


HARRY WHARTON AND €0., THE CHEERY CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS IN—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Whose Hat?

i» LOW "
Bob Cherry made
remark.
Ha geemed cross.

Bob was in his shirtsleeves. e had
& tube of solution in his band, smears
of solation on his fingers, and a dab of
the same on his nose. His bike was up-
ended, outside the bikeshed at Grey-
friars. Bob was at work on a puncture
that secmed to be giving him a little
trouble. His friends stood leaning on
the wall, in the shade, wailting for him
to get through. It was a glorious after-
noon in carly July; perha[is’ just a trifle
too hot for comiori. iven Hurree
Janizct Ram Singh admitted that it was
WA,

“Blow ! repeated Bob,

“The blowfulness is terrific!” agreed
Hurree Singh sympathetically. .

“Take your fime, old chap!” said
Harry Wharton, * Lots of time! They
won't cxpeet us at Higheliffe till ive.”

“I say, you fellows!™

Billy Bunter cameo rolling up. He
blinked throurh his big spectacles ab
Wharton, Nugent, Johnny Bull, and
Hurree Singh, standing in a row bﬂ the
ghady well. Then he blinked at Bob's
crimson face, and grinned. The Owl of
the Remove seemed to find something
entertaining in Bob’s struggle with an
ohstinawe puncture.

“YWhen are you fellows starting?”
asked Bunter.

“Not till we go!” answered Nugent.

“I mean, when are you going”

*Not tll we start!”

“Oh, really, Nugent! We may as well
nll go together, as we're all going to
tea with Courtenay at MHighehffe "

Four memberz of the famous Co,
looked expressively at Billy Bunter.
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that

Bob was too busy to take heed of his-

fat existence, :

* Has Courtenay asked you to tea at
Higheliffe ** demanded harton.

“Well, he hasn’t osked me exactly,”
admitted Bunter cautiously. “But he's
always glad to see me. We're rather
pally, you know.”

“1  don't know!™
Wharton. ]

“The knowfulness is not terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
with a shake of his dusky head.

“Jolly hot weather for hiking it,”
went on Bunter unheeding. *1'd stand
a taxi, only I've been disappointed
shout a postal erder. What about walk-
ing to tho corner and iaking the motor-
buzg? I'd prefer it.”

“(ood ! assented Wharlon, *“'Walk
to the corner and take any old motor-
bus you like.” :

“ And you fellows——"

“Oh, we're bdomyl”

“Well, lock. here, 1 really don’t care
for fagging abent on a bike in this
blaze,” said Bumer peevishly. * Besides,
my bike's punctured. I asked Toddy to
mend that puncture for me more than
once; hut he hasn't doneg it—you know
how selfish Toddy is. Suppose one of
you fellows mend 13

“Suppose anything you like 1 assented
Wharton, “No law against supposing.”

“71 say, Bob, old chap——"'

“ Bhut up !" growled Bob Cherry in a
voics like unto that of the Great Huge
Eea{. i ,

"1 was poing to sa g

“ Ehut r.igpl”g .

“Will you mend my punctures
after you'va finished that? There's only
three—or four, I forget which—"

Bob glanced round at Bunter for a
moment. He did not speak, but his lock
was oxpressive. One puncture seemed
to be trying Bob’s patience rath

contradicted

e

The idea of attending to

severely. )
three or four more did not seem to
appeal to him somehow.

Billy Bunter blinked at hilin in-
gquiringly through his big spectacles.
“What about 1t? he asked.
“You can't mend your own punc-

tures 7 asked Bob.

“Well, I don't want to make myself
all sticky! Don't be selfish !’

Bob Cherry glared.

“¥ou bloated, bhthering, burbling
bandersnatch, do yvou want mae to bash
vour hat over your silly head?” he
demanded.

“Kh? Bunter jumped back. " You'd
juil]j; well better not! ¥You'll have a row
with Smithy if you deo.”

Bob stared at him blankly for a

moment, Billy Bunter was wearing a
handsome, expensive, and quite new
straw hat. No doubt he did not want

to have that hat *bashed.” But why
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars, should be concerned about
it, waos rather a mystery. DBut that
mystery did not puzele the chums of the
Remove long.  They were well ac-
guainted with the manners and ecustoms
of Wilhamm George Bunier. Evidently
he had borrowed the hat—without
mentioning the fact to the owner. As
that fact dawned on Beb, his frowning
face broke into a grin.

“Is that Smithy's
villain?™ he asked.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh! MNo! Nothing of the sort!™
said Bunter hastily. " Don’t yvou fellows
get telling®™Emithy that I've borrowed
his hat! %Ie. would be wazxy—vou know
what a bad-tempered beast he 15. Ba-
sides, I suppose yvou want a pal to be
dressed *decently when he's mmh:%
over to Higheliffe to tea with you.
suppose & fellow ean borrow a fellow’s
hat if he likes? ot that this ia

hat, wou fat
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Smithr's new straw, yvou know! I gave
a puinea for it in Courtheld sesterday.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at. Making out that a fellow’s bapged
a fellow's hat! You'll be making out
next that this necktie is Mauly's.

“Ha, ha, ha!? roared the Famous
Five.

_Evidently Billy Bunter had dressed a
little more care ully than wsual to join
the tea-party in Courtenay’s study ot
Highelifte Scheool. SEmithy’s new hat,
and Lord Mauleverer’'s handsome tie,
certainly looked better than Bunter's
Qwn ]}TL'F'['"H't}'}

“1I =av, vou fellows, do stop cackling.”
said Billy Bunter crossly. * Look here,
when ave we starting? What’s the F}nd
of hanging about? Smithy will be
coming down for his bike—he's going
over to Courtficld te meet Ius father
thig afterncon—I heard him tell Red-
wing the old joster was coming. I'd
rather not sce Bmithy——»"

“Ha, ba, ha

On the path behind Bunter a junior
camo in sight coming down from the
House, It was Veetion-S8mith; and
there was a frown on his face, He
seemed annoved about something! Per-
hapz e had missed his hatt

“ Look ont, Bunter ! chuckled Johnny
Iall.

-"‘Eh?”

“Here comea Smiihy 7

“Oh erikey !

Billy Bonter blinked round in alarm.
Then he snatched the straw hat off his
licad and held it lLehind him as he
tnened fo {ace the approaching Bounder.
The chums of the Remove roared !

#I—=I sav, vou fellows, shut up!”
gasped Dunter. “D-d-don’t you tell
pmithy I've got his hat! I mean, I
haven't got it—but——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Vernon-Smith came up toa the gﬁnup
outside the bikeslied. He gave Dilly
Bunter a stare, pl:-rlmps surprised to sce
him hatless on s bralliant July after-
noon. DBilly Bunter blinked at him un-
easily, his fat bhands still behind him
holding ilie siraw hat. lle had removed
it before the Bounder's eyes fell on him;
and hie hoped for the best.

“You fellows seen anything of =&
straw hat? asked Smithy.

" A—a—a gtraw hat!” repeated Whar-
ton. As they were behind Bunter, the
Famous Five had a full view of a strow
l:at.

“Yee; Ileft it in my study and some.
body's snaffled it. I thought it would be
Bunter, of course——""

“Oh, really, Smithy! If you think I'd
gnafle vour hat—"

“SBeme silly ass has  bagged itY
crowled the Bounder. “I've hunted for
it evervwhere,  What are vou [ellows
sniggering at? If ooe of you has been
larking with my hat—-"

“Not guilty, my Jord I
Cherry.

“Well, somebode has—and I'll jelly
well punch s nose! Look here, Bun-
ter, have vou had 2% Evidently the
Bounder suspected Bunder, It was quite
pemavkalile  how Grevirtore  fellows,
whon they mrissedd tlnogs, thought of
Dunker at onee.

“Oh. really, Smithy—

“What kave vou got beliind wou?™
exclaitued the Bounder. " You're hold-
:-}Iljl,f.i' aﬁmpihingl Why, you fat sconndrel,

Swathy made a jump at Bunter,

Eilly Bunter jumped back.

* Look out ! roared Dol Cherrv,

wt Le roared too late. Bunter
bacle-d  indo thie upeended bike, Over
wenl the bile witic a ceash and a clang.

grinncd Bob

ir

Over went DBunter, stagoerine back-
wards, The straw hat «dropped on the
carth. The next second Billy Dunter
dropped—on the hat.

Crunel [

“"Ow ! pazped Bunier,

And he sat on o flattened straw which
now resembled a pancake much more
than a hat,

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Beastly for the Bounder!

A, ha, ha ™
fone  juniors  roared  with
laughter. Bob Cherey jumped
after his sprawhog bike, IHer-
beet Vernon-2mith  was  jumping st
Bunter. Dunter rolled off the squashed
straw hat, roaring—nol with laughter.
A lunge from the Bounder's boot Lielped
i to rall.
"Yarooh!

. Boash!” roared DBunter.
Ow! Keep off! T never had your
flat! T never—  Whooop !

“Ha. ha, hat™

Bmithy pounced on the hat, He
lcked il !.I[ll, and glared ot 1. Tt b
cenn & handsome hat—an expensive hat
—one of thoso very nice summer straws
for which a fellow has tn pav o good
price. Dot nobody would have paid a
good price for fhat hat now. Nolwndw
would have paid anvthing for 1. No-

THRILLING !

Poor old Bunter—he's broke
to the wide. And yet, if he
only knew it, the straw hat
on his head is worth a hundred
pounds ! Let Frank Richards
tell you in this grand story of
Greyfriars how this amazing
thing happens !

AMUSING !

o e UL T S ——

body would cven have faken it al a

gift.  That hat was a drug in the
market, The Dounder was red with
wratl.

Ile had come down to the bikeshed
for his jigger 1o ride over to Conrifield
to meet fus fatber, who was eoining
down fo tho school that dav., Bur e

forgot all about his  jigger. amd all
about Mre. Samucl Vernon-Smniih, the
mithonnire, at the moment,  Iis

rutned  hat, amd DBunter, occupied his
thonglis,

Bunter sersmbled up. 1ls zslavied 1o
retreat, The Dounder  borled  ihe
stnashed bat 1o the ground and daslad
after ki,

“llook it Duarier ! pasped Xuzeanl,

“Put 1t o Taliv T

“Ila, ha, §a!™

Harry Wharton & Co. cortainly svae
patlused with the Bounder,  They Loew
that Bunter deserved lacking, 1hd the
look ecn Smitin's face  hinted ot
Bunter was gotog 1o oot mon e kieking
than he deserved,  Smitla’s temper was
oftene bady now it secied ab s very
worst, lle davied after Bunfer like a
cormorant aftey itz prey. The Fumows
IFive wished Bunter lack as he fled,

S Yareooh I loated  luck  from the
r]uingl-r:-r, HER prevsuing Toor crashed on
a L of tight trousers,

As 1 that eontact had spurred him
on, Bunter pe in a barst of spoed. 1
faivly flew, his Hile fot Jeg: fashine
aved twinkline,  Lle vanishied from the
sizhit of the Famous Five, 1Te strealod

narpre]

for the House, red wiih exerfion, be-
dewed with perspiration.

Mr. Quelch, the master of tle Tie-
move, sighted him in the quad. Quelo.
was taking a little wallk afier class wiih
Prout, the 9naster of the Fifth, The two
masters stared ot Bunter as he crossed
theie line of vision, and they staved o:
the Bounder in pursmt., Prous
shrugeed  his shouldei=, Fle made ne
remiark, but he expressed by that shroe
hiz opinton that this zort of shindy was
the thing to be expected of fhe Renove
—{&lmi{‘h'ﬁ ]Jlﬂ_l'i. {.:|||{“|f“||.. T B T h_'.'
the shrog, left i, and strade towsrd-
Lunter.

Neither the pursucd, nor the porayer,
noticed Queleh in the ilvidling exeite-
ment of the moment, Smithy overioolh
thee Heetnng Owl oas Queleh stared to-
wards them. Ide et oot his foot; and
there wos o terrvific thud as v erashed
on Bunter from the rear.

" Ooooop i

Bunter nose-dived,

He went headlong, sprawling on his
hands and knees, velling at the top of
his voice.  The Bounder stopped, havel.
i time to avoid falling over him,

“Ow!l Wow! Help! Marder! Fipe®

Hesene ! Keep off I roarcd Buntes.

“1 zay, you fellows—— Whooop ™
TYou fat  refter!”  panded {02

Bounder. “'Fake that, ami—"

“ Vernon-Smath 1™

O ejaculated the Rounder,

He spon pound, becoming aware of
Quelels,

“Bhocking ! Prout was saving, *Qul-
rageons ! SBcandalous [

*Vornon-Smith 1" hooted {he Domovs
master.  “TTow dare voul! 1 pepeat,
how dara veu, Vernon-Smilly !

Mr. Queleh's brow was like fhiondep.
He was awite unaware of Dhimter'-
offence. All he Lnew waz that the far
jnuior had been fleeing for his ife. and
thal Vernon-Bmith had run Lim dosw,
and Licked as §f he had been Lickinge
for goal in a Soceer pame, Smithy
Il as o mntier of fact, kicked harder
than be would have done if L hadd
een coaler. Billv Bunter roared a-
he sprawled, ond he raared all the more
loudly ws he beard Quelelt's veice, and
realised that s Foarng mastes was on
ihe spob. Buanter was o little hoet, e
e soumded as if the LitHe was a lot,

I =1——" stammerm~d (e Bounder.

"How dare voun kick DBunfer!™ oy
clapned  Ale. Quelel, “Go inte tie
IMon=e at owee, YVornon-S8mith ! Go 1o
the Form-voor ared weite out twa .
dredd lines frem the first bool of © Vie-

gil!' At onee I
The Bounder pazped,
“Jeelee1't sorry, siv: Lot——"
Yo bear  ome, Vernon-Smnh b
vapped Ale, Quelidhi,
", ow, aw ! helloved Bunter.

"VWow, waow, wow "

“l=T1 was just moing oul, sic®” stam-
moered Siihy,

“"You will pe inie fhie Fortroon:
fivis an=tant, amd  write  outb the  ine-
poarieeme Ioleve miven vou ! said MMy
Che el aendlve " Anather vord, and 1
will cane vou 1o acddition '

Soithy breathed hard and doep, The
Roemave mea<der was sot a wan ta b
with,  Aml 2mithy  realised,
ton, that lwe had rather Jot himzelf g
i aielvvering ihet kiek. e dlid i
utter  another word,  Detention v .-
Bael enongh, withont a canine to baot.
Wilth a =eowling beow the Bounder
wailed off fo the Hoose,

M. Quelehr watelwe? i go it befors
lie wont buaels 4o rejom Proat, feownine,

Billy Bauler got oo his fat legs, 11-
wrigaled rather painfidly as he ralls
awar,  Jhn Lo prinoed, That Doa
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Smithy had got it in the neek, anvhow.
That was go much to the good, from
Bunter’s point of view. Dut he wasz in
want of a hat. Smithy's hat, certainly,
was at his disposal now, but he did nes
want that hat any move. Ilaving given
the Bounder time to ‘qirot to the Form-
room—safe ount of the way—DBunter
rolled into the Ilouze in search of a
hat. Ha did noe want his own. When
a fellow was going out to tea le liked
1o laok nice.

In the lobby thore were a number of
hatz auwd ecaps from which Bunter was
able to make a selection. Among them
was & very handsoma straw, unter
did not neod to look ak tho name inside
to know that it belonged to Lord
Mauleverer,  Mauly, apparently, had
come in and left his hat there—in time
for Bunter. Bunter promptly annexed
it. It was really A better hat than
smithy’z,  All Mauly's things wero of
the very host.  Bunter was satislied,
Whether Mauly would be satisfied if he
came alopg for his hat and found it was
pone, was another guestion.  Hunter
did not bather about that. A fellow
veally eould nob think of overything.

Handzomely hatted once more Billy
Buonter rolled forth, and made his way
1o the bikeshed. Ile lost no time, have
ing a suspicion that those beasts, Harry
Wharton & Co,, might sneak off with-
out him, if he gave them s chance.
Dut they had not yct started for High-
eliffe. Iiob Cherry was busily engagod
on his up-ended bike once morve, look-
ing red and cross.  That worrying
puncture had broken out again, perhaps
owing to Bunter crashing the hike over.
The Co. had gona for a siroll while
BEob handled it. Watching him at work
dlidd not zeem to cheer him.  Indeed,
it seemed to have rather the veverso
effect.

Bunter blinked at him,

“I say, Cherry—"

“Bhut up "

“Have tho olher beasts—] mean the
cther fellows—:ztarted ¥

“io and cot coke !

“0Ob, really, Cherry! Took here!
How long are you going to be mending
that rotten puncture? 1 can't hang
rnun.rd all the afterugon walting for
you "

Bob tack an almost convulsive grip
on the tube of solution.

“1 ghall borrow Mauly’s bike, if
vou'ra too beastly lazy to mend thess
punctures for me,” said Dunter. “P'm
ready to start, I don’t sca hanging
about like this. Tf you can’t mend
ir-unu:l.ums, Fou mlg,'ht to get & new tyre.

snppose you can t afford one ! Bunter
eniffed.

. “Will you clear off, you fat 1diot,
when a fellow's busy 7™ demanded Bob
Choerry, in a sulphurouz voice.

“WWell, why the thump don’™t you get
throught” snapped Bunter. “Clumsy
rss, to take all this time wver a
punetuga ™

“You wowling {athead1” roared Dob
Cherry.  “You burst it when you
knocked the jigger over I”

“Ie, he, he }” chuckled Bunteb,

Bob Cherry spun round at the giggling
Owl, His temper was already sorely
tried. Dunter seemed to think it enter-
taining ta have given him  his
troublesoma task over again. Bob made
a stride at him, and jammed the tube
of solution ou a fat little nose, squees-
ing it a8 he did so.

“ﬂmw%'h P gasped Bunter. Ha loft
off chuckling quite suddenly.

* NMow clear off, you gurglinﬁ' gargovie,
or I'll give you ithe rest down your
neck ! roared Boh.

“Dooogh | Beast! Grrreggh 1™
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Billy Dunter jumped away. He clawed
wildly at tLe sticky solution on his nose,
“Ohwl Urrgh! Bueastl U jolly well

—wurrggh 1™

“Have the rest?? demanded DBob
ferociousty.
“Uzrgh| Beastl®

Billy Bunter departed in haste.
Apparently ho did not want the rest.
Ho stood not upon the order of his
going, but went at once, still clawing ab
a sticky nose. And Bob Cherry devoted
himself once move to that worrying
puncture,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Leit !

1 EEARTON i
w ¥ Flallo 1™
Harry Wharton & Co. were

sauntering in the quad, waile
they waited for Bol Cherry to join them.,
The four junicrs leoked round as the call
came from a windew of the Remove
Form Reom, :

The Bounder was standing there, with
a scowl on his face. The Co. came slong
under the windew.

“What's up * asked Harry.

“I've got a detention,” growled
Smithy. “That ass Queleh saw me kick-
ing Bunter. Is he anywhere obout !

“ Ambling round with Prout, in the
quad,” answered Harry,

“ Wao chance of cutting, then !I” grunted
the Bounder.

Wharton's facd became serious. It was
not a light matter for o junior to “out ™
when detaingd by his Form master. But
the Bounder was reckless enough for
that, or anything clse. s

“Ten to one you'd geb spolied,” seid
tha captain of the Kemove., * And, any-
how, there'd be a row when you came
in. You dJdon't want a row geoing on
with Quelch if your pater’s coming here
to-day.”

“1 know that. But my iather ex-
pocted me to meet him in Courtfield,”

rowled Vernon-Smith. *He's coming
gﬂwn by train—or, rather, he’s come.
Ha must have got in at Courtfield befora
thiz, Bother that fat idiot! Redwing’s
gong up to Hawkscliff, or I'd ask bim
to cut off and meet my pater, If you're
pot doing anything special—" :

“YWe're Eﬂill{; over to tea at Higheliffe
when Bob's bike i3 ready. But that's
all right—we’ll have to pass Courtficld
on the way, We can find your pater and
tell him. What's his tram %

“Four at Courtheld.”

“It's & quarier past now,?
Nugent.

“7T know that. I've been standing at

this dashed window an hour or more,
waiting for some fellow to come along,”
growled Vernon-Smith. * My father was
going to walk Lack with me across the
common—by the path, of course, not the
high road. 1 don’t know whether he
will wait at the station for me, or start
walking, but if Le's waiting I want to
[et him know. Ii you fellows ‘%‘a by
the footpath youw'll meet hin if bhe's
started, and if not, you can butt in at
tho station—"
“ Rizht as rain ™ said Hearry., "“Bob
can't %-e much longer now, and we'll
get off as quick a3 we can. If he's
at the station wo'll root him out and tell
i What zhail we tell him %"

“Tall him g silly old fool has detained
moe=—couldn’t mwind his own business
and had te barge in.”

Harry Wharion laughed.

“I don’t think I'll put it
that,” ho said.

said

uite like
“ Anvhow, we'll let him

the

know you can’t come.r

“Thanks1?  said Bounder,
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evidently relieved. *“Now Fll grind ab
those rotten lines. 1 want to gob out
by the time the pater gets bhere”

“Hallo, hzalle, halle I¥ came a power-
ful voice. * You fellows ready 7 Waiting
for you.”

“We're off I said Harry; and the
Bounder, with a8 ned, disappeared [rom
the window.

The Co. joined Beb Cherry, and five
bikes wers wheeled out intoe the road.
The chums of the Bemove were about
to mount when & fat figure hurtled out
after them like & stoue from a enfa-
pult.

“I say, sou fellows

“(Zood-bye, Buater!”

“1 say, hold on 1 gasped Buntier. 1
say, what do vou think? That silly asa
Mauly has lent his jigger to Russell, sead
I can’t borrow it."”

“ 0 "  said the Five
heartily,

Ani Hurree Jamsct Ron Singh added
that the geodfiulness was tervilic.

“ 1 osay, you fellows, we can’t bike 1t,
after all 1™ exclanned Bunter anxiously—
“that iz, unicss one of you fellows can
give me a bit!”

“ Anybody feel up to carrying a ton
on Lis bike? asked Harry Wharion,

“Oh, really, Wharton! Look hure,
shove thoso bikes in at the gate—never
mind about taking them back te the
shed. [ dave say they'l bo all right—
and let's go by bus——=>

“ood-byo it

The Famous IFive mounted, Billy
Bunter glared at them with a glaro that
almost cracked his spectacles.

“Lock here!” he roarcd. 1 say—
stop 1*  Dunter rushed in pursuit, “I
say, vou fullows, if you're gpoing, lend me
o bob for my bus fare | Oh, you rotters|
Beasts 1"

Tho five eyclists shot out of hearing,
Billy Bunter rolled afier thewn, in haste
and wrath, With the sellishness to which
Dunter was sadly accustomed, nobody
scemed to want to carry his enormous
weight behind on a bike, But, at least,
Bunter considered, they might have lent
him bis fare for the motor-bus |

“1 say, you fellows]” rosrcd Bunter,
as he rollod in pursuit. “ Beasts] I say,
old ehaps! I say, you rotiersl Dear
old fellows! Pigst”

The five eyelists shot onwards, turns
ing a deaf ear—or, rather,'ten deal ears
—to the voice of the charmer. Billy
Bunter plugzed on, in the hope of seeing
them stop. But he dJid not see them
stop, Very soon he did not see them
at all. They vonished towards Courtheld
Common, and Billy Bunter came to a
breathless halt, and fanned himself with
Lord Mauloverer's straw hat,

“Ow ™ he gas " Beasts ! Blessed
if it doesn't look az if they dom’t want
ma to- come to Highehile at all}
Rotters [ .

Bunter spaotted a Greyiriars cap in the
distance ahead, and rolled on. By walk-
ing to the corner of the common and
taking the motor-bus te Courtfield, he
could arrive-at Higheliffo soon aiter the
cyclists, DBut there was a dilliculty in
the way—DBunter was in his vsual stony
state, and the motor-bus was only avail-
able to passengers who paid their {ares.
Bunter l;ﬂ-ped that the fellow ahcad of
him was o fellow he could “teuch ' for
the necessary sum. Ho rolled on hope-
fully, but his hope sank almost to zero
when he drew near to the fellow in the
Greviriars cap—and recognised Fisher
T. Fish, of the Remove,

Fishy was the last fellow in the world
to lend anybody- anything, Orpheus,
with his Iute, drew irom tears down
Pluto's cheek, but with a whele orchestra
he could hardly have drawn a loan from

W
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Fizher Tarletion Fish, of New York. But
Bunter was desperate, and be tried it on.
“I say, Fishy, old chap ! he gasped.
“1f vou've got o bob you don't want—"
“T'va got a bob,” assented Tisher T.
TFish., “Buot I guess I want it—just &
few i

“Lend it fo me, old follow ™

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Fisher T. Fish.

“What are you cackling ai¥" hooted
Bunter.

“¥our leetls joke, old fat man!|?
chuckled Fizher T\ Iish. *I'll say it's
the bee’s knee. It surely is the elephant’s
side-whiskers | Ia, ha, ha*

“Look here, make it fourpence!”
gasped Bunter, “I can get to Court-
tield on the bus for fourpence. I'll settle
up when—whon—">
P_"I“']mn the cows come home ™™ asked

"isley,

T
-— .
ta

Billy Bunter rolled on. At the corner
of the common the motor-bus from Red-
clyfle camo whirring aolong=—and 1t
whirred on to Courtfickl without Bunfer,

The cvelists wera long ago out of
sight. Billy Buuter rolled along the
footpath over the common—which saved
a great deal of the distance—with ilo
heroie  defermination of walking  to
Hiphcliffe. After all, a fow miles wore
nothing o an athlete hke Bunier. EHe
was going to arrive at Highelitfe, of
only to show those beasts that he jollv
well wouild |

The wind from the sea blew fre<h and
keen across the open eommeon, and it
was rather reteeshing.  For a guarter
of o mile or so BDilly Bunter plugged on
herotcally.,  Bui le zlowed dovwn., In

spite of the wind from the sea, it was
Lhat—awfully hot,

Dunter slowoed down

B I:r r ” :_.-_.- -.-l'ﬂlf_-ﬂ'-::ﬂ:lr

(=
the direetion ol Bunier, rm‘f.?:fﬂ alarme
incly closo 1o his  fat  ditle nose.

