: certainly, it was not likely to be
taken as legal tender at the tuckshop.

“I'm afraid there's nothing doing,”
ho said. * Look here, vou fellows, come
along to the tuckshop——»"W

There was no enthuziasm on the part
of Skinner & Co,

They were prepared to accompany
Bunter to the tuckshop, 1f Buntor was
in funds.  Otherwise, Mrs. Mimble's
establishment had no attraction for
thews, in Bunter's company. ¢

“1 say, you fellows, Quelchy will bha
bound to give me my note—later,”
urged Bunter. “He can't keep it for
good, vou know. It's mine, asn't it?
\‘I‘::cth you fellows come to the tuck-
sho Ak .

Skinner hesitated. If William George

“Please, may I have my note, sir®"

gasprd Bunfer,
. "¥ou mwy not, Bunter; I have
already told you that I shall retain that
note in my hands, and take up the
matter personally. Go!”

Bunter backed away and
door.

Skinner & Co. were all smiles again.
Skinuer, who was a doubting Thomas
in all matters, and rather prided him-
solfl on mever believing anything, was
convinced now. From Mr, Quelch's
own lips he had heard that there was o
noto for Bunter, which Mr. Quelch was
retaining, That settled it!

Skinney slippﬂd & friendly
through Bunter's,

“Coma on, old fellow! He's bound
to let you have it, or someo of it, at

shut the

arm

teast, later! Till then, wou've got
friands.™

“A fellow like Bunter will always
have friends,” said Sn solemnly,

““and his friends will stand by him !

Bunter's fat face brightanag.

There was no cash; but evidently
thera was cradit!

“I say, you fellows,
gaspad Bunter,

And William QGeorge Bunter rolled
away to the tuckshop with his friends
—and there his friends stood by him
nobly. And Bunter, as he disposed of
jam tarts and gmgar pop at the ex-
pense of Skinngr Co., wondered a
little what those friendly fellows would
say when they learned the exact nature
of the “note” that Mr. Queleh had
r&%m&d. i 4

Bunter had been, disappointed—deepl
disappointed. The ﬁverspgml l:e-nnampig_
which his fat imsgination had revelled
had not materialited, It wa a heavy
blow. But this feed from Skinmer &
Ce, was a sort of consolation prize, and
Bunter was comforted.

come onl"”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wrathy |

6 ROUBLE for somehody !”
marked the Bounder,

Bmithy made that remark as

the Remove went in to dinner.

ré-

Bunter had received & note of such. The expression on Mr. Queleh’s faco

large denomination that his Form
master considered it judicionz not to
hand it over to him, it was obvious that
Bunter was going to-be in great funds,
even if he was not in funds at the
present moment. A feed for Bunter
would be in the nature of a sprat to
catech 8 whale. Bkinner & Co., 1ndead,
could hardly hope - to share in  the
prosperity, if they refused to stand by
their dear pal in his briel adversity.

“Well, lock here,” said SBkinner at
last. **Ask Quelchy to let vou have tho
note to change. Then we'll see™

“But—" murmurad Bunter.

“And leave the door open when you
go In,” said SBkinner.

Perhaps Skinner had a lingering
doubt as to whether there was a note
at all, and wanted to make absolutely
certain before he parted with that sprat
which was to catch a whale.

“0h, all right!” said Bunter.

Heo turned back to Mr. Quelch’'s room
door. Skinner & Co. keopt cloze to him
naw, anxious to hear what was zaid in
the study.

Bunter
opened it.

Mr. ?;1p!nh glanced at him acroszs hig
table, sharply.

“Bunter, vou should not interrupt
ma! What is it*”

“ Please, sir, ca-c-c-an—"

“Bo brief!” snapped Mr. Quelch.

tanped at the door and

‘was the cause of it

There was no doubt that the Remove
master looked ns if trouble was im-
pending.

There was thunder in his brow and &
glitter in his eyes, ;

At the Remove table there was ne
whispering ; whispers were not judicious
when Mr. Quelch wore that thunderous
expression,

What had happened to rouse Quelehy
in this way was rather a mystery to the
Removites,

He ought really to have looked wvory
IIlErrﬁ' and bright that morning, after
his happy run with the ablative
ahsalute. :

Something, evidently, had oeccurred
gince class to disturb his lofty screnity.

Billy Dunter was aware of what it
was, Nobody else in the Remove had,
so far, cven a suspicion.

After dinner, when the fellows went
out, Mr. Queleh called to the captain
of the Remove.

“Wharton I"

"Oh! Yes, sir!” said Harry, rather
dismayed. It looked as if it was upon
hiz devoted head that the impending
trouble was to land.

“¥You will come to my study.”

“0Oh! Yes, sir”

“Bring Bunter and Fish with you."

“YVery well, sir.”

Mr, Quelch rustled away,
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“What on earth’s the jolly

“Can't be that little matter of inking
Hobby of the Shell,” remarked Nugent,
# Bunter and Fishk weren't in it
Harry Wharton amiled. 3
He i'iad no seriows sins upon his
youthful conscience; but he had hur-
riedly remembered certain cpisodes,
such as the inking of Hobson of the
8hell, to which & very meticulous Form
master like Mr. Quclch might take
exception:

But in that affair Bunter and Fish
had had no hand; so cvidently it was
not for this ebullition of youthful
exuberance that he was called on the
carpet. ' '

Can't be anything much,” he re-
marked. I dare say Bunter's been
scoffing something from tha pantry——"

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“And Fishy has been swindling some-
body again, most likely. Have vou been
swindling anybody to-day, Fishyi"

“Oh, come off 1" growled Fisher T.
Fish. “I guess the old clam iz going
to tell Bunter to square my six dollars
and a guarter, and tell you to see that
he does it."”

The three juniors followed the Form
maater to his study. two of them won-
dering what was foward; Bunter guess-
ing very casily that the interview was
in connection with his registered letter.
-Mr., Quelch was frowning when they
came in. There was an atmospheres of
thunder in the study.

On the table before him lay the note
that had come in the regisicred letter
for Bunter,

“Wharten,” said My, Queleh, “kindly
take that note and read it.™

Wharton oheyed,

Ho stared blankly at the message in
capital lettors.

*“WH{O STOLE THE BIKE?*

He stared at it, and looked at Mr,
Quelch in blank amazement., Fisher T.
Fish stared at it, too.

“That absurd and insolent note
arrived in a registered letter addressed
to DBunter this morning,” said Mr.
Quelch.

“Oh!" ejaculated Wharion. _

“There 15 no clue to the sender,” said
Mr. Quelch. “The postmark is Court-
field, however. DBunler supposcs that
this insulting mﬂﬁl%'ﬂ proceeds from
some person at Highcliffe Behool. Is
that your opinion, Wharton #"

Wharton breathed hard,

“I've no doubt of
answered,

“Tt refers, of course, to the bicyvele
belonging to De Courey, which was
stolen by some unknown tramp.” .

“1 suppose so, sir,” said Wharton, his
cheeks reddening with anger,

“It implics an acensstion that the
bicyele was stolen by Dunter IV

“It looks like it. sir.”

“Y1f such an opinion is held at High-
eliffe, it mnst be dispelled,”™ sard My

neleh. “Such a matter ecannot be
allowod to pass.”™

The gloam in Wharton's oves indi-
cated that the matter would not be
allowed io pass, so far as he was con-
corned. He was already making rapid
pians for the half-heliday that after-
noon. His leisure hours that day were
to be entively deveted to Ceeil Pon-
sonby of the Fouirth Form at Highcliffe
School. ]

“The whole affair was very unfortu-
nate,"” said Mr. Quelch. “No un-
pleasant incident of this kind could have
gecurred, without foolish and repre-
hensible conduct on the part of Grey-
friars boys. Bunter's crass stupidity in
purchasing a bicycle from a disreput-
abloe stranger—"

it, sir,” ho

old .
trouble ** asked Bob Cherry, in wondar,.

“0Oh, really, sir——"

“Zilence ! thundered Mr. Quelch,

Billy Bunter quaked and was silent.

“And the unscrupulous greed of Fish
in obtaining possession of the machine
gt a low prico and endeavouring to sell
it for a larger sum at the cycle-shop in
Courtheld—" T

Fisher T. Fish opened his thin lips
to speak. DBut he realised that this was
no time to educate Mr. Quelch 1 busi-
ness matters, and he closed his lips
agrain.

“But for this, no accusation of this
kind could have been brought,” re-
sumed the Remove master. “The
machino ought never to have entered
the precinets of Greyfriars at all.”

The juniors stood silent.

“As I have already punished Bunter
and Fish, I shall not punish them
again,” said Mr. Quelch, in a reluctant
sort of way. " But this matter must be
¢cleared up. I accepted, at the time, the
cxplanation given to me. I must pow
inguire furthier. I cannot accept the
word of Bunter or Fish; but you,
Whartch, scem to be acquainted with
the details of the metter. Is it an
actual fact, to your knowledpe, that the
bicycle was stolen by a tramp "

“Certainly, s !" said Harry.

"You saw the mani” -

A lot of us saw him, sic.”

“Why, then, was he not handed over
to the poliee?™ ]

“Well, we gave him a jolly good hid-
ing with a fves-bat, sir, and we
thought that was all right,” said Harry.
“Tha matter was really in De Courey's
hands, as it was his bike that was
pinched—I mean, atolen. He didn't
want & lot of fuss with the police mixed
up i 1it.” .

“1 guite understand that; but 1t has
turncd out very unfortunately, Can the
man be found again "

“I—I'm afraid net, sir. It's more
than a week ago, and—and I supposc
he has cleared off.™

“What was his name ¥

% Jobson, sir—Honest QGeorge, he
called himself. It may not have been
Ins rea! name, of course”

“Probably not.” Mr. Quelch pursed
his lips., “If the man can be found, he
must be charged with theft, in order to
clear up the matior beyond all doubt,
or affected doubt. In the meantime, I
shall take up the affair, and make a
very strong remonstrance at Highelife.
It appears to me very singular, how-
ever, that the person a{mding this raltrg.-
taunt should have registered the letter.
That scems to me nexpliceble. Can
vou account for that, Wharton?"

Wharton thought that he could ae-
connt for it easily cnough.

“I suppose the fellow wanted to make
sura that the matter would be talked
about, sir,” he agnswered. " He wants
it to beecome the talk of the school. 1
suppose he knows that registered letters
arc opened by a master.”

““Bless my soul! Then you suppose
ihat this—this porson ac’m&‘ll;,' desired
me to intervene in the matter ¥

“1 think so, sir. If you take it up,
it’s bhound to make no end of talk, and
it will spread all over Greylriars that a
Remove fellow is acensed of stealing a
bicyela.”

Mr. Queleh breathed hard and deep.
The discovery that he was being made
use of by a scheming young rascal at
il;in‘imliﬂ'u was not very palatable to
.

“Na doubt you are right, Wharton,”
he said, after a pause. “T must, how-
over, take the matter up, now that it
has ecomo to my knowledge, In the
meantime, you will tell the others whe
have scen the man Jobson, that, if ho

should be seen again, & report must be
made at once to me. Onece he is taken
into custody and charged, the matter
will be cleared up beyond cavil.”

“Very well, sir.” i

“Until it is cleared up a miserable
suspicion must rest upon boys 1 my
Form !” said Mr. Quelech. “You may

134 :

The three juniors left the study,
Fither T. Fizh and Bunter very glad
to get outaide.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Unexpected ! -

s ALLO, hallo, hallo! What's
H the giddy werdict ! _
“Who's the jolly old

viekim "

“What's up, anyvhow "

Quite 8 crowd of fellows were waiting
for Harry Wharton when he came out
into the quad. Most of the Eemove
were curions to know the cause of their
Form master’s thunderous frowns and
of the summons to his study., Harry
Wharton was looking almest as thun-
darous as Mr. Quelch when he came

out.

“Homething  seripus?” asked the
Bounder.

“Yes,™ zaid Harry.

{xivo it a name,” sald Nugent.

YWharton proceeded to cexplain, and
there was a murmur of deep wrath from
the Removites,

“Ponsonby, of course!” said Johnny
Bull. “1 wondered what that cad
would make out of it if he heard
about it.”

“The esteemed and ridiculons Pon!"
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Thé sneaking cad!” growled Bob

Cherry.
“"He's got to be stopped!™ said
Nugent. “This will be all over Grey-

riers now !

“That's his game, of course!"™ said
Wharton bitterly. *"It's Pon's way of
potting his own back for getting
lirked !

“Quite in Pon's style ™ said Vernon-
Smith, with a pgrin. “HHe was bound
tﬁ_ IHftkE capital out of a thing like

15 2

“He knows that that fat fool Buanter
got the bike from a tramp !’ said Poter
Todd savagely. “But he's making out
that Bunter pinched it ! Bunter doesn't
matter, of coursge—"

“0Oh, really, Toddy——""

“Bhut up, you fat freak? Bunter
doesn't  matter, but the Remove
matters! And Pon won't stop at this!"
went on Peter sagely. “This is only
a beginning! He will drag other
follows' names into it 1"

“That's the game!" grinned the
Bounder. “Pon will make no end of &
yarn out of this if he goes on '™

Wharton set his tecth. y

“He's going to be stopped " he said.
“Quelchy’s taking it up—about tho
worst thing that could happen! It will
make it the talk of tho school—which
ia just what that cad wants, of course!
I'm going over to Higheliffe!”

“Lot's " assented Bob Cherry.

“Hold on & minute ! said Skinner.
Harold Skinner had listened to the story
of the rogistered letter with quite an
extraordinary oxpression on his face.
“That registered letter must have come
from Pon—Firom Higheliffe, anyhow !*

"¥es!" enapped Wharton.

“Then it ecouldn't have been from
Bunter's pater.” .

“Have. you worked that out in your
head?” asked the captain of the
Remove, with angry sarcasm.

“That fat villain told us there was

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1057,
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& note in it, and that Quelchy was keep-
ing it back, and touched ue for a feed
on the :imngth of it!" exclaimed
Skinner excited!y.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, really, Skinner——" o

“You told us there was & note in if,
you fat fraud !” howled Snoop.

2o there was! Quelchy
Wharton the note !

“What ! velled Skinner. !

“1 didn't say it was a bauknote, did
1?1 demanded Bunter. "1 said there
was & note in it, and Quelchy was keep-
ihg it. I was telling the exact fruth,
just as I always do! I'm a bit more

articular in such matters than you are,

kinner I

Skinner looked at Bunter as if e
could have hitten him. He understood
at last the nature of the “note™ that
had arrived in the registered letter and
which the Remove master had retained.

“Why, you—pou—you—=>" gasped
Skinner,

Words failed Harold Skinner.

'The process of buttering Bunter had
boen & sheer waste of butter. YWorse
then that—much more serious—was the
expenditure in the tuckshop; the sprat
to eatch a whale—a whale that now,
obvicusly, would never be caught.
Skinner made a leap abk Bunter,

“Yaroooh I™

Billy Bunter fled for his life.

After him went Skinner and Snoop
and Btott 11 hot pursuit.

Bunter had eng'la:.-e::i the feast. After
the feast came the reckoning.

The Owl of the Remove seemed
anxious Lo postpone | the hour of
reckoning. Skinner & Co., on the
other hand, were anxious to close the
account at ‘once.

The four of them djsappeared across
the quad, sll four going strong.

ghowed

Harry Wharton & Co., heedless of the

Owl of the Remove and the vengeance
that impended over him, walked away
to the bike-shed for their machines and
wheeled them out.

The Famous Five locked grim as they
started for Higheliffe.

At the time of the affair of Bunter's
hike they had wondered uneasily what
Ponsonby, their old enemy, might make
of the story. MNow they knew ! Exactly
how they were going te deal with Pon-
sonby they did not know, but they wero
going to deal with him somechow.
thrashing, at all events, could do no
harm if it did no good, in the opinion
of the Famous Five.

Bunter, personally, did not matter
two strawe; but the imputation that
there was a thief in the Greyfriars
Remove roused their deepest ire. '

And as Honest George had been
sllowed to go, after being whacked with
& fives-bat for his sins, it scemed im-
prabable thal the matter ever could be
cleared up beyond cavil.

The inan was not likely to be found
again.

Unless ho- was found, there could he
no proof that the bike had heen
“pinched ” by bhim and sold to
Sunter.

After what had happoned, it seemed
unlikely that the man would continue
to hang about the neighbourhood. The

chums of the Remove did not expect

ever to see. Mr. Jobson again.

But it was the unexpected th
pened—as is 50 aften the case.

o five evclists were within sight of

the gates of Higheliffe School when Bob
Cherry gave a sudden yell,

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! There he 15!"

ﬂ'Eh T_:HI

“What 1"
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&t hap-

- — e

“‘ﬁl‘hﬂ?”

“That tramp ! roarcd Bob,

*Oh, my hat!"”

Thera he was—the man with the
spotted neckerchiel and the ferret eves,
whom the juniors had never dreamed of
seeing again! There he was, in full
;ﬁuwl They slowed down and stared at

1n.

Within a short distance of the High-
ciiffo gates was a litile green paddock
which belonged to the school. It was
shaded by old ocak-trees and separated
from the road by a high, open fence.
In the paddeck, leaning against a treo
and cheerfully smoking a pipe, was
Honest George, the tramp whe had sold
Billy Bunter that Moonbeam bike.

“reat pip!" ejaculated Nugent.
“That's the man!”

“Halt ! said Harry.

The cyelists jumped down and leaned
their bikes on the fence. Tha fence was
high; they could see through the
palings, but it was not an easy matter
fu climb over them. Above the palings
was & large board., which announced
that trespassers would be prosecuted.
That board evidently had no effect on
Mr. Joberon, and, in the circumstances,
it had none on tha Famous Five of
Greyiriars.

“Come_ on!” zaid Harry. "“We're
not missing this chance! Give me a
bunk up, Bob!"

The captain of the Remove, bunked
::tp by Bob, clambered over the high
Gnoe.

It was this proceeding that drew the
attention of Mr. Jobson to the party.
He turned his head and starcd at them.

“My eye!” he ejaculated. “Can’t lot
a bloke alone—what #"*

Mr. Jobson doubtless had some pur-
pose in waiting there on private ground
under the shady osk, Whatever 1t wae,
he abandoned.it as he saw the Grey-
friaras fellows swarming over tho fence.
Putting his pipe in his pocket, Mr.
Jobson started travelling in the oppo-
site  direction. He travelled with
speed.

“After him !”" yelled Johnny Bull,
That, however, was easier to say than

to do. The high fence presented diffi-
culties.

But the Famous Five negotiated it at
lagt, and dropped, panting, inte the
paddock and ran across towards the oak-
trees. Through those trees Honest
George had vanished.

Tha juniors ran on and stopped at
another fence., DBeyond this fence lay a
footpath, leading away across fields with
hawthorn hedges.  They scanned thoe
path and the fields, but therd was no
sign of Mr. Jobson.

He had lost no time in making him-
self remarkably scarce.

Ho might have takon any ono of a
dozen different directions, and taken
cover under any one of o score of hedgos.
The juniore realized that there was
nothing doing.

“Hea's got away!”
Cherry.

“The, ﬁta-a,wu.yfumem iz terrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh,
“"but at least we know now that the
csteemed scoundrel iz still in the honour-
able vicinity, and he may be nabfully
nailed another time.” '

“Bomething in that,” agreed DBob.

“Nothing doing now, anyhow,” said
Nugent. *'Let's get back to the bikes.”

growled DBob

The disappointed juniors returned to
:lhiaﬂ' road and pedalled on towards High-
a.

R e i i el T [T ——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
High Words at Higheliffe !

b ELP!" ejaculaicd the . Caler-
H pillar.
Courtenay  stared
chum.
“"What's the matter now?" he asked,

without amiling., Smiles seemed to have
deserted the habitually good-tempered
“There's goin' to

a shindyi"

groaned the Caterpillar.

“Why, ass, and with whom "

“I.I'ﬂ'ﬂ !H

Tha Ceaterpillar’as handa were in his
pockets as he strolled with his chum that
sunny afternoon in the quad at High-
clife, He did not take the trouble to
withdraw them, but nodded his head
towards the gates.

The captain of the Higheliffe Fourth
glanced in that direction.

Five juniors appesred in the distance.
Courtenay recogniszed the Famnous Five
of the Greyiriars Remove.

His face brightened a little, though De
Courcy's had glouded.

“They've coma over about it,” he
said,

“About Pon's little game?”

at his

face of Frank Courtenay.

T

“Yes. I'm glad.”
“Glad, are you?” murmured the
Caterpillar.  “It takes very little to

make you glad, old bean.”

“Oh, don't rot!” said Courtenay.
3 ou like those fellows as much as I
0.

“I love ‘em!" said the Caterpillar,
“Eepecially the dark gentleman—his
flow of language 15 & thing of beauty and
& joy for ever, and I never tire of
listenin® to it. DBut they've come over
to rag with Pon, and wa shall be
dragged inte it. I loathe rowin',
Frunky.”

“I'm glad they've come. I want to
make it ¢lear that we're not mixed up
in Ponsonby's dirty trickery. Come
along and meet them.”

The Ceterpillar displaved some desire
to stroll away in another direction. DBut
Courtenay fairly dragged him to mect
the Greyiriars follows.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!"™ grected Dob
Cherry, but perhaps not quile so
heartily as wsual., Possibly the Grey-
friars fellows were a little in doubt &a
to their grecting at Higheliffc, )

If so, gﬁ:urtﬂnn}‘ soon sct their doubtls
at rost.

“I'm glad to sce yvou chaps,” he saidh

I can guess what you've vome about—
that bike affair. I dare say you've heard
from Ponsonby. I know he has &
schome on—-ke's talked about it up and
down Higheliffe for davs., I needn’t tell
you fellows that only Ponsenby and his
friends arv in it

“Right as rain!” =aid Harry. Whar-
fon. “I knew, of ecourse, that you
fellows wouldn’'t back up that rotter in
such a dirty game." _

“That's why we're 2o glad to sece you,”
said the Caterpillar EﬂE]II:’IﬂI_‘F. “The
moment I spotted you in the distance I
rushed Franky here to imect you an'
great you, for that very reason.”

“Where's Ponsonby " asked What-
ton, rather abruptly. He never quite
knew how to take the E&te:rﬂhr, and he
had an impression that the whimsical
fellow was laughing in his sleeve. That
impression was fairly well founded.

“"“Pon's in his study, I think,”" drawled
the Caterpillar. *Improvin’ the shinin’
hour at banker, I believe, If you intor-
rupt the game Pon will be rathor cross.
What about ecomin’ up ihe river in a
boat ¥’

“We're here to see Ponsonby.”

Gadsby of the Fourth came strolling
along with Monson. Both of them
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“ Dear me ! "’ sald Mr. Queleh. 1 think it is very odd that a registered letter should contzin only a wrilien nofe. I

think that note had better be examined in my

co. You may look at it, Bunter ! ** The Owl of the Remove siaried, as he

unfolded the Jetter, and read the impertinent question writlen on it in large, capital letters : ** WHO STOLE THE BIKE?! "

rinned at the sight of the Greyiriars
ollows.

“ Where's your bike, Monson ?”" asked
Gadsby, in a tone that reached the
roup of juniors. *‘I hope you haven't
E‘fti; it about.”

“No fear ! answered Monson. ““Too
many bike-thieves about for me to take
any risks with my jigger.”

':E"hr; Famous Five flushed erimson, and
Courtenay bit his lip. The Caterpillar
winked at a pigecon perched on  the
brapnch of an oak.

Bob Cherry whirled round towards
Gadsby and Maonson.

“¥You checky rotters, iz that meant
for us?"” he bawled.

Gadaby glanced at him.

“Hallo! Dido't sce you, Cherry!
Quite a pleasure! 1 was just speakin’
to Monson about lookin' after his bike,
that's 'all.” i ]

“There's bike-thieves sbout in the
neighbourhood, you know,” said Monson.
“Doe Courey's bike was pinched a week
ago.”

“Miﬁht never have got 1t back,
either,” Gadsby took up the tale, “only
I hear that the thief tried to sell it in
Courtficld, and they nailed him."”

“Where's Ponsonby, Gadsby?"” asked
Courtenay quietly.

“(Gone out to sce & man,” answered
Gadsby. “Anybody want him?”

“These chaps want to see him."

“Ha won't be lonp, I think,” said
Gadsby., “We're weaitin' for him now.
We're goin' out on our bikes if they
ain't pinched before we start,”

5 '8 foing Lo ﬁinr:h them 2" roared
Bob, clenching his hands,

(See Chapter 4.)
Gadsby shook his head,

“You mnever koow!” he answered.
“Can't be too careful with a bike after
what's happened lately. Nobody knows
who pinched De Courcy’s jigger. Some
fellows say it was that fat chap, Bunter.
Some say it was that skinny merchant
Fish, or Codfish—I forget his name.
And again, some fellows think that thero
was somebody else in it—somebody who's
managoed to keep himself wvery dark.
What do you fellows think?" asked
Gadsby pleasantly,

“I think you're a slandering cad!”
roaved Bob.

“Dear moe!l” said Gadsby., " You're
welcome to your opinion, of COUTEE, but
would vou mind moderatin® your voice &
little here? This isn't Greyirviars, vou
know—we bar shoutin’ in the quad
here."”

“We think it's no class, you know,"”
oxplained Monson.

And Gadsby and Monsen walked on,
grinning.

“I'm awlully sorry {for this, you
fellows,” said Courtenay, red with dis.
caomfaort. “I ecan see now that it's a
pity that wo let that man Jobson go.
I suppose we shall never have & chance
of nailing him now.”

“ Az it happens, he's still about,” said
Harry. "“"We saw him not more than
ten minutes ago.”

“That's luck! If we can get hold of
him it will clear up the whole thing
and shut up those cads. Where wag

het”

Wharton explained how they had seen
Honest QGeorge.  Courtenay looked

puzzled, and the Caterpillar wvery ia-

tam?;t&ﬂ.t : : - i s
“Can't imagine why he was hanging
about so nenigﬂi heliffe,” said the cap-
tain of the Fourth, *'unless he's looking
for o chance to pinch another bike."

“In the school paddock, was he !’ said
the Cnturpi]lar, with a gleam in hissleopy
oyes.  “That's rather intorestin',. He
may come there again.”

“Not likely, after these fellows saw
him there and nearly bagged him," said
Courtenay.

“Well, those fellows ain't often over
thiz way, &nd Mr. Jobson may have some
business in the school paddeck,” argued
the Caterpillar.

“What on earth business could he
have thore, except loafing about, and
perhaﬁa looking for a chance to pinch
something 1"

“Who knowat” said the Caterpillar.
“He must have climbed a gate or a
fence to ﬁeb into the paddock, and he
didn’'t loock to me, when I saw him, like
the kind of man to take trouble for
nothin'. Thero's nothin to pioch any-
whera near the paddock. It isn't that.
But he was thero for somethin®.”

“For what, then?" grunted Bob
Charry.

®Who knows?" asked the Caterpillar
lazily, and gtl.[.:&h:ln}' hiding & yawn

with & well-manicured hand.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hera's
Ponsonby. " . :
Ponsonby came in sight, He did notf

come fromn the gates, but from the
direction of what, at Highcliffe, were
(Continued on pape 16.)
TeEE Magrer LIBRARY.—No. 1,057,
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DON'T_FORGET TO TELL YOUR CHUMS AB

BROHKE! Tha!, adogualely sunts

BL. Sam’s.

L

i TILL stoney ! said Jack Jolly,

S with a RIL. :
“Btill in the ‘dollers, without
ahy dellara,” said his chum
Merry., " And no hope of raising the wind

either,"’

Jallg and Merry looked anything but
arerry and jolly at that mosent. But

Bright still looked Bright.

“1 say, kidleta!"™ he eggsclaimed.
w1've got & wheeze—a ml?r gilt-edged,
sighteen-carrot  wheeze — for  making
munny 1 7

Jack Jolly snorted. Merry snorted, too.
They snorted together in a sort of duett.

« When you've finished your xiasal
manoovers,” said Bright. calmly, “I'll
oggsplain my wunderful wheeze.™

ak 't-t-E' 1 m

“ Go and eat eoak !

“We've had enuff of your wundercful
wheezes, Bright,” said Jack Jolly. ™ Look
what 8 garstly mess you made of that
harber's business ! ou shaved old
Birchemall's beard off, and he'll never
forgive you to his dyeing day | ™

“* Ah, but this is something different,”
said Bright.

*1 ghould hope it wea ! ™

“ It wom't interfere with the Head in
any wity. It's a glorious brane-wave—a
simply stunning plan for gething reh
quick. To cut the cackle and come to
the hosses—as  Shakespesr says—I'm
r-ning to gstart an Insurance Company at
St. Sam's.”

* (arate pip 1 "

** ¥You fellows can come in on & prophet-
tharing basiz. Or you can wash your
harde of it, whick ever you chooss.”'

T Macuer Liprary.—No. 1,057.

up
nnfortunate stale of Jack Jolly, Merry,

and Bright, the chums of the Fourlh af
_ Hut qre they downhearted 7
No! For although Bright hasn't a copper
in fig pochket. he's got a qilt-edged wheese
im hiz mapper for raising the wind!

.1' mﬁr_
"DoN'T DELAY !
INSURE To-Day !
MiMD YWou Bo |1'!+
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“ Got a tablet of soap on you, Bright ™
asked Jack Jolly.

“ Soap | What do .}'uu want soap for ¥

“To wash my hands of your preshus
akeemn | It's bound to be a wash-out, liko
that barberouns business last woel,™

“ Absolutely ! " -said Merry, 1 can
see us making a fortune out of insurance—
I don't think !™

But when Bright eggeplained his skeem
in detail, his chums began to lock thought-
ful.

“ My idea ig this, kidlets,. We organise
the 8t. Sam's Insurance Company, and
we offer to insure fellows against anything
pad everything—againat all the ills that
flesh is hare to. Impotts; lickings,
gatings, measles, mumps, Im{hﬁiﬂg-mﬂ.
broken lims, axxidents at crigket, and
other infectious diseases.™

“Few ! " gjackulated Jack Jolly.

“Yoag, Those are a few of the items.
And there will be others. The fellow who
ia insured has to pay ve & premium of
threepence a week. And 1f he should
have the good fortune to meet with any
of the misshaps I've just meotioned, he
gill be entitled to reseeve hansom benny-

ts."

YAy hat !

*“ Yes, and very hansom bennylits, too,”
said Bright. ** By paying s paltry pre-
mium of threepence any pollicy holder oan
be assured of a free feed in the tuckshop
should he have the misfortune to get down
late for brekker.”

" Brilliant ! ™ said Jolly.

““ Then,” continewed Bright, thurroughly
rapt up in his gilt-edged, aighte-en carrot
wheeze for raising the wind, ™ supposing &
chap gets an impott, or is gated for kicking

over the traces, ho can elnim sixpence from
the company.”

* A tanner, eh ! " ajackulated AMerry.

" A large sum of one shilling is garenteed
to ell sufierers of coffs, colds, rickels,
rabies, rash, scabies, toothache, carache,
ond sundry other suchlike complaints.”

i Briﬁht-, you're the giddy Fimit | 7 eried
Jack Jolly, slapping his chum on the back.
" I've got a feeling already that we shall be

ﬁddy millionaires in next to no time,
‘hat say you, Merry 7"

* Bure thing ! " anawered the owner of
that name.

-t But there's even bigger bennyfits than
all these,” eontinued Bright. ]:E’:ilmt.a.nea
if & chap meets with on axxident of the
non-fatal variety he becomes entitled to a
claim of two-and-sixpence—the said in-
gured persom  being unable to recover
should tho axxident prove fatal ! "

“ Mot if the poor chap dies, of course,”
chimed in Jolly.

“ Then we come to birchings, lickings,
pwishings, chastisings and injustisses—
avory happenings at this establish-
ment—iwhich we insure to the value of five
shillings.”

“Wheo wouldn't have a licking for five
bob ™ chortled Morry.