Whether it had mistaken the fat junior’s
face for a flower in full bloom, o
merely been atlracted by Bonier’s stick:
eoutitenance, was a debatable pomt.
Apparcaotly strock with its find, tha
wasp flew away, to return 8 moment o
two later leading o «drove of wasp-.
which buzzed around Bunber hike {lics
ronnd a honey pot. Fven a ralibir, in-
terested in the proecedings, had =toppedd
in 1ts tracks to look on at. the sleeping
beauiy.

Bunter did not heed, however; he was
deep in the land of dreams, zleeping o+
sormdly as be ever slept in ihe Remonv:
dovmistary at Geeslrars, nwd his snors
mingled more or less mnelodionsly wiil:
tle boez of the wasps and the wlasper
of the wind in the porse.

e -
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* Logk ont ! * roared Bob Cherry, as Bunter backed away from Vernen-Smith. Bui Bob’s warning came too lafe. The
fat junior staggered backwards over the np-ended bike to land full on the straw hat. * Ow [ ' gasped Bunter.

*1 mean when I've been to Court-
field. I—I'm going to the bank for
some money—"

“Bure [V assented Iishy sarcastically.
“The bank's staying open late {o-day
specially on vour account—what??

“I—I mean, I'm going to the post
office, to—to cash a postal order,” gasped
Bunter.

Fisher T, Fish chortled.

“You needn’t take all that trouble. If
{uu’m gat a postal order, old fat clam,

E}IEEE I'll cash it for youl Trot it
ant *

* Beast 1" gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal” roared TFisher T.
Ligh, greatly amused; and he was still
chortling when Bunter rolled on—and
he grinned all the way to Greyfriars,
The idea of a fellow trying to * touch ”
him for fourpence seem no end of
a joke to Fishy. It was, as he said,
the bee's knee—if not the elephant’s
side-whizkers |

more and mere, e fanned his fat and
streamning face with Aauly's hat,  And
at last he siopped where a bunch of
oaks, interspersed with hawthorn and
bracken, threw a graicful hade.

* Beasts " groancd Bunter.

He wanted a rest. His fat little legs
were tired, and he was almost melting
in the sun. He wanfed a rest even more
than he wanted {ea at Higheliffe. He
gave a grunt of satisfaciion as he rolled
out of the blaze of tho July sun inio
the shade of the ¢lump of trecs. Ile sat
down at the foot of & free in thick
grass, leaned back on the frunk, und
rested  luxurionsly,  He filted Mank's
hat over hiz fat face and closed his eves
behind his spectacles.

It was Bunter’s infention to rest for a
fow mwinutes—perhaps teo--and then re-
sume his way., IDBut in less than fwa
minutes o deep snore was runbling
under Maunleverer’s straw hat.

A wasp hovering near by flew over in

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Hinks® Lucky Day!

o K. HAROLD HNINKS—know:
4 morve familiarly among bi-
friends as "Arold Inks—gazei:
mournfully into the oempi-
bow! of & pipe and ran prubby hand-:
through the pockets of his tattered cou:
in the faint hope of exiracling there
fromm somoe frapments of tobacco alonz
with dust and fluff.

Dut Mr. Hinks searched his pockelz in
vain., Again and again that afternoons
e had scarched those pockets for som-
forpotten fragment of tobacco, and Lin
sighod as he drew forth empty hands,

Mr. inks was taking a rest e
Courtlicld Commen, about o mile frou
the town. Eprawling under the shadow:
of o preat mass of hawthorns, Alr,
Hinks had a view of great cxpanzes of
prass nd polden  porse, of the river
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windivg down {o the sea, and the blue,
dlewp sea itself in the distance—and did
not even look at that view. Harold had
wo eve for scencryv. He was taking a
rest=—his carcer being one of =succossive
rostz. Mr. Hinks was one of those men
born with o natural disinclination to
work, Under happicr auspices he miught
have been o Usbinet Ainester, OF an
ornanient of rhe Diplomatie  Scrvice.
Bint, as a maiter of sad fact, he was a
SR T

Mo, Hinks was f{'l;}]iﬂg i ol 11.!11‘!{
piw. lle had 8 pipe—a nico bhrlar pape
—awhich he had skilinlly exstracted from
comnebady™s nocket 1 Courtfield  that
peineg s hee had a box of matehes, won
by anvsicreious operalicns with o pen-
Lpife an en anfomatie machine,  Bat he
add 10 robucco. And he was dymg for
i ok, Apvbody looking ac M
Lhiaks mizht have suapposed that what
i was o=t in need of was a wash. But
what Lo fols mose in need of was a
anako—uinl there wos no smoke for
ilarold. o he gazed mournfully at the
cinpty bowl of a pipe and gronted—and
then Axed his oyes on a rather stout,
well-dressed, prosperoas-losking gentle-
man who was coming slowly olong the
Ffoocipath Proin the divection of the town.

Ay, Hamuel Vernon-Bmith,  the
nitliionaire father of the Bounder of
Greyfrinrs, was walkiog slowly.  The

City gentleman had a good deal of
weight to carry, and the weather was
hot;  alse, he was cxpeciing  every
moment to see his son coming up the
path to meet him. .

Mr. Vernon-Smith had not waited at
1lio station for Smithy, as Smithy had
supposed he might Jdo. As the school-
hoy was not there fo mect him as
arranged, the City gentleman started
walking to the school, expecting to mect
smithy on the way.,

Mr. Hinks watched his slow approach,
debating in his mind whether to attempt
to cadge a shilling from him when he
eanwe by, or whether it would be practic-
able to up-end the stout gentleman, pick
Lig pockets, and scoot,

Smithy’s father did not even zee the
tattered figure sprawling in the =zhade
af the hawthorns; buc as he came nearer
Ilarold Hinks, watening himn keenly, de-
cided that he was not & man to be egsily
np-cnded ael robbed,  THis plump faeo
had kavd lines, his eves had a glint in
them, his ehin was square and firm—
and he had a stick undoer his arm,

Alr. Hinks abandoned the idea of up-
ending him, and decided on the cadging
wheezo—though that did not scem very
hopeful after a neaver ivepection of Ar.
Vornon-Bmith's face.

A dozen yards from the sprawling
traunp Mr. Vernon-Sinith  haleed  and
ook off his shining silk hat and wiped
niz damp forchead. A walk n the
vonntry was, perhaps, a pleasnre to the
ity gentleman, aceustomed to the hard
pavements, the smell of petrel, and tho
dhin of traffie. But Mr. Vernon-Smith
found it rather tiring, and he had in-
tesded to take that walk in company
wirtlt his son; on his own he would have
sreferred to fake a taxi to the school.

e wiped tho poerspivation from his
ferehensd and stood leoking along the
path across ihe cormmen with an 1me-
g biond and rather anneyed exprezzsion.

It was clear to Ar. Ilinks that the
haty gentleman was expecting to seo
someonearrive, who was not yet in
dight. That, of coursh, made it still
ticre hopeless to think of up-ending
hiny,  Bolitary places were requived for
retivities of that kind, A, ITinks did
not like the bdea of witnesses te such
transachions.
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Mr. Vernon-Smith replaced hiz shin-
g lﬂ]?};ﬂl’, but he did not resume s
walk, IHe sat down on a log by the
footpath uvnder a shady tree.  Herbert
was not in sight, but he supposed that
the boy was coming, so he decided to
rest and wait for him to come up. He
necded a rest after walking a mile from
tho station.

Harold Hinks watched him with n
sullen eye. He iold himself that that
fat old tolf probably had no end of cof
about him=—and ten to one he wonld
refuse 4 “hob " to a ‘ard-up eove that
migh: ask him for one.

Uneconsctons of the =allen and discon-
trented eyoe Axed on i, Ar. Vernan-
Smith tock a fat pocket-book from the
1nside of his coat. 3

Hao was not a man to waste thne. )

There were always business papers in
ale. Vernon-BEmith’s pocket; he hed
always two or theeo big  financial
schemes working in his busy head, and
hrs timo was of immense valne.

All the wav down from London he
had not looked out of the train window
once; he had been busy with papers,
and refleeting thereon.  Now that the
Big SBlmnp was ending, dMr, Vernon-
Srith was a busier man than ever., The
rubber stiares he hod bought for nexi
to nothing were growing in value by
leaps and bounds; the tea shares he had
bought at the bottom of the market

S — ==
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wera gotting near the top: even iron
and steel were looking up.

_ Deep in meditations dn these awlully
nnportant subjects, AMr. Vernon-Smiih
sorted papers out of that fat pocket-
hook and scanned them, and laid zome
of them on the log beside him.

Among them was a crisp slip of papoer,
whichh Alr, Hinks, from the distahee,
bDlinked 2t with longing eyes. Ilo knew
that it waz a banknote. Mr. Veornon-
Sinith laad i down with other papers
while he scarched throush the pockot-
hook f{or =omne special paper that he
wanted.

i :ﬂy e}‘ﬂ EFJ

He sat up.

There was no one in sight on the foot-
path.  Whaoever it was that the City
rentleman had been.looking for was not
in view yet,

That banknote fascinated Mr. Hinks.

It might bo a fiver, or & tenner—per-
haps a twenty! The amount of bacey
and Lquor that such a sum represented
almost dazzled Harold Hinks.

But he shook his head =adly. The
City gentleman's stick lay beside him,
and he looked like a man whoe would use
it readily. ) fl

And then fortune smiled on Iarcld.

The wind from tho ses was fresh and
keen, Occasionally there came a gust,
Mr.  Vernon-Simith, having looked
through las pocket-heok in vain for the
}'Arapu:*r Lo wanted, began to sort over the
ittlo heap he had placed on the log
beside him. At thoe same moment there
came a gust of wind—and the banknote
flutterad away.

It fluttered direcily
Iinks.

“Aly eyel” sazped Flarold.

murmured My, Hinks.

towards Alr,

THE MAGNET

He jumped up.

Ho dJid the mitlicnaire.

The gusty wind carvied the fluiteving
banknote swiftly along, and it dropped
te the ground half-way botween Mr,
Vernon-Sntth and Mr, Hinks,

YWith an exclamation of mnnoyance,
Mr. Vornon-Smith started in pursuit of

it Ile moved guickly—hut nect  so
f'lil“{"r':];ﬂ' az Harold Hinks. This was My,
Ilinks’ ehance! For ibiviy or Forty

years AMr. llinks’ carcer had heen that
of a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles,
He was not 3 man tp lese a chanee.
Like an arrow from a bow, he :zhot
towards the flutteving bankuote.

Ale, Vernon-Bmith, =ecing i fer the

first time, stared, and then  shouted,
And he put on spoed,
But Liareld reached ihe bankuoto

first—an casy fivst |
snatched 1t up.
And as he smedclied 1t he saw iho

1lis grabby hogers

figures on it. 1t was not a hver: it was
nobt o tenner. 1t wos 2 £100 note !
He gasped.

_His grubby fingers closed on thal nete
like a vice.” He spun round aud ran,

“8top 1" Mr. Vornon-Smith szhouted
[rantieally, * Btop thief !

Ilareld was not likely to stop!

He was not, as a vule, an aciive oun,
But he could ran! On oceasions v hen
a gentleman 1 a helmet bad becn
behind him, Iarold had often put on
quite o creditable turn of speed., Now
bhe fairly flew,

Mr, Vernon-Bmith dashed aflter lhn
A hundred pounds was no more to him
than half-a-crown to My, Hiuks, Bué
he was not a man to be robbed, if Lea
could help it

But he could not help it. e ran
about a hundred yards, and then had to
stop, streaming with perspivation amd
gasping for breath., Ile pgasped aid
gurgled and gobbled like a turkey. And
Harold Iinks, still with the £100 noto
clutched in a grabby hand, vanished
along the lootpath as if it had been a
cinder path.

gl i

THE FiFTH CHAPTER.
Quick Work [

pr ALLO, hallo, kallo ™
: * Look out "
There was a whirring of
bikes, a clanging of bells.
Five schoolboy cyelists were coming
along thea {footpath over Courtlicld
Common, Cyclists ware not suppozed to
use that footpath; there were bye-laws
to that effect, posted up on notice-
boards for anybody whe could read half-
obliterated small print. The Famouws
Five had perhaps forgotten those bye-
laws—or perhaps they did not want 1o
remember them at the momeni. Any-
how, they were riding along the path by
which Mr, Vernon-S8mith was expected
to come, having promized the Bounder
to meet his father and * put him wise,™
And az they rode in a cheery bunch
round a clump of trees, a man running
from the opposite direction almest
bumped into them.

The cyclists parted to :.-ifht and left,
jamming on their brakes. The man who
ran inta thein was a rather tattered maon,
in patched trouszers, a dingy coat, and =2
rag of a cap—evidently a tramn.  But
he was on the right side of the law—ha
had a right to run as fast azs he liked
on the footpath, ond the Greyiriars
fellows had no right to ride there. They
did therr very hest to avoid a collizion,
Wharton and Frank Nugeont vocked to
ono side, Bob Cherry and Johuny Rutl
to the other. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
barely avolded iho rupnine  man,
skidded, and shot over, bumping into
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B1Ir. Harold Hinks and scnding him
spinning.

My, Hinks gasped and sprawled. The
Nubolb of Bhanipur sprawled, aud the
Like sprawled.

“My eye 1" gurgled Mr. Hinks

“Oh, my estecmed hat ! gasped the
nabob,

The other iellows jumped down.

“Hurt, Inky ™

“The hurtfulness 15 not  terrific!”™
gosped Hurvee Jamset Ram Bingh, sit-
tine up vather dazedly, “Wow l”

“Blow yer!” gasped My, Hinks.
“Running into a bloke! knocking o
cove over ] I'Hl 'ave ver run in!”

“Borey 1Y gasped Wharton.

"You ran into us, you knew !V said
Bob. )

“Can’t a cove run if he wants a little
exercise ¥ demanded Mre. Ilinks indig-
nantly. “DBlow me pink! If there was
a copper "andy, I'd "ave the lot of you
run inl”

Considering what was e¢lutehed 1n M.
Hinks' grubby right hand, it was rather
fortunate for him that there was not a
g mﬁ er  handy ! .

“Well, you might lock wlhere you're
running ! =zaid Johnny Bull.

“My osteemed chums, the fault is
ours 1" said Ilurrce Jamset Ram Sing
picking himseli up. “My dear an
absurd sir, the sorrowfulness for this
ludicrous accident is terrific, and the
apologise is preposterous!” )

“My eve!” gasped BMr. Hinks, gazing
at the Nabob of Bhanipur. .

The crash had taken him by surprise,
but he seemed still more surprised by
Hurree Bingh's flow of English.

“The regretfulness is great ! assured
the nabob. * Let meo assist you o vour
ridienlous feet !™

Hg gave Mp, Hinks a helping hand
up. Lhe tattered man grunted as hwe
resumed the perpendicular. His right
hand remained tightly clutched—a cir-
cumstanca  that the juniers noticed,
though certainly without gucssing the
TEASCN,

“Not hurt, T hope?” asked Harrr

litely. “We're awfully sorry, realls!

ut you came round those trees so sud-
denly

“Can't a bloke run if he likest"
demanded Mr. Hinks offensively.

“0Of coursel We're guite in the
wrong "' said fhe captain of the
Remove soothingly. “But if yvoun're not
burt, there's no great harm done.”

“Perhaps a ridienlous half-crown—-"
suggested the Nabob of Bhanipur; and
that coin appeared in his dusky hand.

Mr. Ilinks looked more amicable.

“You're a gentleman, sir!” he said,
auite civillv. “No ’arm done. But a
bloke don't like being knocked over.
Thank_you, sir!™ S

Mr. Ilinks put out hiz right hand, and
then, remembering himself, pur out his
left. The half-erown was deposited in
his grubby left palm, and peace was
established.

The chums of Greyiriars remounnted
their machines and rode on.  And Mr,
Hinks, before restarting on his wax. put
his right hand into his tattered coat
and deposited the £100 note in an inside
pocket. He had run over a mile with
the stolen uote an his | grublie  paw,
Now, however, ho considered himeelf
fairly safe; he knew that the *iat old
cove ¥ could not have rust very far in

aegnit. At a more leisurely pace, My

Tinks resumed his way, turning over i
Iis mind various schemes for geothing
that Lanknete changed,

Harry Wharten & Co. rode on their
way. ev dismissed the tramp from
their minds, naturally not supposing for
a moment that they would ever see him
again. DBut they rode rather more
cautionsly after that little accident,

Herewith some interesting facts concerning

The FLYING HAMBURGER

a monster of the iron road plying between
It forms the

subject of this week’s souvenir photo-

Hamburg and Berlin,

plate—the eleventh of the series.

NGINEERS and  scientists are
E saving that one day in the neay
future folk will =ll travel by
aeroplans. except for the sherter
distaness, when they will go by train
or car as we do to-day. Then someone
will start to invent a etill speedicr
method of travel. And so the quest for
epecd goes on.  Meanwhile, the most
up-to-date trains are * not so dusty,™
There's one whizzing about Germany
just now which 1z claimed to be not only
the fastest 1n that country, butb in the
whole avorld. This Flyving Hambuorger.
Parrying passeneers between Boerlin ancd
Hamburg, actually did the 178 miles in
140 minutes on il trial frip a few
months ago. That's an average spoed
of about 76 miles an hour. And at that
rate it beats the fastest stcam cxpress
in Germanyv—on the zame  ronte—by
nearly 49 minutes.

Least Possible Resistance !

There are two coachos to the Flving
Hamburger, and each has in its rounded
“nose " a very powerful Dhesel electric
engine which +works a dyname, the
power from the dynamos being trans-
mitted to motors driving the wheels.
The engineers responsible for that tre-

[ mendous power have a lot to be proud

of, for that average speed of about
T6 miles an hour was made up of a
“huarst ™ of 93 miles an hour on the
straight, and €0 m.p.h. on curves.

Tihe cleverncss of these enginecys
wasn't all used up in the engines, for
n great deal of the tremendous speed is
due to the wonderful *stream-lining '’
of the Flving Hamburger. There is
scarcely a part of the frain that sticks
out bevond the general surfoce. The

i

footboards arve let in behind the coach
doors; even the headlights are let inlo
the coaclhvwork, instead of projecting.

And you lhave a job even to see the
wheels, because the smooth coachwork is
continwed down well below the platform
level. 8o there is very little indeed for
the wind te eateh hold of, the resale
being that the Flving Hamburger slips
through the atmosphere with the least
passihile resistance to slow  down hor
st

No Turntables Needed!

The two saloon coaches which maka
tp this marvellons frain hold abont
100 passengers, and in case any of theso
pustengers get thirsty or hungry on their
swift trip botween Hamburg and Berlin,
there's a rofreshment-room to keep them
alive. IFach conch has a blunt end and
a rounded end, the two blunt ends bein
coupled closely together and mnnnetaﬁ
Iiy & covered eorridor. Each end of the
completo  train  being  rounded, and
equipped  with a8 Diesel engine and
driver's compartment, the train can be
driven 1n  either direction. 8o the
Flying Hamburger doesn't want a turn-
table to whisk her around, any mora
than our cwn eleetric Tube railway
trains.

And that's just what the F.H. looks
like—2 weird sort of stray from the
Underground, extremely smooth all over
and rounded as much as possible. As
specd mounts up, g0 the newer traing
atl over the world look less and less
like trains, the locemetives themsclves
losing all resemblance to the familiar
engine that we all love to inspect at
close guarters when the chance comes
ouT Way.

Now take a glance at the small reproduction of next week’s handsome
free photogravure plate on page 17.
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“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! That munst be
Smithy’s pater ! exelaimed Bob Cherry,
a little fater,

Ahead of the juniors on the path a
rathor stout gentleman, in a shining silk
hat, appeared in viegw, As they drow

nearer thev recogniszed Br, Samuel
Yernon-Smnith,
“Looks a Lit waxy!” remarked
Johnny Iull.
“The waxiulness appears to be

terrific 1™

Mr. Vernon-8mith, as he sighted the
ecvelists, waved o plump hand to them,
beckoning. ]
and jumped down. They could gee that
the milliooaire was angry and coxeited
about somoihing, thouwgh they could not
cuess what, e broke into speech before
ihey could sav o word.

“Harve von passed a man on the paili
—a tramp 27 he exclatmed.

“Wes, sir,” answered Ifarer, “We
]"ﬂr_l_” ]

“Ie bas robled me!”

£ Gh :!'.'

A handreed-pound bauknote I gasped
AMr. Vernon-Smith

“0h, my Lakl”? ]

¥5p that's why he was ronping !

Thesy cgme up in o bhanele

ejaculafed Bob Cherry., 1 notieed he
had something in his hand—""

“8Same here!™

“The samefulness is terrific!™

“Tollow _him ! panted Me. Vernons
Emith. “TFallow him at onec! Where
15 Herbert S Why 13 not Herbort here ¥

“He's got a detention. and he asked
us to come and tell you ™

Yo, ves] Nover mind ! Follow thal
man at once! You can handle him—
five of you! Follow Lhim!”

Hurry Wiharton & Co. were on their
way to  Ihighchiffe, where they  wern
expocted to lea in i stidy with
Crourtenay  gnd  the Caferpillar, Bot
that, of covrse, had to stand over. It
the tattered rascal who had ron into
them was gotting away with a hondrod
pounds belonging te Bmithy's falher,
thew were more than ready to take a
hand 1n the proceedings, And corfniniv
flie five of tﬂﬂm voro more than equal
toe giving Mr. Iinks all the handlivg
he miglt require.

“Follow him at once!” hoomed M
Vornon-8mith, “The rascal—the scoun-
drel—he  snaiched wp  the  nole—a
hundred-pound note—tallow him and
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catch him-—lose no time—got after him
at once |

“ Right-ho I ‘

he Famous Five spun romnd their
machines and remounted. On the nkes
there was little doubt of running down
tha thief before he had time to get off
the common,

“Put it onl” exclaimed Wharton, as
he drove at his pedals.

“Go it ) .

“The go-fulness is terrifie!”

With the wind lashing their faces,
the Famous Five rode hard. They
fairly skimmed along the path over the
common, clanging their bells as they
turned by clumps of trees or bunches
of bush. In e whizzing bunch they
shot onward, leaving Mr. Vernon:
Smith far out of sight behind, And
Boh gave a sudden shous as he spotied
a figure far ahead, closo by o clump
of oaks,

“That's the sportzman!®

“Pyut it on .

And with their quarry in sight, the
Famous Five fairly raced.

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Well Hidden ]
] H, jiminy ¥
i‘l-‘.‘hrﬂ d Hinks uttered that
startled exclamation.
Standing by a clump of
goks near the footpath, Mp. Hinks
stared back acrosa the green sunny
common—at & bunch of eyclistz coming
on like the wind. Distant ez they
were, he recognised them as the party
of schoolboys he had run into a short
time ago. '}hasr had ?;ona on thetr way
and vanished—now they were coming
back et full pelt, There was deep
alarm in Mr. Iinks' face as he watched
them coming.

Harold was quick on the uptake—his
peculiar career had made him so. He
did not need telling why tho cyclists
heda turped back to returm on their
own trackz ab such specd. He could
guess that tha:: had fallen im with the

fat old cove,” and learned of the rob-
bery., He remembered thab the fat old
cove had been looking for somebody
along the path—probably theze very
echoolboys, now he camoe to think of it.
Harold realised that he was in a bad
box.

Hea had run from the stoub milliopaire
like a hare from a tortoise. Bub it was
useless to rum from stordy fellows
mounted on bicyeles. Flight was im-
possible, If they were after him—and
he knew they wers—he had no chance
whatever of escape. Resistance was
equally hopeless, Ono or two he might
have handled—but not the five of them.
Conecalment was out of the guestion—
he could see that they had spotted him,
There was no cover ab hand, but the
clump of saks by which he stood—and
they would soon root through that
clump for him,

“ Jiminy 1” repeated Harold, in dis-
taT.

Instead of boundlers woealth, as soon
as he could get the banknote changed,
Mr. Hinks' prospects had suddenly
altered for the worse—three months'
“hard,” and the loss of his plunder!
Fortune, which had seemed to smile on
Harold, was now frowning devkly. ILf
the stolen note was fovnd on him—

That, at least, he could aveid !

He plunged into the clump of trees
and vanished from the sight of the oun-
coming cyclists,
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In this emergensy Earcld's brain
worked swiltly,

Fie mwight get off on a chavge of thelt
if the money was not found ca him
And if he could stick the hanknote in
some undiseovered place, he rught HETTL
it again afterwards,

Heo ran into the tree:, staving voun
him for some safo place of concealmoent
for that flimsy slip of paper.

Snore !

Mr. Hinks gave ~ sudden jump,

“YWobt the pleecoman——" o ejacu-
lated.

Snora |

f¥ M.!l' E:-}'E!”

Mr, Hinks had not known that thero
was anvbody ab hand DBut that snore
apprised him of the fact. And now he
beheld & fabt schoolboy sithing under an
oak and leaning back on the irunk,
fast asleep, with a straw hat lying in
the grass at his side,

A very ugly look came gver Harold's
face. BDut it cleared as he zaw that
Billy Bunter was fast asleep. Bunter's
eves were closed behind his big spec-
tacles: he was no witness to the sneak-
thief’'s proceedings,

Snoro |

There was a whirring of bikes on the
common,  The scorching eyelista weve
coming on fast; they were already
within hearing.

Almost in anguizh, Mr, Hinks staved
round to find & hiding-place for that
one hundred pound noto.

But there was none to be zeen. With
time on his hands, he might have found
some oreviee in & trunk—some hollow in
the ground—but thers wa. no time—and
to keep it on him, or drop it whero 1t
could be found, meant three months’
hard-—as well as the loss of his plunder.
The whirring bikea were very near now.

Tt was a case of any port in o storm.
And Mr. Hinks ot that urgent and
thrilling moment had a brain-wave.
He stepped zofily towards the sleeping
fat schoolboy and picked up hiz straw
hat. Inside that hat was a bight leather
lining. In = few seconds the one
hundred pound note was squeczed under
the lining of the straw hat.

Mr, Hinks did not replace the hat in
the grass where he had found it. He
placed it on Billy Bunier’s head.

Then he kicked Bunter in the ribs.

“Dooooogh 1” gasped Bunter.

He awokea.

He blinked up through hiz big
spectacles, ]

“Oooght I 8ay, }guu fellows, 'tain’t
rizing-bellI Ohl unter realised that
he was not in bed in the Remove
dormitory. “I—1 sayl”

He scrambled to his feet, blinking
rather wvneasily at the tramnp. Me
Hinks touched his rag o a cap eivilly,

“Spare a copper to 'elp a bloke on
hiz way, sirl” he seid.

“Oht Oh, no! I-T've left all my
money indoors!” stammered Dunter,
Ha backed away from Mr. Hinks. He
did not quite like the tramp’s looks at
close guarters.

Mr. Hinks grinned.

This fat fellow evidently had not the
faintest suspieion that Havold had
meddled with his hat while he waas
asleep. Mo had not the remotest sus-
picien that @ stolen banknote was
liidden in the lining of the hat now
reposing on his bullet head. Certainly
such a suspicion was not likely to occur
to anybody elze.  That banknote was
safe from discovery—and My, Hinks
was safe from having it feund on him.

He had only been in time!

There was & clanging of bikes, a
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thudding of footsteps, and fve Grer-
friavs fellows rushed inio the clump cf
naks.

“Ile's herval®

" Hiding 17

" We'll jolly soon have him out Y

“1lalle, halle, hallo! EBunter, have
you  seen—"

“lHere he isl®

“ I say, yon fellows!” gasped Buuter,

But the IFamous Five, unhecding
Bitly Bunter, surrounded Harold tinks
with grim looks.

“Gob you ! zaid Johnny DBull.

“Tho potfulness is terrifie 1

“"Arternoon, gents ! saud AMre. Hinls
coolly. *Might you be wanting eny-
thing with & bloke #

“Yes, rather,” said Harry Wharton.
“Wa wuont you—and the banknote
you've stolen from Mr. Vernon-Smith”

“Never hearvd of him,™ answermd 2y,
Hinks. “And I'll eat all the blooming
banknotes I've pob about me ™

“I say, you fellows!™

“Bhut wp, Bunter!”

. Lr.‘rr::l';: here, if yow've come back for
meg—

“YWe haver't, fathead; we've comne
back for this beauty. If you don't
I1nn~;:]1m'er that banknote ot once, you
rasonl—"

“If you lost & banknote, 1 wmin't
seed it answered Mr. Hinks stolidly.
“Don’t know anything about it1!”

“Uollar  him I said Bob., *We'd
better keep himn till My, Vernon-Smita
caomes up and see what he says™

“I szay, you fellows1”

"Ring off, Bunter|”

TAin't you going to IMighelifle 2¥ de.
manded Bunter warmly, ** You made
out that vou weroe going over lo toa
at Higheliffe”

“Bo we are, ass, when we're threugh
with that pickpocket!”

“YWell, ook here,”” said Bunter, *lend
me a bob and Il cut across ihe
commeon and cateh the next molor-bes
from ERedelyffe, See? Then I shall be
at Higheliffe as soon az you fellowa”

“You won't go unless somebudy lends
you a bob?” asked Nugent.

“No. You ses, I'm stony

“Good! Don’t lend him any Lobs,
vou _follows 1"

“Ha, lLa, ha!®

“ Beaszt!1” roared Dunter,

Harry Wharton looked out of the
oals a{nng tha path. There was no
zign of Mr. Vernon-Smith yet,

“ Better take_him  aleng,” :nid the
capitain of the Remove, *ilioep hold of
his arms—mind he doesn’t dodge nway.”

*Who wants to dodge?”’ usked M
Hinks.

“Well, you won’t bhave a chance,
whether you want to or not,” grinned
Bob Cherry.

Bob and Harry prasped the rasesl
by either arm. The other three fellows
gathered up the five bicyeles to wheel
It was likely to be long befors Mr.
Vernon-Smith overtook them; and it
zaved time to meet the millionaire on
the way. Billy Bunter blinked aftey
thern as they went.

*1 say, you fcllows ¥ he roared.

“ Bow-wow |2

“ Beasts.”

The juniors did not look back at the
wrathful Owl, But Haroeld Hinks did.
Harold waa thinking of the banlinote
hitdden in the lining of Bunter's hat.
No doubt he would have preferred to
keep that fat schoolboy in sight, with
gome vague hope of recovering the hid-
den banknote afterwards. But that waa
not to be. Billy Bunter blinked after
the Famous Five, but he did not follow
them. Walking to Highehiffe appealed
to him less than ever. Billy DRurter
snerted, nnd sat down to rest again—

EH‘
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taking off Lord Mauleverer's hat to fan
his fat face: and little droaming that
there was a hundred-pound note tucked
pway inside ik

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Lost !

ey ARRY WHARTON & CO. had
T°¥ to cover most of the distance
they had ridden back before
they met Mr, Yernon-Smith,

The millionaire was coming on; but
slowly, DBut they met at last; and Mr.
Vernon-Smith's face cxpressed o grim
satisfaction at the sight of Harold Hinks
in the grasp of the juniors. Several
times ot the way My, Hinks had made
an ottempt to “ook it," as ha would
Lhave fermed it; but he was given no
chanco of hooking it, He was siill
safely held when Mr. Vernon-Smaith's
grim eye fell on him. : _

“RBa von've ecaught him,”” said the
millicnaire.

“Here he 13, sir,” asnswered Ilarrs
Wharton, “He lasn’t handed over the
banknote yet!:

“Iland 1t over at once, you rascal !”

“Waot  hanknoto¥? demanded Mr.
Hinks coolly.
“Whar banknote?” repeated Nr.

YVeraon-Smiih harshly, * You raseal, the
bankuote that blew away from roe, and
which you ran and picked up before 1
gould reach it."’ :

“1I never picked up no banknete, sie,”
answered Mr. Hinks, with great calm-
riezs and assurance. I was goin® to
picl it up, sir, 'oping you'd give me a
arf-crown for my trouble—but it blowed
gway agin——7>

“Ras=cal I boomed the millionaire.
“X =aw vou stoop and pick it up.”

“Thal's a mistake, sir! s=aid Mr,
Hinks shaking his head. "1t blowed
away jest as I was getling my lLngers
on .

“Then why did vou run?” demanded
Mr. Vernon-Smith, almost staggered by
fhe rascal’s cool ossurance.

“1 ran arter the note, sir! But 1
nover found it! I faney it blowed into
them  bnshes ™

Mr. Vernon-8mith breathed hard. His
plumap face was purple with wrath. But
the juniare exchanged rather gueer
glances. 1t was possible that the taitered
man was telling the truth, and that Mr.
Vernon-Bmith had judped hastily and
mistakenly.,

“rArd on n bloke, I ealls this!™ said
Me. Hinks, with plaintive indignation.
“ A bloke trics to obhize a gont, and he's
collared and called o thief! I call it
bard 1
arg .

“You raseal!” gasped Mr., Vernon-
Smith. “1f vou deo not hand over my
banknote immediately, I will have you
taken into custody end searched for it.”

“Cot on with it,” said Mre, Hinks, A
honest man ain’t afraid of going to the
police station.”

HBearch lim [ snapped the million-
alre.

The juniors hesitated. SBeavehing a
suzpected thief was work for official
hands. But Mr, Samue]l Vernon-Smith
was rather an autocratic gentleman;
peenstomed to betng  obeyed,

“1o vou hear me ' he rapped,

“Hadn't we betler take him fo the
police station in Courtiield, sir " asked
Harry.

“Do vou think I have time to waste
over this s]iukmj} rascal 77 snapped Mr.
Yernon-Bmith., “Search him at once,
and take the banknole from him.”

“Ohl Very welll” ] .
_ “8earch all you hike,” said Mr. Hinks
tavitingly, “1 got ’arf-a-¢crown, what

(Continued on next page)
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Then you would like to own a RIGBY “‘SUPER,”” Model Plane, To buy one
assembled and ready to fly would cost you every penny of 23. 6d.  But half-a-
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I have arronged with the designer
of the Righy * Super ** Plane to supply
MaG¥ET readers with the full parts,
mechanizig, and full instroctions for
assembling them, for the remarkably
cheap price of 41d. What a bargain,
eh ¥ Normally these parts would cost
you one shilling, at least. Now they
are offered to you for 4id.—that is,
14d. for the plane, 1dd. for the
wechanism, and 13d. for postage. This iz an opportunity you mnst not miss.

The RIGBY *‘ SUPER *’ will reach you in an envelope, complete with
mechanizm and full instructions for assembling the various parts,

It’s simple to make, and if instructions are followed it's

“MAGNET”
AEROPLANE TOKEN.
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the darky give me, and if you find
any more money on me, I'll eat 16! A
bloke can't say fairer than ihat.”
Mr. Hinks was scarched,
All sorts of odds and ends torned up
in his pockets; but there was no sign of
2 banknote.

He grinned  cheeviully whila  the
juniars searched him., They locked even
iito thoe liwng of his ragged cap.
Naturally 1t crossed no s mind to
ithink of locking in the lining of Bally
Dunter’s hat!

“It's not on him, sir!"" said Havey at
lazt, The juniors were hepi'_inuing to
think that perhaps S8mithy’'s father had
made a mistake, If the banknote had
been blown away in the wind, it was
guite feasible that he might have fan-
cigd that the tramgp had picked it up
when the man's clutch had missed it
Anvhow, it wos certain that the slip of
paper was not on him.

Mr. Vernon-Smith set his lips

“ Did d}'::m sea him throw it away?”
ho asked.

The juniors shook their heads.

“He had 1£! snovted Smithy's father,

“Look here, my man, what was it you
had in yvour hand when voun ran into us
an the bikes ¥ demanded Johimay Bull.
“¥ou had something held tight—"

“"ourse I id,” agreed Hinks, "It
was a qmid of Euccg.'-all tho bacey I
bad. too.'’

“Whero 15 1t now, then!?" psked
Wharton quickly, No tobacco had been
found on the man.

Y Chewed it,” answered Mr. Hinks,

“He is lying I snapped My, Vernon-
Smith. “He must have thrown the
banknote away when you overtook him.
Probably it is lving about the place.
Let us go back to the place at once.”

Harry Wherten & Co. exchanged
g]anﬂ::ﬂ. Ten at Higheliffe seemed fur-
ther off than ever, But they could
hardly refuse; and they turned onca
more, and walked back to the clump
of oaks. The sound of a hefiy snora
greeted them as they rveached the spot,
Bunter was still t-l‘:erga, and he was
aslecp again, The juniors grinned at
the sleeping beauty.

Mr. Vernon-Bmith stared at him.

“ Bunter was here when we came u}%”
zaid Bol, “He may have seen—=" Il
jammed a foot against Bunter's ribs and
the fab Owl wakened with a jump.
“Ow! Beast! Wow!" -
“Wake up, vou sleepy Owll? szaind
Harry Wharton, * Look here, vou were
ot the spot when we found this man

here. Did you see anything of a hank-
note ?"

“Eh? YWhat Dbanknote?” grunted
Bunter.

“Heo pinched one from Mr., Vernon-
Smith! Ha must have thrown it away
before wo collared him here. Did zou
geo ham 7

“No, I didn’t!” grunted Bunter, * Hae
vwoke me up—-="

“It must be here!” napped My,
Vernon-Smith, “Look for it! 1 will
watch this man—-"

“0Oh, all right, sap.”

Tha Famous Five proceeded to root
about for the banknote in the caks and
hawthorns, Billy Bunier watched them
through his big spectacles without offer-
ing to help. ?t was far too warm for
William George Bunter to 1hink of ex-
erting lumself,  Mr. Hinks watchod
them, too—quite szatizfied, szo long as
they did not think of _rmtmf aver
Bunter, Mr Vernon-Bmith held him
by the arm-his stick in his other hand
ready for use.

Had the banknote been thrown awa?“
in the clump, that rizoronz search
would certainly have uncarthed it, The
spaco to search was not cxtensive. Dut
there was no sign of 1t.

Mr. Vernon-Bmith's brow grew
blacker and blacker. He was begunnng
to give up hope of ever seeing his bank-
note again. The juniors were Legmning
to believe that there had been a mistake
in the matter, and that Harold Hinks
had never had it ab all.

“Well, it doesn’s seem fo e here.
siry” sald DBob at last. Thae chinms of
the Remove wero willing to do all they
could ; but they were getting tived; and
they were very late for tea at Higheliffe
alvready.

“YWhat have von damte winh it ¥au
rascal ¥ thundered Mr. Vernon-Snnth.

“ At seed i, sir, sinee 1 blowed
away ¥ answered Hinks,
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"“He Las thrown it away, of course,”
said Mr. YVernon-8mith; but perhops a
doubt was crecping cven into his own
mind,

The juniors stood silent. If a bank.
note  had been thrown away on the
wily common, obviously it was o
wse looking for it

“Eriap: you'll let & cove go now !
suggested Mr, Hinks. I eould 'ave the
law on_wer for all this, and well you
knows 1t,”

“We'll take the man to the police
station 1f you like, sir,” said Harry.

“"Ready and willing]” said Mr.
ITinks.

Mr, Vernon-3mith snorted.

. Ho was certain, oy s good as certain
in his own mind, that he had scen the
vascal snatch up the backnote and run
with it. Dot 1t was doubtiul whether
a charge of theft would hold good in
the absence of the banknefe. Mr. Hinks'
defeuce was at least plausible. Neither
did Mr. Yernop-Smith desire to expend
villuable time in prosecuting a petty
vasval mm a eountry town, 'The bank-
uote being last beyond reeall, he had,
i fact, no further use for Harold
Hinks.

"1 shall not take him to the staiion
ﬂnd charge him!* said the millionuire.
“He has thrown away the banknote, and
v may never be found again. I ghall
deal with him myself.”

. With a sudden swing of his arm he
threw the tatiered man indo the grass.
Tien ho cwong up his stick,

Whack, whack, whaclk !

There was a fearful bellow fecmn Mr,
Hinks. Ha had not expectod 1lint!
Nelthery had the Juniors,  They siared
on open eyed,

Whaclk, whack!

“ Yoooo-hooop I roared 1Taveld Ilinks.

He bounded up and ran.

AMr. Vernon-fmith made a fievee strida
alter hinn Jazhing ont with tho stick
again, with all the sirength of a rather
powerful arm, Twice it landed on a
tattered hack before Mr. Hinks got
clear! Then the rascal went streaking
acress the commeon at top speed, leaving
the millienaira brandishing his stick and
ranting for breatn,

“He, he, he!” chuckled I3illy Bunter.

“This iz all Herbert's fanls I snapped
Mr. Vernon-Smeth. “Had he been with
me 1t wonld not havoe happened.”

“He was detained, =ir,” murmured
Wharton.

“He shonld not have been detained 1™
snapped the millionaire.  And, with
that, he started to walk te Greyfriavs.

“71 zay, you fellows——"

“For goodness’ sake, let’s get off I
card Johnny Bull, “ Tt will be supper in-
stoad of tea at Higheliffo, at this rafe,”

And the Famons Five remonnted theip
bikes, plad to pet poing again.  They
dizappeared on their way at a groat rate.

_Billy Dunter blinked after Mr.
Vernon-Smith, and then rolled after
him. Hope :prings cofernal in the

human breazt. and Billy Bunter saw a
faint chanco of raizing his bus {are from
Zmithy's pater,

“T say, si gasned Buanter,  Ha
everteok Mr. Vernon-5Smith. pantine.

+

sl0———

“Yell, what?" smapped Smichy's
father. ) ]
“Pve droppdd a sivvence, sir i

Williamm Georee Bunter had never bren
frammelled by any undue regard for
the truth !

“What ™

“And I haven' got any mors moner,
sir Y squeaked Bunter. "And l've pot
ta g0 on ithe hosg——"

“Huh ™

“Tao pext a letter for Quelch—at
Conrifiebd——?"

Alr, Vernon-Smirih stared ad Bunter.,

“Dnly 2 tanner, sir!™ gasped Buntep
hopefully,
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Mr. Vernon-3mith snorted. PRBui he
put his hand in his pocket, and extracted
therefrom a sixpenco,

“&h, thonks!” gasped Bunter.

Mr., Vernon-Smith strode on. Billy
Dunter grinned. Ile cut across the
common to the road, happily in time to
catch the big, red motor-bus that came
rolling along from Redclyffe. Bunter
wi?ri going to be in at the death, after
. |

And when, later on, o tattered fizure
came sneak: back to the clump of

caks, Mr. Hinks' faint hope that the fat h

schoolboy might still be there was
knocked on the head !

The fat schoclboy was not there—he
was rolling cheerily on his way to High-
eliffe. Mr. Hinks sighed—feeling that
it was hard luck!

Had Bunter been still there, Mr. Hinks
would have grabbed his straw hat—and

given Bunter the benefit of a set of
%mhhy knuckles if he objected. But

unter was gone—and the hundred-
ﬁ:‘und banknote was gone with him—and

arold's only comfort was that ha was
gtill likely to find 1t hidden in the lining
of his hat—and that a bloke might come
across him again, Mr, Hinks had seen
the Greyfriars colours before, and the
band on the straw hat apprised him that
Bunter belonged to that school.

Bunter, certainly, was not a fellow fo
ba forgotten. Br. Hinks would know
im, il he saw him again.

And Mr. Hinks was not, like less for-
tunate men, bothered by having a day's
work to do every dav. He had plenty of
time to hang about looking for a chance
to meet that fat cove in I:Ee barnacles—
which was his description of William
George Bunter! He had not by any
means given up hops of yet laying his

H|

dishonest hands on that hundred-pound
note,

Mr. Vernon-Smith, as he walied on
to Greoyiviars Scheol, theught & good
deal about his lost hundred pounds. But
he forgot Bunter and the loan of tho
gixpence—little guessing that thet small
sum of sixpence had saved the hundred-
povnd note from thievish fingers!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Tes at Highclifte !

1 ARQOOOH ™
E That suddenm well, in the

Fourth Form passage at Higlh-
cliffe, was rather startling.
There wore seven juniors sitting down
to tea in Study No. 3, which belonged to
Courtenay, the captain of the ™

{Confinzed on nexl page.)
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ROM time to time the ericketer

E needs a2 new bat, of course. And

I gather from a Tettor just to hand

that one of my voung readers hag

the impression that he is needing & new

bat tather more frequently than his
pocket-money will stand.

Now, ericket bats, like other thinga,
need care, and I fear that they de not
always get this proper .amount of care.
It ia not good for a cricket bat, for instance,
to be loft ]i;oinj;: on dm:n'p grass. Aond the
beak can't got out of & bat unless the
oiling i3 well and cacefully done. Most
bats are oiled before they are sold, but
it 18 very casy to fnd out whether this has
been done., IF you rub your finger-nail
up and down the blade, you will soon dis-
cover whether it has been oiled.

In rd to this eciling. however, one
mistalte which is frequently made is to
give practically the whole bat a good soak-
ing, This iz not really necessary. It is
the blade of the bat—the part which
meats the ball—which needs the oil
Putting oil on the back of the bat only
adds to the weight, and does nol inorease
ite effoctiveness as s run-getting weapon.

AN IMPORTANT POINT !

When the bot kas been oiled don't
fake it wilth you to the wickel with
the oil gtill wet vpon it. Dry off the
il which has not soaked in, olher-
weige you will find the ball slipping
off the bat in uniconted divections.

Just recently, tho spectators at a match
at the Owval, wore rather amused by
. R. Jardine. He was playing a big
innings, and aa it happened things wonld
keep going wrong with the bat he waa
usln;iv.. A bit came off one: gsoother
developed 8 bad crack. New onea wers
brought out to the England eaptain an
two ocoasions. Tach fime, after Jardine
had choson the bat and bfore ho took up
his stand at the wicliet arain, he went
over to the umpire and very carefully
wiped the blade of the bat on that gentle-
man's white coat. A little thing, but
Jardine did it with such obwious paina
that ho considered it an important thing,

I promised to sny somothing this weel
ahout the art of wicket-keoping., It hns
often been said that there arve two sorts
of fools who play ericket—thoze who bow]
fast, and those who keep wicket to fast
bowlers. Bomebody must bowl fast,
however, and somebody must keep wicket ;
and I wmust say, that thoso wicket-
keepers whom I know personally, all geem
to enjoy their jol.

Thew got all sorts of knocks on the
fingers, but they secin do regard
the swollen joints as all a part of
the dap's work.

NECESSARY PRECAUTIONS !

e HE * stumper,' gonerally spesking,
T iang c‘!ﬂ?:!a. which mmnsﬁhatlia
usually has Lo be contont to bo a
wicket-keoper and nothing  else.
Mave yvou over nobticed how few of the
wicket-keepers in first-clazas cricket have
any protensions to being pood batemen !
There are exceptions, of eourss, and one
of them iz Leslie Ames, the IKent man. who
* kept ' for England in the Iast series of
Test matches in Austrolia.

Ususlly, howover, the wicket-kecper i
number ten or eleven in the batting list.
This is the posiiion of Gooree Duckworth,
the Lancashire keeper. thouglh he once
told me that he had ambitions to open
the innings for hizeounty, or at any rate,
to make & century or two. I think the
faot that the hands of the man Lehind the
stumpa got g0 bLadly kooeked olout
socounts, mostly, for their f&iture to be
good batsmen,

Angreeay, what 1oe can san 5 thal
the really efficient wickef-Lkeeper is
trorth his place in any side, epen if
he never gets a run.

When I had a talk with Duoclmorth
mccni-:*y, about kecping wisket, he im.
pressed g
necossity of being well equipped for the
tnzk in regard te outiit.  Duclworth
weard o pair of ordinary glaves inside his
gauntlets, but before he puats theso
ordinary gloves on he talkes the pre-
coution of guarding the bipa of bis fingers.

wn me, first and foreisost, tho

He doea thia with steips of adhesive plaater,
which ho wraps 1ilmlI§A round the ends of
the fingers.

One of the firab questions whieh (he
atumper haz to decids is whether he will
stond clgse up to the bowling, or whother
he will gtand beck. This is & question
which each individoual keeper must deeide
for himsgelf. If he can stand close up with
snfoty, and”with poszsible advantage to .
hia mide, then he should do it. Once the
wicket-keeper has decided to stand back
he must take up his position whers the
ball will gome to him at & convenient
height after poassing the batsman.

CONFIDENCE IN QNE'S PARTRER |

ITTLE George Dmekworth told me
to emphasias the importance of
nllowing the hands to give a3
each hall is taken. That is the

sarme as saving don't snatch at it. And
when Duckworth is standing eclose up,
vou will ges, if you watch enrefully, that
Lo takes cvery ball with a sort of sweeping
rovement towards the wicket. DBy
making & habit of this, whether taking the
ball from the bowler or from a fielder, he
iz rendy to aweop off the bails should the
batzrman be out of his ground, or raise a
foot even for a fraction ol & sccond.

As a last bit of advice, DPuckworih
swid that wickef-keepers tohio stanl
close up should getl the ddcea into
their heads that thepy will hoave o
cliance of sftumping oul the balsman
from erery bhail that is sent dorrn.
Of all the flelders, the snan beluind
the sfimps is the one who cannot
afford to * take u nap." IHe st
Be wver alive] ready for the swick
or ihe upraized foot.

Ton many of our fellows got run-nab
in most of onr games, writes anolher
reader, and T should be glad if you conld
give us a hint on runming betwesn the
wickets, Ceriainly ! The chief reason
for rup ouls g lack of understanding as
o who shall call for the ron.  Remember
this ns o general principlo:

That the call jor the run rcally
bclanga o the boftsman who can
e the position of the ball without
furniing vround. In olher words,
the plager  aclually  making the
gtroke shoulid do the ecalling, rwehen
e playgs the Dall in front of the
wickel, «nd the player at the other
end should be vexpongible jor the
eall wwhen Hie ball goes Behind the
wickel.
avo an understanding with sour part-

ner, tno, as to the line he will take when
rinning, se that there i3 no coellision,
or no necessity for the two runners le
dodpge ronnd cach other. ?anﬁdm'lmn in
one's pariner is a big asset in running.

& UMPIRE."
Tue Maigxer Lipnary.—No. 1,325,
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Feurth, and his chum, ihe Uaterpllar,
Lhe Famous Five had arrived, ratler
late—but better late than never. And
they wero at fea when that sudden,
fearfnl vell awokened tho cchoes; and
they started a little, and looked ab one
snother, Theros was something famihiar
ro their ears in that uneavthly yell,

* Duater I murmured Bob Cherry,

*That fat ]

“The esteemed and idiotic Bunterp !
viarmured Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

The chums of the Remove had for-
rotten Bunter,  Now  they were re-
minded of him, ss s dulced tones
vochoed far and wide.

“Yoo-hoop! DBeast] Leggo! Gimme
my hat! Wow! TIonsonby, you beast,
1l lj.ﬂlllr: well Hele vou! Wow [

The UCaterpillar smiled, .