“ And lastly, the biggest offer of the
whola lot,” sawd Bright. ™ In the event of
an insured person receiving 'merching
orders ' or in other words, expulsion from
8t, Sam’'s, he's entitled to a claim of ﬁit,;_;

ounds. Now if this wheeze of mine don’t
etch "em, nothing will.”

Bright pawsed. He was on fire with
enthusiasm, and it would have taken . a
biﬁ damper to0 put him out.

‘But—but it won't work, Billy!'’
protested Jeck Jolly. * You'll have



‘*NEWS PARS AND PIGTURES" FEATURE!

pay out a jolly sight more, in bennyfits,
than the sums you reseeve as premiums,”’

* Not atall ! ™ said Bright, with & grin,
“ You see, we ahall use our dizeretion heforo
wo agres to insure a fellow. The Company
resarves the right to axxept or réject any
applicant, as it chooses, We shouldn't
ingure Tubby Barrell against billious
nttacks, frinstonce. That would be
silly, bekawse Tubby's always overeating.”

* Oh, quite ! "

Y And we shouldn't insure fellowa like
Fraylea and Weekling against illnesa,
bekawse thoy spend half their lives in the
sanny, a3 it is, DBut if a hail and herty
fellow—Ilike me—wenta “to be insured
againet sickness, we'll take his premiums
every week, and never have to pay out &
pent, And if & goody.goody sort of
merchant - wania to be insured against
lickings, we'll pocket his premiums with
pleasure, safe in the nollidge that we shall
never have io pay him any ' bennyfits.
Ito you twigg the Bright idea 7"

Jack Jolly larfed.

1 take back all the sarkastic things
1 said just now,” he said. " This is &
veally topping wheezo of yours, Billy-boy.
The St. Sam's Insurance Company will
rope in all the threepences every week,
and have nothing to pay out.”

Bright nodded.

" Every penny we take will be clear
prophet,’” he said. -* And if I'm anything
of & profit, wo shall be rolling in riches
in & week or two. All we've got to do
4 to sit in our offices—thia atudy—and
rope in the sheckles. 1 take it you fellows
will join me in the vencher ¥ "

* Rather ! said Jack Jolly and Merry.
For they began to see big possibilities
in Bright's skeem, .

“Then we'll pet husy right away!”
reicl Bright briskly.

The three chums put their heads to.
gether ; and for some timig there was dend
silence ju the study, save for tho chuckles
of Jack Jolly, the shrill lariter of Merry,
wid the seratehing of Bright's pen as 1t
raved over & sheet of foolscap.

Bright was buay drawing up the terms
anil  conditions of hia msurance slieem ;
and a littlo later the following announse.
ment appearcd on the school nétiss-beard
o take St Seam's by storm,

“SKOOLBOYS OF ST. SAM'S !V

“1ron't stay out in thoe cold! Cdver
vourselves with an Insurance Policy | ™
“ Think of the terribul risks you run

cdatly ! Floggings, lickings; bumpinga
Lhickings. Coffa u;]d wimezc.; ; colds u.nd'
siicezen, Cuffa from mastera; dire dis-

vsters, and seterer and seterer,

“ What bennyfits do you got from these
celammities 7 None! But by paying a
paltry premiiom  of threépence, you can
be assured of the I[collowing jennerus
Le nmyfits,

Feregpulsion from St. Sam's, . Fifty pounds
Hirchings from Birchemall ..y

Lickings from Lickham .. r Five

Hwishings from Swishingham ' ghillings

Cliastisings from Chas, Tysor

Injustisg from Justiea .

Axxidents (non-fatal) .4 Two.sud.
sixpence

{(Should an axxident prore fatal, the
eregurcd porson cannet Y recorcr.’)

t'offs and chills and minor ills

HKicketta, robies, rash and
soabies

Pance [(St. Vitus), tonsilitis

Toovthache, earache; any
queer ache . e
Napid consumption (rezzal- shilling

ting in hillious attacks)
Asteroids in the nose
Flea-bite-us, inflewenza, new-
monia and other cour-
ageous diseases

Gatings, impotts, and seterﬂr,}_ Hixpence

and setorer
; A Freo foed
GEtt}E;'Ir%Ifi?;“ late for { at the tuclk-
shop

These ara but a few aof the bennyfits
on offer. For compleat list of all the
bennyfits, boons, bounties, and blessings
to be obtained for o mizzerable threepence,
apply personally at the Offices of the ST.
SAM'S INSURANCE COMPANY, No. 1
Study, Fourth Form Passidge.

(Sined) BILLY BRIGHT,
Gencral Manager.

DON'T DELAY ! INSURE TO.DAY
MIND YOU DO IT! YOU'LL NEVER
ROO 1T "

et e

IT.

EEDLESS to say, Billy Bright's
eggstraordinary skeem set St
Sam's by the ears.

_ Everybody * in the skool—
from big berly Burleigh, of the Sixth, down
to little midget Midgett minor of the First
—woe diskussing Bright's wunderful
whetze.

Bome of the fellows thought there might
be a catoh in it somewhere ; but the skeom
seemed straightforward emuff on the surfisa.
And the chence: of reseeving hansem
bamﬁta in return. for being flogged,
gated, and so forth, was much too good to
miss,

1 m
" Here's a bob,"

'“1 want fo be insured agalnst

Indla-gestion, tummy-achs, bl.llous
attaoks; and—and bursting ! ™

sild Tubby Barrell.

Konsequently, No. 1 Study in the Fourth

eager hoard of fellows, who wanted to
ingure thomselves against the slings and
arrows of outrageous Form-mastors,

Jack Jolly, and Merry, snd Bright,
wears up to their highbrows in work. ack
Jolly interviewed the applicants; Me

issewed the pollicies; and Bright, being
the General Manager, pocket the pro-
miums.

The threepences rolled in right merrily, in
gpite of tho fact that many applicents
for insurancoe had to he turned down.

All the scamps and scapograccs of Bt.
Bam's wanted to insure themselves apainst
lickings, But Jack Jolly informed them,
perlitely but firmly, that there was nothing
cdoing. 30 the scamps and seapegraces
had to be content with insuring themaslves
ngainst sleepy sicknesa, sunstroke, collera,
and other complaints they were never
likely to eateh ! (The lateat case of sun-
stroko in England was in 1588, whan there
happened to be a summer !)

All the fellows with frail and delliket
eohstitutions—like Weekling and Frayle—
wanted to be insured against sickness.
Thoy, too, were turned down, But Jack
Jolly tactfully recommended some other
branch of insurance; and the premiumas
continewed to roll in merrily. .

* 8till they come!" chortled Bright.
* We're doing & roaring trade, kidlets !
There's hardly a fellow who hasn't insured

.| the sum of fifty

4 It's worth it!

Form paesidge was farely bopeeged by an| Sam’s, an
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Jhimself against something or other., Hallo !
Here's Tubby Barrell ! Il in porpuss ! "

Tubby rolled in.

“1 say, you fellowa!™ he said. "I
think this insurance stunt is an awlully
good idea. Hore's a bob. I want to be
insured against four things."

" Nama them ! ' said };nk Jolly.

* India-gestion, tummy-ache, billious
attacks, and—and bursting ! *’ said Tubby
Barrell,

Jack Jolly sheok his head firmly.

" Nothing doing, old fat man,” he said,
“You are always getting India-gestiom,
and tummy-ache, and billious attacks ;
and you're likely to burst like a balloon
st # minnit's noties! Ths Compan
refuses to take the rigk of insuring yow.™.

* Look hore, won't you insure me against
mnpotis 1" enorted Tubby Barrell.

" No jolty fear

“ Or lickings

“No!" thundered three voices.

“'Or eggspulsion from St.” Sam's ¥

* Oh yes ; we'll insure you against that,"
said Jeck Jolly promptly. For the
chances of any particular fellow being
sacked from the skool were o million to
;ma ainst, P?li'r Birchemall tdila_cl.n‘t Be-
eeve in e aidne, or Ver
BETIOUS u-E%EZEE: and Tubby Bﬁrﬂ‘.‘!i:
though an awful worm and a rotter and a
rank outasider, had no roal vies in him.

In the serkumastancea, the S5t. Sam's
Tnsurange Company was quite safe in
insuring Tubby against eggspulsion. ' The
fat junior paid hia threepence, and Merry
muade out the pollicy and handed it to him.

“ Thanks ! " said Tubby. * Now, let's
have thig quite clear. If I have the good
lick—ahem ! I mean misfortune—ito be
packed from Ht. Sam's, I am to reseeve
unds ¥ "

“ Fifty of the beat | "’ said Bright.

“ But you haven't got. HBity pounds im
your ﬂﬂu%]lﬂl‘ﬂ! "

“ We shall have by the time you ﬁu#
e Hed ! ™ said  Bright cheorfully.
* The shecklez are rolling 1n at such a rate
that we shall be millionaires in & munth."
- " That's a go, then!" paid Tubby:
Barrell,

And he tucked - the pollicy into his
pocket, and rolled out of the atudy, with
& quesr gleam in his ayea.

A majl;.r brilliant wheeze had ccourred
ta Tubby Barrell. :

“ Fifty pounds for threspence!’™ he
chortled, as he rolled down the passidge.
I'll get mysell sac !

ily keen on ataying at St.
there'a plenty of other skoqls
my people can semd me to. Greyiriars,

L]

I'm not &

' f'rinatance, They'd love to have me

at Greyfriars., I'
the Insurance Com
pay mo the fifty guids; and then I'IL
work the orackle! It won't be very
difficult to find ways and means of getting
sacked from St. Bam'sa | _
‘Buth was the deep, dark plot which waa
hatched in the fat brane of Tubby Barrell.
And he gloated and chuckled at the pros-
ggct of reseesving the- Tnﬁl‘? aum of
fty pounds in return for his threepence.

Tubby was an optimist—almost as big
an optimist as Bright himseli—in thinking
that the Insurance Company would collect
os much munny as fifty pounds in the corse
of a few days.

All the same, the 5t. Bam's Insurance
Company would not have beon Jolly
and Merry and Bright had they known
of the base and sinnistor desines of Tubby
Barrell.

Weuther those sinnister desines would
coms to frooition, or weathar they would
be nipped in the bud, remained to be seen.

THE END,

(There will be another amusing slory of
Jack Joly d& Co. next week, chumes, enii i
“TUBBY TRIES IT ONI" Misa i1,
and you'll be missing the freal of the week,)
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ealled the Old Courts—a half-reined and

guite disused part of the ancient
gtructure. The Caterpillar's sloepy eyes
rasted upon him with an intentness that
was not in accordance with the Cater-
pillar’s slespy look.

Ponsonby was going towards the
Houss with a frown on his face, as if
something had occurred to disturb his
serenity. The group of juniors moved at
once, and croesed over to intercept him.
The dundy of Higheliffe came to a half.

“*Anythin' wanted "’ he gueried.

“You're wanted, old bean,” said tho
Caterpillar, before the others could

ak. “I was just tellin® these dis-

uished visitors that you were in your
atudy, . but it seems you'd gone out to
B00 & man.’’

Cecil Ponzonby pgave him = stecly
look.

“No bisnei of yours if T had,” he
answered, “‘and I don't sce what these
fellows want to see mo for. They're no
friends of mine!"

“It's about that registered letter you
sent to Bunter,” said the captain of
the Remove quietly.

Ponsonby raised his eyebrows,

“Bunter 1'" he repedted.

“Yoa,"” snid Harry sharply.

*“Who's Bunter?"

Wh&l;itﬁp brtap.thed fh;:nn:I.P Heb]m:}

impertinance from Fonsonby o
mcliﬁl:. and he was not in a mood
to stand very much of it with patienece,

“You know who Bunter 1s, Pon-
sonby,” said Courtenay quietly.

Ponsonby shook his head.

“May have heard the name—if it is
3 mame,” he answered. ““Can't say [
ean call it te mind at the moment,

shough."

®*Fat chap, with panes in his eyes,
doublo-width, sure death on tuck,” said
the Caterpillar 'halghﬂi,v.

Ponsonby grinned.

“Oh, ves; I seem to remember the
Fellow,” ho said. “What about Bun-
tar? Amvthin® up®™

“You sent him a registered letter,”
said Harry.

“Ihd I?"” exclaimed Pon, in astonish-
ment.

“Didn't you?"” demanded Wharton
onrtly.

“I certainly don't remember doin'
s0," said Ponsonby, with an air of great
franknoss. “ And a fellow could hardly
forget havin' dona it, could he?”

“Hardly,” said Johnny Bull, in his
slow, deliberate way. “But he might

1 lies about ib."

Ponsonby ocoloured.

“This sort of talk may suit you,
Courtenay,” be said. *“It doeen’t =uit
me, Tl get on, if you fellows will clear
out of my way. !

“ Wea've t to get this
settled,”’ zaid Wharton, compressing his
tips., “Bunter had a registered lettor
tp-duy, with an insulting note in it, re-
ferring to the Finching of a bike.”

*T'm afrau{ can't help you,” said
Pon regretfully., “Any fellows mlgll:l'tt-
sond that sort of thing to a chap who
pimches bikes. Bunter shouldn’t do these

1B
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" Bunter did nothing of the kind, as

youl- know ¥
i " Well, I can't say I know he didn’t,”
¥ anzwered Ponsonbvy thoughtfully., * But
A I admit I've had my doubts. That

fellow, Bunter, I scem to remember, is
a sort of fat fool, with the brains of

y 4 bunny rabbit, or rather less. Just the

fellow to be made a scapepoat.”

“ A seapepgoat 7" repeatod Wharton.

Ponsonby nodded,

“Yes. [ think it's very likely that
Bunter was a sort of catspaw in this
matter, and that other fellows—much
deeper follows—were behind it all. A
silly, fat ass like Bunter, and a slly,
graspin’ cad, like Fish, got pinched for
stealin' tho bike, but other fellows may
have been at the bottom of it, all the
time. "

The Famous Five gazed at Ponsonby.
With cool unpudence he was revealing
the line of the campaign he intended to
wage against his old encmies of the
Greyiriars Bemove.

“What other fellows, then?"
Harry Wharton, very quietly,

“Ah! There you've got me beat,”
said Ponsonby. “ You know your school
better than I do, and can pick out the
thief, or thioves, perhaps, better than
1 ean. You'd know better than I
whether there's five in it—five or six,
I mean. Fellows who were too keen to
take the risk themselves may have put
Bunter up to the actual pinchin’. What
do you think ¥

“You're improvin', Pon,
the Caterpillar admiringly,
really improvin', old bean.”

“"You catch my meanin'?"” asked Pon
blandly.

“I quite catch your meaning,” said
Harry, with set lips, “and I warn you
to chuck this game. I can’t prove that
you sent that registered letter, 1f you
deny 1t; bubt I know you did. ur
Form master is taking the matter up
now, and it's all over Greviriars.”

Ponsonby smiled.

“What's the good of talking to the
cad?  pgrowled Johnny Bull. “We
came over here to thrash him, Let's
thrash him!™

Ponsonby smiled again, and glanced
round. There were more than a score
of Highcliffe fellows to be seen in the
quad, among them Langley of the Sixil,
tho captain of Iligheliffe. There was
not much chance of the Greyiriars part
carrying on successful hostilities in such
a place, ab such a time. Pon was feel
Ing quite assured.

Wharton understood his look.

:;NG good ragging here, you men,” he
said.

“You'd be chucked out,” agreed Pon-
sonby blandly. " Fellows really aren’t
allowed to walk into Highelifie and
kick up a shiondy here. Our manners
and customs are rather different from
Greyfriars style.”

“You won't alwayes be within gates,
here, Ponsonby,” said Harry., *“I warn
you that next time wo come on vou out-
side. the school you'll get the licking of
your life for the dirty trick you're play-
g on us.”

“ Dear me!” said Ponsonby.

As the Greyiriars fellows were stand-
ing in his way, Ponsonby calmly walked
round them and continued on his route
towards the House, It was with diffh-
culty that the enraged Removites kept

asked

L}

murmured
You'ro

‘their ‘hands off him; but, obviously, a

shindy could serve no useful purpose,
besides placing their friend, Courtenay,
in an extremely awkward sition.
Harry Wharton & Co. walked back to
the gates, Frank Courtenay walking
with them, very perplexed and dis-
tressed. The (Caterpillar, however,
sauntered after Ponsonby, and overtook

that youth as he joined Gadsby and
Monson near the House.