“That sounds,” he remarked, *lLike
our dear old friend Bunter! Tt ulso
sounds as if jolly old Pon is diggin’ up o
little fun this warnm afternoon.  What
energy that chap's got 1

Courtenay, frowning, rose to las feet.

Certainly he had not been expecting
Bunter to tea, But Dunter was a fellow
to turn up unexpectodly ot such times,
And it was ovident that Ponsonby, his
oid enemy of the Fourth, had spotted the
(hwl of Greviriars on his way to Study
XNo, 3, and was “digging* up a little
fun, as Rupert de Courey expressed it

“Whogop! Wow! Yooop!” i

There was o patter of rapid feet In
the passage.

The study door burst epen. ?

Courtenay was stepping quickly
towards the door as it flew open. He
stopped in timeo to aveid the deor—but
there was no aveiding Billy Dunter!
Bunter shot it like a stone from a
catapult,

Crash |

“{ooogogh 1* gasped Bunter.

“Oh, my hat ! gasped Courtenay. e
staggered back, and =zat down, and Billy
Bunter, reeling from the shock, clutehed
at the nearest fellow to save himseli—

Wi—

and there was a roar from RBob Cherry
as Dunter's elutch fastened on his mop
of flaxen hair.

“Ow! ILeggo! You mad ass!
Wow 1#

“Oh ervikey ! gasped Bunter. “Oh

dear ! T say, you fellows, that beast Pon
jumped out of his stvdy at me—wow 1—
and that beast Gadsoy—yow l—and that
beast Monzon—grocoogh—wow ! They
grabbed my hat—wow IV

the Highcliffo

Cecil Ponsonby, of
Fourth, put in a siniling face at the apen
door. ‘Thers was a straw hab in hs
hand.

“Look here, Pénzonby ™ Courtenav
serambled up, red and breathless, ' IF
you fancy you can rag visitors hera——"

“My dear man, I've brought the
chap's hat for him,” drawled Ponsonhy,
i I—l}; was in such a hurry that he
dropped it—"

"You snatched it out of my hand, son
rotter ¥ bawled Bunter. " You banged
me on the head with it vou beast 1

“Well, here it is ! said Pon, and lo
excenicd o drop-kick with the straw
Itat, sonding it spinning into the stady.
It droapped on the tea-table, and Pon-
sonby walked away, langhing.

“Beast!” roarcd Bunier. “Look at
ilhat hat—it's dropped in the jam——
Mauly will be jolly waxy about that, I

can tell you [

“Alanly 1 roared Johnny Dull. “1s
that Mauly™s hat 1 Ho hooked the hat
off the tcatable, It had been a

beautiful hat when Dunter barvowed it.
But its handling by Povsonhy had by no
means improved ib, and the brim waa
eticky wit}g1 jum.
# Wire mannmers ot this school ™ snorted
B nter. “I'm jolly sorry I came now!
Tue dMacxet LipRany.—No, 1,325,

Nice way io treat a fellow when bhe
drops in to see his friends [

“#hut up, you fat Owl!” growled Dob
Chevry.

“Shan't!” hooted Dunter.
a chap——="

“Ihis won’t do ! said the Caterpillar
ravely, "I Bualer came hore to sco
vz friends, and Pon ragged him, it's up
ta Bunter's riends to give Pon what
ha's azked {or. The best thing you can
de, Duuter, is to tell your friends about
it at once. Are they in tho Fourth ™

“0h, really, you know—-"

“Do I know them " asked the Cater-
pillar very gravely.

“(huck it, Rupert!” said Courtenay,
langhing., Bunter was a guest, though a
self-invited one, and a pucst’s leg was
not te be pulled,

“1 say, you fellowg——"

“If you fellows want to kick that fat
bounder out, don't mind us” said
Johnny Bull. *“In faet, I'll belp.”

“Oh, really, Buoll! You might re-
moember that vou're not in the Remove
passage mnow,” said DBuonter severely,
“There's such a thing as manners——"

“Why, yvou fat villain—" .

“Don't mind him, you chaps,” said
DBunter. “He can't help having the
manners of a bear! Here, you keep off,
vou beast!” added Bunter, in & roar,
and he dodged round Frank Courtenay.

“8it down,. Bunter,” sail Courtenay
hastily. " Hero's a chair—taka minn !
Rupert, seout elong the passage for
angther chair.™

“Any old thing ! yawned the Cater-
pillar, “Shall I tell your friends you've
come, Bunter

“Oh, really, vou know—"

“If you'll mention who they are——"

*Bhut up, you as3,’ and get that
chair 1 said Courtenay, with a vexed
look; and the Caterpillar loafed out of
tho study.

Flo returned with a borrowed chair;
by which time Billﬁ Bunter waa going
strong. Tea was half over when the
Owl of the Remove joined up; but
there wore plenty of good things on the
table, and Bunter was the man to make
up for lost time.

“I say, this is a jolly good cake!”
said Bunler, with his mouth full-—not to
say overflowing.

Yiilad vou like it 1™ said Courlenay.

“Not like the cokes T get from Bunler
Court, of course!™

if Dh !ﬂl

“But good ! said Bunter graciously.
“I'l]l have some more! You might Al
a fellow's eup again! T like four lumps
of sugar! Lesve somo of those tarts
for me, Charry."

i 1 e

“And den't seolf all those doughnuts,
Nugent.”

*Wha-a-at i

“ About the ericket—"
tenay hastily.

“For goodness’ sake,” said Bunter,
“don't let's have a cricket jaw now !l
These fellows are always jowing
ericket! 1 ean tell fou, 1 get fed-up
with it! Stpf!aking‘ of ericket, though,
tdlo you fellows remember when Fone
sonby was Junior captain here, and they
mohbed vou affer winning a mateh—"

“Will vou shut up, Bunter ?” breathed
TTarry Whartcn.

“Eht That was belore vour time
licve. Convtonsy——!"

“yres 1" zatd Clonrctenay hriefly.

“Tut  Higheliffe hasn’t  clanged
munely zakl Bonter, shaking ‘hiz head.
“They never did play the game! My
opinion is—— Whooooop! Who's that
stamping on my foot? Yaroooch I

After which Billy DBunter did not
hostow the delichts of s conversation
on the tea-parcty. ITe realised that thero
might be another stamp H he did.

“Haggmg

said Cour-

THE MAGNET

“Cricket Jaw?  supervened; and
Bunler devated his attention to the food-
stuffs. When the Famous Five roze
to go, thero were skill foodstuifs on the
tabile, and Bunter did not rise,

*I say, you fellows, dou't go yet.
We haven't EBpished the tarts!™ he
squaaked, .

But the Famous Five did .t;io. anl
Courtenay and the Caterpillar left the
study with them. DBilly Bunter blinked
at the unfinished tarts—hastily gobhled
u couple more, prabbed up Lord Meul-
everer's straw hat, and rolled after the
deporting guestz. He overtook them at
the gate, where they had whecled ook
their bikes.

The Famous Five said good-bye to
their Higheliffe friends, and wheelad
the machines into the read, Dunter
rolled after them anxiously.

1 say, you fellows, which of you is
giving me a lift back ¥ he asked, *Jf
you don’t want to give me a lift, you'll
have to lend me a Whoop I

Without speaking, the Famons Five
grasped William E&Drgﬂ Bunter, and
sat him down in the read—hard, ¥a
=at and roared; while the chums of the
Remove mounted their bikes and rode
away from Greyiriars.

Eunter serambled up.

I soy, you fellowst” he wvolled.

The eyelists rode on without looking
back,

“Beaats ! roared Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co, disappearad.

——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Harold !

R. SAMUEL VERNON-SMITII
M shook hands with his son, the
Dounder of Greyiriars, and

stepped info his taxi.

The millioraire’s plump faco was
quite good-humoured now. Apparently
he had forgotten the disagrecable
episods on Courtheld Common—the loss
of a hundred pounds not being a marter
of very serious import to the wealthy
gentleman.

He had borrowed the Ilead’s tele-
phone, to notify the local police of the
loss and give the number of the nole;
zo that if it was found it would be
returned o him; and having thus done
all that could be done, Mr. Vernon-
Smith had dismissed the maiter from
his mind.

Smithy's detention had been over by
ithe time his father reached the school:
and the plump millionaire had "tea'd ™
in Study Ne. 4 with the Bounder, and
enjoved a long talk with his son, chiefly
on hnancial matters, in which Smithy
was almost 8s keenly intcrested as his
father.

Not till it was nearly time for call-
egver did the City gentleman toke his
departure—quite  restored to good-
humortr; and Bmilhy came down to see
him off in his tox.

As the laxi rolled down to the gates,
Harry Wharlon & Co. “eapped” the
millionaire very respectinlly in  the
gquad; they had been back some time
rom I[lighelitfe by then. Mr, Vernon-
Smith gave them a nod, and rolled on,
furned out of the gates, and took the
voad for Courtfield.

The July evening was still quite light,
and Mr. Vernon-sSmith, sitting in the
buzzing taxi, gave his aticntlion to his
business-paprrs—every minute of his
precious time being, of course, much
too valnable Lo be lost in starving out of

a window nt golden gorse, nodding
trees, and o plorions sunset.
AMr. Vernon-Smith's attention to

business mattera was, however. inter-
rupted, half-way to Courtfield. An
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“ Whooop I Wow I. Yoop 1** There was a ﬁtt&r of rapld feet in the passage and the study door burst open. Courienay

avoided the deor, but there was no avolding B
“* Ovoooogh [ ** gasped Bunter.

cjaculation from his driver mada him
look up sharply.

Coming along the road across the
common was & fat figure, which Mre
Vernon-Smith recognised as that of the
podey junior who had been in the elump
of oaks that afterncon.

Ho had had to “hoof * 1t from High-
cliffe; and if was not because he was n
danger of being late for call-over that
Iie was running! There was ancther
and more uwrgent reason for Dunter's
haste—and it was behind him, in the
shape of & tottered man in & rag of a
cap, who was running also, and gaining
on the fleeing Owl.

Bunier had been limping dismally
along, feeling as if his hittle fat legs
wonld drop off, when Harold ITinks
sighted him ! Iinks, hanging about the
common in the hope of sceing the *fat
cove in barnacles™ again, saw  him,
and started for him ot a rush. Where-
upon Dilly Bunter, whoe had felt =
moment before that he could havdly
drag one weary leg after the other.
found that ho could actually run—and
run fast, too! ] i

A tramp snddenly ruzhing at him
from the common, imbued Dunter with
unhegrd-of encrgy. He dashed up the
road with bis fat little legs poing like
clockworls.

“Huh ! Mr.

Smitl.

ITe saw Dunter, and a moment later
e eaw the running figurs behind
Bunier, and reeognised the man who,
he believed, had “pinched™ hiz bank-
noie and afterwards thrown it away to
save hiz =lin.

“1 esav ¥ Duanter sighted the taxi.
“Tlelp! T say—oh erikey—lelp! Fire!
I zax aoooe 1

ejaculated Vernon-

“That rascal agnin!™ exclaimed 3r.
Vernon-Smith.  “Stop when you reach
that boy, driver!”

*Yes, sir.” :

"Fhe taxi rushed on, and jammed to o
halt, & couple of yards from Bun'er.
The fat junior staggered towards it, and
leaned on the door, panting.

“Oh crikey!” ho gasped.
help! That tramp's after me!
dear [ 3

Mz, Vernon-Smith threw open the
door, ruthlessly shoving Bunter aside,
But if he was thinking of collaring Mr.
Hinks, and giving tnhat geéntleman a
Iift in the taxmi to Courtfield FPolice
Statien he had no chance.

Mr. Hinks bad stopped, and, aller o
etare at the taxi, he prompily vanished
into the gorse on the commaon.

But for Mr. Vernon-8mith'z unex.
pecied appearance on the £C0TI, Dunter
would ecertainly have fallen into ihe
tramp’'s clutehes, and the banknote
hidden in his straw hat would have re-
warded Harvold for Lis vigilanca.

Dut My, Hinks had been disap-
pointed ; the game was up, and he pro-
cociled to seck the open spaces wilthout
delay.

“The scoundrel!™ snapped Mr.
Yernon-Bmith, with a glare after the
vanished tramp.  * Banter—your name
is Dunter, I think——"

“Oogogh I gasped wnber. Ilo
blinked at lhe stoub geotleran, awd
recopnised Smithy’s pater. " Ye: Lin
Dunter ! say, that's that hegstlv
tramp—oh dear '—he was going 1o rob
moe——m O oy’ !

Mr. Vernon-Smith pgronted.  1F the
tramp bad intended (o rob Dunter lie
must have been tn a slale of happer
imnorance regarding  the fat Owis

.:rI 237,

Dh

y Bunter. The fat junior shot in like & stone from & catapult,
“ Oh, my hat ! ** gasped Courtenay, staggering backwards.

Crash I

finances. Still, there was no doulit that
he had been chasing Bunter with
hostila  intent. Mr. Vernon-Swmith
looked at his watch.,

“Get in!™ he said briefly. *I have
time to take you back as far as the
school; yvou are not safe here”

“Oh! Thanks!"” gasped Bunter.

Ho elambered in, and the texi turned
and raced back to Greyiriars. Bunter
sat and panted Gl the school gates were
reached,  AMr, Vernon-Bmith sat and
frowned. He was losmg time—at {he
risk of losing his trainl Enfl, he fclt
that he eonld not leave the schicolbor
on the lonely road over the commeon,
with the tramp luvkivog in the vicinily,

Tha taxi eame hack to the school
ates with a rush in a clond of dust

unter was still panting; Mr. Vernon-
Smith leoking at biz wateh as {he taxi
stopped.

“Jump out!™

“0Oh! Yes!

“Jump out!” .

“All vight ! gnsned Buoaler, “ ThLanks
for piving me the lili! I say=——"

Mr. Vemnca-8mith threw open the
door and pushed Bunier out of the taxi.
IIe had mo time to waste on ihe
loquacious Owl! Dilly Bunter staggered
in the road and turned and blivked at
him.

*1 say, sip——>"

Slam ! ]

The door elosed, amd the taxi whirled
aml shot away for Courthichl e,
13y Bonder Winked after ar.

“PBeast V7 he murmured ; dnubﬂt-?_s [owr
wav of eupressing  grateful feelings
And e rolled in ot the gotes, Goeling
was about to close thom; the Owl of tive

i audinned on page 16.)
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I say, sir—"
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(Continwed jram puge 13.)

Remove was just in time. He gasped
and panted his way acress the gquad
and joined the crowd of fellows paing in

for callover |
“Halio. hallo, halle! You've reolled

home. old fat bean!” grinned DBob
Clierry, | .
“A friend gave me a Lift in Ins car®

answered Bunter with dignity. It was
rather more comiortable than fagging
throuzhk the dunst on bikes, like you
fellows., Rather n decent car”

And Bunter rolled into Ilall.

Mr., Samuel Vernon-Smith reached
Courtfield with exactly one minute to
catch his train. He ecaught ik, He
fanned himszelf in his {irst-ciass carriage
with a prospectus of the Hanky-Panky
Gold AMine Company, Lid. And
{;runted! And certainly it never crossed
ng mind that his good-natured action
towards Dunier had, for the second
time, saved his handred-pound note from
the Lhicvish fingers of Ilarold Ilinks!

— T —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Hat !l

ORLING grunted.
@ A frown wrinkled the brows
of the anclent porter of Grey-

friars Schoal.

Btanding in the gateway, Gosling was
looking cut—and his eyes fell upon an
ahjeet that, undoubtedly, was rather a
blot on the landscape.

It was the day after BMr., Vernon-
Smitl's visit. Dﬂ:ssqs wera over: and
fellows were geing out or eoming in;
and many of tﬁem lanced, with a smile,
at  the object ihat roused Goshing's
wrath.

Between the gates of Greyfriars and
the road there was a belt of grass on
either side of the dyive that turned {ron
the road tn at the gates.

In the prass lay a tatieced figure;
that of a tranmp. apparenily asieep.

CGosling eved that figure with weathlal
dizsdain,

Now, the land ountside the school walls
wiz public land; and any subject of
Iong George the Filth bhad a perfect
right, 1f he echose, fo walk on it, sil on
it, or lie at full length on it

The tramp was exereising that right.

le waz not a prelly object. Nobody
conld possibly bave mistaken him for
e SBleepine Beawty ! iz palched
troEeTsE, lln's tattered coat, hiz rag of a
cup on tousled hair, showed up io great
advaniage m the Dbrilliant July sun-
shine,  His head rested on an arm—tho
rageoed cap shaded his cves—and also
Iticd 1hie fact that they were not closed,
bk very wide open! The man looked
na if Lo was palecp—bur bis sleep was
that of a very wary weasel, Grevirviars
fellawa, pnﬁifng hirn, glanced ac v ;
tf did net disturb bhim.  Ile had a vight
1o repoan there if he liked; though it
cottld nov be said that Le tmproved the
BCCHOPY,

Iin Gosling was not so  tolerant.
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Cosling grunted, and grunted again;
and frowned, and frowned more darkly.
Finally he emerged from the gates, ap-
proached the reposing figure, and stirred
1t with his feet. Upon which Mr.
Huarold Hinks gave quite a jump, and
sat up and stared at him.

“*Ook_it, my man!” said Gosling,

Mr. Hinks looked at him.

ok i1 he repeated.

“You pie-
faced ald ima

. ‘oo may vou "appen to

§ Lic. when you're et 'ame?®

TR

“Tramps ain't wanted ‘ere said
severely,  *‘ Like vour cheek to
‘ang about! Looking for a chance to
pinch something, I fanev.”

My, Ilinks pxhibited a sot of grubby
knuekles.

“*Where'd you like that?™' he in-
quirgd,
Gosling backed awaxy a pace.  Ap-

ravently ke did not want that set of
grubby knuckles anvwhere.

“Leave a cove alonel!™ said Mr.
Hinks., "Wob 'arm’s o cove doing. yon
oldd imagn vou? Take yvour face away
and fry it!" i )

(Gos] mgi] eyed him. Hinks was not an
athlete, by any means. On the other
hond, Gaosling had long passed the age
whoen a rough-andtcmble serap had any
geniine appeal. Gosling decided not to
shift Mr. Hinks.

Thiree Fifth Vorm men came out at the
pates; Coker and Potter and Grecne.
They paused to leok on. Coker frowned
at the framp. He did not approve of
such a character camping down <¢lose to
the school gates. Coker of the Fifih was
hefty enough to handle two of Mr.
Hinks; and Gesling turned to hin,
touching his hat. ;

“P'rrapz you'll tell this feller to move
on, Mr, Coker, £ir?"” he suggested.
“What are you doing here, my man?”
demanded Coker.

“Waiting for me blooming car!”
answered Mr. Hinks impudently. “ The
shover's a bit late with the Rolls
Royea 1™

Poiter and Greene grinned. Coker
frowned, He did net want any cheek
from a tattered vagrant.

“Well, shift!”’ said Coker.

“BShan’t ! retorted Mer, Hinks.

“I'll jolly soon shift you, then!™

“(h, come on, Coker!” said Potter.
“Leave the man alone.”

“TDon't be an ass, Potter !

“The fellow has a right to sit down
here if he's tived 1 =aid Greene.

“Dan’t be a fathead, Greene.”

“Well, look here—"

“Don't jaw "

Colker lofi his remonstrating friends
and approached Mr. Hinks.  That
gentleman eved him rather vieiously.

" Arve vou geing ¥V asked Coler,

Y No,"” answered Mr., Hinks, “1 sin't
goinz; and if vou lays a "and on me,
I'f po in and tell vour schoolmaster,
and you'tl be walloped.”

That waz really too much for Coker,
IMorcold Hinks, evidently, was unaware
that Fifth Form men at Grevfriars were
not “walloped.” Coker stopped, gripped
the tramp by the collar of his tattered
coat, and with a single sling of his hefly
arm jerked him to his feet.

“Now cut !’ he satd.

“Ow! Leggo!” gasped Mr. Hinks,
“Legro my neck, Dlow yer, and I'll
migzie”

Coker Int go. AIr. Flinks glared at
Lim. With a sudden movement, swhich
Uokee was not looking for, be knocked
the Fifth-Formor's hat off, Then le
tonk 1o his heels,

“Wihy—what—my  hat—T'I1  =mash
him 1 poared Colier in preat wratls
“I'=T"l—1"H—"

Mr. Hinks vanizhed,

0%, come on!” =aid Potter.
rone !

“1le's

THE MAGNET

Colker snorted. Gosling picked np his
hat, Coker replaced it on his bullet head,
and the Fifth Form men walked away
towards Friardale. Gosling went back
io his lodego, satisfied.

Ten minutes later, a tattered figure
appeared on fhe road again. Coker &
Co, being off the scene, Br., Hinks
diopped once more in the grass near the
gateway; leaning lis frowsy hiead on lns
ragged arm, apparently sleeping—Dbut
keenly walching ihe fellows who passed
in and out.

It had not oceurred to Goshing that
the tramp had any special reasen for
lingering on thet spot. DBut he had—
a very powerfn! reason. Mr. Hinks swas
hoping to spot a “fat cove in barnacles *'
among the Greyfriars fellows whe cama
out after class.

“1 sav, vou fellows!™

Mr. Hinks gave a slight start as that
fat voice fell on his ears. Ie had heard
that voice before.

Ilalf a dozen juniors apprared in the
gateway. Deering undeor lis arn, the
recumbent tramp recognised the fellows
who had eoliared him, the day before,
at the clump of cnks on the common.
He was not inlcrested in the Famous
Five. But he was keonly interested in
the fat jumior whe was with themm—a
“fat cove in barnacles "—wlio was wear-
ing o straw hat like the other fellows,
Mr, Hinks' eves gleamed at the sight of
that straw hat, He was, of course, guite
unaware that DBilly Bunter had been
wearving another fellow’s hat the dav
before. e knew opothing of the
manners and customs of that ornament
of the Greviriars Remove.

“Come on, falty1” said Bob Cherry.
“Like & walk?®"

“The walkfulness will do you goed,
my esteemed fat Dunter,” said Hurree
Jamset Fam Singlh.

“(loing sn::mmr%mra to tea?' ashed
Bunter.

“0Oh! Nol!¥

“Yeou silly idiots! Think I'm going
to walk for notlhing?” hooted DBunier.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tho Famous Five wallied out at the

ates. Billy Dunter did not follow.
Valking, as an cxercise, did not appeal
to Bunter: and eertainly he was not
going to walk if there was notling to
walle for!

“T saw, vou fellaws!” =guealed
Dunter. "I say, hold on a minute ! My
postal order never eame tlus morning,
I told yoo fellows that I was expecting
a postal order. 1 zay, you rotters. don't
wallk awav while a fellow's talking to
you! Deasts ™

Apparently uninterested in Dunter's
conversation, Harry Wharton & (o, did
walk away. They glaneed at the sprawl-
ing tramp as they poassed him; Lut Mr,
Hinks face wns hidden by his arn.
and they did oot recognise Lim.  Nat
being so keen on minding other prople's
buzsiness az Coker of the Fiflth, thex
pasecd  him unheeding and sanntered
awav towards the villare.

Billy Bunter remained standing  in
the pgateway, blinking after them
moroselr. It was not yob tea-time: bof

Bunter, of course, was thinking of tea.
Ile had been disappeointed about o
postal order—and was, as usual, stonw |
Tlis customary resource was I.rm‘{i Maule-
vorer at such o time; but that horn of
plenty had run dry. Mauwly had been
guite annoved about his hat. It was
dinted, and stamed with jam.  Triflez
light as sir to Billy Bunter, but annoy-
ing to his fastidious lordship. Alauls
had boen heard to say thal he waz gomng
to Lick Bonicr for Lorrowing los hat—
and for the present the fat Owl was
giving his lordship plenty of zca room,
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The shert-sighted Owl did not cven
el 100 t]m tramp Iyimg in the grass.
He bBlhinked morosely aitee the chums
of the Remove n2 they disappeared
dfown the road and leaned his fat person
on the stone pillar beside the gateway.
Wibley and Kipps, of the Eemove,
wore comine down to the gates, and the
fat Owl was considering whether one
or both of them might be gaod for a
smzil loan to tide him over till Ins
1rastnl order camae,

Mre. Hinks, breathing lhard, rose to
his fect.

Ile shot a swift glance up and down
the voad,

Harry Wharton & Co. were gone, amd
for the momoent there was no one olse in
strht, save Billy Bunter, leaning in
U prateway.

Tt was Harold’s chanes. Ile had no
tune to lose. Anvbody might come
along at any meoment!  ITe crept closs
to the wall, evept along to the gatoway,
amd was at Bunter's elbow hefovs the
fat Owl beoormic awars of his cxistenea,

A sudden snatch, and the straw hat
was in Hinks' hand.

“Wha-a-n-t 1" pasped DBunter. az his
hat waz jerked from his head. "YWl
who=—low-—— Oh crvmba! Wha-n-ot

VWhy, wou beast—you  tidef!l 4
-l."'i‘]]{n“j""" .
fMarald Ilinks, goine et full speed,

vamshed wp the rowd. Dilly Bunter,

almost  petvified with  astonishiment,
hlinked at him dazedly through his big
speetactes. The man had snatched his

hat and bolied—an uttevly astoundine
procecding T That dingy straw hat was
the leaszi valuablo hat at Greyirars,

and why even m tattered tramp tmﬂd

want to stcal it was an  amazing
mysiery.

“dum-mum-my hat ! gasped Bonber,
Harold Hinks disappeared up the

road. Bunter was too amazed to pursna
Mot that pursuit would have been of
any usze. Almost in a twinkling tho
thief was out of sight.

He left the road, turning into a cop-
piee towards the river., For soveral
minutes mora Hinks ran on, among the
trees, Bunter’s hat gripped in his hand,
Ha stopped at last, deep in cover,
panting for breath.

He grinned breathlosaly.

“Wobt luek?' he pasped,

And Mr, Hinks procecded to examino
his prize. He turned baek thoe lining
inside the hat, in the certain expecta-
tien af fingering a crisp, rustling Dank
of England note. Then ho stared
Thers was no banknote hidden under
{he lining. lie pulled the linmg ont
all round, revealine nothing bub the
intevior of the straw hat. e gasped.

‘Hold

Fhe awiul teoth diwned upon 3Mre.
1Tinks, The fab cove in barnacles hal
been wearing a differens sivaw hat; nnd
it was the different stvaw hab that Alr.
Hinks had so sncecssfully captured.  As
he realized it 3Irv. Hinks' feclings weira
almaost too deep for wouds.

He put the hat en the ground,
stamped on it, and slunk away, the most
thoroughly disgusted raseal i the wids
world.

Pon is Playiul I
C ECIL PONBONBY, of tho

It was Saturday afternoon—so
half-holiday.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Vourth Formt at IMighelife,
grinved.

Ponsonby eand Gadsby were seated at
8 lLittle table, under the striped awning,

ouizide the bunshop in the High Strect
af Courttield,

Thevy were disposing of cakes and
L’”iﬁ'u beer and idly watehiug the tealfe
in the strc--_t Not mueh traffie, #5 0b
waz not market davy.

A fat figure came in sizht, tha fat

¥

fave  oedorued by a large pair of
spoctaeles, it Hashed Lack the rave
af 1the sun.
T Een  thuat Claddy 37
Pousonby,
Giaddshy  glanesd roand.
W oarelinned g oport pmne.)

feeals, acked
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#Tpave him alone, Pon!” he said
warningly. *1 dare zay there's a crowd
of Grevieiars cads I the town this
afternopn.™

Ponsonby stretched out a hand fo o
soda-siphon.

“Accidents will happen,” he re-
marked, *“One's going to happen now.
Mot my fault if Bunter gets a swish of
soda as Lie passes.”’

Gaddy looked up and down the sleepy
Hiphk Btreet rather wvneasily. . Bagging
Biily Bunter was a safe game; but not
1f other (ireviriars fellows happened to
be at hand. But none was to be seen.

Eilly Bunter came rolling on.  The
short-sighted Owl discerned two fellows
sitting at the round table, and two bikes
leaning against the tree in front of the
siop. But he did not recognise the
“knutz "' of ITipheliffe, and he was not
aware of his danger. Pon sat with the
soda-siphon  all ready, and Gaddy
prinned and waited.

And then Dounter—still unaware of his
danger—turned into a shop a couple of
doors off and disappeared from the sight
of the Higheliffians.

FPonsonby gave a disappointed grunt
and relinquished the soda-siphon. Hia
little jest was not coming off, after all

“The fat freal: I"” he grunted.

Billy Dunter had walked into
Parkins', tho school hatter and out-
firror.

Bunter was wearing a cap.

He had been minus a straw hat sinee
tiwe extraordinary occurrcnce at the
gotes of Grerfriars, the day before.

Why a tramp had snatched his hat
and fled with it and what had become
of the Lat, Bunter did not know. But
tiie hat was gone—there wos no doubt
about that. Mr. Quelch, his Form
master, was guite surprised when the
strange occurrence was reported to him,
However, he had given Dunter an order
ot the school ountfitter for a new hat,
and the fat Owl was now calling at
FParkin:' for the same. And having
chiained the new straw, Bunter put it
ot hiz head, leaving his cap with
Parkin:, to be sent beck to the school
On a blazing July day he naturslly
Err:[erred the shady brim of a straw

at over his face,

Ponsonby kept his eve on the door of
Parkyys', still ready with his little jest,
if Dunter came on towards the bunshop
when he emerged from the hatter's,

Lt Bunter, when he emerged, did
nei come on.  He turncd back.

Had Bunter been in possession of coin
of the realm, no doubt he would have
dropped in at the bunshop for refresh-
ment, as Pon and Gaddy had done.
But Bunter was still in a stony state.
Silver and pgold he had none! Bo he
turned to walk back to Greyfriars with
Lits new hat.

Ponsonby gave an angry grunt,

Gaddy grinned.

“ Nothin® doin' ™ he remarked.

*The foozlin® idiot’s bought himself
a new hat!” said Ponsonby. **Ses him
Ioolkt ab hiz reflection in the window
when Le eame out? Ile faneios he looks
ratiwr & knut in that new hat. Queer
farwics some people have! I've got an
idea that that hat isn't goin' to look
so new by the time he gets it to Crey-
friars,"

Pon rose, and hooked his bike away
from the tree,

“You zettle the bill, Gaddy,” ho said,
#I'm goin® oiter that prize porler ™

And Pon walked after Burter, wheol-
ing his bike,

Bunter, evidently, wos going back to
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GGreyfriars by the road across the com-
mon. Pon's plaviul intention was to
follow him out of the town, and then
antcx the new hat. By the time he had
done with it; 1t would not be a new hat
—it would Le anvthing but new. Pon,
as ususl, was hunting for trouble—any
Eind of trouble for others, that was safe
for himself. And certainly there was
nothing to fear fvem Bunter.
Uneconscious of the tracker on his
tratl, Bally Bunter rolled out of Court-
ficld and took the read te Greyfriars,
Pon did not nced to mount his bike for
the pursuit; Dunter’s progress woas
sbout as rapid as that of an old, tired
snail. Just outside Courtfeld, three
Greyiriars junlors came in view—
Temple, Dabney, and Fry, of the Fourth
Form. }
Temple & Co. did not heed the High-
cliffa fellow, But they would have
heeded him fast enough if they had
spotted him  handling & Greyiriars
fellow who could not stand up for him-
sclf. Pon was quite aware of that, and
he halted his bike and stooped beside
it, affecting to examining a tyre. KHe
kept up that occupation till Temple &
0. had walked into the town and dis-
appeared. They went on their way with-
out any suspicion of Pon's mnefarious
designs. When they were gone the High-
cliffe fellow resumed the pursuit,
Dunter was at p distance now, and well
away from the town. He was heading
for one of the long, wooden seais with
which & thoughtiul Rural Disirict
Council had dotted the roadside for the
benefit of weary wayfarers. Bunter was
not the fellow to take a walk of a mile
without a series of long rests on the

“‘af'i
here was already 2 weary waviarver
resting on that seatf.

He was a shabby man in a rag of a
cap, with o stubbly chin much in need
of a shave.

Closer at hand, Billy DBunter would
probably have recognised Mr. Harold
Hinks. But the Owl of the Removo
had to be very close at hand to recognise
anybody.

Mr. Hinks, who was not afflicted with
short sight, spotted Bunter as he came
along, and could scarcely believe in. his
good luck.

But for the meident of the £100 note,
BMr. Hinks would have been on his way
to other places long since. It was not
his custom fo linger for any length of
time m on¢ neighbourlioed. He had a
natural desive to avoid people who
missed  thickens, and washing from
elothes-lincs  But Mr. Vernon-Smith's
banknote was hidden in the lining of a
straw hat belonging to the *fat cove in
barnacles,” and all Mr. Hinks neceded
was to come across that fat cove—which
was certain to happen if he haunted
Greyfriars long enougl. Now it had
happened.

Mr. Hinks grinned.

Ho turned his face away as he grinned,
lest Bunter should spot him and take
to his heels,

Bunter came plugging on. In the
distance bebind him was a well-dressed
fellow with o bike, which he was just
mounting.  Mr., Hinks desired t!hat
fcllow to get elear on his bike before
he started on Bunter.

Mr.. Hinks, of course, had no idea
that the straw hat on Bunter's head was
a new hat he had just obtained in
Courtheld. He could see that it looked
a nower hat than the one he had grabbed
vesterday.,  Dut so had the one the
“fat cove ™ had been wearing on the
day of the bankneote! Thiz, Mr. Hinks
had no doul#. was the hat ke wanted,
Apparvently, the fat cove had two—but
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no cove was likely to have more than
two straw hats. Ther were not the sort
of thing a cove bought in dozens, like
handkerchiefs. - Having drawn a blank
the first time, Harold had no doubt that
this time he had, so to speak, spotted
the winner.
_ With his back turned to the approach-
ing Owl he woited, grinning pleasamtly
while he waited.

Bunter came on, unsuspecting.

Behind him Pon had mounted his biko.
Buntar had got well ahead, in the delay
caused by Temple & Co. The playful
Pon intended to shoot by Lim on the
bike and grab his hat off as he passed.
Bunter's helpless rage, wlhen that hap.
pened, was quite amusing to contem-

platve.'ﬂ
Whirrrr! came ths bike behind
Bunter, He was only a dozen steps

from the seat where Mr. Hinks waited
for him He did not turn his head at
the sound of the bike. There was plentw
of room on the high road for the cyelist
to pass him,

But he gave a sudden, convulsive jump
as the passing evelist closed in on him
itn;i caught at the brim of the straw
1at.

L FPon jerked it off and rode on, hald-
ing his bike with one hand and waving
the hat with the other.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Oh  erikey!  Why, vou beast!
Gimme my hat!” he roared,

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled Pon.
after 1t 1™

He siowed down to give Bunier a
chance., The Owl of the Remove rushed
after him.

“UMy eye!™ ejaculated Az, Ilinks,
skaring at the seenc.

He had his own designs on that hat!
It was quite a surprise to him to see a
well-dressed “toff © like Ponsonby snatch
it, as he had intended to do himself, But
he realised that this was onlv a school-
boy “lark1” Pon, of course, could not
intend to “pinch ¥ the hat!

Bunter ruzhed at the Highelilfe fellow.
His fat face was red with wrath. Pon
pedalled slowly, grinning back at Lim,
and allowed him to come almost within
reach. Then he shot on again, leaving
EBunter perspiring and panting.

““ Boast 17 ’Elfeﬁ Bunter.

“Ia, lha, ha!”

“Gimme my hat 17 shrieked Bunter.

“Come and fetch it 1" chuckled Fon.

He slowed down again, and Buunter
made ancther rush. But with a fat hand
almost clutching him, Pon shot out of
reach again.

Bunter halted, gasping with éexertion
and fury. Pon yelled with laughter.
He was quite enjoying this game.
Bunter, by this time, was asz erimson
a5 a boiled bectroot, and streaming with
perspiration, He loocked as if he was
on the point of melting. He spluttered
and pufied and blow.

Then, to his infinite relicf, he
a little bunch of CGrevfriars fellows
coming wup the read—Hobson and
revoral men of the Bhell. He selled to
them.

“I sar, you fellows! Slop Lhim![ Ile's
got my hat !

“Highcliffe ead ' said Hobson, of the
Shell. *Bag himt”

But Pon was not so eazily bagped. ITo
was on & bike, and the 8hell fellows from
Greviriars were on fool. Pon was still
master of the situation. He spun ihe
bike from the road to the open common.
Hea looked back, waved the hat, and
laughed.

“T'H leave it in the pond for vou,
Bunter [ he velled.

“Gimune my hat1” shricked Bunter,
quite disinayed at the idea of fshing

“Como

Eipntfcd
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Ponsonby was pedalling serenely on, when suddenly a heavy whizzing stone crashed into his rear wheel, Before Pon knew
what was happening, his bike was over, and he was sprawling in the grass. As the straw hat dropped from Pon'’s hand
Mr. Hinks grabbed at it !

his new stvaw hat out of the pond on
the common.

“Ha, ha, hai®

Fonsonby rode away like the wind,
gettimg into a fooipath that led towarda
the distant pond., Hebsen & Co. stared
after him. There was no chance of run-
}11:15; him down on a bike, themselves on

oot.

“I zay, vou fellows, he's got my hat,
you know [* gasped Bunter.

“Fathead 1o let him get it!” saud
Hobson; and he walked on towards
Courtfield with his friends.

“ Boast 1™

Bunter, gasping for breath, plupged
on after Pon! He had to have his hat,
even 1f he fished 1t cut of a pond.

Heo had not even seen My, Hlinks)] iIn
woutld not have seen him now if he had
looked for him.

My, Hinks had heard Pon's shout as
he rode away—and Alr., Hinks Dbload
almost t,urﬂr:ﬂ:r cold at the tdea of a hat
with & hundred-pound note in it being
thrown into & pondl

Mr. Hinks was culling acrosa the
common by thoe shortest and most direct
route, to reach the pond before Fon
did. Pon was following a footpath; Ar,
Hinks eut across through bush and
bramble, hawthorne and gorse, licedless
of tripping and stumbling, of thorns and
goretehes, exerting himself as he had
never done since his last experience on
the treadmilll Ireathless, perspiring.
torn, seratched, Harold Hinks ran aa
if for his life, and reached the pond
on the common. Pon, who had slowed
down when ho found that only Bunter
was after him was still at a Jittle dis-
tance, coming on. Mr, Ilinks was there

first ! And Afr. Hinks crouched, breath-
less, In the cover of a willow, with o big
stonn prasped m his band, amd waited
for him.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Winnper !

RASH ¢
@ “Oh 1 gasped Ponsonby.
He was pedalline on zovenely

towards the pond, mtcnding o
tosz the ztraw hat into the shallow,
muddy waters as he passed, amd 1ien
et off and ride back to Conrificld and
reqorn Gaddy.

Llieve was no idea of davger i his
1,

fie had seen Hobsen & Coo walk on
towardz the town, aml IDmater was far
behind him, weavily plugging—nat {bhat
there would Lavo beon aruch danger from
Bunter close at hand.

Suddenly a  heavy, whizzing stora
erashed into his rear wheel, wind befors
Yon knew what was hoppening his bika
wans over, and he was sprawling in the
rrass.

Ha landed wiih & bump ithat shook
most of the breath out of his body, feel-
ing as if an earthquake had bappened.

Fortk from the willows rushed Al
Hinks, triumphant.

Bunter’s hat had dropped from Pen's
hand as he fell. It lay in the srass, el
Ale. Ilinks dived for it

Pon sat u? dizzily.
“What—what—=Oh crembast? ho
gasped. Ile stared dazediy at ihe

tramp who had sgo suddenly appensel,
“You—you rotter! You rassal! You
knocked me overi®

My, Hinks grabbed up the strew hat,

ITe faivly fheiiled with teiumph as his
grubby clutches closed on it He was
wnxious, eager, to turn out the lining,
But that, of course, he could not dg
tmider the eyes of a witness,  ITa did
not wanbk this schoolbey to sce Alr
Vernon-Bmith’s £100 note when it cams

to hight.
“Y¥ou  checky rotter!”  bawled
’onsonby, stageoring to his feet, “ You
frowsy scoundrell I'll have you loclked
up far this ™

“Wot vou pot to say?” demanded
Me. Hinks belligerently. “ Pinchin' o
cove's ‘at! I come arter you to met back
the young gentleman’s 'at for ‘im!
Stealin® a "at?”

“Yon—you fool I' gasped Ponsonby.

"I wasn't stealing fho hat! It was s
Jorligpm—t
That's enough ™ said Mpr Ilinks,

1 see you piach the 'at, wud for 1wo
mns I'd tlllf’k you i ikat theie poml!
Yo ‘ool it—see ¥

“You pepondent
Panzonby,

“Aint you Teoking it:" demanided
Alr. Hlmlh.c. “Prlaps 2ou’ll ‘ool it
when I give voa a wipe I

“Yarooah ! roared Ponsonbiv, as Al
Liinks, ciosimgr i on bim suddendy, save
i the "wipe,” A “wipe® it an-
peared, was a smack, amd the smack
that Pou reeeived from Me. Ilinks
agd, Lorny band faivly made lis head
KRNI,

“*'Ave another 7™ hooted M, ITinks

“lieen off, wou  raflian ' pasped
Pansenby, o grabbed up his maching
aid put a leg over it, only anxions 1o
it gone, Bub tha machine had heen
damaged, and it elinked and eatt)ed znl
ju:-rw‘l. It was in no state e La
prcladen,
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“oing®” roared Mr, Iinks, 1

“Ieep off 1" yelled Ponzouby. “I'm
roin’, vou fool ' And he wenr. push-
ing the jarring, jerking, clinkug bike
away as fast ns he could make 1t move,

Don, by that time, was sorry that he
Iiad been so playful with Billy Bunter.
Iteally, he seemed to have kad the worsl
of the joke!

Iic disappeared among ihe gorse,
whecling and shoving the damaged
bike, Mr, Hinks was left i tricemphant
posscssion of the diﬁil‘:{uted hat.

e pave a quick, furtive glanee
romid. Bunter was  visible i the
distance, coming on slowly—too far off
to hother Mr. Hinks.

That frowsy pentlomman backed into
the willows., He had ample time to ex-
aine Lhe hut before Bunter was any-
WHCTE Leul.

He jerked the Jining ont of 1t

e stared into the hat.

There was no banknote wrder the
lining! Yor the second tivwe Mo Hinks
had captured a bitter diznppoinbaent.

He could havdly belicve hi- evies,

The “fat cove™ eould ool L~ Tonnd
the banknote in his hat. It luad been
too carvcfully ludden from =ight., and a
bankuote was so thin and fhnsy that he
could not Lhave felt 1k there and =0 dis
covercd 1f. Unless he had, by sheer
vhanee, looked under the lining inside
hiis hat, he could not lLave found the
Lhidden bundred-pound note. Yas tiat
vhat had happened #

It was not!

Close examinatlion showed M, Hinks
fhat this was not the hat Lhe wanted,
siraw hats are much alike: bot Lord
Mauleverer was rathor particular abont
Liis hats, and the banknote hat was of a
bBotter quality than this. M Tk was
not an expert in headgeas. ot e
vealised that it was a differenn har.

“Dow me pink ! gasped DMy, Hinke.
0w many blooming Tats Las the cove
got? Does he keep a ‘ole shopful of
"ats? Fust one 'at, then another 'at,
and now another blinkin ’at! Has he
got 'undreds of 'ats?”

It was really surprising. It looked as
if the “fat cove ' wore a different hat
every day, which was unusual, at least.
Lwice had the enterprising Hinks
hﬂgf'ed a hat belonging to Bunter, and
neither was the hat he wanted so badly.
The hundred-pound hat was as far off
as over. It began to lock as if BMr.
Ilinks would have o keep on baggin
Lhats indefinitely from Billy Bunter f.iﬁ
at last he got io the right hat.

“Blow me pink and yaller 1 prowled
Mr. Hinks, in savage disappointment.
“Well, blow *im, ha won't wesr this
Mooming 'at again !

And Mr. IIinks stocmped on the hat
as e had stampod on the previous one,
and he stamped hard, till Bunter's new
liat was a wreck and a ruin. With the
riuin in his hand, Mr. Hinks stepped
out of the willows, intending to ‘;Emw
what was lefe of Bunter’s hat into the
middle of the pond.

“{th log'!™

Rilly Bunter spotted him, and came to
a dead halt. Ile was noar enough now
to recognise Alye. 1links, the tramp who
liad chased him on the Courtfield road.
e blinked at the tramp, and at the
smashed hat in hiz hand ; then he spun
vound and ran. Mre. Hinks shook a
grubliy fist after him as bhe vanished,
and tossed the wrecked and ruined hat
imto the pond, Had Buonter lbeen
within reach he wos in 8 meood to have
tossed. Buntor ioto the pond after his
hat., DPut Billy Bunter was pob  in
l'pﬂ{:]l. ITee wus out of reach, and got-
ting further and frarether ont of reach, as
fast as his little legs could go.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Exchange No Robbery !

£ T ALLD, hallo, hallo!™
H “It's Bunter!™
" Going strong "

- . “Looks as if he's lost Lus
13—

“And his senscs, too, by gad, to be
sprintin’ like that in this hot weather 1™
remarked Lord Mauoleverer. " Never
Lnew that Bunoter was such a goor!”

“The po-fulness iz {errific!””

Harry Wharton & Co. stopped and
stared in sheer surprize. The Famous
Five were taking a little ramble that
summer's afternocon, in compaty witn
Lord BDlauleverer. Their ultimate
destination was the bun-shop at Court.
field ; but they had plenty of time on
their hands, and were zauntering at a
leizurely pace almong the gorse on
Clourtfeld Common, when DBunter hove
it si}gh% in the offing, Bunter, whoso
usial pace was about one m.p.h., was
Enin? strong. He was running as if for

ig fat life—hatless, his hair blowing
in the wind, his fat cheeks crimszon, per-
spiration streaming down his face. 1t
was really amazing to sec the far Owl of
the Remove exerting himsclf in this
style, and the Remove fellows could
only stare.

“ Nobodv'z after lim fhat T ean see,”
remgrked Frank Nugent. * What the
thaump ts he putbing it on like that fop:"

H*Blimming, perhaps.” sumewested Bob
Cherry. *“lle needs, ic!"”

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

“He's  meliin® visihis,"  remavioed
Lord Mauleverer, fanning himseli with
hiz =trpw hat—the hat which, all un-
known fo his lordship, had a hundred-

Fm_md note  tncked away sumder the
NN,
“Ialle, lallo. halla!l™ roared Beb

Cherry, 1n o veiee that rvang over the
common. © What's this game, Bunter ™

Biliy Bunler Dlinked vound, zpotted
the provp of juniots, and came paetine
fowurds them,

“1 sav, vou fellows )" he gasped. “1
zav, keep him off ™

"Keep whe off!”
W harton.

*That tramp ! gasped Bunter,

“What tramp ¥’

"Eh? Amn't he after me?'” gpluttered
Bunter, blinking round throvgh his big
spectacles. Tiwere was nothing to be
seenn but nodding trees and wavine
gorze. “Ob, I thought he was after me !
Uh dear!”

Dunter mnp[md hiz streaming face
with his hanclkerenief, It was a hot
afterncon, and Dunter was warm and
damE,
“Where's your hat, fatte?"" ashed
dohnny Dull.

“Ow!l 'That beast took iB!¥

“The tramp ¥ asked Wharton, with a
Etare.

“Nunnn! That beast Ponl
tramp had it.

ingquired Earey

But the
[Ie must have got it
from FPon. 1 saw it in his hand—all
gmashed uvp.  It's that tramp wlho
gnatclied my hat vezlerday at the gates
—theo zome man—-" '

“That jolly old bean seems to have
a particular fancy for Bunter's hats!"
gald Bob Cherrv. " What does he want
thom for?  He can't be starting in busi-
ness o5 a batter with Bunter's hats "

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 sav, Whavton, lend me vour Lat,
will yout”

£ Eh?"

* Might get sunstrole without a hat in
this blaze ! pasped Buanter. " Toend ma
vour hat, old chap! It fitz e all right.

va borrowed It onee or twice you

know—="
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“And what about me?” roared the
captain of the Remove.

“h, if A‘:}u’re poing to be selfish——""

“*1 am ™ gzaid Harry Wharton, with
o mphasis, ‘

“1 say, Mauly, lend me your hat, will
vou? You're not such a szelfish beast as
Wharton——" .

“ Worse I said Mauly, with a chuckle,
“And that reminds me, I was goin’ to
kick vou for horrowin’ my hat the other
day. Tarn round !

“Jh, really, Mauly "

“Purn round, old bean! You can't
oxpect me to walk round you—you're
teo jolly wide——*"

“Beast! I sav, you fellows, 1 shall
lhiave to get another hat now,” said
Bunter, “They won't give me one at
Parking' without an order from Quelch
nuless I pay for it. I suppose one of
vou fellows can lend ma ten-and-six?
I}l settle out of my postal order, you
know.,”

“Good-bye, Bunier ¥

“Oh, really, you fellows! 'l keep
with you, in case that tvamp is hanging
about. I can call at Parking' for my

cap.™ ,

’Il'.'m juniors savntered om, Billy
Bunter rolling aleng with them, still
dabbing at his fat face with his hand-
kevchict, He deseribed the iniguitous
conduct of Ponsonby of Higheliffe in
tones thrilling with indignation. Their
wuy lay past the pond. But there was
no sign of Alr. F.En]is there when the
juniors came alonp.  The tramp was
gone.  But Beb  Cherry spotted a
rmashied  stvaw  hat  floating  among
weeds and deift, and succeeded in fish-
ing it ashora with a branch. Dut it
was evidently too far gone for use. It
was left lying by the pond, and Lhe
juniors strolled on towards Courtficld,
vather puzeled by the strangze affair
They wers not swrprised to hear of
Pon's rap. But it was surprizing that
the trowmp had intervened in the matier
~—for no motive that the juniors eould
guess,

“TTallo, halla, halle 1” exclaimed DBob
Cherry suddeniy, when the pond had
been i-.ft. about a quarter of a mile
behind, “Here's jolly old Pon!”

Under & shady tree Ponsonby of
Highcliffo was kneeling beside hiz bike,
his straw hat pushed on the back of
his head, his foco red amd savagely 1ll-
tempered in expression.

The bike leaned apainst the tree-
trunk. And Pon was hard at work
trying to zeb it to rights, and make it
into & going concern again.

Hea was too busily engaged to notice
the approach of the Greviriars fellows
1ill they werea quite near at hand.

. Then he looked wup suddenly, and
jumped to his feet.

”F say, you fellows,
snucaked Billy Bunter,
kim pay for my hat!”

“"You fat worm ! growled Ponsonhby,
“T've nobt got your silly hat! A rotten
tramp bagged i from me! You'd
better look for him if you want it

- "¥on didn't smaszh it, and chuek it
into the pond?” asked Harry Wharton,
eyeing iho dandy of Higheliffe,

"MNo, I didn’t? snarled Ponsonby.

“Then the tramp did—for that's
what's happened to it.”

"MNo bizney of mine”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“¥You owe DBunter a hat,” said Dob
Cherry cheerfully. “1 can’t make out
what that tramp wanted to meddie
with it for, But he eouldn’t have if
vou'd left it alone., Try on Pon's hat,

unter,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”,

Popsanby jumped back.