“Pon, old bean,” murmured the
th&rpli'lar. touching the dandy of
Higheliffc on the arm.

FPonzonby smiled at him genially. Pon
was fesling in rather high feather after
his interview with the Co. He had had
the best of it; he had discomfited his
old foes, and had a happy prospect of
discomfiting them still further, nd,
incidentally, he had discomfited Courte-
nay, the captain. of his Form, whom he
disliked even more than he disliked the
Greyfriars  fellows. Pon was feeling
guite bucked.

“Hallo, Caterpillar!” he  said
genially. " Comin" up to the study for
a little gamc? The four of us—what?
Bridge ¥

“ Do, old chap !*’ said Gadsby.

The Caterpillar shook his head,

“ Delighted !"" he anawered gravely.
“I've a natural taste for low company,
I'm sorry to confess, so I'd simply jump
at your * invitation, only Franky
wouldn't like it."

“You silly ass!™

“But_ about thiz little scheme ‘of
yours, Pon, up against the Greyfriars
men,” murmured -~ the Caterpillar.
“Isn't 1t rathor low down, Pon—even
for yout?”

“Mind your own business!” snapped
the Caterpillar.

“You're keepin’ it on?” asked the
Caterpillar.

Ponsonby gritted his teeth.

“Yes; if you want to know, I'm
keepin’ it on, and I'll rub it in till
they're fairly sick of it!"™ he snarled.
“I'fl make that pinchin' of your bike
the talk of Greyiriars an’ ]':Iigiuiiﬂ'e for
the rest of the term, and the next term
teo. I'll keep it up till they're pﬂin”tﬁi
out as thieves an” bike-pinchers, and
fellows in their own school won't speak

to them. There's a good many men
at Greyfrinrs will be glad to get =
handle against that crowd, And I'm
givin' them a handle. See? Yes I'm
kespin' it up—rather!"

The Caterpillar sighed.

“Then I shall have to buit in!" he
smid,

" "  Ponsoonby laughed scorn-
fully. " You, vou lazy slacker! What

can you do?”

MYou get me!™ assented the Cater-
ﬁlllar_ ng%iig{*nth’. I'm too lazy to

utt in if you'll give me a chance of
keepin' out.  Dut 1t's worryin' Franky—
an' 1 won't have old Franky worried.
It's making him snap at a fellow—an’
I loathe bein’ spapped at. Franky's
temper is sufferin’,.  Won't you chuck
it, Pon, dear man, just to oblige a
fellow who loathes the sight of you?"

GGadsby and Monson grinfed, and
Ponsonby scowled. .

“* Answer in the negative ! sighed the
Caterpillar, “Think it over, Pon!
You chuck if, or I take a band in the
game, r|:|1_:'|1'1 dish you. That's a [air
warnin'.”

And with that the Caterpillar walked
lazily away.

Ponsonby gave a scoffing lavgh, but
his companions looked a little serious,

*“The Caterpillar means: that, Pon,"
said (Gadsby.

he doi™

“What can
donby.

“1 don't know; but the Caterpillar’s
an artful card,” said Gadsby uncasily,
“He's got somethin' up his sleeve.”

Ponsonby shrugged hiz shouldcrs.

sucered Pone-

“He wouldn't care a rap if he
wasi't pally with Courtenay,” said
Monson. *Courtenay’s takin' it hoard.

It rubs him jolly sore."
“That's what I want,”
know. But the Caterpillar—"
*Ob; hang the Caterpillar! Let's call
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Vavasour aud make & four at bridge.
Lome on!” 1

And Ponsonby & Co, went up to their
study ; Pon, at ]l:af-t_..quim unatfected Ly
the Caterpillar’s quiet threat. But lo
was to lcarn that the slacker of Higl-
cliffe, as his friends had warned him,
did mean buziness.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Unpleasant !

I following day there wera

I clouded faces in the Roemove

Form ot Greviriars,

'onsonby’s scheme was work-
ing. More than once in their little
troubles with the ead of Highelille
Harry Wharton & Co. bad felt rather
dismally that Pon was their master
when it came to cunning and astuteness.

In that respeet certainly they had wo
ambition whatever to cqual Pon.  Still,
it placed them at a dizadvaotage.

A straiphtforward attack they knew
how to meet. DBut wily treachery was
difficult to deal with.

If tihe man Jobson was arrested thers
was plenty of evidence to conviet him of
the theft of the Caterpillar’s bike o
couple of weeks ago. But tho elusivo
Mr. Jobson did not sccm likely to be
arrested, :

It was highly probable that his namua
was not Jobson; and hiz description,
though knowu, might have applied to a
score of other disveputable vagrants.

Minus Mr. Jobson, 1t was not casy to
see how PPonsonby was to be ' stopped.”

Fon did nothing in the open. It couid
not even he proved that he had sent
that vogistered leiter to Dunter—though,
obviously, that registered letter was a
doviee to give the matter publicity.

Thrashing Pon might do him good, as
Bob Cherry suggested; but it was not
likely to “stop ™ him. Rather, it was
likely to meke him more bitter and
venemous.  Moreover, it was -not very
easy to get within thrashing distance of
*on. It was scarcely practicable to
march into his school and thrash him
thore. He was not likely to fall in with
the Greyiviars fellows outside Mighelifle.
Certuinly he was neot likely to yventure
anywliicre near U]'l"}"l‘iﬂl':‘i in the present
state of wifairs,

But thrushing, as Wharton realised,
even if it happened, would not meet tho
case, Ponsonby had to be *‘stopped.”
Stopping himm was a problem that beat
the Famouz Five: and Yernon-Siuith
and Deter Todd and Squilf, all keen
fellows, conlessed thet they were beaten,
too.

Only the conviction of Mr. Jobson
could place the matter bevond doubt or
pretended doubt; and thal secmed o
very far-ofl possibility.

}i:u Quelelr that day was very sharp.m
Loinper. _

He had called at Higheliffe 8chool to
rogister a vory strong remonstrance. o
had Leen utterly dizeomfited.

Dr. Voysey had referred him (o Mr,
Meobbs, of whese Form the supposced
delinguent was a8 member.

Mr. Mobbs had treated Mr. Queleh
with a disdamnful mmpertinence that was
vory hard for the Romove master (o
bear.

He scouted the suggestion that that
registered letler veally cmanated from
Hoghclife, Hea stated his opimion that,
had the registered lettor really cmanated
from Higheliffe, he, Mr. Mobbs, saw no
great harm in it, and nothing whatever
surprising in it. The young gentlemen
of the Highelitfe Fourth, My, Mobbs
had said, would naturally bo shocked
and disgusted at Bunier's conduet.

Why, Mr. Mobbs asked, in lus turn,

was Bunter allowed to remain at Grey-
friare? At Highelifie a thicf—if, by any
streteh of the imagination, a thief could
be supposed to exist at Higheliffe —
would be immmediately expelled.

AMr. Mobbs listened with unconcealo]
mnpatience to the Remove master’s ex-
planation that Bunter had ecome inmo-
cently, though foolishly, into possession
of the Moonbeam bike. Mr. Mobbs
seemed to doubt both Bunter's foslizh-
ness and hiz innoecence.  Finally, he had
told Mr. Queleh that his time was of
value; and the Remove master had
retired, trembling with  suppressed
wrath,

That wrath, suppressed at Iighelille,
was wen a  rather free run st
Greyviriars,
~ Beldom, or never, had Quelchy been
in such a “tantrum * as he was in that
day in the Remove room.

. Many a tautrum had Mr. Quelch been
in since he had been Remove master at
Greyfriars; but all previous tantrums
paled their incfTectual fires, so to zpeak,
m comparison with

he called his native city; where a keen,
spry, and business-like youth would Lot
be disconraged in thiz way.

Billy Bunter had wild ideas of run-
ning away from school and becoming o
pirate, th of them thought of the
morrow with apprehension.

Nobady in the Remove sympathised
with them. All the trouble was caused
by Bunter's fatuous folly in the frat
p]yace and Fishy's Ilnscrﬁ}ll{}ua grend
in  the sceond. Haod ¥, Quelch's
tantrum been  whelly expended upon
Fisher T. Fish and William Georgo
Bunter, the Bemove would have viewad
it with hearty approval. But, unfor-
tunatcl;.', all the moye mel came 1n
for their share.

But even that was not the worst.

The tale was all over Greyiriars now;
and fellows in other Forms had taken it
up, some ag & jest, some as 4 > hnm.'ll_e "
against the Remove. Coker of the Fifth
had borne down on the Famous Five in

[Continued on nexd puge.)

the present  tan-
trum,

Disgraceful impu-
tations  were made
against Liz TFarm!
There seemed to bo

no remedy. Tt was
enough to  throw
any Form master

into & tantrumi; tho
Remove fellows ad-

mutted that. Ale.
Quelch  had  the
honour and  good

name of the Form
and “the school at
]'u:u.rt; henee bz
tantruon. But 1t
bore rather hard
on tha Remove, all
the samo.

Somo of  them
woers  quite inoo
state  aof  perspira-
tionn  when  classes
ended that day.
Mathewativs with
Alr. Laseellez had
beopp guite o re-
ti:r!'; ’rjmu_r__fh. as o
rule,  the
fellows

Remove
loathed
mntlis. A TFreneh
et with  Monstienr
Uharpenticr hoa d
been weleomed os o
boon and a bless-
mmg.  Dut duning
the greater part of
the " day they hacd
leon tuken by their
Form miaster-—and
they found 1t un-
comfortable. Bunter
gnd IFisher "1, Fish
hazl tho worst of it
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gqued, with a frowning brow, in great
wrath.

“What's this I hear?” Coker had de-
manded. *Fellows in the Lower Fourth
stealing bikes? Which of you was it®"

The chums of the Remove had not
answored Coker in words. They an-
swered him in deeds—strenuous deeds;
and walked off afterwards feeling a
little betier, leaving Coker for dead.

But Coker of the Fifth was not-the
only fellow who butted in. Loder of
the Sixth stopped the Famous Five in
quad with & commanding hand.

* This won't do!” said Loder:

The chums of the Remove glared at
him. But a Sixth Form prefect could
not be handled like the ohstreperous
Coker. They could only glare.

“You're getting the school talked
wbout 11 8 disgraceful way!" said Loder.
“I met Roper, of the Highecliffe Sixth,
to-day, and he asketl me whether a
fellow was really allowed to stay on
here aitur stealing things, Nice for

reyiriars1”

Loder walked away, leaving tho
Famous Five writhing with rage.

Thoe Remove fellows realisod that it
was not only taunts and sneers and
innuendoes from Higheliffe that they
bad to expect. In their own school the
heel was raised against them,

Fags of the Third and the Second
Forma—wretched fags. who, properly
speaking, ought to have passed }i:hmm}ru
men at a respectful distance, in fear and
trembling, now had the neck to jecr ab
them. Tubb of the Third shouted down
the Remove passage at tea-time:

“Who stole the bike?'””

Tubbh fHed—fortunatel
fore he could be reached by the raging
erowd of Removites that poured out of
the studies. Goorge Tubb's hife would
scarccly have been safe had he beon
capturaed.

obson and some other Shell fellows
came up to Harry Wharton & Co. in the
quad after tea. They were smiling, but
implacable.

*This sort of thing is a pretty dis-
grace for Greykriars, you kids,” Hobson
pointed out.

“What sort of thing?” asked Bob
Cherry, breathing hard.

“Wall, all- this talk about Remove
follows pinching bikes, and so on!” said
Hobaon, * Lots of people will say there’s
no emoke without fire, you know, H
seems that & pinched bike really was
brought into the achool by a Hemove
men. What do you expect people to
think

“We don't cxpect you to think at all,”
explained Wharton. *“ We make allow:
ances—we know you've got nothing fo
do it with!"

“Cheek won't do you uui»'; good "
roared Hobson. “ Why, we shall havo
the wvillage kids celling out * Who stole
the bike?' after us! It will get all round
the shop! I heard Loder of the Sixth
eay that he know your lot would disgrace
the school zooner or later.™

“Loder’'s a Sixth Form man, and can
say what he likes,” eaid the captain of
the Remove. '‘But you're only a measly
Bhell-fish, and you can't!™

And Hobson was rushed off his feet
gnd very rapidly reduced to a state
which made him rather sorry that he
had spoken.

Harcy Wharton & Co. went into the
Rag. ‘fn the Rag they encountered
Temple, Dabney & Co of the Feurth,
who had recently received onp of the
ipnumereble beatin on Little. Bide
from the Remove. Hemeove men, it was
not to be demnued, had said many dero-
gatory things
cricket. Now it was the turn of Temple,
Dabpey & Co. to say derogatory things.

Tae Maoxer Linrary.—No. 1,057,

for him—be-

about Fourth Form,

They exchanged smiles as the harassed
Romovites came in,

“1 saw a Highecliffe man to-day, you
fellows ! called out Cecil Heginald
Temple.

“ Blow Highcliffe, and everybody in
it " snorted Bob Uf-erry.

“But he asked me—"

“Naobody wants to know what he
askad wvou! Dry up!™ said Johnny

Bull.

“The dry-upfulness iz the proper
caper, my esteemed and  absurd
Temple ' suggested Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh.

“He asked me," went on Temple,
regardless, * whether it had been found
out which man in the Remove actually
had pinched that bike.” -

“He only wanied to know, vyou
know,” said Fry of the Fourth. *“He
asked quite civilly., Baid it was his
opinion that Bunter had been put up
to it

“Oh, rather ! grinned Dabney.

“My advice to you,” econtinned
Temple, “iz to thrash the matter out
and get it cleared up. f course, wa
explained to the Higheliffe man that
we, personally, had nothing to do with
the Hemove—hardly knew that there
was such a Form in the school, in fact!
Still, 1t was unpleasant.” ]

“ Doocid unpleasant ! coneurred Fry.

“0Oh, rather ! assonted Dabney.

The Famous Five had been through
Mr. Queleh's tantrums:- that day, and
through at least six or scven scraps.
But they had energy enough left ta deal
with Temple, Dabney & Co,

They dealt with them faithfully,

Leaving a heap of wretched Fourth-
Formers strewn in a state of wreckage
on the fleor of the Rag, Harry Wharten
& Co. went up to the Remove passage.
But even there they were not safe from
chipping. The voice of Gatty of tho
Second Form howled along the passage:

“Who pinched the jigger?”

In Btudy Ne. 1 Harry Wharton & Co.
looked at one another with grim looks.

“This is getting pleasant " said Bob.

“The pleasantfulness s terrific!™
groancd Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

Harry Wharton elenched his hands.

“We'll sinash that cad Ponzonby I he
said.

“If he ever lots us get near enough !
grunted Bull. “Let's go and kick
BF.IIII'I'EE[‘ and Fishy! They caused it
all !

“Good egg !

Bunter and Fishy were duly kicked.
But kicking Bunter and Fishy, though
solacing in its way, could not set the
matter right. Ponsonby of Highcliffe
had scored at last over %ﬂs old encmies,
and he seemed to have scored heavily.

— —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Caterpillar Thinks it OQut !

1 RANKY. old bean!” .
Frank Courtenay was at
prep in the study at High-
clife. The Caterpillar was
supposed bto be at prep also. Courtenay
was deep in Lating the Caterpillar was
deep in a very comfortable chair. His
hands were in his pockets, hiz elegant
legs stretched out more or less grace
fully, saod his handsome head Jeaned
back on a silken eushion. The Cater-
pillar believed in making himself com-
fortable, and he generally succeaded.
How the Caterpillar scraped through in
class, on the amount of work he did,
was rather a mystery. Bui he did.
Perhaps he owed it to the fact that he
possessed an imposing array of titled

and distinguished relatives, whowm his
Form master, Mr. Mobbs, regarded with
admiring awe. A fellow who could
count earls and marguises among his
near connections was sure of Mr, Mobbs'
kindest regards.