*You cheeky idiot I* he velled, Do

collar him ™
“I sav, make

vou think ['m gomg fo let that [at
freak bag my hati”

“Sauce for the goosa is sauec for the
gander,” said Bob., * Exchange is no

robbery, You bagged Bunter's hat,
didn’t you?”
" Look here—-"

*“Whoever iz znucy to the goose must
be sauey to the gander, my esteemed
Ponsonby,” chuckled Hurres Jamset
Ham Singh., “That is a ludicrous Epg-
lish proverb.”

“Hand it over,” saud Harry Wharlon,
laughing,. “You can't expect Bunter
to go about without a hab, becanso
vou've been larking with his straw.”

Ponsonby backed against the tree.
The Famous Five surrounded Lim,
sriling, but  inexovable.  After the
feast came the veckoning; and there
was no doubt that the dandy of Iligh-

cliffe owed DBunter a hat.

“Vou—wvou rotiers!™ panted Pon-
sonby. “ You car rag & man—iive Lo
ong—"

“If you're yearning for a serap, ald
bean, pick your man,” sald Bob Cherey.
“The olhers will stand round and =ce

fair play. Can’t say fairer than that.”
“The fairfuloess 1z terrifie” ]
“I'm not goin’ to fight you,” said

Ponsonby sullenly. “And if you fake
away my hat, I'll—"

“ Nobody's going to toke away your
hat, old thing,” zaid Beb. “You're
going to offcr it 1o Bunter in exchango
for the one you pinched, and beg him
!E} accept ik, We'll wait while you do
1.1?.

“Fen'll wait a jolly long
sneered Ponsonby,

“I'm going to bang your head on the
trea w!lﬁg I'm waiting.”

“TIa, ha, ha!l™

“And I dave say vou'll get tired be-
fore I dao,” said Bob cheerfully.

“Hands off I yelied Ponsonby; and
he struck out savagely as Bob Chervy
graspod him,

He strugeled furiously, But a grip
of iron was fasiened on his collar, aud
then his head sinolo Lhe troe-trunk.

Bang!

* Whoop

Bang !

“Ow! Leave off ! lLegpo!” shricked
Ponzonhy.

“Say when ! said Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal"

fime 1

" roarved Pon.

Bang!

“Ow! He can have the hat ! yelled
FPonzouby., “0Ow! Leggo! You silly
villain, vyou're cracking my head!
Wow ™

“Ask him nicnrlfr,“ said Bob., “Bay
Please, Bunter, will von accept this hat
i compensation for the loss of your
own? GUGo it!”

“He, he, he! chuckled Bunter,

“You silly rotter I roared Tonsonby.
dr '&T‘.JLI._._.'J

Bang!

“Oh pad! Ow! Wow! Leave off!
1'll say anylhing you like ! raved Pon-
sonby., "I—I say, pil-pip-please, Bib-
Lih-Bunter, will :,'I:u.':—ﬂE, you rottor l—
will you accept this hat—ow, wow [—in
compensation for the—wow !—loss of
your own? Qooogh!”

“Ha, ha, La!"

“Oh, all right ! za1d Bhmter. “IHand
it over! 'Tain't so good as mine, but
I'll make 1t do.” DBilly Bunter placed
Pon's handsome straw on his bullet
head and grinned. * T shal] have to got
theso roblen Highelilfe eolours olf it
It would be rather rolten fo be nmus-
taken for n HMighelific man—"

“You cheeky, fat freak!” gzasped
Ponsonby.

“Now hold him while T kick hin,
Bob,” added the Owl of the Ilumaove.
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“Ow! Beast! What are yon kicking
me forr ¥
‘For your good, cld fat man”

answered Dob. “Come on, you men!
I've got an idea that Pon’s tired of our
company—nica as it ="

The Bemove follaws  walked  on,
Billy Bunter grinning complacently
under hia Highelifo hat.  Pousonby
cast a glance after them that was
worthy of & Jdemen in & pantomnae,
amd then turned his attention to ins
damaged bike again,

In the High Sirect of Coorifichl
Billy DBunter jmprmd into Markins', to
have a new band put on hiz npew hat,
and  {hen bestowed  his [u=cinating
socieiy on the chums of il Hemovw
at the bopehop. And Lood Maoloverer,
wha had bhean gohug to s=fwml tea for
six, had the pleasnse of standing ten
{or twelve inztemd—Thilv Banter being
ceprral 1o all the other Tollows put
toere e,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Amazing I
T ILLY DBUNTER leancd back in

gt his chair, with 2 happy grein ol
e o smear of jam on his fay face,

He pushed his hat—aor rather,
Pon's hat—baek on his bulled head, aml
dalibed the perspiration o bis peodgy
brow.

Outside the bunshop there was a
shady tres, and batween the tree and
the chop, little fables set out in tho
open air, quite in the style of a Con-
tinental cafe. o )

It was quito pleazant siliing there in
the shade of the tree, disposing of zood
things, liguid and solid, and watehing

the sleepy old High Street of Couct-
field, and the pceople who come and
welt.

Harry Wharton & Co. had finished
iheir tea, but ihey were in no hurey to
go, and Dilly Bunter was in still loss
of n burry., He had taken on cargo
with iis usual disregard of the Plimsoll
line, and he felt & very strong disin-
chnation to move. Lord, Muouleverer
sat contentedly; Mauly was never in a
hurry to meve, Vernon-Smith and Tom
Redwing came up the strect, and they
wera hailed at onee, and joincd ihe tea-
pariy. Tha juniors were chatling
cheerily when Johnny DBull zpotted a
dingy ligure cuming nlung, pnd drew
his cemrades’ attention io 1t

“Isn't that that jelly old trampi”
asked Bob.

The juniors looked round. Harold
Hinks, looking extremely dingy in the
bright sunsihine, gamo slouching along
itho pavement, not yet obzerving the
schoolboys at the table under the free.
His eves wore on thqcirmm{l; and they
saw him stoop and pick wp a cigar end,
which he procceded to crumble in his
Erubby lingers, and then cvam ingo the

owl of a pipe.

*That's the man!™ zaid ITarry Whar-
tonn. with a nod,

Vernon-Ssmith fxed his eyes shaeply
on Hinks.

“The man who robboed my pater®”
he exelaimed.

“Well, your pater thought so" saul
Haorvy, “But——  That sportsnian
docsn’t lock as if he'd bagged a hun-
deed pounds recently, does he "

The Bounder nodded.  Cerlainly the
takterod man looked as if he was in veey
low water Dnancially.

“If he got the banknoie, he never
Lkept it zaid DBob Chorey. * Your
father thought lLe threw it away,

Smirhy, hut——"

“ My pater told me about B eaid
Tre Macxer Lisnany.—Na, 1,325,
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Smithy, "I've no doubt the raseal had
it, and threw it away when you fellows

ot after him. It's blowing about on
the comnmon somewhere, I EUPPOSe. He
cortainly doesn't look as if he's found
it sinee.”

Billy Bunter blinked round. The
vagrant was not a dozen fect away,
Iighting hia pipe.

“I—I eay, you fellows, that brute
ought to be run in," said Bunter, evelng
the tattered man uneasily. “He stole
my hat the other day, you know

“Wust have been frightiully hard
up!” said the Bounder. *Couldn’t
have sold it for more than twopence I

“Oh, really, Smithy-—"'

“That chap seems to be jolly keen on
Bunter's tiles,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Ha snatched off his hat at the school
%ates the other day, according to

unter; and to-day he got Bunter’s roof
away from Pon and chucked it into a
pond. Halla, hallo, helle! He's seen
uE FY

Mr. Hipks gave gquite a start as he
gpotted the schoolboys sitting under the
tree outside the bunshop.

He gave them a very guick, uneasy
lance, and then his eves fastencd on
%unter—and Bunter's straw hat.

For a moment Mr. Hinks seemed in-
clined to retreat; but, instend of thaf,
he came forward, touching his rag of a
cap respectully.

Harry Wharton & Co. eyed lim
curiously. The man was a loafer, a
rogue, and a rascal—they were aware of
that. If he had not actually “ pinched ’
that 2100 note, they had no doubt that
he had attempted to do so. It was
certain that he had pinched a hat from
Bunter, though its value was so slight
that they were inclined to regard the
action rather as an impudent joke than
a theft. Still, he was dizplaying con-
siderable nerve in toming up to them.

“Priaps you'd be so kind as to ’elp
a cove on his way, sir? said Mr.
IHinks, addressing Wharton, but edging
fownrds Bunter,

“1'll do that,’”” said Vernon-Smith,

“¥You will, sir " asked Mr. Hinks.

“Yes! It was my father you robbed
the other day, you raseal, and I'll help
vou on your wav—io the police station,
if vou're still bere when I azee a
policeman "

“1 say, you fellows, let’s call & bobby
and have him run in!"’ said Billy
Buonter. *“He was after me, you know;
and if Smithy's pater hadn't given mo
a lift tn hiz taxi that cvening he would
Liave had all my money off me—-"

#Which weould have made him rich
for life "' remarked Baob.

“The richfulness would have been
torrific.”

“Ol1, realle, vou fellows—=""

#Halle, hallo, halle!  ¥hat Yy
volled Bob suddenly,

Blr. IHinks’ next action took the whele
party by surprize. e had edged neay
hunter, and now all of & sudden he
made a grab at Bunter's hat. Pon's
straw hat was in his grasp at onee, and
Mr. Hinks leaped away and ran.

“Alv hat " yelled Bunter.

“Oh erumhs I

The juniors hounded to their foot,

They stared aflter IHaveld Hinks
alinnst in stupefaction. He had stolen
Bunter's hat again! With Pen's straw
crazped in his grubby hand he was run-
nitge wip the street at Lop speed.

“Is the man mad? gasped Harry
Viarton.

“Mad as a hatter—""
“"What the thump does
Foanter's hat fort"” pgasped

“Must be a Innatic !

Tue Magrer Lisrary.—No. 1,325,
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Nugeat.

“1 say, you fellows, after him'I” yelled
Bunter. *“ He's got my hat [

* After him I shouted Boh.

Bob Cherry was the frst to start; the
other fellows dashed after him. Even
Billy Bunter, disinclined to exertion as
he was, joined in the chase. Only Lord
Mauleverer was left stting under the
shady tree watching the chaose from
whera he sat with a lazy eye.

Hinks was running hard—as hard as
he could go. People stared at him, won-
dering what was up.

* Btop thief !” roarcd Boly Cherry.

Two or thrée people made clutches at
Hinks, but he dodged them and fled on
desporataly. The juniors dashed after
him. - Why the mwan had stolen the hat
was an utter mystery. unless he was o
lunatic with & weakness for hat-snatch-
ing. Dut they did not ses letting him
pet away with it if they could help 1t

Mr. Hinks dodged into a side strect,
and then into a lanc that led to the open
common. The juniors raced after him,

But he reached the common, hat in
hand, and vanished from sight among
ihe gorse and bracken.

“TMunt him ont "
Cherry.

But it was not easy to hunt Ar, Hinks
out once he had taken to cover. Yor a
quarter of an hour they hunted for hiumn,
but they did not find him, and they
gave it up at last and gathered in a
rather exasperated and breathless group.
Billy DBunter came panting up and
joined them,

“Got it 7" he gasped.

“The gotfulness is not terrific, my
idiatic Bunter. ‘The esteemed rascal has
disn Pnnrnd"' )

“Well, vou silly idiots!” panted
Bunter. “ Mean to say you've let him
got away with my hati Why didn't you
catehh him 17

“Cateh him yourself, you fat owl!"”
growled the Bounder, and he turned to
walk back.

“7 gay, you fellows—

“I{e's gone, fathead!” said Harry
Wharten. “The rascal's hiding in the
Lushes somewhere.”’

“Well, hunt him out——"

“¥ou ean bunt him out if yvou like.”

*“ Beast [

“The man's & lunatic,? said Redwing,
ns they walked back into the town, “Ilo
inust be! What can he want Boanfer's
silly hats for®"

“It's a blessed mystery—unlese he's
mad,” said Harry. “He could have
grabbed my hat, or your hat, but he
socms (o want only Bunter's hats. Must
be right off his rocker I”

“1 say, you fellows, I
hat-—"

“Well, vyon pgot that hat cheap!™
erinned Bob Cherey,  * After this, old
fat bean, you'd better have yvour hats
nailed on. Lucky vou've pot o wooden
head vou ean nail them to !

“You silly ass P yelled Bunfer.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

The jnnmors rejoired Lord Aauleverer
at the bunshop, Billy Bunter called at
Parkins' for his eap—he was still minus
n straw haf, owing to the extraordinary
activities of Havold Hinks, The juniors
dizeuszed  the *strange offair as  they
walked back to Greyfriars. The only
cencluzion to which they could eome was
hat Flinks was zome sort of an irrve-
eponsilble lunatie.  Obwviously he could
not want a schoolboy’s straw lad—and
they wondered what on earth he could
be doing with 1k

If they could have seen My, Hinks
they would have seen what he was doing
with it—stamping on it, almost dancing
on it, in his rage and disappointment.
It was the third wrong hat that BAle

exclaimed Bob

0 ]

wank my
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Hinks had captured, examination provs
ing that it was not the £100 hat of which
he was in guest.

Mr. Hinks' disappointment was dee
and bitter, and hiz romarks as he danceg

E? the hat almest turned the ntmosphere
ue.

Desperate Measnres !
M EB. QUELCH stared.

Those eyes were compared
by the Remove fellows to gimlets, on
cult to believe their evidence.

He was standing in the gateway of
befote he went out for a walk.
His glance fell carclessly and casualle

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
He could hardly beolieve hia
eyes.

account of their keenness, ut rezlly,
Me. Queleh at the moment found it diff-
Greyfriars, afler class on Monday, cx-
changing a word or two with Ue:ling
on Billy Buater, coming along tho road
to the gates.

Bunter was wearing a brand-new
straw hat !
Mr. Quelech had been surprised—

greatiy surprised—when Bunter's loss of
wadgear was reported to him once
more. However, he had given Bunter
another order on the school outfitter for
& new straw. After class Dunter had
gcmﬁ to Courtlield on the motor-bus and
etched his new hat, and returned by the
same means of Jocomotion, DBut the
motor-bus did not pass Greviriars; i
furned off to Redelyffe at the corner of
the common, and Bunfer had the lask
guarter of a mile to walk. Resplendent

in o new straw hat, Bunter came rolling
home.

From the upimite roadside at a little
distance from the gates a dingy and tat-
tered figure cmerged from among the
trees. And then happened the surpris-
ing occurrcnce that cavsed Mr, Quelch
to stare and doubt tho evidence of his
eyes,

It seemed as if the dingv man had
been watehing the road by the school
gates. At all events, he spotted Bunter
ns the fat junior came rolling up. He
made a  direck rush at Bunter and

snatched the hat from lLis head. The
fat Owl pave o stavtled vell.

AMr. Quelch gazed—petrified,

Hoe had been, natorally, surprised

when e was told that there was a tramp
in the vicinity with an extraordinary
propensity  for snatching hats  from
Bunter of his Form. Thoe thing was so
very extraordinary that Mr, Queich had
dlowhited it

Now he had proof of it!

Under his very eyes, not a dozen yards
from his majestic nose, there was the
tramp—shatching Bunter's hat !

Br. Quelch gasped.

“Upon my word! What—what—"

“That's the feller, sir!™ exclaimed
Cosling. “That's the same feller what
snatched hMaster Dunter's hat afora 1”

“Ow! Gimme my hat!” Bunter was
shrieking. It beogan to seem, to Dunter,
as if he would never be able to wear a
straw hat that enmmer at all!

Mr. Queleh roshed ont of the gateway.

S Stop 1Y hie shouted. .

Hinks wuaz already running, hat in

hand! This time he hoped that he had
the ['Igﬂ'tﬁ- hat! The number of straw
hats that the “fat cove” scemed to

sz0z: was o standing surprise to Mr.
Tinks. He had never heard of a cove
with g0 many hats! DBut Harold ITinks
was n sticker! Ha had made up his
mind to go through Bunter's hats, from
first ta la=t, t1ll he eame to the hundred-
pound hat! Dillr Bunter could not ven-
ture outside the gates in a straw hat
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Panting and desperate, still clutching the hat, Hinks burst out on the towpath, the Greylfriars juniors hot on his irail.

Internally or externally, Hinks hated water. But there was no help for it now.

without the danger of poing home hat-
less |

Alr. Quelch ran in pursuit.  Bunter
stood roaring, blinking after the flecing
tramp through his spectacles. :

The Remove master was an active
gentleman, {or his aga; but he was past
the time of life when a foot race was
really a practieal proposition. e had
no chanee of overtaking Hinks.

Dut there were people on the road--
and ahoad of the running rascal a plamp
and majestic form appeared—ihat of Mr,
Prout, the master of the Greyfriars
Irifth. ]

Prout stopped, in surprise, at the sight
of a tramp fleeing with a straw hat in

his hand, Then he heard Quelch’s
YOLCa o . .

“Siop thiell Stop him, my dear
Prout I

“Good gad!™ ejaculated the Fifth
Form master.

Prout grasped the situation. DBuntcr,
hatless and yelling. A tramp running,
hat in hand—Queleh in pursuit. What
had bhappefed was clear to Prout. Hae
immediately procecded to stop the thief,

“Slop ! he boomed commandingly.

And he planted his plump and majestic
Form directly in My, Hinks' way, lhis
plump hand raised i command,

“Blow me pink!? pasped Harold
Hinks.

e had 1o time o stop. Quelch was
eoaning on fast, and two oo three Grey-
frinrs fellows had run out at the gates
and were followine him—Dob Cherry of
thy NRemove, Nugent minor of tho
Becond, Hob=zon of tho 2hell. Alore
iellows, ecatehing the alarm, were ap-
pearing in the catewaw.,  Alr. Hinks
was, <o to speak. boetween the devil and
the deep zea.  ITo did net stop! e
fosicred Bis head omd charged on

the Sark and struck out desperately !

EumF!
Crash ! .

Mr. Hinks' head smofe Prout on his
third waisteoat butfon.

There was an awiul gasp from the
¥ifth Form master, like the rush of
escaping alr from a burst tyre,

He catlapsed,

Prout sat down in the dust, and Mr.
Hinks, reeling for a moment from thae
shook, recovered himself, and dashed on.

*Urrrreeghh 17 said Prout, " Oooogh!t
Wooooogh! Gurrrrrgegh 17

“Stop him ! shricked Mr. Quelch,
catching sight of Coker of the Fifth in
tie road at o little diziance ahead.

Coker stared round,

“'That choeky blighter 1 exclaimed
Coker, recognising tho tramp whom he
had officiously “shifted ¥ a fow days ago
from his resting-place near the school
gates. He rugthed at Hinks to stop him.

Hinks halted. Pront was sitiing in
the zoad, rocking with angzuish, his
plump hands pressed to hais third waist-
coat bution! Buat Coker was not to be
deplt with like Prout! Hinks' escapeo
was cut off !

Desperately he hounded out of the
rond inte the coppica.

“TFollow him " panted Alr, CQueleh.
“ Beize him

“YWhat-ho 1" said Colker.

And he ruzhed in pursnat. Oiher
fellows rushed after him. Mre Queleh,
ont of hreath, stopped te render what
ald ke eould to ihe vnbappy Prout.

Ale, 1links raced thronzh the coppice.
But on the other side of the little wood
was tho river and the fowpath—and
there were a dozen or more fellows on
ihe towpatly.

“Oh, my eye ! gasped ITinks,

Tle had chanced it—once {foo often!
Captitre seemed incvizable! Coker was

5till clutching the hat, he ftook a header into

charging on behind him—0ve or :ix
izllows racing after Coker, and they
were already shouting Lo the fellows on
the bowpath,

“Stop thief I

“Collar him 1™

Panting and desperate, still clulching
the hat, Hinks burst out on the towpaih,
Purzuit was faivly at his heels. Coker's
long legs eovered the ground in eveat
style. Fellows on the towpath siared 2t
hir—three or four ran towards bim {o
collar him., Wingate of the Sixth made
a grab at him, only missing by inches,
s Lthe desperste Hinks leaped away
towards the river and plunecd in.

Internally or externally, Harold Hinks
hated water. Put it was a caze of any
port 1n a storm.,

Clutehing havds were almozt tonching
him, and it was the only way. o went
iinte the Sark headlong,

“Oh erumhbs 1" gasped Coker, stopping
on the margin, Coker waz keen on the
pursuit, but not keen enough to jup
inte the river with his clotles on., =

a

Hinka oapparently could swiu
Loat "™ roared Wingate,

swam desperately,

“{2et out g
and half o dozen fellows rushed along to
the school Loathouse.

Jut inks, slipping along with the
currvent, and swimming havd, gained the
appostte banl.,  lle was seen fo zerambie
ashrore, and run up the bank, inta o
waod, and disappear.  Drenclied e
dripping, leaving a watery trail beiind
him, Harold Hinks wvamszshed from nil
knowledee, And in the depths of the
waod he flung himsell down, and had n
rest for ten minutes at least hefora na
was able to examine his prize—and fo
discover himsell in the hapny posscsiicn
of the fonrth wronpg hat!

Tre dacxer E‘.I
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!

T wasz extraordinary!
H It was absued?!
It wos annoying, ircitating, most
dizseoncerting, in fact! ) )

Nearly all Groyiriars was dli.t:'l.lﬂﬁfllg
the remarkabla advenfures of Billy
Bunter and his hat ! ;

Mr, Quelch telephoned to the .police
station to request that a look-out should
be kept for & man, apparently insane,
whe haunted the vieinity of Greyiriars
Schigol, snatehing bats ! .

The description of Hinks was given;
but, as Bob Cherey remarked, if the man
wanted to kecp up this amazing game he
could eazily change his ﬂppﬁn!‘anﬂc—hﬂ
had only to shave and washl

That the man was a lunatie, more oOr
less harmiless, was the geperally accepted
theory. But there was a weak point in
that theory, for a lunatic with o mania
for hat-snatching, would have snatched
atvbods’s hat. And this extraordinary
man smatehed only Buater's hats! Ik
seemned os if the headgear of the Owl of
the Remove oxercised o strange fascina-
tion over him,

It was clear that he hung about the
school, on the watel, It was plain that
ho watched for Dunter, Other fellows
came and went, unmolested. Fags of
the Second or the Third, whose hats
might have been snatched easily and
with impunity, werc never bothered by
Hinks. Nobody was Dbothered, but
Bunter. And Bunter had lost no fewer
than four hats!

Why the hat-hunter concentrated on
Bunfrr was a bafling mystery ! It could
hardly be a case of revenge. as Bunier
had done nothing to give offence to the
man, DBesides, n revengeful man might
hava smacked his head, or pulled h}:la at
ears, but why should he “pinch* s
hat? He might as well have pinched his
necktic. It was simply & myztery which
might have beaten Sherlock Holmes or
Foerrerzs Locke. .

Billy Bunter grew quite nervous of
going out of gates. Every hat he lost
meant an item to go on the bill for his
father—and Mr. Bunter had an intense
dislike of extra items on his bill. How-
ever, Dunter had a new straw hat on
Tussday—but he did not go down to
Courdficld for it—it was delivered safely
at the school,

But Bunter did not walk out of gates
in it! Amazing as such a peril was—
guite unheard of and inexplicable—it
seemed probable that if he went out n
that hat he would come back without it !
More likely than not it would fall a
vickim to hlr. Hinks insatiable appetifc
for Bunter's hats !

Billy Bunter liked being in the lime-
light, %:E: liked being talked about. But
he was not enjoying this. It was no joke
to ba the partienlar object of the aften-
tion of a man who seemod to be o little
ont of hiz mind! 8o far, the amazin
man had been satisfied with hooking o
Bunter's hats.  But, with a lunatic, you
never could tell! The faney might seize
him for hooking off Bunter's head as
well ag his hat ! That waz sevions !

On Wednesday, therefore, though it
was & hali-holiday and a gorgecus
summer's day, Bunter saw Mr. Hinks
round every cornor, and behind ever
troe; and his new lLat did not feel safe
on his head.

But—for once—Bunter found that his
company was desired for a walk abroad!
The Famous Five wanted him.

Plenty of Grexfriars fellows wera
keeping an ere open for tho surprisin
tramp. Obviously such a charactor coul
not be left at large in the vicinity of
the school if it eduld be helped. And
the Famouns Five had cvolved a schems
for bagging him. After dinner on Wed-
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nesday they looked for Bunter; and
found him, oz they ezpected, gazing into
the window of the school shop. Bob
Cherry tapped him on a fat shoulder,

“Come on, old fat bean,” he zaid.

Bunter blinked at him.

“I say, you fellows, if we're poing out
to tea, I'd rather take & taxi,” he zaid.
*You see, that tramp——m-"

“We're not! Wa're going for &
walk 1”

“(Oh, rats ! Bunter turned back to the
window, to feast his eyes on the good
thm%a that wers beyond his reach.

“You szee,” explained Harry Whar-
ton. “You're going to act as decor !
You know how they catch tiger’s in
Inky’s jolly old country! They tie up a
goat and the bleating of the goat at-
tracts the tiger—and then they mop up
the tiger! Well, you're going to play
the goat!"

"]'Eaﬁy thing for you, Bunter!™ said
Johnny Bull.  “ Yeu're gencrally play-
ing the gunt, or the giddy ox.”

‘Vah!”

“Eee the idea, old fat man?® ashed
Nugent. * ¥You walk out, with that new
straw on—and we follow you at a
distance! If that man’s watching for
vou—and ten to one he will be, on a
half-holiday—he will try to gmi} your
hat—and we'll grab him.”

“Um!™ snid Bunter,

“If he's a lunatie, he ought to be col-
lared and taken care of,” said Harry.
“And if he's only a practical joker, he
wants walloping, nyhow, we shall
find out what it ull means—and put a
stop to 1t.™

HAD YOUR HOLIDAYS

YET?
{See paga 27.)

“And suppose he gets away with my
hat?’ demanded Bunter.

“We'll stand you a new one if he
does.”

“Well, look here, I'll come™ said
Bunter. “I'm jolly well fed-up with
that beast coming after my hat, I can
tell you. Dut I say, my ]mstni ordor
hasn't come——"

“That's all right! It never does.”

“Oh, really, Cherry! If I'm going to
take all this trouble to please you
fellows, I think you might lend me——?

“¥ou fat Tilri’ain, we're taking the
trouble on your aceount! It's Jyour silly
hat the man's after, not ours.

“If you're too moan to stand a fellow
a packet of toffee—""

" For goodness’ sake, get him a packet
of toffee—it will -keep his mouth shut,
at any rate!” said Jobnny Bull.

A packet of toffee was provided;
which Bunter proceeded at once to
samnple as he walked down to the gates
with the chums of the Remove. Out-
side, nothing was to be seen of Hinks,
as they walked up the road towards the
commmon. But they hardly expected to
sco him so near the school; too many
eves were now on the alert for him
thera. But—after his previous re-
markable actions—they had little doubt
that he was hanghiuﬁ about somoewhers,
and that his watchful syes would fall on
Bunter if he was given a chance.

Billy Bunter walked ahead, sucking
toffee, At a little distance behind him,
making themsclves as inviziblo nas
possible by keeping close to the trees by
the roadsida, followed the Famouz Five,
They watched Bunter Iike so many cats!
If a tattered figure rushed on him and

rabbed his hat, they were ready to

reak into a rush—and the hajr no
doubt that they could beat Hinks when
it came to sprinting.  Like the goat
attracting the tiger by itz bleating,
Billy Bunter was tempting the hat-
snatcher by parading his new straw hat.
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They reached the green expanss of
the common without adventure. Tf
Hinlts was about, he was not near the
school, thot was certain: and he was not

to be seen on the common. But the
afternoon was yet young; and the
juniors were determined. huntar, by

this time, had finished the toffee; and
he was tired. He proposed a half-liour's
rest. That proposition was unanimously
rejected ; and the fat Owl rolled on by
the path across the common. 8till at
a distance behind him, watchful as cats,
followed the Famous Five.

The way lay by the clump of ocaks,
where Bunter had taken his map that
day nearly o week ago, and where
Hinks had been run down by the Famous
Five after the theft from Mr. Vernon-
Smith, Reaching that shady clump,
Billy Bunter turned from the path and
plunged under the trees, Coming on a
couple of minutes after him, Harry
Wharton & Co, found him sitting under
a tree, leaning back on if, taking a
much-needed rest, e gavo them a
defiant blink through his big spectacles.

“Get on, you fat frump!™ prowled
Johnoy Bull.

“Zhan’t!” retorted Bunter. “I'm
tired!  I'm going to have a rest! I
s5ay, got any more toffes?”

‘Kick him!™ suggested Nugent,

* Beast ™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“0Oh, let the fat foozler have ten
minutes,” he =aid. “We ean scout
round and eee if that tramp's in eight
anywhere. If we zpot him, we shan't
want Bunter,™

And the Famous Five walked on and
ditappeared along the footpath, Bunter
leaned back on the pak and fanued him-
self with his new straw hat.

There was a rustle in the trees a fow
mimutes later,

Bunter blinked round.

His little round eves almost started
through his big round spectacles at the
sight of an unwashed, unshaven face.

“Oh lor' 1™ gasped Bunter,

He sat, petrified with terror, as Mr.
Hinks came out of cover among tho
oaks, The tramp was grinning,

It had not occurred to the juniors that
Mr. Hinks might be sleeping in the
heat of the summer day in that shedy
clum;;. But he had been—and the
scehoolboys' voices had awakened him !

Peooring through the thickets st them,
Hinks had been hardly able to belicve
in his d luck when he saw DBunter
leit on his own, the other fellows going
on their way.

Only waiting till he considered they
would be out of hearing, Mr. Hinks
emerged from cover and stood before
Bunter—gloating !

“ Goteher [ he said pleasantly.

“I1—1 say—" stammered Bunter
faintlv. That the man was soma sort
of a Iunqt-ic Bunter did not doubt! It
was terrifying, unnerving, to bo alone
in that lonely spot with a lunatie!
Bunter wizhed now that he liad not
stopped for fthat rest—much as he
needod it!

“"Don't Towl out!” eaid Mr. Hinks
“You give one yelp, young "un, and 1'll
give you such a wipe, you won't ask for
another! T ain't gomg to uricher! [
jest want that ‘at!®’

Bunter did not dream of resistance!
Ho was G“lﬂ too glad that the lunatic
wanted his 'hat and not his head! Ha
sat trembling like a fat jellv, while
Hinks hooked away his straw hat.

Mr. Hinks was eager—but a little
doubtfull He hoped that this was the
hundred-pound hat at last! DBut he had
had so many disappointments that he
could not help feeling a misgiving. He
turned’ his back to Bunter, to conceal

(Continued on pape EB.)



P‘UR FULL-OF-THRILLS CRICKET STORY.

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Zigrton Allison, once pari-owner of the great
Allison ®otor Works, invents a powerful
supercharger, but fails through lack of funds
to put it on the market, Realising that the
new inventien will revolutionise the small car
industry, Len Allison, Simon's rascally nephaw
=-" hosa '* of the works and a. " big noiss "'
in the county oricket team—determines fo
steal the plans, Later, Bill Allison, Simon's
apit, brings about a long overdue wictory for
his school against Avonshire Glub and Ground,
After the match Len enlists the services
of a mysterious hunchback to steal the plans
that might. Awahened by the disturbance,
Biil! rushes inta the workshop to find his
father lying motioniesa on the floor and the
hurchhack making Eood his esgcaps., The
“plam " he has taken with him, however,

b i {Now read on.)

Mike, the Mysiery Man !

S pently as haste and bhurning

A anxiety would allow, Bill tore

open his father’s dressing-

gown and ﬁgrjamns,-utteﬂ a

ery as he felt faint heartbeats under his

hand. Somehow he mansged to raise

the limp fgure,- stumbling backwards

through the deor. In doing so he trod

on something hard and cold that rolled
awey from under hizs foot.

“A torch I’

Setting his father carefully on the
floor again, tho gasping youngster
searched for and found the object again.
It was indeed & big electric torch.
Either the hunchback had dropped it
_ulr hndhit knocked from his hand during
the t.

Bill switched on the torch thankfully,
and then knelt to examing his father.
Tho beam of white light revesled an
ugly wound at th ack of Bimon
Aﬁhaﬂn’s scalp—a sight that caused Bill
to spring frantically to his feet, headless
of his own aching head. Then, almost
without thinking, he flashed the torch
on the zafe heneath the old inventor’s
bench.

Fresh gricfl welled up
youngster at what he saw.

The safe door hung open, with a neat,
clean hole where the combination lock
had been, and inside the snfo lay tha
partly assembled model of the Allison
super-charger, wrecked beyond all hope
of repair,

inside tho
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“ Busted to blazes! Maybe that's
what woke poor dad,” Bill Allison mut-
tered, then abruptly pulled  himself
together.

Ie could do nothing more. This was
a case for a doctor and the pelice with-
out any delay. ) ]

Stepping past his insensible father,
Bill closed thé shed deor ouictly, and
then lurched awav—bavefooted, bat-
tered, and bruised—into sleeping Kelsey
villagn as fast as his shaky legs would
carry himn,

For voung Bill Allison the rest of
ihat night of dread, and most of the
next day, too, was one long torment.

In the end the various events became
just @ seriez of blurred impressions in
hig over-tired, overwrought mind.

First came a heospital ambulance,
rousing the wvillage with 1ts shnll
clamour as it rushed Simon Allison
into Avonport. Next, two a'ert, guiet-
spoken detectives, asking curt questions
and jolting down Bill's answers, what
time other palicomen searchod the shed,
the cottare garden, anc lane,

A swilt drive to Asonport police
station f[ollowed, where more guestions
wore askad, whilo a polies surgeon re-
bandaged Bill’s splitting head. Follow:.
ing this ceme the grimmest ordeal of
all—a long, cruel wait, hour after hour,
in a hospital ward, endiry at last in a
brief interview with a kindly, shrewd-
faced man, whom Bill knew fo be the
finest surgeon in Avonshire.

From that point the youngsier almost
broke down.

Only dimly did he remember boimng.

placed into ancther car by a policeman,
and driven to the station agein. There,
a forlorn Hicker of pride sustained him
during another momentous interview,
for the police had been busy during his
absence et the hospital. But, eventually,
even the high official wihe had taken
charge of the sensational case saw that
Bil! had hed more than enough.

“All right—no more for to-dey; my
boy I he concluded sympathetically.
“¥on got along home—try to rest.
And don't worry. We'll get this hump-
back pretty soon, from vour description.
I've got the drag-net out now. You

AYONSHIRE]
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other gentlemen can go, too. Serry (o
have tronbled youl”

Thus dismissed, DBill was driven back
to Helsey., It was then late Sunday
& fternoon.

Outside the cottage a conslable was
on duty, sternly kecping back a morbid
throng of thrill-seckers; and again
Bill's pride came to his aid, enabling
him to make his way into the house
without the help of a friendly arnn,
But once the door was closed, something
soomed to snap inside Bill, Fverything
spun round; turned black. All lLe felt
wera two strong bhands grasping him
suddenly and then—blankness,

Dog-weary and hungry, Bill conked
out on his feat.

When he recovercd from the swoon, he
was lying in his father’s favourite arm-
chair, with his collar loosened, cushions
under his head, and an appetizing sinell
of cooking filling his nostrils.

Lounging back with lis feet on the

kitchen table, sat Cannonball Mike
Doyle, eveing him sombrely.
Bill blinked and sighed. DBut the

instant he tried to speak, Mike sprang
upright and limped to the stove,

“Don't  talk--cat!” he growled,
planking down a well-grilled steak and
pot of scalding colfes. ™ You need grub.
Heck! Pd like to kick those fool
coppers in the pants!*

Standing over Bill, Alike literally
bullied the lad into ealing that nuch-
needed meal.

It was the righy treatment, too. Dy
the time his plate was empty, Bill's
ashen cheeks had regaine~! some of their
normal colour, and the streng cofice
braced his norves,

With another sigh, he retnrned o the
armchair, nodding grateiully to Mike
as he laid himselt back.

Ho led not set eves on his father's
mechanic since -very early mormng—
centuries ago, that scemed—and then
the once-famous racing driver had been
answering  police questions abont the
Allison plans eand the broken safe in
his usual cool, tacituern way.

MNow he looked just as dour, just as
impassive—though perhaps his  eyes
were a littls colder, his lips just & trifle
tighter.

THe MicKeT LiBRARY.—No. 1,325,



25

Producing a siick ot the inevifable
chewing-gpum, e povched it in one lean
brown cheelk, and his laplern jaw began
o move slowly.

“Well, go on, Bill! Talk now "' he
ordeicd with eorion: gentlencss, * 3pill
vour news, son—it'l! do vou good [

Bill spread haa  hands  hopelessiy.
Several minutes passed hefore he was
:ih!lr to collect In: thouehts 1n propor
GTRT.

“The doctor sars dad will recover—
with luck [ began the boy at length. in
a dull, toneless vaice., " Bur even if Lie
does  live, he'll be paralysed, Alike!
His Lrain's terribly injured; he'll be
jnst & helpless  eripple—and dumb !
They've aperaled on hun aleeady, of
course; and that's the verdiet so fav.
The doctor said it was too savly to give
e proper decision yet, but—but that was
only to soften the blow, | reckon. Dad’s
~—finished 1"

“Crippled—and dumb! Old Simon
Alike repeated (he words twiee, and
chgwed Lis gum  savagely. “Huh!
And then vou wert to the police station,
I puesst”

At the sharp question Bill recovered
anid nodded.

“Yes,” he answered wearily, “Saw
Superintendgnt Dickens—you kuow him,
Of course, 1 described that ghastly
humpback a3 best I could, and he
agreed with me that dad must have
heard the hound smathing our model
and pone down fo toackle him alone—
just like poor old dad ! Then I {old the
super all about the missing plans, and
—Rill frowned—"he immediately asked
nie if anvone had Dbeer anxiouz to get
hold of 'em latelr.”

“Ah!"  Alike Doyle =abt up with a
jerlk. TAnd wou sabd—what?™ le
demanded keenly,

“Well, I said that Len and Valetlt
had becn anxions,” he answered slowly,
“I had to tell Dickens that, didn't I?
DBeeavse thev're the only ones whe've
al;fnlu:_-n any iniperest in the inveution at
a

“Ye-ah " Cannonball Doxle lowered
kiz eyves a sccond, " Aad then ¥

“Why, of courso, old Dicicens looked
a bit sick. I mean—Ten's an important
man in Avonport; boss of the Allizon
Works, County ecricleter, and dad's
nephew, and all that. Still. the super
sent over to Len's house, and azked Lim
and Valetti to come to the station at

once—which they @id. And, gozh,

didn't they ride the hizh horze, tool

Blighters thowugh they are, it secms

preity elear they had nothing fo do with

:]ll-t& stealing of the plans or—or hitting
agl”

“Does 187" asked Mike softly.

“Yeos. Both had cast-iron alibis. Len
swears o didn’t go outside the house at
all last night, as his servants ean prove.
And he ean vourh for Valetki, too, at
the time the—the erime was commitied.
He sayz Valetti called on him about ten-
thirty, just as the servants were going
to bed, and didn’t leave till midnight.
To elinch that, Len's butler, who sleops
in the front of the house, heard ham
calling out * pood-night * to Valetii from
the ﬁunt- door just as the cathedral
clock chimed twelve.”

“Ah!  And I suppose Ten called
pretby lowdly ¥” inguired Mike, in the
same quiet voice,

“Well, ves, I suppose so,
butler heard him.  Whe ¥

“0Oh, nothing=—nothing”
drawled, “Ga on, son !

Il stood up and leaned against the
mantelpicee, kicking aimlessly at ihe
bars of the grate.

“That's all, Mike!™ he said sadly.
“Old Dickens apologised to Len and
the Corsican, and they etalked off with-
out 8 glance abt mo. I—I mnst say 1 sus-

ceted them myszelf at Gret, beeause I
mow how eager they were to grab dad's
invention., DBut now—"  Bill broke
off ; his heavy eves suddenly fHashed and
hardened. * Now it scems dad had a
third enemy, more mysterious and
dangerous,” he snapped. “Anywayv, the
police are seareling everywhere for this
vile brutp—"

“Joe the Hump ' nodded Mike,

RBill stared at the meochanic blankly
for a moment, then suddenly exploded
in a sharp, breathless cory.

For the moment he had fatled to grasp
the free significance of Alike's words,
Bo far, he had thought of hiz father's
daslaordly attacker only as * the hinnch-
back.” But now Mike lhad given the
ruffian & namo !

“Joo the—— What's that vou zay 1"’
gasped  Bill, steggering back to  his
ehair. " ¥ou know the brutc®”

The imperturbable mechanic grunted.

“Joe the Hump. Valetti’s American
gidekick ! he repeated deliberately,
U Na, I den’ exactly know him, lad,
but I know of him. No one ever saw

if the
Mike
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A BIG-THRILL FLYING STORY OF THE GREAT WAR! !I

They called L. Arthur Danby thet Crasher”
'III}‘T:MISD he couldn’t lond a plane for toffee !

1"
wouldn't make friends with anvone.  And,
finally, they callod him a ** spy " because——
Every boy should read thia thrill-packed

v etory of the Greak War, {eaturing “ Baldy's
. Angels,” the erack fichting squadron on the
Weslern
eperially written by popular Hedley Seatt,
who was himselt a flying officer during the
War, and it appears in this weeld's Freo

* palied him on * outsider ' becanzgs ho

Front, The story has  Leen
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fem togother mn the States—no one ever
eaw Joo the Hump at all, in fact! Dut
there were rumours—undervworld whis-
pers, if you like—that Valetti pulled
off some pretty raw stunis, and that
his partner was a gosh-awful lLunch-
back, like the one who downed your
dad. Yeah. I know about Joo the
Hump and Valetti all right. I've pot
reasomn i’

Ho rubbed his right lep pensivele,
while Bill gaped ot him in o whirl of
amazrement.

“DBui—but this 15 terrifio news, Can-
nonba]l{”  he blurted at, Jength.
i Uu‘ihtn’l: we to tell the pelice 2"

AMike shook his head contemptuonslr,

“What's the vse!’ he asked., *What
can we prove? Desides,” he added,
with sudden foree, " I’ve got an account
to seltle with Corsiea Phil and Joe—a
bigger aceount than ever now ! And, by
thunder, I'll settle it, too, without the
Lhelp of the police!™

With the dvords Mike crashed an
etmphatic fist on the fable and looked at
Bill earnestly.

“We haver’t a penn'orth o proof
ihat Joe and Corsten Phil are working
together, BilL™ he said. * All ' saying
is=don’t lkid yourself thet Len and
Valetti lad nothing to do with last
night’'s alfair, Thev did. I know it!
You've got to watch 'em, boy; fight
ern till they make & mistake. I'll Lelp,
by thunder—I'll heip! We'll fight and
break 'em between us after last night

In 2 moment the ex-racer was on his
feat, pacing the kitchen with more agita-
tion than Bill had ever seen him show
before. I@For long, silent minutes Alike
limped up and down, head bent, hands
deep in pockets, Then, finallv, he
halted, swing round, and gave Bill a
decp, ealenlating stave, as though weigh-
ing the lad up.

“Well, what's it to be? he asked
bluntly. “You're in a tough jam now,
Bill, amn't yvon? You're broke, for one
thing—and in future vou'll have a Lelp-
lesz father to support. You've pgotl
enenties, too—bad ones, who've alecady
gtriels {wo erippling lrl-:alll:mrs, and will
keep on striking, if need he. What are
you going fo do? Fight back, or quit "

With a growl Bill sprang up, [ists
clenched and broad chest heaving,

“YWhat can I do?” It was a cry that
cama direct from his heart, "1 Lad &
scheme, Mike. 1 was going to leave
school and turn profezsional for Aven-
shire. I'ro's earn decent monew. 1
have saved all T could and helped dad
to get s invention on the market by
himself. DBut now—" The boy made
a passionate gosture. “That poart of
it's all finished !” he eried. “I'm willing
to fight, Mike—fight like blazes for the
old man! Buat how? Dad’s paralysed,
won't be able to remembeor o thing, and
the supercharger wasn’t quile finished.
Either Valett, Len, or Joe the Hump
have pgrabbed the invention, and the
model’s smashed, What can I do with-
gut the plans to work on ™

Bike IDoyle stood rigid as a post, his
Face o complete mask. Only & fecting
glimmer of satisfaction shona in lis
eyes, and was gone 1n & twinkling.

Then, az Bill's shoulders sagged
despondently, his companion did a
strange thing.

Slewls bnt caelly he slid & hand nnder
his jacket and produced a soiled rofl
of papers, the sight of which made Il
reel as from a pomele Just as calmly
hMike then tossed the roll of papers un

omred oand publishod Ewr}'_.?rlr-.n tuay b Qvg Proprieters, The Amaleamabed eeea, 138, The Fiestwas Ifonse
- 1 Gl Vieelw,r Hotise, Darsencdon 5 ; 1
Caliat Infogd ame Abroad, 1180 pae atimiga: fw Tuh for aiy tnohths, Sole Agrnts for

reet, Tardan, 1054, Iepigieeed

Tor feansteieidt by (onadian Moeavinge ot
Al radia sl Few Fralund : Messes, Gosdon & Goiol, Ed., fud

the tabde and grinned savdonically.
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“You'll ight, eh? Gaod! That's all
I wanted to know,'" he sald, in & dry
volce, “We-ell, I dunna how you're
goin’ to raize th' cazh yet, but "—with
a horny thumb he imdicated the papers—
“Huoppose you keep the real Allison
plans—and try 1%

The New Parinership !

i HE—the real plans ™
ﬁ Bill Allison's voice was
thick, indistinet. There was

a glazed look about his oyes
ns though he had just taken a stiff
punch on the chin. He stared st Lhe
roll of plans on the table; at Mike
Doyle, standing with arms akimbo, lips
drawn down in a little droll smile.

Then suddenly ho lurched forward,
reaching for the plans like a starving
men confronted by food.

_Yes, they were his father’s plans all
right—the real, the actual drawings of
the Allison super-charger. Then the
ones that Joe the Hump had stolen last
mght must -
“'Wh-where did you get 'em, Mike?"
The question came in an explosive

vl

EZasp.

Cannonball Mike Doyle shrugred his
lean shoulders,

“*Pinched ‘em myself, before
others got the chance,”

Simon Allison’s mechanie made the
confessinn quite  off-handedly, then
grinned, a drey grin, in which mischief,
triumph, and derision were blended.

“In faet, Bill, I've been burglin’'
your father's safe ever since the even-
g Len and Valetti first called and
tried to bluff the old man into sellin’
tha invention,” he went on, just as
coolly, while Bill gaped, speechless.
“You ses, gon, I knew that if Len
couldn't buy the plans, Valetti would
try to pinch ’em, I warned your dad
s, too, but you know what be is. IIQ’
just wouldn't listen, So—"

Mike laughed soundlessly.

“8o I just took the plans home every
night, an’ brought 'em back next morn.
g, I'd have had a swell time explain-
in' if I'd bean caught, I guess, but I
wasn't. T.en, Valetti, and Joe the
Hump are the only ones who've been
caught., The roll of fakes that Joc
sncaked last might ain’t worth the smell
of an oll rag!”

His amused expression changed to an
uglv-scowl. ]

“But, o course, I wasn't reckonin’
on vour dad getiin’ smashed up tryiog
to defend the fakes,” he continued.
“ And short of doing sentry-go outside
the cottage all nmight, I couldn’t stall
off o raid, not knowing when one was
cormin’. T just warned your dad, and
saw to it that the plans would be safe,
anyway. That was all I could do, Bill.
And we'd have siill been op velvet if
the plucky, cbstinate old chap had only
bawled for help, instead of tacklin’ a
he porilla like Joe the Hump single-
handed.” :

This 'hai; remark Mike made to him-
self as he glanced ruefully st Bill

Tha youngster still seemed unable to
find his tonguae, however, He was grip-
ping the roll of plans as though hLe
never meant to let po apain, and de-
vouring them with shining eyes. UOnly
the fact that his father lay unconscious
in Avonport Hospital stopped him from
going crazy with joy and relief,

The invention was safe, after all.
Although Simon Allison might be a
life-long eripple, at least, he had not
been rﬂ%i}ed of the valuable fruits of his
labours as well—thanka entirely to the

loyal, shrewd cx-racer whom he had
befricnded.

the

Mike's foresight and guile had altered
eve mg—lifted Bill from the slough
of despond, and filled him anew with
fighting spirit and hepe,

Clumsily, breathlessly, the lad tried
to stammer ont his heartfelt gratitude,
Mike cutting him short at last with a
typically brusque gesture.

“Ah, stow it, kid! Your dad’s been
a good pal to me!” he said snappishly.
“ Now we've got to be good pals to him.
Wa've got to do eversthing for him,
‘eos, may be, he'll never be abla to do
snything for himself again, Most of
1t's up to you, Bill. But I'll be in with
you—ses I

Without any hesitation Bill thrust the
plang back into his friend's hands, and
if any of his school cronies could have
seen their cheeriul old *“ madman™ then,
they would have received a real jolt of
surprise.  The cold determination in
the lad’s eyes, the agpgressive thrust of
hiz jaw, gave aven the hard-bitten Mike
a seeret thrill,

"¥ou keep these, Cannonball,” said
Bill simply. “And as you say, we've
of to be partners now—you and me.
£ l}I'nzan_l.:‘ll run things here—make 8 new
model of the blower, and carry on as
you did with dad—I—T'11 try and earn
the cash wo need. I can do it, foo, if
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the county’l]l take me on as a pro, I'll
save cvery penny—do anything, in fact,
ta ﬂght for the old man.”

"Great 1?

Mike stowed the plans ecarefully
under his jacket, then laid his hands on
Bill's shoulders and shook him gently.

“"Son, you're taking on a heavy load;
but you've got grit,” he said soberly,
“Meanwhile, don’t sny anvthing about
all this to a soul. And don't let Len
or Corsica sce that you even suspect
em of being in company with Joo the
Hump, either. DBy now they'll have
discovered they've got nothing but a
roll of wastepaper, after all. And I'll
bet 1t won't be long before Corsica has
ancther go at getting the real ones
Then—"

“Then, by thunder, we'll et "cin—get
‘e good and hard Y eried Bill; and
the new pariners of the firm of Allison
& Doyle shook hands grimly,

“I'll be down at the county ground

to-morrow=—the momens | leave the
hospital 1" said Bill.
(Wil fortune jfavowr Bil, or will

he——7 You'll be surprized when ypou
récd the continuation of fhis thrilling
rricket story in next week's Free Gift
fesue of the MigxET.)
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Street, London, E.C.d.

HILE preparing this little chat of
W mineg I can’t help thinking how

time flies. Although it scoms

but a short while ago since I
made the first announcement concerning
our handsome free gifts of photoprovure
plates your collection—including the
souvenir photo.plate presented free with
this issue—now totals eleven ! And what
a collection it iz, too ! Every week brings
in hundreds of appreciative letters from
readers all over world—a sure sign
that the free gifts have proved a great
success and that the Old Paper iz pro-
gressing all along the line.

TUnfortunately, however, all pood things
come to an end sooner or later, and next
week will sco the twelfth and last of our
souvenir scrica of photogravure plates
showing * Marvelsof Modern Engineering.™

*“IN A SKY-LINER'S CHART-
HOUSE ™

ig the subject chosen for our final photo-
gi;te, and in my opinion it is ono of the

t of the series. It certainly should not
be missed by any reader. Be on the safe
side ; order next Saturday’s MaxeT now !