So the Caterpillar slacked while his
chum worked. But on the present occa-
sion the Caterpillar was not wholly
slacking. He was thinking, though his
lazy looks did not indicate that his
reﬁ:;:ﬂtinns. were very deep. _

Courtenay did not answer—perhaps did
not hear. He "was [rowning over his
work. Since Ponsonby had started his
new and peculiar campaign against his
old foes at Greyfriars, Courtenay had
been much given to frowning. He was
troubled and distressed, and the atmo-
sphere of Btudy No. 4 was not ncarly
20 cheery as was its wont. The Cater-
pillar felt the change, and it irked
him. Life was not gliding by smoothly
in smooth waters, as the slacker of
Higheliffer liked it to pglide. Possibly
that was the chief reason why De Courey
had resolved to take a hand in Cesil
Ponsonby's little game and nip it in the
bud if he could.

“Franky," he repeated gently, “ inter-
ruptin’ you, old bean ?"

“Yes!” answered Courtenay. “ Why
don't you do some work, Caterpillar?
Are you cutting prep againf”

“Yes., Mobby's so jolly good-natured,
you know!" smiled the Caterpillar.

“He may drop on you some time !

“If he does, I'll ask him to mecet my
uncle, the marquis. when the old boy
comes to see me.”

“Fathead !"

“ Mobby would feed out of myv hand
a whole term after "that! Cringin’
little beast—what?” said the Cater-
piliar thoughtfully.

: Courtenay did not answer. He neither

liked nor respected Mr, Mobbs: vet he
did not wholly like the Caterpillar's
way of speaking of that gentleman.

“But never mind Mobby ' resumed
the Caterpillar. “*Never mind prep!
T've been thinkin’., Frankvy. You re-

member that bloke we bLatted for
pinchin® my bike—Mr. Jobzon. who
named himself Honest George?  Ine
terestin' sort of johnny., Tve lLeen
thinkin' about him.”

“ Bother him !

“That's what I want fo do! He will

be considerably bothered if [ drop down
on him hard and heavy 1™

Courtenay looked up.

“Mean to say yow've thought of
some way of getting hold of tlie man,
Caterpillar? That wounld be vipping !"

“I thought T'd intorest you!” grinned
the Caterpillar. “I'va heen tEinkin’,
Franky. You 'member my bike was
left around, and that johnuy happened
to be on the spol and bagged it7 Did
1t strike you as odd that a merchant
of " that description happened to be
hangin’ about the school 1"

li‘ﬂnn’t- say I thought about that at
& .’.

“Bame here ! agreed the Claterpiliar.
“MNeover gave it a thought. Why think
when thinkin’s a trouble and can be
avoided? I've thought of it since. On
the day my jigger was pinched, Franky,
that man Jobron—Honest George—hap-
pened fo be hangin' around H:ighr:liffg,
and he couldn’t resist the temptation.
After that one would naturally cxpect
him to keep rather clear of this giddy
scholastic establishment—what "

n'lI SUppose 5{).”

“Yot the Grexfviars chaps, comin’
along here yesterday for a friendly call
on Pon, spoitted the good man loafin®
in the paddock.”

“Well t” said Courtenay. ;

¥ )igger was leanin' up agamnst
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the paddock fence when it was . pinched
that time. Looks as if Honest George
Jobsan was hunginq; around the pad-
doek that day, too.’

“Well " repeated Courtenay.

“I've been figurin' it out in my
powerful brain,” said the Caterpillar.
“1 zort of work it out that Jobson has
& fancy for hangin’ round that paddock
—mmay liang round it again®’

“Not likely, now he's
there.”

“But he has some reason for comn’
there,” urged the Caterpillar. *‘His

becn  soen

reason maéy still hold good.™
Frank Courtenay stared hard at s
chum.

Y don’t follow wou, Caterpillar. 1
can't imagine any reason why the man
should want 1o hang reound that
paddock.”

"Well, it lacks as if he has a fancy
for the place,” argued the Caterpillar.
“He may have & taste [or scenery; vou
can sce quite a wide stretch of the
downs from that paddock—gloricus view
on & summer day. The gent may have
artistie susceplibilities.”

“(Oh, rot!"

“Well, it docs seemn rvather impro-
bable, on hiz looks,” admitted the
Caterpillar urbanely. “Grantin® that
he has some other recason—what is 1t 7?
Did vou know, Franky, that you can
get into that paddock by goin' through
the old courts and droppin’ over a little
wall ¥

“1 know that fellows have gone out
of bounds that way."

“Little me #t times,” apreed the
Caterpillar; “thet’s how I happen to
know the lic of the land so jolly well.
Suppose that some Higheliffe man was
on friendly speakin' terms with that
merchant Jobson—he naturally wouldn't
want to draw the attention of the whole

i\

ACr05s

of

school to such a friendship. ITe might
ask Jobson to loaf around in that quiet
spot under the oak-trees, and sneak out
through the old courts to speak to him
—what "

Frank Courtecnay gave & start.

“ Caterpillar, you can’t suppose that
any Higheliffe man has any connection
with o louling rascal like that ¥

“Pear man!” said the Caterpillar
gently.

“Look here, you asg-—"

“ A Higheliffo man,” said the Cater-
pillar, *might not like Mr. Jobson per-
:.::uru]J':,.'—I don't sce how ho could,
really, In his own sphere George may
be no end of an agrecable rattle. 1
dare say he is the E;?{: and soul of the
customiers in his own favourite pub,
Put he cortainly isu't Highcliffie form.
still, & Higheliffe man might know him
—for reasons. Frinstance, suppose a
Highelifo man  wanted to  back
Nobbled MNick for the Welshem Stakes,
He couldn’t go to the races. He couldn’t
wire a commission to a bookic. He
eouldn’t call on a bookie without a lot
of rizsk. There's & line drawn some-
where, vou know, even at Higheliffc,
He would have to employ some sort of
po-betwoen.”

"0h,"” ejaculated Courtenay.

“In this jolly old school,™ said the
Caterpillar fﬂzi y, “there 15 a sportin’
got, as you know. I know more about
it than wyou do, dear boy, becausa I
used to be a bright particular star in

that frmament, before you came tl::

Highelife an' reformed me, an
snatched me like a brand from the
burnin’.”

“ Fathead!™

“In these wild and unhappy days of
frivalous dissipation,” went on the

Caterpillar, with great gravity, “I'm
a.e.hnn?ed to confess that flnuked upoen

e (B G i i

“ Looks jolly serious, doesn® he?* grinmed
Hobson, as P.-¢. Tozer came roling po

the ericket ground.
another pinched jigger !°* There was a langh
from some of the Shell and Fourth, and a fleree
growl from the Removites.
grin, quife suddenly, however, as the business end
Cherry’s bat
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“May he afier

Hobson cesased 1o

shoved agsainst his ribs.

(See Chapter 11.)

the billiards-table .when it was green, if
not upen the wine when 1t was red.
I let a lot of my spare cash run awey
on_losers, in the usual sporiin’ style.
Obligin’®  gent used to carry my
messages to those who go down to the
races in cars, I used to sneak throug
the ‘old courts, and sce him n the pad-
dock and give him my little messages.”
“Qh!” said the captain of the High-

cliffie Fourth.

“Now I'm & reformed character,
owin' to vour benign if somewhat
borin® mAuence, old bean, I'd quite for-
gotten suech things—in fact, regarded
them with well-founded horror and dis-
gust,” =aid the Caterpillar gravely.
“But I sprt of remember them now.
Franky, old bean, all the sportin!
fraternity st Higheliffe have not come
under your benign, borin' influence.
Rckless youths—horrid, shady cherac-
ters—still back horses as the readiest
means of gettin® rid of their super-
fluous eash. Iranky, old fruit, that man
Johson lingers in the paddock frowm
time to time, as a messenger from
sportin’ men. at Higheliffe to some
bookmaker further aﬁald.”

Courtenay nodded slowly. )

Now that the Caterpillar peointed it
out it was clear enough to him.

“Some sportin’ lad gets messages

from, an’ gives messages to, M.
Jobson—ablative and dative, as it
were,” said the Caterpillar

la.lili,
“That's why he haunts the school pad-
pock on certain occasions. The sportive
vouth, of course, doesn't sllow for Mr.
Jobson's pinchin' proclivities—doesn't
guess, 1 imagine, that George fills up
spare moments a3 & suapper-up of un-
considered trifles,  Probably doesn’s
know the msen as Jobson.. George is
bound to have a lot of different names

Tae Maoxer Lipzeny.—No. 1,057,



SEEN THIS WEEK'S BUMPER NUMBER OF THE “'GEM"?

-

for different occasions. Degsn’t know
that he's the bloke that pinched my
bike, But there it is! ¥ou can’t
touch pitch without bein' defiled, and
you can't employ a bloke like George
without danger 1o any goods that
lm‘ppen. to be left around loose.”
‘And who?” gaid Courtenay., “One
of the Sixth, pﬂrhlﬁu." ] .

“There are naughty boys in the Sixth
here, I'm sorry to say,” sdmitted the
Caterpillar.  “¥You'll be shocked to
learp that I've played bridge with them
in my unregenerate d!{’ﬂ- But 1 fancy
the paddock isn’t used by the Sixth. I
naver ran aoross & senlor there. The
Bixth have more freedom, degr man,
and they don't need to be so jolly sur-
reprutious. I think, in this case, it's a
junior bloke who goes te see (eorge
i tho ddock.™

The Caterpillar yawned.

“Pon was goone out to see g man
when the Greyfriars chaps blew in ves:
terday,” he drawled,

“Pon!” exclaimed Courtenay.

*And he came back through the old
courts, as you may have noticed.”

“1 remember.™

“And I've learned that he missed
the man—never even got his money
laid on his particular geoegee, after
all,” yawned De Courey. “Think he
missed his man because those Grey-
iriars chaps had scared Georga out of
the paddock, Franky ?"

He had

Courtenay rose to his feet,
quie forgetten prep now.

“Why, it's perfectly plain!’ he ex-
claimed, his face red with anger.
“That blackguard Jobson was there to
see Ponsonby, to carry seme of his
rascally betting messages. It was Pon
that broughr him about Highcliffe; it
was through Pon's blackguardly games
tlimi:- your bike was stolen in the Grst
place.

“Beems sork of probable, doecsn’t

it
“The  rotter!” gaid Courtenay
between his teeth. “The utter cad’

Nothing of the kind would ever have
happened if Ponsonby had been decent.
He's the cause of the whole thing, and
now he's making capital out of that
bike having been pinched by his own
rascally associate.”

“I tancy he doesn’t know thet bit,”
grinned the Caterpillar. * George
won’t have confided to him that he
pinches as a eideline. But you've got
1t straight, all the same. Pon doesn't
know his man iz the same man as
Jobson  of hike-pinchin’ fame—but
there it is.™

Courtenay strode to the door.

Caterpillar sat up abruptly.

“Hold on! Where are you goin’,
Franky " .

“I'm Fla fo Ponsonby's study !”
exclaime urtenay fiercely. *I'm
goir’ ta tell the blackguard—"

“ Nothin',” said the Caterpillar.
“You've got & big fault in your other-
wise perfect character, d  bean—
vou're too. outspokem. You lack the

necessary sneakin® surreptitiousness for
dealin’ with & bright lad like Pon,
Leave him to me.”

“Look here, Caterpillar—*"

“ Dear fellow, if you descend on Pon,

like a giddy avalanche, and overwhelm
him with scorn an’ moral indignation,
what will happen? He will conver a
quiet hint to George never—never to
come ncar thet paddock again.”

*Well, what about that?” snapped
Courienay.

“Lots abous it, old bean. I want to
see Gieorge,” explained the Caterpillar.
“"He's an interestin’ charactier, for one
thing. Apart from that, I'm goin’ to
pail him, an' clear those Greyfriars
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men of the shockin' impuration that
Pon_has glued on to them.”

“0Oh!” exclaimed the captain of the
Fourth.

“1 want George to come to that pad-
dock again,” vawned the Carerpillar
“TI'm yearnin' to see him there. I'm
lookin’ forward to the meetin’ with
glee. Mot a word to Pon, old bean—
not & syllable, Mum's the word!
Moderate your transports of wrath
and indignation until we've nailed
George. ‘Then vou can let loose in
your best soventhly style—what?"

Frank Courrenay stared hard at the
smiling Caterpillar for somo moments,
Then %‘m turned away from the door,
end sat down at the table again.

“Leavin® it in HE; humble lhanda'—
what?” murmured the Caterpillar.
£f YEH."

“That's right, old bean,” said the
Caterpillar approvingly. * Leave it to
me. You're too te be mixed up
in such & nasty bizney. Things of this
sort have a contaminatin' effect on
you. As I'tn past prayin’ fir, in any
oage, it doesn't mattd® about me.
See T

“Fathoad !” said Courtenay, his face
breaking into a smile.

“That sounds like my old pal again!”
zaid the Caterpillar cheorily. “Pila into
the Latin, old fruit, and revel in the
classic beauties of Virgil—if any. Leave
the thinkin' to me. After all, T

nerelly do all the thinkin® that's done
in this study—what "

Courtenay smiled, and resumed his
rep, the Cate |ilur watching him

tly. But the Higheliffe junior cap-
tain's face was brighter now.. That
was the Caterpillar’s rewasd for having
taken the trouble of thinking the
matrer out.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

P.~¢, Tozer Looks In!

6 SAY you fellows!™
I Biﬁj" Bunter burst into a

group of fellows on Little Side,

a day or two later, with a wildly
excited howl, Bunter was in such a
state of excitement that his little round
cyes almost bulged through his glasses,
and he came ugoat, such a rush that he
cannoned into Bob Cherry, causing that
youth to sit down in the grass with un-
intentional suddenness.

“What the thump!” roarcd Bah.

“] gay, you fellows!" yelled Bunter.
“Ta -Wharton hero?”

The captain of the Remove laughed.
He was about a vard from the Owl.

* Adeum ! said Harry.

“Hide, old chap!" gasped Bunter.

“What 7"

“Hide! Cut into the pav—eut round
the Cloisters! Get into the House and
dn-]c:IIg'e into & box-room-—quick!”

arry Wharton stared blankly at
Bunter.

“Potty # he asked.

“The potlifulness seems to be terrifie,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in
wonder. “Why should the estcemed
Wharton hide dodgefully 1°*

“The police!" pented Bunter.

“The what?" roared the captain of
the Remova.

' Police, old chap. They're after you.”

No doubt it was Billy Bunter's inten-
tion to do the captain of the Remove a
good turn, in giving him this fimely
warning to escape. But Wharton did
not look at all grateful.  Indeed, he
looked as if he was powerfully tempted
to take Billy Bunter by the collar and
shake him like a fat jelly.

“You fat idiot ! What do you mean "
he demanded angrily.

“I hurried up to give you the tip, old

chap!” gaspéd DBunter. “I don't know

what you've done—" -
"What I've done!” ejaculated
Wharton.

“Yes, old fellow—whatever it is, I'm
not giving you away. I'm sure it can’t

murder or burglary——"

““Ha, ha, ha!' lled the juniors,

reatly entertained by the expressionr on
arry Wharton's face as Bunter handed
out that unsolicited testimonial.

“But whatever it is, they're after
you,” said Bunter breatinlassiy. “1 just
spotted old Tozer at the gates. He was
asking Gosling for you—said he wanted
you! Cut off while there's time.”

“P.-0. Tozer wants met”

“Yes, old chap! Run forit!"”

“¥You silly fat duffer!” roared Whar-
ton, “What s I to run for? You
burbling chump, do you think I've done
anything to be afraid of a policerman "

“Well, I suppose 8o, as he's after you,”
said Bunter. “If you've stolen any-

thing——"
howled

“5-8-s-atolen
VWharton.

*Yes, old fellow, if you've stolen any-
thing, it's jolly serious, and you'd better
k it while you've got the chance.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Oh, kill him, somebody!” growled
the captain of the Remove.

“Well, I heard old Tozer distinctly
use the word *theft,” ™ said Bunter,
““and he was asking Gosling where you
were, Look here, he will be along here
soon—you'd better cut. It ain't a laugh-
ing matter, you fellows—it's no joke for
& Remove man to be arrested eand
walked off to the cells,”

“Hg, ha, ha!"