Harking back to readers' letters again,
I should like to inform *° Anxious In-
quirers ' that Hedley Seott, avthor of our
recent popular sporting story, ' Nobby,
the ‘ Shooting Star’' 1" and many other
MAGNET suecesszes, ia writing & scrica of
War-tune flying slorics festuring Daldy's
Anpgels, the crack fichting squadron on the
Weatern Front. The firat atory in this
songational series appears in thia weok's
wmsue of our companion paper ** Ranger.”
Hedley Secoit, who * did his bit ' in the
Great War, has fipured in many a stern
tugala *“ up above the clouds,” and ia
second to none when it comes to writing
real-life filying vama., Sample this week's
story in the ** Ranger I and sce what you
think of it !

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad fo hear from you, chums, so drop me a line fo
the following address ; The Editor, The ** Magnet ' Library,
The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleet:wcay House, Farvingdon
A stamped, addressed envelope will
ensure a reply.

HAD YOUR HOLIDAYS YET?

No? Then look out for the Macwer
representatives at the scaside when you
do. Messra. Cadbury Bros., of Bournville,
have contributed a quarter of a million
bars of Dairy Milk Chaocolate for the
consumption of readers buying  their
MagurT from beach sellers, kiosks, and
other such places af most of our popular
geasido resorts. In  addition, Cadbury
Bros. ave giving pound boxes of thoie
doliciona aszsorted cheeolates as prizes at
gur CUoneert Parfv, Cinema and Gala
Competitions. Be gure, then, and wateh
for the MAGNET representatives !

By the way., our acroplane offer hns
ecavght on ng 1 fully expected it woukl,
If you have not alremdy done so stars
collecting the neerssary threo Coupona
now. These Righy  © Super™  model
seroplancs are going to be all the rage this
summner.  Irish readers, ioo, rcan par.
ticipate in this great offer as there is no
duty on these topping flying planes,

And now for next weak’s Maioner
programme. Irank Richamnda kicks off
with :

‘“* BILLY BUNTER'S 'HAT-

TRICK ' ! "

a yam that you'll enjoy.  It's full of fun,
and has a rattling fine plot, too,  All your
favourite characters appear in it, and when
you've read it you'll agree with me in
BAYINE it’s one of Lthe beat yorns we've cver
gx lished. 8o don't miss it. There will
anather thrill-packed instalment of our
t ericket story, a tip-top issue of the
* Greyfriara Herald," and an interesting
comtribution by our cricket wizard
" Umpirg,':
YOUR EDITOR,
Tre Magyer Lisranr.—No. 1,325,
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BUNTER'S HUNDRED-POUND
BOATER !

(Continwed from page 24.)

from him what he was doing. Unseen
by the gquivering fat Owl, he examined
fhe lining inside the hat—and breathed
hard and deep as he found nothing
there ! Morcover, he could see, on close
inspection, that this was o quite new
hat—ngt the one he wanted, 1t was his
fifth wrong hat! i

He replaced the lining and turned
back {o Bunter. His eyes glinted un-
pleasantly at the fat junior. -

“Now, look here, young cove,” said
Mre. Hinks, in a low and very distinct
voice. “When I see you 'erc one day
Jast week yon was weariug a straw at—
Fat it wasn't this 'at! What ’ave you
done with that ‘at?  Throwed 1t away,
or what "

“¥ht That wasn't my bhat!” gasped
Bunter,

Are Hinks stpred.

“Not vour ‘at!” he repested.

“No!” gasped Bunter “I—I'd bor-
rowed it froin gnother chap!t™

“ You—youw—you'td borrered thot ‘at*”

gasped Mr., Hinks. Light dawned on
him at lastl : o
“EBht Yes! Whyt I—I say—

“Keep where you are!” snarled Mr.
Hiunks, as Bunter made a movement to
rise, and the fat junior shramk back m
terror. There was no doubt m his fat
mind now thet the man was mad. Not
only did he bag hat after hat from
Bunter—but he was inquisitive on the
subject of hais that Bunter- had worn
on. previews occasions! Bunter's hats
scemed” an obsession with him !l

Mr. Hinks stdod. staring .at m, He
realised now why he had not had any
luck after capturing so niany hats from
Bunter. He had begun to suspect that
Buntér must have inﬂ sonte  accldent
with the original hat, and perbaps
thrown it away damaged, DBut now ho
understood.

*You—you'd borrered that “at?” he
ropeated. ¥ Borrered it from another
cove at your school, I dessay?"”

“Yes,” gosped Bunter. )

“And you've give ib back to 'mm?”

“Eht. Of course.™

“ And what might his name be

Mr: Hinke eyed Bunfer furtively as he
asked that question. He was very
arixious not to betray the nature of s
intorest in that hat. At the same time,
he had to know to whom it belonged—
if he was to have a chance at Mr.
Vernon-Smith's hundred-pound note!

“Eh? His name’s
gasped Bunter,

] 11

Mauleverer=—""

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Omne of them coves——" :

“Oh! No!  Another chap—Lord
Mauloverer—a follow in my Foerm at
Greyiriarg—"

“ Mauleverer!” ropeated DMr., Hinks,
Ho romembered that there had keen a
name in the straw hat when he packed
the banknote under the hnipg; buf In
his haste and hurry at the time he bad
not noticed what it Wwas—not being -
terested in the matter. Naturally it
had never occurred to his ynnd that the
“fat cove ™ was wearing anolther fallow's
hat!

“I—1 sav

# Hallo, hallo, hallo ' canie a sudden
rOAar. .

My, Hinks jumped. .

Five follows vame under the oaks
from tho footpath. They had come back
for Bunter—and found Mr. Hinks!

“(ollar  him 1"

“Here he is!”

“Bag hun!”

“Dlow mo piok!” gasped Harold
Hinks, strugeling wildly in the grasp of
the Famous Five “h, my eye!
Whoooop ™

Bump!

Mr. Iinks wont down: i the prass,
hard and heavy, He struggled and
purgled there in the grasp of the (ri-
umphant juniors.

“aof him !"" panted Bob.

“1 say. vou fellows” Tilly Dunter
serambled up. “ Haold him ! 3it oo him !
Stand. on him! Keep him safe. He's
mad. I sav. vou fellows, he’s raving!
Mad as a haiter. I sav, hd's been ask-
ing me about other fellows’ hats—he’s
mad on hate. Raving mad!”

" Ooooeh ! urgled Mr. Hinks.
4 "-‘;'J::ﬂ-nﬂg:.{h? l.'}ﬂl;l fgimei;f' Let a bloke
gorruep—oh. blow me pink and valler !

“ Wew,” taid Haree Whartan, planting
a kiee on Mr. Hinks’ dingy waisteonl,
“Now 'werve Daggod you, vou rascal.
we want to know what the gume 15 If
vou're ofl vour rocker——"

“Raving mad ™ grasped
“ Hold him 1™

“What Ithve vou tosay for voursedd”
demanded Wharton.

“ Urrererveggh '™ FThat,  apparently.
was all that Mr. ITinks had te say for
himself.

“He doben't remarked
MNugent.

“You silly idjit, T aw’l mad 1™
Mr, Hinks. “Woatehor sy, 1°d
know, blow

*a

Bunter.

look mad”

T:r;q]mi
ike Lo
ver©

“1f vou're not potiy, what have you
been snatching a fellaw's hat for?”
demanded Wharton. ,

“Only o lark ! gorgled Mr. Hinks
“Jost a lark! I awas always a larky
cove. Gerroff my weskit 1

“I say, you fellows, hold himl?
Stamp on him! Juinp on hi 1"

“Only a lark,” groaned Mr. Hinks
“I won't never do it again. On .y
davy, T'll never touch the fat wcove
sgam [ Wow 17 !

Which wes guite true. Mr. Hinks
was no longer interested in " Billy
Bunter's hats. Lord Mauleverer was
gning to he the object of his attentichs

cnceforth. R

“The larkfulness was too terrifte™
resnarked - Hurree Jamset Ram Sing
“The duckfulness m the absurd pon
would be & barmloss, snd neceseary
losson; my ridiculoud -friends.”

" Gootd ope ! said the Co. with one
voloe. L

“'Hre, you let a bloke go!"" roarcd
Mr. Hinks, in great alnrm.

But the “bloke * was not allowed fo
go. Had he been some harmlesa lunatic;
the juniors would have treated him
kindly enough and whalked him off to bo
takon care of. Dut they could see now
that that was not il .case, But if he
was not,  as they had suspected,
“batty,” he was s mest impudent and
unplessant praciical jolwr so far ax they
could ece—and what he needed was b
severe losson. And Wwhat ho nceded, he
was going. to have! Wriggling and oh-
jecting with great energy, Mt Hiplks
was walked away to the popd—and
pitched headlone mto ik

He splashed and sprawled i water
and mod, spluttering.

“That's a tip,” said DBob Cherry;
“and the best thing you can do is to go
on your travels. H we sep you again
vour Il get some tnore of the same.”

“ Urrrvrggh 17

“Take v tip, and travel

“Gurrrggh! CGug-gug!”

Farry Wharton & Co. woalket) aways,
satisficd with the outcome of Y 'Bfﬁé
noon’s expedition. They had po dour
that that ducking __w_nuld cute tho
sractical joker of . his propenmty for
arking with fellows' hats! And, i:l;.’heﬂ,-.
when Mr. Hinks erawled out of the
shallow waler, he was feeling ratbo
disposed to take Bob Cherryv's tip, and
iravel, It reallv looked as if he weanld
have to earn that handred-pound a%te
by the time he got hia dishonest fingers
o #—if he ever did |

El‘.l
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{Bon't miss the grand zequel fo s
werar, rhumy.  M'e entitled: “BILIEY
BUNTER'S ' HAT-TRICK " oni il
eppear tn next  Seturdey’'s Magrer,
wehich will'wlee confain enother Hand-
gonie Free Photogravure Plate.” e
sure aud onler your copy curlyl)
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AVE

William  Gosling,

E GOSLING!

School Porter,
critically ill from melancholia owing to
the recent falling-off in the numbers of
juniors having to be reported for arriving
late for locking-up. Volunteers urgently
wanted to turn up after locking-up time
and so restore his health and strength '—
Particulars from the SAVE GOSLING
COMMITTEE, Study No. 1, Remove.

8
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No. 40 (New Series).

10re

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

LOST! |

Brand-new Fitteen-Zuinea Pushbine.
geen yesterday aftermoon in bikeshed next Lo
Bunter's old crock.— Apply :
SMITH, Study MNo. 4. Remove,

Last |

H. YEAHON-

went away,

FOUND'!

_ Small Collection of Serap bron. May have i
been a hike at one time. Which |

Master Bunter stratched out on the footpath
yesterday afternoom, and when he got up and
there was the scrap iron under-
neath where ha'd becn ! — Apply :
GCardener, Polting-cheq.

spotted

MIMGLE,

-

'LONZY SMOKES A PIPE

Amazing Scene in Quad

Alonzo  Todd, chompion
chump of Greyfriars, has dona
many surprising thinga in the
course of his young life—but
none  more surprising than
hiz achievernent one day this
weelk when he calmly strolled
out of the School House
smoking a pipe !

* Are you potty * " gasped
COgilvy, who was the first to
epot him,

* If your suppestion is that
I am displaying morbid
peyehological phenomena, the
=ngwer 13 in the negative,
my  dear Ogilvy ! was
'Lonzy's answer. ** Frankly,
1 fail to comprehend the basis
for your interrogation.”

And the Duffer marcheod on,
puffing away rogardless !

It is perhaps unnecessary
to tell you that 'Lonzy soon
succeeded in  attracting o
crowd of hefty dimensions.
That wouldn't have matterad
much if the crowd hadn’t
been joined by Mr, Quelch
but when the benk took a
hand, things took on a serious
napect.  Quelchy’s glare was
posttively tereifying,

“ Todd | ™ 8  hoomed,
“Todd! Boy! Wratched
youth! How dare you!™

* Good-afternocon, gir ¥
beamed ‘'Lonzy, doffing his
vap poltely, while he con.
tinued to puff clouds of smoke
te the air of the quad.
5 __u,ﬁm?mnsm mﬁw most  con-
genal, meteorologicslly,
they not, sir # 2 el

* Depraved croature § ¥
ground  out  Mr, Quelch,
“ I can searcely beliove my
crgans of wvision! You are
actually smoking & pipe | *

* Your assaveration js in.
dubitably eorrect, my dear
gir 1" replied 'Lonzy, cheer-
fully. “It i8 quita o new

habit with me: but my
rognogtication is that it will
Wmuamw me execedingly. Snoop
recommended me to try it "

" Bnoop recommended you
to smoke a pipe ¥’ gasped
the bealk faintly, “ Boy 1™

“1 have never nobiced
wg_ia;m:. any inordinate
wmanitacianism in  Snoop,
and it therefore was all the
more pleasing to observe such
thoughtfulnesa in  him!"
rattled on "Lonzy cheerfully,
" He wﬁ.wﬁﬁ;ﬂﬂﬁq %ﬁ_nmmﬁg..._
me with the pipe and smoking
mixturs. Waa it not good of
hira, sir?*

Mr. Quelch's hair almost
stood on end.

* You have the impudence

gL

|
s

to inform mo that Sncop gave
vou & pipe and {obaccoe and
that you wvoluntarily used
them ? " he shrieked,

For the first time *Lanzy
looked a little alermed.

“TPray do not misunder-
astand, my dear sin," he said.
“ MNaturally, I should nob
dream of smoking ordinary
tobotco. This 18 a special
chemioal mixture of herba for
the cure of hay fovor, from
which I infelicitously euffer.”

{Contd. af fool of next column.)

Dicky Nugent's Weekly Wisdom

While 1 was bending ever at the gates fo
siroke old Gosling's black cat, Mr. Prout
1cil over mo and neerly flattenod me out, then
veported mo to Wigzins for ** six.”

I1t’s supposed fo bring good Juck to stroke o
black eat, but it was a * siroke ¥ of

bad luck for me |

STRANGE
THE

NOISE IN | Jiv WensTir Hvenomises Suake

NIGHT

|

Remove Hunt Infernal Machine

od many Removites saw a thrlling ** talkie ™

Laat week a

called * The Time Bomb,"”

thoroughly enjoyed the sensational episode in which detectives
hunt frantically for an infernal machine which can be heard

ticking away in a room in whi

This week, * reel ™ life becames ** real 7 lifo, for we had a hunt
for an infernmal machine ourselves |

It waa just after midnight when Bunter emitted a sudden
vell that woke up the entire dorm in an instant.
*It's & time-bomb like they had
Listen to it, you chapa!™
ought for & moment that DBunter had been dreaming.

* Yarogooh ! ¥ he wailed,
on the pietures

Wa H.m
But 5 moment later we heerd
ticking or clicking, just like
H.zn_.._ﬂnﬁm !
from an infernal machine.

Wharton and one or two othe

join in the hunt ; but most of the Remove got out of bed and
willingly began to scout around.
¥Ye were soon convinced that all was well in the dorm. But

(Contd. from previous column.)

“Oht" gasped Mr, Quelch.
The rest of us grinned. If the
Duffer was smoking a pips
in order to oure hay fever, his
oflence wasn't quite so garious

as bad at first seemed. 3
But ws can give you our|the beak had gone to bed, and Hw.wmfﬂﬂwﬁ%nhmﬁwm u.:.mwwmnﬂmwﬁ
ﬁa&ﬁ .ﬁam E..E_.H mw..._m interview muﬂm_m open the door and rushed | o b been thought to be
To ad with Mr, Queleh {1 < z
in the latter's study shorily | _The ticking promptly ccased 1 | {io Hrinke wes merely Aubroy
afterwards, 'Lonzy won't bhe |1t was only Qucleh, tapping net as afterncon class was
in & hwury to smoke a pipe | 3weY ab his ™ History of Grey- | goiching in the Remove, how-
again, friars ”* on & somi-noiseless type- | ayer tho genuine python iteelf
Aa for Snoop, who hag spent | Writer. turned up, calmly ecrawling
the best wﬁ.e of threa days| Wo counted ourselves luecky | through an ipen window on to
clasping the rear part of his |to get awsy with a fow caustic | Micky Desnond’s desk.

anatomy and performing fren.
zied bhops round his study,
the mere mention of the word
“ pipe " is suflicient to make
him hyaterical.

But it was a good jape, and
if it'a any consolation to him,
we congratulate him on it!

| AR

Lntomology

Advertizer will oxchange hook on the above
eubjeet for an axe, which he neads to corvy
ouf hiz cousin’s suggestion to go and chop
chipa.—Apply, ALONZQ TODD, itudy No. 7,

eI ove,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?

Of course, it didn't follow that the noise emanated
But when Skinner suddenly re-
markod that he rernembered eeeing a sinister, evil-faced fellow
sneaking into the 8School House with a poresl under hia arm
earlier in the evening, we began to consider it seriously,

v nd !
“w | B e
|- AR~

at the Courtfield Cinema, and

ch they have been locked,

There was a good deal of
excitement in the school at
the beginning of the weel when
it ﬂmmﬂwﬂs that a ifteon-feet
pyithon had escaped from a
travelling circna passing Grey-
frigra. ©nale.bunts wers or-
mwnmma& and trapa set, but two

ays passed without any news
of the escap:d serpent,

On tho '1hird dey ssveral
wild rumemiz gained currency,
One was thut the python had
been seen & the back of the
woodshed, 3ut whon Mr. Prout
woent alonpisand emptied his
Winchester repeater into it, it
turnmed cut to be mercly a
coil of hoaepipe inadvertently
left. ithere by the School Tire
Brigade from their practics on
the previous day! Another
rumour waa that the snake had
been spoited crawling along

it oursolves—a faint, rhythmical
the noise we had h at the

ra were sreptical and declined 1o

on opening the door, wo found
that the noise was noticeably
louder on the landinge and louder
still on the stairs. Warming to
our task, we followed our eara on
a ticking {rail that eventually
led right to Queich’s study.
Bolsover, who led the expedi-
tion, took it for granted that

remarks from the beak and a| Desmond. ave a foarful howl

hundred linea apicce | and bolted out of the Form-

By the way, Skinner ofter-|room for deer lifs. Bunter and
warda explained that the |ahout helf a dezen others
sinister, evil-faced fellow he | quickly followed suit, while the

sow was Loder, enpaged in

; C f rest hurriedly retroated to the
srmugeling cigarettes into the

opposite wall,

school. | It waos an exciting moment,

MUSICIAN AVERTS
FORM-ROOM PANIC

for wo had been warned that
tha reptils might be dangerous
if hungry, and we knew it would
take some timoa to find fhe
circug hand who had been left
behind in the distriet to con-
tinue tho search.

What to do was a problem.
But it was solved by Bob
Cherry—in an almost incredible
way, Almost hefore we had
reached the Form-room wall,
Bob had pulled out a tin.
whistle from his pocket. An
instant later he was playing
& tune which somo of va recoz-
nised as * Ballet Mgyptien,"

The effoct on the great snake
was extraordinary. It coiled
slawly down from the desks
on to the floor, curled round
balow Mr. Quelch'a rostrum,
and then went to sleep! You
can  bet wour life we took
prompt advantage of the situ-
ation to shut all the windows,
elear gut of the room, and close
the door after us !

Later, the cireua hond ap-
peared on the scene, gave the
repiile & good feod, and then
packed it salely away in & crate
prior to driving it back to its
cireus homeo,

* But why * Ballet Egyptien’
pariicularly ? " asked one of
the fellows afterwards, when we
were congratulating Bob on his
amazingly suceeszslnl exercise
of pregencs of mind.

Eob grinned.

* I happened to seo thia cireus
myself during the hols., onee,
and I remembered that that
was the tune the snake.charmer
played when he scnt  this
particular mﬂm&Enn to sleep |
he explained.

Bob really is thoe snake's
lullaby !

Eeadera may wonder what
the thwup & member of the
Upper Fourth should know
about the sister of a Remove
kid. The answer in ry
case i ' Not muchi" I
might add that that’s as
much as I wané fo Lknow!

My acquaintance with

AS OTHERS SEE THEM

What I Think of Marjorie
Hazeldene

Marjorie Hazeldeno dates By Aubrey hﬁﬁhnm

back to last Wedneaday, i >

and came nhout ag o result | Hought of Marjorie | one of the hest! XNeat

of a messenger-boy &b ihe Hazeldeno after that can|seeel, by the way, pon'll

gates asking me where ho ba betler imagived than | kavethe chance of reading

could find Master Hozeldene, | deseribed | ; az Mise. dooelienn

My gift for quick thinkin Frankly, the girl beats | thinks of Aubrey Angel !

rising to the occasion, L told | Mo To look at, she’s| —Ed. )

the lnd I waa Hazeldens | intelligent and friendly and A
kind. DBut her curt replies

myself, and so rceeived a
letter from Marjorie, asking
her brother over to tea in the

to my intellirent tallk about
geo.gees convinces mo thal

“WATER " RACE!

A R Gall shie’'s even lcag intelligent .
keen ﬂw_wmm L@#rﬂnzﬂmﬂwswﬂu than the average girl, whilo ﬂ._.‘m..mpw %c%hﬂ.ﬂﬁmw HMMM St.
as to the rest, she's about | yi by k :

naturally omitted to say
gnythiny to Hazel and
trotted off to Cliff House to
have toa entirely unaccom.
panicd.

Much to my surprise, 1
found, when I told Marjorie
Hazeldena  her  brother
couldn™ come and had sent
me instead, that ahe wasn't
& bit gracious about it, IFor
reagsens 1 simply  canuot
fathom, she scemed to take
an inatant dislilie to mo. 7T
should have thought she'd
bo flattercd to have an
Upper Fourth man tullk to
hor., Certainly I went to
zome paing to show her 1
waa a man of the world, by
dizcussing racing and eavds,
But for some unaccountable
reason, she simply woulidn't
be impressed ! Worse than
that, she gave her friend
Clava ‘Treviyn the tip to
ring up Greyiriara on the
fuist—and, baving found
out from the Treviyn girl's
grimaces that I was there
uader false polours, prompt-
Iy called in Miss Primrose,
the headmistress, and re-
ported e t

The result wwas that when
I got back to Greylrars 1
found myself booked for a

Head's fogging,  What 1

and

ol

a8 [riendly as an iceberg,

a3 kind aa a wildeat |
That's what I think

Marjorie Hazeldens !

{The only reason we've
privtedd thizs  scurrilous
crficle i that as it's
writtenm by the prize cad
of the Lotver School it will
concince  nrost  readers
that Miss Hazceldenc is

Jim’s Regatta, and wo wero
glacl to hear from Tewnpie
that evoerything wens
gwimningly.,

But we didn’t quite realiza
till we saw 8 copy of the
“ Ryleombe Gazette™ thab
Temple meant it literally.
Hia boat overtorned hali-
way down the course, you
sea; that was why the race
ended SWIMMINGLY |

Daar

_m_w

g Lonzy’s Little Letters

== =

Editor,—¥While internallv

pevceptive that such advisory activity
genarocly appertaing to the jovrmalistice
functiona within your purview, L
should be defimtoly nobt unepprecia-
tive of such supererogatorily eventu-

ated recommendation a8 you eould vourhsafe in respeet of
the nominative desipmation of an unexceptionable, if not

necessarily  pro-eminent,
raoderaie
to whom
nother habilinsnts.

thoush
eeuniavily, exponent of the sartorial seience
w may entrust the manufaciure of o pair of

contemporaneously,

‘Thanking you in anticipation,
Yoaurs stieepcly,

Arcxzo Topn.

{(What 'Lonzy means is: Can yon recommend a goesd

tailor who'll make him o cheap paic ol trousers B

Try

Chunkloy's, "Lonzy, Iat for gocdness’ sake don't tell “em
afl you've told us, or they'll think you've cowne in (0 order

& slrait walstcoat |—ED.}

ARE WE CANNIBALS ?

¥eankly, we shonkin’t be at all surpriscd.
Heve are tho fug:

1. Coule served us wp with the worat hot.
pat within living memary {for dinner .b_-_n._E...

3, Mr. Quelch hos nob been s00m Siboe

dance [

fortunately Mr, Quelch found him]

jolly g
o e ; lw._...“_ : i I o o R h__h #rl__!. = ...l.....-.r_.r”..ﬁ_._ __W. ! __._
Nrs, Mimble's froii ples are With whiskees, mortsr-board and In the school library, Skinner The Famous Five fook part as Chunkley’s, of Courtfeld, claim
Iamous beyond the walls o! gown, Wibley *‘spoofed™ & found a parchment relating Er:nuﬂﬁ *in a film of the district to be able to supply anything
Greyfriars—but fhe old dame pumber o Upper Fourth fellowa tremsyre seereted behind thev'made near Greyfrigrs, William from stock—but they  were
Eﬁﬁ rezerves B big stock for tbat he was a new master—and poanelling of Mr. Quelch’s study. George Bunter got & small nnable to Bt Bunter when he tora
the Removites—inclo Bunter] led Temple & Co. no end of & Skinner found no treasure, but un- part—as eomio rpelief § his tfrousers in a fracas with

Fonsonby & Co. ol Higheliffe !

maorming  achaonl,

3, Skimner sayvs (hab the last time 3r
Queleh waa seen, o was in en awinl stew !

What else eon we ihink, but thet we'ra
eanuibals ¥

But it's ail right, you ehaps; we've just
seen Quelchy, so ha couldn™s have boen in
thnt stew atler all

Vo breathe again!

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry

pul up a rfecerd parinership in
& cricket meteh avainst Rook-
wood—scoring 273 for the first
wicket, Greyiviars won by an
ipnings asud & runs!