Hubudyabut Bunter seemed alarmed
for Wharton's safety, even with Police-

e Tozer in the E-

But fellows were gathering from far
and near to see what was up, and there
was loud laughter st the idea of the
village policeman having come to Grey-
friars to take Wharton into custody.

“Well, I've warned you," said Bunter,

anything!™

as the captain of the Remove did not
?uri “If he geta you now it’s your own
ault.”

“You silly owl "

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"'

“"Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes |
roared Bob Cherry, as the plump figure
‘of P.-c. Tozer appeared in the distence,
rolling ponderously towards the cricket
ground.

All eyes were fixed on Mr., Tozer.

Why the village policeman had come
to the school inguiring for Wharton was
a mystery, though certeinly no one but
Billy Bunter was likely to suppose that
Wharton was “wanted " by the polical

“Looks jolly serious, doosn't hei"
grinned Hobson of the Shell, “May be
aftor another pinched jigger.”

And there was a langh from some of
the Shell and the Fourth, and a fierce

rowl from the Removites. Bob Cherry,
ortunately, had his bat under hiz arm.
Hobaon of the Shell ceased to grin quite
suddenly as the business end of the bat
was shoved againgt his ribs,

“Ow!” yelled Hobson. ''You cheeky
ass, wharrer you doing with that bat?"

“Batting a cheeky chump,” answered
Dob. “Have another?”

“Yaroooh!"

Hobson had another, and hurriedly re-
tired from the proximity of the cricket
bat, It was not really safe to chip
Remove men on the subject of pinched
jiggers. That topic was, in these days,
to the. Remove, like a red rag to a bull,

Mr. Tozer rolled ponderously up.

“*Arternoon, young gents,” said Mr.
Tozer. “ Master \ﬁartnn ‘ere? Oh,
'era you are, sir! Where 1s 1it1"

“Whera ia what!" asked Harry.

“The bike, sir.”
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“The—the what?"

“That there bike that was stolen,”
said Mr. Tozer.

Harry Wharton stared at him blankly.
B0 did the other fellows.

Amazing as it was, Mr. Tozer's visit
L0 Gm:r riars  was In _ connection,
apparently, with a stolen bieycle.

‘Got 1t 'ere?” asked r. Tozer,

groping in his pocket for bhis notebook.
“T'Il take down all perticklers, sir.”

“What do vou mean?” domanded
Harry Wharton hotly. "I don't know
anything about a stolen bike. What are
yvou driving at, Mr. Tozer "

Mz, Tozer staped ab him.,

“¥oun don't know anything about a
stolenn bike " ho demanded,

“Certaioly not.” p

“Then what do you mean by telling
me as you did?

“I1" exclaimed Wharton, in amaze-
ment.

“¥Yeos, you, sir,” sald Mr, Tozer veory
crossly. “Didn't you ring me up on the
phone not two hours ago and tell mo to
come "ere for it?''

"No!™ roarcd Wharton.

“Well, somcbody did, and he used
your nawe,” said Mr. Tozer surlily.
‘If it wasn't you, it was somebody.
Told me there wns a stolen bike ‘ere,
you did.”

“I didn't!” howled Wharton, “I've
nover telephoned ‘to yon in my life! I
know nothing about i1t."

“That's all very well,” grunted Mr.
Tozer. "“'Era 1've walked up from
Friardale to take the pertickless, Theft

& hike, vou says to e, and the stolen
bike brought into Greyfriars, you says,
and will I come up and take it ovor,
says you, and ask for Wharton, says
you, Well, 'erc I am, and what I want
to know is, where is the bike?"

Wharton's face was crimsoen with
anger and mortification!

"2omebody’s been ;mlii‘n'lg1 sour leg,
Mr. Tozer,” he saud, ns calmly as he
could. “1 never' telephoned. Some-
bﬂd?’ was using my natue to pull your
leg.”

Grunt from Alr. Tozer! Evidently
he was not gratified to learn that his
official log had becn pulled, and he
seomed a litile susprecious, too.

“"Look 'ere, Master Wharton, that's
all very well,” he said. " But if there's
a stolen bike "ere youw're bound to ‘and
it over.”

“There fsn't!”" snapped Wharton.

“If you've changed your mind about
it, Mastor Wharton, let me tell vou that
it won't do. You can’t keep stolen goods
‘ere, and you knows it. "

“I tell you I know nothing about it,"”
howled the captain of the Remove, “It's
a practical joke by some rotter.”

“Well, your name was given,” said
Mr. Tozer, ““Mean to say yon ain't got
any information to give me?”

“Of course not.”

“Any of you young gents got any
information to give!"” asked Mr. Tozer,
gazing inquiringly round at the juniors.

The angwoer was in the negative, em-

hatically, Mr, Tozer reluctantly closed
ﬂiﬂ- notebook and put it away.

“Wasting a man's time!" he
grumbled. “The time of an officer of
tho law. This 'ere 13 o scrious matter.
1'd better sce the 'eadmaster.”

And Mr. Tozer rolled off in the
direction of the House, looking very
surly, and drawing upon his portly self
the attention of all CGreyfriars as he
went.

On Little Side the juniors looked at one
another in intense exasperation.

“Ponsonby, of course!™ sald Beb

“0Of course,” said Wharton, gritting
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his teeth. **He's used my name to bring
a policoman to Greyiriars!”

“The rotter!” growled Squiff. 1
:].Ip[::grﬁe we shall never hear the end of

gt

“This 13 & pretty state of affairs, a
bobby comng to (Greyfriars askin
about & pinched bike!" remarke
Hobson of the Shell. “The Head will
have something to say about this,”

“0Oh, shut up!” growled Bob Cherry.

“That Highcliffie cad has got to be
stopped somehow,” sald Harry Wharton,
between his teeth., “It's plain enough
that he telephoned to that old fool Tozer,
using my name, to bring him here!™

“Only we couldn't prove that,” said
Nugent, "My bhat! All Greyfriars will
be ringing with this.””

Greyiriars was ringing with it already,
Five minutes later Wingate of the Sixth
came down from the Heuse, to call
Wharton to the Head's study. Mr. Tozer
was there, and the astonished Head de-
sired to question Wharton in  the
presence of the constable.  All through
the school the news spread liko wildfire
that a policeman had called to ses
Wharton about a stolen bicyele. A
crowd of eyes watched the captain of
the Remove as he went into the Houso
with Wingate, his cheeks burning.

That Wharton had stolen a4 bike—that
Mr. Tozer had comio with & warrant for
hia arrest—that he was to be taken
away, like Eugene Aram, with gyves
upon his wrist—these rumours, and =
dozen more, spread all over Greyfriars,
Nearly all the school gathered to see
My, Tozer take his departure, and the
fellows were quite relieved to sec that
he departed alone. Wharton, appar-
ently, had not been taken inte custadsy.

Temple of the Fourth asked Wharton
& little later, how tho Head had
managed to get him off. Cleeil
Reginald Temple spoke in jest, but the
captain of the Remove was not in o
jesting mood, and Templa’s nose was a
picture for days afterwards,

All the Remove were raging about it.
Obvigusly it was another insidious
move from their old enemy at High-
clife. Pon was “rubbing it in.” It
was & move that Harry Wharton & Co.
could not counter, So far as tho
keenest fellows in tho Remove could see,
there was no way of “stopping ™ Pon;
and they could puess, too, that this
move would not be his last. The
wretched affair of the stolen bike was
to haunt the Greyiriars Bemove like an
unguiet ghost. Pon had a “handle”
against them et last, and he was using
it ruthlessly,

“What's going to be done, you men?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“Wa are!” sald Nugent, with a faint

vin, “We can't stop the cad., And we
shall never hear the last of that miser-
able bike !

Wharton clenched hLis hands.

“The Head was frightlully waxy,” he
said. I told him it must have been &
Highcliffe chap plaving = trick on
Tozer, and he asked me what proof I
had. Of course, I hadn't any, and he
jawed me, Dut we can't siand this.”

And the fellows asgreed that they
couldn't and wouldn’t! Dut exactly
what was to be done was ancther
matter. There was plenty of discussion
in the Bemove—but nothing came of 1t
The juniors had reportcd to My, Queleh
that they had zeen Mr, Jobson on Wed-
nesday, and Mr, Quelch had called on
Inspector Grimes st Courtlield about it.
But mnothing had come of it. Honest
Georgo was not to be found; and unless
he was found, nothing could be done.
And while all Greyfriars talked of
Police-constable Tozer's visit to the

=1

school, the chums of the Remove could

only wait till it pleased Ponsonby to
make his next move,

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
The Dipiomat !
afternoon,

0" RICKET this
C Franky 7
The Caterpillar yawned as

he asked that question.

Courtenay nodded.

“Yes, Caterpillar. T'm getting the
men into shape for the match with
Greyiriars,” ho answered, “It comes
off the week after next, you know.”

" Like to cut cricket for once ¥’

“We want practice,” answered the
Higheliffe junior captain. “Look here,
Ca;erp'ﬁhr, you're not going to slack
to-day.

The Caterpillar smiled.

“Let the othor fellows urge the giddy
flyin" ball,” he said. " ¥You and ? ATS
goin' to take a little walk, Franky.”

“Can't be done !

' Must bo done,” said the Caterpillar,
with cool insistence. “I'm not goin’ 1o
take you wvery far, old bean—only a
little stroll round the school grounds.
We can get a rest under those pleasant,
shady osks in the paddock.”

Courtenay started, and looked guickly
at his chum.

“Do you mean——" he began.

“ Exactly,” smiled the Caterpillar.
“You're really quick on the upteke, old
frnit. I mean exactly that.”

“You're sure about it?

“Fairly sure,” drawled the Cater-
pillar. "Pmba.'l'ﬂj vou don't know that
the races aro on at Wapshot now.”

“I hadn't thought about it,"

“Quite Tight. Never think about
such things,” said the Caterpillar ap-
provingly. “The less you think about
them the better, dear boy. But there
are some sportin' lads in this school who
are givin' the matter a lot of thought—
brands that you've never been able to
pluck from the burnin’. Pon & Co. ave
quite cxeited about a race that’s comin'
off on Tuesday, Big thing! Pon's got
the winner !”

' Oh, rot!"”

“Or thinks he has,” smiled the Cater-
pillar. “Pon gets hold of a lot of
winners that como in about eloventh on
the day of tho raae. Still, Pon is pre-
pared to put his shirt on Fancy Freo fo
the two o'clock on Tuesday. Gadd
was kind enough to offer me a chance—
casy way of turnin' a pound note into
a tenner. You ean get ten to one
against Fancy Free. and he's sure to

romp home—more or lcss, Feel
tempted 1"
Courtenay made a gestura of repug-

nance. The 5purtm%' proclivitics
Pou's set, in the Higheliffo Fourth,
wore & thorn in the side of the captain
of the Form. ! ;

The Caterpillar smiled genially.

“Shocked 7' he asked.

“ Disgusted, if that's
meen !” growled Courtonay.

“Vou haven't been takin' any heed ol
the merry nuts lately 7

£t (R

“Well, T have,” said the Caterpillar.
“Watchin' them like a jolly old cat
watchin' mouses, Lookin' for informa-
tion, you know. Pickin' it up! Dear
old Pon’s sendin’ off some of his sportin’
moessages to-day. The desr good lad
doesn't know I'm interested in his pro-
ceadin's—sinec I've chucked up that sort
of game, Franky, owin’ to your uplift.
in' influence. But for once I've i.men
quite keen on it.”
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Courtensy nodded, with a clouded
facc. - _

“You don't like me mixin' up in such
things!” said the Caterpillar. *Quito
vight. I'm rather shocked myself, now
i come to think of it. Btill, it's a fact
tiat Pon's got to see a man to-day
about those jolly old sportin' commis-
sions. It's no secret in the Fourth.
deeret from the powers, of course.
Even Mobby would rise up in righteous
wrath, if he knew. W have to draw
a line somewhere, even at Higheliffe,
as I've remarked before. Comun’ out
for a walk, Franky 1" :

The captain of the Higheliffe Fourth
hesitated, . N

“] suppose 1t's the only way,” he
muttered, with deep repugnance.

“The only way—as the johnny re-
marks in the play,” assented the Cater-
pillar. “I wouldn't bother you to mix
i it, Franky, ouly George may be too
hefty for me to manage entirely on my
own. LThat's why I'm draggin’ you into
such bad company.” ]

“1'll come, of course,” said Courlenay

t p
S Tha good kid,” smiled the

C"T_ha_.;cl'ﬂ a
atermllar.

Thepchums of the Fourth walked out
of the gates, Courtenay frowmng; the
Usterpillar smiling and urbane, as

usual,

They walked some
tnﬁ'ardar ?;:ij“ﬂﬁifii axicl
ihtﬂ ﬂ e 'p&t- []

This led them to the back of the pad-
dock, and the Caterpillar stopped at &
spot where a paling had been displaced
in the fence.

“Y fancy this is the way George goes
in,” he remarked lazily. “‘George wsn't
a nice character: but he resembles Ill:].ii:
me in somé respects—he hates takin
unnecessary trouble. I fancy he pushed
through here instead of climbin' the
fenee. Lot's follow George's example—
only in this little matter, of course—not
in his side-lines.”

The Caterpillar squeezed through the

ing in the fence, and his chum
followed him. _

They found themselves in the oaks
that bordered the paddock.

The Caterpillar selected a spot where
several trees grew close together, form-
ing & good cover, There he ensconced
himself, with his companion.

“I'm afraid you'rc going to be bored
now, Franky,” he ssid apologetically.
“1 don't know what time Pon has fixea
to sec his disreputable friend and give
him messages for the bookie at Wap.
shot. But as there’s a bridge party in
Pon's study later, 1 met;; it will be
rather carly. Mind waitin’?"

YT wait all the afternoon, if neces-

distanos

littie
turned

then

sary, to nail that scoandrel,” said
Courtenay.
“ Patience, and shuffle the cards,

what?” smiled De Courey. *“Our jolly
old paticnce will ke rewarded, I think,
Let's wait.” :

They waited, sereened [rom sight, but
the Caterpillar keeping a wary eyo on
the gap in the palings at a little
distance. A

But it was from the direction of the
school that a sound of approaching {oot-

steps cAlns,
A figure dropped from the wall of the
Old Courts, and burried across the pad-

dock towards the oaks,

Courtenay knitted his brows as he
recognised. Ponsonby of the Fourth.

He made a slight movement, and the
Caterpillar laid a hand on his arm—a
gentle hand, but with a grip like ateel.

“Quiet!” he breathed, “Pon's not
our game.” ;

Courtonay nodded, and was silent,
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‘suppose,” said Ponsonby.

Ponsonby stup}pud not ten feet from
the spot where the chums of the Fourth
were hidden in cover, and they heard
him mutter impatiently But the
sportsman of Highcliffie had not many
minutes to wait.  Thres o'clock was
heard to boom out from the clock-tower
of Highcliffe, As the last stroke died
away, a dingy, disreputable figure
squeezed through the gap in the palings,
and joined Ponsonby under the oaks,
touching a rag of a cap.
Courtenay’s eyes gleamaed.

It was Mr. Jobson, thorwise Honcst
(George, the bike thief, Wwhom the
juniors had “batted ” on Courtfield
Common a couple of weeks before,

“iArternoon, eir!”  said  Honest

George. “'Ope I ain't kep' you wait:
ing, sir. Three o'elock, you said, sir.”
“Yes, that's all right,” answered
Ponsonby. “You're wusually ecarncst,
Wilson.™
The Caterpillar grinned at that
remark.

Evidently Mr. Jobson had more than
ona name for mora than one occasion.

“Yessir, but a bloke don't want to
show himself about teo much,” said
Honest George.

“"You've nothing to be afraid of. I
“I'm run-
ning some risk in meeting you here;
but yvou're not."

“'Course not, sir,” agreed Honest
George at once.  “Only thinking of
vou, sir, and the trouble you'd get into
with your Headmaster, sir, if you was
spotted giving me messages for Mr.
"Cok, sir” .

“I can take care of myself, Wilson, "
answered Ponsonby, his lip curling.

“You needn’t worry about that., Now,
loock here——" ] .
“No; look here!” said a guiet, drawl-

ing volee.

?f‘hu Caterpillar stepped out of cover.

Honest George started and  stared
round. He recognised the Caterpillar at
a8 glance as the owner of the bicyclo
he had stolen, and a member of the
party of juniors who had batted him.

He made a backward step, and as he
did so, the Caterpillar—dropping his
lazy manner like a ecloak—was upon
him with the spring of a tiger.

Crash !

Honest George went down on his
back on the grass under the ocaks with
a yell; but the next moment he was
a.truggfing ficrcely.

“Lend a hand, Franky!” shouted De
Courcy.

But he did not need to call

Courtenay was with him in & second,

rasping the struggling rascal with
E{:th hands in 2 grip of 1ron.

Ponsonby stood staring at the seene
as if dazed.

Honest Georgo coased to resist.

He was powerless in the grasp of the
two sturdy juniors, and he gave up the
struggle,  The Caterpillar’s knee was
planted on his chest, and Frank Courte-
had both hands wound 1n his

HAY
spotted neckerchief.
“'Old. 'ard, young gents!” gasped

Heonest George. I ain’t doing no "arm
‘ere—only saying .a word to that youn
gentiemen, sir. I'll stake my davy
a_in:!, been pinching anything, s'elp me,
sIT,

‘Ponsonby strode
red with rage.

“You meddlin® cads!” he shouted.
“How dare you butt in here! Let that
man alene at once!™.

“You goin' to chip in, dear beyl”
asked the Caterpillar.

forward, his face

“Yes, if you don’t let that man
alone at once!” snarled Ponsonby,
clenching his hands.  What are you

buttin' in for, I'd like to know?!”

“ Better not chip in,” advised the

Catorpillar gently. “A call from here
would be heard in the school, dear
man. and even Mobby would be
shocked at seein' vour friend, if heo

happencd along.”

“You rotter!™ breathed Ponsonby.
“What are you chippin’ in {or? What's
this got to do with yout”

“We're anxious to see Mr. Jobson,”
cxplained tho Caterpillar,

“What do you mean, you fool?
That man's name is Wilson.”

“Sometimes—an® sometimes  not,”
similed the Caterpillar, “ His name was
Jobson when e pinched my bike”

“Whatr  You're ftrying to make
out .
“Make ouwt nothin', dear man.

Bunter can identify him as the man
who sold Iim my Moonbeam jigger,”
grinned the Caterpillar, “Five Grey-
triars men can identify him as the man
who tried to sell them a Moonbeam
jigger.  DPinchin’ bikes as a side-line,
(ieorge, was a mistake.”
Ponsonby starced at the man.

“You fool!” he hissed. “Was it
von! Mean to say vou were the man
who stole that bike?”

“Tils 'ere young gent leaned it u
agin  the fence, and left it," snig

onest George. “I owned up once, so
it ain't much wse saving so0 now, sir.

‘Sides, that fat bloke Bunter can
prove it on me,”
. "You fool! You fool!” snarled

I'ansonby, “I never dreamed——"

“You might have,” smiled the Cater-
pillar.  “Only all your dreams are
about geegees, Pon. Sorry te deprive
vou of the charmin’ company of your
fashionable fricnd, but we've got to
accompany thiz gentleman to the police-
station.”

“Look ‘ere, zir, thiz 'ere ain’t fair
play " gasped Honest George. I been
walloped for pinching that bike, and I
was let off. You can’t deoy that, sir.”

The Caterpillar shook his head.

“I am far from denvin' it," he
assented. “ DBut owin’ to the peculiar
activiftes of your friend here, George,
it's necessary for the bike thief to step
into the stone jug. Sorry, an' all that,
but it can't be helped.”

“Bring  him  along!"
Clonrtenay.

0N "ard!” gasped George, with o
very ugly look on his face. “You
blokes belong to 'Ighcliffe, same as
that young gent. You 'and me over to
the peelers, and you'll 'ecar a lot of talk
about vour school in the police court,
s'elp me! Master Ponsonby, you get
these blokes to let & cove go, you ear
me!  Onee I'm oup in the deck, I'll
shont your name out loud enough for it
to be ‘eard all over the country. ¥Wou
‘ear e, sie. We're going to sink er
swim together, we are!”

Ponsonby's face went white.

“ e Courey ! Courtena ho
panted., “ Let the man zo! Il he's the
man, you batted him for stealin’ tho
hike! Let hiny go! Can’t you sec that
thiz will be ruin to me "

Y That's wsour look-out,” answered
Courtenay. “You did not know that
this man was the bike thief; but you
Lunew it was some vagrant, as I told
vou: and still you tried to plant it on
the Groyiriars fellows. The matter can
only be clearcd up by this man goin
before the magistrates.” :

“Yon fool! It will be the sack for
me—the sack from Higheliffe!™ eried
Ponsonby shrilly, "“Do you want me—
voue own cousic—to be cxzpelled from
school 7"

growled

1"
i
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“ I"'ve brought a pﬂﬁkat-hcml-: an’ a fountain pen, Pon,” said the Caterpillar. ** Suppose you sign a written apology, withe
drawin’ all your rotten insinuations against Greyiriars blokes ¥ It will be doocid unpleasant for you i this honest gentleman

talks a lot about you when he goes inlo the dock.”

All Ponsonby’s lofty swank was gone
now. He was almost cringing in his
terror.

“It cannot be helped,” said Courte-
nay, though he winced. “It's your own
doing, Ponsonby, and you must take the
conscquences.”

“Caterpillar! You—" gaid Ponsonby
huskily.

The Caterpillar smiled urbanely,

“Leave it to me, Franky,” he said.
“1 dare say I ean arrange the matter
to the satisfaetion of all parties. I'm
no end of a diplomat, when I get goin’.
T've rather an objection to sendin’
Georpae to Chokey, after battin® him—
the battin® was ecnough, wasn't it
Geéorge? T defer to your opinion as the
principal party interesied in these pro-
ceedin’s.’”

“Let a bloke orf, sir!” pleaded
George. “T'll never pinch a blinking
bike agin, sir, s'elp me!™

“George's reform, mn that respect, is
highly desirable,” said the Caterpillar

ravely. " And as long as the Grey-
;'{riam men are seb right, we don’t want
a lot of scandal, Franky, and a High-
cliffe man sacked! Think what a shock
it will be to Mobby to see thoe Head
boot his dear favourite Pon out of
Highelifie! We mustn’t giﬂ: Mobby
that pain if we can help it."”

“Look here, Caterpillar——"*

“SBuppose Pon sgns a little paper i
suggested the Caterpillar, " A writien
apology for his wicked insinuations
against Ureyfriars blokees, withdrawin'
all imputations, and so forth, Twve
brought a pocket-book an’ a fountain-
pen, all ready, thinkin' I might be able
fo arrange the affair diplomatically.”

“Oh! exclaimed Courtenay.

“What do you say, Pon?” drawled
the Caterpillar. “It will be doocid un-
pleasant for you if this henest gentle-
man talks & lot about vou when he
goos into the dock. I fear it will mean
vour removal from the szecene of your
prosent charmin® activities. Will wou

- write out a little paper to set matters

right #"
Ponsonby gritted his teeth.

“¥ou can’t deny your own signature
afterwards,” vawned the Caterpillar.
“But if you do, a description of this
little scene will, I think, make you glad
to own up to it again., The fact is,
dear boy, we've got you where we want
you., And you'd better jump at thia
chance of gettin' clear, what ™

Ponsonby realised that very clearly.
He held out his hand for the fountain-
Een; and with a face like o demon,

ut with implicit obedience, wrote at
the Caterpillar’s drawling dictation, and
signed  what he had  written, and
Courtenay and De Courcy in
their turn as witnesses,

Then Honest George—much to the
relief of that honest gentleman—was
allowed to depart. And he departed
hurriedly, minus the messages he had
coma there to carry to Mr. Hook, the
bookmaker, at Wapshot. Ponsonby,
scowling  furiously, tramped back
through the old courts to the school.

“Franky, old bean,” drawled the
Caterpillar, *are you still yearnin' for
ericket, or will vou take another littla
walk with your old pal? Beliove me,
tha Greyfriars blokes would be glad to
gee this paper,”

" Come on ! said Courtenay.

signed

Ponsonby gritted his teeth.

{See Chapter 12.)
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise for Greyiriars !
i ALLD, halle, hallo!™
H " Higheliffe chaps!™
“1 say, you fellows, kick
out those Higheliffe cadal™
squeaked DBilly Bunter,

“Bhut up, Bunter!™

“[h, rﬂ.li:.', Cherry—"

Frank Courtenay walked in at the
f;nm.t of Greyfriars, the Caterpillar
ounging lazily by his side,

Hearr Wharton & Co. walked to
meet them, with rather dubious looks,
and from other fellows dark pglances
were cast on the Highclifians, No
Highelife man wae likely to be popular
at Greyfriars in the present cir¢um-
stances,

“ Excusa us buttin® in, dear men!"
said the Caterpillar gracefully. ** We're
the bearers of & message from Pon.”

“Nobody here wantz to hear from
that cad!” growled Bob Cherry.

“T say, you fellows—"

“Bhut up, Bunter!”

"It's an apology,.” exclaimed Courte-
nay quickly. “Pon withdraws all he
has said, snd has apologised.”

“Oh!1" gaid Bob Cherry.

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull. “This beats 16!

“The beatfulness is truly terrific!”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, in
wonder, “'T'he esteemed and ridieulous
Pon i3 not so black as he is pamnted.™

¢ Blessed if I expected to hear that!™
said Harry Wharton, in great surriﬁe.
mingled with relief. "1 never knew

Pon had a rag of decency I”
“The ragfulness 1s not great.”
({Continued on Page 26,
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SIR AUBREY'S WHITE HOPE! 1If, as he declares, Tiny Scaonntm really does possess ‘' sudden death "' in his big
fists, Sir Aubrey Allen reckons that there's a fortune fo be plucked from the manaoger of the ¥ Piltsburg Dentist "'—
#f he can persuade the American fo accept Tiny's challenge !
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A rousing story introducing “ Tiny "
Scannan, who turns the scale at
cighteen stone, and packs a punch
that a world-beater would envy!

The Deal!

& AEFE vour point, of course,” said
I Sir i.uhrﬂ];r? “h t

forget that I've got a big pull in

boxing circles. For instance, I
hold many shares in the Olympus Hall,
in London, and I could easily arrange
for you to have one fight a week until
you become knm-.rn,’ and a Press agent
would do the rest.’

“Biat what's that got to do with Pal
Jordan ?"" asked Scannan. *“ He's in the
Btates, isn't he 1"

Ailen nodded. :

“Ho is,” he said, “and he's looking
round for big money; but Harry Gran,
thé world's champion, refuses to give
him & fight. A private report from my
man tells me that Jordan will be in this
conntry intide a month; what is more,
he's bringing Maulstein, his manager
and backer, with him, They're shrewd,
aro Maulstein and Jordan, for they
kiow that thero's not a heavy-weight in
the United Kingdem who's worth his
salt. Havinﬁ said good-bye to the
Qtates, they'll lock forward to a
pleasant trip and a few thousand easy
dollars; and it's their love of easy
money that 1s going to lead them into

145

our trap:

There was something very like ad-
miiration in Scannan’s eyes as he gazed
across at the barcnet. This over-dressed
little man, with the oily, biack hair, was
the real 8ir Aubrey Ailen—the schemer,

the cunning business man, thought
Scannan.

“T think I get the idea,” said Tiny;
“but go on!"

“You won't need a lot of training,”
said Ailen, “for you're always as hard
gs nails, 50 I shall mateh you with a
third-rater within s week. This will
give me an opporfunity of seeing how
vou shapo in the ring; it'll be your try-
out. You admit that you are no novice
at scrapping, so I shall expect you to
win, and after that wou must leave
vourself eatirely in my hands. 1 shall
arrapge that you get plenty of publicity,
and by the time Pal Jordan and Maul-
steic appear on the scene your name
will be known to every boxing fan in
the country.

*“I shan’t try to get you maiched
with Joe illard, our so-called
heavy-weight champion; there wouldn't
be encugh money in the affair for us.
No, my dear fellow, I'm going after
Maulstein’s dollars.: Maulstein started

E MaoreT Limsary.—Neo. 1,057,

ut you seem to half a million.

life as & newsboy in New Work, but he
now boasts that he's weorth more than
What's more, his luck
still *holds, for anything he touches
turns to money.”

Sir Aubrey tossed the butt of his
cigar into the open grate and smiled
across at Tiny Scannan.

“You can guess what's eoming, of

courae !” he asked.

“I think s0," nodded Scannan.
“Having had my try-oub, you don't
want me to reveal my true form? You
want me to do a bit of bluffing 1"

“That's it,” put in Ailen cagerly;
“hut you've got to win all your fights,
all the same! You must appear to be
awkward, az open as a book and as
brainy as a village idiot; and Jordan,
when he sees you, iz to imagine that
vou're no hetter than a novice—a
Johnny Raw! And that's where I shall
come in. I shall ask for a match, saying
that I'm willing to back you for any
amount: and Maulstein won't be able
to resist the easy-dellar bait, although
the actual match won't appeal to him.
Articles will be signed, and wvou'll go
into training up at Bedwell Park;
what's more, you'll continue to turn out
for the Villa. That will be a happy
touch, and a good publicity stunt ™

“It sgounds good,” confessed the
sceptical Scannan; “but it's just pos-
aihﬁz that Pal Jordan isn't such a con-
firmed ‘invalid as rou would have me
believe 1™

“Quite s0,” agreed Ailen, “ But what
has that got to do with it? As I have
already pointed out, you've got every
natural advantage — weight, height,
reach, and- brains; and & heavy-weight
effair iz always of the rough-house
order. Pretty boxing never enters into
the affair. One smash to the jaw, and
the scrap will be over I

"1 agree with you,” growled Tiny,
“hbut much depends upon whose Jaw 1t
is that collects that one smash!”

Sir Aubrey gave a throaty laugh.

“You've nothing to fear, my dear
fellow !” he declared.

Scannan  nodded,

“ And where do I come in,” he asked
—*"in the matter of money, I mean?"

“We'll o fifty-fifty,” smiled the
baronet, “for I've every confidence in
ou. You get half of what we win!”

till smiling, he rose from his deep arm-
chair and walked aoross to a cabinet
returning with & bottle of brandy and
a siphon of soda. *And now, my dear

fellow,” he said, “we'll drink to your
succoss 1™

By, A

The Fight at the Olympus !

HE deal having been clinched,
Tiny Scannan turned profes-
sional boxe:, and, though he
managed to win a minor bout at
the Rotunda, in the Walworth Road, he
was. not hailed b}‘ the newspaper seribes
as & fistic genius 1n the making. Indeed,
one or two of the critics were positively
rude—the * Morning Mail ' expert say-
ing that Sir Aubrey Ailen’s “White
Hope " should go a long way, and stay
there. No particular place was men-
tioned.  Another scribe declared that
Scannan boxed with all the natural grace
of & rheumatic kangaroo, whilst & third
suggested that he should give bu:ing-a
miss and try to get & nice steady job
as & night-watchman.

Scannan had appeared to be awkward
and nervous, and it looked for all the
world as thongh he knocked his man
ont by a fluke. Yet Becannan and Sir
Aubrey knew that such was not the
CASE,

The baronet had received a pleaszant
surprize over the big-limbed giant, for
Tiny had proved himself to be a hard-
hitting fighting-machine. There was a
gymnasium attached to Ailen's mansion
in Btorrydene, and it was against some
husky sparring-partners — leatherfaced
pugiﬁﬁiﬂ imported by SBir Aubrev—that
Seannan was able to give o glimpse
of his true form.

He had not spoken lightly when he
declared that he held sudden death in
each hand, apnd Sir Auvbrey, having
watched his man at work, waz sble to
understand the speedy demise of a
bearded Swede 1n an hotel bar in Kim-
berley,

Tiny Seannan's mighty punch pos-
sessed all the soporific qualities of a kick
from a mule, and not one of his
chopping-blocks was able to stand more
than a round against him. Furthermore,
ha ecould absork punishment as theugh
he liked it. He had an iron frame, &
jaw of granite, and the speed of light.

There ecould be no doubt about his
being a “White Hope."

His bout at the Rotunda waz followed
by a couple of six-round contests at the
Olympus, in Regent Street, and again
Tiny bluffed the erowd with his village-
idiot tacties. But he captured ihe
verdict on both occasions.
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And the scribes, of course, were mildly
facetious at hizs expensze.

It was after his fifth fight in public
that the * Morning Mail ¥ writer drew
attention i{o the fact that Sir Aubrey
Ailen's *“'White Hope * had not lost a
single contest since his debut, and he
suggested that the ugly, uncouth style
might be a veneer that covered the
tactics of a clever fighter with a crafty
brain, : _

In thiz manner was the bright light
of publicity turned wpon Tiny Scannan.

Other seribes sharpened their pencils,
and many were the caustic remarks that
were showered upon the * Morning
Mail * writer and the new heavy-weight,
and it was not long before the name of
Tiny Scannan was known to every box-
ing fan in the country.

Pal Jordan and his famouz manager
arrived in Eogland about this time, and
Scannan was forgotten for the time
being, for, when all was said and done,
he was no more than a novice,

Maulstein soon got busy with his
waual publicity  stunts, and at the end
of & week the sporting public was ex-
pressing a desire to see the Pittsburg
Deuntist in action. ; )

Maulstein was approached by various
sromoters and managers, but he turped
every offer down on the score that there
was nob enough money in the proposi-
tion and it soon became evident that
Pal Jordan was asking for the earth,
and the water under tha earth, before
he would don a glove.

It was about this time that Sir Aubrey
suggested to Maulstein that the Pitts.
burg Dentist should meet Scannan, and
the American, who had heard something
about Tiny, grinned good-humouredly,
and said that Pal was a boxer—not an
exceutioner,

A contest was avranged at last, how-
ever, but not between Beannan and Pal,
for the Dentist signed articles with Dave
Iremonger, the London HAreman, who
had been deing so well,

Jt was agreed that the fight should
take place at the Olympus, and the
night of the affair found o record crowd
packed within the spacious hall. But
nohody atteched any significance to the
fact that Sir Aubrey and his White
Hope were occupying ringside seats,

Tol.ji:e preliminary bouts were interesting
rnough, but the fans were imiatiant for
the big hight, for Maulstein had made
it quite clear that the Pittsburg Denlist
was not an ordinary mortal at all; he
wai a superman, with the besuly of
Adonis, the brain of Socrates, and the
gontle, trusting mature of a Hebrew
woneylender.

Pal Jordan was all that—and more.

Yot there was nothing remarkable
about the American pugilist when he
climbed through the ropes; he morely
gave one the impression of being a fair-
haired, big-limbed young man who was
handicapped by too much self-possossion
i - certain amount of superfluous
flesh.  Tndeed, ha looked positively
flabby when he slipped out of his gaudy
tdressing-gown; and a lynx-eyed fan in
the gallery, calling attention to I'al's
walstline, suggested that it conld do with
a tuck in it

Jordan, az a fact, had been taking
things very cazily of late, for ha was
convineed that he had nothimg to fear
from Dawve Iremonger--or from ény
cther British " heavy,” for that matter.

lremonger was already inzide the rin
vhen FPal slipped through the ropes, an
it was obvious that the Jondoner was
~omewhot nervous. He looked unnsually
pale, and occasionally he ran his tonguo
over hiz lips, and the American was not
low to read the EIEn,

PRICE

TWOPENCE. 5

“Bay, you ein't got cold feet, have
voul” drawled Pal, as he shock hands
with most marked cordiality. *“Don't
worry, boy—it will soon be over! This
business ain't gein’ to last long!™

“{Good ! said the fireman, flushing
slightly. *“I've ordered your hearse for
nine-thirty !I*

Pal grunted, and he was: grinning un-
pleasantly as he strolled back to his

corner and jerked a thumb over his
shoulder,

“That guy tried to get fresh, Pug,”™
he drawled, speaking to his chief second,
Pu‘g' John:son. “ What'll 1 do about it?"

“Bo',"” returned the negro, rolling his
eyes, “ you must sure I‘mng him a dand
wallop to the chin whiskers and knoc
him through the building ! That'll teach
the stiff not to be rude to an American
citizen.”™

“Pug,"” declared Pal,
sald o mouthful 1"

Captain Harry Herriolt was in charge
of the contest, and he did not waste
any timo in ﬁ:;r‘tt.in down to serious
business. He showed unmistakable signs
of impatience when the American and
his seconds attempted to make a fuss
about the Londoner’s bandages, for he
koew quite well that Jordan was play-
ing upon Ircmonger’s nerves, It was
an old trick, and Herriott did not like
1t

Everything was ready at last, how-
cver, and Herriott, beckoning the boxers
to the side of the ring, talked to them
enrnestly for nearly & minote, tellin
them cxactly in what manner they coul
arouse his gisplﬂu.surc.

“Fight a clean, sporting hght,” he
concluded, giving one of his rare smiles,
“and all will be well.”

George Morris, the portly M.C., then
took the centre of the ring and made
his announcement, and it was to a
complete hush at the initial command
came in & decp-toncd voice:

“Beconds out 1V

A pause—tense, cxpectant.

T-ex-ring !

Pal Jordan waved a greoting fo §
party of friends as he left his corner,
and his moist features were twisted into
g contemptuous smnle as hoe touched
glmrqs; and a moment later he was re-
trcating. Forcing the fight from the
sound of the gong, Dave Iremonpger
stepped  in swiftly and pushed out a
snappy left "jab; and the American
pugilist was a very surprised young man
when the short blow found its mark and
pushed his fair head back with an un-
Mleasant jerk.

It was a small thing, the striking of
that initial blow, but it brought an

“you've sure

INTRODUCTION.

A fter a pequence of wing the boys of Storrpdene
Villu F.0U. sirike a bad pateh and lose nine
marfches right off the reel.  Dissatisfied with the
slale of affairs Sir Aubrey Ailen, a purse-proud
Baronel, and chairman of the club, engnges
“Tiny "' Scannan fo stop the rot which has set
in, *" Ting "—a giant of @ man—proves beyond
donbt that he's a bullying tyrant of the worst
iF:*r. Maddened &y sweh conduel the rougher
elegnent of the Slorrydene supporters fake mailers
i their oo Tande and wapley the shipper of
Storrpdene on his way home, Scannan's life iz
in jeopardy when the boys of Storrydere rush
in aid put the refione fo routl.  Tiny, slrange
to gay, is very grateful, and beging fo renlize that
the ondy hing for him fo do i to lender his
rf!eynﬂhﬂghl{rﬂm the club. He ir in the gt of
doing ao when Sir Aubrey Atlen informs him
that Urere's a pile of money waiting for the man
who enn bert Pul Jordan, an Amerisan borer
betler Engrwn as the Fitsburg Dentisl,

" hat sounds all right,"" saye Scannan, " bl
will o well-Enown serapper agree to meet a fellow
the public has never heard of 1"

(N recd o)
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involuntary shout from the fans in the
cheaper parts of the house.

“Into "im, son!™

“Go on, Davel!”

Fal was still grinning as he skipped
backwards and peered over his gloves,
but he was doomed to disappointment if
he thoeught his epponent was going to
lose his head and rush into all the
trouble that was waiting for him. Jé
has been said that novices rush in
where champions fear to tread, but
Dave Iremonger, although little more
than a novice, did not do anything so
rash as to tear in and try to mix at.

The Londoncr's lean features wera
pale and set as he circled stealthil
round the grinning American and sizeﬁ
the fellow up, for even in this moment
of action he could not forget what vie-
tory would mcan to him.

P'al Jordan was known thronghout tha
world of sport as the pugilist who had
just missed the highest honours that tha
“mitting %ame * has to offer iis
adherents, for many were the seribes
who declared that the Pittsburg Dentist
would give Harry Gran, the world's
champion, a good run for his money.

Small  wonder, then, that Dave
Ircinonger, who had been practicall
unknown six months before, shoul
have been somewhat overawed at find-
ing himself in the same ring as the re-
doubtable Pal Jordan; and small
wonder that the thought of champion-
ship laurels should Lhave Bashed through
his brain as he padded across the roped
ring of the Olympus Boxing Hall, well
knowing that a single blow would pub
him high up the ladder of fistic fame,

And Pal, in some occult, uncanny
manner, scemed to know what was pass-
ing through the younger man's brain,
and his mocking grin became moro pro-
nounced,

“Just onc wallop, boy,” he drawled,
his metallic voice ringing through the
hell, “and then you eczn go aftor Mr.
Gran. But I warn you that he's somo
side-stepper 1"

He would doubtless have continued in
this playful strain had not i{recmonger
sailed in once more and renewed the
attack, and he was mumbling to him-
solf, as ho dropped his head to one sida
and allowed a straight left to Rash past
his car with a vicious rush of sir.

The next moment the Londoner was
tn  the retreat, and the retreat
amounted to a rout, for Jremooger
reeled bofore o guick succession
rights and ieflts that smashed through
his guard and found bis head and ¥
in most disquicting Tashion. His guard
might have been made of tissue paper
for all the good 1t was to him, and the
Pittsburg Dentist continued to grin as
he saw tho light of fear and utter in-
credulity dawn in the eyes of his
opponent.

Aund that fusillade of blows went on.

Dave Iremonger was dazed with the
speed of the Amorican's attack, and all
thought of championship honours
vanrrished as he covered up and sought Lo
protect his vulnerable spots,

The ropes, cutting into his bare back,
braught him up with a jerk, and such
wasg the qualily of Jordan's genoralship
that he forced his opponont to mix jt.

Crouching slightly, the Londonoer used
both hands with speed and power, yet
he could land only twa blows to the
nthqr boxer's three; and it soon bhoecama
obvious that this was the beginning of
the ond, :

{What chance dees Tinyg Scannan
sand of bealing the Pittshurg Dentisd,
chums? Don't futl to read next week's
thrilling instalment, whaterer you dof)

TrE Maoner LisRary.—No. 1,057,
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FOR THE HONOUR
OF GREYFRIARS!

(Continved from page 23.)

“Wea've lLeen talkin® to him,” said
the Caterpillar gravely. 1 needn’t
into details, but we've talked to him
like Duteh uncles, an’ persuaded him to
do thz decent thing. You know my
pal Franky's upliftin’ ways. Even Pon
couldn’t resist them for long.™

“You a=s!" grunted Courtenay.

“Is your Form master about?" asked
the Caterpillar, “I think he ought to
pee this paper, as he was hooked into
the matter. It's only fair to Pon to
give him full publicity when he does
the decent thing——rarely. On such rare
pocasions my idea is that the glad news
ought to be cried from the ‘jcrll:..' old
housetops. Where's Quelchy®”

“In his study,”. said Harry. “I'll call
him."

Mr. Queleh came ouk of his study in 2
very surprised meod. The Caterpillar
sajuted him with great respect.

“TFhere's. besn rather a misunder-
standin’, sir,” he zaid. “If yvou'd be
zo kind as to read this paper aloud,
sir, it would seb matters right.”

Mr. Quelch glanced at the paper.

Then he glanced round him. Half
Greyiriars, by that time, had collected
on the spot.

“1 shall zertainly rcad this paper
aloud, with pleasure!” said Mr. Queleh.
“I regard Ponsonby as having acted, at
lagt, 1n a very straightforward manner,
and I think he should be pardoned for
what he had done, in view of his frank
and manly admission of fault, written
here in hia own hand."

“Ponsonby will be very glad to hear
that, sir,” murmured the Caterpillar.

INTRODUGE HARRY WHARTON & €0. TO YOUR GHUMS!

- e mm

Mr. Queleh held up his band for
silence.

There wos a breathless hush as he
read out the paper. Certainly, it was
g frank, if not a ‘manly, admission of
wrongdoing.

“]1 apologise most humbly for having
pretended to believe that Greir[riu;‘s
fellows were mixed up in the stealing of
De Courcy's bicycle. This was nnli,*
humbug on my part, as I knew. well all
the time, of course, that no Greyfriars

man had had anything to do with if. I

kuow that the thief was a bad character,
named Jobson, alias Wilson, and 1 have
heard him confess to it. I apologise for
my foolish and thoughtless insinuations
against Grevfriars fellows. I apologise
for having sent a registered letter to
Bunter containing such insiouations,
and I apologise for having telephoned
to Mr. Tozor in ‘i‘li.’hﬂ.rt-unfs name,
cxpress my deepest regret fer any pain
I may hn{'a given by my thoughtless
folly, and I beg most sincerely for the
pardon of all fellows concerned.

“{Bigned) Cecit PoxS0oNPY,

“ Witnesses.
Frank Courtenav.
Rupert de Courey.”

hﬂ.t lll

“Well, my only was DBob

Cherry's comment.

“ No mistake about that!” said What-
ton. *“It was a rotten game, but, of
eourse, as Ponzonby begs pardon, we
pardon him."

“Yes, rather !” agreed Johnny Bull.

“Jolly  decent!"” said  Nugent.
“ Blessed if I ever expected Pon to own
up like that! You never can tell.”

“The never-can-tellfulness 1s terrific !

bMr. Quelch smiled gemially.

“This wvery handsome and {rank
apology cleses a painful and distressing

e e Semmmainl

R ————

incident,” he said. "I will retain this
paper. De Courcy, will you kindly con-
vey to Ponsonby my thanks and kindest
appreciation for the very manly course
he has taken.,”

“Certainly, sir!” caid the Caterpillar,

“"T'm sure, sir, that Pon will be no end
bucked.”
- Mr, Quelch went back into his study
greatly .pleased and relieved. A very
distressing cpisode was closed, and in
the most satisfactory mannecr. Courte-
nay and De Courcy tock their leave of
their Greyfriars friends, and. walked
back to Higheliffe, Courtenay keen to
get to the ericket ground. and the Cater-
pillar keen to get to Pon's study, to
deliver Mr. Quelch’s message, looking
forward with considerable enjovment to
watching Ponsonby's face when he heard
it.

“Well,” said Beb Cherry, when the
Higheliffa fellows were gone. * That's
that 1™

“All serene now ™ said Wharton.

13¥

“The serencfulness is terrific!™  re-
merked Hurree Jam:et Ram Singh.
“But the understandfulness i3 not
great, This 1s the first time on record
that the excellent and disgusting  Pon-
sonby has ever:plaved the game.”

“Better late than never!” zaid Bob,

“ Hear, hear !

Many fellows at Greviriars were
puzzled. Ponsonby's apology had given
them the surprise of their hives. But the
unpleasant episode was closed, at all
events, and the honour of Greviriars
had been vindicated.

THE END.

{There will be another rollicking
fine story of Harey Wharlon & COo.
tin nert week’'s MAGNET, enbifled
“THE HERO OF THF FIFTH!?"
Make zsure of mecwring a copy by
ordering it WELL IN ADVANCE,)
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FIRST STOP, VENUS!

[t seems to be the vogue
amongst certain scientists to
design a machine that will carry
them thrﬁugh space fo the
various p]anﬁts that surround-

Mather Earth.  Our photo
shows Professor Robert Con-
duit entering a machine, like a
rocket in some .respects, which
4ie has invented. The central
explosive chamber of the ma-
chine 15 the ™ main spring,”
and the professor claims tﬁnt
us  explosive ualities  wall
serve to send ‘?lim hurtling
through space in a non-step
%qurn-::,r te the planet, Venus.

modern iclence pProgresses
along these lines successfully,
eaple hity years I't{:rn:ﬂ. will be .
Env{ng breakfast in England,
and lunch in Mars—ptr?uaps'!
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NEVER
MIND THE WEATHER!

The cricket enthusiasts in Lancashire
don't worry about the wvagaries of the
weather, t it rvain, let it snow, but
cricket practice goes on. Qur photo
shows I‘P Beattie, a promising player
from the Rossal Schools, practising at
the nets erected inside the members
dining-room at the Lancashire County : Ly
ericket ground, Old Trafford, Manchester. S
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